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Amanda HawkinsGender Hack: Void the warranty at your own peril…

 He aimed his infuriating little half-smile at me.

 “Those fake boobs looked real enough to fool

 the ladies down at Bloomingdale’s, y’know. They let me try on

 skirts and high heels and everything. It was sooo awesome…

 I just, like, had to see how far I could push the disguise.”

He let his head roll back, flaunting his gorgeous head of hair. “Hey, did ya know the auto-closet’s got these

nano-scale manipulators that can perform cosmetic surgery in real time? I had to override a bunch of safety

protocols but I got it to give me this awesome boobage—which is totally real. Plus this fabulous hairstyle,

which is my own hair that the machine lengthened. I’m not actually female,” he added. “Auto-closets only

change the way you look on the outside. But it made me just as sexy as a real girl, it gave me this bitchin’

figure, and it dressed me up in your clothes. ‘Course, that’s what it’s supposed to do.”

I stared at him, arms folded. “I see… and what, pray tell, do you intend to do now? Now that you’ve turned

yourself into a younger and hyper-sexualized version of the long-suffering woman who gave you life?”
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He had the grace to look chagrined. “Yeah… here’s the thing. What I did kinda busted the machine, which

means I’m pretty much stuck like this until we get it fixed. It’s offline now and the little yellow Service

light is flashing. Trouble is, all the safeguards I bypassed totally voided the warranty. A service tech would

be able to fix it for sure, but they don’t come cheap.”

“Well then, young lady… might I suggest that you invest in a good quality, firm-support brassiere, because

you are so going to be wearing that chest until you manage to scrape together enough cash to pay for the

repairs yourself. And before you ask—I’m serious.”

His eyes lit up. “Really? Wow. That could, uhm… take awhile? You know I’m not great at making money,

and like you said I’m gonna have to buy my own bra and other lingerie, and maybe some dresses and stuff

too, ‘cause you probably don’t want me wearing your clothes, right? I could wind up looking like a total

babe for… I dunno—weeks? Maybe even months? Are you gonna be okay with that?”

He sat up, one hand slipping behind his back, its fingers already crossed. That’s when I knew. The first

time might have been an accident—it probably was, given the fuss he’d made—but twice after that he had

apparently transformed on purpose, each time becoming a more and more convincing woman. This latest

incident made it three times he’d chosen to do so. Fool me once or twice… Yet he still seemed to require a

veneer of deniability, although it had to be getting a bit thin.

Theatrically, I put my foot down. “What I want is neither here nor there. This is the way it has to be. As

long as you look like a girl, I’m afraid you’re going to have to dress like one—and act like one too. In fact,

from now on I’m going to treat you as the daughter I never had. So—what’s your name, missy?”

“Huh?” He looked surprised. “You know my name, Ma. It’s—”

“Your girl name, sweetie. I’m sure you have one. C’mon, out with it.” I gave him my best frown.

“Oh… uh, Jessica. That’s what I told the ladies at Bloomingdale’s.”

“Then Jessica you shall be. It’s a lovely name. Now, up you get.” I offered him my hand. “It’s going to be

some time before you get used to your new center of gravity. Until then, you might want to take it slow

with the heels. Not too tall and not too narrow, until your mind catches up with your body.”

He straightened his dress, then gathered his hair and sent it cascading down his back. “Thanks for being

cool with this, Ma. I figured you’d be all over me to change back right away.”

“Nonsense. I believe it’s more important that you learn something from this. An auto-closet is not a thing

to be trifled with. It’s a very powerful piece of technology—as is our self-driving car. You might just as

well tamper with the autopilot as fool around with the auto-closet’s safety features.” His quick agreement

made me wonder if I should check the tamper-proof seals on the Subaru. “Now, let me introduce you to my

cosmetics drawer. If you’re going to be a girl, you need to learn how to fix your face. I’m afraid I have to

insist that my new daughter look as pretty as she can be when she’s out and about.”  �


