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As the time flew by, a voice droned in his ears…
“The transformation is real, completely real. You
are a woman, a beautiful woman… You have
always been a woman, on the inside. You know
it is true. Your life as a man is over. Your face is
feminine. You have a feminine face. Look deep
into the mirror… the woman you see there is the
woman you have become. She is you.

“Your transformation is the real deal. You enjoy
wearing makeup. Wearing makeup makes you
feel pretty. When you wear makeup, you feel
pretty—because you are pretty. You have a
feminine body. Your body is feminine. You are a
beautiful woman, a beautiful woman. You have
always been a woman, on the inside.

“Your life as a man is over. You have a female
mind. Your mind is entirely female. You feel
what a woman feels. You think what a woman
thinks. You have a female mind. You have the
mind of a woman. You have always been a
woman, in your mind…”

*

Jessica turned side-on to the mirror, admiring the sweep of

her long skirt. It was a stylish pleated midi in dark blue that

covered her knees but showed off her calves perfectly. She’d

matched it with a striped shirt with three-quarter sleeves and

classic taupe pumps for a look that was definitely suitable for

the office. She just knew her parents would be so impressed

that she was finally getting serious about finding a real job.

“It’s perfect… I don’t know how to thank you,” she told the

watching circle of women. They included the girls from the

salon and the store clerks who had helped her with the outfit.

“You’re quite welcome,” the older clerk said.

“All girls together,” said a stylist from the salon. “A year ago

I was right where you are, princess. Newly cured of being a

man—and glad of it.”

“What, really? You so can’t tell.” Jessica plucked at her skirt,

trying to get it to hang just right. Having just discovered her

womanhood, she had to make up for lost time. To be the

girliest girl she could possibly be—nothing else mattered.

The younger clerk handed her a card, which she stuck in her

purse with barely a glance. “That’s for the next meeting,” the

woman said. “Time and place. The first hour is an informal

reception; wine and cheese, that sort of thing. After that we

get right down to business.”

“Mmm.” Jessica tugged on her shirt, the better to show off

her lovely new bosom. “What business is that?”

The stylist laughed and folded her arms. “To take over the

world, of course. But I’m not sure this one’s up to it.”

The senior clerk clucked at her. “Now, now. Play nice. You

weren’t exactly brainiac on your first day. There’s always a

zombie-like phase where they’re obsessed with their looks.”

“I wasn’t that bad… was I?”

“You couldn’t wait to raid your girlfriend’s closet. We had to

keep you overnight, so you wouldn’t blow the operation.”

The clerk turned to Jessica. “The plan is simple, my dear: to

eradicate men from the face of the Earth. There will still be

‘males’ such as yourself, of course, so the human race won’t

die out. Everything else will change for the better.”

“For the better,” Jessica repeated dreamily, tipping her head

back. “Oh, that is so true.” Red-tipped fingers trailed through

the mane of rose-gold hair tumbling over her shoulders. “If

I’d known how wonderful this hair would look—how utterly

scrumptious it would feel—I would’ve asked for it when I

walked in. I’m so glad I came,” she sighed, spinning to face

them. “Everyone should feel this way!”

The stylist snorted. “That’s the general idea.”

The clerk smiled. “Everyone will—someday. Now get out

there and show the world what you’ve got. Right now, that

lovely hair is our best weapon against the patriarchy.”  �


