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1.

They took me right off the street, three thugs in ski masks. They forced me out of
my car, bundled me into the back of an old delivery truck, and stuffed a tennis ball
in my mouth. “Your Pop pissed off the wrong guy,” one of them told me. “Now
he’s gonna pay.”
I shook my head, but a lot of good it did. I couldn’t talk and my hands and feet
were tied to a chair, which was bolted to the floor of the truck. This had to a
mistake, it had to be. What could Father possibly have done?
The truck lurched into traffic. The one who had spoken, a stocky man with slick
dark hair, removed his mask and held up a hunting knife. “Payback time.” His grin
showed a set of sharp teeth. He stepped behind me. I felt his blade slide coolly
across my scalp, but it didn’t bite. My hair began falling to the floor.
As Slick stepped back into view, tucking the knife into his belt, I heard an electric
buzz approaching from behind. The razor did its thing to my head and also
reached around to destroy the wispy mustache I’d been working on for the last
few years. Then it buzzed my eyebrows. Slick laughed.
So that was it. Payback was having a cue ball for a head. I could live with that.
Slick dipped a brush into a can of paint and stroked it over the top of my head. But
it didn’t feel like paint. The liquid was thin and runny, and it ran down into my
clothes while he slathered the stuff all over my face and neck. It definitely wasn’t
paint, but it burned a little and smelled a lot.
“Kills the roots,” Slick said, putting the brush aside. “Wouldn’t want you growing
nothin’ under your new face.” His buddies laughed. One of them dumped water
over my head, which was followed by a rough towel-down.
“Cut him out,” Slick ordered. A second knife sliced down the front of my shirt.
Rough hands tore the shirt off, while the knife sawed at my belt. Slick pocketed
my wallet, watch and keys. What the hell was going on?
They sprayed some kind of pink cream over my body, from the neck down, and
left it there to burn its way into my skin. Then they washed me down, dried me off
and soaked my body with the stuff from the paint can. Finally, I was once again
doused with water and roughly dried.
“He’s ready for the suit,” Slick said. His buddies nodded, their eyes glittering,
staring at me like a piece of meat.
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Our destination was a house outside the city. I glimpsed trees through a nearly
blacked-out rear window, before the truck entered the garage. They hustled me
inside. Whitewashed walls rushed by and we ended up in a large bathroom.
“Get the glue,” Slick said. They stood me in the tub and sprayed my body, again
from the neck down, with a slippery liquid that felt nothing like glue. “Hurry up,
we only got a few minutes.”
One of them picked up what looked like a latex tracksuit—only it was pink, like
the skin of a newborn. It was some kind of full-body covering, like what a diver
might wear—if the diver wanted to blend in with a crowd of nudists. They held
the back open and suggested, at knife point, that I should step inside.
My legs slipped into the suit like greased hotdogs, all the way into tight footies
that had a separate pocket for each toe. I looked away as Slick tucked my junk into
a pouch between my legs. They worked the suit up over my hips and up my body.
My arms slid easily into sleeves that ended in tight gloves, where each digit was
tipped with a hard acrylic tip that resembled a fingernail.
“Gimme the key,” Slick said. He used a metal tool to lever the back of the suit
closed. I felt it tighten all the way up my spine and snap closed at the base of my
neck. He held the tool there for a minute or two, while the glue set.
The suit felt squishy at first, but after that I could hardly feel it at all. I saw the
twin mounds on my chest and turned around to find all three men snickering at
me. But I only had eyes for what I saw in the mirror: a bald woman, her eyes wide,
her mouth stuffed into a surprised ‘O’—and my face atop her body!
She had a gorgeous figure, with curves in all the right places. Her breasts were
perfect orbs riding high on her chest, her legs were long and smooth, and the patch
of blonde hair between her legs was neatly trimmed. It was plain to see that she

was female, but it was my body, which meant—
“Let’s finish her,” Slick said. He dug out the tennis ball.
I cleared my throat. “You guys are in such deep—”
“Shut up.” He spread glue over my whole head, avoiding my
eyes and other openings. Then he lifted my new head out of a
box on the counter. It looked like a prop from a wax museum;
a woman’s head, made of what appeared to be real skin, with
a thick mop of dirty blonde hair half as long as my arm.
Two of them pulled to widen the opening at the base, while
Slick forced my head inside. After a lot of struggling, it
finally squished into place.
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I felt them align the mask with
my eyes, mouth and ears; tuck
the neckline in around the edges
of the skin-suit; and force the
hard rims above each eye-hole in
over the top of my eyelids. At
first I couldn’t even blink, but
after a moment I did.
A beautiful blonde stared at me
from the mirror, slowly blinking,
with wild hair and wilder eyes.
“Not bad at all, eh boys?”
“Good enough to do, boss,” one said, and the two thugs leered at me.
“Sorry, guys. There’s no time for that. Maybe later.”
They hauled me out of the tub. One held my arms and the other forced my mouth
open, while Slick stuck a tube down my throat. Something cold hit my larynx.
“Don’t talk for awhile,” Slick warned. “It could snap just like that.” Snap went his
fingers. “Permanently. Soprano or mute, it’s your choice.”

2.

They left me tied up in the bed of the master bedroom, naked under clean white
sheets. I slept for awhile, waking only when the overhead light came on. Slick
ushered a familiar woman into the room.
“Mum?” My voice sounded high and a little wild, like a petulant little girl.
“Oh, Mikey. Is that really you?” She sat next to me on the bed. All I could do was
nod. “I’m so sorry,” she whispered, cupping my face in her hands.
“They turned me into a woman,” I said, stating the blindingly obvious.
“I know.” She brushed unruly blonde tresses out of my eyes. She looked over at
my captor. “Does he have to be tied up like this?”
“She,” Slick said firmly. “Does she have to be tied up. She’s a girl.”
“This is my son, sir—no matter what you’ve done to him.”
“Lemme put it this way. I’ll untie your daughter, but not your son.”
Mother shook her head. “All right, if I must. Please untie my daughter.”
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“Sure thing, lady.” He unsheathed his knife and yanked the sheet down. Mother
gasped when she saw what they’d done. Slick cut the ropes that bound my wrists
and ankles and stepped back. Mother held the sheet up to my chest.
“Her name’s ‘Michelle’ now. Better start using it.” He headed for the door. “You
know what to do, lady. We’ll be right outside.”
Mother stared at my cleavage. “I’m so sorry… Michelle.”
“It’s not your fault,” I whispered. “These guys are fucking crazy.”
“Language, young lady.” She looked at me sadly. “Thought in a way, it is my
fault. I’ve known for years, what he was up to. I could’ve stopped him.”
“Stopped who?” I dropped the sheet and swung my legs out of bed.
“Let’s not talk about that now. I’m supposed to help you get dressed.”
I gave my chest a tentative bounce. “What do you think they want?”
“Right now, they want you to get dressed. Hold still, dear.” She grabbed a brush
and fussed over my hair, then picked out a basic white brassiere from the dresser.
She smiled as I slipped it on, and helped me with the clasp.
“It fits you perfectly. I used to dream about this, you know, way back before you
were born. I thought it would be wonderful to help my daughter with her first bra,
do her makeup, show her how to wear all the nice things we women wear.”
I wiggled my hips into a panty girdle. “Better late than never, huh?”
“I’m not enjoying this, dear.”
“You may as well, Mum.” I ducked into a
white slip and let the cool fabric slide the
length of my body. “One of us should.”
“Well… maybe this would be easier if we
just pretend you’re playing dress-up.”
I sat on the bed. “Dress-up it is. So what
should I wear for my big date, Mum?”
Wiping her eyes, she turned to the closet.
“I’ll find you a nice dress.”
Once I was fully dressed, Slick marched
me downstairs, my high heels clicking
sharply every step of the way. Mother
trailed along behind us, repeatedly saying,
“Hello? Can you hear me? Don’t you dare hurt my daughter!”
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The man awaiting us in the living room was older and obviously in charge. He
stood up as we entered and sat only after Mother and I had found seats. “Hello,
Michelle.” He nodded at each of us in turn. “Mrs. Washburn—Miranda, if I may?”
“You certainly may not,” Mother said stiffly.
He chuckled. “You may call me Mr. Carter. I apologize for what you’ve been put
through today. However, it was quite necessary, I assure you.”
“I insist that you contact my husband. He’ll do whatever’s necessary.”
“I’m afraid I can’t do that. But I am a reasonable man. You will both be released,
unharmed, as soon as your daughter performs one small task for me.”
That made me nervous. Mother snapped, “Whatever do you mean?”
“It’s simple. She must entertain—and seduce—one Jared Washburn.”
My jaw dropped. Mother was horrified: “My husband? You can’t be serious.”
Carter stood up and began pacing. “I am completely serious. Consider this. Jared
Washburn is Michelle’s stepfather, correct? And, thanks to me, your former son is
now a grown woman. So where’s the harm?”
“Where’s the harm? He’s the only father she’s ever known!”
“Maybe I’m not making myself clear. This is not a negotiation. If she performs as
requested, then you both go free—and you also get the solvent to remove that
rather expensive bodysuit. If she refuses…” He shook his head.
Mother looked set to keep arguing, but I stopped her. “It’s okay, Mum. I can do it.”
“Do you understand what he wants you to do?”
“Sure. But if I do it, he’ll let us go, right? So I have to.”
Mother bit her lip. “Why is all this necessary?”
“I’m simply providing a service,” Carter said. “My client was disappointed with
the result of a rather large business deal with Mr. Washburn, and decided to seek
his revenge in this manner. We have secreted cameras in the bedroom of the suite
your husband favors at a local hotel. That video, combined with footage of your
son being transformed, is what my client wants.”
I was confused. “Why would Father stay in a local hotel?”
“Such innocence,” Carter sighed. “As your mother well knows, your stepfather
often seeks the company of call girls when she’s away. He entertains them in the
honeymoon suite of the Empire Hotel. And he favors blondes.”
I touched my hair, my mind in a daze. Father was cheating?
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“You only have to worry about one thing, Michelle. Get your stepfather into bed
and make him believe that he’s making love with a real woman. Your mother
should be able to provide you with some helpful advice in that regard.” Carter
motioned toward Slick. “I’ve made the necessary arrangements with the company
that provides Mr. Washburn’s escorts. Your appointment is for nine o’clock
tonight. Be ready to leave by eight. My assistant will drive you.”

3.

We were banished to the bedroom, with an hour or so to get ready. Mother was
visibly upset. “I’m sorry, Michelle. It shouldn’t be this way.”
I tried to smile. “Take it easy, Mum. Had to happen sooner or later, right?”

“But your first time! It should be with some nice girl—not him.”
I didn’t want to think about that. “The cheating—how long have you known?”
“A year or two, I suppose. I don’t really mind. It’s our arrangement, dear. Some
couples are like that. Haven’t you ever wondered about my little trips?”
My eyes widened. “You’re cheating on him too?”
“It’s what grown-ups do. You’ll understand that someday.” She patted the seat in
front of the vanity. “Sit. Let’s make you pretty.”
It was hard to believe I was wearing a mask. The material was amazingly thin, yet
it never slid around or bunched up. To the touch, it felt like skin. I could even feel
Mother’s fingers as she applied tinted base cream and spread it around. The mask
enhanced some aspects of my face—most notably my cheekbones—and de-
emphasized others—such as the width of my nose, the line of my jaw. It was
undeniably a feminine face, even before Mother got through with it.
Feeling uneasy, I eyed the emerging call-girl. “So… what does Father like?”
“He likes to be right, dear, about pretty much everything. So don’t even think
about disagreeing with him.” She continued blending and contouring. With my
head tilted back, long hair dangled past my shoulders like a blonde banner.
“Okay, but what—” I swallowed hard. “You know—what turns him on?”
“I wouldn’t worry about that. He’s pretty conventional. Being young and blonde
should be enough.” She powdered my face and carefully began lining my eyes; a
thin line above the lashes, a slightly thicker line below.
“What about… later,” I said quietly. “When we’re, uh… When I’m—”
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“Oh, that.” She made a fuss over picking out the right shade of eye shadow. “Eyes
closed,” she said. A soft brush glided across my eyelids. “Men always seem so
eager, but most of them need a little help. You have to get your hand down there.
But don’t do it too soon; wait until he works on you for awhile.”
Works on me? This was surreal. “What do you mean?”
“Oh, you know. Stroking your hair. Touching your chest. Kissing you.”
I shuddered. “Do I have to do all those things?”
“It’s more like letting him do those things to you. But you will have to kiss him
back. He’ll notice if you don’t. And if he opens his mouth, you definitely have to
do the same. You’ve heard of a French kiss, haven’t you?”
“Sure. I guess. Ick.” I felt something heavy and wet sweep through my eyelashes.

“Remember, don’t move your fingers too
fast. You don’t want him popping off too
soon.” She lined my lips with a red pencil.
“And do stay away from the tip. I’m sure
you know how sensitive it is.”
“Stay away? You mean, like, totally?”
“Pretty much. Pucker up, dear.” My mouth
received a thick coat of lipstick—the final
and official stamp of womanhood.
Mother sat back. “Work your fingers back
and forth, but keep it slow and steady. Just
tweak the end now and then, to keep him
going. You’ll get the hang of it.”
I nodded absently, barely able to believe
what I was seeing. I’d become a gorgeous
woman. As Mike, I’d never have dreamed of talking to someone like her. She was
the kind of woman who could reduce someone like me to a stammering, sweating
train wreck, with nothing more than an indifferent look. But now it was me behind
that breathtaking face, inside those haunting eyes.
Mother snapped her fingers. With difficulty, I tore myself away from the mirror.
“Sorry, Mum,” I said, flashing her a smile. “You did a great job.”
“A little too good, perhaps.” She sighed. “You are rather pretty, to put it mildly.
Actually, you look a lot like your mother, when she was your age.”
We changed everything I was wearing. Off came the plain white lingerie, on went
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nylon stockings, a garter belt and French-cut panties. On went a slinky black
gown with laces up the back—and no brassiere. “You really don’t need one, dear.
You’re very firm. He’ll appreciate that.” Feeling like Cinderella, I stepped into a
pair of high-heeled sandals that Mother strapped tightly to my ankles. A long
black cloak covered everything from head to foot. “That’s my girl,” she said
softly, sweeping long blonde tresses out from under my collar. “Stay safe.”
A knock on the door and Slick’s voice: “Time to go.”

4.

I stepped out of the limo with five minutes to spare. Without a word, the bellhop
led me into the hotel. I was expected. The door to the honeymoon suite was
engraved with a heart pierced by an arrow. A bad omen, I thought.
I knocked lightly. “Mr. Washburn?”
“Come in, my dear. Call me Jared.” He shut the door behind me. “May I assume
that you have been fully briefed as to—shall we say—my requirements?”
His requirements? All I could do was stare.
“Well, it’s simple enough. As of this moment, your name is ‘Miranda’ and we are
on our honeymoon. I expect you to act accordingly.”
I followed Jared into the sitting room. He was in his mid-fifties and not bad
looking for a middle-aged man. Gray at the temples, quite tall and well muscled.
A lot taller and stronger than his wimpy stepson. I realized I was sizing him up the
way a real woman would—and that was disturbing.
“May I take your cloak?” He slipped it from my shoulders and swept me into his
arms. His mouth pressed against mine, moving in unison with the hands that
supported my back.  This was one of those times Mother mentioned, I realized, so
I had to respond. I lifted my face and let my lips follow his.
His mouth opened. So did mine. I tasted defeat.
“You look lovely tonight, Miranda,” Jared said, as he hung up my cloak.
It was time to start acting like a woman on her wedding day. In what I hoped was
a sexy voice, I cooed, “And you, my husband, are as handsome—”
“Wine?” He was already poised to pour. I nodded. Truth is, I needed a drink in the
worst way. Too bad it was only white wine.
“To my beautiful bride,” he said, raising his glass. I drank to that.
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Jared slid a CD into the stereo and the elegant lilt of a string quartet filled the
room. A waltz. He raised his arms and I glided into them. “I know this one,” I
murmured, as we coasted about the room. “It’s lovely.”
“I should hope so. We danced to it at our wedding, only hours ago.”
I smiled and lowered my eyes. Of course I knew the song. It was Mother’s
favorite, the one she played while teaching me how to dance, when I was a boy,
her leading and me following—then, as now, taking the woman’s role.
Jared spun me around, my hair flaring like prairie grass in the wind, and brushed
my lips with his. Oh, he was a smoothie all right, and he proved it by dancing me
outside, out into the warm night, onto a wide balcony that overlooked half the city.
I caught my breath. Twelve stories high and no railing.
I strolled to the edge, bathing in the thought
that other people might be watching. Let
them watch; I was all woman. I struck a
pose and felt the thrill of the roller coaster,
poised at the top before that final plunge.
Strong arms encircled me from behind; a
grizzled cheek nuzzled mine. “Miranda, you
are exquisite. I am indeed a lucky man.”
I wriggled around to face him. “So am I.” I
paused. “Lucky, I mean. A lucky woman.”
“Of course. You are a woman of profound
beauty and grace.” He raked his fingers
through my hair and kissed me again, right
there in front of the whole world.
“Take me inside,” I whispered.
Jared carried me across the threshold of the
bridal chamber and set me on the bed. “I can
wait no longer,” he murmured.
I removed my gown and slipped into bridal
lingerie that had once, I suspected, been
worn by my own mother. Clad in layers of
gossamer ruffles, I reclined on the bed to
await the attentions of my husband.
Jared was a considerate lover. He stroked
my hair and ran his fingers in circles around the tips of my breasts, making me
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regret that I could could take
no pleasure from it. I kissed
him back with the enthusiasm
of a new bride, but he seemed
reluctant to take it much
further. Then I remembered
Mother’s advice.
My hand slipped below his
waist. Jared gasped and tried
to speak, but his words were
lost in my busy lips.
I found it strange that he
hadn’t removed his boxers,
but I didn’t let that stop me.
He groaned. It didn’t take long to get a rise out of him. I let my fingers dance the
length of his manhood, keeping my touch light and my lips moving.
I was glad Mother had told me what to do. It worked perfectly.
“Miranda…” His mouth descended on mine. I opened wide and sucked him in.
One hand swam through my hair while the other worked its way between my legs.
One strong finger crept into the crevasse of my womanhood. For an instant, my
heart leapt with fear. I’d been assured that the suit was fully functional, but you
never know. Fortunately, Jared found nothing that he wasn’t expecting.
My fingers sped up. It was now or never. My free hand tore at his boxers. He
stopped working and rolled on top of me. I only had a moment to think about what
that meant. If I let this happen—if a man made love to me as a woman—then I
could hardy claim to be a man myself anymore. But it was too late to turn back. 
Jared slid easily into my body. I found myself swept away on a tide of sensation,
my foolish concerns forgotten. Man, woman, who cares? He began pumping his
hips; fortunately, the pouch between my legs seemed to be self-lubricating. I
picked up his rhythm and we moved in unison.
He moaned. In response, I made little cooing noises. Better that than spoil the
moment by saying something inappropriate. It wasn’t long before he shuddered
and ground to a halt. It was done. Jared had made me his woman.
I stroked his sides and called him a manly man, and by the time he rolled off me
and onto his back he was nearly asleep. Since I was supposed to be his wife, I
curled up at his side and followed my new husband to dreamland.
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5.

My headache the next morning felt like a hangover, but wasn’t. I couldn’t believe
what I’d done. I was totally convincing as a woman, but it shouldn’t have been so
damn easy. I crawled out of bed, my hair hanging in matts around my head.
Jared was gone, but he’d left a note.

Many thanks, dear one, for a wonderful evening. Truly, you are that
rarest of flowers: a woman of beauty and elegance. I hope to see you
again. However, I have one small confession. I began seeing other
women when my wife made it clear that she preferred the company of
other men. I would talk to these women, dance with them, fall asleep
in their arms. That was enough—until you came along. Last night,
dear Miranda, you made me a man again. Thank you for that.
Please stay as long as you like. There are fresh clothes in the closet, and
the hotel has been instructed to provide whatever else you may need.
Yours, Jared.

I felt sick. It was Mother who started all this, not Father. Jared had remained
faithful to his wife, at least until I came along. In the bathroom, I took a shower,
did my best to clean the pouch between my legs, and inserted a tampon. Fresh
clothes consisted of a skimpy bra/panty set, black stockings (and back to wearing
a garter belt), a silk slip and a dark sweater-dress. The only shoes I could find
were fire-engine-red high-heel sandals.
Room service obligingly served up breakfast. Then I repaired my makeup and left.
Carter’s mysterious client might lower the boom at any moment, and I didn’t want
to be around when Father found out who he’d taken to bed.
I found Slick waiting out front, but not in a limo. I hopped into the cab of the old
delivery truck used in my kidnapping. “I did what you wanted,” I said tersely.
Slick grunted and pulled into traffic.
I tucked my skirt under my legs. “So what happens now?”
“We get the fuck outta Dodge, that’s what happens. Find someplace to lay low.”
I looked out the window. He was going the wrong way. “Why?”
He never took his eyes off the road. “Because it’s all gone tits up, that’s why.
Pardon the expression.” The truck sped up.
My stomach spasmed. “Did something happen? Is Mother all right?”
Slick looked angry. “When I got back last night, there were guys all over the
place. It looked like a swat team. I parked a block away and waited. They hung
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around for an hour or so. Then more of ‘em came outta the house, got in a car with
your Mum, and left. The rest of ‘em burned the place to the ground.” He took a
deep breath. “My boys are dead. The boss too, I suppose.”
I looked at my cheerful red shoes. “I’m sorry.”
He gave his head a shake. “Me too. They were good guys.”
I watched the city flow by, wondering if I should jump out. But we were moving
too fast. Finally, I had to ask. “What are you planning do with me?”
“You? Not a damn thing.” He laughed briefly and harshly. “You’re free to go. I’ll
let ya out right now if you want. Your stuff’s in the jockey box.”
I opened the glove compartment and retrieved my wallet, watch and keys. Not that
my ID was much use at the moment. I put them into my handbag. “Your boss said
he’d give me the solvent to remove the bodysuit.”
Slick laughed harshly. “All that stuff went up in smoke.”
I gasped. “But—how am I gonna get it off?”
“Beats me. Talk to the company. It was some Japanese outfit, I think.” By this
time we were approaching the freeway. “Last chance. In or out?”
I sat quietly, staring at the road. “I have nowhere to go.” Without stopping, the
truck merged onto the freeway. The draft from the window stirred up my hair. I
batted the fluttering tresses out of my eyes and tightened the window. Finally, I
muttered, “I can’t go home. I ruined their marriage.”
“Weren’t they already cheating on each other?”
I said nothing, but watched as the city slowly transformed into a semi-wild
countryside. Grey clouds scudded overhead and we swept through a brief, but
intense, rainstorm. I thought about sticking my head out the window, just for the
fresh air, but I didn’t want to muck up my hair.
We stopped for dinner at a family restaurant, where I wouldn’t stand out too much,
dressed as I was. Over dinner, I asked him about Mother and what might have
happened to her. “She was okay,” he said. “Not tied up or anything.”
“But who did it? Do you think it was the police?”
“The cops wouldn’t’ve burned the place down.” He shrugged. “I figure it was the
guy that hired us to take down your Pop. No one else knew we were there.”
“You don’t know who that is?”
“Nope. The boss didn’t either.” He drained his glass. “Probably took the video
too. The boss was downloading it. Otherwise, why hang around so long?”
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Slick checked us into a cheap motel. A man and a woman, no luggage… The clerk
said nothing, but I knew what he thought. I didn’t like being a floozie.
As it turned out, the room was pretty comfortable. But there was only one bed, a
double. Slick didn’t say a word, he just took a shower while I got ready for bed.
There wasn’t much to do. I hung up my dress, folded my slip neatly into a drawer
and sprawled atop the bed, still wearing bra and panties, stockings and garter belt,
even my red shoes. Slick emerged from the bathroom in his underwear.

“I don’t even know your name,” I said with a purr.
He looked exhausted. “I’m goin’ to bed,” he said dully. He climbed in next to me,
under the sheets. “Kill the light will ya?”
I snuggled up and draped my arm across his chest. “You came back for me. You
didn’t have to do that. I think you like me. I think you like me a lot.”
His eyes half-opened. “What’re you doin’?”
“I’ll show you.” I slipped under the covers and snuggled up to him, making sure
he had a good view of my chest. I draped my hair over his shoulder.
He tried to pull away, but I held on. “Don’t go. Mother taught me what to do.” I
pressed my mouth against his, got my lips moving and tried to get him to open up.
Then I dove into his shorts with both hands.
With a strangled cry, he fell out of bed. I eyed him from the bed like a cat in heat.
He backed up to the wall and sighed. “It’s the suit,” he said evenly. “It’s got nano-
whatever-tech. It gets inside you, makes your body more female. It messes with
your mind too. Makes you act more like a woman, when you’re with a man.”
“So what? I’m a woman and you want me. I can see it from here.”
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He closed his legs. “I’m the one that put you in there, remember?”
“I know. Now come back to bed. Let me show you how grateful I am.”
“That’s the nano-things talking. You’d hate me in the morning. I’ll sleep in the
tub.” He took the spare blanket and headed for the bathroom.
The lights went out and I heard him lock the door. Then I curled my body around
a king-size pillow and wondered who the hell I was.

6.

