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Epilog: Two months later…
I feel like a different person. It’s more than being female, 

or living my life as though I’d been born that way. It’s that 

I made the jump from man to woman so seamlessly. You 

wouldn’t expect that, if my body was the only thing that 

had changed. Far from it. As Jeanette I was outgoing and 

vivacious, which is a long way from bookish and shy. I felt 

the need to dress stylishly, and from that first day I never 

had the slightest difficulty making myself pretty or styling 

my hair. I could no more appear to be anything less than 

an upscale fashionista than I could choose to stop 

breathing. Clearly, the aliens had altered my mind.

I often reflect on this fact as I study my face in the vanity, 

gently contouring my cheeks, applying lip liner and subtly 

accenting my eyes. Was there some kind of alien implant 

in my head, guiding my thoughts along feminine lines? Or 

did they recalibrate my mind to be fundamentally female? 

There was no way to tell, and maybe it didn’t really matter. 

As Popeye often says, I yam what I yam.

Jeanette has no interest in astronomy. In fact, it’s astrology 

that matters now and I read my horoscope every day, and 

adjust my behavior accordingly. When I let a guy chat me 

up, I always lead with my star sign. I do that a lot because 

I now work as a hostess in a fancy wine bar.

That’s another thing. I spent a grand total of two days in 

my old apartment, packing stuff in boxes and dumping it 

in various charity bins around town. I didn’t need or want 

any of it. Plus, that made it look like the old me had just 

packed up and left. I didn’t want anyone looking for that 

version of me. Not that they could ever find me, now that 

I was wearing the world’s most perfect disguise.

On the third day I left town and drove to Washington. DC, 

that is. For some reason I wanted—had a burning need—

to be where the action was. Action, in this case, being the 

federal bureaucracy, the Pentagon, and the appallingly 

named George Bush Center for Intelligence, which is what 

they call CIA headquarters these days. Given my looks I 

had no difficulty finding work in the sort of establishment 

that government and military types like to frequent. I had 

no clue why I would wish to do such a thing, as I’d never 

had the slightest interest in men like that before.

Things have changed. The closer I come to someone in a 

position of power, and the greater that power is, the more 

turned on I get. I can’t help myself. These men are like 

flames and I am but a helpless moth. I burn for their touch 

and their attention. Hell, I live for it.

I know what I’m doing, although I don’t dwell on it. I’ve 

been turned into a sophisticated listening device. For each 

secret my lovers divulge, in the throes of passion or some 

time thereafter as I lie entwined in my lover’s arms, I go 

home that night and dream it to my masters in the sky. 

Each act of love becomes a betrayal of my species, but I 

can’t seem to find the time or inclination to care.

I don’t play dumb. As Jeanette, I can hold up my end of 

conversations about science and foreign affairs, and the 

pros and cons of the latest economic stimulus package. 

Men with power are, for the most part, not into dimwits or 

bimbos and I’m more than happy to satisfy their need to be 

with a strong, articulate woman.

Then, one day, it came to an end. The self-important men 

no longer held the same allure. I no longer felt obliged to 

pry their secrets from them. My dreams were no longer 

communiqués to the mother ship. The aliens had left, 

leaving no trace they were ever here—much less why.

But—I was still a woman. I’m still Jeanette, although my 

interest in astronomy had returned. Am I now who I was 

meant to be? Or just collateral damage? Damn bugs…  �


