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“Well, well, what do we have here? My 

son isn’t home, but it seems that my 

lovely daughter is.”

“Mum? But you—”

“—weren’t supposed to be home until 

tonight? Yes, that’s what I wanted you 

to think. How else could I find out how 

far along you are?”

“I’m sorry. I know I shouldn’t be doing 

this… going through your things.”

“It’s all right, dear. We’ll get you lots 

of nice things of your own. You’ll see.”

“You’re not mad?”

“Goodness me, no! Of course not. Why 

would you even think that?”

“Well, guys aren’t supposed to… you 

know, wear this stuff. It’s wrong.”

“For some boys, maybe. But certainly 

not you, sweetheart. You’re special.”

“Mum, did you set this up? I mean… 

the falsies and everything—is that why 

all your clothes fit me?”

“They’re called mastectomy forms, luv. 

You’ll need them for the next few 

months, before yours grow in. But we 

really are the same size. I didn’t have 

to buy anything else.”

“Jeez… I think about dressing like this 

all the time. What’s wrong with me?”

“Nothing’s wrong with you. The doctors 

said this would happen, eventually.”

“Doctors?”

“You see, there was a slight glitch in 

the transfer of nuclear dna from the 

somatic cell to the donor egg. The egg 

was mine, of course, but I have no idea 

where that nasty Y-chromosome came 

from; probably some clumsy lab techie. 

I sued, and the clinic settled, but they 

never did explain their error.”

“Um…”

“That’s why you had to grow up as a 

boy, honey. But we can fix that, now 

that you’re old enough to consent. 

There’s enough money left from the 

settlement to pay for your operation, 

and for your education as well.”

“Operation…?”

“I’ll get the ball rolling on your name 

change. It’ll be Katherine, of course.”

“But that’s your name.”

“I’m Kate, you’re Katie. Simple.”

“I don’t get this. Most mothers would 

be freaking out right now, and you want 

to turn me into a girl? What gives?”

“You are a girl. The clinic damaged you, 

that’s all. But from now on you’re going 

to be a younger version of me, the way 

a proper clone should.”  �


