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Chapter One: The Wrong Temp

Dave adjusted his tie nervously as he stood outside the imposing glass doors of Hanson & Co., a prestigious law firm nestled in the heart of the city. The building was sleek and modern, with its name etched in bold silver letters above the entrance.

He had been thrilled when the temp agency called him about a two-week assignment at a law firm. The pay was good, and it was a chance to gain some experience in a professional environment.

With good jobs about as scarce as a rabbit with a spaceship, it would at least look good on his CV. Even if the gig only lasted a couple of weeks. Finding money for rent and even food had become a big struggle over the last few months and, according to the news, the jobs situation was not going to get better anytime soon. He scratched his chin lazily, feeling the longish stubble. It was the trend nowadays, but he suddenly wondered if the business might be a bit old-fashioned in its outlook.

What he didn’t know was that the firm had been expecting someone else entirely.

Taking a deep breath, Dave pushed open the door and stepped into the lobby. The reception area was pristine, with polished marble floors and a large desk manned by a receptionist who looked up with a polite smile.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

“Uh, hi,” Dave said, clearing his throat. “I’m here for the temp position?”

“Oh,” she exclaimed and looked me up and down. Finally, she sighed and gestured toward a set of double doors to her left. “Second floor, first office on the right. They’re expecting you. At least, I think they are.”

That was a curious thing to say, but Dave thanked her anyway and made his way up the stairs, his heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nerves. He got on with most people, but he was always nervous when he didn’t know anyone. It was one of his failings, especially when he went for interviews. It was as if something in his brain fogged over and made his throat tighten.

As he reached the second floor, he was greeted by the sight of three young women huddled around a desk, chatting animatedly. They looked up in unison, their expressions shifting from curiosity to confusion.

“Can I help you?” asked one of the women, a brunette with a sharp bob and a no-nonsense tone.

Her name tag read Claire, Senior Secretary and she looked unnervingly efficient.

“Yes,” Dave said, feeling suddenly self-conscious under her scrutiny. She had a way of looking at you as if you had just crashed into her rear end. “I’m Dave. I’m here for the secretary position. From ProTemp.”

The three women exchanged glances. Claire frowned. “Dave? Are you sure? We were expecting a Jennifer.”

Dave’s stomach dropped. “Jennifer? No, it’s definitely Dave.”

Claire sighed and picked up the phone. “Mrs Hanson isn’t going to like this.”

While Claire picked up her mobile and called the agency, the other two women introduced themselves. The bubbly redhead was Sophie, and the quiet blonde was Mia. Sophie leaned in with a mischievous grin. “So, Dave, how do you feel about wearing a skirt?”

Dave blinked. “What?”

Before he could process the question, Claire turned to him with a grim expression. “Okay, here’s the situation. The agency has messed up. You see, Mrs. Hanson only employs women. She was expecting a Jennifer, not a Dave. If you want this job, you’re going to have to be Jennifer.”

Dave stared at her, his mind racing. “You’re joking, right?” He looked at all three.

Claire crossed her arms. “Do I look like I’m joking? Mrs Hanson has very specific standards, and one of them is that her secretary is a woman. If you walk out that door, you’re walking away from two weeks of pay. But if you stay,” She gestured to a garment bag hanging on the back of the door. “You’ll be wearing that.”

Dave’s eyes followed her gesture to the bag, which presumably contained the infamous uniform. His mind whirled with conflicting thoughts. On one hand, the idea of dressing up as a woman was absurd, humiliating even. On the other hand, he really needed the money. Rent was due soon, and his savings were running dangerously low.

“You do know it’s illegal to sexually discriminate.”

“We’re not, but you will have to dress and act appropriately, as per Mrs Hansons wishes. I didn’t make the rules.”

Sophie, sensing his hesitation, chimed in. “Come on, Dave. It’s just for two weeks. And we’ll help you! It’ll be fun.”

Mia, who had been quietly observing the exchange, added, “You’d make a pretty Jennifer.”

Dave groaned, running a hand through his hair. “This is insane.”

Claire shrugged. “Your call. But if you’re staying, we need to get started. Mrs Hanson will be here first thing tomorrow, and you need to be ready.” She looked Dave up and down. “There’s a lot to learn and you’ll need to pick things up quickly.”

Dave looked at the three women in their identical uniforms, their expressions a mix of amusement and determination. He couldn’t see himself standing next to them looking exactly the same. Then he thought about the bills piling up on his kitchen table, the empty fridge, and the dwindling balance in his bank account. With a resigned sigh, he nodded. “Fine. I’ll do it.”

The girls erupted into cheers, and Sophie clapped her hands together. “This is going to be amazing!”

Claire grabbed the garment bag and handed it to Mia. “Let’s get to work. Follow us.”

Dave trailed behind the girls as they led him to a small break room. The space was cosy, with a table, a few chairs, and a mirror on the wall. Claire unzipped the garment bag, revealing the uniform: a white silk blouse, a black flared skirt, a pair of stockings and a lace garter belt, and shiny black high heels.

“First things first,” Claire said. “We need to get rid of all this.” She gestured to Dave’s stubble and the faint hair on his arms.

Dave’s eyes widened. “Wait, what?”

Sophie produced an epilator from her bag, and Mia held up a bottle of hair remover. “Trust us,” Mia said with a sly smile. “You’ll thank us later.”

Dave opened his mouth to protest, but the girls were already moving. Before he knew it, he was seated in a chair, his arms pinned down as Claire and Sophie went to work on his facial hair. The epilator buzzed ominously, and Dave winced as it made contact with his skin.

“Relax,” Sophie said, patting his shoulder. “It’ll be over before you know it.”

The break room at Hanson & Co. had become Dave’s temporary sanctuary, or prison, depending on how you looked at it. The three girls, Claire, Sophie, and Mia, had taken charge with the efficiency of a military operation, and he was fairly sure they were prepared for this long before he arrived. Dave sat awkwardly in a chair, surrounded by an array of beauty products, hair tools, and the dreaded uniform hanging ominously on the door. He felt like a lab experiment, but the girls were clearly enjoying themselves.

“Alright, Dave,” Claire said, clapping her hands together. “Let’s get started. Now, it’s time for body hair removal.”

He was taken out into the corridor to a small shower room and told to apply the epilation cream to his entire body. Reluctantly, he began to smear the cream into every area where there was hair. He had to wait 10 minutes, during which the girls shouted instructions through the door about how he/she should talk now that he was a girl. After he showered and they removed all the hair, one of the girls handed him a silk robe through the door.

He stepped sheepishly back into the step-out room wearing the garment. This wasn’t going quite the way he had expected when he hauled himself out of bed that morning.

“There,” Claire said, stepping back to admire their work. “Phase one complete. You’re officially hairless.”

Dave rubbed his arms. “I can’t believe I let you do this.”

Sophie grinned. “Oh, this is just the beginning. Next up: lingerie.”

Dave’s face turned bright red as Sophie pulled out a lacy bra and matching panties from a shopping bag. “Oh, come on!?” he said, his voice rising an octave.

Sophie smiled gleefully and held up the bra. “This is essential. You need the right foundation for the uniform; otherwise, it won’t work.”

Dave groaned, burying his face in his hands. “This is so embarrassing.”

Mia, who had been quietly observing, handed him the panties. “Just think of it as a theatrical costume. You’re playing a role.”

Dave hesitated, but the thought of losing the job and the money spurred him into action. He grabbed the lingerie while the girls turned their backs and giggled as if this was the most fun they had had in ages. A few minutes later, red-faced and tugging self-consciously at the straps of the bra.

The girls erupted into applause. “Looking good, Jennifer!” Sophie said, giving him a thumbs-up. He wondered what kind of drugs they were on.

Claire circled him, adjusting the bra straps. “We’ll need to pad this a bit to give you some curves,” she said, pulling out a set of silicone inserts. Dave groaned again but allowed her to make the adjustments. It didn’t occur to him to ask why they had those in an office in the first place.

Next came the stockings and the suspender belt. Dave struggled to figure out how to put them on, leading to more laughter from the girls. Finally, with their help, he managed to get everything in place.

“Okay,” Claire said, stepping back. “Now you’re starting to look the part.”

With the lingerie in place, the girls moved on to the next phase of the transformation: makeup. They sat Dave down and began unpacking an array of products.

“First, we’ll start with foundation,” Claire said, squeezing a dollop of liquid onto the back of her hand and dabbing it with a small, round sponge. “This will even out your skin tone and give you a flawless base. That’s something every girl needs, especially a pretty little secretary.”

Dave blushed and watched in awe as she expertly blended the foundation over his face, covering any imperfections. Next came blush, which Sophie applied to the apples of his cheeks, giving him a healthy glow.

“Now for the eyes,” Mia said, picking up an eyeshadow palette. She chose a soft brown shade and began blending it into Dave’s eyelids. “This will make your eyes pop.”

Dave sat still, trying not to flinch as Mia applied mascara to his lashes.

“You’re doing great, and you’re really quite pretty,” Sophie said, kneeling down and taking his right hand. Without asking, she began painting his nails a soft pink. “Just wait until you see the final result.”

Finally, Claire applied a coat of lipstick, choosing a subtle rose shade that complemented the rest of the look. “There,” she said, stepping back. She took a small square mirror from the desk and held it near to his face. “What do you think?”

Dave looked in the mirror and gasped. The person staring back at him was undeniably feminine, with soft features and a delicate smile. It was both thrilling and terrifying.

Dave’s hair was just long enough to style, and the girls wasted no time in transforming it. Claire sprayed it with water and began blow-drying it, using a round brush to create soft waves.

“We’ll add some volume here,” she said, teasing the roots with a comb. “And maybe a few curls at the ends.”

Sophie handed her a curling iron, and Claire carefully wrapped sections of Dave’s hair around the barrel, creating loose curls. Once the curls were set, she brushed them out, leaving Dave with a soft, feminine hairstyle.

“Almost there,” Claire said, spritzing his hair with hairspray to hold the style in place.

The final piece of the transformation was the uniform. Dave hesitated, but the girls were already helping him into the outfit.

The blouse fit surprisingly well, thanks to the padded bra, and the skirt hugged his hips in a way that made him feel strangely confident. The stockings and suspender belt clung sensually to his legs as the girls handed him the final touch: a pair of shiny black high heels.

Dave struggled with the heels at first, wobbling unsteadily as he took his first steps. But with a little practice and a lot of encouragement from the girls, he began to get the hang of it.

By the time they were finished, Dave looked like Jennifer. The girls stepped back, admiring their handiwork.

“Wow,” Sophie said, her eyes wide. “You look amazing.” They led him into another office, which seemed to be more opulent and was obviously Mrs Hanson’s. There was a full-length mirror there and it did not lie.

Dave stared at his reflection. The person staring back at him was unrecognisable. Soft curls framed a delicate face, and the uniform hugged his figure in all the right places. He looked pretty.

“I can’t believe it,” Dave said, his voice barely above a whisper. “I actually look like a woman.”

Claire grinned. “You are a woman, Jennifer. At least for the next two weeks.”

With Dave now fully transformed into Jennifer, the girls shifted their focus to preparing him for his role as Mrs Hanson’s secretary. The break room became their makeshift training ground, and the atmosphere was a mix of laughter, encouragement, and the occasional exasperated sigh from Dave.

“Alright, Jennifer,” Claire said, clapping her hands to get everyone’s attention. “Time for your crash course in femininity. We’ll start with the basics: walking, talking, and acting like a woman. No pressure.”

Dave groaned, unconsciously smoothing down the sides of his skirt. “Do I really need to do all this? Can’t I just sit at a desk and type?”

Sophie shook her head, her red curls bouncing. “Nope. Mrs Hanson has high standards. You need to be the perfect secretary, and that means mastering the art of being a lady too.”

Mia, ever the quiet observer, sashayed across the floor. “Let’s start with walking. You’ll need to get comfortable in those shoes.”

Dave stared down at the high heels “You’ve got to be kidding me. I can barely stand in these things, let alone walk.”

Claire rolled her eyes. “Stop being dramatic. It’s not that hard. Just follow my lead.”

She walked gracefully across the room again with her hips swaying slightly. “See? It’s all about balance and confidence.”

Dave attempted to mimic her, but his first step was more of a wobble. He grabbed onto the table for support, earning a round of laughter from the girls.

“Okay, okay,” Sophie said, stepping forward to steady him. “Let’s break it down. Stand up straight, shoulders back, and take small steps. And for heaven’s sake, stop stomping like a caveman.”

Dave tried again, this time focusing on his posture. He took a tentative step, then another, slowly gaining confidence. By the fifth attempt, he was walking, albeit awkwardly, without holding onto anything.

“Not bad,” Claire said, nodding in approval. “Now, add a little sway to your hips. It’ll make you look more natural.”

Dave frowned. “Sway my hips? How do I even do that?”

Sophie stepped in, placing her hands on his hips and gently guiding him. “Like this. Just let your body move naturally. You’re not a robot. You’re a girl.”

After a few more tries, Dave managed to incorporate a subtle sway into his walk. The girls cheered, and even Dave had to admit it felt… kind of fun. They practised for a while longer until the girls were satisfied their protégé had at least the makings of a feminine wiggle.

Next up was voice training. “Your voice is a dead giveaway,” Claire said, crossing her arms. “We need to soften it and make it more feminine.”

Dave groaned. “You want me to talk like a girl? Seriously?”

Mia handed him a glass of water. “Just try. Start by speaking in a higher pitch, but don’t strain your voice. It should feel natural.”

Dave took a sip of water and cleared his throat. “Uh hi, my name is Jennifer,” he said, his voice cracking awkwardly.

The girls burst into laughter. “Okay, that was terrible,” Sophie said, wiping tears from her eyes. “Try again, but this time, imagine you’re talking to a kitten. Soft and gentle.”

Dave sighed but gave it another shot. “Hi, my name is Jennifer,” he said, this time in a softer, higher-pitched tone.

“Better,” Claire said, nodding. “Now, add a little warmth to it. Smile while you’re talking. It’ll make your voice sound friendlier.”

Dave practised a few more times, gradually getting the hang of it. By the end of the session, he could introduce himself as Jennifer without sounding like a cartoon character. It wasn’t perfect, but it would do. Whether it would fool Mrs Handson was another matter altogether.

With walking and talking covered, the girls moved on to mannerisms. “You need to be graceful,” Claire said, demonstrating how to sit elegantly in a chair. “No slouching, no spreading your legs. Cross your ankles and keep your back straight.”

Dave attempted to mimic her, but his movements were stiff and awkward. “This feels so unnatural,” he complained.

“It’ll get easier with practice,” Mia assured him. “Just remember to take your time and move deliberately.”

Sophie added, “And don’t forget about your hands. Keep them relaxed and use them to gesture when you’re talking. It’ll make you look more expressive.”

Dave practised sitting, standing, and even picking up a pen with what the girls deemed “feminine grace.” It was exhausting, but he was starting to see progress.

Once Dave had the basics down, the girls briefed him on office etiquette and Mrs Hanson’s expectations. “Mrs Hanson is particular,” Claire said, choosing her words carefully. “She’s very strict about professionalism, and she doesn’t tolerate mistakes.”

Sophie nodded. “And whatever you do, don’t let her find out you’re a man. She has a thing against men in the workplace.”

Dave raised an eyebrow. “A thing?”

“Let’s just say she’s had bad experiences in the past,” Mia explained. “So, keep your head down, do your job, and don’t give her any reason to suspect you.”

Claire handed Dave a list of tasks he’d be expected to perform, including answering phones, scheduling appointments, and organising files. “You’ll be shadowing me for today, so just follow my lead.”

As the training session wound down, Dave found himself relaxing more around the girls. Despite the absurdity of the situation, they had a way of making him feel at ease. Sophie’s constant jokes and Claire’s no-nonsense attitude balanced each other out, and Mia’s quiet support was a steadying presence.

“You know,” Dave said during a break, “this isn’t as bad as I thought it would be.”

Sophie grinned. “Told you it would be fun. Admit it, you’re enjoying this.”

Dave laughed. “Okay, maybe a little. But don’t let it go to your head.”

Claire smirked. “Don’t worry, Jennifer. We’ll make a proper lady out of you yet.”

To wrap up the training, the girls decided to put Dave through a mock workday. Claire played Mrs Hanson, while Sophie and Mia acted as clients. Dave had to answer phones, schedule appointments, and interact with the “clients” while maintaining his Jennifer persona.

It was challenging, but Dave held his own. His walk was still a little awkward, and his voice occasionally slipped, but overall, he impressed the girls.

“Not bad,” Claire said at the end of the test. “You’ve got the basics down. Just remember to stay confident and keep practising.”

Dave smiled, feeling a strange sense of accomplishment. “Thanks. I couldn’t have done it without you.”

Sophie patted him on the shoulder. “You’re going to do great, Jennifer. Just wait and see.”

As the day came to an end, Dave felt a growing sense of camaraderie with the girls. They had turned what could have been a humiliating experience into something fun and empowering.

And as he looked in the mirror one last time, he couldn’t help but feel a flicker of pride. Jennifer was ready for her first day.


Chapter Two: The Fearsome Mrs Hanson

The morning sun streamed through the windows of Hanson & Co., casting a warm glow over the office. Jennifer had been transformed once again and sat at her desk, nervously smoothing out the fabric of her skirt. Sophie had brought in a pair of delicate pearl clip-on earrings and a headband.

The girls had done an even more incredible job transforming her and, if you didn’t know, you would be sure that the person sitting at the desk was a girl in every respect. But the real test was about to begin: meeting Mrs Ruth Hanson was no small matter.

Claire, Sophie, and Mia had spent the last hour prepping Jennifer for the encounter. “Remember,” Claire said, her tone serious, “Mrs Hanson is sharp. She’ll notice if you’re even slightly off. So, stay calm, stay confident, and for heaven’s sake, don’t slip up.”

Jennifer nodded, her stomach churning with nerves. She adjusted the collar of her white silk blouse and took a deep breath. “You’ve got this, young lady,” she said, more to herself than anyone else.

The sound of heels clicking against the marble floor echoed through the office, and the girls exchanged knowing looks.

“She’s here,” Sophie whispered, her eyes wide with excitement. With all the build up, it was only natural that Jennifer could feel her hands shaking a little. She swallowed as best she could and stood to face her fate.

Mrs Ruth Hanson was every bit as imposing as Jennifer had imagined. She was a tall, elegant woman in her late fifties, with perfectly coiffed silver hair and a tailored navy suit that screamed authority. Her sharp blue eyes scanned the room as she entered, and Jennifer felt a shiver run down her spine.

“Good morning, ladies,” Mrs Hanson said, her voice crisp and commanding. She turned to Claire. “Is the new secretary here?”

Claire stepped forward, her professional demeanour in full force. “Yes, Mrs Hanson. This is Jennifer. She’ll be assisting you during her time here.”

Jennifer stood, her heart pounding as she forced a smile. “Good morning, Mrs Hanson. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Mrs Hanson’s gaze swept over Jennifer, taking in her appearance with a critical eye. For a moment, Jennifer was certain she’d been found out. But then Mrs Hanson nodded, a hint of approval in her expression. “You look presentable. That’s a good start.”

Jennifer exhaled quietly, relief washing over her. “Thank you, Mrs Hanson. I’ll do my best to meet your expectations.”

The first hour of the day was a whirlwind. Mrs Hanson wasted no time assigning tasks, and Jennifer did her best to keep up. She answered phones, scheduled appointments, and even typed up a few legal documents under Claire’s watchful eye, all while trying to hang on to her new persona.

At times, Jennifer’s inexperience and true identity almost came to light. While fetching a cup of coffee for Mrs Hanson, Jennifer accidentally spilt a few drops on the saucer. Her hands trembled as she handed it over, but Mrs Hanson didn’t seem to notice.

“Thank you, Jennifer,” she said, taking a sip without looking up from her paperwork.

Jennifer breathed a sigh of relief, but the close calls didn’t end there. Later, while organising a stack of files, she mispronounced a legal term. Mrs Hanson’s head snapped up, her eyes narrowing. “What did you say?” Jennifer stood up a little too straight and seemed to grow almost preternaturally as if prepared for a rebuke.

Claire, who had been hovering nearby, quickly stepped in. “Jennifer’s still getting familiar with some of the terminology, Mrs Hanson. I’ll make sure she’s up to speed.”

Mrs Hanson studied Jennifer even more critically for a moment before nodding. “See that you do. I don’t have time for incompetence.”

Jennifer nodded, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “Thank you, Mrs Hanson. I’ll be more careful.”

Throughout the day, the girls went out of their way to support Jennifer. Sophie discreetly corrected her posture when she started to slouch, and Mia slipped her a note with the correct pronunciation of another tricky legal term. Claire, ever the leader, kept a watchful eye on everything, stepping in whenever Jennifer seemed unsure.

During a brief morning lull, the girls huddled together in the break room. “You’re doing great,” Sophie said, giving Jennifer an encouraging smile. “Just keep it up.”

Jennifer sighed, running a hand through her hair. “I don’t know how you guys do this every day. It’s exhausting. Does she ever smile?”

Claire chuckled. “You get used to it. And honestly, you’re holding your own better than most new hires. We’ve had some girls in tears before now.”

Mia nodded in agreement. “Mrs Hanson hasn’t yelled at you yet. That’s a good sign.”

Jennifer laughed, feeling a little of the tension ease. “Thanks. I couldn’t do this without you.”

“Oh my god,” said Sophie suddenly, and everyone looked around at her. “What is she likes Jennifer? And offers her a permanent job?”

The question hung in the air. “I think I might develop an incurable disease,” said Jennifer dryly.

As the day went on, Jennifer began to find her rhythm. She typed up a lengthy legal document with surprising speed and accuracy, earning a rare nod of approval from Mrs Hanson. “Not bad,” she said, glancing over the printed pages. “You’re quicker than I expected.”

Jennifer smiled, a genuine sense of pride swelling in her chest. “Thank you, Mrs Hanson. I’ll keep improving.”

Later, when a client called to reschedule an appointment, Jennifer handled the call with ease, her voice calm and professional. She even defused a tense situation when the client became frustrated, earning a raised eyebrow from Mrs Hanson.

“You have a knack for dealing with people,” Mrs Hanson remarked after the call ended. “That’s a valuable skill in this line of work.”

Jennifer beamed, feeling a flicker of confidence. “Thank you. I’ll do my best to keep up the good work.”

By the end of the day, Jennifer felt like she was starting to get the hang of things. The girls had been her lifeline, offering support and guidance whenever she needed it. And despite the occasional close call, she was beginning to feel more comfortable in her role.

And her new identity.

As they packed up for the day, Sophie slung an arm around Jennifer’s shoulders. “You survived your first proper day! How does it feel?”

Jennifer laughed, shaking her head. “Exhausting. But kind of amazing, too. I never thought I could pull this off.”

Claire smiled, a rare show of warmth. “You did great, Jennifer. Just remember, stay in character. It’s only another couple of weeks.” The thought brought Jennifer back to reality.

Mia nodded. “You’re one of us now.”

Jennifer felt a lump form in her throat. For the first time in a long time, she felt like she belonged somewhere. “That means a lot.”

Jennifer was exhausted. Her feet ached from the high heels, her head was spinning from the sheer volume of information she’d absorbed, and her nerves were frayed from the constant fear of being discovered. But as she packed up her things, Sophie bounded over with a mischievous grin. Now all she had to do was get changed back into Dave now that Mrs Hanson had gone off for the day.

“So, Jennifer,” she said, leaning on the edge of the desk, “we’re all heading to this cute little bistro down the street for dinner. You’re coming, right?”

Jennifer hesitated, glancing down at her skirt and heels. “Sorry, I’d be a nervous wreck.”

Claire rolled her eyes. “Come on, it’ll be fun. You’ve earned it after today.”

Mia nodded in agreement, her quiet smile encouraging. “It’ll be a good way to unwind. We’ll look after you, don’t worry.”

Jennifer bit her lip, torn between the desire to go home and the fear of breaking character. But the thought of spending more time with the girls, who had become her unexpected allies, was tempting. “Okay,” she said finally. “I’ll come. But only for a little while.”

Sophie clapped her hands in delight. “Yes! This is going to be so much fun.”

“You can leave those clothes here; we’ll come back for them,” said Claire. Jennifer knew when not to object, so she put her bag of clothes down beside her desk. Without thinking, she pulled a strand of hair behind her ear, a gesture so feminine in that moment that Claire broke into a smile.


Chapter Three: Jennifer Out on the Town

The bistro was a cosy, dimly lit spot just a few blocks from the office. Its warm ambience, with flickering candles and soft jazz, made it the perfect place to unwind after a long day.

The girls settled into a corner booth, with Jennifer sandwiched between Sophie and Mia.

“So, Jennifer,” Claire said, leaning forward with a smirk, “how does it feel to survive your first day as Mrs Hanson’s secretary?”

Jennifer laughed, shaking her head. “Honestly? I’m still processing it. I never thought I’d be able to pull this off, but I guess I did.”

They each had a tall glass of wine with soda and ice. Dave would normally have had a pint of lager but felt that joining the others in a more girly drink was appropriate. It even tasted quite nice and refreshing.

Sophie raised her glass. “To Jennifer, the most convincing secretary Hanson & Co. has ever seen!”

The girls clinked their glasses, and Jennifer felt a warm glow of camaraderie. For the first time in a long time, she felt like she belonged somewhere. Being a girl seemed to be easier than she had ever thought. Now she was sitting in a busy bistro, not wondering if people were staring at her but fully engaged. She wasn’t even worried about her voice, which had somehow resolved into a soft, husky tone that sounded natural.

The conversation flowed easily as the girls shared stories from their own first days at the firm. Sophie recounted how she’d accidentally dropped a whole tray of coffees on Mrs Hanson’s desk while the matriarch was conducting a meeting. That was during her first week and she was surprised Mrs Hanson let her continue. Claire admitted she’d been so nervous she’d called a client by the wrong name. “Instead of Mr Thomas I said Mr Bumass and then had the temerity to laugh.”

“Oh my God, remember that girl who came in jeans,” said Mia. “And Mrs Hanson told her to go home and change and the girl refused.”

“That’s when she started with the uniform,” explained Sophie.

“You know what?” Claire said, sipping her wine. “You learn to adapt. And honestly, Jennifer, you’re doing better than most of us did at first.”

Jennifer smiled, feeling a flicker of pride.

As the evening went on, Jennifer found herself relaxing more and more. She laughed at Sophie’s jokes, listened intently to Mia’s quiet observations, and even traded a few playful barbs with Claire. For the first time since starting this crazy charade, she felt like she was truly part of the group.

After about an hour, however, she began to feel a little uncomfortable. Claire noticed almost immediately and got up. “Come on, young lady,” she said, picking up her handbag. Jennifer looked at her. “Or are you going to hold it in until you burst. Or worse.”

Claire led her to ladies restroom which was an experience in itself. Fortunately, they were the only ones in there. Claire sat in one cubicle and Jennifer went in the other. “Make sure you sit down, Jen.”

“How?” She gasped.

“Skirt up, knickers down,” giggled Claire.

When they had finished, they washed their hands. Claire took out her lipstick and handed it to Jennifer. “Nice and gentle, just follow the line of the lips.” Putting her own lipstick on was oddly gratifying. She leaned towards the mirror and opened the little tube with steady hands. “Not bad,” said Claire when she had finished. “Now purse your lips together.”

When they got back to their table, the other girls decided to give a round of applause which made everyone look round. Jennifer blushed. They had menus on the table now as Sophie had said she was famished. She looked at Jennifer and said: “This is on us, new girl.”

As the group finished their main course, a man approached their table. He was in his late thirties, with slicked-back hair and a confident smile. He reminded Jennifer of a used car salesman, self-loving and totally unaware of his own shortcomings. “Evening, ladies,” he said, his eyes lingering on Jennifer. “Mind if I join you?”

The girls exchanged glances, and Claire was the first to respond. “Actually, we’re having a private conversation. But thanks.”

The man didn’t take the hint. He pulled up a chair and sat down, leaning toward Jennifer. “I couldn’t help but notice you from across the room. What’s your name?”

Jennifer froze, unsure how to respond. She glanced at the girls for help, and Sophie immediately stepped in. “Her name’s Jennifer, and she’s not interested. So, if you don’t mind, Romeo.”

The man held up his hands in mock surrender. “Hey, no need to be rude. I just wanted to buy the lady a drink.”

Claire’s tone turned icy. “She doesn’t want a drink. Now, unless you want me to call the manager, I suggest you leave.”

The man hesitated, clearly not used to being dismissed so bluntly. Finally, he stood up, muttering something under his breath about lesbians as he walked away. Sophie laughed and gasped at the same time. “The nerve!”

Jennifer exhaled, her heart racing. “Wow! Does that happen often?”

Sophie patted her arm. “Don’t worry about it. We’ll protect you.”

Claire nodded, her expression softening. “You’re one of us now, Jennifer. And we look out for each other. Don’t we, girls?”

More glasses were raised and clinked.

Mia took Jennifer’s hands. “Can I do your nails properly tomorrow?”

The incident only strengthened the bond between Jennifer and the girls. As they shared dessert and more stories, Jennifer could feel herself tiring. It had been a long, long day with plenty of surprises and challenges but she had enjoyed it. These women had taken her under their wing, and she was starting to see them as true friends.

“You know,” Jennifer said, her voice thoughtful, “I never expected any of this. I thought this job would just be a way to make some money, but it’s turned into so much more.”

Mia smiled, her eyes warm. “Sometimes life surprises you.”

