
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	She Moved In, Part 5

	Kylie Gable

	 

	Copyright Candy Apple Press © 2026 All rights reserved. For Mature audiences only. All characters are above the legal age.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	She Moved In, Part 5

	Kylie Gable

	 

	Paul stared at Trish's purse as if it had grown teeth. A minute earlier, it had been just another oversized handbag on the side table. Now he could not stop seeing the angle of it, the way it had been pointed toward the sofa, the way Trish had picked it up and checked the phone tucked inside with that pleased little smile.

	"That came out better than I expected," Trish said again, enjoying the way he looked at her.

	Paul pulled the pale robe tighter around himself, though it did almost nothing to cover the lingerie underneath. His mouth still felt ruined from Brandy's lipstick, and his face burned hotter every time he remembered the way Brandy had leaned close, shifted him, and made every frozen second look like something soft and willing. "Delete it."

	Trish laughed.

	Kristen did not. That was worse. She only tilted her head, studying him like a teacher disappointed that a student had missed the obvious answer. "Jenna, sweetheart, after all that effort?"

	"You said this was practice."

	"It was," Kristen said. "You need a lot of practice."

	"You recorded it."

	Trish slipped the phone back into the purse and set the bag against her hip. "It's good to see progress."

	Paul looked at Brandy, but Brandy only sat there in black lace and stockings, composed and pretty, adjusting the edge of his sheer robe as if the whole thing had been perfectly normal. That calm obedience made Paul feel worse than mockery would have. Brandy was not embarrassed by the video because Brandy did not seem to think of himself as having any right to be embarrassed.

	Kristen clapped her hands once, lightly. "All right. Up."

	Paul blinked. "What?"

	"Up," she repeated. "We're not finished."

	Trish's smile widened, and Brandy stood at once, smoothing his robe before he followed Trish toward the hall. Paul felt a tiny, desperate hope when he saw them move, because for one foolish second he thought that meant they were leaving. The hidden camera had been the point. The sofa had been the humiliation. The visit was over, and he could go upstairs, lock himself in the bathroom, and try to breathe until Sarah came home.

	Then Kristen touched his shoulder.

	"Not you," she said.

	Paul looked at her. "What else could there possibly be?"

	"Pictures."

	His stomach tightened again. "No."

	"Yes." Kristen's smile returned, gentle and absolute. “Different kind this time. Less lingerie. More professional."

	"I don't understand."

	"You don't need to." She turned him toward the stairs with one hand at his back. "Trish and Brandy are going to set up your office while I get you dressed."

	"My office?"

	"Your very pretty office," Kristen said. "The one we fixed so it wouldn't look like a divorced man's tax cave."

	"It was my office."

	"It still is." She guided him toward the bedroom before he could plant his feet. "It's just finally starting to look like Jenna works there."

	Paul looked back toward the living room. Trish was already moving down the hall, purse over one shoulder, talking to Brandy about light from the window and whether the desk chair needed to be turned. Brandy answered softly, already useful, already part of the plan. Neither of them asked Paul what he wanted, because by now all three of them treated that as decorative information.

	In the bedroom, Kristen opened Sarah's closet.

	That was worse than the lingerie.

	Paul forgot for a moment that he was standing there in pale pink lace and stockings. He forgot about the phone in Trish's purse and the sofa and Brandy's lipstick at the corner of his mouth. All he saw was Kristen sliding her hand along Sarah's hangers, moving past dresses and blouses with the casual confidence of a woman sorting through her own things.

	"No," he said, quieter this time.

	Kristen glanced back. “You say that too often for someone who keeps being wrong."

	"Those are Sarah's."

	"I know." Kristen pulled out a cream blouse with tiny pearl buttons and held it against him. "That's why they're useful.”

	Paul stared at the blouse. He recognized it immediately. Sarah wore it when she wanted to look polished without looking severe, usually with the navy skirt that made her walk a little more carefully and the heels she always complained about after dinner. He had buttoned that blouse for her once before a work dinner, his fingers at the back of her neck while she laughed and told him not to mess up her hair.

	Kristen took the navy skirt next.

	"You can't make me wear her clothes."

	"I can, actually." Kristen laid the blouse and skirt on the bed, then went back to the closet. "But I'm not just making you wear them. I'm choosing the right ones."

	"For what?"

	"For looks."

	"What looks?"

	"Professional ones," Kristen said. She pulled a fitted pale blue jacket from the hanger and smiled as if she had found the last piece of a puzzle. “Approachable. Capable. Feminine, but not silly. The kind of woman people at work would trust in a meeting."

	"I'm not a woman at work."

	"No," Kristen said, turning toward him with the jacket draped over one arm. “You're a man hiding at home while everyone at work waits to meet Jenna. So we're going to help you imagine her properly."

	He hated how reasonable she made it sound. He hated even more that Sarah's clothes made the lie feel more solid than anything Kristen had bought for him. Random dresses belonged to the trap. Sarah's blouses and skirts belonged to a real life, a life his wife understood, wore, washed, hung up, and trusted.

	Kristen made him take off the robe first. Then the lingerie came away piece by piece, replaced by Sarah's clothes with a slowness that felt almost ceremonial. The cream blouse slid over his arms, soft and familiar from years of seeing it on his wife, then Kristen buttoned it up his chest and smoothed the fabric over the shape she had given him. The navy skirt followed, snug at the waist and narrow enough that his steps would have to be smaller.

	"See?" Kristen said, stepping back. "That's already better."

	Paul looked down and felt something twist hard inside him. The outfit was not revealing. That was part of the humiliation. It was modest, neat, and unmistakably feminine, the kind of thing Sarah would wear without thinking twice because it belonged to her world. On him, it felt like trespassing.

	Kristen added Sarah's pearl earrings and a delicate bracelet from the dresser tray. Then she brought out the heels, the dark blue pair Sarah saved because they hurt but made her legs look good. Paul shook his head when he saw them, but Kristen only knelt, guided one foot in, then the other, and buckled the straps herself.

	"There," she said. “Now you look like someone who answers emails with exclamation points and gets invited to women's leadership lunches."

	"I hate this."

	"I know." Kristen took his chin and turned his face toward the mirror. "That's why your mouth is too tight."

	He looked and wished he had not. The blouse softened him. The skirt narrowed him. The earrings made the shaped brows and careful makeup look less like a costume and more like a style choice. With Sarah's jacket over his shoulders, he did not look like a pinup or a club girl or a humiliated man in lingerie. He looked like a woman who had a calendar full of meetings.

	Kristen smiled at his reflection. "Professional Jenna.”

	"Stop calling me that."

	"Should we try the floral blouse next?" she asked, ignoring him. "It's girlier, but still office. Sarah wears it when she wants people to like her."

	Paul turned from the mirror too quickly, and the heels made him catch himself against the dresser. Kristen steadied him without sympathy, then took the floral blouse from the closet and laid it across the bed with a gray pencil skirt. There were more hangers now, more pieces from Sarah's life becoming possible versions of Jenna. A cardigan with tiny buttons. A soft green blouse. A black dress Sarah wore under blazers. A scarf Paul remembered buying her for Christmas.

	“You planned this,” he said.

	“Of course I did.”

	“Sarah is going to know.”

	Kristen’s expression warmed, as if he had said something sweet. “Sarah is going to think you finally felt safe enough to try.”

	That stopped him more effectively than a threat.

	Kristen saw it and moved closer. “That’s what you still don’t understand. You think her clothes make this worse because they belong to her. Sarah will think it means you trust her. She’ll think you were trying to picture your future and that you needed a little help.”

	“I didn’t.”

	Kristen brushed a speck of powder from his cheek. “The pictures won’t say that.”

	By the time she led him down the hall, Trish and Brandy had transformed the office into something Paul almost did not recognize. The old desk had been cleared of everything that looked like him. His baseball mug was gone. The stack of old notebooks was gone. The framed print Sarah had bought and Kristen had insisted on hanging was centered on the wall, a vase of flowers sat near the laptop, and the desk lamp had been turned to throw warm light across the chair.

	Trish looked up from checking her phone and smiled. “Oh, that's good."

	Brandy stood near the window, still in his robe and stockings, holding a small reflector like he had done it a hundred times. His eyes moved over Sarah's blouse and skirt, and his expression softened with admiration that made Paul want to disappear. Brandy did not tease him. He did not need to. The simple fact that Brandy understood the outfit's purpose made it worse.

	Kristen guided Paul to the desk. “Sit."

	He sat.

	"Not like you're waiting outside the principal's office," Trish said. "Straighten up."

	Kristen adjusted his shoulders, then placed his hands on the desk, one over the other so the bracelet showed. "Relax your fingers. You're a businesswoman, not a hostage."

	Paul stared at the laptop because it was safer than looking at any of them.

	"Smile," Kristen said.

	He gave her nothing.

	She leaned close enough that only he could hear. "Jenna, if you make me drag one decent smile out of you, I'll put you back on that sofa with Brandy and let Trish fill her phone properly."

	His face changed before he meant it to. The smile came small, frightened, and bitterly pretty. Trish took the picture at once.

	"There," Trish said. "That one works."

	"It does," Kristen said. “But we need options."

	They moved him through the office like he was furniture being tested in different light. At the desk with the laptop open. Standing beside the bookshelf with Sarah's jacket buttoned. Sitting angled toward the window with a coffee mug in both hands. Leaning slightly toward the camera as if listening to a coworker on a video call. Each pose was clean, respectable, and more humiliating than anything he had done in the club because no one could laugh it away as a dare.

	Trish did not ask him to pout. Kristen did not tell him to show off his legs. Brandy did not press close or touch his waist. That would have been easier to hate. Instead, they kept telling him to look confident, approachable, polished, warm. They wanted Jenna to look like someone Human Resources would protect, someone Sarah would encourage, someone Paul's coworkers would try very hard to welcome.

	Kristen changed him twice more. The floral blouse and gray skirt came next, with Sarah's cardigan over his shoulders and a necklace Paul had given her on their anniversary. Then the final look, the soft green blouse under a fitted blazer, the one Kristen kept fussing with until every line sat right. She refreshed his lipstick, brushed his hair into place, and stood behind Trish while Trish framed the shot.

	"This one," Kristen said before the picture had even been taken.

	Paul's eyes "What?" flicked toward her.

	"Nothing." Kristen smiled. “You just look very employable."

	Trish lifted the phone. "Hands folded. Chin slightly down. Eyes here."

	Paul obeyed because he was tired, because the heels hurt, because Sarah's necklace was resting against his chest, because Brandy was watching from beside the window with that serene, trained sympathy, and because every refusal had only made the day last longer. He folded his hands on the desk and let his face settle into the expression Kristen had been teaching him for weeks. Soft enough to be feminine. Bright enough to look willing. Nervous enough that anyone who liked Jenna would want to reassure her.

	The camera clicked.

	Kristen exhaled with quiet satisfaction.

	Paul knew she liked the picture. He did not know why it mattered more than the others. He only knew that when Trish turned the screen toward Kristen, both women looked at it for a second too long, sharing a small, private smile that made his skin go cold.

	"What?" he asked.

	Kristen came around the desk and touched his shoulder. "Nothing you need to worry about."

	"That means I should worry."

	"That means you should be grateful." She looked at the photo again, then at him, standing in his wife's clothes in the office that no longer felt like his. "Most girls never get this much help becoming presentable."

	 

	***

	 

	Sarah came home a little after six, tired in the pleasant way she always looked after a day that had gone better than expected. Paul heard her key in the apartment door from the living room and immediately straightened in his chair, even though there was no reason to be sitting like a guilty child. Kristen had put the office mostly back together, Brandy and Trish were gone, and Paul had changed into a soft blue house dress that was supposed to make him look harmless.

	The problem was Sarah's closet. Kristen had returned most of the clothes to their hangers, but not perfectly, and Sarah knew her own things too well for small changes to stay invisible. The moment she went into the bedroom to change out of her work shoes, Paul heard the first small pause, not a gasp or a shout, but a quiet little silence that told him she had noticed something slightly wrong.

	"Jenna?" Sarah called.

	Paul closed his eyes.

	Kristen looked up from the sofa with calm interest, as if she had been waiting for exactly that sound. She did not hurry after him or whisper instructions, and somehow that made it worse. She only gave him one mild, expectant look, and that was enough to make him stand.

	He found Sarah at the closet, still in her blouse and skirt, holding the cream blouse Kristen had put him in that afternoon. A few more hangers had been shifted, and the navy skirt was hanging beside the gray one instead of where Sarah usually kept it. Sarah was not angry, but her expression had the careful curiosity she used when she was trying not to embarrass him.

	"Were you trying on some of my work clothes?" she asked.

	Paul felt his face heat at once. "I wasn't... I mean, it wasn't really..."

	Sarah turned from the closet slowly. "It's okay. I'm not mad."

	That made it worse. If she had been mad, he might have been able to grab onto denial, but she sounded gentle, and the gentleness made every answer feel like a confession waiting to happen. He looked at the blouse in her hand, then at the open closet, and all he could think about was standing in the office while Kristen told him to smile like a woman people at work would trust.

	"I didn't go through your things," he said, which was true in the most useless possible way. “I mean, I didn't decide to. Kristen was just... she was trying things, and someone was helping set up the office, and I didn't know why they needed so many pictures."

	Sarah blinked. "Someone?"

	"One of Kristen's friends," Paul said too quickly. "I don't know. It wasn't about that. I mean, it was mostly Kristen. She picked the clothes. I didn't pick them."

	Sarah's face softened further, and Paul realized with a sick little drop that his panic was making him sound exactly like the embarrassed Jenna she already believed in. He tried to find a firmer sentence, something that would make the whole thing clear without telling her anything Kristen would punish him for later.

	All that came out was a helpless little breath.

	Kristen appeared in the bedroom doorway behind him. "Sarah, I should probably explain."

	Paul turned toward her too fast. "No, you don't have to."

	"Yes, I do." Kristen stepped into the room with an apologetic expression so perfect Paul almost admired it. "This was my idea. I'm sorry. I should have asked you first."

	Sarah looked from Kristen to Paul. "Asked me what?"

	"I thought it might help Jenna think about going back to work," Kristen said. Her voice was warm, careful, and lightly embarrassed, as if she had made an overenthusiastic mistake for the best possible reason. "She's so frightened of everyone seeing her as Jenna that I thought maybe if she saw herself looking professional, not party-girly or dressed up for the apartment, it might make the idea less overwhelming."

	Paul stared at her.

	Kristen did not look at him. She kept her attention on Sarah, exactly where it needed to be. "Your clothes are businesslike, but still feminine. Pretty without being silly. I thought they might help her understand that she doesn't have to choose between being taken seriously and looking like herself."

	Sarah's expression changed. The concern was still there, but it was warming into something touched and hopeful. Paul could see the whole story arranging itself in her mind, every invasive detail turning into evidence that Kristen had been helping and Jenna had been too ashamed to ask.

	"Oh,” Sarah said softly. "Jenna."

	Paul swallowed. "It wasn't like that."

	Kristen lowered her eyes. "It was still wrong of me not to ask. I got carried away. We were only trying a few looks, and then we took some pictures in the office so Jenna could actually see the difference. I should have stopped and waited until you were home."

	"Pictures?" Sarah asked.

	"Just so he could see," Kristen said.

	Paul looked at her, waiting for the lie to sharpen, but it did not. That was the worst part. She had told Sarah exactly enough truth to sound harmless, and nothing in what she said would fall apart later if Sarah saw one of those pictures somewhere else. Kristen had taken pictures so Jenna could see himself looking professional. That was all Sarah needed to hear.

	Sarah came closer, studying him in a way that made Paul want to back up. "Did it help at all?"

	"No," he said, too fast.

	Kristen sighed gently. "Jenna."

	Paul caught himself, but too late. Sarah's eyes had already softened in that awful way, as if his refusal were fear instead of truth.

	"It's okay if it scared you,” Sarah said. "Going back to work would scare anyone."

	"I'm not going back like that."

	"Not tomorrow," Sarah said quickly. "I know that. Nobody's rushing you."

	Kristen's face stayed carefully neutral, but Paul felt the victory in her silence.

	Sarah touched the cream blouse in her hand, then looked back at the closet. "I actually think it was a good idea. Maybe not without asking me, but the idea itself. If you're trying to imagine what Jenna would look like at work, my clothes probably are the closest thing in the apartment."

	Paul's throat tightened. “Sarah..."

	"I'm not saying you have to wear my things,” Sarah said, mistaking his horror for embarrassment. "But I could help you. We could figure out what styles feel right. Blouses, jackets, skirts that are professional but still pretty. Shoes that don't kill your feet. Maybe some jewelry that feels like you instead of something borrowed."

	Kristen smiled faintly from behind Sarah.

	Paul saw it and hated her for it. Sarah was not just forgiving the violation. She was turning it into a project, a shared future, one where Jenna had a work wardrobe and Sarah was the loving wife helping build it. The cream blouse in Sarah's hand no longer looked like evidence of something Kristen had done to him. It looked, to Sarah, like the beginning of something brave.

	"I don't know," he said.

	"That's fine." Sarah reached for his hand, and he let her take it because pulling away would only make him look cruel. "You don't have to know yet. But I don't want you feeling like work is impossible because you think Jenna can only exist here or around Kristen. You're smart. You're good at your job. If this is who you are now, then we'll find a way for you to look like yourself and still be taken seriously."

	The words should have comforted someone. They sounded designed to comfort someone. Paul stood there in the bedroom with Sarah's hand around his, Kristen behind her, and the blouse he had worn that afternoon still draped over Sarah's arm like proof of a crime no one but him could see.

	Kristen stepped in at the perfect moment. "I really am sorry, Sarah. I should have talked to you first."

	Sarah shook her head. "I'm not upset. Honestly, I'm grateful you're thinking about this. I've been so focused on making Jenna feel safe here that I haven't really known how to help with the bigger steps."

	Paul looked down at Sarah's hand holding his. Her thumb moved gently over his scarlet nails, and he realized she had noticed those too, the polish Kristen kept perfect because every detail mattered. Sarah smiled at them, not teasing, not mocking, only moved by the version of him Kristen had taught her to see.

	"We'll do it together next time," Sarah said. "No sneaking into my closet. We'll actually plan it."

	"There," Kristen said softly. "That sounds much better."

	Paul looked at her over Sarah's shoulder. Kristen's smile was small, kind, and unreadable to anyone who did not already know what she was. Sarah squeezed his hand, pleased with the idea of helping him become brave enough for work, while Paul stood in front of the open closet and understood that even Sarah's clothes were no longer safe from becoming part of Jenna.

	 

	***

	 

	The office no longer felt like his office, even when he was alone in it. Kristen had seen to that. The little framed print above the desk, the pale storage boxes, the flowered pen cup, the soft lamp on the corner shelf, and the blush throw draped over the chair had turned the room into something tidy, feminine, and faintly smug. Even the air smelled different now because Kristen had put a reed diffuser on the bookshelf with some light floral scent that never quite went away. Paul sat at the desk in a soft knit top and skirt, staring at his monitor and pretending he was answering emails, but the room itself kept reminding him that even this space had been taken over and renamed, just like everything else.

	He heard Kristen's footsteps in the hall before she appeared in the doorway, and the smile on her face made his stomach tighten before she even spoke. She leaned against the frame in jeans and a fitted top, perfectly at ease in her own skin, while he sat there dressed as Jenna in the room she had remade for Jenna.

	"You should check the company website," she said.

	Paul looked up sharply. "What?"

	"The company website," Kristen repeated. "Your profile. Go on."

	He turned in the chair a little more fully. "Why?"

	Kristen's smile widened. “Because I think you'll want to see it."

	That was enough to bring cold dread up through him. He looked back at the screen and opened a browser, his fingers suddenly clumsy on the keyboard. Kristen came into the room and stood just behind him, one hand resting lightly on the back of the chair as if she were only keeping him company. He could feel her there while he clicked through the site, through the staff page, through the familiar layout that had once felt so ordinary he barely noticed it. Now every second seemed stretched tight with the certainty that she had done something else.

	When his profile loaded, he stopped breathing for a second.

	There it was. His name, his title, the short bio he had written months ago, and beside it one of the photos from that afternoon. Not one of the more neutral ones, either. Kristen had chosen the shot carefully. His hair was softly shaped around his face, the blazer fit neatly over the floral blouse, the lipstick was polished and just a little too pretty, and the smile was warm, professional, and unmistakably feminine. It was not a joke picture. It was not ridiculous enough to dismiss. It looked exactly like the kind of headshot a woman would choose when she wanted colleagues and clients to think she was polished, approachable, and quietly confident.

	Paul stared at it as if the image might change if he kept looking.

	"No," he said.

	Kristen gave a little hum of satisfaction. "Oh yes."

	He clicked on it, then back, then refreshed the page for no reason except panic. The photo stayed there. So did the little line of text under his name. So did the terrible calm professionalism of the whole thing, as if Jenna had always worked there.

	"You sent it in."

	Kristen bent slightly, bringing her mouth near his ear. "I did."

	Paul shoved his chair back and stood too fast. "What the hell is wrong with you?"

	"Quite a lot, apparently, but right now I'm admiring my efficiency." Kristen did not move out of his way. She looked delighted, almost glowing with it. "You should have seen your face."

	"You had no right."

	"And yet there it is." She turned and glanced at the screen as if admiring a framed portrait. “Very nice choice, don't you think. Professional, feminine, approachable. Just girly enough to make the point without looking silly."

	Paul looked back at the photo and felt something ugly twist in his chest. Everybody at work would see that. Sue would see it. Jeff and Gary would see it. Coworkers he barely spoke to would see it. People in other departments. Clients. Old clients who had known him for years. New ones who would never know there had been anything else before this. Jenna was not just a private humiliation anymore. Jenna was attached to his job, his bio, his work history, his name.

	"You can't do this," he said, though the screen in front of him proved she already had.

	Kristen folded her arms and enjoyed him. "I can. I did. And by the time you calm down enough to think of some desperate little move, it will already be old news. Everyone who matters will have seen it by tomorrow morning. Probably tonight. People click around. HR talks. Managers notice updates. Clients browsing the team page will see your pretty little face smiling back at them and think, what a lovely addition."

	Paul could not take his eyes off the screen. The worst part was that the picture looked good. It was not parody. It was not exaggerated. It looked real, and because it looked real, there was no clean way to explain it away. If he protested now, he would only sound unstable or ashamed or suddenly dishonest after the careful story that had already been put in place for him.

	Kristen saw all of that land in him and smiled with lazy pleasure. "That's what I love most about this part. At home you could still pretend there were corners left that belonged to Paul. Maybe not many, but a few. Work was one of them, wasn't it. The serious part. The safe part. The place where you were still a man in a button-down with a title and a routine and a career." She nodded toward the monitor. "Not anymore."

	Paul turned to her, furious and helpless. "You trapped me."

	"Yes," Kristen said simply. "I did."

	There was no softness in her now, no fake helpfulness for Sarah, no patient coaching voice like the one she used when she wanted him to obey prettily. This was the part she loved, the part where the trap clicked shut loudly enough for him to hear it.

	"Now you're Jenna here and Jenna there," she said. “Jenna in the apartment. Jenna in the office. Jenna in the system. Jenna on the website. You sit in your girly office and answer your little emails, and everyone who looks you up sees exactly what you are."

	"I'm not."

	Kristen laughed quietly. “You really need to stop saying that when the evidence keeps getting better.” She stepped closer and laid two fingers against his blazer lapel, smoothing it with infuriating tenderness. “Do you know how powerful this feels? Knowing that one picture, one little update, and your whole precious balance tips further my way. Knowing you can't storm into work and fix it because work already thinks this is brave and authentic and overdue. Knowing that if you panic, you only make Jenna look more real."

	Paul's hands curled into fists, then loosened again when he noticed his nails. Even that small reflex humiliated him now. Kristen's eyes dropped at once and she smiled as if he had just proven another point for her.

	"There she is," Kristen murmured. "You're never getting out of skirts, Jenna. Not really. Not after this."

	He looked back at the screen because he could not bear looking at her, and that was worse. The woman in the picture smiled back at him with neat curls, soft lipstick, and a professional little blouse borrowed from Sarah's closet. She looked settled. She looked employable. She looked like someone the company had every reason to feature.

	Kristen rested a hand on his shoulder and squeezed lightly, like a mistress congratulating herself on a successful training session. "Everybody at work will have seen her soon enough," she said. "Coworkers, clients, old contacts, new ones. And tomorrow, when you open your inbox in this pretty office of yours, you'll know exactly how complete it is. Home and work. Public and private. Paul was a problem. Jenna is much easier to manage."

	Paul stood motionless in front of the glowing screen, trapped between the profile photo and the woman behind him, while Kristen smiled at his reflection in the dark edge of the monitor and enjoyed every second of what she had done.

	Kristen let the silence stretch until Paul could not stand it.

	"What do you want from me?" he asked.

	She smiled as if he had finally asked an interesting question. "That's the fun part. I'm not sure yet."

	Paul looked at her, and the casual pleasure in her voice made his skin go cold.

	Kristen turned her attention back to the company website, studying the polished photo as if she were considering where to hang a painting. "We could start small. Maybe you make a visit to the office soon, all dolled up and nervous, just to let everyone see the new staff photo was not some brave little online-only experiment. You could wear Sarah's floral blouse again, or maybe something even prettier. A skirt that makes you think about every step. Heels loud enough that people hear Jenna coming before she reaches their desk."

	"No."

	"Or maybe we go the other direction." Kristen tapped one finger against her chin, pretending to think. "Maybe you need a consequence for being so ungrateful. We could put you back in that pink lingerie, tie you firmly to the railing, and leave you on the balcony for a while. Nothing dramatic. Just enough for you to understand how lucky you are when I keep your humiliation indoors."

	Paul's eyes widened despite himself.

	Kristen laughed softly. "Oh, that one scared you."

	"You're insane."

	"Maybe." She stepped closer, delighted by how quickly his composure had cracked. “Or maybe I'm being unimaginative. There are doctors, you know. Consultations. Forms. Payment plans. Such sweet little words. Breast implants would make your work clothes fit so much better."

	Paul's face lost all of its color, but that made Kristen laugh that much harder. Not loudly enough for the whole apartment, but enough that he knew she could not help herself. She was not planning anything in that moment. He could see that now and still not relax, because she loved that he could not tell where teasing ended and possibility began.

	"Stop it."

	"Why?" Kristen asked. “You make it so rewarding."

	Sarah stuck her head in the doorway, apparently drawn by the commotion. "Are you two having fun?"

	Kristen changed instantly. The laughter softened into a bright, harmless smile, and the hand that had been toying with the edge of his blazer dropped neatly to her side. Paul quickly tried to recover and look pleasant. Sarah came in carrying her bag and a small package from the mailroom, her hair a little wind-blown and her face tired in the ordinary way that made the whole scene feel even more impossible.

	"Everything okay?" Sarah asked.

	Kristen beamed. "Actually, yes. Come see."

	Paul gasped. "Kristen."

	"She should see it," Kristen said, already moving toward Sarah with the enthusiasm of someone sharing good news. "It's sweet."

	Sarah looked from Kristen to Paul, then toward the monitor. "See what?" 

	Kristen took her gently by the elbow and guided her into the office. "Jenna's new work picture."

	Sarah stopped beside the desk.

	For one suspended second, Paul hoped she would understand. He hoped she would see the trap, see his panic, see the way Kristen was standing just a little too close to the victory. Instead, Sarah looked at the screen, and her face opened into surprise, then warmth, then something so touched that Paul felt the last bit of air leave him.

	"Oh my God," Sarah said softly. "Jenna."

	Paul closed his eyes.

	Sarah moved closer to the monitor. "That's beautiful."

	Kristen's smile deepened. "Isn't it?"

	"It really is." Sarah leaned in, studying the photo with the same careful attention she had given his makeup after the salon. "You look so professional. And pretty. Not overdone at all."

	Paul forced himself to speak. "I didn't know they'd put it up on the website."

	Sarah turned to him, apologetic concern already softening her expression. "I know this must feel sudden."

	"That's not what I said."

	Kristen stepped in smoothly. "I think it posted faster than Jenna expected. She's overwhelmed."

	Sarah nodded at once, accepting the explanation because it fit everything she already believed. "Of course you are. I would be overwhelmed too."

	Paul stared at Kristen, but she only gave him a sympathetic look that made him want to scream.

	Sarah looked back at the photo. "That blouse works so much better on you than it ever did on me."

	Paul froze.

	Kristen's eyes flicked toward him, bright with private amusement. “You think so?"

	"I do." Sarah smiled, a little embarrassed by the admission. "I always thought it looked fussy on me. Too many tiny flowers, maybe. I'd wear it to work and spend half the day feeling like I was trying too hard." She glanced at Paul with genuine affection. "But on Jenna it looks soft. Feminine, but still businesslike."

	Kristen folded her arms lightly, her expression innocent. "That's exactly what I thought."

	Paul could not move. Sarah had no idea what she was doing to him. She had no idea that the blouse had felt like theft against his skin, that Kristen had chosen it because it belonged to her, that every compliment made the picture harder to reject. Sarah was admiring the trap because Kristen had arranged it to look like progress.

	"And the blazer helps," Kristen said. "It gives her structure."

	Sarah nodded. “Yes. That's what makes it work. The blouse by itself might be too sweet, but the blazer balances it." She smiled again, warming to the project. "Honestly, Jenna, this is a really good direction for you. We can build from this. A few blouses, a couple of skirts, maybe some jackets that are actually yours."

	Paul swallowed. “I don't want people seeing that."

	Sarah's face softened. “Honey, they already know you're Jenna now, don't they?"

	Kristen looked down, hiding the smile Paul knew was there.

	Sarah stepped closer and took his hand. “I know it's scary, but this picture makes you look like someone who can walk back into that world and still be respected. That matters. It's your new life and you should be proud to have come so far so fast."

	The sentence hit him worse than Kristen's threats. Kristen could taunt him about balconies and implants because she wanted to see him squirm. Sarah was worse because she meant every word. She believed the woman on the screen was him, and now the company website was telling the same lie with institutional calm.

	Kristen glanced at Sarah, then back at the photo. "It might actually make things easier when she does go back. People will have time to get used to seeing her this way before she walks in."

	"That's true," Sarah said, brightening. "By the time you're ready, it won't be such a shock. They'll already have seen professional Jenna."

	Paul looked at the screen again. The picture smiled back from beside his bio, wearing Sarah's blouse better than Sarah thought she had, wearing a blazer like she belonged to meetings and client calls and staff emails. Sarah squeezed his hand, Kristen watched from the side, and Paul understood that neither of them needed to raise their voices to push him further under. Now he was professional Jenna.

	The buzzer sounded from the hallway, and all three of them turned.

	Sarah blinked. “Are we expecting someone? It's kind of late. I'll go answer it."

	"Sarah," he said.

	She paused with one hand on the office doorway. "What?"

	"Nothing," he said.

	Sarah gave him a small, puzzled smile and went down the hall.

	Paul turned on Kristen. "What did you do?"

	Kristen's smile stayed soft enough that anyone else might have mistaken it for reassurance. "I didn't do anything."

	"I don't believe you."

	Paul started toward the hallway, but Kristen stepped just far enough into his path that he had to slow down. He stood there in the girly outfit she had put him in after dinner, with his company profile still open behind him, while Sarah opened the apartment door.

	Two voices came from the hall, bright and female and unfamiliar to Sarah.

	Paul knew them at once.

	Sarah's voice followed, polite but uncertain. "Can I help you?"

	Kristen looked past Paul and called out with sudden delight. "Brandy! Trish!"

	Paul closed his eyes for half a second.

	When he opened them, Kristen had already slipped around him and was heading toward the entryway like a woman greeting old friends for drinks. Paul followed because staying in the office would only make him look afraid, and because by now some awful part of him knew that refusing to enter a room never stopped the room from becoming about him.

	Trish stood just outside the door, smiling with easy confidence. She was dressed nicely but casually, in a soft sweater, fitted jeans, and ankle boots, with her blonde hair neat around her face and a simple necklace at her throat. Beside her, Brandy looked nothing like a casual visitor. The redhead was glamorous in a silky violet wrap dress that tied at the waist, with flawless makeup, delicate heels, and earrings that caught the hallway light every time he moved.

	Sarah looked from one to the other, then back at Kristen. “You know them?"

	"Of course," Kristen said, stepping forward like this was the most natural thing in the world. “This is Trish, and this is Brandy."

	Trish gave Sarah a warm smile. “Hi. Sorry to come by so late."

	Brandy dipped his head with a sweet little smile. “It's nice to meet you."

	Sarah's eyebrows lifted slightly, and Paul saw the moment she noticed Brandy in full. Not suspiciously, exactly. More like she was trying to fit the polished redhead into what she already understood about Kristen, Jenna, and the strange new shape of their apartment.

	Kristen did it for her. “They're friends."

	"Oh," Sarah said, relieved by having a place to put them. "Well, come in."

	"They weren't expected," Paul said.

	Kristen laughed lightly. "No, but I'm glad they're here."

	Trish stepped inside first, thanking Sarah as she passed. Brandy followed with perfect grace, close enough to Paul that the scent of his perfume reached him before Brandy said a word.

	"Hello, Jenna," Brandy said softly.
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