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Amanda HawkinsQuite the Looker: You know what they say, mother knows best…
~

“I’m sorry, honey. I know it must be quite a shock,

waking up to find yourself transformed into a woman.

But there really is a simple explanation.

“You were very sick, do you remember that? The doctors

didn’t know what else to do, so they tried out this new

retroviral treatment one of them just invented—to rewrite

your dna. That’s where the problem was, remember? You

had some awful genetic disease, so they had to alter your

whole dna to make it go away.

“Unfortunately, it was your Y-chromosome that was the

problem. Males have XY dna, remember? Only females

have the XX dna. We talked about this. But yours had all

sorts of nasty mutations, so they simply had to remove it.

To do that they needed another X-chromosome that was

similar to yours, but not identical, so I let them use mine.

That cured you of the disease but it left you with two X-

chromosomes, which made you genetically female.

“That in itself wouldn’t have been so bad. You could live

like that, no problem at all. But the machine they used to

help your body assimilate all that new dna did more than

they thought it would—or even could. It erased your Y-

chromosome like nobody’s business, in just a few hours,

but it hugely sped up the normal way cells are repaired

and replaced, so your body became female for real.

“Well! Nobody knew that would happen, because it had

never been tried before. You lost a lot of weight while

you were inside the machine, and things did get a little

messy, but you have a slim physique so it wasn’t too too

awful, even though it did look pretty awful at the time.
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“Anyway, they got you cleaned up and I insisted they

dress you up nicely and style your hair and even apply a

little makeup. That’s so when you finally woke up you

wouldn’t be too shocked by your appearance. Or too

grossed out either, which you definitely would’ve been.

“Thankfully, though, it all worked out! You look simply

stunning, honey. I’m so proud. You have no idea.

“Now… when you check yourself out in the mirror, you

might wonder why that gorgeous gal looks so gosh-darn

familiar. Isn’t it obvious, honey? You look exactly like I

did back when I was your age. That’s why I had them

style your hair the way it is. It’s how I styled my hair for

those boudoir photos I posed for just before I met your

father. That was back when I was silly enough to think I

might become a model. Quite the looker, wasn’t I?

“Now, here’s a thought… but don’t say no right away.

Just think about it, okay? This is very important.

“Here’s what I’m thinking. Since we have to change

your name anyway, you being female and all… why

don’t you take the girl’s name I was going to use for my

modeling career? And just for kicks, you could take my

maiden name as well. Wouldn’t that be fun? Oh, it so

would. You can be the new Honey Perkins!

“Well, I think that would be the cat’s ass. You know, all

that and a bag of chips. Awesome possum. Spiffylicious.

“Just think it over, ‘kay? Once you get used to being

female, we can have a new set of boudoir photos taken,

and I’ll send them around to all the agencies, and then

my fabulously beautiful and sexy daughter will get to be

the model I never could. Isn’t that wonderful?

“You know me, honey. I’m terribly proud of you.

“You must be exhausted. That’s probably why you look

so confused and dismayed. Don’t you worry about that

one bit, honeybun. Once you get a good night’s sleep,

you’ll see how much better your life is now.

“Oooh—but I just can’t wait to tell you the news!

“I already had a lawyer file the paperwork, so it’s totally

a done deal: you are Honey Perkins, now and forever,

and you’re legally a woman too—also forever, in case

you were wondering. I’m sorry if I jumped the gun a bit,

but I just know this is what you would want—or will

want, if not right at this very moment, then for sure once

you’ve had a chance to get used to the idea.

“I mean, for gosh sakes, what’s not to like?

“You’re going to love being a model, Honey. And I’m

definitely going to enjoy being a model’s bootylicious

and very avaaaailable mother. With any luck, I’ll be re-

married and off honeymooning on the French Riviera

before you shoot your first Vogue cover.

“Oh, but don’t fret, sweetheart! Men are going to be

falling all over themselves to be with you. You won’t be

lonely anymore, that’s for sure. The only problem you’ll

have will be figuring out which guys are just in it for the

money. I’ll try to help you pick out the keepers, but it

wouldn’t hurt if you developed some feminine intuition

in a big hurry. A few good romance novels might help.

“But, hey—you aren’t sick anymore, right? Woo-hoo!

Yay retrovirus! This is a huge win-win for both of us!

“Mostly me? You think I did this for myself? Goodness

me, is that any way to speak to your mother?”  �


