
May - June 2020

Amanda HawkinsGirl Power! A short lesson in how to be female…
~

My girlfriend was adamant: both unshakable and unyielding. What 

was worse, she had a reputation for always getting her way. We both 

knew exactly how this would end. “We’re gonna be girls tonight,” 

she said, repeating herself for the third time. “You and me.”

To no avail, I pointed out the obvious. “But I’m a guy.”

“Pish. You don’t have to be. They can cure anything these days.” She 

poked me in the ribs. “My dad’s company gave him a coupon for that 

new genetic clinic downtown: one free 48-hour body-sculpting.”

“Really? I’m surprised he let you have it, given your—”

“I swiped it. You’ll be a done deal by the time he notices.”

“Jeez, Tess, your dad’s tough. He’ll kill me when he finds out.”

“Silly boyfriend, he’ll never know I gave it to you. I’ll just tell him I 

used it to get bigger boobs or something.” She poked me again; this 

time it hurt. “C’mon, it’ll be fun. Two hot babes on the town.”

Like I said, Tess always gets her way. And she wasn’t kidding about 

the hotness thing. Everybody knew I was punching way beyond my 

weight class. If I didn’t give her what she wanted, there was a pretty 

good chance she’d find some other guy who would.

An hour later I was seated in the clinic’s interview room, explaining 

to a very nice lady how I was in perfect health and was doing this of 

my own free will. While I was talking, she focused on her computer.

“Your medical records check out,” she said at last, with a quick 

smile. “No red flags. You’re an excellent candidate. Now…” She 

turned to Tess, who was sitting nearby, pecking away at an iPad. 

“If your friend is done inputing the parameters?”

Tess threw me a knowing look and handed over the iPad.

“Excellent.” Without batting an eyelash, the woman added the data 

to my profile. Switching genders must not be as rare as I’d thought. 

She let me look over the contract, which I signed electronically.

“Your temporary ident card will be waiting at the front desk on your 

way out. It will link to your old identity, providing you with the same 

general background—citizenship, driver’s license, education, and so 

forth. But it’s seamless, in the sense that anyone accessing the card 

won’t know that you’re a temp. Is that clear?”

I nodded. It wasn’t news; I’d read about it the night before.

The woman pinned me with her gaze. “Now, you do realize that you 

don’t automatically change back when your time is up. You have to 

come back here for that, so we can send you through the machine 

again. Needless to say, we keep your current pattern on file. Any 

questions?” I shook my head. Everybody knew this stuff.

“Good. The new card is good for two days; after that, it’ll flag you as 

overdue. Try not to let that happen. There’s a grace period of a few 

hours, but then the fines kick in and at some point we’d have to send 

somebody out to haul you back.” There was no point in returning 

early, she added, because a body needs at least that long to stabilize.

“I’ll make sure she’s back on time,” Tess said, “or thereabouts.”

“I’ll hold you to that. You brought a change of clothes?”

Tess held up the tote bag she’d packed at home. “We’ll be the same 

size, so I’m lending my new bestie some of my gear.”

The woman smiled. “We should all be so lucky. Now—if you’ll go 

through that door, the technician will take you through.”

Five minutes later I was flat on my back, and stark naked, in the 

transmogrification chamber. Then the lights went out—
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At first you don’t notice anything’s different. But give it a second 

or two, ‘cause then suddenly everything’s different. The sizeable 

breasts on my chest were hard to miss, as was the thick mane of 

brunette hair almost bursting from my head. But I didn’t have 

time to explore the changes elsewhere—the hatch popped open 

and the motorized bed bore me from the machine.

Tess was there to greet me. “Oh my gawd, you look fantastic!”

I sat up, suddenly thankful that the technician wasn’t in the same 

room. Tess strapped me into a pink brassiere while I vocalized my 

disbelief in a voice that sounded an awful lot like my sister. My 

body felt almost unbelievably sensitive.

“Girl, we are gonna have the best time tonight,” she said, urging 

me to step into a pair of matching panties. “Being a girl is utterly 

awesome, you’ll see.”

I clawed the long hair from my face. “Tess? Th—this isn’t right. 

I’m supposed to be your boyfriend, for christ’s sake!”

She grinned. “Boy-friend? I don’t see any boys around here, 

do you? It’s just us girls. C’mon, get dressed.” The rest of 

the outfit was pretty basic: capris and a pair of kitten heels,

a silk cami, a pink sweatshirt and some basic jewelry.

“This is too much,” I said, as she ran a brush through my

hair. “I’ll just hang out here until they change me back.”

“Don’t be silly.” She stuffed my boy clothes into her tote

bag, then handed me a slim clutch. “I packed you a purse.” 

She opened the door and pulled me outside.

The girl at the front desk handed me an ident card, complete with 

my new headshot. “Girl power,” she said with a knowing smile. 

“Welcome to the club.” The card showed my same surname, but 

my given name was now Chloë, which was just too cute.
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Outside, I stopped to collect my thoughts—which were, like, all over 

the place. Feeling weak, I leaned against the brick wall. “I feel too 

weird,” I said. “Something’s like wrong. I feel different.”

Tess sighed. “Well, yeah, you’re a girl. That’s pretty different.”

“It’s not that. I’m different up here.” I tapped the side of my head.

“Must be all that hair. Are you in need of a salon?”

“No! It’s my thinking that’s different.” I stared at her. “I… I don’t 

feel like I used to, when I look at you. I mean, that’s a really cute top 

and all, and I love your hair like that, but—” I looked away, afraid of 

how she might take this. “It’s like I’m not attracted—”

“Well, duh. You’re not a lezzie, ya know. Some of my best friends 

and all, no lie, but I wanted you to be a regular girl, like me.”

That took a moment to sink in. “You mean—you had them change 

my sexual orientation? Why?”

“You got the total package, girlfriend. This way we can dish about 

guys the way besties should. Besides, you might even get lucky.”

“But—I’m your boyfriend. I can’t—”

“There you go again. You aren’t a boy at all, Chloë. You’re a girl. 

Get with the programme.”

I gave my head a shake. “I’ll try, but—this is so strange.”

“It won’t be. Not for long.”

I’m not gonna lie: I did not expect what happened next. I figured we 

might go shopping, like girls often do (as far as I know), because 

she’d want to dress me up in a sexy party dress and haul me off to 

some nightclub where guys could hit on me like drunken sailors. 

But no, not even close. Instead, we dropped in on a #MeToo rally, 

already in progress. She seemed to know a lot of the women there.

“There’s a lot of stuff about being a girl most guys just don’t get,” 

Tess said. “Some men treat us like we’re not quite human, right? But 

others guys treat us like angels—also not quite human, but in a good 

way. But really, we just wanna be equals, ya know?”

I was surprised to discover that I did. All of those SVU episodes we 

had watched together suddenly made sense. “What really burns me,” 

I said, “is when guys abuse their position to get what they want. Take 

my last boss—please! I once saw him touch a girl’s derrière and she 

hated it, but all she could do was pretend like it didn’t happen.”

“Lemme guess,” Tess said. “No one did a damn thing.”

“I felt bad, but—” I picked up a No Means No sign. “Let’s go. This 

has to change. If not now, when? Amirite?”

She gave me a shoulder-to-shoulder hug. “That’s the stuff. There 

oughta be a law that says all guys have to be girls for awhile.”

I could see her point.

We ended up back at her place and some of her girlfriends came over 

for smores and vodka shots, followed by a pillow fight. The next day 

she signed me up for her rec-league soccer team; we practiced, then 

hit the pub. By the time dinner rolled around I figured I had a fairly 

decent handle on what being female was all about.

I was busy shaping my nails at Tess’s place when the door opened 

and a man walked in. I performed a classic double-take: he was me. 

My old self, that is. He looked embarrassed. “Yeah, it’s me,” he said, 

“I’m Tess. My Dad found out what I did. He was pretty mad.” He 

dropped onto the couch and scratched himself. “Marched me straight 

down to the clinic. Told ‘em off but good; totally ripped them a new 

one. He made them turn me into you, and they also agreed to extend 

your contract. We’re both stuck like this for a whole month.”

“Doesn’t bother me,” I said idly. “Dibs on your next stiffie.”  


