
Bobby
Bobby paused at the entrance to the bar. Her date was sitting by himself at a table for two, staring, 
eyes unfocused, around the room. His half-finished drink sat on the table in front of him. He noticed
her and smiled and waved. She threaded her way through the tables, leaned down, kissed his cheek 
and sat down.

“Drink?” he asked.
“Please, Jim. My usual.”
He smiled and got up to join the press at the bar, and it was her turn to stare aimlessly around.
“Here you are,” he said. He put her drink in front of her and picked up his own. “Cheers.”
She smiled and took a sip. “Thanks!”
They chatted for a bit and had another drink. Then someone turned up the TV for the big game, 

and it became difficult to hear, so they decided to leave. As they threaded their way through the 
crowd, he had his hand on Bobby’s waist. She smiled at him.

***
“I have to go.”

Bobby climbed out of the bed. He turned to look at her.
“What?”
“Work tomorrow. I’ve got to go.”
She leaned down and kissed him, and he stroked her bare shoulder. He moved his hand to pull 

her back to him, but she laughed and avoid his grasp.
“Sorry. I’d love to stay, but...”
She dressed quickly and then kissed him again.
“When will I see you again,” he asked.
“I’ll call you,” she said, and left.
It was the last time Jim ever saw her.

***
“Phase one,” said Bobby.

Her partner smiled.
“Good. Will you miss him?”
“I always miss them. Sometimes I feel guilty about tricking them like we do. Actually, I always 

feel guilty.”
“Me too. But I’d always come back to you. Odd, isn’t it.”
“Mmm,” she agreed. “I’d always come back to you, too, Louie.”
“Bed? Or food? I know what you are like.”
“Bed. But I’ll probably get up for a snack later.”
“Yeah. I understand.”
They went to bed, but nothing like sex ensued. It never did, though they often cuddled. Bobby 

got up after an hour or so and raided the fridge, but quietly, so that she didn’t wake Louie.
***

Bobby and Louie were not human, though they looked human. They shared much of their genetic 
material with humans and it would take someone very familiar with the human genome to spot the 
differences. And even then he or she would probably not be sure.

In the following days, Bobby’s body started to change. She was never very curvy, but her curves 
started to flatten, her breasts shrank. She was already tall, and she seemed to grow a few 
centimetres, but it may have been an illusion, or maybe she was just holding herself a different way.



Her voice deepened, and she started to grow facial hair. Other physical changes occurred, and in 
short, Bobby became Bob. The obvious changes were overshadowed by what was happening within
Bobby/Bob.

As often happened with their kind, especially the long term paired, Louie also became Louise.
***

A few weeks later Bob was sitting in a bar waiting for his date. Ruth appeared and waved. She 
made her way over to him and sat down. She seemed nervous but he ignored that.

“Drink?” he said.
She nodded. “Please. White wine. Chardonnay, please.”
“I’m going to order some wedges, too. OK?”
“Yes, please. Though I shouldn’t really,” she said patting her stomach.
He laughed, and so did she. She wasn’t sylphlike, but she wasn’t fat either. She didn’t really care 

and neither did he.
They walked down by the river later, and stopped off at a pop-up place selling Mexican fast 

food. They bought a Corona beer each to go with the food, and sat on a bench overlooking the 
water. Bob thought that he would miss Ruth more than most of his partners, but accepted it. It was 
part of what he was.

Later, for the first, and as it turned out, the only time, Ruth invited him back to her place.
***

When Bobby had sex with Jim, Jim, of course, thought that she was taking the contraceptive pill. 
He’d not actually asked her directly, but he’d hinted at it. Was it ‘safe’? Bobby assured him that it 
was, of course.

Jim’s spermatozoa did what they were programmed to do by evolution. They went hunting for an
ovum. In Bobby’s reproductive system they found a structure that gave off all the chemical signals 
that a human egg would emit, but it wasn’t a human egg. One of the sperms succeeded in 
penetrating the pseudo-ovum, and the pseudo-ovum reacted and released a chemical that killed all 
the other sperms.

Then something odd happened. The pseudo-ovum took the genetic material from the sperm and 
altered it, adding bits of Bobby’s genetic material to Jim’s genetic material, and modifying and 
removing other bits. Then it started to make copies of the genetic material, building it into new 
spermatozoa. As Bobby changed to Bob, the pseudo-ovum became a pseudo-testis.

Then Bob met Ruth, and as night follows day, what happened next was inevitable.
***

“She’s going to be surprised when she finds out that she’s pregnant,” said Louise.
Bob nodded. “Yeah, especially considering she’s been taking her contraceptive pill regularly. I 

wonder how that works?”
“The doctors will convince her that she forgot to take it or something.”
“Yeah. Now comes the tricky bit. Will she get an abortion? Our kind hasn’t had to worry too 

much about that until recent times.”
“I don’t think she will. She has a motherly streak a mile wide. I liked her a lot. You’ll be keeping 

an eye on her, Louise?”
“I will. I will. I’ll be her new best friend. From what you have told me, she is a special lady.”
Bob and Louise relaxed on the sofa. Bob had his arm around Louise as they contemplated the 

future and their position in the scheme of things.
“I wonder what it is like, to have a baby grow inside you,” said Louise. “Of course, we’ll never 

know.”



“Yeah... The human females seem to love it and hate it. The human males seem to be mainly 
indifferent to it, but I’m not sure. Maybe we miss the nuances. I’m almost sure that we do.”

“We should make contact with some of our people. See what they have been up to. There was 
that couple who were trying to adopt a child. One of our children, not a human. That seemed 
promising.”

“Yes, it did, didn’t it? But I’m not so sure. I don’t think that I would be interested in looking after
children, especially when they transition to adults. Humans seem to find that period especially 
stressful.”

Louise did become Ruth’s best friend and supported her through her pregnancy and the early part
of her daughter Jane’s life. As the child grew, Louise and Ruth drifted apart, but somehow or other, 
they maintained some contact, by letter and by email.

In the meantime, Bob found a new girlfriend, and Louise found a new boyfriend, and after a 
time, they became Bobby and Louie again. 

***
Jane went through puberty at the usual age, so she remembered how her body changed at that time. 
She was surprised when she started to experienced similar symptoms when she was twenty-five 
years old. Similar but different. She slimmed down, her breasts reduced in size, and to her horror 
she started to grow facial hair.

At about the same time she met Bobby. She was an older woman and normally she wouldn’t 
have made friends with her, but there was something. It was almost a sexual attraction, and she was 
confused, but Bobby seemed to understand.

Jane didn’t remember how they had got on to the topic, but they were discussing sexual 
orientation one day.

“I’ve heard,” said Bobby, “that some people not only change their sexual preferences, but also 
experience physical changes. You know, increased breast sizes, more curves, decreased facial hair.”

She looked into Jane’s eyes. “Or vice versa.”
***

Bobby and Louie were sitting on their sofa, just relaxing.
“You know,” said Louie, “I’ve been interested in genetics.”
Bobby just nodded.
“Well, we pass our genes onto the next generation, and the ‘next generation’ is one of us. Jane is 

your daughter, but she only carries your genes, plus some human genes to be sure. But she doesn’t 
carry any genes of others of our kind.”

“Yes. But what about Ruth?”
“Yeah. She passed some of her genes on to Jane. So what?”
“Has she had any other kids?”
“Oh, I see what you mean! Maybe she somehow passed on your genes to her other kids, you 

mean? They are one hundred percent human of course, but maybe with some of our genes? Can that
happen?”

“I don’t know. But it means that one of us may meet one of her descendants and it’s possible 
some genes of our type may already be present in her genetic material. And they will be added to 
the mix.”

They were quiet for a while.
“There must be some gene mixing mechanism,” said Louie. “The only other option is that people

like us are all the same person. Basically. Derived from a single mutation.”
“Yeah. With some human genes to add a bit of variety. And a few random mutations.”



***
Jane changed her style of clothing. She changed her hairstyle and her whole look, and went by the 
name ‘Jake’. She still met with and talked to Bobby, who seemed to know what she was going 
through.

“Bobby, have you been through this? You seem to understand. I’ve researched it and while there 
seem to be many cases where people, for whatever reason, decide to change sex, and they do it with
drugs and surgery. I’ve not been able to find anything about, well, such changes just happening. 
Spontaneously.”

Bobby smiled.
“You mean, was I once a man?”
“No, I didn’t… Oh, sorry. That was rude of me.”
“No, I don’t mind. Well, people do change sex by choice, but it usually involves surgery of some

sort, as you said, and very often the ‘choice’ is just an acknowledgement of mental and sometimes 
physical biases that were wrongly diagnosed at birth. Or weren’t apparent at birth. Or something 
similar. But maybe some people change sex often, and need no surgery. Their bodies take care of 
the necessary physical changes. Naturally.”

Bobby let her think about this. At their next meeting Jane/Jake asked her if she thought that 
he/she, Jake/Jane, was like that.

Bobby paused. “I suggest you talk with a friend of mine. She’s a gynaecologist who specialises 
in gender issues. I’ll give you her number.”

