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	It had started the summer after high school. Dez was not the first guy Kristen had ever put into a dress. He was not even the first one she had done it to against his will, but he was the transition point, the first one who turned it from an afternoon of teasing or a few days of after-school cruelty into something constant and growing.

	 

	By then, Kristen had not met Sarah yet. That summer, Trish was her accomplice. They chose Dez because he was arrogant, because he needed humbling, and because he had spent four years acting like being a starting point guard made him untouchable. He was only five-ten, but he carried himself like the whole school belonged to him, and the fact that he was going to the same college as Trish in the fall made him too useful to ignore.

	 

	By the end of the summer, Dez was less of a jock and more of a feminized lady's maid, secretary, errand girl, and whatever else Trish needed him to be. Brandy became useful almost by accident at first, then indispensable, then something close to a campus legend once Trish learned how to show her off at parties. Seven years later, Brandy was refined, obedient, and completely loyal to Trish, but it had not started that cleanly.

	 

	Back then, the girls had no idea what they were doing. They were crude, impatient, and wildly inefficient, but they were effective. That summer was blackmail, restraints, ugly makeup, cheap dresses, humiliating errands, and increasingly strict rules scribbled down after midnight because Kristen and Trish kept discovering new ways to make Dez smaller. Kristen almost blushed now thinking about how amateurish it had all been, but God help her, she had loved it.

	 

	She had found a part of herself that summer she had not known was there. It was not just the clothes or the makeup or the look on a guy's face when he realized the dress was not coming off yet. It was the slow stripping away of every little thing he thought protected him, every habit and gesture and scrap of masculinity he had mistaken for armor. Once Kristen understood that, she could never quite go back.

	 

	At eighteen, when she left for college, she carried Brandy with her like a secret trophy. Other girls arrived on campus with photos from graduation parties or memories of beach trips. Kristen arrived knowing that a boy who had once strutted through high school as if the floor belonged to him was now answering to Brandy whenever Trish snapped her fingers.

	 

	At first, Kristen studied casually. Makeup tutorials. Hair videos. Fashion blogs. Drag queen transformation clips watched late at night with the volume low and a notebook open beside her laptop. She was not interested in stage glamour for its own sake. She wanted the mechanics. Contour, brows, padding, posture, wigs, shapewear, color, fabric, lighting. She wanted to know how to hide a jaw, soften a mouth, narrow a waist, build hips, and make a man stare at his own reflection long enough to stop laughing.

	 

	Then she began learning the other side of it. She took self-defense classes freshman year and told everyone it was for safety. That was true enough, but it was not the whole truth. Kristen liked knowing how to stay calm when someone larger than her got angry. She liked learning where balance lived in the body and how easily it could be taken away. Later came a little grappling, a little restraint work, and enough practical knowledge to understand that control was not always about strength. Most men gave up long before they had to. They gave up when panic started making them look ridiculous.

	 

	By twenty, she had started thinking of feminization as a craft. Clothes were not clothes anymore. They were tools. A tight skirt changed how a man sat. Heels changed how he walked. Stockings made him aware of his legs. Earrings made every turn of the head feel staged. Lipstick made him afraid of touching his mouth. A purse gave his hands somewhere humiliating to go.

	 

	Kristen learned to build outfits like traps.

	 

	She learned what looked cheap and what looked convincing. She learned the difference between making a man look ridiculous and making him look possible. Ridiculous was easy. Possible was dangerous. A man could recover from being laughed at in a bad wig. It was much harder to recover from seeing a believable woman in the mirror and knowing other people might believe her too.

	 

	By twenty-two, she had become good with people. That mattered more than the clothes. Every man had a different weak spot, and Kristen learned not to use the same key twice just because it had opened one lock. Some were trapped by girlfriends. Some by rivals. Some by photographs. Some by pride. Some by the simple horror of admitting that they had already gone too far to pretend it had never happened.

	 

	She learned how to speak to stylists, clerks, receptionists, bored women at parties, and the occasional amused roommate in a way that made them curious before they became suspicious. A bad boyfriend. A lost bet. A punishment. A private dare. A nervous first time. A little secret that needed encouragement. Women loved a context they could understand, and Kristen became very good at giving them one.

	 

	She also learned shame. Not in herself. In men. She learned where it lived and how it moved, and she learned that a man would endure almost anything if the alternative was explaining why he was afraid. Humiliation lasted longer when it was witnessed. Guilt was cleaner than rope. The right audience could become a lock no man wanted to test.

	 

	By twenty-five, seven years after that summer with Dez, Kristen no longer thought of herself as improvising. She had methods now. She had contacts. She had salons where someone would understand the assignment, boutiques where clerks knew not to ask too many questions, and friends like Trish who had seen what a finished project could become.

	 

	Brandy had been the beginning. Crude, messy, thrilling, and amateurish. The ones after Brandy taught Kristen refinement. One taught her the value of photographs. Another taught her how quickly posture could break a man's confidence. Another showed her that a feminine name, used consistently enough, could start to feel less like a joke and more like a fact everyone else already accepted.

	 

	Most of all, Kristen learned that the dress itself was never the victory. The victory came later, when he adjusted the hem without being told, checked his lipstick before denying he cared, or chose the earrings that matched because some trained, miserable part of him knew the wrong pair would look worse. It was not shouting. It was not brute force. It was not even blackmail by itself. The real power was making him participate, making him correct himself before she had to, making him hear her voice in his head when she was not even in the room.

	 

	That was why Paul interested her so much. He had been so ordinary in his confidence, so sure that being a husband and a man gave him a fixed place in the world. Now he was Jenna, or close enough that the distinction was becoming difficult to defend. He had smooth legs, shaped brows, painted nails, a name waiting for him, and a wife who thought supporting him might save their marriage.

	 

	Kristen could feel the old thrill moving through her again, sharper and cleaner than it had been with Brandy. This time she knew what she was doing. Brandy had taught her what was possible. The others had taught her patience. Paul had given her something better than either one, a wife who wanted to help and a new name he was already afraid to hear.

	 

	***

	 

	Kristen found him in the sitting room after Sarah went upstairs to change. Paul had taken the far end of the small sofa, his knees pressed together, one ankle tucked behind the other because the skirt rode up if he forgot. The black top hugged him too closely, the stockings made his legs look smooth and deliberate, and the heels kept his feet pointed even while he sat. He had not touched the earrings, though they swung every time he turned his head, because Kristen had already slapped his hand away twice and told him girls did not fidget with accessories.

	 

	She looked almost aggressively comfortable by comparison. Jeans, soft T-shirt, bare feet tucked under her as she dropped into the chair across from him like she owned the room. Her hair was loose, her face mostly bare, and the casualness of it made him feel even more ridiculous. She got to look like herself. He had to sit there polished, perfumed, shaved, shaped, painted, and renamed.

	 

	Kristen settled into the chair across from him and took her time looking him over, her smile growing as her gaze reached his legs.

	 

	"Oh, Jenna," she said softly. "Those legs." Paul's knees pressed together at once.

	 

	Kristen laughed. “See? That's what I mean. You know exactly what I'm looking at. Smooth as silk, crossed so carefully, with that little skirt barely covering enough to let you pretend you're modest." She leaned back, enjoying herself. “The stockings make them look even softer, and the heels do all the rest. They stretch your calves, point your toes, and make you sit like a nervous girl on her first date.”

	 

	"Stop calling me that."

	 

	"Calling you what? A girl?" Kristen's eyes flicked down again. “Look at yourself, Jenna. A miniskirt, sheer stockings, pretty heels, shaved legs, scarlet toes. If anyone walked in right now, they wouldn't wonder what happened to Paul. They'd wonder why this pretty brunette looks so embarrassed to be caught showing off her legs. Honestly, Paul, this is almost unfair.”

	 

	He did not answer.

	 

	"No, really." She leaned back, smiling with lazy satisfaction. "You're already helping. You sit carefully. You hold your hands differently. You notice when the skirt moves. That's the part you don't want to admit."

	 

	"I'm sitting like this because you made me wear it."

	 

	Kristen laughed softly. “That's what you keep missing. No one else knows that."

	 

	Paul looked toward the stairs, but Sarah was still out of sight.

	 

	Kristen followed his glance and smiled wider. "Sarah doesn't see me making you do anything. She sees Jenna trying. Nervous, brave, guilty, and desperate to be accepted."

	 

	His mouth tightened. "I'm not Jenna."

	 

	"You might want to tell your reflection that." Kristen nodded toward the dark television screen across the room, where his outline was faint but visible. "Because from here, I'd say Jenna is winning."

	 

	Paul hated himself for looking. The reflection was blurred, but it was enough. The black top, the short skirt, the crossed legs, the white earrings, the soft hair around his face. Nothing about it was easy to dismiss anymore.

	 

	Kristen saw the moment land. Her voice softened, but not kindly. "That's the scary part, isn't it? You don't look like a man being humiliated for a few hours. You look like a woman trying not to admit how well everything fits."

	 

	"I don't want this."

	 

	"Who would believe that?" Kristen asked.

	 

	Paul looked back at her.

	 

	She spread her hands, almost amused by how obvious it was. “You went to the spa. You let them wax you. You let Amber shape your brows, cut your hair, do your makeup, polish your nails, and send you home looking like this. You came inside without confessing. You let Sarah call you beautiful. Now you're sitting here in stockings and heels, waiting for your wife to come back downstairs so you can ask her to call you Jenna."

	 

	"You know why."

	 

	"I do." Kristen's smile sharpened. “But no one else has to."

	 

	Paul's hands curled on his thighs, scarlet nails catching against the sheer fabric of the stockings. He noticed the color and relaxed his fingers at once, but Kristen noticed that too.

	 

	"See?" she said. “Even your hands give you away now. You're careful with them. You notice them. You can't stop noticing them."

	 

	"Stop."

	 

	"No." Kristen sat forward, elbows on her knees. "You need to understand where you are. If you tell Sarah this was all fake, she'll remember you standing there in lingerie and letting her feel sorry for you. She'll remember buying dresses, taking care of you, worrying about hurting your feelings. She'll remember how relieved she felt when you accepted Jenna."

	 

	Paul swallowed.

	 

	“And if you tell anyone else?" Kristen continued. "Friends, family, whoever you think will rescue you? What are they going to see? A man trapped by a lie, or photos of you looking exactly like this?"

	 

	He looked away.

	 

	"That's what I thought.” Kristen's voice dropped into something colder. “You're not trapped because I'm forcing you into dresses. You're trapped because the dresses work. The makeup works. The name works. Sarah wants to believe it, and every time you cooperate, you give her more reason to."

	 

	Paul's voice came out low. “You ruined my life.”

	 

	Kristen stood and crossed the room, stopping close enough that he had to look up at her. She reached down and adjusted one of his earrings with insulting tenderness, then brushed a curl away from his cheek.

	 

	"No, Jenna," she said. "I gave you a life people will believe."

	 

	He stared at her, furious and helpless.

	 

	Kristen smiled down at him, perfectly relaxed in her comfortable clothes while he sat there dressed like her project.

	 

	"Now fix your face," she said. "Sarah will be back in a minute, and nobody likes a sulky girl."

	 

	Paul looked at Kristen, and she gave him one small, warning look. This was the moment. He knew it before she moved her eyes toward Sarah. He knew it from the way Kristen's smile faded into expectation. He knew it from the cold little pressure building behind his ribs, and by the time he turned back to his wife, the question already felt less like a choice than a line he had been rehearsing all day.

	 

	"Sarah," he said.

	 

	Her attention returned to him fully. "Yes?"

	 

	He looked down at their joined hands, his scarlet nails resting against her plain ones. For a second, he could almost believe he was watching someone else do it. Some nervous, polished, humiliated woman standing in his living room in stockings and heels, asking his wife to make the lie official.

	 

	"I was wondering," he said carefully, "if maybe you could start calling me Jenna."

	 

	Sarah blinked, and the room went quiet in a way that made the refrigerator hum sound too loud. Paul felt Kristen behind him, still and delighted, but Sarah only stared at him with surprise softening into concern.

	 

	"Jenna?" she asked.

	 

	Paul nodded. His throat felt tight. “Amber and Kristen helped me think of it. I know it probably sounds stupid."

	 

	"No," Sarah said at once. “No, it doesn't sound stupid.”

	 

	"It's just..." He made himself look at her. “Paul doesn't really feel right anymore. Not if I'm trying to be honest about all this."

	 

	Sarah's eyes grew wet, and Paul almost hated her for being moved. If she had laughed, he could have hated her cleanly. If she had recoiled, he could have used that. Instead, she looked like he had trusted her with something fragile.

	 

	"Thank you for telling me," she said.

	 

	Paul's smile trembled. “So you'll try?”

	 

	"Of course I'll try." Sarah let out a nervous little breath. “It may take me a little while to get used to it. I don't want to mess up and hurt your feelings."

	 

	"You won't," he said quickly.

	 

	"I might,” Sarah said, giving him a small, apologetic smile. “But I'll try. If this is part of you, then I want to respect it.”

	 

	Part of you. The words went through him worse than any threat Kristen had made, and when Sarah stepped closer to hug him, he stiffened for half a second before remembering himself and hugging her back. The earrings brushed against her cheek. His perfume mixed with her shampoo. His skirt pressed awkwardly against her jeans, and his polished nails rested against her back like they belonged there.

	 

	"I'm proud of you, Jenna," Sarah whispered.

	 

	His eyes opened over her shoulder. Kristen was standing behind Sarah, perfectly silent, her arms folded across her soft T-shirt. She looked from Sarah to him, then slowly winked, and Paul held Sarah tighter because he had nowhere else to put his hands.

	 

	***

	 

	In the weeks that followed, Paul went into the office less and less. He still left the house in the morning dressed like a working professional, suit, tie, men's shoes, the old costume of a life that was shrinking by the day. Sarah saw him kiss her goodbye and head out as Paul, which was all that mattered. Once she was gone, he circled back home, took off the suit, and became Jenna again before the house had even finished settling around him.

	 

	He did not change back before Sarah came home. That was the useful part. Since Paul always got home before she did, Sarah simply assumed he had come in, relaxed, and changed into something more comfortable. Kristen made sure he treated that assumption like a gift. By the time Sarah walked through the door, Jenna had been dressed, made up, perfumed for hours, and ready to greet her with a nervous little smile.

	 

	Paul learned to sell it. He showed Sarah the dress he was wearing, turned carefully when she asked, lifted one foot to show the shoes, and laughed as if he were still surprised by how much he liked all of it. Sometimes he gushed over a skirt or a pair of earrings with such bright, practiced enthusiasm that Sarah looked almost proud of him.

	 

	Before long, he was spending nearly twenty-three hours a day as Jenna. The few times he wore men's shoes, they felt strange on his feet, heavy and blunt in a way stilettos had once felt impossible. He was surviving, at least from one day to the next, but survival was starting to look suspiciously like surrender.

	 

	What frightened him most was that this was something no longer limited to his marriage. Every day he stayed home made him less visible at work, less present in meetings, less like the man his office expected him to be. Jenna was taking up the house, the mirror, Sarah's sympathy, and now, piece by piece, his career.

	 

	One morning, Kristen had Jenna standing in front of the hallway mirror with one hand resting lightly at his waist and the other holding a coffee mug he was not allowed to drink from until Kristen approved his voice.

	 

	"Again," Kristen said from the sofa.

	 

	Jenna closed his eyes for half a second, then opened them before Kristen could snap at him for hiding. “Good morning, Sarah. Do you want me to start coffee?"

	 

	"Too breathy," Kristen said. “You sound like a cartoon secretary trying to seduce a filing cabinet."

	 

	Jenna's face flushed under the light makeup Kristen had insisted on before breakfast. "I don't know what you want.”

	 

	"Yes, you do." Kristen leaned back on the couch in jeans and a sleeveless burnt orange top, grinning at him with open delight. "I want natural. I want pleasant. I want someone who doesn't sound like he's apologizing for existing every time he opens his mouth."

	 

	Jenna tried again. “Good morning, Sarah. Do you want me to start coffee?"

	 

	"Better," Kristen said. “Not good, but better. Now say, 'Hi, this is Jenna.""

	 

	Jenna looked at her in the mirror. "Why?"

	 

	"Because you need the practice."

	 

	That was usually the answer now. Jenna hated how often it was enough. He shifted his weight carefully in the heels, smoothed the front of the dress without thinking, and made himself say it in the softer, higher voice Kristen had been drilling into him for days.

	 

	"Hi, this is Jenna."

	 

	Kristen smiled. "Again."

	 

	Jenna had just opened his mouth when his phone buzzed on the side table.

	 

	He looked down and saw Sue from HR on the screen.

	 

	For one second, the old reflex came back. Work. Office. Professional tone. Paul's life, or what was left of it, calling from the other side of the glass. He reached for the phone before Kristen could say anything.

	 

	"I need to take this," he said.

	 

	Kristen's eyebrows lifted, amused by the sudden businesslike firmness, but she did not stop him. Jenna took the phone with hands that suddenly felt cold despite the scarlet polish on his nails. Sue was the HR director at his company, but she was not like most HR people he had known. She was well-liked because she did not bury every conversation under procedures and legal language. She did her job, but she did it like a thoughtful human being, the kind of person who would close her office door, offer coffee, and talk to you like the problem mattered because you mattered. That was what made seeing her name so frightening.

	 

	He answered just before the call went to voicemail, forcing his voice lower and steadier than it had been all morning. "Hello?"

	 

	There was a pause on the other end, short enough to be ordinary and long enough to kill him. “Hi, Jenna.”

	 

	His side of the conversation went silent, but Kristen's eyes widened with delighted understanding at the confused and terrified look on her sissy's face.

	 

	Sue's voice came again, warmer this time, gently careful. "Jenna, your email was so moving I felt I should talk to you over the phone rather than sending an impersonal reply."

	 

	For a second, Jenna could not speak. Kristen could. She had one hand pressed over her mouth on the couch, her shoulders shaking with silent laughter. That was when he understood. He had not written Sue an email. He had not written HR anything. Kristen had gotten into his work account somehow, and whatever Sue had read, whatever had moved her enough to call him personally, had come from Kristen.

	 

	Jenna forced himself to breathe through his nose. "I'm sorry," he said, making his voice as even as he could. "I wasn't expecting your call."

	 

	"I know," Sue said kindly. "I didn't mean to catch you off guard. I just thought this deserved a real conversation, not one of those stiff HR replies that makes everybody feel worse."

	 

	Jenna closed his eyes. Across the room, Kristen leaned back against the sofa cushions, grinning at him with open delight. "I appreciate that," Jenna said.

	 

	"You're very brave," Sue told him.

	 

	Kristen's grin widened as Jenna stood there holding the phone, trapped between the professional voice he was trying to use and the pale pink dress, earrings, and makeup reflected in the hallway mirror.

	 

	"I know this must have taken an enormous amount of courage," Sue continued, her voice warm and careful. “Coming out at work is never easy, especially after being known one way for so long. I just want you to know that we support you completely."

	 

	Jenna's fingers tightened around the phone. “That's very generous.”

	 

	"I've already spoken with Jeff and Gary," Sue said. "Only because your email asked that management be informed before any broader transition plan, and I thought that made sense."

	 

	Jenna looked at Kristen. She gave him a small, cheerful wave, as if this were all going beautifully. "Jeff and Gary," Jenna repeated, because those were the only words he could manage without sounding like he was choking.

	 

	"They were both wonderful,” Sue said. “Really supportive. Jeff said your work has always been excellent, and Gary said the most important thing is making sure you feel comfortable and respected."

	 

	Jenna's mouth had gone dry. Jeff was his department head. Gary was his direct supervisor. Two men who had only ever known him as Paul now knew enough to be supportive of Jenna, and he still had no idea what Kristen had told them.

	 

	"That's good to hear," he said, somehow.

	 

	"So please don't worry about rushing back into the office," Sue said. "Take all the time you need working from home. We can make remote work permanent for a while if that helps, or hybrid when you're ready. There's no pressure at all."

	 

	Kristen's laughter finally escaped as a small bright sound. Jenna shot her a look, but Sue kept talking before he could move away.

	 

	"And when you are ready to start coming in again, we're all excited about meeting the new you."

	 

	The new you. Jenna stared at the hallway mirror and saw the pale pink dress, the earrings, the soft makeup, and the phone held carefully beside his face. He had been trying to sound like a man handling an awkward professional call, but the image in the mirror made the effort feel absurd.

	 

	"That's very thoughtful of everyone," he said.

	 

	"You don't have to be formal with me," Sue said gently. "I know this is personal."

