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This story is dedicated to those who get a second chance at true love.


Chapter 1

Saturday, July 4th

Independence Day

Today was July 4th, Independence Day, and I guess it suited my situation. My name is Charles Townsend and I have recently finalized my divorce from my now ex-wife, Rachael Wright. I always teased her about being my ‘Miss Right,’ but that didn’t age very well.

We’d married after I got out of college and after 5 years of misery, we lived estranged for the last 6 months, starting right after my 26th birthday. Among our other problems, Rachael really wanted children and after trying our best, both her pregnancies ended in miscarriage. She was devastated when the doctor told us we should consider adoption. In the cruelest cut of all, her mother insisted it had to be my fault and that I wasn’t man enough to give her a granddaughter. There were other things that were pulling us apart, but the fact that Cybil, her mother, absolutely hated me was a big problem right from the beginning. I thought I would be able to win her over, but I was wrong. With what should have been a warning, Rachael’s dad had given up several years earlier, divorced the old bat and moved across the country to Los Angeles.

Our divorce was amicable given we had no children and few real issues to deal with. Our pre-nuptial, something her mother insisted on, made things painless. Rachael kept living in the house, which was owned by her mother, and I was able to keep the income property I inherited from my folks. Our combined financial assets were minimal as Rachael insisted we keep all our accounts separate. This turned out good as she insisted on doing the finances and kept screwing things up. She was lousy at financial stuff and ended up with a crummy credit rating when she kept missing payments. I managed to keep my payments up to date so my rating remained good.

Rachael kept her maiden name so she didn’t even need to change her driver’s license. I did receive a message from her mother that she and Rachael did not wish to remain friends and I should look for other opportunities for holiday gatherings. Thinking back, since both of my folks were gone, courtesy of a drunk driver, we spent most holidays at her mother’s place listening to her bitch about Rachael’s father. Those were some of the worst memories of the marriage. Talk about a waste of the last five years.

It seemed like a step back into the past when I entered the door to the apartment building I owned in downtown DeKalb Illinois, my hometown. I had a dozen units with a combination of one and two-bedroom apartments. Since it’s completely paid off, courtesy of my parent’s insurance settlement, it was a good source of independence for me. It never impressed Rachael, especially the after-hours calls when something went wrong at one of the units. Her mother referred to me as a slumlord. Neither of them had ever been here.

As I unlocked the office door to check the mail, I heard a voice that I recognized at once.

“Hello Charles,” the voice called out. I turned to give a big smile.

“Hello yourself, Susan. How’s things?”

“Good, good. Hey, I heard from Denise about you and Rachael. I can’t tell you how bad that makes me feel.” Denise was a common friend of Rachael and Susan. With Rachael severing me from all her friends, I don’t think Denise will be talking to me anymore. At least she passed the message to Susan.

I struggled with how to respond. Susan was a former girlfriend and I knew her sympathies were sincere. She had lived here in one of the apartments for years and was one of my long-term tenants.

“It has been a jolt, but it’s better we split rather than continuing to make the other miserable. What about you? Still looking for Mister Perfect?”

She wrinkled her nose. “No Mister Perfect yet. A lot of Mister Ordinary and a few Mister Awful. I’m seeing a guy now, but I don’t think it’s going to last. I have a hard time competing with whatever is on ESPN. I think he fits in the awful category.”

About that time, my business cellphone started to buzz.

“I’m sorry, I probably better take this. It’s Mrs. Tracy on second floor.”

“Okay, it was great seeing you. Keep in touch,” she said, spinning and heading toward the elevator.

I punched the accept button, “This is Charles Townsend. How can I help you?” I said into the phone while I thought about my brief encounter with Susan.

—————

After helping Mrs. Tracy unclog her kitchen drain, I headed back to the office. It was a good thing I was in the building as she was expecting guests and had dinner in the oven. That plugged kitchen drain would have been a major hassle given her dinner plans. As well as being thanked and hugged a dozen times, I came away with a plate of apple pie and a bunch of red-white-and blue candies.

When I lived with Rachael, I would usually call someone out to do the drain work, especially during a holiday weekend. I figured since I was going to be in the building from now on, I might as well start doing the maintenance work myself. I had all the tools needed for routine tasks and my father and I worked together enough that I knew what to do. I would save what it cost for a service call as a holiday call-out for a plumber would not be cheap.

Mrs. Tracy was a kindly older lady who moved in after she had lost her husband three years ago. I counted myself lucky that I don’t have a lot of turn-over. Susan has been here for over five years and we have known each other since our college days. We were both in the business program at Northern Illinois University.

With the divorce leaving me homeless, it was good fortune I had a vacancy with one of my two-bedroom units. My plan is to move in next week. I would have preferred to have a one bedroom as the double would bring a bit more money, but all the singles were rented. Last week I had a painter come in and the apartment is now a fetching shade of relo-cream with a light brown commercial carpet. Not very original I admit, but it’s how the rest of the units were decorated. There were furnishings being delivered next week.

This weekend I’m staying in a hotel about a block away. If all goes according to plan, I will be in my room next week.

As I stepped into the apartment office, I groaned. The desk had a big water spot on the top and there was a rip in the fabric of the desk chair. As I sat down, the chair creaking beneath me, I had a look around the small room. On the wall opposite were the backs of the mailboxes for the individual units as well as the office door. On the right was the control box for the fire alarm system and the entrance door control. The walls to the left and directly behind the desk were white and slightly discolored. When I was with Rachael, I didn’t spend much time here and I winced at how sparse and unkept this room seemed now. As I started thinking about how to perk things up, there was a tap on the open door. My heart leapt when I saw who it was…Susan.

“Hi there, come in, come in,” I told her as I jumped up and pulled out a rusty metal chair for her to sit on. I really need to upgrade the fixtures in this room.

“Hey, I got to thinking…hummm…well, if you’re not doing anything tonight, maybe we could go together and check out the fireworks. Maybe get a drink somewhere.”

“Ahhhh…sure…that would be great! I’d love to get out and do something interesting. It’s pretty depressing hanging around in this hole of an office.”

“Will you be spending more time here now?”

“I plan to. I was thinking about doing some upgrades around the place, starting with this room.”

“What do you have in mind? I saw a Disco Ball on Craig’s List,” she said with a gleam in her eye.

“Might want to wait a bit for that, but maybe a mural on the wall behind me and some photos. Oh, and a guest chair that isn’t covered with rust”

“Those would be solid improvements.”

“Maybe a new desk chair and a calendar for the current year…” I continued, indicating the desk calendar from three years ago.

“And some better lighting,” she added, pointing up at the bare bulb hanging from the ceiling.

“Maybe I need a decorator.”

“Or a friend with impeccable taste.”

“That would also work.”

“Let’s discuss it during the fireworks.”

“That sounds great. I’m at the Hotel Davis tonight. Let me go get cleaned up and I’ll stop back in about an hour.”

“Great. Looking forward to it. See you in a bit. You know where I live,” she teased as she rose and left the room.

—————

After my shower, I stared at myself in the mirror. My longish light-brown hair was a tangle and was probably in need of a haircut. I squinted at myself with my hazel eyes, then put on my glasses to check to see if I needed a shave. Nope, my beard was really light and thin and I only needed to shave occasionally. I looked at the rest of my face and groaned about my absence of any real manly features, right down to my thin eyebrows. No bushy unibrow for me. It was strange that I had long eyelashes, something Rachael always ridiculed me about, asking me if I used mascara on them or something. Well, if I did, I would have been the only one in our household to use any makeup.

As I combed my hair, I thought about Susan. We had been very close before I got mixed up with Rachael. Susan and her didn’t mesh, as a matter of fact they hated each other, so we drifted apart during the marriage. There was the occasional call when something at her apartment needed fixing, but nothing social…all business. She did contact me once to ask if she could do some upgrades to her apartment at her expense. I told her certainly as I knew I could trust her judgement. I was anxious to see what she had done when I went there tonight since I haven’t been to her apartment since she redecorated.

She was not exaggerating when she talked about having impeccable taste. She always looked very nicely put-together. Her long brown hair carries highlights, but when she is going casual she pulls it back in a pony. She is probably about my height with well-proportioned curves. We both stand about 5 foot 7, but she makes up for it by routinely wearing heels. I’m just stuck being short. She is a bit thinner than I am, not to say that I’m fat or anything, just not all muscled up like some weightlifter. She has dark brown eyes, but I think she gets those from tinted contacts. Her makeup is always fashionable. Not a movie star, but a very pretty lady. This afternoon she was dressed simply in jeans and a blue tee shirt and wedge sandals, but still looked great.

I sorted through the clothes I had trying to come up with something to wear for the evening. What was appropriate for a fireworks show? I settled on some dark slacks, a maroon short-sleeve shirt and comfortable slip-on loafers. I doused myself with some aftershave and headed for her apartment, anxious to see where the evening would lead.

—————

On my way to her place, I started to get nervous. I hadn’t considered how quickly this got put together and what about the sports-addicted boyfriend? I wonder if he will be going to the fireworks with us. I didn’t think to ask.

I rang her bell and I heard her heels tap as she walked to the door. When she opened it, my heart leapt. She wore high-waisted skinny blue jeans with beige Laredo boots. Her top was a flirty red sleeveless blouse with a beige floral print. Her hair was down and had a bit of curl. She looked fantastic. I’m glad I dressed up a bit.

“Wow, Susan, you look stunning.” I chose to use her full name as one time she said she doesn’t really like to be called Sue. Kind of the same thing as me; I don’t like to be referred to as Charlie or Chuck.

“You like?” she said, turning around so I could see the full package. Man, she really filled out those pants.

“I do. You look incredible,” I responded without exaggeration.

“Well, you look pretty good yourself. We have a few minutes before we need to leave, would you like to see the apartment?”

“I would, yes. I want to see how someone with impeccable taste decorates.”

She gave me a cute smile and reached for my hand. That is one of Susan’s things as she is very touchy-feelie.

I was so busy looking at her when I came in that I didn’t notice the beautiful peach-colored paint in the front room. She coupled it with darker, tangerine colored tie-back curtains with white sheers. The furnishings were a beige color and covered with orange and turquoise pillows. She had an orangish throw rug under a glass coffee table that tied the room together. It was a very attractive arrangement.

“I love the front room,” she said as she led me to the living area. “It is so relaxing after a day of dealing with paperwork.”

“This is simply stunning, Susan. Amazing.”

“We could do something like this with your office downstairs,” she teased.

“I’m not sure the peach would go with the grouchy landlord image that I’m trying to project.”

“Grouchy landlord, huh. Try that again; everybody loves you. Let’s look at the rest,” she said, pulling me into the kitchen.

She had added some tile to the backsplash and carried the tangerine theme into the dinette area. She had a white dinette table with four chairs with orange cushions. There was a coordinating tangerine and turquoise wall hanging with a geometric design.

“I love this space, Susan. Do you do any entertaining?”

“Maybe a boyfriend every now and then, but not much otherwise. The grouchy landlord complains if I throw a lot of parties.”

She continued to hold my hand as she led me to the back of the apartment. Her hand felt so warm and soft as she gripped mine. She led me to the bath area decorated with baby blue walls with pink and blue plush towels.

“Oh, this is simply beautiful.”

“Wait until you see this,” she said, pulling me toward the bedroom and opening the door.

The room was done in a lavender tone and was feminine to the max. The queen bed, side table, chest and makeup table were white with gold fittings. The head and footboard were a white spindle type with turned posts on the four corners. She had even added a white crown molding to the ceiling. What an amazing space.

“So, what do you think?” she asked with a grin.

“This is so beautiful and elegant. It makes me wish I hadn’t painted my apartment already.”

“What color did you paint?”

“You’re probably going to give me a hard time; it’s cream.”

“Makes a great base to repaint with another color,” she said with a squeeze of my hand.

“I’ll have to consider that.”

“Where are you going to be moving?”

“That two-bedroom that Andy and Jake just moved out of. The one on third floor.”

“That will be nice.”

“I wish it wasn’t a two bedroom. I really don’t need that much space, but it was the only apartment that was open.”

“I’m sure you’ll be able to do something with the extra space,” she said, then she checked her phone. “Hey, we’d better be going before it gets dark.”

“I love everything that you’ve done here. It is all so beautiful.”

“I like it as well. I’m going to hit the bath then I’ll be ready to go. Do you need to stop?”

“Yes, please. After you, and I promise not to mess anything up.”

“You better not,” she warned, but the wink said she was messing with me.

She let go of my hand and walked to the bath and closed the door. I looked around the magnificent bedroom and everything was arranged perfectly. The bedspread matched the curtains, and there was a pile of pillows on the bed along with a whimsical stuffed cat. I chuckled to myself about the ‘no pets’ policy of the apartment building.

I heard the bathroom door open and Susan call out “Next.” As I walked into the bath, I got a whiff of her delightful perfume. What an amazing lady.


Chapter 2

We walked out of the building into the warm evening, turned right and headed for the park to watch fireworks. Susan had earlier handed me a blanket we could use since neither of us owned a folding chair. Sitting on a blanket next to her sounded good.

As we walked hand in hand, we talked about things that had happened in our lives during the time we had been apart.

“Are you still working at the radio station?” I asked her.

“Still in radio but moved to a different station.”

“Are you still doing traffic?” I asked. I remember her explaining her job at the station. Traffic was not something done in the helicopter, but the person who took care of scheduling the advertisements and making sure all the invoices were correctly submitted. For the local advertisers it wasn’t that bad, but the national advertisers needed a bunch of notarized paperwork. The first thing that Susan had to do when she got the job was to become a Notary Public. It turned out handy when I needed some loan papers notarized.

“Yes, still doing traffic, but the station is a little bigger and I got a bump in pay.”

“At least with traffic you don’t work nights and weekends.”

“Yes, it makes the on-air staff jealous. They do make me dress up, though, since I meet with the advertisers. Some of the on-air staff can look kind of shabby, especially the weekend and overnight,” she said with a chuckle.

When we made it to the park, there was quite a crowd already. We found a place on the grass and laid out our blanket. I noticed there was a food truck parked over by the curb.

“Would you like something to drink or a hot dog? I could go get something.”

“That sounds great. A hot dog and maybe a cola.”

“You wait here and save our spot and I’ll grab something,” I offered, heading toward the roach coach.

During my wait in line, I thought about Susan and how we were able to effortlessly restart our earlier relationship. I tried to remember what happened to cause me to start going out with Rachael in the first place. Susan and I had hit a bad patch and I thought Rachael might be a better fit. What a mistake that was. Rachael had so many hangups, a great many of them caused by her relationship with her mother. Sometimes I would return home and she would hardly speak to me. After a lot of probing, I would find out that she had been over to visit her mother. The woman was absolute poison and it would take a lot of effort to get my wife back on track. About when things returned to normal, the cycle would repeat. I never understood just why her mother had it in for me, but she did. There was also the question as to why Rachael would never stick up for me, but that never happened either. Maybe they were both toxic in their own way.

After making it though the line, I got us each a hot dog, a bag of chips to share, and a couple cans of Pepsi. I also picked up some packets of ketchup and mustard before heading back to where Susan was waiting. As I sat, a rocket headed up announcing the show was about to start.

We munched on our traditional snack while the fireworks lit up the sky in front of us. It was a very nice program.

As the very noisy finale lit up the sky, I felt her move close and I wrapped my arm around her. She put her head on my shoulder as an ocean of color wafted above us.

As the sky turned dark, I turned and placed a kiss on her forehead then thanked her for inviting me to come with her. She responded with a big smile and told me I was quite welcome. We were both quiet for a bit, probably struggling with what to say next. Rather than starting an awkward conversation, we rose and picked up the blanket as the crowd around us started to file by. I gathered our litter and took it to the trash can, placing our empty cans in the proper receptacle. I tucked the blanket under my arm and she took my other hand, linking her fingers in mine as we walked away.

As we made our way back to the apartment building, we started looking for a place to get a drink. With a lot of people on the streets for the fireworks display, most of the local places were jammed. We went into a couple of bars but there was nowhere to sit, so we continued on.

As we neared the apartment building, I looked at her and shrugged.

“It looks like a quiet drink on the patio is out,” I announced.

“What if we stopped at the 7-Eleven and picked up a bottle of wine to take back to my apartment. Would that work?” she asked hesitantly while biting her lip.

“That’s a great plan. I wanted to catch up with you, but everywhere we’ve tried would be much too noisy to talk.”

We headed to the shop on the corner and put a chilled bottle of wine, some string cheese, chips and a couple of candy bars in our basket.

“At least we will be eating healthy,” I teased.

“If you want healthy, we can put this stuff back and I have some celery, carrots and Kombucha at my apartment.”

I wrinkled up my nose at that. “This is a celebration. Can we save the Kombucha until later?”

—————

As we made it back to the apartment building, I thought about how familiar, yet how foreign, this all seemed. Where last week my life was spiraling around the drain, now I have connected with someone who had me looking forward to what’s next. That’s the thing that has been troubling me; how far do I dare push this? Is this like some rebound thing that we will both hate ourselves for later? I need to find out more about the ESPN fiend and make sure I wasn’t coming between them. I would take it slow and let her lead, but she seemed as tentative about everything as I was. I admit that I like being close to her and holding her hand.

She unlocked her apartment and went in and turned on the lights. Something that I missed earlier is that she had added a beautiful ceiling fixture that bathed the room in soft light. She adjusted the brightness a bit, then led us to the kitchen.

“I’ll let you parcel out our healthy snacks while I uncork the wine,” she said, handing me a couple of small plates. I put the chips and cheese on the plates as she worked on the wine. I cut the cheese into bite-size pieces that would make them easier to eat. She put some of the red wine in some beautiful wine glasses and set out a tray. I noticed she only poured a small amount of wine for her. We put everything together and she added a shot-glass full of toothpicks.

“Let’s sit in the living room and I’ll put on some music,” she said. That sounded good to me.

I put the tray on the coffee table and arranged the glasses, plates, and napkins as she turned on the stereo.

“This is my station,” she announced as she walked back to me. I was sitting on the sofa and she looked between the sofa and the chair, seeming to decide where to sit. I moved over a little and patted the seat beside me and she took the hint.

The radio station was kind of a soft rock with a lot of songs I recognized. At least this time of night there weren’t a lot of commercials.

I took one of the toothpicks, stabbed a piece of the cheese and held it up for her to take. Instead of taking the toothpick, she gripped my hand and guided it to her mouth, nibbling the cheese from the end. As she chewed, she gazed into my eyes as she continued to hold my hand. Seeing her this close made me consider where this all might lead. She released my hand and I took her wine glass and raised it to her lips. She took a brief sip.

“That is really nice wine,” she said quietly. “You should give it a try.”

Without hesitation, I took her glass and sipped it, my eyes continuing to melt into hers.

“Very nice,” I said quietly.

She reached out and took one of the chips and offered it to my lips. I took it from her hand and crunched the salty goodness. We continued to offer the snacks and sips of wine as we talked about this and that. In this beautiful location with the soft music in the background, it was quite a romantic encounter.

I thought it was necessary to say something as we had been quiet for some time.

“Susan, can I ask you about your sports obsessed boyfriend?”

“Oh, there’s not much left to that relationship. We were supposed to go out this evening to the fireworks, but he called earlier and said one of his friends got tickets to some soccer match. He asked if I wanted to go but I begged off. I’m pretty much done with him.”

“I hate to hear that didn’t work out.”

“He is just one in a long line of loser boyfriends I have managed to attract. He’s the brother of a work associate so breaking it off will complicate things.”

“It’s not you. Something will work out.”

We were both quiet for a time, then started to talk at the same time. That gave us a chuckle.

“You first…” I told her.

“Well, I wanted to let you know how much fun I’ve had tonight. I hope we can do it again.”

“I’d like that.”

“I mean, I know you are my landlord and all… but I really like you.”

“You’re just saying that trying to get a break on your rent,” I teased.

She hesitated for a minute, looking away, then turned to face me with a serious expression.

“Look, I know what some of the other people that live here pay for rent and I see the advertisements for the units here. You have been giving me a break on my rent for years. I can’t tell you how much that means to me. When I first moved in, I was hardly able to make ends meet. A rent increase would have killed me. Radio is not the best paying job in the world.”

“You are one of my longest-term tenants. You deserve a discount.”

She fidgeted for a bit, then started to talk.

“So, we’ve established that I’m not buttering you up to get a break on my rent, so I’m going to say it again…I like you, Charles, and I hope we can hang out together.”

“And I like you, Susan. Very much. I would be thrilled to hang out with you.”

With that, she gave me a brief kiss on the lips and started cleaning up our plates and wine glasses.


Chapter 3

Sunday, July 5th

After our agreement that we wanted to ‘hang out’ together, I helped her clean up the dishes and then headed back to my hotel room. Although we were both coming off some uninspiring relationships, I didn’t want to jump into anything too quick. There was also another issue looming in our past that I worried how we were going to navigate. That might get tricky.

We planned to get together for breakfast here at the hotel, then we would decide what we wanted to do today. She offered to give me some ideas about updating the office area at the apartment building, and I agreed that sounded like fun. She promised that we would be able to stay within a budget. I didn’t say anything to her, but I had plenty of money in the business account to make the space over, and then some. The one thing about living with Rachael, the house was rent-free and her insurance company job covered most of the living expenses. The profits from the rentals just built up in the business account. I didn’t dare move any money into our personal accounts or Rachael would squander it, so I let my accountant invest the excess profits. There was now a couple hundred grand available in the different accounts. If I could do my own maintenance work on the units, the income would grow even faster. Rachael’s mother insisted the apartment was just a hobby so neither of them figured I had two coins to rub together. Some of the fights we had were, in her words, my needing to go out and find a real job. Those entry-level jobs just ended up costing me more money when I had to hire people to do things at the apartments, but there was no convincing Rachael of that.

As I thought about the day ahead, I cleaned up a bit and put on some more classy clothes since I didn’t know what Susan might wear. I arrived at her apartment about ten o’clock and gave a knock on the door. I again heard the tap of her heels as she walked to open the door. I’m glad I cleaned up because she was wearing a blouse and skirt combo that looked quite fashionable. She had a blue polka-dot knee-length skirt with a sheer white blouse. With the blouse being as sheer as it was, you could see that she had either a camisole or a teddy underneath. Her tanned bare legs were on full display and the open-toe sandals showed off her garnet pedicure.

“Hello, there,” she said, taking hold of my hand and bringing me into the apartment. She gave me a brief kiss on the lips. “Do I look okay to hang out with you?” she asked with a twinkle in her eyes.

“You look good enough for a date rather than just hanging out.”

“Okay, let’s consider this a date then.”

“That works. What do you want to do on our date?”

“Well, I’d like to see your apartment, you said you were going to feed me breakfast, then we can go shopping and get you some stuff.”

“That sounds like a pretty lame date,” I said with a chuckle.

“Well, you are going to take me out for a nice lunch and maybe we’ll come back here and I’ll make you dinner.”

“That’s better.”

“Let me grab my purse and we’ll head out. How big is your car?”

“I have an SUV,” I said.

“Great, we’ll be able to cram a bunch of stuff in that. Give me a sec,” she said as she went to her kitchen.

Our date is getting off to an interesting start.

—————

After checking out my apartment and taking some measurements of the office, we headed off in my Tahoe.

“I like your car. I love the bright red,” she gushed as we got in.

“It’s kind of hard on gas, but it does a good job in the snow with the four-wheel drive.”

“And look at that cargo space.”

“You’re starting to scare me. Do I need that much stuff?”

“A couple of trips should do it.” With the smirk she gave, I didn’t know if she was messing with me or not.

After our breakfast, the first place she had me stop was a bedding store.

“You need some towels, sheets, and a comforter,” she reminded me. She was right, of course, because the only thing I took from Rachael’s was a couple of suitcases of clothes and some boxes of personal items. I started toward some rather plain cream-colored bedding and she stopped me.

“You are NOT going to decorate your apartment like some hermit,” she hissed.

“But the walls are cream.”

“The essence of decorating is not matching but coordinating. Besides, the cream is only temporary.”

“Do I get to say anything about this?” I whined.

“No…”

“Okay, then. Where to…”

She led me to a table with some dark red bed linens.

“Something like this will make a statement. And check out these sheets, they are so soft.”

She was right; they felt nice.

“Orange will also work, but that might be a bit much for you. Maybe something like persimmon,” she said as she walked to another brightly colored table of bedding.

“Some cool colors like sea-foam green or lavender would make good accent pieces.”

“Lavender…really?” I said in astonishment.

“Accents, like throw pillows and such.”

“Oh.”

“So, this or this,” she asked, showing me a brick-red colored sheet set and another a persimmon shade.

“What about something like this?” I asked, pointing to a tan set.

“Those just look like they need washing. You need some color and energy.”

“But I’ll be asleep.”

“Not when we get you a nice, comfy chair and a reading light. Spend your evening reading before going to bed. You’ll turn down your bed and enjoy some quiet time with your tablet after a long day unclogging drains.”

“That sounds nice.”

“We’ll go with these,” she said, handing me the persimmon set. “Let’s find a comforter.”

—————

By the time we were done, we had bed linens, a stack of bathroom towels and washcloths, a shower curtain adorned with seashells, and some kitchen towels. She also found some contemporary wall art that she assured me would brighten up the space. Her impeccable taste was going to cost a fortune, but I wasn’t worried. It was a lot of fun shopping with her.

We broke for lunch and had soup and sandwiches at a local restaurant as we visited about ourselves.

“Are your folks still living around here?” I asked her.

“They’re close, in Rockford now. I get up to see them quite a bit.”

“I’ve always liked them. I enjoy talking to your dad about his racing days.”

“He definitely likes to talk about those days. The only problem is to get him to shut up,” she said with a grin.

“He had quite an experience traveling with the Formula 1 guys and maintaining the cars. It was probably tough on you and your mom, though.”

“He loved doing it, and he loved being done with it. The travel and stress were horrific.”

“I can see that.”

“He’s got his own body and repair shop now. He has several mechanics and spends most of his time doing estimates and ordering parts. He leaves turning wrenches to his employees.”

“What a great place for him to end up.”

—————

After our lunch, we went to the furniture store and started looking for office furnishings. We found a great desk on sale, plus a desk chair and a comfy side chair.

“With such a comfortable guest chair, won’t that encourage visitors?” I joked.

“Well, maybe when I come down for my mail, I’ll want to stop and visit with you. Would that be so terrible?”

“But what about Mr. Anderson who just wants to talk about his stamp collection.”

“It must be hell to be so popular.”

We looked around and found a cool mural that would work on the wall behind the desk, as well as a new desk-blotter calendar that was for the current year. She found some other photos, but I noticed a green and orange theme emerging.

“Are we planning to stick with the white walls for the office?” I asked.

“I’m thinking sage or eucalyptus. We’ll stop at the paint store and get some samples.”

“That sounds good,” I said, knowing it was hopeless to argue.

“Do you have a ladder and some paint brushes?”

“I’ve got a guy that can come in and paint for us. No problem there,” I assured her.

“If you’re sure. We could do it ourselves.”

“Not a problem, and it’s tax-deductible.”

The next couple of stops netted us some chairs, complete with a comfy one for my bedroom, lamps, end tables and a good looking coffee table. There was dinnerware, utensils, and cookware. Along with the stuff I ordered, I was well on my way to a completely furnished apartment. None of the stuff was inexpensive, she has excellent taste, but we did get some bargains.

It took me a little while to figure out what was going on. She had places she wanted to go and when we went in, she asked for specific people to help us. It finally occurred to me; these were all advertisers at the radio station. She was able to haggle with them and always ended up with good deals.

We were able to negotiate delivery of the larger items over the next week so I’ll probably need Carl, the painter, to come over first thing. Susan is going to help me select the colors and I’ll give him the paint samples. She reminded me the walls in the entrance lobby looked kind of sad and I might have him take care of those as well.

—————

After our shopping spree and a trip to the grocery on the way home, Susan helped me get all my purchases put in my apartment.

“I don’t think everything will be ready to move in next week,” I mused. “I need to check with the hotel and see if I can stay a couple more days.”

“I’ve got an idea,” she said. “My neighbor, Jessica, is out of town this week flying to Hong Kong. Maybe you could stay at her place. I’m sure you remember where she lives.”

Jessica is a flight attendant and spends a lot of time on the road but she always pays the rent on time. She moved into the apartment I was in before I got married to Rachael.

“I don’t know. I wouldn’t want to be a hassle.”

“It’s nothing. I have a key to the apartment. I’ll text her but I’m sure it would be no problem.”

“Thanks. That would be handy. Tell her I promise not to mess anything up.”

“I’ll help you clean up after the party.”

After a few minutes texting, Susan told me that Jessica had no problems with me staying at her place. That was one less complication in my life.

I helped Susan prepare our meal of chicken, mashed potatoes and peas along with some apple crumble for dessert. It was a lot of fun to cook with her.

While our meal settled, she poured us a couple of glasses of port wine and we sat on the sofa. She looked anxious and I asked her what was wrong.

“I’ve got something I wanted to ask you, but I don’t want to say the wrong thing.”

“Don’t worry. We’ve been friends for a long time. You can ask me anything.”

“Well, I wanted to ask you about Caitlin.”

There it was; the thing that was lurking in the back of my mind that I had been repressing for the past five years.

“She’s not been around for a long time. Rachael would have never understood.”

“That’s sad. Your Caitlin side is such a big part of who you are. Do you still have her stuff?”

“There are some things in the storage area in the basement. I don’t know what shape they would be in.”

“Did you ever share any of that with Rachael.”

“I couldn’t. As a matter of fact, she gave me grief when I would buy her fancy stuff for Christmas and her birthday. It always bothered me that she was such a pretty lady, but after we married, she just stopped trying to be stylish. Her entire wardrobe was yoga pants and sweatshirts.”

“She resented it when you bought her nice things?”

“Oh yes, big time. Once I bought her a pretty short nightgown for her birthday and she blew up at me. She said if I thought it looked so good then I should wear it. When I told her it was too small to fit me, she went nuts.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that.”

“She took off and spent the next few days with her mother. I can imagine what they talked about. I stopped buying her lingerie after that.”

“Well, you can buy lingerie for me any time you want. I know you have excellent taste.”

“Thanks, I guess.”

“One of the things I was thinking. You know that spare bedroom you have in your apartment, why don’t we fem it up and it could be Caitlin’s room.”

“Seriously?”

“Of course. When you want to explore your softer side, pop in there, put on something slinky and relax. Keep her things in there rather than in boxes in the basement.”

“It’s been so long since I’ve done anything like that.”

“What, are you afraid you’ve forgotten how? To let you know, I always enjoyed our girlfriend time together.”

“You’re embarrassing me.”

“Don’t be like that. Remember, I’ve been through a whole series of wasted relationships with guys. Maybe I could use some quality time with my girlfriend.”

“You’ve given me something to think about.”

“Are you telling me you haven’t spent the past five years thinking about this?”

“I guess you’re right, but there were times that things got a little awkward between us.”

“Okay, I have my own confession to make. I remember those times quite well and readily admit it was me that messed up. I’ve spent the past five years regretting what I did to lose you.”

“Susan, none of that was your fault. I was feeling a little rejected and Rachael was there to fill the void. I am painfully aware what a horrible mistake that was.”

“So, we both admit there were mistakes. Please don’t hate me, but when Denise told me about you and Rachael separating, I hoped maybe you would give me another chance.”

“I’ve spent a long time hoping I would have another chance with you, but please understand my need to take it slow. My confidence with relationships has been shattered and I don’t want to do the wrong thing and mess it all up again.”

She gave me a broad smile. “So, to start building this relationship, I’m going to slowly come over and sit on your lap, cautiously put my arms over your neck and then give you a kiss.”

“That sounds like a very good relationship building exercise.”


Chapter 4

Monday, July 6th

As I rolled over that next morning, it took me a bit to remember where I was. I awoke in Jessica’s apartment and I took a few moments to think about what happened last night.

As part of our relationship building, Susan and I did a lot of kissing. She was sensitive to my wish to proceed slowly so all our clothes stayed on; not that there wasn’t a bit of feeling each other up. Her supple lips enchanted me. The sensation of her tongue parting my lips and giving me a deep kiss caused my heart to pound with excitement. The feel of the soft skin beneath her short skirt felt amazing, as well as her finger tracing across my hardness. It was a very intense experience and it made me even more annoyed about the time I spent with Rachael and her thousands of hang-ups.

Susan’s causing me to revisit the situation with Caitlin was a shock. I had been cross-dressing for years, but it was always in private. As I became more comfortable with Susan, I shared my secret and she encouraged me, saying it could be something we could do together. Her brother was the victim of extreme bullying due to his size and feminine appearance, so she was aware of the dangers. She said that if I wanted to skip the bullies, I needed to be the best woman I could be. She coached and encouraged me and as I became more comfortable with my feminine presentation, we attended concerts and other gatherings as girlfriends.

I became so comfortable as Caitlin, and with Susan being comfortable around me in female mode, I might have pushed too far. She has always been quite clingy and comfortable with handholding and such, and I started to push the boundaries. One evening when we returned from a party and were both a little lit, I tried to push her into a more physical quasi-lesbian encounter. When she hung back I freaked, never even realizing until later the reason for her hesitancy was she was in the middle of her period. How stupid could I be?

Because of the awkwardness of that encounter, we drifted apart and I completely overreacted, thinking our relationship was over. When Rachael came into the picture, I jumped ship and put all the dresses, as well as Caitlin, in storage containers in the basement. With that one moment of stupidity, I went on to destroy all our lives.

As my mind shifted back to the present, I knew that Susan would be leaving for work soon. I wanted to get up and see her off, then to text Carl the painter and see if he was free this week. Susan and I had picked up some paint samples and had agreed on what would look good in the office and the entry. I had also been thinking about Susan’s suggestion of having a room for Caitlin. I found a color called ‘frosted peach’ that I thought would look good.

I got up and made the bed, making sure everything looked good since I was a guest in the apartment. Jessica wouldn’t be back until Thursday evening so I would get the bathroom towels and the sheets washed before she returned.

As I looked around the room, I could see that the walls were a little scuffed and discolored. There was also a water stain in the corner of the ceiling and I suspected one of the vents on the roof was leaking. I’ll check that out later. When Jessica returns, I’ll talk to her about having the apartment painted the next time she is out of town. I’ll let her select a color other than cream if she wants. I’ll get some sample books from Carl.

—————

I was able to reach Carl and by a stroke of luck, another customer had cancelled and he could get out this week. That would work great.

I’d finished getting dressed when I got a text from Susan.

I’ve got some coffee over here if you’re not still in bed.

I’ve been up for hours and got a half-days’ work done already.

Yeah, right. I’ll leave the door open for you.

Be right there.

I walked into the hallway and secured Jessica’s door before walking across the hallway to Susan’s apartment. As she said, the door was open a crack.

I knocked and said ‘Hello’ before entering. When she walked into the room, I gasped.

“Well, I told you they made me dress up,” she said, turning around so I could see all of her. She wore a black A-Line skirt, about knee length, and had on a white blouse. She wore tan hose and black shoes with a bit of heel. She was carrying a blazer that matched her skirt.

“You look fantastic, Susan. Very professional.”

“Thank you, and I know I can trust your judgement,” she said with a wink “Did you have breakfast?”

“No, I thought it would be a bit tacky to raid Jessica’s refrigerator.”

“Probably so. I can give you some cereal to go with your coffee.”

“Sounds great.”

I sat and as we crunched our cereal I told her about Carl being able to come over this week. She was thrilled with the good news.

“I’m planning on having him paint Caitlin’s room. I’ve found this peach color,” I told her, showing her the color on my phone. “What do you think?”

“There will be a lot we can do with that. Great choice.”

“Would you be able to help me find some furnishings?”

“I’d love to. What, probably later this week?”

“I think so.”

“It’s a date,” she said with a smirk. “Well, I need to get to work. Do you need to hang here?”

“No, I’ve got some things to do. Will I see you later?” I asked.

“How about dinner?”

“Works for me.”

We both stood and walked out the door and into the hallway. There was a moment of hesitation, then I grabbed her hand, pulled her in and gave her a kiss.

“Looking forward to dinner,” I whispered in her ear.

“Me too,” she responded, giving me another kiss.

As I walked her to the elevator, I got a text from a delivery company. They had my office desk and the chairs on the truck and were about fifteen minutes away. I responded that I would meet them downstairs.

—————

The guys that delivered the desk were both huge and didn’t have any problems getting everything into the room. They agreed to remove the old desk and chairs and drop them at the dump. I gave them both a twenty for their time.

I checked the mailbox and there was a note from one of the tenants about their toilet continuing to run after they flushed. It’s probably just the float valve and is an easy fix so I grabbed a new valve and my tools from the storage closet, put them on my cart, and headed for the elevator.

As I finished lunch at the diner up the street, I thought about my productive morning. The float valve replacement ended up being a bigger hassle as the stop valve on the wall was leaking also. It took a couple of trips to the supply closet and turning off the water to the entire apartment before I finally got it fixed. Hopefully it will last a few more years.

I also checked the roof and I found the leak in the vent that caused the water spot on Jessica’s ceiling. While I was up there, I checked the other vents and added some sealant to a couple places. I made note of the locations and would ask the tenants if they are having any problems with leaks. It felt good to be doing this work as it made me feel much more productive than the office jobs that Rachael insisted I take. I liked working with my hands and helping my tenants.

As I left the diner, I got a message from Carl and he said he’d like to stop over and take a look at what I wanted done. This was all coming together great.

When I arrived back at the office, Carl was looking at the entrance lobby. He took some measurements then we went to the office to take a look.

He had a book of paint colors for the company he used and I asked him for a couple of extras that I could keep here. He happily obliged, figuring it would mean future work.

He looked at the colors that Susan and I had decided on, matched them to the brand he used, and told me he would get them on order. Then we went to my apartment to look at the second bedroom.

“Didn’t we just paint this?” he asked, confused.

“Yes, but my cousin is going to be spending some time here and I thought a different color would suit her.” I figured I could use the cousin excuse for when Caitlin moved in. I showed him the color I chose and he thought that would look great.

“Well, it should be quick to paint since the walls are in good shape and we can leave the ceiling as is.”

“What would you think about some crown molding?” I asked.

“That would look good. I’ll pick up some pre-painted molding and we can put it on after we paint. Do you need a written estimate?”

“Please, but go ahead and plan on doing the work. Do you need something up-front?”

“Just a couple hundred bucks to cover the paint. I should be able to get here tomorrow afternoon. Where would you like to start?”

“The office, then the entryway, and this room last.”

“I should be able to get it done this week. I’ll call you tomorrow morning.”

“Sounds great, Carl. Let’s go to the office and I’ll give you a check for the paint.”


Chapter 5

I had changed my clothes and a bit after five I was sitting at my new desk in my non-ripped up office chair. I was going through some receipts when there was a tap on the door.

I glanced up with a smile. “Hi, Susan. Have a seat.”

“You got the new stuff already,” she said as she took her place on the new visitor chair. “This is nice.” she said as she settled into the chair. The swish of her hose as she crossed her legs enchanted me.

“Carl was here today to look at the job and get the paint colors. He’ll start tomorrow afternoon.”

“What about the mural?”

“He says he can put that up as well as the other photos we got. It will look great after he’s done.”

“And the ceiling light?”

“He doesn’t do any electrical, but I’ll put that up after he’s done.”

“That will be cool. Are you still on for dinner?”

“Absolutely,” I responded brightly.

“Let me go up and change. I’ll be right back.”

“You look fine as you are,” I told her. I hoped she wouldn’t change into pants as I loved looking at her legs.

“I want to put on something a little less business. I won’t be long.” She was quiet for a bit, seeming to struggle with something. “Do you want to come with me?”

“Sure, maybe I can help you with a zipper or something,” I teased.

She gave me a big smile. “Or something…”

I locked up the office and accompanied her to the elevator. After I hit the button for her floor, she reached out and took my hand. As the doors closed, I looked into her brown eyes then dipped my lips to hers for a brief kiss.

“I really missed you,” she said.

“And I missed you.”

As we left the elevator, still holding hands, I thought about the situation I found myself in. For the last five years I have been miserable, but these last couple of days have been like magic. I know we have a lot of tough times ahead of us, but holding her hand in mine seems special. It then occurred to me; in all the times that I was with Rachael, we would never hold hands. What a waste.

As we walked into her apartment, I was again struck with how pleasant this space was. Comparing her apartment to the plain cream walls of mine jarred my senses. I had the paint book I got from Carl, maybe some other walls in my apartment may get attention. At least the second bedroom would be colorful and maybe I would spend a lot of my time there; as Caitlin.

She gave me this cute look, then said, “Let me use the restroom, then maybe you can help me find something to wear.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to tamp down my excitement. At least with my helping I could keep her away from wearing pants.

She reappeared shortly later, saying “Let’s go find me something. I need your expert opinion.”

“Anything I can do to help.”

As she walked to her closet, she started unbuttoning her blouse. It didn’t occur to me that I would be getting a panty show, but the thought didn’t bother me. She removed her blouse and hung it up, then stepped out of her shoes and dropped her skirt. She kneeled to retrieve the items from the floor and placed them in the closet. She kept on her hose and a beige camisole as she dug through her closet.

“A dress or blouse and skirt?” she asked.

“It’s still pretty warm out. Do you have a sun dress? That would be comfortable.”

She reached into the closet and brought out a couple of dresses for me to look at.

“Which do you like?” she asked.

One was a floral print over a light background, and the other a light blue with a white starburst print. They both featured a round neck and were very pretty.

“You would look great in either of them.”

“Yes, but which is your favorite?” she asked, bouncing both dresses up and down on their hangers.

“The floral print!”

“Good, I like that one too,” she said, handing it to me as she hung the other in her closet. I looked at the dress closely. It was wonderfully light and she will look amazing in it.

“Will I need a slip?” she asked with a wink.

“I think so. It is kind of sheer.”

She turned to her dresser and found a beige slip and shook it out.

“Will this work?”

“Perfect,” I responded as she threw the item to me. She took off her cami and stood in front of me wearing only her bra, panties and the all-sheer pantyhose. The lacy bra and matching bikini panty were beige and would suit the outfit perfectly.

“What about shoes?” she asked, dipping down to pick up a couple of different white sandals.

“Oh, those, definitely,” I said, pointing to a white strappy sandal with a bit of heel.

“You think?”

“Yes, I’m certain.”

She handed me the shoes and put the others back.

“Would you like to help?” she asked, biting her lip.

“I could do that,” I said as I put the dress on the bed and the shoes on the floor. I took the slip and gave her a nod.

“Hands up.”

She raised her hands and I brought the slip over her head and down her body, adjusting the straps over her shoulders. I did the same with the dress, helping her direct her arms through the sleeves and smoothing the material over her ample curves.

“Have a seat and I’ll help with the shoes,” I said, pointing to the bed. She sat down and carefully arranged the dress beneath her. I sat on the floor and took her leg, sliding the shoe on her foot and buckling the strap. I gave her a little leg feel-up, but nothing crude. I repeated the process with the other shoe.

“There you go,” I said as I rose from the floor. I extended my hand to her, she took it and rose to her feet. I wrapped her in my arms and gave her a kiss.

“You look beautiful, Susan.”

“Well, I had a lot of help. How about my makeup?”

“You look pretty good.”

“Gaak. This is radio station makeup.”

“Okay, maybe a lipstick that matches the flowers on your dress.”

“And a little color on my cheeks,” she teased.

“Okay, and a bit of contour and eyeliner and refresh your mascara.”

“Now you’re talking.”

“I know what you’re doing, Susan,” I growled.

“What? I’ve got someone here that knows as much about makeup as I do. Why wouldn’t I take advantage of that.”

I shook my head. “You’re crazy. Maybe that’s why I’m falling for you.”

“My cunning plan is working.”

“Okay, you devious little thing. Let’s go work on your makeup.”

—————

After we did eyes, cheeks and contouring, but before I helped her with the lipstick, I stole a couple of kisses. After the kiss-attack, I lined her lips and added the brick-red lipstick using a brush. I dabbed the cleft of her lower lip with a bit of light powder eyeshadow, giving her a pouty look. It was amazing all the tricks I remembered from my Caitlin days. By the time we left for dinner, she looked stunning.

