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An increase in temperature can transform ice 

into water or water into steam. Might the 

same principle transform a man into a woman?
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Dedication

Black Lives Matter.

Of course they do!

The sad thing is that we—both Western society 

and the rest of the world—still need to have this 

conversation here in the should-be-colorblind 

twenty-first century. Black lives matter, brown 

lives matter, and so does every other life-hue 

you’d care to name—we are all human beings.

The human race is the race that truly matters

(until genuine aliens show up, whereupon

I will amend that statement as necessary).

Amanda Hawkins
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I was nearly home when a car pulled up to the curb next to me. It was one of those

fancy Town Cars with tinted windows that seem to be favored by mob bosses and

federal agents, according to every cop show I’ve ever seen. A man popped out of

the back seat. He wasn’t a big guy, but he was lean and well-muscled and very

well-dressed. “Mister Norris? A word, if you don’t mind.”

I took a step back. “How do you know my name?”

He didn’t elaborate, but reached into his jacket for a billfold. “My name is Tristan

Connolly. I’m a private investigator.” He held out his ID.

I inspected it. The badge looked real enough.

“We’re investigating the disappearance of a young woman a few weeks ago. She

lived in this neighborhood. Perhaps you’ve seen her.” He handed me a 5-by-7

photo; a headshot of a girl with long brunette hair. I didn’t recognize her, but there

was something oddly familiar about her face—as if we might share some distant

familial link. The background of the photo was so fuzzy as to be unrecognizable.

“Sorry, haven’t seen her.” I handed it back, my anxiety levels returning to normal.

“Wish I had, though. She’s really pretty.”

“Indeed she is. But I’m afraid you’re going to have to accompany me back to our

offices. Serious questions need answering.”

“I don’t know her, so I don’t see how—”

A gun appeared in his hand. “Please don’t make a scene, Mister Norris. Just get in 

the car.”

It’s odd how you can be right smack in the middle 

of a big city, yet there’s no one around. I decided 

that discretion was the better part of valor, not to 

mention getting shot, so I slid into the back seat. 

Connolly closed the door and the locks on both 

sides clicked shut. He got into the front seat.

The car slipped smoothly back into traffic.

The driver didn’t turn around, but Connolly

opened the plastic panel between us a crack.

“Wallet, please. Or just your driver’s license,

if you don’t trust me. I need to check ID.”

I handed him my license, daring to hope that

they might’ve mixed me up with someone

else and this would all be over soon, in a
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way that hopefully didn’t involve me taking a bullet. Connolly snapped a photo of

my license with his phone, returned the card, then shut the panel and made a call.

I couldn’t hear a thing.

We drove for the better part of an hour, ending up in an industrial park outside the

city. It was closed for the evening, but the guard at the gate waved us through.

Once parked, Connolly held the door for me. His gun was nowhere to be seen, but

his grip on my arm suggested I’d have trouble getting away. I’m nobody’s idea of

an action hero. “Nothing to worry about, Mister Norris. My boss needs to have a

few words. You’ll be on your way home before you know it.”

“Good to know.”

He tapped out a security code to get us into a three-storey building that appeared

to house a variety of high-tech startups. An elevator bore us to the top floor, and a

long hallway led to a glass door stenciled with the name Kinnisson Labs. The door

opened from the inside, and in we went.

“This is the guy, huh?” A man in a white lab coat looked me over appraisingly. “I

can see the resemblance.”

“This is Mister Norris,” Connolly said. “He is our guest and should be treated

accordingly.”

“Of course, of course.” The man mock-bowed. “Right this way, sir.”

Connolly escorted me into the next room, his grip tightening. When I saw that our

destination was a medical laboratory, complete with what appeared to be a dental

chair and all the surgical tools anyone could imagine, my fear-factor plucked up

its courage and rushed the stage. “Wh—what is all this?” I cursed myself for

stammering. “I thought you just wanted to ask me questions.”

“A white lie,” Connolly said.

The man in the lab coat introduced himself as Doctor Watts. “Just a few simple

procedures today,” he said, ramping up his bedside manner. “You’d be surprised

how easy this sort of thing is nowadays.

What sort of thing? I was about to demand an answer—and my release as well, not

necessarily in that order—when the doctor turned to me holding a large syringe.

“Please drop your pants,” he said. “This has to go in the gluteus maximus.”

Words died in my mouth. I shook my head. Connolly took the opportunity to

inspect his weapon, perhaps to remind me what was at stake. Okay… whatever

terrors the needle might have in store, it couldn’t be worse than a bullet.

I felt the doctor’s hand on my hip. The needle entered smoothly.
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“A mild sedative,” he assured me. “Something to relax you for what’s to come.

You feel a little tense.” He placed the now-empty syringe in an autoclave.

When I tried to pull up my pants, Connolly stopped me. “Take ‘em off,” he said.

“The rest of your clothes as well. We need to clean you up.”

This was too much. “Clean me up? What’s going on here?”

Watts cleared his throat. “It wasn’t just a sedative,” he said. “The injection also

included a genetic serum, derived from your own DNA.”

“From your last check-up,” Connolly said. “My employer owns the company that

processed your blood sample. That was one of the reasons we chose you.”

My heart sank even further, if that was possible. This was no mix-up; I had been

targeted. This was not likely to end soon, or well.

“We engineered a retrovirus to include aspects of your genetic code,” Watts said.

“Why? So it wouldn’t be rejected by your immune system. That’s the good news,

by the way: no nasty immune response, no fever, no getting sick, no dying.”

I stacked my clothes on a table, as ordered. I couldn’t wait to hear the bad news.

Watts’ assistant, a blonde girl he introduced as Miss Jones, tucked my longish hair

into a tight rubber cap. They escorted me to a shower stall in the corner.

Watts was in professor mode. “The virus was designed to infiltrate every cell in

your body—temporarily, of course. While there, what it does is simple: it snips

out, and dissolves, the male y-chromosome and replaces it with a duplicate of the

x-chromosome that was there already. The conversion does take some time to get

rolling, but once the virus replicates itself sufficiently the infection will proceed

quickly. The technical term is cascade. I estimate that in about twelve hours your

body will be ninety-nine percent female—in genetic terms, that is.”

Female? That’s when my knees buckled. Miss Jones caught me. I noticed that we

were almost exactly the same height, and she wasn’t overly tall for a woman.

“It’s not so bad,” she said. “You might even live longer. In case you hadn’t heard,

women do tend to outlive their husbands.”

Once I was no longer in danger of collapsing, she began applying a thick paste to

my skin. She started with my face, taking care to avoid my eyes and eyebrows,

and working her way the length of my naked body. The chemical stung a little.

Watts kept a watchful eye. “It’s a new depilatory we’re developing for commercial

release. You wouldn’t believe the hoops the FDA is making us jump through, all

because the effects seem to be permanent. However, that too is good news for you:

no more shaving, and I mean ever. Not even your legs.”
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Miss Jones laughed. “Goodness, where do I sign? I shave twice a week—and my

mother has to bleach her upper lip, so I have that to look forward to.”

They let me stand there a full fifteen minutes, while Miss Jones chattered on about

leg and body hair and the merits of electric shavers for women. Watts busied

himself inspecting the machine that loomed overhead like a gigantic praying

mantis—or was that preying?—with more metallic limbs than I cared to count.

When the time was up, Miss Jones ran the shower and scrubbed me down.

My skin had never felt softer—or barer. The floor of the stall was dark with tiny

hairs, before the water washed them all away. I stepped out and dried myself with

the towel provided, feeling horribly exposed.

“Please have a seat.” Watts indicated the dental chair, which unfortunately looked

to be set up for something far worse than oral hygiene. I stepped the wrong way.

Connolly took my elbow. His grip was more than firm. “Come now, Mister

Norris. Let’s not keep the doctor waiting.”

I didn’t put up much of a fight, possibly because the sedative was having an effect.

Or so I like to tell myself. Miss Jones strapped me in: leather restraints around my

wrists, knees and ankles—the leg support was split, like an obstetric exam table—

and steel bands around my waist and neck. I couldn’t move.

“This is where things get interesting,” Watts said. His long face peered down at

me. “This beauty—” He patted the flank of the machine. “—is the world’s most

advanced robotic surgeon. It’s still in the development stage, but I can assure you

the prototype has been working wonderfully.”

I blinked up at him, trying to remember what I wanted to say. Something about

what the hell? The doctor moved behind the chair. I felt a sting in the small of my

back. My lower body went numb. Another sting hit the back of my neck.

“This is like an epidural,” Watts said, “only higher up. You’ll feel no pain while

the machine does it’s thing. We’re not monsters, you know.” He smiled.

All I could do was try to shake my head. A man need not wish to inflict suffering

to be a monster; he only has to seek to impose his will upon others. In my books,

anyone who does that is right up there with Frankenstein.

“Let me ease whatever concerns you may have. You’ll recall we were given a

sample of your DNA. That enabled us to grow the human tissues we’re about to

implant. Female breast tissue, for example, complete with functional mammary

glands, and a full reproductive system with uterus and a matched set of ovaries—

all writ in your own DNA. Once your endocrine system settles down in a month or

two, you should have no trouble ovulating. Possibly even conceiving.”
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Miss Jones stroked my arm. “Isn’t that wonderful? You can be a mother! Only if

you want to, of course.”

“One word of warning,” Watts said. “Your pelvis wasn’t designed to give birth, so

it would have to be a C-section. Still, that’s not so unusual these days.” He pressed

a button. Slowly, the machine came to life.

I should have felt a surge of pure terror, but I didn’t. I felt disconnected from my

body, which was likely the doctor’s intent. He didn’t want me to suffer, and for

that I felt pathetically grateful. Curiously, music began to filter into my awareness.

I even recognized it: “Ride of the Valkyries.” I wasn’t an opera fan by any stretch,

but everybody knows that one. The doctor had an offbeat sense of humor.

A plastic hood descended on my thighs, from the waist down concealing my body

from view. My legs parted like the Red Sea and four robotic arms elbowed their

way inside. I felt a gentle tugging sensation, and I hoped to God that would be all

I felt. In spite of what was happening, I closed my eyes and found myself sinking

into the music that was to haunt my dreams for the rest of my life.

I’m not sure how long the operation lasted. I wasn’t unconscious, but I did zone

out for awhile. They might’ve repeated “Valkyries” a hundred times, or maybe

they went through Wagner’s entire Ring cycle; I couldn’t remember.

I saw the hood lift, but didn’t have a direct view of the affected area. For his part,

Watts looked impressed. “Beautiful work,” he said, snapping a photo with his

phone. “Once the scar fades, no one will know he’s had surgery.”

“She,” Miss Jones said primly. “She’s female now.”

“I stand corrected.” The doctor checked the surgeon’s control panel, then returned

to me. “That was the big ticket item, but there’s more to do. The next phase is

liposuction, which includes a few tucks here and there to tighten the skin around

your midsection. Some fatty tissue will be transferred to your hips.”

A robotic limb, fully two feet wide, wrapped itself around my hips and waist. It

exuded a subtle vibration, and no small amount of heat. I stared at the bulk of the

machine hovering above me, reminded of the Borg Queen from Star Trek.

But these people weren’t assimilating me; far from it.

When the machine drew back, I saw that my figure had changed. My waist was

quite a bit slimmer and there was a distinct ‘flare’ on either side that led to my

hips. Without a doubt, the effect was feminine.

“Your chest is next,” Watts said. “Don’t be alarmed by what you see.”

The machine enveloped my upper torso. This time the vibration was bone-jarring,

the heat more intense. And I saw the tissues they were implanting.
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I heard Connolly whistle. “That’s pretty sweet,” he said. I didn’t dare look.

Miss Jones stepped in. “Gentlemen, if you please? A girl deserves her modesty.”