***
“Still reeling her in?” asked Louie.

He smoothed his beard. Bobby wished he’d shave it off, but of course, when he changed next 
he/she wouldn’t be able to keep it. Maybe when she became Bob again she/he would grow one, just 
to annoy Louise/Louie. Bobby smiled.

“Yeah. I’ve sent her to Diane. She’ll nudge her further along the path.”
“Diane? Oh, yes. Used to be David. Yes, he’ll blind her with science. She will, I mean.”
“Do you think we are helping her through it? Or is it just making things worse for her?”
“Hmm, this one has really got under your skin. You don’t usually get philosophical about it. Yes, 

I think that it is helping him/her. Imagine if she/he had to go through it with no help, or worse, if 
she/he went to a human doctor, and they tried to help him/her with her/his ‘problem’. With 
hormones, probably. Hmm, it’s a pity that the human race hasn’t come up with pronouns for us or 
rather for their own ‘gender fluid’ human children.”

“Yeah. I still think of Jake/Jane as a girl at the moment. I shouldn’t do. I think that he/she is 
almost completely male by now.”

“Soon he’ll be leaving the toilet seat up.”
***

Jake didn’t return Bobby’s messages for a while, so Bobby contacted Diane and talked to her about 
her/him.

“Yes, she’s almost completely he now,” confirmed Diane. “He’s a bit shook up, of course. I 
talked about the ancient myths quite early on, and told him that such myths often contain a kernel of
truth, and we laughed. He brought it up at our next meeting, so he’d obviously been thinking about 
it. We joked about the possible genetic mechanisms. About how some fish can change sex 
depending on the circumstances. That sort of stuff.”

“Do you think he’ll accept it? Erm, come to believe it?”
“I’ve known quite a few like him. Like us, that is. Yes, he’ll accept it.”



“So, he’s cut off contact with me. Is that a problem, do you think?”
“You have a problem with it, don’t you, Bobby?” Diane laughed. “I don’t think that Jake will 

have issues. He’ll come to accept it, and he’ll probably make contact again soon, I think. I manage 
to mention your name at least once in every consultation!”

***
It was more than two months before Jake made contact with Bobby again. They met at a coffee 
shop, and Bobby found that she was more nervous than she had been for a long time. Jake, though, 
was much more confident now, and smiled as he made his way over to her.

“Sorry I haven’t been in touch, Bobby. I’ve had a few things on my mind recently.”
“Er, yes, I know. I’ve, er, been keeping tabs on you through Diane.”
“Diane, who used to be David. What about you, Bobby? I’m pretty sure you used to be Bob. 

Which coincidentally is the name of my missing father, according to my Mum.”
There was a deep tone of irony in his voice.
“What do you think of it all?” said Bobby, denying nothing.
“The sex change thing? Well, I sort of accept now. Sort of. I might question it in the future. It 

makes me feel weird, different. But, I mean, even ordinary people sometimes find their own sexual 
identity strange and puzzling.”

“I’ll introduce you to some of our people, Jake. Others like us. My partner Louie for example. 
We have many friends who are like us.”

“Your partner? Louie? My mother had a good friend called Louise. Oh, my god!”
Bobby nodded. “Yes. Are you OK with that, Jake? We know how alone our human mothers are 

when they first find out that they are pregnant, so we usually get someone to make friends with 
them, to support them through it, because we can’t stay around for obvious reasons.”

“Because you would change. Oh, my goodness.”
They sipped their coffees for a while.
“You are my father, then?”
Bobby nodded. “In a sense, yes. Did Diane explain how this thing works? I, as a girl, accepted 

sperm from a man, whose name was Jim. As a result, I went through the change and impregnated 
your mother. So in a sense you have two fathers. Only the usual number of mothers though.”

“’Accepted sperm from…’? Oh! So that’s why I went through the change. Peter…”
Bobby patted his hand. “Yes, dear. But Peter is now the past, isn’t he? You’ll need to find a nice 

girl, to bear your child. And Peter’s, of course.”
“This all seems, well, ruthless. Cold-hearted.”
Bobby sighed. “I loved Jim. And I loved Ruth very much. I was sorry to leave them both, but 

what could I do? They wouldn’t understand. I have loved all my human partners and I’m always sad
to leave them. I have only ever been with one person for long, and that person is Louie. And I guess 
we love each other, but we don’t have sex.”

“Are we monsters? Mutants or something?”
“No, of course not. Well, we are probably mutants, but so are the humans. All evolution is 

mutation. The humans do have a name for us, though. Somehow they’ve found out a little about 
us.”

“They do? What is it?”
“It’s actually two names for the same thing. The female form they call a Succubus. The male 

form is called an Incubus.”
***
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