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You let your wife choose your clothes for the party. 

It’s what you always do. She knows best.

Women’s clothing? No problem there. You often 

wear skirts and dresses in the privacy of your home, 

and sometimes lingerie in bed. The breast forms are 

a new wrinkle, but you don’t mind. So too with the 

skin-tight panty girdle that gives your pelvic region 

a decidedly feminine appearance.

Makeup? Why not? It’s a party, after all, and you 

want to put your best face forward. She goes over the 

top in making you look like a real woman, but you 

raise no more than a token objection. Your wife 

always gets what she wants anyway, in the end.

Hair extensions? Well, a dare is a dare. You aren’t 

one to back down. The long wefts are a perfect 

match for your own hair, and there’s a lot of them.

She wants you to actually be a woman for this party. 

It’s the annual staff gathering for the company she 

works for, held at the home of the CEO, but maybe 

it’s that kind of party as well—where the men come 

as women and apparently the real women come as 

themselves, to go by what your wife chooses to wear.

Whatever. You haven’t found a paying job in quite 

some time, so whatever you can do to help her pay 

the bills—you damn well do it. NQA.

It’s when she asks you to upload a new set of brain 

mods that you start to wonder what’s going on.

She recorded the patterns herself, she says, from her 

own mind. It’s sort of a brain-pattern mix tape. The 

mods were extracted from recordings made while 

she dressed herself one morning, and during that 

embarrassing cocktail party—the one where you as 

the driver had to stay sober and she got a bit drunk 

and flirted with anything in trousers.

She tells you not to worry. You know how brain 

mods work. You’re still you, only with a few extra 

thoughts kicking around in your head. It’ll loosen 

you up a bit, she says. So you snap the chip into your 

uplink node, and you wait for the patterns to pass 

through the interface and infuse themselves into your 

consciousness. You don’t even notice the change.

And she’s right. You’re still you. Kendra. That’s the 

name you use when you dress. It was your wife’s 

idea to call you that. You tell her it’s a pretty name.

Your hair is ready, your new face is open for biz, and 

you’re wearing some of your wife’s best lingerie.

She opens her closet and tells you to finish dressing 

yourself while she makes some calls. You usually 

have trouble picking two socks that match, but now 

your instincts seem to be up to the task of choosing 

an evening gown to go with your makeup, and a 

tasteful selection of jewelry. Even applying perfume 

in the right spots—wrists, throat, behind each ear—

feels like something you’ve been doing for years.

You wonder about that, for a while, but your wife 

seems to approve. Does anything else really matter?
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You soon realize it isn’t that kind of party at all. It’s 

close to an even split between men and women. No 

one else is cross-dressed, only you. Your wife tells 

you, Kendra, that you aren’t cross-dressed either. 

You’re a woman. She dares you to act like one.

You’ve never been much of an actor, or an actress, 

but you can’t turn down a challenge like that.

You soon discover how easy it is to move your body 

like someone with wide hips and an open pelvis, and 

doing the two-step in a pair of peep-toe slingbacks is 

really no harder than wearing men’s dress shoes, in 

spite of the dangerously narrow heel.

Every word you speak is an octave higher than it 

once was, and draped in a feminine lilt that sounds 

more like your wife’s voice. You find yourself asking 

more questions, especially of the men. You listen.

Your wife introduces you as her best friend from 

college and a recent divorcée. Halfway through the 

evening she hands you another brain-pattern chip. 

Try it, she says, casually. I dare you.

You hesitate, and ask what it is. She bought it online. 

It’s a professional-grade mix tape; women just being 

women. You’re too uptight, she insists. You need to 

cut loose and relax. And have some fun.

You know how brain mods work; there’s nothing to 

worry about. You’re still you, only with some nifty 

new ideas you never would have thought of on your 

own. Seriously, there’s no downside.

You smile and click the chip into your uplink node. 

New patterns melt into your mind. You notice that 

your wife is wearing too much makeup, and her lip 

gloss really doesn’t go with her dress color at all. 

Honestly, some women don’t even bother.

You flick your wrist and wander off. The men, on the 

other hand, seem much more interesting. They look 

so much stronger than before; much more—the word 

dangles on the tip of your tongue… more powerful.

Across the room, you notice the CEO of your 

wife’s company, Mr. Carnarven. Theodore. He’s 

the most powerful man in the room. The scent of 

power wafts from him like cologne. Male musk.

You recall your wife mentioning, only last week, 

his recent divorce. It appears that the two of you 

already have something in common.

You drift towards him, helpless to resist his pull. 

You approach obliquely, like a satellite spiralling 

to its doom, in orbit around the little knot of men 

he speaks to. No… it’s more like a shark, for he 

is as much your prey as you will soon be his.

Nervously, you tidy your hair and swipe a finger 

over the card socket on your temple, to make 

sure the cover is flush with your skin. You don’t 

want him to know it’s there. You want him to 

think you’re the woman you appear to be.

You catch his eye and smile, the way women do. 

He sees you and smiles back. Then he excuses 

himself from the group and comes over. He’s in 

such wonderful shape for a man of forty-seven.

Part of you wants to just melt, but you manage to 

hold it together and introduce yourself. Kendra. 

You’re here with an old friend, you say, the lady at 

the bar wearing too much makeup. Yes, the one 

talking to the company’s VP of Corporate Affairs.

You express your deep sorrow over his divorce, and 

mention ever so casually that you know exactly how 

he feels. Been there, done that. Tsk. Such a big house 

and no one to share it with. You smile. The message 

is subtle, but wide as the sky. Share it with me.

He nods to a passing waiter, who brings you a glass 

of champagne on a silver tray. Between the questions 

you ask, about his work, his interests, his opinions, 

you take sips and feel it sparkle on your tongue.

He talks, you listen. You hang on his every word. As 

the woman, that’s your job—to make him feel even 

more important than he really is. No mean feat.

At last, as the party is winding down, he offers to 

give you a tour of his home. You know what that 

means and so does he; it’s all part of the dance.

He actually does give you a tour. Through the dining 

room and the kitchen, the sitting room, the games 

room and his den with its floor-to-ceiling bookcases. 

Most of the books are real too, not just for show.

Then up to the second floor. There’s a balcony at the 

end of the hallway, where he shows you the view of 

the garden in his back yard. The moon is up and the 

night air sends goosebumps up your arms, and you 

shiver a little. He puts his arm around you.

You can’t breathe. You’re face-to-face with his 

mouth. He’s taller than you, in spite of your wife’s 

peep-toe slingbacks. He touches your chin and tilts 

your head back. Kendra, he whispers. You melt.

Then he kisses you. Your lips yield, followed by the 

rest of your body. He pulls you into an embrace. 

Your mouth opens. Your arms encircle his waist. If 

you could, you’d let this moment last forever.
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His bedroom is bigger than you thought it would be. 

It looks more like the honeymoon suite of the Dubai 

Hilton than someone’s personal space. The bed is 

king-size, with a canopy of silk drapes. At the foot 

is a leather ottoman, and on it sits a black overnight 

bag. Carnarven hands the bag to you.

You step into the en-suite bathroom. Inside the bag 

is a change of clothes, a purple nightgown, various 

bits of lingerie and a cosmetic kit. At the very top is 

a handwritten note from your wife. All it says is: 

“Theo knows who you are. Have fun, sweetie!”

Your wife approves. That’s all that matters.

You freshen up and swap the skin-tight panty girdle 

for a pair of low-rise bikini briefs, and the push-up 

bra to match. You take care to carefully re-apply 

your makeup and fluff out your hair, because men 

like that sort of thing. You want him to like you.

Then the nightgown—actually a peignoir, you tell 

yourself—which is a two-piece set: a floor-length 

gown with a lace bodice and a filmy bridal coat, 

both in brushed satin. It’s the most like a woman 

you’ve ever felt, which is saying something.

At the bottom of the bag, tucked inside a tiny ring-

box, you find another brain-pattern chip—and yet 

another dare from your wife.

No hesitation this time; you snap the chip into your 

uplink node and gaze into the mirror while waiting 

for your mind to re-synchronize. Your lips part as 

you run your fingers through your hair and trace the 

curves of your feminine anatomy. Mmmm…

You’ve become such a beautiful woman, you think to 

yourself, you can hardly… you can barely…

~

—and then you aren’t you anymore 

and that’s all you remember until—

~

You open your eyes. You’re on your back in a large 

bed. Sunlight streams through the window. Your host 

is standing over you, fully dressed. He bends down 

and pulls a chip from your uplink node. You should 

be more careful with this stuff, he tells you, it’s very 

dangerous. He has an app that builds brain mods to 

counteract the effects of other mods, but it only 

works if you have the original mods to work from. 

Luckily, these were provided to him by your wife.

Smiling, he touches your throat. Best he ever had, 

he says, and thanks you for a wonderful night. Stay 

as long as you like, he tells you, from a distance, 

before closing the door behind him.

After a while, you get up. Your hair is a mess. Your 

nightgown is twisted around your body and the taste 

in your mouth doesn’t bear thinking about.

In the en-suite you remove your makeup and shower, 

omitting only your hair. The change of clothes in the 

overnight bag is a pink tunic and black yoga pants. 

With no makeup and your hair pulled into a thick 

ponytail, you might be just back from the gym.

There’s no sign of Carnarven in the house, but your 

wife is waiting outside in the car. She’s wearing an 

outfit similar to yours and you suspect she probably 

didn’t make it home last night either. But you’re in 

no position to complain, so you don’t.

She asks if you enjoyed yourself. But she smiles as 

she says it; she knows you don’t have a clue.

You express your annoyance, your frustration with 

her. You’re a man, for god’s sake. Heterosexual, for 

the most part. You’ve been violated. It isn’t right.

She tells you to grow a pair. Everyone does it; that’s 

the way things are these days. You aren’t the first 

husband her boss has worked over and you won’t be 

the last. Then she hands you a brain-pattern chip.

You ask which it is; the one from her own mind, the 

one she bought, or the one that made you forget.

None of the above. A friend of hers works with a 

research group at the university, doing mind-scans of 

people to look for commonalities. The chip holds a 

set of brain-mods based on the scans of 1500 single 

women sitting in front of a mirror, doing whatever 

comes naturally; fixing their hair, critiquing their 

image, or thinking about the men in their life.

Pure essence of womanhood; the nearest you’ll ever 

get to actually being born female. She throws you a 

sly smile. Try it, she says. I dare you.

You stare at the chip. It’s sort of a morning-after pill 

for a man with the kind of regrets you have. Part of 

you wants it, regardless. So you push the chip into 

your uplink node. And you wait.  �


