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- leo hated breakfast.

-~ Her energy level was lowest in the morning, but not so the children’s.
There was always some school crisis, something that had to be located at the
last minute, some argument that had to be settled.

This morning it was a bowl of cereal spilled in Lilli’s lap. Cleo hadn't
seen it happen; her attention had been diverted momentarily by Feather, her
youngest. And of course it had to happen after Lilli was dressed.

“Mom, this was the last outfit I had.”

“Well, if you wouldn'’t use them so hard they might last more than three
days, and if you didn't . . . ” She stopped before she lost her temper. “Just take
it off and go as you are.”

“But Mom, nobody goes to school naked. Nobody. Give me some money
and I'll stop at the store on—"

Cleo raised her voice, something she tried never to do. “Child, I know
there are kids in your class whose parents can't afford to buy clothes at all.”

“All right, so the poor kids don't—"

“That’s enough. You're late already. Get going.”

Lilli stalked from the room. Cleo heard the door slam.

Through it all Jules was an island of calm at the other end of the table,
his nose in his newspad, sipping his second cup of coffee. Cleo glanced at her
own bacon and eggs cooling on the plate, poured herself a first cup of coffee,
then had to get up and help Paul find his other shoe.

By then Feather was wet again, so she put her on the table and peeled
off the sopping diaper.

“Hey, listen to this,” Jules said. “ ‘The City Council today passed without
objection an ordinance requiring—""

“Jules, aren’t you a little behind schedule?”

He glanced at his thumbnail. “You're right. Thanks.” He finished his
coffee, folded his newspad and tucked it under his arm, bent over to kiss her,
then frowned.

“You really ought to eat more, honey,” he said, indicating the untouched
eggs. “Eating for two, you know. ‘By, now.”

“Good-by,” Cleo said, through clenched teeth. “And if T hear that ‘eating
for two’ business again, T'll . . . ” But he was gone.

She had time to scorch her lip on the coffee, then was out the door,
hurrying to catch the train.

There were seats on the sun car, but of course Feather was with her and
the UV wasn’t good for her tender skin. After a longing look at the passengers
reclining with the dark cups strapped over their eyes—and a rueful glance
down at her own pale skin—Cleo boarded the next car and found a seat by
a large man wearing a hardhat. She settled down in the cushions, adjusted the
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straps on the carrier slung in front of her, and let Feather have a nipple. She
unfolded her newspad and spread it out in her lap.

“Cute,” the man said. “How old is he?”

“She,” Cleo said, without looking up. “Eleven days.” And five hours and
thirty-six minutes. . . .

She shifted in the seat, pointedly turning her shoulder to him, and made
a show of activating her newspad and scanning the day’s contents. She did
not glance up as the train left the underground tunnel and emerged on the
gently rolling, airless plain of Mendeleev. There was little enough out there
to interest her, considering she made the forty-minute commute run to Hart-
man crater twice a day. They had discussed moving to Hartman, but Jules
liked living in King City near his work, and of course the kids would have
missed all their school friends.

There wasn't much in the news storage that morning. She queried when
the red light flashed for an update. The pad printed some routine city busi-
ness. Three sentences into the story she punched the reject key.

There was an Invasion Centennial parade listed for 1900 hours that
evening. Parades bored her, and so did the Centennial. If you've heard one
speech about how liberation of Earth is just around the corner if we all pull
together, you've heard them all. Semantic content zero, nonsense quotient
high.

She glanced wistfully at sports, noting that the J Sector jumpball team
was doing poorly in the intracity tournament without her. Cleo’s small stature
and powerful legs had served her well as a starting sprint-wing in her playing
days, but it just didn't seem possible to make practices anymore.

As a last resort, she called up the articles, digests, and analysis listings,
the newspad’s Sunday Supplement and Op-Ed department. A title caught her
eye, and she punched it up.

CHANGING: THE REVOLUTION IN SEX ROLES
(OR, WHO'S ON TOP?)

Twenty years ago, when cheap and easy sex changes first became available
to the general public, it was seen as the beginning of the revolution that would
change the shape of human society in ways impossible to foresee. Sexual equality
is one thing, the sociologists pointed out, but certain residual inequities—based on
biological imperatives or on upbringing, depending on your politics—have proved
impossible to weed out. Changing was going to end all that. Men and women
would be able to see what it was like from the other side of the barrier that divides
humanity. How could sex roles survive that?

Ten years later the answer was obvious. Changing had a;?pealed to only a
tiny minority. It was soon seen as a harmless aberration, practiced by only 1 per
cent of the population. Everyone promptly forgot about the tumbling of barriers.

But in the intervening ten years a quieter revolution has been building.
Almost unnoticed on the broad scale because it is an invisible phenomenon (how
do you know the next woman you meet was not a man last week?), changing has
been gaining growing, matter-of-fact acceptance among the children of the gener-
ation that rejected it. The chances are now better than even that you know
someone who has had at least one sex change. The chances are better than one
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out of fifteen that you yourself have changed; if you are under twenty, the chance
is one in three.

The article went on to describe the underground society which was
springing up around changing. Changers tended to band together, frequent-
ing their own taprooms, staging their own social events, remaining aloof
from the larger society which many of them saw as outmoded and irrelevant.
Changers tended to marry other changers. They divided the childbearing
equally, each preferring to mother only one child. The author viewed this
tendency with alarm, since it went against the socially approved custom of
large families. Changers retorted that the time for that was past, pointing out
that Luna had been tamed long ago. They quoted statistics proving that at
present rates of expansion, Luna’s population would be in the billions in an
amazingly short time.

There were interviews with changers, and psychological profiles. Cleo
read that the males had originally been the heaviest users of the new technol-
ogy, stating sexual reasons for their decision, and the change had often been
permanent. Today, the changer was slightly more likely to have been born
female, and to give social reasons, the most common of which was pressure
to bear children. But the modern changer committed him, herself to neither
role. The average time between changes in an individual was two years, and
declining.

Cleo read the whole article, then thought about using some of the read-
ing references at the end. Not that much of it was really new to her. She had
been aware of changing, without thinking about it much. The idea had never
attracted her, and Jules was against it. But for some reason it had struck a .
chord this morning.

Feather had gone to sleep. Cleo carefully pulled the blanket down
around the child’s face, then wiped milk from her nipple. She folded her
newspad and stowed it in her purse, then rested her chin on her palm and
looked out the window for the rest of the trip.

Cleo was chief on-site architect for the new Food Systems, Inc., planta--
tion that was going down in Hartman. As such, she was in charge of three
junior architects, five construction bosses, and an army of drafters and work--
ers. It was a big project, the biggest Cleo had ever handled.

She liked her work, but the best part had always been being there on the:
site when things were happening, actually supervising construction instead
of running a desk. That had been difficult in the last months of carrying
Feather, but at least there were maternity pressure suits. It was even harder
now.

She had been through it all before, with Lilli and Paul. Everybody works.
That had been the rule for a century, since the Invasion. There was no labor
to spare for baby-sitters, so having children meant the mother or father must.
do the same job they had been doing before, but do it while taking care of the
child. In practice, it was usually the mother, since she had the milk.
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Cleo had tried leaving Feather with one of the women in the office, but
each had her own work to do, and not unreasonably felt Cleo should bear the
burden of her own offspring. And Feather never seemed to respond well to
another person. Cleo would return from her visit to the site to find the child
had been crying the whole time, disrupting everyone's work. She had taken
Feather in a crawler a few times, but it wasn't the same.

That morning was taken up with a meeting. Cleo and the other section
chiefs sat around the big table for three hours, discussing ways of dealing with
the cost overrun, then broke for lunch only to return to the problem in the
afternoon. Cleo’s back was aching and she had a headache she couldn’t shake,
so Feather chose that day to be cranky. After ten minutes of increasingly
hostile looks, Cleo had to retire to the booth with Leah Farnham, the accoun-
tant, and her three-year-old son, Eddie. The two of them followed the proceed-
ings through earphones while trying to cope with their children and make
their remarks through throat mikes. Half the people at the conference table
either had to turn around when she spoke, or ignore her, and Cleo was
hesitant to force them to that choice. As a result, she chose her remarks with
extreme care. More often, she said nothing.

There was something at the core of the world of business that refused
to adjust to children in the board room, while appearing to make every effort
to accommodate the working mother. Cleo brooded about it, not for the first
time.

But what did she want? Honestly, she could not see what else could be
done. It certainly wasn't fair to disrupt the entire meeting with a crying baby.
She wished she knew the answer. Those were her friends out there, yet her
feeling of alienation was intense, staring through the glass wall that Eddie
was smudging with his dirty fingers.

Luckily, Feather was a perfect angel on the trip home. She gurgled and
smiled toothlessly at a woman who had stopped to admire her, and Cleo
warmed to the infant for the first time that day. She spent the trip playing
hand games with her, surrounded by the approving smiles of other passen-
gers.

“Jules, I read the most interesting article on the pad this morning.”
There, it was out, anyway. She had decided the direct approach would be
best.

“Hmm?”

“It was about changing. It's getting more and more popular.”

“Is that so?” He did not look up from his book.

Jules and Cleo were in the habit of sitting up in bed for a few hours after
the children were asleep. They spurned the video programs that were de-
signed to lull workers after a hard day, preferring to use the time to catch up
on reading, or to talk if either of them had anything to say. Over the last few
years, they had read more and talked less.

Cleo reached over Feather’s crib and got a packet of dopesticks. She
flicked one to light with her thumbnail, drew on it, and exhaled a cloud of
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“I just thought we might talk about it. That's all.”

Jules put his book down. “All right. But what’s to talk about? We're not
into that.”

She shrugged and picked at a cuticle. “I know. We did talk about it, way
back. I just wondered if you still felt the same, I guess.” She offered him the
stick and he took a drag. ,

“Asfar as I know, I do,” he said easily. “It's not something I spend a great |
deal of thought on. What's the matter?” He looked at her suspiciously. “You
weren’t having any thoughts in that direction, were you?” |

“Well, no, not exactly. No. But you really ought to read the article. More
people are doing it. I just thought we ought to be aware of it.”

“Yeah, I've heard that,” Jules conceded. He laced his hands behind his
head. “No way to tell unless you've worked with them and suddenly one day
they've got a new set of equipment.” He laughed. “First time it was sort of hard
for me to get used to. Now I hardly think about it.”

“Me, either.”

“They don’t cause any problem,” Jules said with an air of finality. “Live
and let live.”

“Yeah.” Cleo smoked in silence for a time and let Jules get back to his
reading, but she still felt uncomfortable. “Jules?”

“What is it now?”

“Don't you ever wonder what it would be like?”

He sighed and closed his book, then turned to face her.

“I don't quite understand you tonight,” he said.

“Well, maybe I don't, either, but we could talk—"

“Listen. Have you thought about what it would do to the kids? I mean,
even if I was willing to seriously consider it, which I'm not.”

“I talked to Lilli about that. Just theoretically, you understand. She said
she has two teachers who change, and one of her best friends used to be a boy.
There's quite a few kids at school who've changed. She takes it in stride.”

“Yes, but she’s older. What about Paul? What would it do to his concept
of himself as a young man? I'll tell you, Cleo, in the back of my mind I keep
thinking this business is a little sick. I feel it would have a bad effect on the
children.”

“Not according to—"

“Cleo, Cleo. Let’s not get into an argument. Number one, I have no
intention of getting a change, now or in the future. Two, if only one of us was
changed, it would sure play hell with our sex life, wouldn't it? And three, I like |
you too much as you are.” He leaned over and began to kiss her. 7

She was more than a little annoyed, but said nothing as his kisses be-
came more intense. It was a damnably effective way of shutting off debate.
And she could not stay angry: she was responding in spite of herself, easily,
naturally.

It was as good as it always was with Jules. The ceiling, so familiar, once
again became a calming blankness that absorbed her thoughts.
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No, she had no complaints about being female, no sexual dissatisfac-
tions. It was nothing as simple as that.

Afterward she lay on her side with her legs drawn up, her knees together.
She faced Jules, who absently stroked her leg with one hand. Her eyes were
closed, but she was not sleepy. She was savoring the warmth she cherished
so much after sex; the slipperiness between her legs, holding his semen inside.

She felt the bed move as he shifted his weight.

“You did make it, didn't you?”

She opened one eye enough to squint at him.

“Of course I did. I always do. You know I never have any trouble in that
direction.”

He relaxed back into the pillow. “I'm sorry for . .. well, for springing on
you like that.”

“It's okay. It was nice.”

“I had just thought you might have been . . . faking it. I'm not sure why
I would think that.”

She opened the other eye and patted him gently on the cheek.

“Jules, I'd never be that protective of your poor ego. If you don't satisfy
me, I promise you'll be the second to know.”

He chuckled, then turned on his side to kiss her.

“Good night, babe.”

“G'night.”

She loved him. He loved her. Their sex life was good—with the slight
mental reservation that he always seemed to initiate it—and she was happy
with her body.

So why was she still awake three hours later?

Shopping took a few hours on the vidphone Saturday morning. Cleo
bought the household necessities for delivery that afternoon, then left the
house to do the shopping she fancied: going from store to store, looking at
things she didn’t really need.

Feather was with Jules on Saturdays. She savored a quiet lunch alone
at a table in the park plaza, then found herself walking down Brazil Avenue
in the heart of the medical district. On impulse, she stepped into the New
Heredity Body Salon.

It was only after she was inside that she admitted to herself she had spent
most of the morning arranging for the impulse.

She was on edge as she was taken down a hallway to a consulting room,
and had to force a smile for the handsome young man behind the desk. She
sat, put her packages on the floor, and folded her hands in her lap. He asked
what he could do for her.

“I'm not actually here for any work,” she said. “I wanted to look into the
costs, and maybe learn a little more about the procedures involved in chang-
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in front of a full-length mirror mounted on the wall.

“I know it’s hard to make that first step. It was hard for me, and I do it
for a living. So we've arranged this demonstration that won't cost you any-
thing, either in money or worry. It's a nonthreatening way to see some of what
it's all about, but it might startle you a little, so be prepared.” He touched a
button in the wall beside the mirror, and Cleo saw her clothes fade away. She
realized it was not really a mirror, but a holographic screen linked to a
computer.

The computer introduced changes in the image. In thirty seconds she
faced a male stranger. There was no doubt the face was her own, but it was
more angular, perhaps a little larger in its underlying bony structure. The skin
on the stranger’s jaw was rough, as if it needed shaving.

The rest of the body was as she might expect, though overly muscled for
her tastes. She did little more than glance at the penis; somehow that didn't
seem to matter so much. She spent more time studying the hair on the chest,
the tiny nipples, and the ridges that had appeared on the hands and feet. The
image mimicked her every movement.

“Why all the brawn?” she asked Marion. “If you're trying to sell me on
this, you've taken the wrong approach.”

Marion punched some more buttons. “I didn't choose this image,” he
explained. “The computer takes what it sees, and extrapolates. You're more
muscular than the average woman. You probably exercise. This is what a
comparable amount of training would have produced with male hormones
to fix nitrogen in the muscles. But we're not bound by that.”

The image lost about eight kilos of mass, mostly in the shoulders and
thighs. Cleo felt a little more comfortable, but still missed the smoothness she
was accustomed to seeing in her mirror.

She turned from the display and went back to her chair. Marion sat
across from her and folded his hands on the desk.

“Basically, what we do is produce a cloned body from one of your own
cells. Through a process called Y-Recombinant Viral Substitution we remove
one of your X chromosomes and replace it with a Y.

“The clone is forced to maturity in the usual way, which takes about six
months. After that, it's just a simple non-rejection-hazard brain transplant.
You walk in as a woman, and leave an hour later as a man. Easy as that.”

Cleo said nothing, wondering again what she was doing here.

“From there we can modify the body. We can make you taller or shorter,
rearrange your face, virtually anything you like.” He raised his eyebrows,
then smiled ruefully and spread his hands.

“All right, Ms. King,” he said. “I'm not trying to pressure you. You'll need
to think about it. In the meantime, there's a process that would cost you very
little, and might be just the thing to let you test the waters. Am I right in
thinking your husband opposes this?”

She nodded, and he looked sympathetic.

“Not uncommon, not uncommon at all,” he assured her. “It brings out
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castration fears in men who didn’t even suspect they had them. Of course, we
do nothing of the sort. His male body would be kept in a tank, ready for him
to move back whenever he wanted to.”

Cleo shifted in her chair. “What was this process you were talking
about?”

“Just a bit of minor surgery. It can be done in ten minutes, and corrected
in the same time before you even leave the office if you find you don't care
for it. It's a good way to get husbands thinking about changing; sort of a signal
you can send him. You've heard of the androgenous look. It’s in all the fashion
tapes. Many women, especially if they have large breasts like you do, find it
an interesting change.”

“You say it's cheap? And reversible?”

“All our processes are reversible. Changing the size or shape of breasts
is our most common body operation.”

Cleo sat on the examining table while the attendant gave her a quick
physical.

“I don’t know if Marion realized you're nursing,” the woman said. “Are
you sure this is what you want?”

How the hell should I know? Cleo thought. She wished the feeling of
confusion and uncertainty would pass.

“Just do it.”

Jules hated it.

He didn’t yell or slam doors or storm out of the house; that had never
been his style. He voices his objections coldly and quietly at the dinner table,
after saying practically nothing since she walked in the door.

“T just would like to know why you thought you should do this without
even talking to me about it. T don’t demand that you ask me, just discuss it
with me.”

Cleo felt miserable, but was determined not to let it show. She held
Feather in her arm, the bottle in her hand, and ignored the food cooling on
her plate. She was hungry but at least she was not eating for two.

“Jules, I'd ask you before I rearranged the furniture. We both own this
apartment. I'd ask you before I put Lilli or Paul in another school. We share
the responsibility for their upbringing. But 1 don't ask you when 1 put on
lipstick or cut my hair. It's my body.”

“T like it, Mom,” Lilli said. “You look like me.”

Cleo smiled at her, reached over and tousled her hair.

“What do you like?” Paul asked, around a mouthful of food.

“See?” said Cleo. “It's not that important.”

“I don’t see how you can say that. And I said you didn’t have to ask me.
I just would . . . you should have . . . I should have known.”

“It was an impulse, Jules.”

“An impulse. An impulse.” For the first time, he raised his voice, and Cleo
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gave her a feeling of freedom to be that much in control of her body, to be
able to decide how large she wished her breasts to be. Did it have anything
to do with changing? She really didn't think so. She didn't feel the least bit
like a man.

And what was a breast, anyway? It was anything from a nipple sitting
flush with the rib cage to a mammoth hunk of fat and milk gland. Cleo
realized Jules was suffering from the more-is-better syndrome, thinking of
Cleo’s action as the removal of her breasts, as if they had to be large to exist
at all. What she had actually done was reduce their size.

No more was said at the table, but Cleo knew it was for the children’s
sake. As soon as they got into bed, she could feel the tension again.

“I can’t understand why you did it now. What about Feather?”

“What about her?”

“Well, do you expect me to nurse her?”

Cleo finally got angry. “Damn it, that's exactly what I expect you to do.
Don't tell me you don’t know what I'm talking about. You think it's all fun and
games, having to carry a child around all day because she needs the milk in
your breasts?”

“You never complained before.”

“I...” She stopped. He was right, of course. It amazed even Cleo that
this had all come up so suddenly, but here it was, and she had to deal with
it. They had to deal with it.

“That’s because it isn't an awful thing. It's great to nourish another
human being at your breast. I loved every minute of it with Lilli. Sometimes
it was a headache, having her there all the time, but it was worth it. The same
with Paul.” She sighed. “The same with Feather, too, most of the time. You
hardly think about it.”

“Then why the revolt, now? With no warning?”

“It’s not a revolt, honey. Do you see it as that? I just . .. I'd like you to
try it. Take Feather for a few months. Take her to work like I do. Then you'd
... you'd see a little of what I go through.” She rolled on her side and playfully
punched his arm, trying to lighten it in some way. “You might even like it.
It feels real good.”

He snorted. “T'd feel silly.”

She jumped from the bed and paced toward the living room, then
turned, more angry than ever. “Silly? Nursing is silly? Breasts are silly? Then
why the hell do you wonder why I did what I did?”

“Being a man is what makes it silly,” he retorted. “It doesn’t look right.
I almost laugh every time I see a man with breasts. The hormones mess up
your system, I heard, and—"

“That’s not true! Not anymore. You can lactate—"

“If that’s the way it has to be.”

“—and besides, it's my body, as you pointed out. I'll do with it what
pleases me.” ]
She sat on the edge of the bed with her back to him. He reached out and
stroked her, but she moved away.
“All right,” she said. “I was just suggesting it. I thought you might like §
to try it. I/’ not going to nurse her. She goes on the bottle from now on." 3
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“It is. I want you to start taking Feather to work with you. Since she's
going to be a bottle baby, it hardly matters which of us cares for her. I think
you owe it to me, since I carried the burden alone with Lilli and Paul.”

“All right.”

She got into bed and pulled the covers up around her, her back to him.
She didn’t want him to see how close she was to tears.

But the feeling passed. The tension drained from her, and she felt good.
She thought she had won a victory, and it was worth the cost. Jules would not
stay angry at her.

She fell asleep easily, but woke up several times during the night as Jules
tossed and turned.

He did adjust to it. It was impossible for him to say so all at once, but
after a week without love-making he admitted grudgingly that she looked
good. He began to touch her in the mornings and when they kissed after
getting home from work. Jules had always admired her slim muscularity, her
athlete’s arms and legs. The slim chest looked so natural on her, it fit the rest
of her so well that he began to wonder what all the fuss had been about.

One night while they were clearing the dinner dishes, Jules touched her
nipples for the first time in a week. He asked her if it felt any different.

“There is very little feeling anywhere but the nipples,” she pointed out,
“no matter how big a woman is. You know that.”

“Yeah, I guess I do.”

She knew they would make love that night and determined it would be
on her terms.

She spent a long time in the bathroom, letting him get settled with his
book, then came out and took it away. She got on top of him and pressed
close, kissing and tickling his nipples with her fingers.

She was aggressive and insistent. At first he seemed reluctant, but soon
he was responding as she pressed her lips hard against his, forcing his head
back into the pillow.

“I love you,” he said, and raised his head to kiss her nose. “Are you
ready?”

“I'm ready.” He put his arms around her and held her close, then rolled
over and hovered above her.

“Jules. Jules. Stop it.” She squirmed onto her side, her legs held firmly
together.

“What's wrong?”’

“I want to be on top tonight.”

“Oh. All right.” He turned over again and reclined passively as she reposi-
tioned herself. Her heart was pounding. There had been no reason to think
he would object—they had made love in any and all positions, but basically
the exotic ones were a change of pace from the “natural” one with her on her
back. Tonight she had wanted to feel in control.

“Open your legs, darling,” she said, with a smile. He did, but didn't return
the smile. She raised herself on her hands and knees and prepared for the
tricky insertion.

~7
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“What is it? This will take a little effort, but I think I can make it wor
your while, so if you'd just—" ’

“Cleo, what the hell is the purpose of this?”

She stopped dead and let her head sag between her shoulders.

“What's the matter? Are you feeling silly with your feet in the air?”’

“Maybe. Is that what you wanted?”

“Jules, humiliating you was the farthest thing from my mind.”

“Then what was on your mind? It's not like we've never done it this way
before. It's—"

“Only when you chose to do so. It's always your decision.”

“It's not degrading to be on the bottom.”

“Then why were you feeling siily?”

He didn't answer, and she wearily lifted herself away from him, sitting
on her knees at his feet. She waited, but he didn't seem to want to talk about
it.

“I've never complained about that position,” she ventured. “I don’t have
any complaints about it. It works pretty well.” Still he said nothing. “All right.
I wanted to see what it looked like from up there. T was tired of looking at
the ceiling. I was curious.”

“And that’s why I felt silly. I never minded you being on top before, have
I? But before. . . . well, it's never been in the context of the last couple weeks.
I know what's on your mind.”

“And you feel threatened by it. By the fact that I'm curious about chang-
ing, that I want to know what it's like to take charge. You know I can't—and
wouldn't if I could—force a change on you.”

“But your curiosity is wrecking our marriage.”

She felt like crying again, but didn’t let it show except for a trembling
of her lower lip. She didn’t want him to try and soothe her; that was all too
likely to work, and she would find herself on her back with her legs in the air.
She looked down at the bed and nodded slowly, then got up. She went to the
mirror and took the brush, began running it through her hair.

“What are you doing now? Can't we talk about this?”

“I don't feel much like talking right now.” She leaned forward and
examined her face as she brushed, then dabbed at the corners of her eyes with
a tissue. “I'm going out. I'm still curious.”

He said nothing as she started for the door.

“I may be a little late.”

The place was called Oophyte. The capital “O” had a plus sign hanging
from it, and an arrow in the upper right side. The sign was built so that the
symbols revolved; one moment the plus was inside and the arrow out, the next
moment the reverse.

Cleo moved in a pleasant haze across the crowded dance floor, pausing
now and then to draw on her dopestick. The air in the room was thick with
lavender smoke, illuminated by flashing blue lights. She danced when the
mood took her. The music was so loud that she didn’t have to think about it;
the noise gripped her bones and animated her arms and legs. She glided
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through a forest of naked skin, feeling the occasional voughiiess of apaper
suit and, rarely, expensive cotion clothing. 1t was Hike moving underwater,
like wading through molasses.

She saw him across the floor and began moving in his divection. He took
no notice of her for some time, though she danced vight in front of hia, Few
of the dancers had partners in move than the transitory sensc. Some weve
celebrating life, others were displaying themscelves, but all were looking for
partners, so cventually he realized she had been there an unusual length of
time. He was casily as stoned as she was.

She told him what she wanted.

“Sure. Where do vou want to go? Your place?”

She took him down the hall in back and touched her credit bracelet to
the lock on one of the doors. The room was simple, but clean.

He looked a lot like her phantom twin in the mirror, she noted with one
part of her mind. It was probably why she had chosen him. She embraced him
and lowered him gently to the bed.

“Do you want to exchange names?” he asked. The grin on his face kept
getting sillier as she toyed with him.

“I don't care. Mostly T think I want to use you.”

“Use away. My name’s Saflron.”

“I'm Cleopatra. Would you get on your back, please?”

He did, and they did. It was hot in the little room, but neither of them
minded it. It was healthy exertion, the phyvsical sensations weve great, and
when Cleo was through she had learned nothing. She collapsed on top of him.
He did not seem surprised when tears began falling on his shoulder.

“I'm sorry,” she said, sitting up and getting ready to leave.

“Don’t go,” he said, putting his hand on her shoulder. “Now that vou've
got that out of your system, maybe we can make love.”

She didn’t want to smile, but she had to, then she was crying harder,
putting her face to his chest and feeling the warmth of his arms around her
and the hair tickling her nose. She realized what she was doing, and tried to
pull away.

“For God's sake, don't be ashamed that you nced someone to cry on.”

“It's weak. 1. .. 1 just didn't want to be weak.”

“We're all weak.”

She gave up struggling and nestled there until the tears stopped. She
sniffed, wiped her nose, and faced him.

“What's it like? Can you tell me?” She was about 1o explain what she
meant, but he seemed to understand.

“It’s like . . . nothing special.”

“You were born female, weren't you? 1 mean, vou . . . I thought T might
be able to tell”

“It's no longer important how I was born. I've been both. It's still me, on
the inside. You understand?”

“T'm not sure I do.”

They werce quiet for a long time. Clco thought of a thousand things to sav,
questions to ask, but could do nothing.
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“I'm not sure.”

“It's not going to solve any problems, you know. It might cven create
some.”

She pulled away from him and got up. She shook her hair and wished
for a comb.

“Thank you, Cleopatra,” he said.

“Oh. Uh, thank you . .. " She had forgotten his name. She smiled again
to cover her embarrassment, and shut the door behind her.

“Hello?”

“Yes. This is Cleopatra King. I had a consultation with one of your staff.
I believe it was ten days ago.”

“Yes, Ms. King. I have your file. What can I do for you?”

She took a deep breath. “I want you to start the clone. 1 left a tissue
sample.”

“Very well, Ms. King. Did you have any instructions concerning the
chromosome donor?”

“Do you need consent?”

“Not as long as there’s a sample in the bank.”

“Use my husband, Jules La Rhin. Security number 4454390.”

“Very good. We'll be in contact with you.”

Cleo hung up the phone and rested her forehead against the cool metal.
She should never get this stoned, she realized. What had she done?

But it was not final. It would be six months before she had to decide if
she would ever use the clone. Damn Jules. Why did he have to make such a
big thing out of it?

Jules did not make a big thing of it when she told him what she had done.
He took it quietly and calmly, as if he had been expecting it.

“You know I won't follow you in this?”

“I know you feel that way. I'm interested to see if you change your
mind.”

“Don’t count on it. I want to see if you change yours.”

“I haven't made up my mind. But I'm giving myself the option.”

“All T ask is that you bear in mind what this could do to our relationship.:
I love you, Cleo. I don't think that will ever change. But if you walk into this
house as a man, I don’t think I'll be able to see you as the person I've always;
loved.”

“You could if you were a woman.”

“But I won't be.”

“And I'll be the same person I always was.” But would she be? What the
hell was wrong? What had Jules ever done that he should deserve this? She;
made up her mind never to go through with it, and they made love that night
and it was very, very good.

I G
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But somehow she never got around to calling the vivarium and telling
them to abort the clone. She made the decision not to go through with it a
dozen times over the next six months, and never had the clone destroyed.

Their relationship in bed became uneasy as time passed. At first, it was
good. Jules made no objections when she initiated sex, and was willing to do
it any way she preferred. Once that was accomplished she no longer cared
whether she was on top or underneath. The important thing had been having
the option of making love when she wanted to, the way she wanted to.

“That’s what this is all about,” she told him one night, in a moment of
clarity when everything seemed to make sense except his refusal to see things
from her side. “It’s the option I want. I'm not unhappy being female. I don't
like the feeling that there’s anything 1 can'’t be. I want to know if I feel more
secure being aggressive as a man, because I sure don't, most of the time, as
a woman. Or do men feel the same insecurities I feel? Would Cleo the man
feel free to cry? I don’t know any of those things.”

“But you said it yourself. You'll still be the same person.”

They began to drift apart in small ways. A few weeks after her outing
to the Oophyte she returned home one Sunday afternoon to find him in bed
with a woman. It was not like him to do it like that; their custom had been
to bring lovers home and introduce them, to keep it friendly and open. Cleo
was amused, because she saw it as his way of getting back at her for her trip
to the encounter bar.

So she was the perfect hostess, joining them in bed, which seemed to
disconcert Jules. The woman’s name was Harriet, and Cleo found herself
liking her. She was a changer—something Jules had not known or he cer-
tainly would not have chosen her to make Cleo feel bad. Harriet was uncom-
fortable when she realized why she was there. Cleo managed to put her at ease
by making love to her, something that surprised Cleo a little and Jules consid-
erably, since she had never done it before.

Cleo enjoyed it; she found Harriet's smooth body to be a whole new
world. And she felt she had neatly turned the tables on Jules, making him
confront once more the idea of his wife in the man'’s role.

The worst part was the children. They had discussed the possible im-
pending change with Lilli and Paul.

Lilli could not see what all the fuss was about; it was a part of her life,
something that was all around her which she took for granted as something
she herself would do when she was old enough. But when she began picking
up the concern from her father, she drew subtly closer to her mother. Cleo
was tremendously relieved. She didn’t think she could have held to it in the
face of Lilli's displeasure. Lilli was her first born, and though she hated to
admit it and did her best not to play favorites, her darling. She had taken a
year's leave from her job at appalling expense to the household budget so she
could devote all her time to her infant daughter. She often wished she could
somehow return to those simpler days, when motherhood had been her whole
life.
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Feather, of course, was not consulted. Jules had assumed the responsi-
bility for her nurture without complaint, and seemed to be enjoying it. It was
fine with Cleo, though it maddened her that he was so willing about taking
over the mothering role without being willing to try it as a female. Cleo loved
Feather as much as the other two, but sometimes had trouble recalling why
they had decided to have her. She felt she had gotten the procreation impulse
out of her system with Paul, and yet there Feather was.

Paul was the problem.

Things could get tense when Paul expressed doubts about how he would
feel if his mother were to become a man. Jules's face would darken, and he
might not speak for days. When he did speak, often in the middle of the night
when neither of them could sleep, it would be in a verbal explosion that was
as close to violence as she had ever seen him.

It frightened her, because she was by no means sure of herself when it
came to Paul. Would it hurt him? Jules spoke of gender identity crises, of the
need for stable role models, and finally, in naked honesty, of the fear that his
son would grow up to be somehow less than a man.

Cleo didn’t know, but cried herself to sleep over it many nights. They had
read articles about it and found that psychologists were divided. Traditional-
ists made much of the importance of sex roles, while changers felt sex roles
were important only to those who were trapped in them; with the breaking
of the sexual barrier, the concept of roles vanished.

The day finally came when the clone body was ready. Cleo still did not
know what she should do.

“Are you feeling comfortable now? Just nod if you can’t talk.”

“Wha...”

“Relax. It's all over. You'll be feeling like walking in a few minutes. We'll
have someone take you home. You may feel drunk for a while, but there’s no
drugs in your system.”

“Wha’ . .. happen?”

“It’s over. Just relax.”

Cleo did, curling up in a ball. Eventually he began to laugh.

Drunk was not the word for it. He sprawled on the bed, trying on
pronouns for size. It was all so funny. He was on kis back with %is hands in
his lap. He giggled and rolled back and forth, over and over, fell on the floor
in hysterics.

He raised his head.

“Is that you, Jules?”

“Yes, it's me.” He helped Cleo back onto the bed, then sat on the edge,
not too near, but not unreachably far away. “How do you feel?”

He snorted. “Drunker 'n a skunk.” He narrowed his eyes, forced them
to focus on Jules. “You must call me Leo now. Cleo is a woman's name. You
shouldn’t have called me Cleo then.”

“All right. T didn’t call you Cleo, though.”

“You didn’t? Are you sure?”
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“I'm very sure it's something I wouldn’t have said.”
“Oh. Okay.” He lifted his head and looked confused for a moment. “You
know what? I'm gonna be sick.”

Leo felt much better an hour later. He sat in the living room with Jules,
both of them on the big pillows that were the only furniture.

They spoke of inconsequential matters for a time, punctuated by long
silences. Leo was no more used to the sound of his new voice than Jules was.

“Well,” Jules said, finally, slapping his hands on his knees and standing
up. “I really don’t know what your plans are from here. Did you want to go
out tonight? Find a woman, see what it's like?”

Leo shook his head. “I tried that out as soon as I got home,” he said. “The
male orgasm, I mean.”

“What was it like?”

He laughed. “Certainly you know that by now.”

“No, I meant, after being a woman—"

“I know what you mean.” He shrugged. “The erection is interesting. So
much larger than what I'm used to. Otherwise . ..” He frowned for a moment.
“A lot the same. Some different. More localized. Messier.”

“Um.” Jules looked away, studying the electric fireplace as if seeing it for
the first time. “Had you planned to move out? It isn't necessary, you know.
We could move people around. I can go in with Paul, or we could move him
in with me in . . . in our old room. You could have his.” He turned away from
Leo, and put his hand to his face.

Leo ached to get up and comfort him, but felt it would be exactly the
wrong thing to do. He let Jules get himself under control.

“If you'll have me, I'd like to continue sleeping with you.”

Jules said nothing, and didn’t turn around.

“Jules, I'm perfectly willing to do whatever will make you most comfort-
able. There doesn’t have to be any sex. Or I'd be happy to do what I used to
do when I was in late pregnancy. You wouldn't have to do anything at all.”

“No sex,” he said.

“Fine, fine. Jules, I'm getting awfully tired. Are you ready to sleep?”

There was a long pause, then he turned and nodded.

They lay quietly, side by side, not touching. The lights were out; Leo
could barely see the outline of Jules's body.

After a long time, Jules turned on his side.

“Cleo, are you in there? Do you still love me?”

“I'm here,” he said. “I love you. I always will.”

Jules jumped when Leo touched him, but made no objection. e began
to cry, and Leo held him close. They fell asleep in each other’s arms.

The Oophyte was as full and noisy as ever. It gave Leo a headache.
e did nat like the nlace anv mare than Clen had hnt it was the anlv
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ble; all one needed to do was ask. They used each other for sexual calisthenics
just one step removed from masturbation, cheerfully admitted the fact, and
took the position that if you didn’t approve, what were you doing there? There
were plenty of other places for romance and relationships.

Leo didn’t normally approve of it—not for himself, though he cared not
at all what other people did for amusement. He preferred to know someone
he bedded.

But he was here tonight to learn. He felt he needed the practice. He did
not buy the argument that he would know just what to do because he had been
a woman and knew what they liked. He needed to know how people reacted
to him as a male.

Things went well. He approached three women and was accepted each
time. The first was a mess—so that’s what they meant by too soon!—and she
was rather indignant about it until he explained his situation. After that she
was helpful and supportive.

He was about to leave when he was propositioned by a woman who said
her name was Lynx. He was tired, but decided to go with her.

Ten frustrating minutes later she sat up and moved away from him.
“What are you here for, if that’s all the interest you can muster? And don't tell
me it's my fault.”

“I'm sorry,” he said. “I forgot. I thought I would . . . well, I didn’t realize
I had to be really interested before I could perform.”

“Perform? That's a funny way to put it.”

“I'm sorry.” He told her what the problem was, how many times he had
made love in the last two hours. She sat on the edge of the bed and ran her
hands through her hair, frustrated and irritable.

“Well, it's not the end of the world. There’s plenty more out there. But
you could give a girl a warning. You didn’t have to say yes back there.”

“I know. It's my fault. I'll have to learn to judge my capacity, I guess. It's
just that I'm used to being able to, even if I'm not particularly—"

Lynx laughed. “What am I saying? Listen to me. Honey, I used to have
the same problem myself. Weeks of not getting it up. And I know it hurts.”

“Well,” Leo said, “I know what you're feeling like, too. It's no fun.”

Lynx shrugged. “In other circumstances, yeah. But like I said, the woods
are full of 'em tonight. I won't have any problem.” She put her hand on his
cheek and pouted at him. “Hey, I didn’t hurt your poor male ego, did I?”

Leo thought about it, probed around for bruises, and found none.

“No.”

She laughed. “I didn’t think so. Because you don't have one. Enjoy i,
Leo. A male ego is something that has to be grown carefully, when you're
young. People have to keep pointing out what you have to do to be a man, so
you can recognize failure when you can't ‘perform.’ How come you used that
word?”

“I don’t know. I guess I was just thinking of it that way.”

“Trying to be a quote man unquote. Leo, you don’t have enough emo-
tional investment in it. And you're lucky. It took me over a year to shake mine.
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Don’'t be a man. Be a male human, instead. The switchover’s a lot easier that
way.”

“I'm not sure what you mean.”

She patted his knee. “Trust me. Do you see me getting all upset because
I wasn't sexy enough to turn you on, or some such garbage? No. I wasn't
brought up to worry that way. But reverse it. If I'd done to you what you just
did to me, wouldn't something like that have occurred to you?”

“I think it would. Though I've always been pretty secure in that area.”

“The most secure of us are whimpering children beneath it, at least some
of the time. You understand that I got upset because you said yes when you
weren't ready? And that’s all T was upset about? It was impolite, Leo. A male
human shouldn’t do that to a female human. With a man and a woman, it’s
different. The poor fellow'’s got a lot of junk in his head, and so does the
woman, so they shouldn’t be held responsible for the tricks their egos play on
them.”

Leo laughed. “I don’t know if you're making sense at all. But I like the
sound of it. ‘Male human.” Maybe I'll see the difference one day.”

Some of the expected problems never developed.

Paul barely noticed the change. Leo had prepared himself for a trau-
matic struggle with his son, and it never came. If it changed Paul’s life at all,
it was in the fact that he could now refer to his maternal parent as Leo instead
of mother.

Strangely enough, it was Lilli who had the most trouble at first. Leo was
hurt by it, tried not to show it, and did everything he could to let her adjust
gradually. Finally she came to him one day about a week after the change.
She said she had been silly, and wanted to know if she could get a change,
too, since one of her best friends was getting one. Leo talked her into remain-
ing female until after the onset of puberty. He told her he thought she might
enjoy it.

Leo and Jules circled each other like two tigers in a cage, unsure if a fight
was necessary but ready to start clawing out eyes if it came to it. Leo didn’t
like the analogy; if he had still been a female tiger, he would have felt sure
of the outcome. But he had no wish to engage in a dominance struggle with
Jules.

They shared an apartment, a family, and a bed. They were elaborately
polite, but touched each other only rarely, and Leo always felt he should
apologize when they did. Jules would not meet his eyes; their gazes would
touch, then rebound like two cork balls with identical static charges.

But eventually Jules accepted Leo. He was “that guy who's always
around” in Jules’s mind. Leo didn't care for that, but saw it as progress. In
a few more days Jules began to discover that he liked Leo. They began to share
things, to talk more. The subject of their previous relationship was taboo for
a while. It was as if Jules wanted to know Leo from scratch, not acknowledg-
ing there had ever been a Cleo who had once been his wife.

It wasn'’t that simple; Leo would not let it be. Jules sometimes sounded
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like he was mourning the passing of a loved one when he hesitantly began §
talking about the hurt inside him. He was able to talk freely to Leo, and it was §
i nslightly different manner from the way he had talked to Cleo. He poured §
out his soul. It was astonishing to Leo that there were so many bruises onil, §
so many defenses and insccurities. There was buried hostility which Juleshad §
never felt free to tell a swoman. ;
I.eo fet him go on, but when Jules started a sentence with, “I could never |
el ihis to Cleo,” or, “Now that she's gone,” Leo would go to him, take his 4
hand, and force him to look. 1
“I'm Cleo,” he would say. “I'm right here, and 1 love you.”
They started doing things together. Jules took him to places Cleo had
never been. They went out drinking together and had a wonderful time get- §
ting sioshed. Before, it had always been dinner with a few drinks or dopes-
ticks, then ashow or concert. Now they might come home at 0200, harmoniz- §
ing loud coongh to get thrown in jail. Jules admitted he hadn't had so much §
fun since hus college days.
Socializing was a problem. Few of their old {riends were changers, and §
neither of them wanted 1o face the complications of going to a party asa §
couple. They couldn't make Iriends among changers, because Jules correctly §
saw he would be scen as an outsider.
S0 they saw a lot of men. Leo had thought he knew all of Jules’s close §
friends, but found he had been wrong. He saw a side ol Jules he had never §
scen before: more relaxed in ways, some of his guardedness gone, but with |
other defenses in place. Leo sometimes felt like a spy, looking in on a stratum §
of society he had always known was there, but had never been able to pene-
trate. If Cleo had walked into the group its structure would have changed 3
subtly: she would have created a new milieu by her presence, like light de- §
stroving the ato it was meant to observe. i
Alter his initial outing to the Oophyte, Leo remained celibate for a long 1
time. He did not want to have sex casually; he wanted to love Jules. As far as §
he knew, Jules was abstaining, 1oo. i
But they found an acceptable alternative in double-dating. They shopped
around topether for a while, taking out different women and having a lot of 1
fun without getting into sex, until each settled on a woman he could have a §
relationship with, Jules was with Diane, a woman he had known at work for
manv vears. Leo went out with Harriet. 1
The four of them had great times together. Leo loved being a pal to Jules,
but would not let it remain simply that. He took to reminding Jules that he §
could do this with Cleo, too. What 1Lco wanted to emphasize was that he could 3
be acompanion, a buddy, a conlidant no matter which sex he was. He wanted §
{6 combine the best of being a woman and being a man, be both things for §
Jules, fulfill all his needs. But it hurt to think that Jules would not do the same §
for him.
“Well, hello, Leo. Ddidn't expect to see you today.”
“Can I come in, Harriet?”
She held the door open for him.
“Can I get vou anything? Oh, yeah, before vou go any further, that]
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‘Harriet’ business is finished. I changed my name today. It's Joule from now
on. That's spelled j-o-u-l-e.”

“Okay, Joule. Nothing for me, thanks.” He sat on her couch.

Leo was not surprised at the new name. Changers had a tendency to get
away from “name” names. Some did as Cleo had done by choosing a gender
equivalent or a similar sound. Others ignored gender connotations and used
the one they had always used. But most eventually chose a neutral word,
according to personal preference.

“Jules, Julia,” he muttered.

“What was that?” Joule's brow wrinkled slightly. “Did you come here for
mothering? Things going badly?”

Leo slumped down and contemplated his folded hands.

“I don’t know. I guess I'm depressed. How long has it been now? Five
months? I've learned a lot, but I'm not sure just what it is. I feel like I've grown.
I see the world . . . well, T see things differently, yes. But I'm still basically the
same person.”

“In the sense that you're the same person at thirty-three as you were at
ten?”

Leo squirmed. “Okay. Yeah, I've changed. But it's not any kind of rever-
sal. Nothing turned topsy-turvy. It's an expansion. It's not a new viewpoint.
It's like filling something up, moving out into unused spaces. Becoming
... " His hands groped in the air, then fell back into his lap. “It’s like a
completion.”

Joule smiled. “And you're disappointed? What more could you ask?”

Leo didn’t want to get into that just yet. “Listen to this, and see if you
agree. I always saw male and female—whatever that is, and I don't know if
the two really exist other than physically and don’t think it’s important any-
way. . . . I saw those qualities as separate. Later, I thought of them like
Siamese twins in everybody's head. But the twins were usually fighting, trying
to cut each other off. One would beat the other down, maim it, throw it in a
cell, and never feed it, but they were always connected and the beaten-down
one would make the winner pay for the victory.

“So I wanted to try and patch things up between them. I thought I'd just
introduce them to each other and try to referee, but they got along a lot better
than I expected. In fact, they turned into one whole person, and found they
could be very happy together. I can't tell them apart any more. Does that make
any sense?”

Joule moved over to sit beside him.

“It's a good analogy, in its way. I feel something like that, but I don’t
think about it anymore. So what's the problem? You just told me you feel
whole now.”

Leo’s face contorted. “Yes, I do. And if I am, what does that make Jules?”
He began to cry, and Joule let him get it out, just holding his hand. She
thought he'd better face it alone, this time. When he had calmed down, she
began to speak quietly.

“Leo, Jules is happy as he is. I think he could be much happier, but
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he fears so much. It's possible that he will do it someday, after more time to
get used to it. And it's possible that he'll hate it and run screaming back to his
manhood. Sometimes the maimed twin can’t be rehabilitated.”

She sighed heavily, and got up to pace the room.

“There’s going to be a lot of this in the coming years,” she said. “A lot
of broken hearts. We're not really very much like them, you know. We get
along better. We're not angels, but we may be the most civilized, considerate
group the race has yet produced. There are fools and bastards among us, just
like the one-sexers, but I think we tend to be a little less foolish, and a little
less cruel. I think changing is here to stay.

“And what you've got to realize is that you're lucky. And so is Jules. It
could have been much worse. I know of several broken homes just among my
own friends. There's going to be many more before society has assimilated
this. But your love for Jules and his for you has held you together. He's made
a tremendous adjustment, maybe as big as the one you made. He likes you.
In either sex. Okay, so you don’t make love to him as Leo. You may never
reach that point.”

“We did. Last night.” Leo shifted on the couch. “I ... I got mad. I told
him if he wanted to see Cleo, he had to learn to relate to me, because I'm me,
dammit.”

“I think that might have been a mistake.”

Leo looked away from her. “I'm starting to think so, t0o.”

“But I think the two of you can patch it up, if there’s any damage. You've
come through a lot together.”

“I didn’t mean to force anything on him, I just got mad.”

“And maybe you should have. It might have been just the thing. You'll
have to wait and see.”

Leo wiped his eyes and stood up.

“Thanks, Harr . . . sorry. Joule. You've helped me. I . .. uh, I may not
be seeing you as often for a while.”

“I understand. Let’s stay friends, okay?” She kissed him, and he hurried
away.

She was sitting on a pillow facing the door when he came home from
work, her legs crossed, elbow resting on her knee with a dopestick in her
hand. She smiled at him. 3

“Well, you're home early. What happened?” -

“I stayed home from work.” She nearly choked, trying not to laugh. He 4
threw his coat to the closet and hurried into the kitchen. She heard something 4
being stirred, then the sound of glass shattering. He burst through the door-
way.

“Cleo!”

“Darling, you look so handsome with your mouth hanging open.”

He shut it, but still seemed unable to move. She went to him, feeling -
tingling excitement in her loins like the return of an old friend. She put his |
arms around her, and he nearly crushed her. She loved it.

He drew back slightly and couldn’t seem to get enough of her face, hi
eyes roaming every detail.
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“How long will you stay this way?” he asked. “Do you have any idea?”

“I don't know. Why?"

He smiled, a little sheepishly. “I hope you won't take this wrong. I'm so
happy to see you. Maybe I shouldn't say it . . . but no, I think I'd better. I like
Leo. I think I'll miss him, a little.”

She nodded. “I'm not hurt. How could I be?” She drew away and led him
to a pillow. “Sit down, Jules. We have to have a talk.” His knees gave way
under him and he sat, looking up expectantly.

“Leo isn't gone, and don't you ever think that for a minute. He’s right
here.” She thumped her chest and looked at him defiantly. “He’ll always be
here. He'll never go away.”

“I'm sorry, Cleo, I

“No, don't talk yet. It was my own fault, but I didn’t know any better.
I never should have called myself Leo. It gave you an easy out. You didn’t have
to face Cleo being a male. I'm changing all that. My name is Nile. N-i-l-e. I
won't answer to anything else.”

“All right. It's a nice name.”

“I thought of calling myself Lion. For Leo the lion. But I decided to be
who I always was, the queen of the Nile, Cleopatra. For old time's sake.”

He said nothing, but his eyes showed his appreciation.

“What you have to understand is that they're both gone, in a sense. You'll
never be with Cleo again. I look like her now. I resemble her inside, too, like
an adult resembles the child. I have a tremendous amount in common with
what she was. But I'm not her.”

He nodded. She sat beside him and took his hand.

“Jules, this isn't going to be easy. There are things I want to do, people
T want to meet. We're not going to be able to share the same friends. We could
drift apart because of it. I'm going to have to fight resentment because you'll
be holding me back. You won't let me explore your female side like I want
to. You're going to resent me because I'll be trying to force you into something
you think is wrong for you. But I want to try and make it work.”

He let out his breath. “God, Cl . .. Nile. I've never been so scared in my
life. I thought you were leading up to leaving me.”

She squeezed his hand. “Not if I can help it. I want each of us to try and
accept the other as they are. For me, that includes being male whenever I feel
like it. It's all the same to me, but I know it's going to be hard for you.”

They embraced, and Jules wiped his tears on her shoulder, then faced
her again.

“I'll do anything and everything in my power, up to—"

She put her finger to her lips. “I know. I accept you that way. But I'll keep
trying to convince you.”

O o d
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