We held hands and walked to a nearby restaurant she said served a variety of tasty food. I was still amazed how effortlessly we had fallen back into being a couple. I was still wary remembering how badly everything went with Rachael, but I couldn’t believe my good fortune. So far with Susan it has been smooth sailing.

When we were seated, the owner came by and said hello to Susan. She introduced me and he told us to have a fantastic dinner and if we needed anything to let him know. Shortly after he left, a split of wine and some bread and olives were delivered to our table.

“Advertiser?” I whispered.

She gave me a smile as she offered her wine glass for a toast.

“To my fantastic landlord,” she toasted.

“And to my most beautiful tenant,” I responded as we clinked our glasses.

As we talked and sipped our wine, I felt her run her foot up and down my pants leg. Everything she does makes me fall for her that much harder.

After our dinner and a gooey dessert we shared, we headed back to the apartment. It was still before nine o’clock as I held the front door for her. We made our way up to her apartment and I pulled out the key to Jessica’s door. I was going to give her a kiss goodnight when she stopped me.

“Would you like to come in?”

“Ah, sure, if it’s not too late,” I said.

“Probably too late for coffee, but there’s always wine.”

“That sounds good.” I said as I took her keys and opened the apartment, allowing her to go in first.

“Can I get you to open the wine? I’ll put on some music then I need to go to the bathroom.”

“Sure,” I said as I headed for her kitchen. In the refrigerator I found a bottle of white. I knew where she kept the corkscrew and in no time I had it opened and two glasses on the coffee table. There was light music playing in the background. I heard her leave the bath and head into her bedroom. A few minutes later she came out wearing a short blue nightgown.

“That looks nice,” I told her as she settled in on the sofa beside me.

“It’s my favorite. I’ve had it for a long time.”

It then hit me like a hammer. I’d bought that for her years ago for Christmas. I’m amazed she still had it.

“I think I remember that.”

“I bet you do. It’s very special to me.” With that, she leaned forward and gave me a kiss. She still had her makeup on and looked radiant. I think she even refreshed her lipstick.

When the kiss broke, I removed my glasses and stared into her bottomless brown eyes.

“I like your lipstick,” I teased.

“It looks good on you. I have the tube with me if you want more.”

“I’ll just borrow yours,” I said, kissing her a little more forcefully. She tasted marvelous. She took my hand and moved it to her bare leg and I explored her soft skin. The kissing continued, including a little tongue.

I moved my hand up to her breast and she flinched. Oh no, have I screwed up with her again?

“Charles, I’m sorry. I’m a little uncomfortable with that.”

“Ah…oh…I’m sorry,” I said, dropping my hand.

“It’s Shark Week.”

It took me a little bit to figure out what she was saying, then I finally got it; she’s having her period.

“I’m so stupid…” I said, disgusted with myself.

“It’s not you. I want to be with you but I’m just a little sore there is all. There’s no problem and I like what we were doing, but I’m just a bit sensitive. Periods suck.”

“I know, but the alternative might be even worse.”

She gave a chuckle. “I guess. Thanks for your understanding.”

“Susan, seriously. I’ve fallen into this trap before and I had five years of misery because of it. Is there some way you can give me a heads up when this is happening so I’ll know?”

“Okay, I’ll come up with something.”

“So, kissing good?”

“Oh, yeah. Kissing very good.”

“More kissing then.”


Chapter 6

Tuesday, July 7th

There was a lot of kissing before I finally made it back to Jessica’s apartment last evening. I loved seeing her in the nightgown I’d bought for her so many years ago. Before she let me return to Jessica’s room, she had me help remove her makeup. After doing so, I got an epic kiss then got to tuck her into bed. She is a very amazing lady…I know; I keep saying that.

I awoke a little early, looking forward to having breakfast with her. I wonder if she’ll let me help find her outfit.

Like yesterday, she sent me a text inviting me over for coffee. As I approached her door, it was slightly ajar and I let myself in. I crossed and poured us both a cup of coffee and settled at the dinette table. She joined me slightly later.

“Don’t you have any boring clothes?” I asked her. She spun in front of me to display her beautiful navy skirt-suit with black, three-inch pumps.

“I’ll have to look through my closet to find something dull, but I don’t have much.”

“Okay, I’ll have to adapt. You look fantastic.”

“And you look pretty good yourself, even though I kept you out late last night.”

“It was worth it,” I responded, faking a yawn.

“When is your kitchen table going to arrive so you can invite me for dinner?”

“I got a text this morning and I should have the stuff by noon. It will probably take me the rest of the day to assemble it.”

“What’s this assemble thing?”

“IKEA.”

“Charles, NO!!! Have I taught you nothing?”

“I’m sorry. I ordered it last week.”

“Well, Caitlin’s stuff is NOT going to come from IKEA. Are we clear on that?”

“Crystal.”

She gave me a smile.

“So, what do you want for dinner; chicken, beef, pork, pasta?” I asked. “You aren’t vegan, are you?”

“No problem with meat, silly. Were those veggie hot-dogs you got me at fireworks?”

“Hum, I forgot to ask.”

“Well, no problem.”

“I bet I could make you some baked pork chops with roasted potatoes and a green salad. Would that work?”

“Sounds great.”

“Maybe some white wine and ice cream for dessert.”

“Are you trying to spoil me?” She accused.

“Busted.”

“Okay. I can recommend Tabor’s meat market on State Avenue, and there is a smaller market right across the street that has some very fresh vegetables.”

“Advertisers?”

She turned red. “Maybe…”

“I’ll give them a try.”

—————

By noon I had an exhaust fan to fix, a blocked drain and had received a couple dozen packages from IKEA. I would assemble the dinette table first, then the living room furniture and the bedroom would probably be tomorrow. I could stay at Jessica’s apartment again tonight as she would be gone until Thursday. Carl sent a text earlier saying he would be here at one o’clock.

I was taking my cart back to the storage closet when I saw Carl come in the door. He had someone with him.

“Hello, Charles. I want to introduce you to my son Dennis. He’s helping me for the summer.”

“Nice to meet you, Dennis. For the summer, huh. Are you in school?

“Yes,” he told me. “I’m studying forensic science at Loyola University.”

“Cool. Crime lab, DNA and that kind of stuff?”

“Yes, exactly. A lab coat and no badge and gun.”

“It’s great you can give your dad a hand during the summers.”

“He’s a great help,” Carl responded.

“I’ve got some stuff to do in my apartment, but if you need anything send a message.”

“This should be pretty easy. I figure we’ll finish up down here today and do the painting upstairs tomorrow.”

As Carl and Dennis started work, I thought I would go to the butcher and the grocery to pick up what I needed for dinner. After that I could start assembling furniture.

Susan was right; both places were fantastic. I also mentioned that I heard about them on the radio and received a smile. I was sure Susan would approve.

After I took the food home and put the pork chops to marinade, I started opening boxes. I found the six boxes for the table and four chairs and figured I’d work on the table first, then maybe two chairs, saving the others until tomorrow.

I found the bag of hardware and laid it out, making sure I had all the pieces. Then I started looking at the line drawings of how to bolt everything together. I had purchased an oblong table with a leaf and it was a little trickier going together than I figured. I finally got it set up in the dining area an hour and a quarter later. Next came the two chairs that went quite a bit quicker.

After that, I attacked the sofa and side chair. For the chair, all I had to do was screw on the legs and put on the cover, but the sofa was a bit more of a challenge. After a lot of peering at the diagrams, finally got it put together, the cover on and it pushed into place. Next came the coffee and end tables which were easy, or maybe I was better at following the diagrams. I grabbed the lamp that Susan helped me pick out and added it to the table. I plugged it in and noticed there was no bulb. I decided to go downstairs to get some bulbs from the supply cabinet and check up on Carl and Dennis.

I ducked my head into the office and was amazed what they managed to accomplish while I was assembling furniture. The walls were painted, the mural affixed, and some hooks in place for photos for when the paint dried. They had even installed the light fixture.

“This looks great,” I told them. “I didn’t think you did electrical, Carl.”

“I usually don’t, but Dennis is pretty good and he wanted to give it a try.”

“Well, everything looks great. Thank you, guys, so much.”

“There is still a bit of trim to take care of, but we should be done today. Can we start on the room upstairs tomorrow morning?”

“I should be here all day. That will work great.”

“I picked up that crown molding and I think it will look good when we’re finished.”

“Well, I need to get back upstairs. I have a dinner guest and I need to get the meal started.”

“Have a good evening and we’ll send a message in the morning when we’re on the way over.”

—————

While I was digging around in the supply cabinet looking for the right size light bulbs, I got a text from Susan.

Are we still on for dinner at your place?

Yes. Got some great looking pork chops at the butcher. I mentioned that I heard about him on the radio.

LOL, that’s great. Do I need to bring anything?

I don’t think so. I got us a nice bottle of wine.

Sounds good. Hey, bring that big desk calendar back to your room. I have something for you.

Okay, I’m downstairs now. I’ll grab it. See you soon.

Kisses

Kisses right back at you

I returned to my room to get started on supper. The space was still pretty sparse, but I hoped that Susan could help me get it decorated.

I unwrapped the kitchen utensils and other stuff we bought and started putting it in drawers. I think I need some drawer organizers. Something for the shopping list.

I checked the time and it would be about right to start the pork chops. I turned on the oven to pre-heat and started peeling potatoes, carrots and onions. One nice thing about this meal is everything but the salad would go into the oven at the same time. I checked the temperature, added the veggies on top of the pork chops and popped it in the oven. I set the timer and started on the lettuce salad.

It would be a salad of iceberg lettuce, tomatoes, celery, olives and sprinkled with grated cheese. I picked up a couple of different dressings so we would have options.

Our dinner was pretty much ready and I turned it down on low just before I got a text.

Hey, I’m back at my apartment and trying to figure out what to wear.

Do you need my help?

If you’re not too busy.

Everything is ready and on low. I’ll be right up.

I had the feeling that I’ve been set up.

When I got to her apartment, the door was ajar and I let myself in. I called out to her and she said she was in the bedroom.

When I walked in, she was in her bra and panties staring into her closet.

“I’m looking for something boring to wear but not finding much. What about this?” she asked, pulling out a jeans skirt and a blue and white striped blouse.

“Nothing boring about that but, like I said, I’m willing to adapt.”

“Okay, let’s try it. Maybe you can help me select some yucky jewelry to go with it.”

“My pleasure.”

After we found her some jewelry, which wasn’t yucky at all, and amped up her makeup, I took her back to my new apartment. When she entered, she gave a sniff and said that dinner smelled great.

“Would you like to help me set the table?”

“Sure. I want to see your fancy new dinette.”

“Yeah, sure. It’s IKEA.”

“Oh, well. If it keeps the food off the floor that’s the important thing.”

While we broke out the dinnerware pieces, she complemented me on the dinette table.

“I’m surprised. That’s quite nice,” she told me. “The leaf makes it practical.” I don’t know if she was messing with me or not.

After we finished our dinner, about which she was very complementary, and put the dirty dishes in the dishwasher, we sat on my new sofa.

“This isn’t terrible,” I told her.

“Compared to mine?”

“Okay, it’s a little bit terrible.”

“Yes, a little terrible. Hey, do you have your desk calendar?”

“Yes, it’s in the bedroom. Let me get it.” I didn’t really understand why she wanted it.

After I came back and rolled it out, she pulled a sheet of stickers out of her purse. They were a bunch of different shark decals.

“This way you’ll always know when Shark Week is,” she said as she started putting a sticker on every fourth Saturday.

“Are you really that regular?” I asked. “Rachael would sometimes be early or late or even slip a couple of days or even a whole month.”

“I’m on birth control. It keeps me regular if I remember to take the pill every day. I try to be consistent and take them right after I get up in the morning. That works for me.”

I was quiet for a bit, trying to figure out what to say.

“I know that look. If you have a question, spill it,” she said.

“I guess I was thinking about the birth control thing. Are you kind of sexually active?” It spooked me a bit to think there might be the danger of STDs if we finally got together.

She snorted. “Oh god no. My most active sexual activity is with my vibrator. The pills are for a medical condition. Can I tell you about it?”

“You don’t have to if it’s personal. I’d understand.”

“There’s no secret and it may help explain some things. I have the beginnings of a condition called Endometriosis. Kind of some messed up tissue in my lady parts.”

“Is it serious?”

“It can cause a lot of pain during my periods but using the birth control and some pain pills help relieve the symptoms.”

“Oh, Susan. I’m sorry. How long have you had this.”

“Probably since high school, but I only recently found a doctor who was able to properly diagnose it. I’ve always had really nasty periods and he thinks this is the reason why. He was the one who started me on the pills and they’ve helped a lot. I’ve been on them about two years.”

“Is it improving?”

“It’s not getting any worse, which is the best I can hope for. It might impact my ability to have a family. I thought it was important for me to tell you, like if we ever decide to get serious.”

“I’ve already gone through the ‘can’t have a family’ thing.” I told her about the problems with Rachael not being able to carry a child and the possibility it was something to do with my DNA.

It was her turn to be quiet as I told her that our doctor said we should consider adoption.

“It’s more likely to be her, you know, or just an incompatibility,” she told me.

“It was hardly the only incompatibility we had.”

We sat in silence for a bit, then I reached out and squeezed her hand. She looked at me with sadness.

“I’m sorry to bum out our first date at your new apartment,” she said.

“Is this a date?”

“Of course it is, silly. Sheesh.”

I looked at her fondly. “I’m glad you shared this with me, but I’d like to take some time to think about it, maybe come back with some questions.”

“No problem.”

“Hey, what about some sherbet?”

Her face lit up. “Really! What kind?”

“Raspberry,” I said, beaming.

“My favorite, but of course you knew that.”

“That I did. You wait here and I’ll get you some.”

“Thank you, Charles… for everything.”


Chapter 7

Wednesday, July 8th

I awoke somewhat perplexed at what I learned last night. After coming back to Jessica’s apartment and settling in, I checked out the Endometriosis condition on my laptop. There was a lot to go through, but it looked like kind of bad news. It also explained a lot about some of Susan’s discomfort during her period. I was relieved that I now had the Shark Week notifications on my calendar, but I’m not sure how I would explain those stickers to anyone who might see them. I suppose I could just say it was a reminder to call my lawyer or something.

I went through some of the clinical details, then the treatments and some of the management type of info. I was glad she told me about this because there were some things that I needed to consider if we were ever to have a sexual relationship. I took note of some of the things I needed to do to keep any sexual play less painful for her.

Something else she said struck me; that she wanted to tell me about this if we planned to get serious. I guess she meant if we were to become steady, got engaged or considered marriage. It was interesting that she had that in mind, because it was something that I had been thinking about as well. We got along so well, felt so comfortable with each other and she was someone that I didn’t have to hide anything from. I guess it just made sense for us to consider a future together.

When I heard my phone chime, I smiled. Time for coffee.

—————

After our breakfast and my accompanying her downstairs, I got a kiss and sent her off to work. As usual she looked great; today in a dark red dress and matching heels that I helped her pick out.

I was settled into my office when Carl sent a text saying he was headed over. I hadn’t really thought much about this, but I was getting excited about how Caitlin would soon have her own room. It made it seem much more real. I needed to get some furniture, then bring her things up from the basement and start looking through them and planning what I wanted to add. From what Susan said, she was willing to help.

When Carl and Dennis arrived, I accompanied them upstairs so they could get started. Carl got going with the painting while Dennis brought up the miter saw and the crown molding. I got to look at the color of the paint and it was going to look fantastic, but probably not a great match with the beige carpet. I will need some area rugs in the future, or maybe replace the carpet.

I got back to the office and took a couple of calls when a florist delivery driver entered. I wondered which of the tenants were going to get flowers.

“I’m looking for Charles Townsend. The card says to drop these at the office.”

“I’m Charles Townsend. Are those for a tenant?” It was a vase with a very pretty summer flower arrangement.

“Nope, these are for you. Can I get a signature?”

“Ah…sure,” I said, signing in the gray square on his phone.

“Enjoy,” he said, turning to leave.

When I looked at the card, they were from Susan.

These should match your office décor the message said. And that they did; perfectly.

I went back to work on the accounts and heard someone come in and rattle the inner door. They didn’t have a keycard apparently.

“Can I help you?” I called out.

“Yeah, could you open up the door. I’m here to see Susan Lucas.”

“She’s at work. I saw her leave earlier.” I didn’t mention that I kissed her goodbye.

He walked into the office. He was tall and all muscled up with stringy blonde hair. He wore jeans and a light green tee shirt with sweat-stains under the arms.

“Ah, yeah. I checked at her work and she was out.”

“I’ll leave her a note. What’s the name?”

“Can’t I just go up and check?”

“No… Your name?”

“Ah, Derrik…Derrik Jenkins. I’m her boyfriend.”

“Can I put on the note what you called about?”

“Ah, yeah… I hoped maybe she could score some tickets to the Cub’s double-header.”

Oh, Derrik must be the sports fan.

“Okay, I’ll give her this when she comes in. Do you want to leave a number?”

“No, she has it.”

With that, I turned back to my computer, but he continued to stand there. After a while he cleared his throat. “Are you sure I can’t go up.”

“Not unless you are a resident.”

“That’s stupid.”

“No, that’s the way it works. I’ll let Ms. Lucas know to call you.”

With that, he turned and stalked off, slamming the main door as he left.

Good ole Derrik was about the opposite of what I thought would be boyfriend material for Susan. He was brash and coarse, plus his sleeve tattoo with the skulls creeped me out. I was surprised she would be into someone like that. I picked up my phone to text her but decided against it. I’d give her the note when she came home. There was probably a bit of jealousy in my reaction.