Slick was gone the next morning, but the truck was still parked out front. After a
shower, I watched the woman in the mirror as she dried off and wrapped a towel
around her wet hair. She slipped into a short robe, hesitated, then rubbed her
cheeks fiercely. Mother taught me that trick a long time ago.
I inspected her neck in the mirror, but found no hint of a seam. Same story around
her mouth and eyes. I wondered if I’d ever see my old face again.
Slick arrived with breakfast and we sat on either side of a small table, he reading
the paper, like we’d been doing it for years. “Sorry about last night,” I said.
“Not a problem. You weren’t yourself.”
I chewed slowly. “Wish I could say it won’t happen again.”
He grunted and kept reading. “Don’t matter. Women throw themselves at me all
the time.” I wasn’t sure if he was kidding or not. “It’s Boyd,” he said. I cocked my
head. He shook the paper. “My name. You asked me last night.”
I frowned in mock confusion. “Boyd, huh? First name or last?”
“Smartass.” He studied me across the table. “You want me to call you Mike?”
“When I look like this? Better stick with Michelle.”
“Michelle it is. Check this out.” He turned the paper around to show me the open
page. “Isn’t that your Mum?”
It was Mother all right, arm in arm with Jared, pictured in evening wear outside
the downtown cultural center. “It must be an old photo.”
“Nope, it’s from last night. See the marquee?” He tapped the picture.
I read the story that went with it. Some big charity ball, one night only. My parents
were even mentioned by name. I looked at Slick. “That’s good, right? She must’ve
escaped on her own.”
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He shook his head. “Think about it. If you were kidnapped, would you go to a
party right after escaping? No way. You’d be all over the cops to catch the guys.”
He was right. Mother didn’t look the least bit concerned. Plus, as far as she knew,
I was still missing. “I don’t get it. Why isn’t she worried about me?”
He shrugged. “Doesn’t look like she went to the cops at all. There’s nothin’ about
it in the news section. I checked.”
I studied the photo. Jared actually looked a lot happier than he usually did. Maybe
that was my doing. “Father can’t have seen the video. He doesn’t know.”
“So your Mum hasn’t told him. Probably doesn’t even know you’re missing.”
I was shocked. “Why would she do that?”
“Only one reason I can think of.” He avoided my gaze.
I felt sick. “She was in on it. Christ. My own mother did this to me.”
Slick nodded. “The boss did say one thing about the client: they was real specific
about us not hurting your Mum. And when we picked her up, she was just standin’
there, like she was waiting for us.”
“But why?” My towel fell off, spilling damp tresses over my face.
“It ain’t rocket science. She married money, right? Probably signed a pretty stiff
pre-nup. When the marriage went down the toilet, she was gonna get nothing. So
she does this to wring more cash outta the guy.”
“How could she use me like that?” I ran into the bathroom, sat in the corner and
hugged my knees. After a few minutes, Slick sat down next to me. It took awhile
to get all cried out. “I got one serious shit of a mother, don’t I?”
“Looks like,” he said quietly. “We ain’t all lucky that way.”
“No kidding.” I dried my eyes. “What was yours like?”
“Not great. But I gotta say, at least she never turned me into a chick.”
I laughed, then stared at the light under the door for awhile. “Thanks, Boyd.”
“Only my Mum calls me that. But what the hell, you can too.”
I stood up. “Then she and I have something in common,” I said, flashing him a
smile. “I never turned you into a chick either.”
After checking out, we set off to create a new look for me. I figured that Mother
was probably waiting to find me before lowering the boom on Father, which
meant that her goon squad was out there somewhere, looking for me. Or rather,
looking for a blonde woman in a black dress. So all that had to go.
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We found a beauty parlor to turn me into a brunette. The beautician worked hard
to add volume to my hair, brushing until it shone and spritzing here and there with
something that smelled awfully feminine. “Blondes may have more fun,” she said
as she repeatedly swept the brush up under my hair and out. “But you, my dear,
were born to be a brunette. It frames your face wonderfully.”

I wasn’t used to compliments, but it was nice
to hear. My hair felt warm to the touch, soft,
and the scent reminded me of when Mother
would dress up for the evening. Now it was
my turn to put on a dress and go out into the
world as a woman.
The beautician held up a mirror. I noticed
that my hair had lost some of its curl at the
ends, but it had a lot more bounce. I actually
liked the change. It was closer to my old
color, so it felt more like the real me.
We switched clothes in a consignment store.
Slick replaced his suit with tan slacks and a
sport jacket, while I went from basic black to
a powder blue skirt set—not to mention
matching heels, fresh panty hose and all new
lingerie. All in all, it was as far as I could
possibly get from the blonde I had been.

With that, we set off on our return trip to the big city. To warn my father.

7.

We both had our reasons for wanting to stop Mother. She stuck me in tits and a
skirt, while Slick wanted revenge for his friends. He swore that he’d settle for
thwarting Mother’s evil plan to get rich, but I wasn’t so sure. Sometimes he got an
ugly look about him that reminded me of our encounter in the back of the delivery
truck, where he shaved my head and cut off my clothes. But at the same time, not
knowing what to expect from the guy was kind of exciting.
I knew I couldn’t go home; Mother might be there. Plus, to Father I was just
another pretty face—assuming he didn’t recognize me from the other night, which
might be a problem in itself. No, I needed to approach him at his office, which
meant waiting until morning. And even then, I’d have to get past reception.
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Slick had a plan. “I can only think of one person that
Washburn would agree to see, no questions asked.” He
handed me a pink business card.

I stared at it. “Who’s this?”
“She owns the escort service
Washburn uses.” He grinned. “You used to work for her.”
“You want me to march in there and pretend I’m her? No
way! I don’t look anything like her.”
“Really. You know what she looks like?” I had to admit
that I didn’t. “Neither does Washburn,” Slick said.
I shook my head. “What about the women at reception?
They’ll see right through me.”
“Not a chance. Look at you. You’re pretty, you got a sexy
voice… Hell, it’s only two days and you already opened
your legs for one guy and you would’a done it again last
night if I wasn’t so tired. You can do this.”
“I see. So if you hadn’t been so tired…”
He ignored me. “Listen, I got a friend who can help. She
does hypnosis. We can crash at her place tonight.”
“What are you saying?” I waved the card at him. “You
want to hypnotize me into thinking I am this woman?”
“Something like that, yeah.”
“Christ, aren’t I messed up enough already?”

He parked the truck in front of a rundown old brownstone with a hand-lettered
sign in the window: “FORTUNES TOLD — THE FUTURE REVEALED”.
“We’re here,” he said. “Try to be nice, okay?”
Madam Nataliya did a bit of everything. Her sitting room was stuffed with old
furniture, ornate rugs and wall hangings from the Far East, incense burning in
small metal pots, and the tools of her trade: Tarot cards, a crystal ball and a well-
worn book of the I Ching. Slick took her aside and told her the situation.
Immediately, she swept me into her arms. “Dear girl,” she murmured, with only a
hint of a Russian accent. “Such trials and tribulations. You have been through
enough, yes? You will rest here tonight. We will have our little talk. I will make
you strong for what you must do tomorrow, yes? Come.”
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After dinner, Nataliya and I returned to the sitting room. She tossed three coins
onto the table and consulted her tiny I Ching, then repeated the process so many
times that I gradually lost interest. It had been a long day.
“The present,” she told me, “is embodied in K’un, the Receptive. That which is
great and originating, advantageous, correct and having the firmness of a mare.
When the superior man—or woman, in your case—must move, if she takes the
initiative she will go astray. If she follows, she will find her proper lord.”
She looked me in the eye. “The situation is evolving slowly, my dear. Yin—the
passive feminine force—is gaining ground inside you.”
She returned to her notes. “The future is embodied in Pi, Union. There is good
fortune, but let her reexamine herself. Let her divine whether her virtue be great,
unremitting, and firm. If it be so, there will be no error. Those who have not rested
will then come to her. With those who are late in coming, it will be ill.”
She smiled and took my hand. “The things most apparent, above and in front, are
embodied by the trigram K’un, which represents docility and receptivity. The
things least apparent are embodied by Chen, which is transforming. As part of this
process, docility is giving way to penetration.”
I nodded, my mind in a daze. Made sense to me.
“Look into the crystal ball,” Nataliya said smoothly. “You will see your future.” I
looked. “See the woman you have become enter the offices of Jared Washburn.
Smile as you give your name. You are Brenda Tawkins. You speak with the other
women. They accept you as a woman because you are a woman.” She leaned
closer. “You are a woman. You are at reception. Speak.”
“Hello, I’m Brenda Tawkins,” I said with a smile. “I’m a wo—”
“Stop. As a woman, you need not say so. But the fact that you are a woman, that
you are Brenda Tawkins, is always in your mind. Now, who are you?”
“I am Brenda Tawkins.”
“Correct. Now look deeper. The future is cloudy, but the past is clear. See how
Brenda runs her company, how she treats her employees with a firm hand. See
how see bought the company with money she earned working as an escort herself.
See the men she pleasured, the way they treated her—the way they used her. That
is the way of men—and you are not a man. What is your name?”
I fought to remember. “Mm… Mmmike… Mmmichelle… Mmmiranda…”
“No. Your name is Brenda. You are the owner of Metropolitan Escorts. Say it.”
“My name is Brenda. I am the owner of Metropolitan Escorts.”
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“Look deeper, into the past—into your past. What do you see?”
I could barely keep my eyes open. “A woman… aaaah man… aaaah boy…”
“Look closer. That isn’t a man after all. It’s a young woman. They look so much
alike, anyone could make that mistake. You see a young woman. Speak.”
My head tilted slowly from side to side, trailing long dark tresses like banners in a
parade. “Yes. I see a young woman.”
“Tell me her name. Tell me your name. Who is she?”
“Her name is Brenda. My name is… Brenda. She is me.”
“Correct. Now look at the boy. That isn’t a boy after all. It’s a little girl. They look
so much alike at that age. Anyone can make a mistake. But her hair is longer than
you thought, and she’s wearing a pretty dress. Speak.”
My eyes drooped closed. “I see a little girl wearing a pretty dress.”
“Tell me her name. Tell me your name. Who is she?”
“Her name is Brenda. My name is Brenda. The little girl is me.”
“Now look deeper still. What you see is who you are—who you really are, beyond
the clothes you wear, beyond the long hair and the makeup, beyond even the parts
of your body that make you female. What you see is a woman. Speak.”
“I see a woman. Her name is Brenda. My name is Brenda.”
“Now see what kind of woman she is. She has long hair, she likes wearing skirts
and dresses—she’s a girly girl. That’s the kind of woman you are. Speak.”
“I’m a girly girl. I have long hair, I like wearing skirts and dresses.”
“Correct. Now put it all together. Tell me who you are. Show me who you are.”
My mind was clearer now. “My name is Brenda Tawkins,” I told her, as I brushed
my hair back over my shoulders. “I own Metropolitan Escorts.” I arched my back
and adjusted the fit of my bra. “I was a little girl with long hair and I wore a pretty
dress. As a young woman, I was an escort. I’ve been with a lot of men and I made
them all happy.” I checked for runs in my stockings, one hand holding my hair
back. “Now I’m a girly girl with long hair,” I said, flaring my hair forward to lie
atop my breasts. “I like wearing skirts and dresses and high heels.”
Dimly, I heard Slick say “Wow” like he meant it.
“That’s very good, Brenda,” Nataliya said. She threw a cloth over the crystal ball.
“You can go to sleep now. When you wake up, you won’t remember our little talk.
When you wake up, you’ll be a woman. Now, close your eyes…”
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8.

I woke up alone, wearing another woman’s nightgown. I staggered over and stared
at the woman in the mirror. Who was she? I thought hard. I was Michelle, who
had issues with her mother and who had to tell her father something important.
Then the view shifted, like a hologram. I was Brenda, who owned her own
business and who had to see a client about something important.

A lot of women lead double lives: wife
and mother, employee and homemaker,
soccer mom and secret lover. As for me, I
was both Michelle and Brenda.
Downstairs, my heels rapped sharply on
the stone tiles as I entered the kitchen. I
was wearing a skirt/jacket set from the
closet in the bedroom, because it wasn’t
right for a woman to wear the same outfit
one day to the next.
Slick was already eating. I tapped him on
the shoulder. “A gentleman would have
waited for the lady, I hope you know.”
Nataliya laughed and waved me to a seat.
“You’ll never change him, dear.”

“Maybe he just need a firm hand.” I smoothed my skirt and sat down.
Slick wiped his hands. “You ready to go today? No worries?”
“Of course.” I tossed my hair back and rearranged the silverware. Everything was
so messy here, but I wasn’t about to complain. It wouldn’t be ladylike.
Nataliya nudged him in the back. “Didn’t I tell you? I’m good, yes?”
He grinned. “I owe you one.” I didn’t know what they were talking about, but it
was none of my business. I picked at my food and wondered if I should ask for
yogurt instead. I decided it wouldn’t be polite.
Father’s office was just around the corner from the Empire Hotel. It was only two
days since my date with Jared, but a lot had happened since then. I was a different
woman now—stronger and more confident. I knew what to do.
“Brenda Tawkins to see Jared Washburn.” I handed the receptionist my card. “Just
show it to him, dear,” I said firmly. “He’ll see me.”
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Five minutes later I was ushered into the big office.
The secretary closed the door as she left. I held out my
hand. “Pleased to meet you, sir.”
Jared shook it gently. “A pleasure, Ms. Tawkins. I had
not expected us to ever meet.”
“Likewise. I rarely meet clients face to face. But there’s
something we need to discuss.” I sat down.
“I do hope the girl from Friday night has no cause for
complaint.” He perched on the edge of his desk. “I
must say, she was an absolute delight.”
I blushed. “No complaints. She enjoys her work.”
“Good. I’d love to see her again, if you’re agreeable.”
I toyed with my hair. “Oh, yes… I’m sure something
can be arranged.”
He smiled. “So what did you want to talk about?”
Suddenly, I remembered why I was there. “It concerns
your wife, I’m afraid. I’m sorry to say—”
The door opened and Mother barged into the room.
“Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in.” She
strolled over to the desk, while two very large men took
up stations nearby.
Jared frowned. “What are you doing here, Miranda?”
“I wouldn’t miss this little reunion for anything. Yes, Jared, I know exactly who
she is. I know about your little affairs. I’ve even met Ms. Tawkins before.” She
held up the card I’d left at reception. “The odd thing is, this woman doesn’t look
anything like her. You have an imposter on your hands.”
Mother walked around, inspecting me from all sides. “I think she might even be
one of Brenda’s escorts. In fact, I strongly suspect she’s the same little slut you
locked groins with on Friday night. Look at her, Jared! She’s dyed her hair, but
that’s definitely her face. Or don’t you look at their faces?”
Jared stared at me, his eyes widening. “My God, it is her.”
“Of course. Do you know who else it is?” Mother smiled. “She’s been a busy girl.
But instead of hearing it from me, let’s watch this little video. I’m sure it will
explain everything. Boris?” One of the big men set a laptop on the desk.
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My head sank. I’d failed. And what was worse, I was right here to see it.
“Look at her, Jared. She wants to see it too. I’ll turn it around so we can all watch
it together.” She snapped her fingers at me. “Pay attention, girl.”
It was all there. Mike being kidnapped, stripped and shaved in the truck. Mike
forced into a bodysuit and turned into a woman. Michelle getting dressed. The
makeover and advice session with Mother, whose face the camera managed to
avoid. The ride in the limo, the young blonde primping for her date. Kissed and
carried over the threshold, with Jared’s face featuring as prominently as my own.
And finally, the lovemaking; my face in close-up, deep in the grip of female
passion. At least I looked pretty; my partner just looked ridiculous.
Jared’s face went dark with anger. “Michael—?” His voice choked off.
I ducked back into the nest of hair that fell around my face.
Mother laughed gaily. “Now you see why I couldn’t miss this. I think we should
talk, don’t you? You wouldn’t want the press getting ahold of this.”
He nodded grimly. “Get her—him, that thing—out of here.”
Two big men took me from behind, each to an arm, and bore me from the room.
My feet never even touched the floor. I never had a chance.

9.

I was hustled into a black limousine parked out front. Down the block I caught a
glimpse of the delivery truck where Slick was waiting, but then we were inside
and on our way. I felt so tiny, so delicate, trapped between two large men.
“Listen, guys, you can let me out anywhere. I don’t mind.”
The larger of the two—Boris, as I recalled—picked up a box labelled “Virtual
Instruction” and began pawing through the contents.
“I hate to pull rank, but Mrs. Washburn is my mother.”
He laughed. “You son or daughter?” His accent was Russian.
I hesitated. Truthfully, I wasn’t sure anymore. “Does it matter?”
He nodded ponderously. “Daughter much better for what we going to do.”
I didn’t like the sound of that. I glanced at some of the CDs he was discarding:
How2B A Nurse, followed by How2B A Homemaker, and How2B A Wife… At
last, he grunted and held up what he’d found: How2B A Maid.
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“Time to learn new trade.” Boris grabbed my head, forced my eyes open and
applied the contents of an eyedropper, one stinging drop after another. I blinked
furiously, but that only made it worse. Then he strapped a huge pair of thick,
wrap-around goggles to my head. Built-in earphones enveloped my ears. For one
long moment I couldn’t see or hear a thing. Then the assault began.
How2B A Maid: Young woman in a maid’s uniform sees herself in a mirror. She
moves away, holding a feather duster. Older woman’s voice: “You are a maid,”
followed by a blast of raw noise, like a jackhammer. “You will clean this house.
Do as you’re told!” POV moves around fancy living room, dusting. Harsh voice
repeats: “You are a maid—do as you’re told!” More raw noise.
My head whipped back and forth but the goggles were too tight. My arms were
locked in the viselike grip of huge hands. It hurt to close my eyes.
The pace quickens. Cleaning windows. “You are a maid!” Mopping the floor. “Do
as you’re told!” Polishing the floor up close. “You are a maid!”
I might have been yelling, but I couldn’t be sure. All I could hear was that terrible
voice, interspersed with violent blasts of noise that felt like a war zone. In the
background was the music of a symphony orchestra.
Washing dishes. “You are a maid!” Doing laundry. “Do as you’re told!” Making
beds. “You are a maid!” Scrubbing the toilet. “You are a MAID!”
Adrenaline surged through my body. I struggled, but my arms might as well have
been set in concrete. I could endure the pain of closed eyes for only so long. There
was no escape. After awhile I just sat there. I might have been free to move, but
I’d lost the will to do so. All I could think about was cleaning, cleaning, obeying
orders, and more cleaning. In the end, it actually made sense.
At some point we must have arrived—wherever—because I became aware that I
was lying on something soft, probably a bed. The assault continued, however, as
thick fingers removed my clothing. I wasn’t sure what they did to me after that; I
was too busy, in my mind, polishing a marble floor with a toothbrush.
At long last the noise stopped, although that awful voice still rang in my ears. The
goggles vanished. Two big men stood on either side of the bed. I looked from one
to the other. Finally, I whispered, “Don’t hurt me. I’m the maid.”
They roared with laughter. “You get dressed now,” Boris said.
My clothes were gone, but I was still wearing a bra and panties. That was a relief,
and only a small part of me was surprised to feel that way. They pushed me
toward the dresser, where I found black stockings and a frilly pink slip. The closet
was filled with maid uniforms, a dozen different styles. Front and center was a
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short black dress with a pink satin bodice. I didn’t have to be told, I wanted to
wear it; I was a maid, after all. I stepped into tall black heels and waited.
The larger man showed me the dresser drawer where they’d left the goggles. “You
listen every night,” he said, waving How2B A Maid in my face. “One hour.” He
showed me how to turn it on, where to put the CD.
The other man pointed to another disc in the drawer: How2B A Slut. “You listen,”
he said, leering. “We come back later.”
I knew where we were the moment we left the maid’s room. I was home.
They led me upstairs and down the hall, with me tripping along on my high heels
to keep up. We stopped in front of my old room. The door was open; it was empty.
“All gone,” Boris said, grinning. “Sell. Give away. Bye-bye.”

I ended up in Mother’s room. They
put me on the floor beside the bed
and tied my legs together with rope
around my knees and ankles. They
taped my mouth shut, tied my
hands together and looped the rope
around the bedpost. Then they left.
How long I sat there, I have no
idea. There was no clock in sight.
But by the time Mother arrived, my
arms felt like a couple of old logs.
“Hello, dear.” She began to change
her clothes, obviously in no hurry
to set me free. I wriggled around to
face her, motioning at the rope with
my eyes. She smiled. “I’m sure you
do. But not just yet.”
She hung up her business suit and
swapped her half-slip for a full one.
From the closet, she chose one low-
cut evening gown, then swapped it

for another. “What do you think, Michelle? This one?” She held one in midnight
blue against her body, then switched to flowery swirls on burgundy. “Or this one?
I’m dining with Jared this evening, so I need to look my best.”
I must have looked shocked, because Mother laughed out loud.
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“Oh, I forgot. You haven’t heard.” She inspected both dresses and put away the
flowery one. “He and I are staying together. We worked things out.” She slipped
into midnight blue. “I was just as shocked as you. He said I could do whatever I
wanted with the video, he wouldn’t give me a dime. He’s made of sterner stuff
than I thought—but then, you know all about that, don’t you?”
She gazed down at me, fire in her eyes. “I heard you gave him a pretty good ride.
But it’s such a kick in the teeth, isn’t it? As young and pretty as you are, he still
made you pretend to be me.” She arched her back and zipped up. “I was surprised
to hear that he still loved me, after everything I did. But, as you know, the man is
nothing if not charming.”
I shook my head, unable to stop thinking about cleaning the rug.
“What’s that, dear? Don’t try to talk with your mouth full.” She leaned over and
ripped the tape from my face. For an instant I was blinded with pain.
Mother moved to her vanity and began rebuilding her face. “Do pay attention,”
she said sternly. “As my personal maid, I expect you to help me with this. Not to
mention you’ll be doing your own makeup from now on.” She described what she
was doing in great detail, now and then glancing my way. “Fascinating, isn’t it?
When you were little, you’d watch me get dressed up and fix my face. You were a
little too interested, I suppose. That’s what gave me the idea.”
I hung my head. I knew what she meant, but still… “But I’m your son.”
“You were my son. Past tense, dear.” She spritzed herself with perfume. “And
actually, not even that.” She turned toward me, her eyes gleaming. “Perhaps now
isn’t the best time, but what the hell. I’m not your real mother,” she said with a
predatory smile. “I adopted you as a baby—mostly to increase my chances of
landing a rich husband. Brave young single mother and all that. Sounds so much
better than drug addict looking for a big score, doesn’t it? And it worked!”
That was a lot to take in. Nothing in my life was what I thought.
Mother selected a pair of gold earrings and a diamond necklace. “Now, dear, I’m
going to untie you. I’m giving you a direct order: don’t try anything.”
Lowering my arms was an incredible relief. “Mother—”
“Ah, ah,” she said sharply. “It’s Mrs. Washburn from now on. Say it!”
“I’m sorry, Mrs. Washburn.” I stood up slowly. “It’s just that… Well, I really don’t
want to be your maid.”
“Oh, really? Whose maid do you want to be?” She smacked her hands together
sharply, right in front of my face. I jumped. “That was not a joke. You are going to



26
be a maid, you’re going to be my maid. You have no say in the matter.” She moved
toward the door. “While I’m out, Michelle, you will clean this room. Do it well or
you’ll do it again when I get back, in the middle of the night if necessary.”
We stood there for a moment, eyeing one another like gladiators. I was torn
between the desire to kill her and the much stronger desire to begin cleaning.
Mother sighed. “Look at it this way, dear. You might as well do something useful
with your life. You don’t really have a lot of options. Legally speaking, as a
woman you don’t even exist.”
I wet my lips. “But… if I could remove the suit—”
“Goodness, it’s far too late for that! Didn’t you know?” She shook her head. “You
were supposed to take it off as soon as you got back from seeing Jared. You
shouldn’t have run off like that.” I stared at her, my mouth hanging open. “By now
it’s bonded with your skin. In a few months you’ll be completely female.”
I couldn’t believe it. “Female?” I touched my hair, then my breast.
“Oh, yes. You’ll feel those puppies like you were born to them.”
I felt sick. “I wouldn’t’ve ‘run off’ if you hadn’t torched the place.”
Mother stopped in the doorway. “What are you talking about?”
“If your thugs hadn’t burned the house down, I would’ve come back.”
“No one burned anything down, Michelle.”
“Yes they did. Boyd—the other kidnapper—told me what he saw. How your men
killed his friends and burned the house down.”
“Good heavens, what has he been telling you? No one was killed. There was no
need. Mr. Carter knew what the plan was. I assume his men did as well.”
I felt like sinking into the floor. Everything I’d ever been told, in my whole life,
was nothing but a pack of lies, lies and more lies. Nobody could be trusted.
Mother glanced at her watch. “I have to go,” she said. “Don’t forget what I said. I
want this place so clean it sparkles.” Then she was gone.
I was a maid now, so I might as well act like one. I set to work.

10.

When I was done, I returned to my room in the maid’s quarters. I wasn’t sure
whether to believe Mother or not, but I was pretty sure she was telling the truth
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about the suit. I couldn’t find a seam anywhere and my skin felt like real skin.
Even my new breasts were starting to perk up. The woman in the mirror told me
that I was no longer male and I damn well better get used to being her.
I put on the goggles and subjected myself to another hour of How2B A Maid. It
was starting to grow on me. When it was over, there was Slick sitting beside my
bed. “I didn’t want to interrupt,” he said. “Seemed to be enjoying yourself.”
Silently, I got up and returned the goggles to the dresser. Then I returned to the
bed and sat, still wearing my uniform. I studied the wall behind his head. Slick
still had those sharp teeth but otherwise he looked a lot less threatening than when
we first met. Kind of cute, in the right light, which the glow from the hallway
provided. I decided to try the direct approach. “Mother told me what really
happened at the house,” I said firmly. “Why did you lie to me?”
He looked like a six-year-old with his hand in the cookie jar.
“I’ll take that as a yes. Let me rephrase the question. Why did you deliberately
stop me from changing back?”
He dropped his gaze. “Just didn’t seem right,” he muttered.
“What didn’t? Are you saying that you wanted me to be a woman?”
He stared at the ceiling, then at me. “You were so beautiful—” He stopped.
“What’re you saying? You got a thing for guys in bodysuits?”
“You’re not a guy in a bodysuit,” he said angrily.
“Not anymore—thanks to you.” So that was it. My kidnapper liked my new look
and because of that I was destined to spend the rest of my life in a skirt. Part of me
wanted to kill the guy. Part of me wanted to kiss him. Yet another part wanted to
launder his clothes.
I stood up. “We better go. That’s why you’re here, isn’t it? To rescue me?”
I had nothing else to wear, so I kept the uniform and added a woman’s long-sleeve
jacket from the closet. I fixed my hair, repaired my makeup and stuffed what little
I could into my purse. Escaping was surprisingly easy. Slick had entered through
the window of my room and we left via the kitchen door. If anyone was watching,
they probably thought that the maid was running off with the delivery man.
We found the truck in the alley and disappeared into the night.
I watched the silent city rush by, gradually dwindling to countryside. It was a
beautiful evening, with a gentle breeze, flowers in the air and a hundred thousand
stars decorating the sky. I sighed. “So what happens now?”
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“I know a place we can go. A little town up north. It’s nice.”
“Uh, huh. Let me guess. You just happened to grow up in this little town, right?”
In the darkness, I heard him chuckle. I slapped his leg. “Tell me you’re planning
to get out of the kidnapping business.”

“Absolutely,” he said, his eyes on the road.
“One last big score and I’m done.”
“Oh? And who might that ‘big score’ be?”
He glanced my way and raised his eyebrows.
I sighed. “I’m flattered, Boyd. I really am. But
as Mother was nice enough to point out, I
don’t even exist. Not legally.”

“Got it covered.” He reached into his breast
pocket and handed me an envelope. Inside, I
found a birth certificate and a driver’s license,
both in the name of Michelle Tanner. “Thank
Nataliya,” he said. “We took your picture that
night, while you were under.”

“While I was hypnotized, you mean.” I frowned in mock anger. “Tricked into
believing that I was born female. That I used to be a little girl with long hair and a
pretty dress. That I used to work as an escort and slept with God knows how many
men before I could afford to buy the business. All part of your grand plan, I
assume.” Slick ducked his head.
I touched his hand. “Well, it worked. I’m a woman now. I remember all those
things like they really happened. Not to mention a few years spent as a maid. I’m
as messed up as they come, but if you still want me…”
He looked me in the eye, between glances at the road, and said, “I do.”
I smiled. “So do I.” We sealed our arrangement with a quick kiss.
“Michelle Miranda Tanner,” I said out loud, studying my new id. “Nice name.” I
suppressed a giggle. “Let me guess. Tanner is your last name.”
He laughed. “You read me like a book. Scary.”
“So what are we going to tell your mother? Yes, yes, I figured out where we’re
going—I’m not blonde. How about this? We tell her that this is her new daughter-
in-law’s wedding night—and we’re going to need some privacy.”  