	 

	"Yes," Jenna said. “It is."

	 

	Kristen mouthed something from the couch. Very personal. Jenna turned away from her before he lost his temper.

	 

	"And Jenna," Sue added, brightening a little. "I know this may not be the HR thing to say, but I'm so jealous of your eyes. You look amazing."

	 

	His skin went cold. "My what?"

	 

	"Your eyes," Sue said. "That eye makeup is gorgeous on you. Honestly, the pictures were beautiful. You looked happy."

	 

	Kristen was laughing again now, not even trying very hard to hide it. Jenna lowered the phone just enough to glare at her, then caught himself and brought it back to his ear before Sue could wonder why he had gone quiet.

	 

	"What was in the email?" he asked.

	 

	There was a small pause. "I'm sorry?"

	 

	He heard how wrong it sounded the moment the words left his mouth. "I mean, I sent it late. I was emotional. I'm trying to remember exactly what I said."

	 

	"Oh," Sue said, understanding at once. "Of course. That makes sense. Honestly, I'd rather not paraphrase something so personal back to you and risk getting it wrong. You should reread it when you're ready. It was beautifully written."

	 

	Jenna looked at Kristen again. She smiled like a girl waiting for a surprise party to begin. "I'll do that," he said.

	 

	"And please know you can call me directly anytime," Sue said. "We'll update your preferred name internally for now, and we can talk about email, ID, payroll, benefits, whatever you want to do next. No rush. One step at a time."

	 

	Jenna could barely hear past the blood rushing in his ears. "Thank you, Sue."

	 

	"You're welcome, Jenna. And really, congratulations. I'm happy for you."

	 

	The call ended. For a moment, Jenna stood perfectly still with the phone in his hand. Kristen sat on the couch, legs tucked under her, watching him with the bright, expectant pleasure of someone who had just handed him a wrapped gift.

	 

	He opened his work email with fingers that did not feel steady. The sent folder took forever to load, then there it was, a message to Sue with a subject line so soft and earnest that he almost dropped the phone.

	 

	A personal update.

	 

	Jenna opened it. He read the first paragraph, then the second, then stopped because he could not make himself understand that anyone at work had seen those words and believed he had written them. It sounded girlish, grateful, nervous, and painfully sincere. It talked about finally accepting Jenna as part of himself. It thanked the company for giving him space while he adjusted. It said he hoped people would be patient with him as he found the courage to bring his whole self to work.

	 

	Then he saw the attachments. Pictures. Not the worst ones. That was almost worse. Kristen had chosen carefully. Jenna in the black top and skirt, sitting with his legs crossed and his makeup soft. Jenna after the salon, eyes wide under shaped brows. Jenna smiling in the hallway mirror with lipstick, earrings, and a dress Sarah had praised the night before. Not ridiculous. Not obviously coerced. Pretty enough to make Sue jealous of his eyes.

	 

	Jenna looked up slowly. Kristen smiled from the couch. "You sent this," he said.

	 

	"Technically, you did."

	 

	"You broke into my work email."

	 

	"Borrowed," Kristen said cheerfully. "And I did a beautiful job, by the way. Sue sounded very moved."

	 

	Jenna's voice shook. "Jeff and Gary saw it."

	 

	"They sounded supportive."

	 

	"My job."

	 

	"Exactly." Kristen stood and crossed toward him, still smiling. “That was the problem, wasn't it? You were starting to worry work might pull you back into being Paul. All those meetings, all those office clothes, all those people expecting the old version of you."

	 

	He stared at her.

	 

	Kristen reached out and tapped one scarlet nail against the phone screen, right beside the email she had sent in his name. "Now you won't have to worry about your job getting in the way. Now, let's get lunch."

	 

	***

	 

	The restaurant was busier than Jenna expected, all low conversation, clinking glasses, and women laughing over salads and white wine. Kristen walked in like she belonged there, one hand light on Jenna's back, guiding him forward before he could decide whether to hesitate. He felt too visible the moment they crossed the threshold, the pale pink dress catching the light, the heels clicking under him, the earrings moving against his neck with every careful step.

	 

	He saw the two women before Kristen said anything. One was a tall redhead in a fitted black dress, sheer stockings, and high heels, polished so completely that she looked almost unreal in the middle of an ordinary lunch crowd. The other was a pretty blonde in a black top, pink shorts, and white sneakers, relaxed and smiling as if she had been waiting for the best part of her day to arrive.

	 

	"Kristen!" the blonde said.

	 

	Kristen's face lit up, and she left Jenna standing there while she hugged the blonde tightly. They kissed cheeks, laughing softly, the kind of greeting that made Jenna feel even more stranded in the middle of the restaurant. Then the blonde's attention slid past Kristen and settled on him.

	 

	"Oh," she said, drawing the word out with delighted interest. "This must be her."

	 

	Jenna's face warmed at once.

	 

	Kristen glanced back at him with a smile that told him not to disappoint her. “Twirl."

	 

	He froze. "Here?"

	 

	"Twirl," Kristen repeated, still smiling, but with enough steel under it that Jenna knew better than to make her say it a third time.

	 

	The restaurant did not stop, but enough people were close enough to notice. Jenna could feel eyes moving toward him as he turned carefully in the heels, the pink dress shifting around his thighs, his hands lifting slightly because he did not know where else to put them. By the time he faced them again, the blonde was grinning and the redhead was studying him with calm, practiced interest.

	 

	"Trish," Kristen said, "this is Jenna."

	 

	The blonde's smile brightened.

	 

	Kristen tilted her head, pretending to catch herself. "Sorry. Miss Trish to you."

	 

	Jenna swallowed. "Hello, Miss Trish."

	 

	Kristen sighed as if embarrassed by him. “I'm sorry. I haven't taught him how to curtsey yet."

	 

	"That's all right,” Trish said, stepping closer. She looked him over without hurry, starting at his hair and makeup, then moving down over the dress, the legs, the shoes, and the careful way he kept his shoulders drawn in. “He's really coming together, especially after such a short period of time."

	 

	Jenna did not know whether that was better or worse than being laughed at.

	 

	Trish circled half a step, inspecting him the way Amber had at the salon, but with less professional distance and more personal amusement. "Some guys are just built for this," she said. "They fight and fight, but once you get the hair right and put them in something pretty, you can see it. They're barely guys at all."

	 

	Kristen looked pleased enough to glow. "That's what I keep telling him."

	 

	"Jenna is going to look amazing when you're done," Trish said.

	 

	Heat climbed Jenna's neck and settled under the makeup. He looked down despite himself, and Trish giggled.

	 

	"And she still gets embarrassed," Trish added cheerfully. “That's adorable."

	 

	Kristen touched Jenna's elbow, not gently enough to be comfort and not hard enough for anyone else to notice. "Say thank you."

	 

	"Thank you, Miss Trish," Jenna said.

	 

	"Good," Trish said, as if he had passed the first tiny test. Then she turned slightly toward the redhead. “And this is Brandy."

	 

	The redhead stepped forward at once with smooth, practiced grace. She bent into a neat curtsey in front of Kristen, lowering her eyes in a way that made the gesture feel less like a joke than a ritual.

	 

	"Hello, Mistress Kristen," Brandy said. 

	 

	Jenna stared.

	 

	It took him a second too long to understand what he was seeing. The dress, the hair, the makeup, the stockings, the poise, the obedience. Brandy was not just Trish's glamorous friend. Brandy was like him, or like the version of him Kristen kept promising to make real. The realization opened under him so suddenly that he nearly forgot how to stand.

	 

	Brandy rose from the curtsey and looked at him with a soft, knowing smile.

	 

	Before Jenna could speak, Brandy stepped closer, placed one hand lightly against his cheek, and kissed him full on the lips.

	 

	Jenna went rigid.

	 

	The kiss was deep enough to silence him, public enough to trap him, and careful enough not to smudge either of their lipstick too badly. Around them, the restaurant kept moving, but Jenna heard Trish laugh and Kristen make a pleased little sound beside him. When Brandy finally drew back, her eyes stayed on his, warm and merciless. "Welcome, Jenna," she said softly.

	 

	Kristen's smile widened.

	 

	Jenna touched his lips before he could stop himself, then remembered the lipstick and dropped his hand at once.

	 

	Trish saw it and laughed again. "Oh, Kristen," she said. "You are going to have so much fun with her."

	 

	TO BE CONTINUED
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