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Boris ushered me into the room and gestured expansively. He 

was a Russian expatriate and seemed to enjoy anything that 

might embarrass an American. “Madam, allow me the honor 

of presenting your former grandson, Wendel Holmes, suitably 

feminized and dressed in accordance with your instructions.”

The old lady waved us to approach. She was bedridden, but 

that didn’t stop her from ruling the family with an iron hand. 

Her smile was cold. “Wendel.” Her distaste was more than 

obvious. “What do we say when someone does you a favor?”

I bit my lip. What I wanted to say and what I was required to 

say were two different things. Boris had described in graphic 

detail what would happen if I stepped out of line. So I bit the 

bullet and tried to look grateful. “Thank you, grandma.”

She grunted. “Do you know why I had them do this?”

Again I hesitated. I’d been told, more than once, but none of it 

made much sense. Boris and three single-minded beauticians 

had spent the morning shaving me and beautifying my face 

and body with lotions and a truckload of cosmetics. They cut 

and styled my hair in the manner of a 1950s starlet, and then 

dressed me much the same way. I wouldn’t have put up with 

any of it but for the gunman standing in the corner. “I’m not 

really sure,” I ventured. “Something about a new job?”

“You never were very bright.” Marilyn clutched at her shawl. 

“You were no use whatsoever to me or the rest of the family, 

the way you were. Is that clear enough?”

I shook my head. “With all due respect, ma’am, I have a job 

and I have plans for my life. Whether or not they would be 

of any use to you or the family I can’t say, but—”
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“Yes yes, I know,” she snapped. “You were hoping to run 

off and join Mr. Trump’s new ‘Space Force’, so you can 

be a Jedi Knight like that silly Skywalker person.” Her 

laughter descended into a hacking cough.

Again I bit my lip, recalling her admiration of Vader. “I 

am an engineer, grandma. They’ll need people to work 

on spaceship maintenance and maybe even to man an 

orbital battle station. I’m sure I can—”

“You won’t be ‘manning’ anything, my boy—not for a 

good long time. My god, just look at yourself. Do you 

know any man with hair like that—or cleavage for that 

matter? How many of your little friends could get away 

with wearing such a lovely dress?” She pursed her lips, 

looking grim. “Do you have the slightest idea why I had 

Boris and his friends transform you into such a vision of 

beauty, style and feminine grace?”

Shaking my head, I stole a glance at the mirror atop her 

vanity. Truthfully, there was a certain familiarity to the 

image I now wore, but I couldn’t place it.

She looked disgusted. “Dullard. Everyone in the family 

knows that you take after me—physically, at least—and 

this makeover proves it. You are now the spitting image 

of myself when I was your age. Never more true has it 

been that youth—beauty in particular—is utterly wasted 

on the young and dumb.”

My eyes went wide. Marilyn Holmes had begun her 

career as a model, flogging cosmetics and perfumes to 

lonely housewives desperate for a little glamor, and my 

reflection in the mirror could have stepped straight out 

of one of her mid-Fifties photo spreads. The flip I wore 

was her signature hairstyle, and for all I knew the fur-

lined cocktail dress might have come to me straight from 

her closet. And this had to be much more than a chance 

resemblance: my face, suitably glamorized, was her face.

“Yes indeed, Wendel, this job fell to you because it was 

so goshdarn easy to transform you into a youthful me.” 

An amused look crossed her face. “Care to venture a 

guess as to what your new job might be? Here’s a hint: 

you won’t be needing your old name for quite a while.”

My mind raced. I’d encountered stories like this before! 

“So that’s why you had me study your old ad campaigns, 

and read through all those faded newspaper clippings. It’s 

obvious. You intend to send me back through time, and 

have me replace you in the past. The original version of 

you must have been sickly or ugly or whatever, so you 

need me to take your place in order to have history play 

out the way it should—the way the world remembers it.”

“That would make me an older version of you, would it 

not?” She grimaced. “A worse fate I cannot imagine. Tell 

me,” she added, “how do you plan to conceive and carry 

the daughter that I vividly remember giving birth to? She 

being your mother, if you’re keeping score. Correct me if 

I’m wrong but—you are male, aren’t you?”

For an instant, I wondered. “Uhm, yeah. But maybe being 

sent back in time disguised as a woman would change all 

that? To protect the integrity of the time stream?”

“You’ve been reading too much sci-fi. However, I’d love 

to test that theory—on you—and I would, if I happened 

to own a time machine, or I had access to a time machine; 

or if it was even possible to build a time machine.”
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“Okay, so not that,” I muttered. Chastened, I focused my 

attention elsewhere in the room. Anywhere but her face.

“I’m afraid the truth is somewhat less fanciful. You’re to 

be the new face of the family business, harkening back to 

our roots in the industry.” She cackled. “Yours will be the 

face that launched a thousand beauty products, for both 

women and for the modern male who isn’t deathly afraid 

to embrace or even flaunt his feminine side. That’s why 

we won’t be hiding the fact that you’re nominally male, 

even though you’ll be living full-time as a woman.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Full time? I can’t 

do that! I have to get ready for the next recruitment drive. 

If the Space Force sees me dressed up as a woman, they 

won’t touch me with a ten-foot guided missile.”

That’s when Boris decided to stick a needle in my neck. 

“I’ll get him started on the hypnosis, madam. In a week 

or two he’ll have no choice but to act the part.”

“Make it a month. I want her to look, and especially act, 

like a woman who enjoys her own sexuality.”

I tried to speak but my vocal chords were paralyzed. A 

moment later I toppled into Boris’s waiting arms.

Marilyn addressed herself to me. “Don’t fret, my dear. A 

little brainwashing never hurt anybody, you’ll see. Your 

new name will be Sophia Marie Holmes, and you will 

conduct yourself outwardly as she until I say otherwise.” 

She nodded, satisfied at last. “You can go back to being 

your former pathetic self when you age out of the role. It 

should be no more than ten years; fifteen at the most.”

Models do have limited shelf life. It wasn’t much to hang 

my hat on, but what the heck. Hope is hope.  �


