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For the women whose bodies are the subject of an experiment they did not design.

For the researchers, clinicians, midwives, and advocates working to close the gap between what is known and what could be known.

For the women working in tech who have asked themselves, in private, whether the product they are building is good for women, and have been willing to keep asking.

And for the daughters, who will inherit either the answers or the absence of them.

With gratitude,

J.J. Ramos
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J.J. Ramos writes about feminism, technology, and the systems that decide who counts.

Not in the language of the seminar.

Not in the cadence of the manifesto.

In the plain words a reader can carry back into her life.

Her work focuses on what feminism inherits when patriarchy stops being a law and starts being a model. The hiring algorithm. The medical AI. The fertility app. The voice assistant. The deepfake. The smart device on the nightstand. The places where the old fight for liberation meets a new kind of opponent, one that has reached past the boardroom and into the body.

She approaches the subject as a translator between traditions. Feminist theory, clinical medicine, and machine learning rarely speak the same language. Her writing tries to make them meet.

Across her work, a consistent idea appears:

The next wave is not a metaphor.

It is a different fight, against a different shape of power, and it has reached into territory the previous waves of feminism never had to defend.

Womanhood, Rewired is the embodied companion to her earlier books The Next Wave and After Patriarchy. Where those books named the structural shift, this one follows the shift into the flesh. Cycles, pregnancies, voices, faces, intimacy, pain, aging — every part of bodily life now passing through systems built largely without women in the room.

Ramos's work does not try to comfort the reader.

It tries to clarify.

Because once you see what the algorithm has reached, you stop assuming your own body is private by default.

You start choosing what to give it.

And that is where embodied feminism in this era begins.
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Why I Am Writing This Book
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There is a kind of book about women and technology that talks about the office, the wage, the law, the hiring committee. I have written one of those. There is another kind that talks about the screen, the algorithm, the data, the platform. I have written one of those too.

This book is about the body.

Not the body as metaphor. The actual body. The cycle, the pregnancy, the pain that nobody believed, the voice the machine is now imitating, the face the filter is now correcting, the device on the nightstand that is sending data to a server.

I am writing this book because the AI conversation has, almost without anyone noticing, walked past the boardroom and into the bedroom, the clinic, the bathroom, the pelvic exam.

It is in the period tracker that knows your cycle.

It is in the fertility wearable that watches your ovulation.

It is in the prenatal genetic screen that scores your pregnancy.

It is in the menopause app that decides what midlife should feel like.

It is in the voice assistant that learned to sound like a woman.

It is in the smart device that learned what you do in the dark.

It is in the deepfake that learned your face.

The previous waves of feminism fought for the right to vote, the right to work, the right to bodily autonomy, the right to be heard. None of them had to fight for the right to your own face. None of them had to fight for the right to an app that does not sell your cycle data to a buyer you have never heard of. None of them had to figure out what consent means when the image is not technically you but is technically your face.

We do.

I am writing this book because too many women, including many who consider themselves feminist-aware, are still being told that this is the price of convenience. That the app is free. That the wearable is helpful. That the AI voice is just a tool. That the deepfake is a fringe phenomenon. That the medical AI will fix the historical bias rather than encode it.

They are told that someone is regulating it.

They are told that the data is anonymized.

They are told that the AI was trained on representative datasets.

They are told that they can simply opt out.

So when the period app shares the data with a third party, when the genetic screen produces a number nobody explains, when the menopause AI flattens midlife into a supplement subscription, when the face shows up on a website where it should not be, the woman in question discovers that she has been a subject of an experiment she did not know she joined.

Not because she was inattentive.

But because she was assured this was harmless when nobody yet knew whether it was.

This book exists to close that gap.

Not by demanding that women abandon the technologies. Many of these tools could be genuinely good. The fertility wearable that helps a woman conceive. The medical AI that catches what the rushed clinician missed. The voice assistant that helps an aging mother live independently. The book is not against any of these.

It is for honest design, honest disclosure, and honest consent.

It is for naming, in plain language, what has actually been built around the female body in the last decade, who built it, what they kept, what they sold, what they did not yet know they were doing.

And it is for the work of repair, which has not yet begun in any serious way.

This book is for any woman who has ever wondered, looking at the screen, what the screen now knows.

It is for any reader who suspects that the body is the last and the most intimate frontier of the AI conversation, and the one nobody has yet written clearly.

It is not written to comfort you.

It is written to clarify.

Because clarity, when the territory is your own body, is the first thing a writer can offer.
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Chapter 1: The First App on the Phone
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❦

She is thirteen. She is sitting on the carpet in her bedroom with her phone in both hands and her knees drawn up. The light is from the screen and from a lamp her mother left on in the hallway. She has just started her period for the third time in her life. The first was in a school bathroom in October. The second was on a Saturday morning that she remembers only in fragments. The third was two hours ago. There is a school dance in eleven days. She does not know whether the next one will arrive before the dance or after it, and that is the entire content of her mind in this moment. Not feminism. Not capitalism. Not data. The school dance.

Her older cousin, who is sixteen and authoritative in matters of girlhood, told her last summer that there was an app for this. Her cousin used one with a pink interface and little flower icons. Some girls at school use a different one, with a clean white background and a dot that fills in across the month like a moon. Her best friend uses the pink one because her older sister uses the pink one. The cousin's recommendation wins. She opens the app store. She types the name. She taps the cloud icon.

The download takes maybe four seconds. The icon settles into a spot on her home screen, between a chat app and a game she stopped playing in fifth grade. She opens it. There is a welcome card. A cartoon girl with a knowing smile and an outstretched hand. There is a question about her age and a question about when her last period started. She does not remember the exact date of her last period. She picks a Sunday that feels approximately right. She agrees to the terms of service by tapping a checkbox at the bottom of a screen of words she does not read. She allows notifications. She allows the app to access her health data, because the app explained, in a soft second screen with a small pink graphic, that this would make the predictions more accurate. She wants accurate predictions. She is trying to find out about the dance.

The app gives her a number. Twenty-six days, give or take. The dance is in eleven. She does the math. Her period will, the app predicts, arrive two days after the dance. She closes the app. She feels something close to relief, although the math is just a guess made by a piece of software that has known her for ninety seconds.

This is the scene that opens the book.

It is small and it is private and it is happening, in some version, in millions of bedrooms. The girl is not unusual. The app is not unusual. There is nothing radical about what she has just done. Every woman who has ever tried to anticipate her own body has wanted exactly this kind of help. The wall calendar with a red dot. The pocket diary with a code only she could read. The mental note. The text to a friend. The asking of a mother. The ritual is older than the phone. The phone is simply the version of the ritual that is in front of her tonight.

But something has changed in the ritual, and it has changed quietly enough that almost no one notices the moment it happens. The wall calendar did not have a company behind it. The pocket diary did not run analytics. The mother kept the information in her own head and shared it with no one. The phone is different in a way that is not obvious to a thirteen-year-old and is, in fact, not obvious to most of us, even the ones who have read articles about data privacy and clicked the box anyway. The information now lives somewhere that is not her body and is not her bedroom. It lives on servers she will never see, owned by a company in a country she may have never visited, governed by terms she did not read, available to entities she has not heard of, for purposes that have not yet been imagined by anyone, including the people who built the app.

This is not framed as a warning. This book is not a warning. This is a scene, the kind of scene that has become so common it has become invisible, and the point of starting here is that the scene is the entry. Almost every conversation in this book begins with a moment exactly this small. A girl with a phone. A woman with an app. A clinician with a screen. A pregnant person opening a notification. A perimenopausal woman scrolling through a forum and arriving at a paid recommendation. A widow asked to verify her identity by voice. A teenager whose face has just been edited by software her parents do not understand. Each one is small. None of them, on its own, feels like a frontier. Together they are the frontier.

The thesis of this book is that the digitization of intimate bodily experience is the new feminist territory, and that most women, like the girl on the carpet, are inside that territory before they have chosen to be. Choice is not the right word for what has happened. The technologies arrived. The defaults were set by people whose interests were not ours. The ritual was already half-redesigned by the time anyone gathered the vocabulary to name what was being redesigned. We are catching up. This book is part of that catching up.

The girl will keep the app. She will use it for years. By the time she is twenty-one she will have logged hundreds of dates, dozens of moods, a list of symptoms longer than any she has shared with any doctor, several first sexual encounters with a tap on a small icon, two pregnancy scares, one prescription change, and a private record of what her body did during the year her mother died. The app will know more about her cycle than her mother ever did. The app will know more about her sexual life than her best friend ever will. The app will, in a very precise sense, know her in ways no human knows her.

Pause for a moment on how strange that sentence would have sounded to a woman a hundred years ago, or fifty years ago, or even twenty. The cycle was an interior fact. It was lived in the body and recorded, if it was recorded at all, in private. Many women did not record it. Many women learned to anticipate it by feel. Many women shared it with no one and considered the not-sharing a form of dignity rather than a form of secrecy. The cycle was hers in a way that very few facts about a person were entirely hers.

That is no longer true for the girl on the carpet, and it will not be true for any girl who grows up with one of these apps as her first introduction to her own cycle. She has, before she fully understands what she is doing, agreed to share her cycle with a third party. The third party is not malicious. The third party is also not a friend, not a mother, not a clinician, and not bound by any of the duties of care that those relationships imply. The third party is a business with a privacy policy.

Period tracking, taken as a category, is one of the most widely used kinds of health software on the planet. The category has dominant players. Flo, founded in 2015, is one. Clue, founded in 2013, is another. Glow and Ovia are widely used. Natural Cycles was cleared by the U.S. Food and Drug Administration as a contraceptive in 2018, the first app to receive that classification. Each one of these companies has, at the time of this writing, tens of millions of users. The aggregate user base of the period-tracking category, considered as a whole, runs into the hundreds of millions of women globally. The category is not a niche. The category is mainstream consumer software, and the demographic it serves is the entire reproductive-age female population of the connected world.

That is the size of the territory. Let us walk into it.

* * *
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WHAT DOES A PERIOD tracker actually collect.

Not in the abstract. Concretely. Open the app and look. There is a date wheel, because the entire point is dates. There is a flow indicator, because the company wants to distinguish a heavy day from a light day. There is a mood log, because some apps let you note that you felt anxious on Tuesday and irritable on Friday and tearful on the second day of bleeding. There is a symptom log, longer than you would expect: cramps, headaches, breast tenderness, bloating, back pain, acne, fatigue, food cravings, digestive issues, dizziness. There is a sexual-activity log, with subcategories. Protected. Unprotected. The app does not need to know who, but it would like to know whether. There is a discharge log, with descriptive options that read like a clinical questionnaire and feel, the first time you encounter them, slightly startling in their specificity. There is a temperature log. There is a sleep log. There is a stress note. There is a medication note, because the company wants to know what you are taking and when.

Each item is a tap. Each tap is two or three seconds. The interface is friendly. The interface is, in fact, masterfully friendly, because the people who design these apps know that the activation energy for logging the unpleasant or the intimate has to be near zero, or the user will stop. The user stopping is what the company is most afraid of.

So the design is soft. The colors are warm. The illustrations are unthreatening. The little flower icon for a heavy day is somehow charming. The little smile-frown icons for mood are somehow not condescending. The company has spent a great deal of money on making the logging feel like care rather than surveillance. This is not a slur against the designers. Many of them, in many of these companies, are women, and many of them got into the work precisely because they wanted to make something useful for women. The friendliness is real. The friendliness is also, by design, a kind of acceleration. The friendlier the interface, the more you log. The more you log, the more the company has.

Walk through what that means for the girl on the carpet, four years out. She is now seventeen. She has been logging consistently. The app knows, with high confidence, the length of her cycle, the variance in that cycle, the typical heaviness of her bleeding, the symptoms she gets most often, the days she is most likely to feel low. It knows whether her cycles have shortened or lengthened over time. It knows when she started having sex. It knows when she started using contraception, what kind, and whether she switched. It knows when she had a pregnancy scare, because she logged unprotected activity and then a late period and then a sigh of relief.

It knows things her parents do not know. It knows things her best friend does not know. It knows things her doctor does not know, because she has been to a doctor twice in those four years for fifteen minutes each and she did not tell the doctor any of this.

The accumulation is the point. One log is nothing. A thousand logs is a portrait. The portrait, in the language of the trade, is a profile. The profile is what is valuable, what can be analyzed, segmented, sold or shared or modeled. The profile is what the girl on the carpet did not realize she was building, because the only thing she was thinking about that first night was a dance she was going to attend in eleven days. The app did not lie to her. The app simply did what apps do, which is to accumulate. She was the one accumulating, every time she tapped.

There is a phrase that I have come to think describes the situation: she became legible. The intimate facts of her body, which used to be illegible to anyone outside her own awareness, are now legible to a system. The system is not malicious. The system is a business. It needs the legibility because that is what makes the business work. It needs to know who is cycling, who is trying to conceive, who is in a perimenopausal pattern, who is showing signs of polycystic ovary syndrome, who is sexually active and how often. It needs to know because that knowing is the asset.

I want to dwell here for a moment because this is where the book begins and the rest of the argument depends on it. The period tracker is not unique in collecting personal data. Every app collects something. What is unique about the period tracker is what it collects. It collects, in a level of detail that no other consumer product collects, the most intimate, biologically specific, historically private information about the female body. It collects pregnancy intent. It collects sexual behavior. It collects symptom profiles that, in another context, would be considered protected health information. It collects all of this not in a clinical setting, not with a clinician's duty of confidentiality, but in a commercial setting, with a privacy policy.

A privacy policy is not a duty of confidentiality. The two things sound similar because the words feel similar in the mouth. They are not. A clinician who breaches confidentiality can lose their license. A company that operates within the terms of its own policy can sell or share or hand over data and have committed no breach at all. The terms are the terms. You agreed to them when you tapped the box.

The girl on the carpet did not understand any of this when she was thirteen. She does not fully understand it at seventeen. Most adults do not understand it. The mismatch between what users believe about app privacy and what is actually written in app privacy policies has been documented over and over again, and the gap is wide enough that one of the recurring findings in digital-rights research is that, when shown the actual data flows from an app they use, users are surprised. Sometimes alarmed. Always surprised. The interface promised softness. The policy delivered something different.

This is the second body the app holds. Not the body of the girl on the carpet. The body of the data. A second self, made entirely of dates and moods and symptoms and sexual notes, sitting on a server somewhere, available for analysis by people who will never meet the girl and would not recognize her on the street.

That second self is not a metaphor. It is a real thing. It can be queried. It can be aggregated. It can be cross-referenced with the second self that lives on her email provider, her social network, her step counter, her grocery loyalty card. None of those second selves, by themselves, would be enough to tell a stranger something startling about her. Together, they are.

The period tracker is the most intimate of those second selves. That is what makes it the right place to begin a book about the female body in the AI era. It is the entry point. It is where the body first becomes a data set. From here, the digitization moves outward, into fertility, pregnancy, menopause, pleasure, image, voice, aging. But it starts here, with a thirteen-year-old, a phone, and a checkbox at the bottom of a screen of words she did not read.

Consider, for a moment, the leap that has happened in a generation. The girl's mother, when she was thirteen, kept track of her cycle in a paper diary, or on a wall calendar, or in her head. If her mother was unusually organized, the records might have spanned years. If not, they were episodic, written when convenient and forgotten otherwise. The records were physical. They lived in a drawer or on a shelf. They could be thrown away. They were known to one person, the person they were about, and to no one else unless that person chose to share them. The privacy of the cycle was the default, and disclosure was an active choice.

For the girl on the carpet, the default has flipped. Disclosure is automatic. The cycle is being recorded in real time on a device that is connected, by default, to an internet service operated by a company. The company has servers. The servers have backups. The backups are copied across geographies for resilience. Each one of those copies is, in principle, a record of her cycle. To revert to the privacy condition her mother had at the same age, she would have to opt out of the entire technology, not just by deleting the app but by never installing it in the first place. The first version of the technology to reach her was already the version that defaulted to sharing.

This is the structural condition of digital life, and the period tracker is a particularly stark example of it because the data in question is particularly intimate. The girl is not in a position to make a sophisticated assessment of these tradeoffs. She is thirteen. Her cousin uses the app. The dance is in eleven days. The cognitive load of evaluating a privacy policy that runs to several thousand words written in legalese is not within reach. The cognitive load of evaluating it would not be within reach if she were twenty-three, either, or thirty-three. The privacy policies are not designed to be read. They are designed to be agreed to.

That, too, is the territory.

* * *
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FOR A LONG TIME, THIS set of facts was treated by most users, and most commentators, as an abstract privacy concern. The data was somewhere. The somewhere was vague. The risk of the somewhere becoming concrete was hypothetical, the kind of thing that civil-liberties groups warned about and that the average user filed away under things one might worry about in a quieter moment and then closed the app and forgot about. The risk had no face.

Then it had a face. On June 24, 2022, the Supreme Court issued its decision in Dobbs v. Jackson Women's Health Organization, overturning Roe v. Wade. Within hours, the political-legal status of pregnancy changed across large portions of the United States. Within days, so did the practical question of what a period tracker was holding.

Several states moved almost immediately to enforce abortion restrictions that had been waiting on the books for exactly this moment. In those states, ending a pregnancy became a criminal act. In some of them, the law was written broadly enough that aiding, abetting, or merely advising an abortion could expose someone to prosecution. The investigative apparatus that would have to enforce these laws was, in many places, not yet built. But the question of evidence had become immediately concrete. What would be evidence of a pregnancy? What would be evidence of an ended pregnancy? Where would such evidence live?

It lived, among other places, on phones. It lived in the date logs and pregnancy notes and symptom logs that women had been recording for years in their period trackers, often without thinking of those logs as evidence of anything. A late period followed by a return of bleeding. A pregnancy mode toggled on, then off. A symptom profile consistent with early pregnancy, recorded across a month, ending in a sudden return to baseline. Each pattern, on its own, was the kind of thing that millions of women logged every month for entirely benign reasons. Together, in a state where the legal context had changed overnight, the pattern was something else. It was a record.

The reaction online was fast. Within hours of the decision, social-media posts began to circulate urging women in newly criminalizing states to delete their period trackers. The posts spread through TikTok, Twitter, Instagram. They were written by lawyers, by privacy advocates, by digital-rights groups, by ordinary women who had thought about this faster than the people who had been telling them not to worry. Some of them were technically precise. Some of them were imprecise. Almost all of them shared a single emotional center, which was a recognition that the data had always had this potential, and the potential had become real, and the time to do something about it was now.

This was the post-Dobbs realization. It is one of the most important moments in the recent feminist history of digital technology, because it was the moment that the abstract privacy concern collapsed into a concrete legal threat, and the collapse happened in plain sight, broadcast to millions of users at the same time. Women who had used their period trackers for years were now being told, by people they had reason to trust, that the data those trackers held might no longer be safe.

The deletion wave that followed was uneven. Some women deleted the apps. Some women switched to apps that advertised stronger privacy practices, including apps that promised local-only storage. Some women kept their apps but stopped logging. Some women, exhausted by the question or unable to evaluate the technical claims, kept everything as it was. The point is not that there was a single response. The point is that a question that had been treated as background noise had moved, in the space of a news cycle, to the foreground of millions of women's relationship with their phones.

The post-Dobbs moment was not the first warning. The first warning, or at least the loudest official one before Dobbs, had arrived eighteen months earlier, in January 2021, when the Federal Trade Commission settled with Flo Health over the company's sharing of sensitive health data with Facebook, Google, and other third-party analytics services. The complaint alleged that Flo had told its users their intimate health data would be kept private, and had then handed pieces of it to outside companies for marketing purposes. The settlement was, in regulatory terms, a slap on the wrist. The settlement was, in narrative terms, a confession. It said, in plain language ratified by the federal government, that an app of this kind had been doing one thing while telling its users another. The settlement was widely reported. It made the rounds in privacy and tech-policy publications. Most users did not hear about it. The ones who did mostly kept using the app.

This is, in retrospect, the warning that should have arrived earlier and louder. The settlement said, before Dobbs, before the criminalization wave, before the deletion campaigns, that the gap between what the apps were telling their users about privacy and what the apps were actually doing with the data was real. The gap was the documented, federally adjudicated condition of the industry. The fact that most users did not adjust their behavior after the settlement was not because they did not care. It was because the warning arrived in the wrong register. It arrived as a regulatory action. The thing the warning was about, the body, never appeared in the warning. The warning was bloodless. The data could not yet be felt.

Dobbs made the data felt. The warning that arrived after Dobbs was not a regulatory action. It was a friend on TikTok telling you that if you live in a state with a trigger law, the late period you logged last March could matter in a courtroom. That is the kind of warning that gets through. It got through.

The mismatch between what users had believed and what was documented became, in the wake of Dobbs, a small but real political phenomenon. There was a public conversation, for the first time in the mass-market period-tracker era, about whether the apps were trustworthy, what their data was worth, what jurisdictions their servers sat in, what subpoena rules applied, what cooperation any given company would or would not extend to law enforcement. The conversation was not always sophisticated. It did not need to be sophisticated to be important. The fact that it was happening at all was the change. The data, which had been quietly accumulating since 2013 or 2015 or whenever the user had downloaded the app, was suddenly visible, and the question of who had access to it had a political weight it had not previously had.

The girl on the carpet, now seventeen, may have lived through this. She may not. Either way, her data lived through it. Her data was sitting on a server during the Dobbs decision and the deletion campaigns and the political conversation that followed. Her data is sitting on a server now. The questions that swirled around it in June 2022 have not been answered. The legal landscape continues to shift state by state. The companies behind the apps continue to operate, some of them with reformed practices, some of them with the same practices, all of them holding more data than they did three years ago, four years ago, five.

I want to be careful here. This is not a chapter, and not a book, that says women should delete every app they use. That is too simple and it would be too cheap. The relationship between women and these technologies is real and, in many cases, useful. What the chapter is saying is that the post-Dobbs moment forced a recognition that should have been forced earlier, which is that the data was always political. It was political when the wall calendar had a red dot on it. It was political when the pocket diary had a code in it. It is more political now, because the data is no longer in the woman's possession. The data is in someone else's possession, and the question of what that someone else will do with it depends on conditions that can change overnight.

That is the realization the book begins from. It is not an alarm. It is an orientation. The technologies are here. They are inside our lives. They are doing many things, some of them useful, some of them invasive, some of them ambiguous. The work in front of us is to see what they are doing clearly enough to choose how to live with them.

One more thing about the post-Dobbs moment deserves attention, which is that the people who reacted fastest were not, on the whole, professional commentators. They were younger women who had been raised inside these technologies and who understood, intuitively, that the data was real and the data was accessible. The conversation that broke out on TikTok and Instagram in the days after the decision was, in retrospect, one of the more striking examples of a digital-native generation seeing a privacy threat ahead of the institutions whose job it was to see it. The Federal Trade Commission had already settled with Flo Health. The privacy advocates had already been writing about the apps for years. The institutional warning system was, in a technical sense, in place. The warning system that actually reached women, in a way that produced behavior change, was a network of seventeen-year-olds and twenty-five-year-olds telling each other to check their phones. That is worth remembering. The generation that was most likely to be tracked was the generation that was most likely to understand, at speed, what tracking now meant.

There is another way to put this. The technology had moved faster than the law, and the law had moved faster than the public's perception, and the public's perception was finally catching up because a court decision had made the stakes legible. The stakes had been there all along. The court decision did not create them. The court decision pulled back a curtain. What was visible behind the curtain was the architecture that the industry had built without most users understanding what it was for. Once it was visible, it could not be unseen.

The companies behind the apps responded in different ways. Some publicly committed to anonymizing data, to refusing law-enforcement requests where legally possible, to building local-only storage modes. Some did not respond at all. Some quietly continued business as usual. The variation in responses, across an industry that had until then been treated by users as basically interchangeable, was instructive. It revealed that the choices the companies made about data handling were, in fact, choices, and that the companies that had made one set of choices could have made another. The privacy-respecting design was possible. It had simply not been the priority. The post-Dobbs moment surfaced the priority.

For women, the practical question after Dobbs was not whether to engage with the technology at all, because for most of them the technology was already deeply embedded in daily life. The practical question was which company to trust, with what data, under what jurisdiction, with what understanding of what would happen if law enforcement came asking. Those questions had not previously been part of the consumer experience of downloading a period app. After June 2022, they were. The download had become political. The download had, in fact, always been political. The political weight had simply been hidden by the friendliness of the interface.

* * *
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LET ME SAY WHAT THIS book is, and what it is not.

It is not a screen-time book. I am not interested in telling women to spend less time on their phones. The arguments about screen time have been made by other writers, in other contexts, for other audiences. They are not the arguments of this book. The phone is not the problem. The phone is the medium. What is on the phone, and what is being done with what is on the phone, is the subject.

It is not an anti-technology book. I do not believe technology is the enemy of women. Many of the technologies in this book have made real, demonstrable improvements in the lives of the women who use them. The fertility tracker has helped couples conceive. The pregnancy app has reduced the isolation of a first-time mother. The menopause app has put language to symptoms women's doctors had ignored for years. The voice assistant has, in concrete ways, made life easier for women managing households and disabled women managing daily tasks. The smart device has, in some cases, made women safer. To pretend otherwise would be dishonest and would also miss the point. The technologies are not the enemy. The conditions under which they have been built and the purposes they have been bent toward are the subject of inquiry. There is a difference.

It is not a memoir, although there are moments in it that are personal. I am writing this book as J.J. Ramos, and the voice is the analytic voice of my earlier work, not the literary voice some of my readers know from other books. The body in this book is not, primarily, my body. It is the body of the woman down the street and the body of the woman in the clinic and the body of the woman on the screen. It is the body that has been collected and is being modeled and is, increasingly, being addressed by systems that have decided what kind of body it is supposed to be.

What the book is is a survey, and an argument. The survey is of the contact points where AI and predictive systems have reached the female body. The argument is that these contact points, taken together, constitute a new feminist frontier, and that the frontier deserves the same attention that previous generations of feminists gave to the family, the workplace, the law, and the reproductive clinic. The body has always been a feminist site. The body, in the AI era, is a feminist site that has acquired new dimensions, and those dimensions deserve to be named.

The book has four parts. The first asks what changes when the body becomes data. The second walks through the most intimate contact points: fertility, pregnancy, menopause, pleasure. The third examines image and voice, the way the woman is rendered by AI and the way her likeness can be taken without her consent. The fourth turns to what can be done, by individuals and by institutions, to live more deliberately inside this new landscape. The book ends where it must, which is with a positive vision. The body is recoverable. The work is naming what has happened to it, and choosing, with whatever agency we have, what to do next.

A note on what the book is responding to. The shelf of feminist writing on women and medicine, women and bodies, women and data, has grown substantially in the last decade. Caroline Criado Perez's Invisible Women mapped the consequences of building a world on male-default data, including medical data. Maya Dusenbery's Doing Harm documented the long history of medicine's failure to take women's pain seriously. Elinor Cleghorn's Unwell Women traced the historical roots of the bias. Cat Bohannon's Eve told the story of the female body from an evolutionary perspective and asked, repeatedly, why so much basic biology had never been studied. These books, and others like them, form the foundation on which the present book stands. The work they did was structural and historical. The work that remains, and the work this book attempts, is to take that structural argument and follow it into the new conditions, the AI conditions, where the structural problem is being inherited and accelerated.

This is not a book that asks readers to take its conclusions on faith. It is a book that lays out a map, an honest one, of the places where the female body meets predictive and generative AI, and asks readers to walk the map with the same care they would bring to any new terrain. The terrain is intimate. It is also collective. We are all, every woman alive in this period of history, inside it together, whether we have chosen to be or not. The collective dimension is important. No individual woman is going to solve the privacy problem of the period-tracking industry by herself. No individual woman is going to fix the male default in medical AI by herself. The work is collective, because the conditions are collective, and the feminist tradition has always understood that the
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