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I should’ve learned a trade, like my Dad
wanted me to. I’d rather muck out a
sewage line any day than dress like a
woman. I prayed my friends would never
find out what I was doing.
“Hurry up!” Jenna snapped. “We’ve got
to get you dressed.” She handed me a
pair of sheer silk stockings. I stared at
them like they were made of snakes. “For
God’s sake, put them on,” she yelled.
They slid easily onto my shaved legs,
and felt rather nice. So that was the
attraction. Jenna hooked them to the
garter belt I’d just put on, then hiked up
my panties and adjusted my brassiere.
“The glue’s holding,” she said happily,
inspecting the seam where I ended and
the mastectomy forms began.
Jenna buttoned up the shirt I’d worn to
work that morning, then stepped into my
pants. With her short hair she didn’t look
out of place in my clothing, but it was weird to
think of my underwear next to her beautiful body.
I stood up and shook the hair extensions out of my
face. They took some getting used to. I stepped into
the silk half-slip she handed me, then slipped the
matching camisole over my head.
“Thank God we’re the same size,” she said, peering
into the mirror to knot my tie around her neck.
“Yeah, what a relief. Otherwise I’d have to, I don’t
know—wear my own clothes?”
She glared at me. “You weren’t complaining when I
got you this job.”
“I didn’t figure on this.” I looked down at my silk-
clad legs and body.
“I didn’t figure on being audited.” She shrugged.
“Head office works in mysterious ways.”

Jenna’s skirt was a tight fit, but she told me it was
supposed to be. She zipped up the back and pulled
the hem down as far as it would go. It barely
covered the tops of my stockings. The jacket was
tight across my shoulders, but the buttons met in
front and that’s all that mattered.
I stepped into Jenna’s pointy-toed black pumps and
sighed with relief. The worst was over.
“You’re not done,” she snapped, grabbing my arm.
“No woman puts on a nice suit in the morning and
then skips doing her face. You’ve got a date with a
makeover.” She pulled me out of the salon’s small
changing room.
I dug in with her heels. “About the job… Maybe I’d
be better off on welfare.”
“Too late for that. I put my neck on the line to hire
you. It’s payback time.”

Audrey was filing her nails when we got
back. “Nice figure,” she said casually, but
the amusement showed in her eyes.
“Everything fit,” Jenna said. “How much
longer do you need?”
Audrey sat me down and pulled my hair
into a loose ponytail. “Could be awhile,”
she said slowly. “I missed some of my
regulars, with the shop closed.”
“How much?” Jenna said tersely.
She let my hair go. “Another hundred.”
“Done. Make him pretty and I’ll double
it.” She headed for the door.
Audrey artfully combed out my brunette
tresses. “How’d you get yourself into this
mess, sweetie?”
I sighed. “I’ve been friends with Jenna
for a long time. She gave me a job when I
needed one. I guess I owe her.”
“Is dressing like a girl part of your job?”

She trimmed the hair across my back, just above my
bra strap, then trimmed around my ears.
“She needed a woman for the company quota. My
name sounds female, so she just ticked ‘F’ on my
employment record.” I shrugged. “Head office was
happy and I got the job.”
“What put you into ladies wear?” She sprayed my
hair all over and brushed volume into it.
“A surprise audit. I do the books, so it’s not like I
can hide. They’re expecting a woman.”
“They won’t be disappointed.” Audrey looked me
in the eye. “What’s your name, hon?”
“Stacy.” I dropped my gaze.
“That’s a pretty name.” She patted my hand. “Don’t
worry, Stacy, you have very petite features. When
I’m done those auditors won’t suspect a thing.”



2

I nodded. Passing as a woman might not be good
for my libido, but it was better than being read.
Audrey picked up a blunt syringe. “This will help
you fit in.” She opened my mouth and sprayed an
icy liquid on the back of my throat. I nearly choked.
“Keep quiet for awhile,” she warned. “You have to
let it set or your voice won’t return to normal.”
Audrey tilted the chair back. Careful to avoid my
hair and clothing, she dabbed a powerful depilatory
cream on my cheeks and throat and around my
mouth. It stung as it sank in and removed all hint of
the shadow left over from last night’s shave. She
followed up with moisturizer and a foundation
cream only a shade lighter than my old face. I
closed my eyes against a powder puff of perfumed
talc, and felt Audrey blow away the residue.
“You have the perfect cheekbones for this,” she said
as she added blush and blended the contours.
I fumbled for a response. “Er… My mother wanted
a girl.” Where did that come from?
“I can see why.” She plucked and darkened my
eyebrows, then added eyeliner and two shades of
beige shadow to open up my eyes. Waterproof black
mascara completed the job.
“Relax your mouth.” She lined the outside edge,
emphasizing the pout in my lower lip and the dip at
the top, for a more feminine shape. Crimson gloss
gave me the kind of mouth that could only belong to
a woman. It didn’t look out of place.
Audrey glanced at the clock and hurried to the front
of the salon. I saw her flip the ‘open’ sign around
and unlock the door. A moment later two well-
dressed older women walked in. “Have a seat
ladies. I just have to do Stacy’s nails.”
I stopped breathing when they took the chairs on
either side of me. “She’s adorable,” one said.
“I hope you can do the same for us,” said the other.
“I’ll do my best, but I’m no miracle worker.”

They all laughed. “There goes your tip, girl.”
Audrey finished extending the tips of my nails and
filed them smooth. She had me wave my fingers
and blow on them. The polish matched my lips.
“All done, hon.” She whisked away the cape, then
tidied my hair and added a wide barrette to hold the
thick tresses off my face.
“I’d love to look that young,” one woman said.
“You never looked like that,” her friend snapped.
I tried to look pleased. “Thank you so much,” I
cooed in a girlish voice. My hands flew up to touch
my hair. Maybe it was my imagination but I looked,
and sounded, an awful lot like my mother.
Audrey glanced at the clock and shook her head.

*
I was late getting back to the office. I wondered
how Jenna could wear clothes like this every day; I
couldn’t stop thinking about the length of her skirt,
wrapped around my own silk-clad thighs.
“Can I help you?” asked the blonde at reception.
“Abby, it’s me. Stacy,” I said softly.
She eyed me the way one woman appraises another.
“Love your outfit,” she said with a sly smile.
“Didn’t Jenna tell you?” I was still whispering.
“What? That you’re transitioning?”
“No! About the audit. Are they here yet?” I glanced
around. “They think I’m a woman.”
“I can see why.” Her grin faded. “They’re in there
now, with Jenna.”
“I’ll be in my office.” I hurried down the hallway.
At my desk, I reviewed the cash flow figures I’d put
together earlier. Overall they looked okay, we were
turning a profit, but some of the details… Jenna had
helped me a lot these last few months, but I still
wasn’t used to the accounting system. Hopefully
that wouldn’t be an issue.
Jenna stuck her head in. “They’re ready for you.”

I swayed to my feet, unsteady in her tall heels.
She touched my arm. “Nothing to worry about. Just
be yourself. Your female self.”
I followed her into the meeting room. With Jenna in
my clothing and I in hers—and with my flowing
hair next to her boyish cut—for a moment it felt like
I was the real woman and she the travesty.
But the moment passed.
“That’s Jeff and he’s Melvin,” Jenna said, pointing.
“This is Stacy.” She waved me to a seat opposite the
two men and sat down beside me.
Jeff slid a sheet of paper toward me. “Explain this,
please.” It was a financial summary spanning the
past four months, similar to the one I wrote. But the
numbers didn’t match. Hesitantly, I told them so.
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“That’s what we want you to explain,” Jeff said.
The numbers were way off, nearly half a million.
“I’m still learning the system. I guess I missed—”
“If you knew the system,” Melvin snapped, “then
you’d know that it emails raw data to head office
once a week. It took us awhile to track the source of
the discrepancy—straight to you.”
I prayed for an earthquake or a tidal wave, anything
to get me out of there, but nothing happened. “So,
uh… I guess I’m fired?”
“Give us the money,” Jeff said, “then we’ll see.”
“What money?” I glanced at Jenna.
Melvin got angry. “The money you siphoned into a
private bank account—in your name!”
“The account was emptied this morning,” Jeff said
quietly. “The money’s gone. We want it back.”
Trembling, I muttered, “I don’t—”
Jenna touched my arm. “Stacy, please. It’s over. The
police are involved now. The teller described you
perfectly, right down to your clothes.”
“My clothes?” I stared at her in disbelief. A smirk
flashed across her face before she turned away.
Melvin opened the door. “She’s all yours.”
Jenna stood aside as I was arrested by two burly
officers. I told them I was innocent, that it was all a
setup, but everybody says that.
The whole office watched them haul me away, but
how many of my coworkers knew that the woman
in handcuffs was really me?

*
They left me alone in an interrogation room, staring
at my reflection in a one-way mirror. My shoulders
slumped under the weight of my sagging hairdo. I
crossed my arms under my stuck-on breasts and
wondered what the hell had happened.
Two detectives entered the room, one of them male.
“Care to confess, freak?” he said angrily.

“Leave her alone.” The woman sat down across
from me. “You’re Stacy, right? I’m Liz.” She smiled
grimly. “I know it’s hard, but this is your last chance
to tell the truth. We know you took the money.”
I shook my head slowly. “I didn’t.”
“We know why you needed it. Your boss told us.”
She looked me in the eye. “It takes a lot of money to
become a woman, if you want to do it right.”
My jaw fell. “But I—”
“Don’t bother,” the man said. “We know you wired
the money, soon as you got it, to that fancy clinic in
Thailand. It’s gone! We can’t get it back.
That’s why you’re going to jail.”
“It—was Jenna,” I stammered. “She set me
up. She made me dress this way. Just ask
the woman at the salon. Ask Abby.”
“We spoke to those people, and others.
They confirmed you were at the salon. No
mystery there; I’m sure you wanted to look
good for the auditors. They also confirmed
that you wore that skirt suit to work today,
exactly as the teller described.”
“But—the company quota. Jenna—”
“We have the receipts,” Liz said firmly.
“Your signature at the bank, your name on
the money transfer. It’s cut and dry. You
were never going to get away with it.”
I closed my eyes and willed it all away. But
reality refused to leave the room.
“Pretty little thing like you,” the man said,
“ought’a be real popular in prison.”
I gasped. “They’ll eat me alive.”
“Yes, but there’s still the question of where
we put you,” Liz said. “We can’t send a
male to a women’s prison. However, your
boss told us that you’ve been transitioning
for a few months now, so if you were to go
ahead and have the operation—”

My eyes bugged out. “She said what?”
“—then you could serve your time,” Liz continued,
“in the company of other women.”
“Won’t be your fancy Thai clinic,” the man sneered.
“It’ll be a cut-rate local snip-job.”
I knew I was beaten. Jenna had played me perfectly
and was probably already out shopping for the new
condo that I would pay for with my manhood.
I pled guilty in exchange for a reduced sentence, but
the system got its pound of flesh from between my
legs. And I lost my job too.  
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