Claire leaned back in her chair, studying Jennifer with a thoughtful expression. “You know, Jennifer, I’ve been thinking. If you’re going to pull this off for the next two weeks, you need to fully commit. Going home as a boy doesn’t cut it, I’m afraid.”

Jennifer blinked, caught off guard. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” Claire said, her tone serious, “you should come stay at my flat for the duration of the assignment. It’ll be easier to maintain the act if you’re not switching back and forth between Dave and Jennifer.”

Sophie’s eyes lit up. “That’s a great idea! It’ll be like a two-week sleepover.”

Jennifer hesitated, the idea both thrilling and terrifying. “I don’t know… that’s a big commitment.”

Claire shrugged. “It’s up to you. But if you want to make this work, it’s the best way. Look, you don’t have to be all dolled up like for work all the time, but being in the role is going to help you.”

Jennifer looked around the table at the girls’ expectant faces. They had supported her, encouraged her, and even protected her. Now they were asking her to spend the next two weeks fully as Jennifer. How could she say no?

“Okay,” she said finally, a smile tugging at her lips. “I’ll do it.” Whether it was the drink talking or something else, it didn’t matter; she had suddenly committed to being a girl.

The girls cheered, and Sophie lifted her glass once again. “To Jennifer’s two-week transformation!”

As they clinked their glasses, Jennifer felt a surge of excitement. This was going to be an adventure and one she would never forget.

As the group left the bistro and walked toward Claire’s flat, Jennifer couldn’t help but feel a sense of anticipation. She had survived her first day, bonded with the girls, and even embraced her new identity.

And now, with Claire’s offer, she was about to dive even deeper into the role of Jennifer. She didn’t ask why the role felt so easy to accept. That wasn’t important at that moment in time.

For the first time in a long time, she felt like she was exactly where she was meant to be.


Chapter Four: Shopping with Claire

By Saturday morning, Jennifer had survived an entire working week at Hanson & Co. without being exposed, dismissed or reduced to tears by Mrs Hanson, which she considered a fairly impressive achievement.

There had been mistakes, of course.

On Tuesday she had answered the telephone in her normal voice after being startled by the ring, then spent the next thirty seconds coughing theatrically while Claire stared at her from the next desk, shaking her head and trying not to laugh.

On Wednesday, she forgot herself and sat with one ankle resting across the opposite knee until Sophie kicked the leg of her chair. Thursday had produced an awkward moment when Mrs Hanson asked her to carry three heavy archive boxes and Jennifer had instinctively grabbed all of them at once, earning a suspicious look and a dry comment about her being “surprisingly strong for such a slight young woman”.

But none of it had been enough to unravel the deception. At least, everyone thought.

More surprisingly, living as Jennifer outside the office had started to become normal as well.

Claire’s flat was only fifteen minutes from Hanson & Co., a neat second-floor place with a bright kitchen and a sitting room that had temporarily become Jennifer’s sleeping quarters.

Dave’s few male belongings had remained stuffed inside the bag he had brought over on Monday evening. He had expected to use them at least occasionally, perhaps when they ordered takeaway or sat watching television. Instead, Claire had quietly supplied alternatives. Leggings, T-shirts, a cardigan, a couple of casual dresses and, most recently, a pale blue satin pyjama set that Sophie had declared “far more appropriate than Dave’s horrible old shorts”.

Jennifer had objected for perhaps thirty seconds. Then she had worn them every night.

She was asleep on the sofa on Saturday morning, curled beneath a light duvet with the satin pyjama trousers tangled slightly around her calves, when Claire pulled the curtains open and flooded the room with sunlight.

“Rise and shine.”

Jennifer groaned and turned her face into the cushion. “It’s Saturday.”

“I know.”

“That means nobody is allowed to wake me before ten.”

“Tough, young lady.”

Jennifer opened one eye. Claire was already dressed in blue jeans and a white crop top, her dark bob freshly brushed and her face carrying the irritating brightness of someone who always looked good in the morning.

“You look far too pleased with yourself,” said Jennifer

“I’ve had coffee,” she said. “And a croissant.”

“That explains things.”

Claire folded her arms. “Come on, get up. We’re going shopping.”

Jennifer opened the other eye. “Why?”

“Because you’ve been living out of things Sophie, Mia and I have lent you all week, and because if you’re going to survive another week as Jennifer, you need clothes that actually belong to you. Especially some more nightwear.”

Jennifer pushed herself upright, satin sliding coolly across her skin, and looked down at the pyjamas. A week ago she would have found the sight ridiculous. Now she merely wondered whether the top had creased badly overnight and how she would look in the mirror.

“You have one work uniform,” continued Claire. “Three borrowed outfits and the contents of a bag that should remain hidden until the end of time. Shower. Now. Please.”

Jennifer sighed. “You’ve become very bossy.”

Claire headed towards the kitchen. He knew she was smiling.

Twenty minutes later Jennifer emerged from the shower feeling considerably more awake. She had washed her hair, carefully shaved away the faint shadow beginning to return around her face and moisturised because Claire had spent the week explaining that girls needed to look after their skin.

Even that had become part of the routine. There was now a little collection of cleansers, creams and bottles arranged beside Claire’s own things in the bathroom, and Jennifer had stopped asking which ones she was supposed to use.

She wrapped herself in a robe and went into Claire’s bedroom.

The outfit waiting on the bed stopped her in the doorway.

A white bra and matching panties had been arranged neatly beside a light summer dress. The dress was pale yellow with small white flowers scattered across it, fitted through the waist before falling into a soft knee-length skirt. On the carpet beneath the bed waited a pair of white heels, lower than the office shoes but still unmistakably feminine.

Jennifer looked at Claire, who was sitting at the vanity brushing mascara onto her lashes. She caught Jennifer’s expression in the mirror and smiled. “You agreed to stay Jennifer for two weeks.”

Jennifer muttered something and picked up the lingerie.

The strange thing was that even this no longer produced the embarrassment it once had. During that first transformation at the office she had needed the women to turn their backs while she fought with bra straps and panties. A week later she dressed with practised movements, adjusted the bra without thinking and stepped into the dress as though she had been doing it for months.

When she pulled the zip up, she turned automatically towards the mirror.

The dress fitted beautifully.

It made her waist look smaller and softened the overall shape created by the lingerie underneath. The skirt moved lightly when she turned, and the pale colour suited her better than she expected. She slipped into the white heels and stood a little straighter.

Claire watched from the vanity.

Jennifer looked away from the mirror. “I’m checking whether it fits.”

“Yeah, tell yourself that.”

Claire patted the stool beside the vanity. “Come here. Today you’re doing your own face.”

Jennifer hesitated. “That seems risky.”

“You’ve watched us every morning for a week. Time to learn. Put the robe over your dress so you don’t mess it up.”

The vanity was crowded with products Jennifer could now identify far more confidently than she'd thought possible. Foundation, concealer, powder, blusher, eye shadow, eyeliner, mascara and the collection of lipsticks Claire seemed to possess in every imaginable shade.

Claire kept the lesson simple.

“Start with a light foundation, but less than you think you need. Blend it down towards your jaw. You’re not painting a wall.”

Jennifer dabbed the product carefully over her face and worked it in with the sponge. Claire corrected her grip once, then mostly allowed her to continue. Concealer followed beneath the eyes and around the last traces of beard shadow. Then a light dusting of powder.

The eye makeup was harder. Jennifer put too much shadow on the first time and had to blend it back, then nearly poked herself with the mascara wand. Claire laughed but resisted taking over, guiding her through each stage instead.

By the time Jennifer reached lipstick, she was enjoying herself a lot more. Claire handed her a soft coral shade. “Follow the shape you already have. Don’t try to make your lips bigger. You’re not in a beauty pageant.”

Jennifer applied it slowly, remembering the technique from the bistro ladies’ room. When she finished, Claire inspected the result and nodded.

“Definitely respectable.”

Jennifer sat back and looked at the finished face.

Knowing she had done most of it herself changed something. Until now, Jennifer had always been a creation assembled by Claire, Sophie and Mia. They selected the clothes, applied the makeup and corrected everything that looked wrong.

This morning the woman in the mirror felt slightly more like her own work.

Claire reached into the wardrobe and produced a small white handbag.

“Last thing.”

Jennifer laughed. “Of course there’s a handbag.”

“It matches the shoes.”

They left the flat just after eleven.

The shopping district was already busy, filled with families, couples and people drifting between cafés and shops beneath the bright summer sun. Jennifer felt the familiar flicker of nerves as soon as they joined the crowd, but it was weaker than it had been when this all started. After five days, arriving at the office as Jennifer, walking through reception, dealing with clients and answering telephones, being seen no longer felt like a thing.

Their first stop was a department store, where she marched Jennifer directly into womenswear and began pulling things from rails. “You need casual clothes, something decent for evenings, underwear that actually belongs to you and at least one pair of flats.”

Jennifer held up a floral blouse Claire had handed her. “I’m leaving at the end of the week.”

“But is Jennifer?”

“That blouse has enormous sleeves.”

“They’re fashionable.”

“Pardon me for breathing.”

They spent more than an hour trying things on. Jennifer discovered that shopping became considerably more complicated when clothes were expected to do something beyond cover the body. Colours mattered. Shapes mattered. One dress looked wonderful on the hanger and terrible once she put it on. Another looked unremarkable until Claire made her try it, at which point Jennifer immediately decided that she knew absolutely nothing.

She found herself enjoying the fitting rooms more than she expected.

There was something oddly satisfying about stepping out from behind the curtain and waiting for Claire’s judgement. Sometimes Claire shook her head before Jennifer had even reached the mirror. Other times she nodded immediately and said, “That works.”

By lunchtime Jennifer was carrying three bags and had acquired a pair of ballet flats, two tops, another summer dress, a cardigan and enough new underwear to make the entire two-week experiment feel alarmingly permanent. Claire had paid which was a little embarrassing, saying Jennifer could pay her back when she was on her feet and solvent again.

They had just left a shoe shop when Claire stopped abruptly. A man coming towards them had done exactly the same thing.

He was tall, dark-haired and perhaps thirty, dressed casually in chinos and a navy polo shirt. Beside him was another man of roughly the same age.

“Claire?”

Her expression changed in a way Jennifer had not seen before. Not frightened or upset, simply surprised. “Mark. Hello.”

The tall man smiled. “God, it is you. How long has it been?”

“Two years?”

“Something like that.”

Claire glanced towards Jennifer. “This is Jennifer. She works with me.”

Jennifer smiled automatically. “Hi.”

Mark’s friend looked at her and smiled back. “I’m Ben.”

There was nothing unusual in the way he said it. Jennifer felt the now-familiar little shock whenever a stranger accepted her without question.

Mark and Claire spent several minutes exchanging updates. He had moved jobs. Claire had moved flats. Someone they both knew had apparently married someone neither of them expected. Jennifer gradually realised Mark was an ex-boyfriend.

Eventually Mark gestured towards a café across the street. “We were about to grab a proper coffee. Do you two have time?”

Claire looked at Jennifer. For half a second Jennifer considered making an excuse. Then Ben smiled at her again and looked at the bags. “Go on. We promise not to keep you from the shopping too long.”

Jennifer realised that refusing would probably attract more attention than accepting. Claire shrugged. “Why not?”

The café was crowded, so they squeezed around a small table near the window. Jennifer sat opposite Ben while Claire and Mark immediately fell into conversation about people from their past.

That left Jennifer with the stranger.

“So you work with Claire?” Ben asked.

“Only temporarily.”

“Law?”

“Secretarial.”

He nodded. “How are you finding it?”

Jennifer almost laughed. There was no possible honest answer to that question. “Unexpected.”

Ben smiled. “That sounds ominous.”

“You have no idea.”

The conversation became surprisingly easy. Ben worked in IT for an insurance company and complained about clients who believed every computer problem could be solved by shouting at it. Jennifer found herself laughing, answering questions and even forgetting for several minutes that she was supposed to be performing femininity a version of femininity and was still a novice.

She was simply sitting in a café, wearing a summer dress, talking to a man who thought she was a woman.

At one point Ben asked whether she wanted another coffee, and Jennifer caught Claire watching from across the table with a faint smile. When they finally left, Mark hugged Claire goodbye and Ben gave Jennifer a warm smile.

“Nice meeting you.”

“You too.”

They walked perhaps twenty metres before Claire spoke.

“You were flirting.”

Jennifer almost tripped. “I was not.”

“You absolutely were. You were touching your hair.”

Jennifer realised she had been doing exactly that. “Oh god, what is happening to me?”

Claire laughed. “Jennifer has an admirer.”

The final destination appeared innocent enough from the outside. Jennifer assumed it was another boutique until Claire opened the door and the smell of shampoo, hairspray and cosmetics told her otherwise.

She stopped. “This is a salon.”

A receptionist looked up and smiled at Claire. “Appointment?”

“Two o’clock. Ear piercing for Jennifer.” Jennifer turned so quickly the handbag swung against her hip.

“You know you want to,” she said with a sly grin. Claire guided her towards the waiting area. “You’ve spent all week wearing clip-ons. If you’re doing Jennifer properly, you might as well have real earrings.”

Jennifer sat with her handbag clutched against her lap and stared suspiciously at the display of studs beside the counter.

The actual process was far less dramatic than Jennifer expected. The technician marked each earlobe carefully and showed her the placement in a mirror before doing anything. Jennifer chose tiny silver studs after Claire rejected her suggestion that the smallest possible option would be preferable.

There were two sharp pinches.

Then it was finished. Jennifer looked at herself in the mirror.

The studs were tiny, almost insignificant, but somehow they changed her face. She turned her head slightly. The earrings caught the light.

“There. Much better,” said Claire.

Jennifer touched one carefully.

“I can’t believe you talked me into this.”

“I barely had to, let’s be honest.”

Outside, they began walking back towards the flat carrying the day’s purchases between them. Jennifer’s feet were tired, her ears still tingled slightly and there were considerably more feminine clothes in the shopping bags than she had ever imagined owning.

When they passed a shop window, she glanced at the reflection almost automatically. Summer dress. White heels. Handbag. Soft makeup. Small silver earrings. Jennifer.

She watched the reflection for another moment before hurrying to catch up with Claire.


Chapter Five: The Job Offer

The second week at Hanson & Co. went far too quickly.

Jennifer had expected the novelty to wear off. She had assumed the stockings would eventually become irritating, the skirts inconvenient, and the daily business of makeup, earrings, and carefully styled hair would begin to feel like an elaborate performance she was tired of maintaining.

Instead, the opposite happened.

Each morning at Claire’s flat became easier than the one before it. She showered, dressed and made herself up with steadily less assistance, and by Wednesday Claire had stopped hovering behind her at the vanity entirely.

The new earrings helped. They were tiny silver studs and nothing remotely dramatic, yet Jennifer caught herself noticing them whenever she turned her head in the mirror. They were a physical reminder that some parts of the transformation could no longer simply be removed and put away.

Even the office uniform had become comfortable in its familiarity. White silk blouse, black skirt, stockings and heels. On Monday morning Jennifer had slipped into everything without thinking, picked up her handbag and been halfway down the stairs before realising there had been no hesitation at all.

More importantly, she had become very good at the job.

The secretarial work itself had never been the problem. Jennifer was organised, quick with a keyboard and good at remembering small details. Once the nervousness around Mrs Hanson faded, those strengths became much more obvious. She began organising the diary without needing Claire to check everything, remembered which clients preferred morning appointments and which barristers were habitually late, and developed a surprisingly good instinct for what Mrs Hanson would need before she asked.

If a meeting was scheduled for ten, Jennifer had the appropriate files waiting on the desk by quarter to. When Mrs Hanson returned from court looking tired, coffee appeared without discussion. On Thursday afternoon she intercepted a call from an increasingly frantic client, calmed him down, rearranged two appointments and found the document he had been trying to locate before Mrs Hanson even knew there was a problem.

Mrs Hanson emerged from her office afterwards holding the relevant file and regarded Jennifer over the top of it.

“You anticipated that rather well.”

Jennifer looked up from the computer. “Mr Ellison sounded as though he might explode if somebody didn’t help him.”

“He often sounds like that. Usually he explodes and then spends the next month apologising to me.”

Jennifer smiled cautiously. Mrs Hanson almost smiled back. But not quite.

By Friday, Sophie had begun referring to Jennifer as “the favourite”, something Claire rejected immediately on the grounds that Mrs Hanson did not have favourites and probably considered affection an administrative weakness.

Jennifer was not so sure.

Mrs Hanson had started asking for her directly.

“Jennifer, rearrange Tuesday.”

“Jennifer, find the Carrington correspondence.”

“Jennifer, remind me to telephone chambers at four.” Each request brought a peculiar little flash of satisfaction. The name no longer produced the half-second delay it once had. Jennifer responded immediately.

Friday afternoon was particularly busy. A large conference table in Claire’s office had disappeared beneath files relating to some forthcoming legal convention in Bournemouth, while telephone calls seemed to arrive in waves. Jennifer had barely returned from lunch when Mrs Hanson opened her office door and looked across the room.

“Claire, Sophie, Mia, Jennifer. In here, please.”

The four women exchanged glances. Sophie immediately whispered, “What have we done?”

Claire gathered a notebook. “Nothing, hopefully.”

Jennifer checked her skirt automatically as she stood. Mia smoothed her blouse and followed the others into Mrs Hanson’s office. They lined up in front of the large desk almost exactly as they had during Jennifer’s first morning, though the atmosphere felt entirely different now. A fortnight earlier Jennifer had been fighting to remember how to stand, where to put her hands and how to keep her voice from dropping whenever she became nervous. Now she settled naturally beside Mia, ankles close together, hands lightly folded.

Mrs Hanson removed her glasses.

“We have a busy week ahead. The annual convention in Bournemouth begins on Tuesday, and this year the firm is sending a larger contingent. I shall need all four of you there.” Sophie’s eyes brightened immediately. Jennifer looked towards Claire, who seemed unsurprised. Mrs Hanson continued. “We leave Tuesday morning and return Friday. You will therefore pack for three nights. Business attire during the day, something appropriate for dinners in the evening. Claire already has the itinerary and accommodation details.”

Sophie leaned slightly towards Mia. “Three nights away.”

Mrs Hanson looked at her.

Sophie straightened. “Sorry.”

“You may become excited later.”

“Yes, Mrs Hanson.”

Mrs Hanson turned towards Jennifer. The change in her expression was slight, but enough to make Jennifer’s stomach tighten. “And that brings us to another matter.” Jennifer felt Claire stiffen beside her. Mrs Hanson sat back in her chair and studied Jennifer for several uncomfortable seconds. “You were originally sent here for a two-week temporary assignment.”

“Yes, Mrs Hanson.”

“I have been very impressed with your work.”

Jennifer blinked. Praise from Mrs Hanson was apparently as rare as an ostrich hand-gliding in a tutu.

“You are efficient, punctual and considerably better at anticipating what I require than many secretaries with years more experience. Your client manner is excellent, your written work is accurate, and you have made surprisingly few mistakes considering how little experience you had when you arrived.”

Mrs Hanson paused.

“Even if you are not quite what you seem.”

Nobody moved. Jennifer’s stomach dropped.

Claire reacted first. “Mrs Hanson, I can explain.”

Sophie started at almost exactly the same moment. “It was the agency, they made a mistake and then we thought…”

Mia added something about needing somebody urgently.

Mrs Hanson raised one hand. Three voices stopped. The silence afterwards was extraordinary. Mrs Hanson looked at them with mild irritation rather than anger. “Ladies, I have been running a law firm for thirty-one years. If you genuinely believed you had deceived me for two weeks, then I may have overestimated all of you.”

Jennifer stared at her.

Claire was the first to recover. “You knew?”

“Of course I knew.”

“From when?”

Mrs Hanson glanced at Jennifer. “Oh straight away.”

Jennifer felt heat spread beneath her makeup.

“My eyesight and intelligence remain perfectly adequate.” Sophie made a tiny choking sound which might have been suppressed laughter. Mrs Hanson continued before anyone could interrupt. “I chose not to say anything because the work was being performed satisfactorily, and I was curious to see how far this rather ridiculous charade would go.”

Jennifer glanced down at herself. Apparently quite far.

Mrs Hanson folded her hands on the desk. “What interests me rather more is that Jennifer has proved exceptionally competent. More competent, frankly, than the woman the agency originally intended to send.”

Jennifer looked up. Mrs Hanson’s gaze remained steady. “I would like to offer you a permanent position.”

For a moment Jennifer thought she had misheard. Beside her, Sophie inhaled so sharply that Claire reached across and caught her arm before she could make a noise.

“A permanent job?” Jennifer asked.

“Yes.”

The words should have triggered immediate relief. A permanent job meant rent paid. Food without counting every pound. No more agency assignments, interviews or mornings scrolling through vacancies that had already attracted hundreds of applicants.

Then Jennifer realised what else it meant.

Mrs Hanson evidently saw the understanding arrive because a small smile appeared. “There is, naturally, one condition.”

Jennifer swallowed.

Mrs Hanson’s smile became fractionally more amused. “You would remain Jennifer.”

Nobody spoke.

Mrs Hanson gestured lightly towards her. “Hanson & Co. recruited Jennifer. Jennifer has been doing the job. Jennifer has become part of my secretarial team. I have no particular interest in reorganising the office around Dave now that the present arrangement works perfectly well.”

Jennifer glanced towards Claire. Her expression was impossible to read.

Mrs Hanson continued in the same businesslike tone. “I am not expecting an answer immediately. You have had an unusual fortnight and should consider the implications properly. Take the weekend. If Jennifer arrives here on Monday morning, there will be a permanent employment contract waiting for her to sign.”

“And if Dave arrives?” Jennifer asked.

“Then I shall thank him for two weeks of excellent temporary work and wish him well.” Mrs Hanson picked up her glasses again, signalling that the meeting was almost over. “Either way, I expect an answer before nine. Claire, give everyone the Bournemouth itinerary. And Sophie, if you explode before leaving my office I shall reconsider taking you to the convention.”

Sophie pressed both lips together. The four of them made it into the corridor. The door closed. Sophie screamed silently.

She threw both arms around Jennifer. “She offered you the job!”

Mia joined the embrace from the other side while Claire stood laughing. Jennifer found herself trapped between them, bewildered and slightly breathless.

“I haven’t accepted it.”

“You’re going to,” Sophie insisted.

“I said I haven’t accepted it.” Jennifer looked towards Claire for support and found none.

Instead, Claire said, “We’re going out tonight.”

“We go out every Friday.”

“Tonight we’re celebrating.”

Jennifer stared at her.

By half past five, work had become impossible. Sophie had spent most of the final hour planning the evening and almost none of it pretending otherwise. The women had apparently anticipated some form of Friday shindig because three garment bags appeared from the storage cupboard after Mrs Hanson left for the weekend.

Jennifer looked suspiciously at Claire. “You brought me a dress?”

“We all brought dresses.”

They changed in the office after locking the main doors. Sophie wore a fitted red dress that suited her hair, Mia chose dark blue and Claire emerged in sleek black, the dress simple but elegant enough to make Jennifer stare for slightly too long.

Claire noticed.

Jennifer’s dress was soft green, fitted through the waist, with a skirt that fell just above her knees. New black heels and sheer tights completed it. She stood at the mirror doing her own makeup while Sophie worked beside her, and the ease with which she applied foundation and eye shadow would have been unimaginable two weeks earlier.

When she inserted pearl drop earrings, Claire appeared behind her. “Those suit you.”

Jennifer touched one lightly. They did.

The first bar was busy and noisy, exactly what Sophie wanted. They claimed a table, ordered wine and immediately toasted Jennifer’s job offer despite her repeated insistence that she had not accepted it.

After the second glass, the distinction became harder to defend.

Jennifer was happy. She had spent two weeks expecting to endure femininity for the sake of a pay cheque and discovered instead that she liked almost everything surrounding it. The clothes, the ritual of getting ready, the companionship with the other women and even the strange pleasure of being seen as Jennifer had become woven together.

Returning to Dave on Monday no longer felt like returning to normal. It felt like ending something.

Their evening moved from one bar to another until Sophie announced that she knew somewhere better and led them down a narrow side street towards a venue Jennifer had never visited. The sign above the entrance was discreet. Inside, the clientele answered the question.

Jennifer looked around at groups of women talking, drinking and dancing beneath soft coloured lights. Some were couples, others larger groups. The atmosphere was lively without the aggressive edge she associated with crowded Friday-night bars.

She leaned towards Claire. “Is this a lesbian bar?”

Claire smiled. “You worked that out quickly.”

“Wow, I’ve never been to a lesbian bar before.”

“Sophie brings everyone here eventually.”

Across the room Sophie raised her glass as though she had somehow heard.

They found another table, ordered drinks and spent the next hour talking about anything except Monday. Jennifer was grateful for that. Every time she thought about Mrs Hanson’s contract, her mind divided into competing voices. It was absurd. It was what she wanted. The change would be just too cataclysmic. What would she tell her family?

Later, when the music slowed, Claire stood and held out her hand.

“Dance with me.” Jennifer looked towards the dance floor. Several couples were already moving together beneath the low lights.

Claire kept her hand extended. “Come on.”

Jennifer took it.

The music was a slow ballad, gentle enough that nothing complicated was needed. Claire placed one hand lightly at Jennifer’s waist while Jennifer rested hers against Claire’s shoulder. At first she felt self-conscious, acutely aware of the dress, heels and women moving around them. Then Claire drew slightly closer and the rest of the room became less important.

“You’re quiet,” Claire said.

“I’m thinking.” Jennifer smiled. “Apparently I have a major life decision to make.”

“Have you decided?”

“No.”

Claire studied her face. “Do you want the job?”

“Yes.”

The answer came too quickly to disguise. Claire smiled. “That sounded fairly definite.”

“The job isn’t the difficult bit.”

“No.”

Jennifer looked past her towards the bar, where Sophie and Mia were watching with suspicious interest. “I’d be living as Jennifer.”

“Yes.”

Jennifer gave her a look. “Mrs Hanson was fairly specific.”

“She controls the office, not your entire life.”

“That’s reassuring.”

Claire laughed softly, then became more serious. “But perhaps you should stop asking what Mrs Hanson expects and ask what you want.”

Jennifer looked down briefly. The green skirt moved between them as they swayed. “I don’t know.”

“I think you do.”

Jennifer met her eyes again. Claire’s expression was gentler than usual. “You’ve been happy this week.”

“I have.”

“You’ve been comfortable.” Jennifer nodded. “You like the clothes.” Claire raised an eyebrow.

“Most of them.”

“And you like being Jennifer.”

Jennifer looked towards the dance floor again, then around the room. Nobody was staring. Nobody seemed remotely interested in questioning who she was supposed to be. She was simply another woman dancing with another woman on Friday night.

“Yes,” she said eventually. “I think I do.”

Claire smiled. “There you go.”

“That doesn’t solve where I live. I can’t keep sleeping on your sofa forever.”

“You can stay with me.”

Jennifer laughed. “Permanently sleeping on somebody’s sofa isn’t exactly the future I had in mind.”

“You wouldn’t be sleeping on the sofa.”

Jennifer’s smile faded. Claire had moved closer. For several seconds Jennifer simply looked at her. “Oh.”

“Yes. Oh.”

“You mean…”

Claire did not let her finish. The kiss was gentle. Nothing theatrical, nothing dramatic. Just Claire leaning in and pressing her lips softly against Jennifer’s. For the first second Jennifer froze. Then she kissed her back, melting almost.

Somewhere behind them came an unmistakable cheer. Jennifer pulled away just enough to look towards the table.

Sophie and Mia were grinning like idiots, glasses raised.

Sophie called across the room, “About bloody time!”

Several nearby women laughed.

Jennifer’s face burned. Claire rested her forehead lightly against hers. Another clink of glasses came from the table.

Jennifer looked at Claire again.

Monday morning suddenly seemed much closer.

But for the first time, the idea did not frighten her quite so much.


More Feminine Transformations from Emma LaVerne

If you enjoyed watching Dave become Jennifer, settle into her new office life and discover that the hardest part of the transformation might be deciding whether she ever wants to go back, there are plenty more stories waiting for you from Emma LaVerne.

The Feminine Transformation Short Reads series brings together complete transformation stories designed to be enjoyed in one sitting. Each book follows a different route into femininity, from reluctant makeovers and secret dressing to maid training, public outings, workplace transformations and women who have very definite ideas about what should happen next.

Look out for The Bridesmaid Problem, where one missing bridesmaid creates a very unexpected replacement; Saturday Maid, in which a careless boyfriend discovers that joking about housework can have consequences; Her Lingerie Drawer, where a secret fascination with satin and lace is discovered by the one person who could change everything; The Team’s New Girl, following a young man who gets far more than he bargained for after being caught near a women’s hockey changing room; Night Shift Girl, where an empty department store allows a shy security guard to discover Sarah; and Trapped in Pink Satin, where a fancy-dress party becomes the beginning of an altogether more permanent life in a maid’s uniform.

And if you prefer longer stories with more room for the transformation to unfold, explore Emma LaVerne’s Feminine Transformations series. These books take the makeover further, with changing relationships, new identities, feminine training, confident women and characters who slowly discover that the person staring back from the mirror may suit them better than expected.

Expect satin, lace, stockings, heels, makeup, maid uniforms, office dress codes, public transformations and plenty of those dangerous little moments when pretending begins to feel surprisingly real.

Search Emma LaVerne on Amazon to discover the complete collection.

One Transformation Is Never Quite Enough

Sometimes it starts with a job.

Sometimes with a dare.

Sometimes with a dress someone else has already chosen.

And sometimes the biggest surprise is discovering that becoming her feels far easier than going back.
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