The machine lifted, revealing twin mounds of creamy flesh arising from my chest,

like peaks in the Himalayas, tipped with wide areolas and prominent nipples. Miss

Jones leaned closer. “From what we’ve learned, they should be fully functional—

for lactation and for, uhm, purposes relating to fun.”

My eyes went wide. How was this possible?

She peeled the rubber cap from my head, freeing my hair. “This is the final step,”

she said, not unkindly. A helmet descended from the ceiling. Miss Jones guided it

over my face and head. The last thing I heard was, “Don’t worry, sweetie, the

mask has its own air supply.”

After that I knew only darkness. Even the music was gone. When the vibration

came and heat prickled my scalp, I tried to scream—but something slithered down

my throat and I’m pretty sure that’s when I passed out.

~

I spent the next three days convalescing in a hospital room—or a room decked out

like it belonged in a hospital, but which I suspected was part of Kinnisson Labs. I

was tended by two female nurses, who escorted me to a mirrorless washroom and

for meals to an adjacent sunroom. Watts came by periodically to fire some kind of

medical laser at me, carefully focused on my surgical scars.

“This is gonna be huge when we finish ironing out the kinks,” he said. “No more

scars, no more post-op skin infections. All tissues fully healed before you leave

the hospital. Can you imagine? Ka-ching,” he added with a wink.

For her part, Miss Jones placed a metal helmet over my scalp and let it do its thing

for fifteen minutes, three times a day. “If you ask me,” she said, “this is going to

be even bigger when it hits the market. Total hair regeneration: any texture, any

color, any length. Imagine what salons could do with that.”

Neither of them would let me see what I looked like. Frankly, part of me wanted to

know and part of me didn’t. I knew I was female, but nothing more.

On the third day I noticed an older man standing at the end of the sunroom, deep

in conversation with Connolly. They took note of my arrival and Connolly nodded

a greeting. The other man was thin, with a shock of silvery hair, but he wasn’t

much taller than your average woman. He wore a well-tailored suit. After he left,

Connolly wandered over. Without asking, he took the seat opposite me.

“That was Mister Bannon,” he said. “My boss.”

I figured as much. “So that’s the guy who turned me into a woman.”
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“You can thank him later. I came by to tell you the good news: you’re going home

today. The doc tells me you’re all healed up, and the girls will make sure you’re

nice and presentable. We’ll drive you back to the city around dinnertime.”

I grunted into my Waldorf salad. “You mean Norris’s home? Gimme a break. I’m

not him anymore, am I? I don’t look like him, I don’t sound like him, for all I

know I’m not even related to the guy. I don’t belong there anymore.”

“Au contraire. Miriam Blaisdell owns the condo that was recently occupied by the

departed Mister Norris. It’s been upgraded—and feminized—with a fresh coat of

paint, some lovely curtains and wall hangings, furniture befitting a young lady,

tasteful linens and blankets, and whatever else we deemed necessary. With Miss

Jones’ help, Miriam’s closet and vanity—as well as the powder room—have been

fully stocked with everything a woman might require. The kitchen—”

“Who the hell is Miriam Blaisdell?”

“You are.” Connolly grinned. He ignored my what-the-fuck look. “That’s the legal

identity we built for you. If anyone ever has cause to look into your background,

all they’ll find is a girl, right back to the day you were born. For simplicity, you’re

the exact same age as Norris, same birthplace and so on.”

“The same family? The same friends?”

He laughed. “What family? What friends? Part of what qualified you for this little

venture was being an only child whose parents were dead. No one else in your

family will notice Norris’s disappearance, and neither will the acquaintances you

sadly thought of as friends.”

“You think people aren’t going to notice that a woman’s living in my apartment?”

“Of course they will. Insofar as anyone in your building knows, Norris moved out

and Miriam moved in. Your personal stuff—books and what-have-you—didn’t go

anywhere, but nobody else knows that.”

“I can’t believe you could turn me into a woman and no one notices.”

“Oh, it gets better. Tomorrow morning, you can go back to work, same as always.

Mister Bannon made the necessary arrangements with the company you work for.

Norris up and quit two days ago—apparently he had to leave town in a hurry;

most likely some sort of trouble with the law—but as luck would have it a new

candidate was readily available. She had the same education and work history as

Norris, and it’s expected she’ll be able to slide right in and do his job seamlessly.

Whether or not she actually does is entirely up to you.”

I chewed mechanically, trying to imagine myself facing my former colleagues

while wearing makeup and a skirt. They wouldn’t know who I was, of course, but
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even so… color me embarrassed. I’d know.

“Anyone who might wonder about what’s going on—people in management, your

immediate boss, the super in your building—they’ve all been paid to keep their

mouths shut. Everyone signed a nondisclosure agreement.”

I pushed my plate away. “Seems like you guys have thought of everything.”

“That’s why they pay us the big bucks. This isn’t our first time. Trust me, we’ve

written the effing book on how to turn a man into a woman: physically, legally,

and his overall life history. We’re thinking of subcontracting our services to the

Witness Protection Program.” He looked up as Miss Jones arrived.

I sputtered. “Not the first time? You’ve done this to other guys?”

“Several.” He looked at the blonde woman. “What’s it been now? Five? Six—?”

“Miriam is number seven,” she said, smiling. “Lucky seven!” She had the grace to

look guilty when she saw my dismay. “Anyway, it’s time we got you fixed up to

rejoin the human race. A girl needs to put her best face forward, amirite?”

I’ll say this for team Bannon: they didn’t skimp on details. They brought in two

beauticians and enough equipment for a mobile salon, although still no mirrors.

By the time I got back from lunch they were set up in one corner of my recovery

room. No one bothered with introductions; they just sat me down, washed my hair

and gave it a minor trim, then set about giving me a full blow-out hairstyle.

From what I could see, it left me with a thick mane of flowing waves, rendered in

a rich brunette color. The shade wasn’t too different from my former head of hair,

but everything else certainly was. If a salon could do this for anyone, male or

female, it was bound to earn somebody some serious cash. Maybe Bannon knew

what he was doing after all.

They spent a fair bit of time on my face; not caking on the makeup, but giving it a

subtle contouring. According to Miss Jones, who was supervising, it was very

important that I look entirely natural. “Like a real girl would,” she said, “after her

regular trip to the salon, when she’s all ready to start a new job the next day.”

All three women kept referring to a picture they wouldn’t let me see, but it didn’t

take a genius to figure out they were striving to make me look as much as possible

like whoever was in the photo. As to why they might want to do that, I hadn’t a

clue and they didn’t provide any.

Finally, I got to wear some decent clothes. Not my old duds, of course, but a nice

bra-and-panty set, a silk slip and a sleeveless A-line dress in black lace. It felt

surprisingly comfortable, but anything was better than the hospital gown I’d been

stuck with for three days. A pair of high-heeled sandals topped off the outfit.
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Miss Jones walked with me into the foyer, where

Connolly was waiting. “Be careful out there,” she

said, giving me a sisterly embrace. “The world can

be a scary place for a pretty girl like yourself, and

you’re awfully new to this game.” She smiled

wryly. “But I guess that was the whole point.”

The far wall held a floor-to-ceiling mirror and

I was finally able to see what they’d done to

me. My reflection stared back at me, mouth

agape. Holy freaking crap, she was gorgeous!

But more than that, I knew that face. What—?

I stepped closer, forcing a smile onto my face,

just to be sure. “What the hell?” Incredulous, I

whirled on Connolly. “That’s the woman you

said was missing! You turned me into her?”

He grinned. “Well, you did say she’s pretty.”

I wanted to hit the bastard. “What kind of

sick joke is this? What happened to the real

Miriam Blaisdell? Is she dead now?” Then my

tummy lurched. “Or did you turn her into me?”

“Perish the thought. I told you before, we built

your new identity from scratch. The Miriam in

that picture was computer-generated from your

old face, given the constraints of what the auto-

surgeon could change. Our goal all along was

to transform you into the woman you see now.”

“But—why?” I gazed at the girl in the mirror, for

the first time taking full notice of how attractive

she was. Her pretty face and flowing hair would

be the envy of any woman, and the body beneath

her curvaceously feminine figure would be a sex-

magnet for any red-blooded male who happened

to like girls. “I—I don’t understand any of this.”

“All will be explained,” Connolly said. He took

me by the arm. “Shall we go? Your chariot awaits

and it’s best not keep Mister Bannon waiting any

longer than necessary. It’s time you went home.”
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There was a black Town Car idling in front of the building when we emerged.

Connolly’s boss was inside, nursing an iced drink he described as “Texas tea, with

double the bourbon. Care for a hit?”

I shook my head. Connolly climbed in beside me and shut the door. The two of us

sat on the rear seat, facing the elusive Mister Bannon. The car slid into motion.

Bannon raised his glass. “To the little lady,” he said. “A sight for sore eyes, if ever

there was one. My people do fine work, do they not?”

He was staring at my bare knees. Horrified, I adjusted the folds of my skirt to

cover as much as possible. Needless to say, I sat with legs tucked firmly together.

Bannon pursed his lips, looking amused. “Well then, to business. Tristan?”

Connolly reached into his jacket and pulled out a woman’s clutch purse, handing

it to me. “Don’t lose it,” he said. “That’s your life in there, though of course all the

requisite information is duplicated in your filing cabinet at home. That’s what any

intelligent woman would do before stepping outside with a purse that could so

easily be snatched.”

“Knowing you as we do,” Bannon added, “we feel certain that you are indeed an

intelligent woman.”

I opened the clutch. My old wallet was inside—along with a lipstick, tissues and

other sundries—and it held the same cards, only the name on every single one of

them was Miriam Blaisdell. Her unsmiling face also adorned my driver’s license.

“Is this legal?” I asked, staring at the photo.

Connolly sighed. “As I told you before, everything is legal—your name, your job,

your financial history. As far as the government is concerned—not to mention

banks, credit card companies and so forth—you are Miriam Blaisdell.”

Bannon added, “You’ll find there’s nothing owing on the credit cards, or for that

matter on your student loans. Paying your debts was one reason the banks agreed

to overlook certain minor irregularities in what we were doing.”

“Not to mention the apartment,” Connolly said. “Owns that free and clear too.”

“Yes indeed. This has been quite the windfall for Ms. Blaisdell.”

Connolly pointed to a card tucked into the lining of my clutch. It was black, with a

1-800 number printed in bright pink. “That’s the help line we set up for all of our

former clients. It’s staffed round the clock. The number,” he added, “is also listed

in your phone’s contact list—under Kinnisson Labs—and it’s printed on a fridge

magnet in your kitchen. If you ever need help, call us—we’ll be there.”

“Josef Bannon takes care of his girls,” Bannon said. “Remember that.”



~ 11 ~

So I was one of this man’s girls? Nervously, I ran a hand through my hair. “And,

uhm, what might you be expecting in return? If you don’t mind my asking.”

Bannon smiled sadly and turned to admire the passing scenery. Connolly laughed.

“I’m afraid you’re barking up the wrong magnolia, ma’am. Mister Bannon is gay

and he doesn’t care who knows it.”

“In fact,” Bannon said softly, “Tristan and myself are departing this evening for a

week in Majorca, to celebrate a job well done—that being your transformation, of

course. Miss Jones and the others will each receive a generous bonus.”

All I could do was shake my head, feeling the soft sweep of long hair on my bare

shoulders. I repacked my purse. “I still don’t know why.”

“That’s a fair question.” Bannon drained his glass and set it aside. He eyed me for

a moment before his gaze drifted out the window. “I’m sure you know what a

‘phase change’ is. Liquid water becomes a solid; that’s one example. I’ve always

been fascinated by that sort of thing: the way matter can change form, with a mere

degree or two difference in temperature. One moment water’s a fluid, the next it’s

floating around the room like air. How does that happen?”

Connolly chuckled. “Consider the question rhetorical. Josef is well aware that

science managed to explain the process—at least a hundred years ago.”

“Of course. Nonetheless, in my younger days I often wondered: since the human

body is mostly water, shouldn’t we be able to do that too? Not that I ever wanted

to turn people into vapor. That would be wrong.” His eyes returned to me. “But I

did wonder if the analogy might hold for gender. Men are serious, stolid creatures

and they tend to be cold—like ice, if you will. Whereas women tend to be fluid

and graceful, like water. I admit that pushes the metaphor past its breaking point,

but even so it does capture an aspect of the way I think.”

I clutched my purse and huddled into my seat, wondering how small I could make

myself. In spite of everything they’d done to me, in the back of my mind I always

thought they must’ve had a reason for doing it—however twisted and evil it might

be. Insane never entered my mind, but it was coming up fast on the outside.

Bannon sighed. “Of course, it’s never just one thing. As a child, I was raised by a

series of nannies. I recall one in particular, when I was eight or nine years old; a

lovely young woman. One day she just went away, and I never knew why. Years

later, I found out she had been dismissed for ‘misrepresenting’ herself. In other

words, she was transgendered. She saw herself as female but was unable to afford

the medical procedures that could have made it a reality.”

“As an aside,” Connolly said, “we tracked her down a few years ago. Still no

surgery, but living as a woman in Arizona. Apparently she’s happy that way.”
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“So you didn’t offer her the use of your robotic surgeon?”

“We would have, but the lady’s well past eighty. It wasn’t an option.”

“But for someone younger, you could have?” I burst out, “Why not offer this to

men who actually want to become women? Why pick on me?”

“Ah, there’s the nub of it.” Bannon chuckled. “We may indeed decide to do just

that, once the technology has been fully approved. But to be perfectly frank… I’m

not a Boy Scout, Ms. Blaisdell. I didn’t set out to ‘do good’. Your transformation

is all about scratching a personal kink of mine—if that’s the right word.”

By this time we were back in the city, not that far from my old neighborhood. The

sun was headed for the horizon, all around us people were on their way home. It

was, I realized, almost exactly the same time of day as my abduction.

“Quite simply, what I’m looking forward to—in the coming weeks and months—

is seeing how you adapt to being female. Think of it: you take an ordinary man—

albeit one of less than average stature—and turn him into a woman. Nothing else

has been changed, only him—or rather, her. She lives in the same place, works the

same job for the same company, associates with the same people—only now she’s

a woman. How does she react? Do people treat her differently? Does she make

new friends? Does she date? In general, does she sink or swim?” He heaved a

sigh. “Seven lovely ladies and counting, and I still can’t get enough of it.”

The car pulled up to the curb. Connolly opened the door. “Miriam, I believe this is

where we part company.” He climbed out and offered me his hand.

I looked at Josef Bannon, not quite believing that it was over. “We may or may not

speak again, Ms. Blaisdell. But rest assured, I will be watching. My money’s on

you to make a go of this womanhood thing. I think you’ve got what it takes.”

I emerged onto the sidewalk, disoriented. Fresh from the car’s quiet interior, the

sounds of the city felt ragged and harsh: too loud, too many people—and here I

was wearing a short dress, long hair and makeup. And female.

Connolly pointed me in the right direction. “Home is thataway,” he said. “The key

is in your purse. Go for it.” He returned to the car. The door slammed shut.

It took me a moment to realize: this was precisely where I’d been when Connolly

had first showed me the picture of the missing girl—who as it turned out was me.

Sure as heck didn’t see that one coming.

I began walking, my heels clicking rhythmically on the concrete. So the old man

thinks I can make a go of womanhood, eh? Tempting as it might be to disappoint

the bastard, I didn’t want to screw up my own life. Instead, I resolved to show him

just how much of a woman I could be. After me, he would need no others.  


