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by Janes Patrick Kelly
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"I"'mgoing to fall in love tonight," said Marja, "and
this time you're coming with ne."

Lily had been staring w thout conprehension at Screen

of 23/Brain Mechanisns in Mating. It was too hot for
neur obi ol ogy; the spex with their heavy displays kept
sliding dowmn her nose. When she pushed t hem back up
Screen 8 flickered. "I have to study," she said,

to remenber the last tinme she'd heard a man whi sper

name in the dark.
"Face it, Lily, you think too damm much. What your
synapses need is a nice warm norepi nephrine bath."

Zol towski had snuggled into a nest of pillows and
the top of her head backwards against the wall to

her spex in place. Her Adam s appl e bobbed when she
spoke.

"You Pol es are such romantics." Lily shivered the way
she used to when d enn touched her face. "What is
toni ght, anyway?"

"I don't know. Mbnday?"

Lily blinked at the cal endar icon and waited a second
for the spex to retrieve her tickler frommenory.

tomorrow we have day two of Freddy's virtua

she said, "and Wednesday is the inmmunol ogy test. W
hardly have time to sleep, much less fall for
strangers.”

"Listen to yoursel f." Marja shook her head. "Do you

this a life?"
"Nah," said Lily. Screen 9 of 12 was a di agram of the
sept o hypot hal am c- nesencel phali ¢ conti nuum "I cal

nmed school . "

"We could try that new place on Densnore Street. It's
supposed to be grade."

"We? These are your urges, not mne. Wiy don't you

program a wi ndow shirt to flash avail able and hang
at Wally's?"

"This isn't about sex, Lily, it's about feelings.
Bel i eve ne, after they crank your hypothal anus you
be able tell the difference between neuronance and
real thing."

"Says you."
"Enotions aren't magic, doctor. They are reproducible
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This was sonething Lily knew to be true, but

not to think about -- like the correlation between
cheesecake and adi pose tissue. "Anyway," she said,

can't afford it."

"Love makes all things possible."

Lily doubted that, but she said nothing.

"I wonder what kind of nen go out on a Mnday night?"
Marja smrked. "Gourmet cooks. Don't fancy

cl ose on Mondays?"

Lily set her spex on the kitchen table, mrror side
down, so she wouldn't accidentally catch a glinpse of
hersel f goofing off. "Wekend weat hernen,"” she said.
"Priests cutting | oose after a long Sunday. | need to
study tonight, and so do you." She got up to stretch

| egs, but of course there was no room She and Marja

squeezed into an efficiency apartnent off canpus and
their stuff filled the place to overflow ng. Two yard
sal e dressers, two futons, a MedNet node, a whiny
refrigerator, a microwave on the kitchen table, two
plastic chairs. They had to wash dishes in the

whi ch had once been a closet. The closet was a
clothesline stretched across the west wall. \Wen the
pl ace was picked up she could take four, maybe five
steps wi thout bunping into something, but at the

pil es of hardcopy booby-trapped the floor |ike paper
banana peels. There was a word for their lifestyle,

realized. Squal or.
"How | ong have we known each other?" said Marja.

two years and you haven't even breathed on a man.
They're not all denns, you know. Look, we can fal

and out of love and still be back in plenty of tine

wei gh ol d Freddy's nonexi stant spleen.”

Lily picked up her spex again and held themat arms
l ength. Froma distance the bright little images on

di spl ays | ooked like a pair of shirt buttons. Had it
really been two years? Maybe it was time to unbutton
hersel f.

A private security rover patrolled Densnore Street;

servos of its infrared | enses mewl ed softly as it

through the twilight. Mbst of the stores on the block
were just closing: La Parfunerie, Hawkins Fine W nes,

Wrl d Food boutique and a couple of art galleries.



to the Hot house was the O fice Restaurant. Through

its
wi ndows Lily could see people in gray suits sitting
al one at stylized desks, eating absently as they
t weaked
gl owi ng bl ue spreadsheets. The nei ghborhood reeked of
nmoney and there was only fifty-three dollars and
sixty
seven cents left on her cash card. She wondered how
nmuch
romance that would buy in the caviar part of town.
At street level the Hothouse was as stolid as a bank
two stories of granite blocks regularly pierced by
t hin,

dark wi ndows. Higher up, it blossoned into a
crystalline
riot of glass and light. They hesitated in front of

t he

mar bl e t hreshol d.

"I bet they're wearing shoes made of real cow " Lily

tucked her purse under her armas if she expected
some

ranpagi ng doorman to snatch it from her.

"Don't worry." Marja touched Lily's hand. "You | ook

fine." She had lent Lily a crepe off the shoul der
dress

her grandnother had left her. It was too 90's for
Lily's

taste, but Marja was the specialist when it came to
this

sort of thing.

"You too," said Lily, "but that's not what | nean.
Look

where we are. We can't afford this -- unless you
don't

m nd eating Cheerios for supper until finals."

"Cone on. How rmuch could it cost?"

"What's the gross national product of Portugal ?"

"Il ask, okay? I'll just poke my head in the door
and

find out."

"No, I'mcoming." Lily ramed her purse deeper into
her

arnmpit and cl anped it.

Lily had expected fl ocked wal | paper and | eat her
couches.

Instead there were lots of bright plastic surfaces and
a

rug with all the anbiance of sandpaper. The | obby of
t he

Hot house was enphatically air-conditioned and

illumnated al nost to the point of disconfort. Only
t wo

of the five ticket booths were open. Beyond them was
a

bank of sliding doors, textured to look like the
trunks

of trees.

"Hi." The cashier was a young woman in an extravagant

foliage print dress. She had jade highlights in her
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bl ack hair and an expression as guil el ess as a pansy.
"Are you together?" The button on her collar said Ju.
"Yes," said Mrj a.

"No." Lily nudged her. "W came together, but we're

t oget her together."

Ju smiled. "Watever."

"W're interested,"” Marja said, "but we're not really
sure this place is for us. Can you tell us about it?"
"As in, what does it cost?" Lily said.

Ju slid a brochure across the counter toward them

fingernails were polished the same green as her hair.
"Your basic attraction enhancenment is $39.95." She
opened it; inside was a map. "Includes adm ssion to
public areas on the third and fifth floors, al

t hree dance floors, both pools, conplinmentary

and towels in the dressing booths. On the fourth

are stores and services you'll pay extra for. Sit

and take-out restaurants, bars, gift shops, lingerie
bouti ques, contraception ki osks, sinulators and

fx galleries.”
It's nothing but a mall, Lily thought. |'m

years old and still |ooking for |love at the mall.
"W al so have fifty-three private encounter roons,"

pointed to the map, "on the sixth floor. W' re the
bi ggest neuronance palace in the city."
Lily watched a little man in a navy blue jacket and

sl acks approach the other cashier. Her age but not
type; he looked as if he had just finished eating a
salad at the Ofice Restaurant. "So how do you nake
soneone fall in |Iove?" she asked.

"Ch, we don't make you fall. W enhance the

response. There's a big difference. See, we trick
part of your brain called the hypothal amus into

up these special hormones. It's all natural."
"Hornones |ike LHRH and testosterone?" said Lily.
"Testosterone, right." Ju nodded. "That surprised ne
when | first heard it. | nmean, you'd think you'd grow
must ache -- or worse. But it's okay; |'ve tried it."
gave thema blissful smle. "Don't know about the one
with letters, they all sound the sane. To tell the

truth, they explained this to ne once, but it didn't
take. Al | know is that whatever we do to you is
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approved by the FDA and |icensed by the Board of
This card explains ... "

"Gve me that." Marja snatched it fromLily. "Believe
me, the procedure is straight out of \Wssinger's
neur obi ol ogy | ab. The | ess you think about it, the
better you'll feel."

"What ever." Ju dinpled. "But really, one of the best
parts is that they tickle something called your
vomeronasal organ -- don't ask me how. You'll smell
stuff you've never noticed before. Unbelievable, how
great the food tastes. Try the brownies wth brandy
sauce." She kissed her fingers to the air and the nman
waiting at the next booth glanced over at them Lily
t hought he m ght actually be shorter than she was.
"So what if we pay you our forty bucks," she said,

go upstairs and find there' re no human beings left?
don't want to fall for an insurance sal esman.”
"Ch, that's not a problem believe ne. W offer a

back guarantee, but only a few people ask. See, when
t hose el evator doors open onto the wel conme garden
you're ... | don't know ... ripe. | can't explain it
exactly, but enhancenent makes ne realize how cute

| ook, how sweet they can be. At least while they're
here. And it's really a grade crowd tonight. Sone

hamrers, if you know what | nean. | kind of w sh
wasn't wor ki ng mysel f."

An ol der man who shoul dn't have been wearing red
skintights got in line behind them so they gave Ju
their cash cards. Wile she debited them she had

press thunbs to a bl ood drawer. She printed two green
buttons that read Lily and Marja and expl ai ned t hat
green was for righties, red for gays. She had them

liability waivers and told themthey' d need to give a
urine sanpl e and warned t hem about side effects.

Al t hough enhancenent woul d wear off in four to five
hours, they m ght have trouble falling asleep

i medi ately after |eaving the Hot house; there was a
chance their next periods night be a couple of days

schedul e. She grinned, reni nded them about the

and ushered them t hrough the booth.
"We're in this together, right?" Lily whispered as

tree trunk doors opened. "You'll stop ne before | do
anyt hi ng st upi d?"

Marja | aughed and patted her on the back. "Sort of
for that now "

Lily rubbed the button-sized swelling on her wist

the orderly had poked her with the pressure syringe.
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purse hung | oosely by her side.
"Pul se acelerated."” Marja was practically vibrating

the elevator clinbed to the third floor. "Skin
tenperature el evated. Apocrine sweat glands -- whew "
She peered into Lily's left eye, "Doctor, your pupils
are dilated!"

" St op di agnosing."

"Ckay, so how do you feel ?"

Lily considered and then giggled. "Like I'msix and
Christmas Eve. You're |osing your corsage.”

Marja repinned the orchid which the orderly had | aced
wi t h pheronmones synthesized from her urine sanple.
doors slid open.

Fifteen or twenty faces turned, glowing with
expectation. Lily was instantly drawn to them
under st andi ng their conspi cuous need because she

it. They had haul ed thensel ves out of the icy

into the warmh of high touch and beautiful feelings.
t he enhancenent drugs gripped her, she felt the

of her life drop away. Tonmorrow they would all go

to their desks and workshops and counters and she

ligate the arteries of a cybercorpse named Fred. But
that was far renmoved fromthis bright dream of | ush

i medi ate sensation. She let it fill her lungs and
and ears; she wanted to lick it. A band stood poised
pl ay. Leaves |like green hands waved at her. She

to rub her bare feet on the nbss rug, shinny up that
pal mtree, kiss all three of those nmen by the

just to find out how they tasted. No, she wasn't
to ask for her noney back. She knew she would find
here. Soneone to love, for a little while at |east.

identity was a nystery only she could solve: Lily
Brewster, girl detective. Maybe he was stil

at the marble threshhold on Hope Street, ten thousand
mles below, or already talking to Ju in the | obby.

likely he was wat chi ng her, one of the happy faces,
whi ch she now noticed were arranged in a kind of

formati on. She and Marja stepped down into the
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garden's central courtyard and smling people closed
around them
She sm | ed back, even after she realized she was

to have to square dance

The bass player had a voice as friendly as a mlk
commer ci al

"Al'l square your sets around the hall,

Four couples to a set, listen to the call."

He chose "The Texas Star," a sinple figure dance

featured constant switching of partners.

Her first was the short man fromthe | obby; his green
nane badge read Steve. She coul dn't understand how he
had gotten to the wel come garden before her. Just as

dance began, he insisted on shaking her hand. "You're
freezing!" Lily said, clasping his cold hand between
hers.

He stared as if he were nenorizing her face. "I just
washed up." Wen the fiddles started, he led her into

left-faced turn under his arched right arm "You

Lily, your handshake tells a | ot about you."

"Meet your partner, pass on by

Pi ck up your next one on the fly."

Nick, a pale man with a nustache like a caterpillar
said, "I know you! We net at Justin Metaphor's | ast
i mage launch." He stared at Lily's corsage as if he
wanted to eat it. "You came as President Garnezy."
"Not nme," she said. "I'ma Neurocrat."

"Smal | s back out, bigs go in,

Make that Texas Star again.”

"Am | a big or a small?" She crooked her arminto

of a heavywei ght with hair down his neck. Tonasz had
feet as wi de as shovels.

"You're a small, ny kitten, but plenty big enough for
me." He had a thick M ddl e European accent; she

to |l eave himfor Marja.

"Bi gs back out and all circle eight

Crcle back to place "til you get it straight."

The fiddlers stroked their instrunents. Was that her
roommat e, skipping like a girl scout? Lily was
determined to initiate the next conversation. "This

probably the silliest damm thing |I've ever done," she
said to a red badge naned Renfred who snelled of
cigarettes.

"Never done it before." Sweat beaded across his face
like a glass of iced tea. "I'"mfrom Toronto."

"Hand over hand and heel over hee

The nore you dance the better you feel."

"I"ve finally decided who you remnd ne of." Keith

green eyes and nore teeth than a shark. "One of those
Ver meer wormen, standing in front of a wi ndow. " The
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end of his untied tie dangled in front of his crotch

t he skinny end beat agai nst his pocket as he danced.
"Verneer, you know, the painter?"

Not a bad line, she thought, but he ruined it by
prompting her. "Keith." She tugged the tie from

his neck and handed it to him "Is this yours?"
Her next partner ignored her. "Yes, of course | did."

spoke over his shoulder to the Asian woman behi nd

"She bel onged with her parents.”

"Tuck in your shirt, pull down your vest

And bow to the one you like the best."

The fiddlers tipped their instruments toward the

and the dance ended. Lily night have nodded at Keith,
the Vermeer fan, if he'd been paying attention, but

was al ready fawning over an ol der woman with eyes

targets. Soneone tapped her left shoul der; she
"My name is Steve." The guy with col d hands bowed.
"Lily." She glanced down to see that she hadn't | ost

nane badge. "Cbviously."
"Lily, do you know that people rarely change their

i mpressions?" H's eye contact was relentless.

"I's that so?" she said. Steve was as clean-cut as a
Marine recruiter. He had stubby fingers and w de
shoul ders. A thread hung | oose fromthe mddle
buttonhol e of his jacket. "Wat's yours?" He hadn't
gotten any taller.

He held up open palns, as if to show he was unar ned.
"That you're gorgeous, lonely, nervous and stil
shopping. WIIl you at |east |et me shake your hand
agai n?"

"Prom se to give it back?" she said. He had a precise
and sincere grip that didn't try to prove anything.
"You' ve warmed up." Their hands fit together nicely.
"When ny pal ns get sweaty,"” he said, "I rinse them

cold water. It's a sales trick: the confident man

a cool hand."
She had never understood why nmen al ways said such odd
things to her.

"Here's another,"’

he continued. "Say we're shaking
you haven't deci ded whether to trust me. Look where
hand is, Lily. When we started tal king, you kept it
close to your body. Now that |'ve drawn it toward ne
slightly, you've come along with it."

Lily let go of him She rem nded herself that this was

man with a crew cut who practiced sales tricks. "And



to

i nspect

Lily

scar ed

To

he

man

or ange

femal e

about

t hat

what are you trying to sell nme?"
"I don't know yet." H's voice was low. "First | have

find out if | carry what you want."
The el evator doors opened and everyone turned to

the new arrivals. It was A d Man Skintights and a
thirtyish brunette in a caranel-colored suit. As the
dancers nmoved to wel come them the fiddlers picked up
their bows.

"Never |eave a prospect until you schedul e your next
nmeeting." Steve grinned. "Shall we say, after this
dance?" He strolled away whistling but paused at the
edge of the garden and called to her. "I like you,

Qoviously." He di sappeared behind a hi biscus covered
with red flowers.

There's a man who knows exactly what he wants, she

t hought, and I'mit. She was at once pl eased and

and slightly Il et down. Were had he gone so abruptly?

rinse in cold water?

The caller tapped the belly of his bass. "Al square
your sets ..."

Lily had intended to dance again, but that was what

expected her to do. She thought it better to be
unpr edi ct abl e, make his hands sweat. She spotted sone
peopl e gat hered beneath a statue of a satyr groping a

nynph.
"Now you're getting into ideol ogy," a nervous bl ack

said. "Ask Alice about that."
"About what?" said a wonan in a poet's blouse and

tights.
"Keith here clainms the female orgasmis vestigial. A
| eftover, |ike an appendix."

"Should we kill himnow, " Betty said to T.J., who had
his arm around her waist, "or hear himout first?"
"Hey, |'m not agai nst anyone's orgasm" Keith said
quickly. "My point is that in evolutionary ternms,

orgasmis irrelevant. Some societies don't even have

word for it."
"We shoul d make one up for them" said Lily. "How

shimer? O | eap?

"Ch yes, baby, yes, I"'mrippling."

Ali ce shook her head. "Maybe you ripple, honey, but I
surge."

Al'l the woren | aughed.

Keith wasn't giving up. "Wnen reproduce whet her they
climax or not. Wth us, orgasmis everything. If we
don't come, there's no ball gane."

"Ball game?" Betty rubbed against T.J. "Wy is it

whenever we try to tal k about [ove, men change the
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"It's because we take pleasure differently," said

"A man gets off on objects. He sees tits and an ass

he doesn't care who they're attached to. W need

i nti mcy and tenderness to enjoy ourselves. W don't
give a damm how the his cock is; we want to know the
size of his feelings."

"Al'l men want is sex." Mya sighed. "W want |ove."
"Ah, bullshit,"” said T.J "I want to dance."

"Look, someone's inprinting."

The band broke into the cerempnial "Only You Toni ght™"
and dancers closed in a circle around a coupl e,

and cheering themon. Lily strained to see who it
Big Tomasz with the shovel feet -- and Marja! "Wait!"

Lily raced across the courtyard, Marja pulled Tonasz
down to her. He buried his nose in her corsage. The
orderly had expl ained that once a two peopl e

t hensel ves with each others' pheronones, they would
i nseparabl e the rest of the night. Wen Tomasz cane

his eyes were gl eam ng
Lily waved frantically at her but Marja paid no
attention. Tomasz offered her the chocol ate the

staff had inpregnated with his own musky

It was wapped in gold foil; she unpeeled it

| asci viously, pressed it between her |ips and chewed,
her jaws working around a cheek-stretching snile

The crowd' s rhythm c cl appi ng punctuated the

cerenony. "Let's congratul ate the new couple," said

caller from behind his bass. Now that they had
i mprinted, their badges changed to a col or which only
they shared. It was the purple of venous bl ood. "Sea

with a kiss!" the caller cried.

The crowd whooped.

"Isn't he grade?" Marja was glowing. "Am| |ucky or
what? This is Lily, my roommate. Tonasz is a lion

can you believe that?" Lily could snell the chocol ate

her breath.

"Mbj Boze, Marja, ja cie kocham™

"Aren't lions extinct?" Lily said.

He didn't hear her; he and Marja were kissing again.

the tine they finished, Lily assuned he had forgotten
the question, so she asked again.

"In the wild, yes." He kept one massive arm cl asped
around Marja's shoulder as if she were a trophy he
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just won. "I work with the New Wirld cats nostly,
cougars and jaguars. We have one |leopard.” He feinted

her with his free hand and grinned when she recoil ed.
"Al'l strong enough to kill you."

"I didn't even know the circus was in town."

"They | eave Wednesday," said Marja. "Wich is why

going to the fifth floor right now and find a quiet
pl ace and tell each other our life stories. Maybe

we can swim"
"I want an olive pizza," said Tomasz, "and a liter of
kava. "

"Ckay, kava and pizza." She nestled up to him "Wat
el se do you want ?"

He had a laugh that could worry a cougar

"So Marja," said Lily, "maybe we should set a tinme to
meet ?"

"No, no, I'Il get hone on ny own.'

She gave Lily a
like a bedroom door closing. "Don't wait up. I'll see
you at Freddy's tonorrow "

"Freddy?" said Tomasz.

"He's nobody," she said as she steered her prize

Lily filled with doubts as she watched her friend go.
They had pronised not to | et each other do anything
stupid. Did falling for a lion taner qualify? Now

she' d been abandoned, she w shed she were home

Comi ng to the Hothouse nade sense in the romantic
abstract, but the nmen here were all annoyingly

She wasn't attracted to anyone and even if she were,
could she trust her feelings? They'd punped her so
of hornmones she could probably fall for a vacuum

if it snelled right. She decided she didn't rmuch |ike
bei ng enhanced, although she understood that there

no di fference between the brain chenistry of

and actually falling in |ove. Despite her B+ in
Wessinger's class, Lily was reluctant to accept a
nmechani stic view of her inner life. She didn't Iike
bei ng renmi nded that |ove, hope and joy were nerely
out puts of her linmbic system What she ought to do

march right down for a refund, go home and stare into
her spex until she had nmenorized the i mmunogl obul i ns.
The idea was oddly conforting: maybe the enhancenent

wearing off. Marja had warned her that thinking too

about it mght spoil the effect.
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"You didn't dance."
She npaned. "Oh, shit." She couldn't help herself.

had taken off the navy blue jacket; he was wearing a
white shirt and a red striped tie. "lI'msorry. Look,
this has nothing to do with you. You seem nice

It's just ... |I'mprobably going to | eave. Get ny
back. "

n W]y?ll

"Because | don't |ike being progranmed. | nean,

realized that's what woul d happen when | wal ked in,
| thought somehow it would fool ne. Now I know

This just doesn't feel like love. It's a chenmistry
experiment."

"You' ve been in | ove before, Lily?"

"OfF course." He wouldn't take a hint; she'd probably
have to be rude.

"What's it |ike?"

"Ch, cone on." She watched hi mwatching her, his

| i ke bl ack buttons. "You know. "

"No. |'ve never been in love."
"What, you grew up in a nonastery?"
The sarcasm seenmed to bounce off him "I thought I

in love once." He paused, as if deciding how nuch to
tell her. "W worked in the sane office. She was

Marri ed. When her husband found out, she broke it

She said she didn't love ne and that | didn't really
| ove her."

"And you believed her?" Lily didn't know why she was
encouragi ng him He nodded. "She was right. The sex

great but it wasn't love. | got all excited because
was beautiful, smart, rich, powerful, what | thought
want ed. But we never tal ked, except about the

or the weather or what hotel to nmeet at. The day we
broke up she told ne she was a Catholic and went to
church every Sunday. She said she'd felt really

about what we'd been doing. It wasn't a secret,

never asked."

The el evator doors opened again and a bal d Hi spanic
worman blinked in astoni shnment at the wel conme garden
"I realized that if | hadn't |oved her, then I'd

| oved anyone."
The nusi cians were ready. "Hell of a thing to find

about yourself," she said.
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"Something 1'd like to fix, Lily."

This was her chance; she could escape into the next
dance. She wouldn't have to hurt him-- not that she
cared. Afterward she could sneak away. She didn't need

man with anot her woman's footprints up his back. But

she left now, who was going to nake sure Marja didn't
run off with the circus?

"\What happened to your jacket?" she said. "Your nane
badge?"

"I went to find a place where we could be al one. |

themto hold our spot."
The bass pl ayer announced a new dance called "Sw ng

Cheat" and sets began form ng around t hem
"It's really pretty,"” Steve said. "There's a stream

a bush with tiny oranges on it and white flowers that
snell like honey."

Lily was getting used to the way he made eye contact.
What ever Steve's other faults, she believed he was
sincere. denn had al ways | ooked away when he lied to
her.

"You just left your jacket there?" she said. "I hope

one takes it."

He | ed her down a slate path past the eight foot w de
sheet of falling water which drowned the shrilling of
the fiddles. They turned into one of the garden's

little clearings. The bench was wought iron; it sat
on a lawn of lenon thyme. The stream burbled in front

them and the air hung heavy and sweet. Steve's jacket
was fol ded over the arnrest.

"Cal amondi n oranges."” She slid her purse under the
bench. "They're sour, just barely edible. They make

mar mal ade, though."

"How do you know so nmuch about plants?"

"My dad's hobby, actually. He had a greenhouse. |
renenber in the winter, it was always so bright and
warm Li ke going on vacation. The pots were all on
wheel s; when he was away | used to nove plants around
and build nyself a jungle. He was away a |l ot. He was

doctor too."
"I's he still alive?"
"No, my parents are both dead." She |et one of her

drop off. "He always said he liked flowers so rmuch he
had one for a daughter." She tickled her foot in the
thyme. This clearing rem nded her of one of her

"My father is an engineer on an oil tanker," Steve
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"He'd be at sea for three nonths and then with us for
two. | mssed himwhen he was away, but once he got

| couldn't wait for himto ship out again. He was too
strict and he yelled at Mom Since they divorced,
haven't seen hi mnmuch. Now Mom -- she's great. She
wor ked twenty eight years at Sears, wherever they

her. She could talk you into a tent or towels or a
t hi nkmate, no problem | was a shy boy, if you can
bel i eve that, but she kept pushing ne. She said | had

go out and show the world what a great son she had."

As he spoke, Lily folded and unfol ded her hands. She

didn't want to hear about Steve's fam |y probl ens and
now she was enbarrassed to have shared nenories of

father with a stranger. "Wat are we doi ng here?"

"I don't know about you, Lily, but I'm enjoying the
view. " He | eaned back and | ooked her up and down with
obvi ous approval "Pretty flowers, great conpany --

ssh!™"
He held a finger to his lips. There were nmuffled

then footsteps on the path. The foliage hid the
strollers but as they approached Lily heard a man
declaimng with the grandil oquence of a | ongtine
Shakespeare abuser. "She wal ks in beauty, |ike the

of cloudless climes and starry skies; and all that's
best of dark and bright, neet in her aspect and her

Lily held in her laughter until they were safely

then she burst. After a second, Steve roared too,
al t hough she suspected that it was only because he

relieved that she was finally unw nding
"So you can | augh," he said. "Wat an inprovenent!"
"It's just ... the old Byron trick." She couldn't

her breath. "The corniest, the lanmest ...." She

to di ssol ve agai n.

"This Byron wites poens?"

"Lord Byron, you dope." It didn't seemto help. "Hey,
even | know Byron and | took hackers' English in
col l ege. ™

He | eaned forward and reached between his feet for a
sprig of thyne. He said nothing.

"I can't believe anyone over eighteen would fall for

line like that."

He started defoliating the thyne. "Maybe she likes
poetry."

"But don't you see, that's the whole problem Tired
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poens work, dumb songs work, honesty works, lies

every trick in the book works. There's no choice
i nvol ved, we're practically defensel ess here."
"You know what the problemis, Lily?" He | ooked

"You're too busy thinking to enjoy yourself."
She was surprised at how nuch his di sapproval stung.
"Excuse me?" He was nobody, a pushy sal esman she

knew. "Using your head isn't exactly a handicap, you
know." She waited for himto apol ogi ze, explain

make her feel better, but he let the silence stretch
The dunb little bastard. He wasn't going to get away
with hurting her; she could retaliate. "So Steve,

was your major in college?" She already knew the

"Didn't have one."

"Ch come on, everyone ..
"Didn't go."

The stream babbl ed t hrough anot her | ong silence. She
t hought of twelve different things to say, but

speak because she was too ashaned of herself for
hum liating him Wat a snob she was! If this was
neur omance then she could do without it; she'd had

conflicting feelings in the past half hour than she'd
had in six months. Steve stood up, put on his jacket,
sat down again. She watched him an enptiness grow ng
within her. Maybe she couldn't fall anynore, maybe

parts of her brain that |oved had atrophied.

"You never answered ny question, Lily," he said.

"What was it?"

"You were going to tell me what it's like to be in

| ove. "

"It stinks, actually." She didn't hesitate. "You | ose
everyt hing, your friends, your freedom Your

He ki cks you awake at three in the nmorning but if

not there you can't sleep. He never wants the vid you
want and he doesn't eat fish and he can't wait to

you when you're wong. And when you're fighting, it
feels like you' re getting an appendectony w t hout
anest hesia."

"You call that a sales pitch?" There was a hint of a
smle on his lips. "If it's so horrible, why cone

"I don't know why | came here." Another silence that

didn't want |ooned. "I'msorry, Steve."
"Hey, you said ny nane! That's the first time you
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"I figured it was tine, since you' ve said nine a

times already."” She gave a dry chuckle. "What is
anyway, another sales trick?"

"You know studi es show only twenty percent of
conmuni cation is verbal." He slid slowy across the
bench toward her. "The other eighty percent depends

non-verbal cues." He kept com ng. "Faci al

posture, tone of voice." Wen he stopped, they were

i nches apart. "I'min your personal space now. W're

touchi ng but you can feel me, can't you?"
"Yes." She liked the feeling. It was |ike com ng out

an ice stormand standing next to a crackling fire.
"Sales tricks are based on the way people are, Lily.
They connect with real feelings. Sure, sone people

themto sell bad products or unnecessary ones, but |
don't. | just try to give the prospect what she

Lily watched his mouth as he spoke. For sone reason

way his |ips noved fascinated her. She could see his
teeth and the tip of his tongue.

"But you don't know what you want, do you?"

"I want to be happy."

"But you don't want to fall in |ove?" He | eaned and
brushed his shoul der agai nst her. "Lose your freedonf?
Ever yt hi ng?"

"Maybe it's too late.'

She was surprised to hear
say it aloud, although she had known it for sone

"I wonder what would happen if | sniffed nmy own
corsage?" She touched it absently. "Probably spend

ni ght crouching by the stream admring nyself."
"I"'d like to spend the night admring you, Lily.

Qovi ousl y. "

She | aughed and then she kissed him Wen she cl osed
eyes, he snelled like chocolate. It had to be sone
of trick, she thought before she stopped thinking.

she finished with him she saw her own snile

on his |ips.
"I'"'mhungry." Lily slipped her hand into his pocket.

you have anything to eat?" She trapped the candy

his taut abdom nal nuscl es.
He squirned as if he were ticklish. "Can we do this
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As far as she was concerned, the rest of the Hothouse
was not hing but runmors and mist. "W can do whatever

want . "
She expected sone kind of cortisol and epinephrine

when she ate the chocolate but all she felt was the
lingering warnth of his kiss. It was only when he
| owered his head slowy, deliberately, to her

t hat her bl ood began to pound. He filled his |ungs
her scent. "Nice,"
thing."

"Hey | ook," she said,

he said, "but | prefer the rea

our badges have al ready

He covered her nmouth with his, filling her world in
directions. He certainly knew how to sell a kiss. She
brushed her fingertips across his cheek and he pulled
back and rubbed his cheek against hers. "You like to
hear ne say your nanme." He nuzzled her ear. "Don't

He was whi spering. "Lily?"
"Yes," she said. "COh, yes."

She told himabout getting an A- in Professor G aves
Anat ony cl ass where twenty students failed and he

her about the tine he'd hit a grand slamoff Chico
Moran, who was now the nunber two starter for the
Dodgers. She'd done her pre-med at M chigan State and
he'd pl ayed shortstop for a season and a half wth

Red Sox's farmteamin New Britain, Connecticut

bl owi ng out his knee sliding into third. It was the
worst nmonent of his life; hers was when her father

He was twenty-six, she was twenty-five. She warned
she woul dn't eat artichokes or buffal o or anything

peanut butter in it. He'd never had an artichoke. He
bragged about the time his mother sold a watch to

Presi dent Bl aine and nade the six o' clock news. Her
not her had never worked, she'd stayed honme to take

of Lily and her two sisters and drink blush wi ne.

was the youngest, Steve was an only child. She
conpl ai ned about Marja's shoes. He hardly ever saw

best friend because he caught for the Col orado

He made her tell hi mabout denn who was at Johns
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Hopki ns now studyi ng gerontol ogy because that was

the noney was. They'd |lived together off-canpus their
seni or year in East Lansing; G enn had a four

in golf and wanted her to wear stupid hats when he
in the nood for sex. He told her a little nore about
Marsha, how she'd taught himhow to sell and how she
apol ogi zed for her Caesarian scar the first tine
made | ove. He said the best times together were when
et himdrive her Porsche 717 and Lily |aughed and
A enn had a Mazda Magi ¢ which he had never let her

but that once when he went hone for his grandnother's
funeral she had swi ped his keys and cranked it to 110

I 96 and had never told anyone until now so they

their bodies hard agai nst each other and kissed unti
their lips were nunb and Lily wondered what it cost

rent an encounter roomon the sixth fl oor
By el even the clearing was too snmall for them It was
time to see if their newfound infatuati on was

They started strolling hand in hand up the slate path
bef ore she realized she had | eft her purse behind.
Al most everybody had in the wel cone garden paired up

di spersed; there were only enough dancers to make two
sets. Lily thought she detected a note of desperation

the nmusic. As the dancers pronenaded, the caller

t hem
Hurry up strangers, don't be sl ow,
You'l'l never fall in love unless you do-si-do.

Maybe t he band was ready to pack up. As she watched
Man Skintights bravely circling the floor, she

what it would feel like to get enhanced and then not
find anyone to fall for. A refund wouldn't really

the cost of being iced out at a neuromance pal ace.
renmenbered her first glinpse of the wel come garden
it had bubbled with exotic possibilities. Now it
as flat as yesterday's chanpagne

"They gave us four or five hours," she said. "At

m dni ght we all turn into punpkins.”
Steve had zero tolerance for melancholy. "This way."

aimed her at the el evators.



she

eat ?"

t he

hi m

he

r eached

conspi cuousl y.

of

coupl es

br ead.

she

w nked
t hat

flaw

"No," she said, "let's walk up."
"Two flights?"
"Ch, we have to peek at shops on the fourth floor,"

sai d. He | ooked doubtful. "Maybe get sonmething to
"I'"'mnot hungry."

"Well, what if | an®"

He colored; it was the first time she had seen him
enbarrassed. "Sorry." He turned reluctantly toward

stairs but when he tugged at her to follow, she |let

go.
"Steve, what's the matter?"

"I don't know." He shrugged. "Maybe it's just that I
hate being sold things | don't need." She sensed that

wanted to say sonething else -- but he didn't.
"I"l1l swallow ny cash card, okay?" Lily said. He

out for her and she came to him "I1'll be good.

Promi se. "

Wiere the third floor had been a hot, dark blur, the
fourth was a place to | ounge and consune

Wth its open sight lines, it flaunted the true size

t he Hot house. The shops and restaurants ringed an
enornous irregul arly-shaped pool. Its bays and
penni sul as were | andscaped wi th bougainvillea. There
wer e sandy beaches and ten foot bluffs. They saw

sprawl ed on checked tabl ecl ot hes besi de w cker picnic
baskets: the picnickers drank wine frombottles with
broad shoul ders and broke | ong sticks of french

"W can swim" said Lily. "That's free."

"Sure." Wien he gave her a forlorn smle, she worried
that he was relieved to be getting away from her

The dressing booths were between the Honey Bun Bakery
and the Intimate Monment, a lingerie store. The bakery
breat hed the yeasty aroma of warm bread onto them
Lily's mouth watered but she said nothing. Instead

ki ssed Steve and he brightened. They went through
separate doors

Her booth was a four foot square; its only furnishing
was a shelf-like seat. The far wall was a screen on
whi ch appeared her inmage, larger than life. She

at herself and then giggl ed because she was certain
she had just discovered Steve's secret character

he was cheap. Sonehow that reassured her, perhaps
because it was so curable. It wasn't as if he were a
wormani zer or a drunk or a golfer. Lily believed she
understood thrift since she practiced it of necessity
hersel f. Someday, when she was a rich gynecol ogi st,



t hey

goi ng

her,

"This

suggest

Each

doll ars

col or

popover s

hi gher

but

sui t
sol i ds.

range.

woul d cone here and she woul d buy hi m sonething from
every shop.

Suddenly the little booth seened very chilly. The
enhancenent that had hel ped her fall for Steve would
wear off in a couple of hours and then what woul d be
left of her feelings for hin? Maybe there wasn't

to be any soneday with Steve
"Wl come to the Hot house." Wen the booth spoke to

it was her own i mage that appeared to be talking.

is a dressing booth. Cccupancy is strictly limted to
one. For those couples requiring privacy, nmay we

our encounter roons on the six floor?"

"Ch?" She leered at herself. "And how rmuch woul d t hey
cost ?"

Ei ght wi ndows opened down the | eft hand side of the
screen. "Encounter roons range from $20 to $110."

wi ndow showed a differently priced room Twenty

bought a closet with a bed in it; the suite with a
chandel i er and the fl ocked wal | paper cost a hundred.
"Shall | make a reservation for you now?"

"No, make me a bathing suit."

The roons di sappeared. "Sw ndress, tank, two piece or
bi ki ni ?"

"Bi kini."

She whi npered when saw herself on the screen in a
generic black bikini. There had to be some perverse
glitch in the booth's software; her skin was the

of cenment and her knees | ooked |ike doorknobs.

"Wuul d you prefer a bandeau, halter or athletic top?"
"Bandeau. "

"Underwi re, scul ptex, pump, or natural ?"

" Punmp?"

She watched in horror as her breasts rose |ike

baki ng on fast-forward. If they'd been lifted any

t hey woul d have been pointing at the noon.

"No, natural."

They receded. She turned sideways and eyed her figure

hopel essly. She experinmented with a high-cut brief

the edges of her glutei maxim hung out of it like
nocki ng fleshy grins. The booth could fabricate the

in any of three thousand prints or 1.2 million
Wth a sigh, she chose sonething in the md-cyan
Letting himsee her in a swinmsuit on the first date

what had she been thinking of? A drawer slid open
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the suit and towel in a sealed plastic bag.
"After pressing your thumb to the printreader

your belongings in the drawer for later retrieval."

could not help but think of Steve's cool hands as she
started unbuttoning the front of her dress.

She came out of the dressing booth and i medi ately
pani cked: Steve wasn't waiting. The door to his booth
was open! Her first thought was that he was mad at

and had left. Her skin felt tight. Maybe he'd gone
to the wel come garden to try his luck again, or left
Hot house al toget her. Ch God, what had she been

of ? They shoul d've taken the damm el evator; she

really care about sw nming and she couldn't afford to
shop. She had to find him apol ogi se -- but should

get dressed first or ransack the Hothouse in her
Wil e she was trying to decide, he came out of the

room The sight of him made her eyes burn. This was

| ove, yes, it had already reduced her to a dithering
adol escent .

"Lily, are you all right?" he said.

She swooped into his enbrace. "Fine now " She didn't
know why it had bothered her before that he was

She put her arms around his conpact athlete's body

realized that a larger man woul dn't be quite so
huggabl e. She noticed that he was slightly | opsided,
right deltoids and biceps bigger than the left. Al
those throws to first base. "I just nissed you."
"Look at you." He peeled her away fromhim "You're
beautiful. Fantastic."”

They ki ssed again and she ran her fingertips across

back and felt his skin warm ng hers. She knew exactly
what had happened: the fear of |osing himhad hit her

t he adrenal glands. Hard. Hornones had seeped and
nmessenger chenicals had washed into the deepest parts

her brain but the chemistry didn't matter to her
anynore. She wanted him It wasn't only lust; she

to ease his pain over |osing baseball, to thank him

listening to her whine about denn, to show hi m what

| ove might be. They woul d be so good for one anot her
only she didn't have the $20. She tried to think of a
way to get himto split the cost of a room wi thout
aggravating hi mabout the noney.

"Lily," he murrmured. "There's something | have to
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She shuddered -- she hated the way men confessed!

didn't know how and besi des, whenever they were

it was always for the wong thing. Lily wasn't
interested in what he had to say She wanted to tel

to shut up. But she didn't have to.
"Lily!" Someone was wavi ng.
"Over here. Lily." Marja stood, hands raised, on a

checked tabl ecloth on the beach. Tomasz lolled at her
feet like a sleepy tiger.
"Just wave back," said Steve, "we really need to

"She's ny best friend. She'll strangle ne if | don't

i ntroduce you."

Marja was wearing a purple maillot that had a cookie
sized transparency sprite roving across its surface,

exposi ng pal e skin. That m ght have expl ai ned why her
cheeks were so red, but Lily doubted it. Tomasz sat

as they approached and rubbed his eyes. There was a
hal f-full bottle of kava in the picnic basket.

had ki cked white sand into an enpty pizza carton
"And who is this?" Marja said.
"Steve." Lily said. "My God, Steve, you haven't told

your |ast nane yet."
"Beauchanp. "
"Nice to neet you.'

They shook hands; Lily watched
wonder ed what he di scovered about her. "I was just

to swm" said Marja. "You two interested in a quick
di p?"

"Sure," said Lily. She glanced over at Steve; he was
pouting. "Steve?"

He shook his head.

"Good. Let the ladies go." Tomasz rolled toward the
kava. "We'll work the bottle."

The two worren waded into the tepid water. Wen it

at her waist, Marja sank backwards with a weary noan.

pretty little one you picked," she said.
"I think so," Lily said. "So, did you do anything

yet ?"
"I let himtalk me into this damm bathing suit. Bad
enough people can see ny thighs but random nudity

She snorted in disgust. "My synapses don't snap for
Tomasz the way they used to, but it was grade while

| asted. "
"How was the sixth floor?"
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"What, am | still flushed? For a while | thought ny
had caught fire." She ducked underwater and came up
spluttering laughter. "He's one of the hamrers --

that what the receptionist called then? Wasn't much of

tal ker, but he conmuni cated, wow. CGot that fromhis
cats, | guess. Funny to be tal king about himin the

tense already." She splashed Lily. "So did you have
encount er ?"
"We've talked a lot, that's all. He's very ... |

know ... decisive. Fromthe noment we net he seened

sure that he wanted nme. Eventually | started wanting
him Alot." She |aughed. "Watever they gave us mnust
have worked overtine because | ... | think really

him Mrja. | don't want this to be over in an hour."
She did a few backstrokes away fromthe shore, where
Steve was gesturing at Tomasz with the bottle of

"I's that supposed to happen?"
"Hey, maybe you tal ked too rmuch, room e. You're not

the market for a keeper. Besides, where would you put
hi n?"

"He can stay at his place; | just want to borrow him
once in awhile. Anyway, right before we spotted you

said he had sonething inportant to tell me, which is
probably that he's emigrating to Uzbeki stan next
Wednesday. " Wen Lily waved to him Steve got up and
wal ked edge of the water. "I should get back," she

"Tomasz and | are about done, Lily." Marja | ooked
worried. "Maybe we should both call it a night? Get
nunber. If you're still hot in the nmorning, you can
him™"

She treaded water, not |istening. "Ever hear of a
basebal | player named Chico Moran?"

Fl owers had overrun the fifth floor. They narched
crushed stone paths and spread across parterres and
perenni al borders. This was a strolling floor, not as
private as the third, nor as public as the fourth.
oak benches tucked beside the flower beds were
visible fromthe paths. The only privacy was that

af forded by politeness. Lily and Steve passed blindly
past two | aughing gay nmen and an el derly couple who
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fallen asl eep. She, however, could not hel p but gape
the i nmpossible couple of Alice the femnist and Keith
the lizard, entw ning passionately

Finally they chanced upon an enpty bench which faced
drift of inpatiens swarm ng around the |egs of

roses. She | eaned over to snell one and then covered
yawn with the back of her hand. It was al nbost one.
for himto stop tal king and get back to kissing.
Steve waved for her to sit beside him "Because good
sal esmen don't lie, Lily." He put his arm around her
"W have to buy before we can sell. First | have to

bel i eve that ny product is the best for you, otherw se

can't get you interested init. And I do, Lily. Maybe

you still have some doubts, but I know I'd be good
you. "
"No, I'msure too." She was delighted that it was

true. Marja was no doubt already honme in bed; Lily's
enhancenent nust have worn of f by now. This wasn't
neur omance anynore; she was on her own.

"This isn't easy, okay? A sal esnman never brings up

own negatives. That's anti-selling. If a client has a
probl em or conplaint, | acknowl edge it and try to

it out. But if I start telling you what | think is

with ne, not only could I lose you, | night even stop
believing in nyself."
"I"'msorry; | should ve listened before." She | eaned

head on his shoulder. "So tell nme now "

"Ckay, start at the beginning. Ever heard of the new
pr oduce?"

"I'sn't that the pricey stuff they sell at those food
bout i ques?"

He nodded. "Here in Anerica we rely on just

crops for nost of what we eat. But there are over
edible plants. Cca from South Anerica. Arracacha, it's
cross between celery and carrot. Mamey from Cuba.

spent a lot of tine |earning the new produce. It's a
specialty market now but it has trenendous potenti al

breakout. | devel oped contacts all over the country."
"This has sonething to do with us?"
H s voice was tight. "You remenber Marsha, the one

taught me about selling? Well, her husband Bill owned
the conpany | worked for. Not only did he fire ne,
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the son of a bitch is still working overtinme to keep

from catching on somewhere el se. Like this evening,
stopped by Wrld Food across the street. | used to

t he manager there out to the stadium-- on ny tab
tonight nmy good friend inforns ne that his

says |' m nobody and there's nothing he can do for

He choked back his outrage. "I'mgoing to beat these
guys, Lily, and soon. Only ...."

"You're out of work?" She sat up, giddy with relief.
"You poor thing, that's terrible.” It was hard to
from |l aughi ng. "How | ong?"

"Ei ght nonths."

"Steve, you're only twenty-six. It's not like you're
WIllie Loman. You can find something else to sell.™
"WIllie Loman? Who's he, sonme fancy marketing

What the hell does WIlie Loman know about selling
gl asswort to Piggly Waggly?"

"Not hi ng." She slipped her hand onto his knee and

squeezed. "Forget it." She didn't want himangry at

t oo.
"I gave up ny life once, Lily," he said firmy. "What

| earned fromthat is | never want to do it again. But
now you know that the real reason | didn't want to go

the fourth floor was that | couldn't afford to.

me, if | had noney to spend, you'd see all of it.

we were down by the stream | kept thinking how it
be to take you upstairs to one of the rooms." He
into his pocket. "Problemis ny cash card flaned out
weeks ago." He pulled a crunpled two dollar bil
snoothed it against his leg and offered it to her

life savings."
"You have no money at all? Then why conme to a pl ace

this? How d you even get in?"
"Because the nost inportant sales trick of all has
nothing to do with the prospect. See, a sal esman has

keep up his own self inmage. When everyone else is
beati ng hi m down, he has to treat hinself |like a

Maybe |1' m broke, but |'m not nobody, dam it! |'m
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Beauchanp; | go where | want, when | want." He
strai ghtened. "Anyway, | talked ny way into a

because | didn't get enhanced. Even so, they took

everything | had at the door."
"You didn't get enhanced!"
"Didn't need to." He took her hand; his pal mwas

"I know this sounds strange, but when | canme out of
Wrld Food and saw you with your friend, something
happened. | can't explain it, but | thought, there's

worman | need to neet. So | followed you in. Believe
Lily, 1've never done anything like this before. Wen
saw you again in the |lobby, I knew | was right. So

if the cost of admission flattened ne? By then | was
already falling in love."

"You were not." She pulled away fromhim "You didn't
even know ne."

"I do now." He sml ed.

"My God, Steve, this doesn't make any sense." She

sure how she was supposed to react; it was like her
recurring nightmare of sitting down to a final she
hadn't studied for. This man she wanted was either a
phony or a pathol ogical romantic. "Just what did you
t hi nk was goi ng to happen after nmy enhancenment wore

Most couples leave this place in separate cars, you
know. "
"Sure, | knew that was a possibility."'

He shrugged.

| had confidence in nmyself. And you. The way | figure
it, there nust be something about ne you really I|ike
because | couldn't afford a treated chocolate." He

sifted her hair through his fingers. "Actually, |'ve
been waiting all night for the drugs you took to wear
off. I want us to fall in love for real, not because

hormones are boiling over. We need a clear heads for
sonething as inmportant as this. That's why you shoul d
never close in a bar, unless you're prepared to wake

with a sour head and a sour deal."
"You really think we're in | ove?"
He paused to consider. "Maybe | don't know enough

love to recognize it, but this is what | hoped it

feel like."
She turned her face toward himand cl osed her eyes

it to me," she said.
He obliged. Tinme passed, clothing got rearranged,
buttons were unbuttoned. The bench wasn't big enough
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themto lie on, but they were approachi ng

when a rover disguised as a sunflower crunched down
gravel path, ained its enornous yell ow bl ossom at

and said politely, "For those couples requiring

may we suggest our encounter roons on the sixth

"We could leave," Lily said breathlessly. "Go to your
pl ace."

"I don't have a place. Actually |'ve been living out

my car. It's parked about ten bl ocks from here and

out of gas and | don't get my unenpl oynment check

"Ssh!"™ She put a finger to his lips. "Keep bringing
negatives and you'll lose the sale." Lily stood,
bot h hands down to himand pulled himup beside her

pl ace then." She wasn't sure exactly what she was
to do when they got there. Tack a sheet to the
bet ween her futon and Marja's? Not a sinple project

two in the norning -- and what if Steve snored?
Lily pushed her doubts away. \Wat had Marja sai d?

makes all things possible. She knew she was taking a
risk with this intense little man but she'd been

and lonely for so long. She had to |laugh at herself

they stepped into the el evator.
It was tinme to try something stupid.