—————

After a bite of lunch, I went upstairs to check on Carl. When I stepped into the room, I gasped.

“This looks great, guys.”

“Thanks,” Dennis responded. “We’re going to let it dry a while then add the molding.”

“You did inside the closet and everything.”

“We had enough paint, so we thought we’d go ahead. Looks nice, don’t you think?”

“Just great. My cousin Caitlin is going to love it.”

“This paint is Low VOC and low odor, so if you keep the door closed, you’ll probably be able to sleep in your room tonight,” Carl said.

“Great, that reminds me, I need to assemble my bed.”

“Ah, I had some time when Carl was on the ladder so I put the frame together for you,” Dennis told me. “I hope you don’t mind.”

“That’s fantastic. That helps me a lot.”

“I didn’t try the dresser. That looks like it is going to be quite a bit more work.”

“Having the bed together is great. Thanks a million.”

“Glad I could help.”

As I headed back to the office, my business phone rang. Probably another plugged drain.

—————

After a couple broken appliances, I finally made it back to the office just before five. I checked the mailbox and there was nothing new, so I started up my laptop again to work on the accounts. I think I would rather work on a broken microwave than face Quicken. Occasionally, I would look up and see my floral arrangement. Each time it brought a smile to my face.

It was toward the end of the day and the residents were coming home from work. I could hear them open their mailbox, then several would poke their head in my open door to say ‘Hi.’ There were a lot of nice comments about the new paint in the entry way and the office. I admit there was one of the residents that I was looking forward to seeing in particular.

I was working away and there was a tap on the door. I looked up and it was Susan.

“Oh, Ms. Lucas, I have a message here for you…” I said, handing her the note.

She looked at the note and groaned. “I’ll take care of it,” she said, crumpling up the message and throwing it in the trash.

“My, those are pretty,” she said, pointing to the flowers.

“This fantastic lady sent them over to me. I really like them.”

“It goes well with the room, very tasteful.”

“Yes, she has great taste…” I said, standing and pushing the door closed. “She also tastes good,” I whispered, before giving her a big kiss.

“You’re going to mess up my lipstick.”

“I’ll help you replace it,” I told her, taking another kiss.

“This is outrageous. You’re going to get us in trouble.”

“I know the landlord, no problem,” I said, taking yet another kiss.

“You…you…” she huffed, pulling out her makeup mirror.

“Here, let me help,” I teased, taking one of her tissues and removing what remained of her lipstick, then kissing her again.

“Give me that,” she growled, grabbing the tissue and using it to remove the red lipstick from my mouth.

“I’ve got something to show you upstairs.”

“Did you get Caitlin’s room painted?”

“Uh-huh. And it looks great.”

“Let me go change and I’ll come over to look at it.”

“Do you need any help?”

“Maybe…”

“I’ll come with you.”

—————

After finding her a cute summer dress to wear and working on her makeup, we returned to my apartment. We were both anxious as we approached my second bedroom, but for different reasons. As I pushed the door open and turned on the light, she cried out in amazement.

“Charles this is absolutely beautiful. Wow,” she said, reaching out and grabbing my hand. “Cool! Crown molding.”

“I really liked yours and I thought it would look good in here.”

“I need you to get a pad of paper…and a tape measure.”

“Okay, I guess. What do you have in mind.”

“I’m going to take some measurements, then we are going shopping.”

“Susan, it’s after six.”

“The place I’m thinking about is open ‘til nine. Plenty of time.”

“What about dinner.”

“Come up to my room and I’ll give you some string cheese, then we’ll go out later.”

“I’ll get the tape.”

—————

After making a drawing and writing down measurements, she took me to a furniture store on the other side of town. It was quarter to seven by the time we got there, but she said there would be plenty of time.

As we walked into the store, a friendly gentleman walked up to us.

“Susan, how great to see you,” he said, kissing her cheek.

“Hi, Gabe, this is my…friend, Charles Townsend. Charles, this is Gabriel Duncan.”

“Great to meet you, Mr. Duncan,” I said, shaking his hand.

“Oh, just call me Gabe. What can I do for you two?”

“Charles’s Cousin is going to be coming to live with him and we need to furnish her room. Here’s what the room looks like,” she said, showing him a photo from her phone.

“And here are the room dimensions.”

“So, we’re probably looking at a bedroom set; like a bed, nightstands, chest of drawers, dresser and maybe a makeup table? The room would be large enough for a queen.”

“Sounds right. Do you have a recommendation for color?” Susan asked.

“White would be traditional, but a grey, turquoise or even purple would make it pop.”

“Well, it needs to pop, doesn’t it Charles.”

“I don’t know…” I hedged.

“Let me show you some things that I think might work,” Gabe said, walking to the back of the store.

—————

By the time we were done, we definitely had a bedroom set that popped. The furniture was an antique white, with fancy gold fittings. The headboard and footboard on the bed had a cloth inset in a turquoise color. We coupled that with a ‘Bed in a Bag” that featured bed linens in a very colorful turquoise, rose and gray floral pattern. The Charles part of me thought it was too much, but the Caitlin part absolutely loved it. Susan and Gabe agreed with Caitlin, so we went with it. There was a spread, duvet cover, pillow shams and a variety of pillows. Susan kept loading up our cart with items to make Caitlin feel at home. There were bright turquoise curtains with white sheers, some wall art, runners for the tops of the dresser and chest, and a rose-colored oblong area rug. By the time we got out of there, the employees were locking the doors and turning out the lights, but Gabe promised he would bring the larger pieces over tomorrow. Despite keeping everyone past closing, we got a good deal.

Susan suggested a hamburger place close to where we were that was open late.

“We got all kinds of pretty things,” she said when we were seated.

“Yes, we did. I love…I mean, Caitlin will love the duvet cover.”

She took my hand and rubbed her thumb across my knuckles.

“You know, it’s no problem for me if you like pretty things.”

“I get that, Susan. It’s just a bit of an adjustment is all. I’ve been crammed into this macho male sperm-factory role for so long, it’s taking me time to adjust.”

“I’m going to keep pushing you, but if it gets to be too much, call me on it. I’ll try to reign it in if you need me to.”

“No, Susan. I like it when you challenge me. It makes me feel alive rather than trying to conform to some macho male template.”

“Okay, then this weekend, once we get Caitlin’s bedroom fixed up, I want to see your stuff. We’ll make a list then talk about what we need to fill out your wardrobe.”

“You mean, just for around the apartment, right.”

“Why would you want to put limits on yourself like that. We’ve done things before, lots of things. There is no reason to lock Caitlin in her room like she is some Princess in the Tower.”

“But, what about the tenants?”

“We are going to firmly establish this Caitlin as your cousin thing. We will work very hard to give her a distinct style, a way of moving, manner of carrying herself, and appearance.”

“Like how,” I asked, nervously.

“Charles wears glasses, Caitlin wears contacts. Charles wears plain clothes, Caitlin wears dresses and high heels. Charles talks like a dude and drinks beer. Caitlin talks like a lady and drinks wine. Charles hangs around the apartment house fixing things. Caitlin is out on the town with her girlfriend.”

“But Caitlin is just someone we’ve made up. She’s not real.”

“Yes, she is! We are going to invent a full backstory for her. She went to high school in Indianapolis so no one around here will know her. She has an October birthday rather than December for you. We will even get her a cell phone plan in her name. By the time we are done, when you put on a dress, you will be your cousin Caitlin.”

“And if something goes wrong?”

“Like what? Nothing is going to go wrong if we do a good job. Besides, what’s the worst that could happen? Since you own the place, nobody can kick you out of your apartment. It’s not like you are going to get fired from your job either. This is Illinois and not Louisiana; you have a lot of legal protections here.”

I was quiet for a bit while I considered all of this.

“Charles…” her voice softened as she took my hand, “I know you well enough to predict the next thing you are going to say. You’re going to tell me we need to take this slow, and I know why you think that way.”

“There’s no reason to hurry.”

“The faster we get started, the better off we’ll be; the better off you will be. We have a lot of work getting you ready but when we are done, Caitlin is going to be my best friend and we are going to do everything together.”

“Everything?”

“Well, maybe I’ll spend some time with my boyfriend Charles as well. You know what I mean; quality time,” she said with a wicked grin.

“You make it sound so easy.”

“What makes you think this is easy. It’s not going to be easy; in fact, it’s going to be harder than hell, but I think it will be worth it. If you aren’t ready to come on board, then tell me and I’ll let it go.”

“You’ve given me a lot to think about.”

“You’ve got five minutes.”

“What?”

“I want an answer in five minutes; in or out, up or down, go or no go.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Okay, so it’s a ‘no’ then. That’s disappointing, but I’ll live with that.”

I couldn’t believe what she was saying; what she was asking me to do.

“I didn’t say no.”

“A maybe is not going to work for me. Is it yes or no? You’re wasting valuable time; four minutes left.”

“Susan, you are crazy.”

“And that’s not the first time you’ve told me that.”

“I’m going to need your help,” I whimpered.

“Oh, you are going to need a LOT of people’s help, but I’ll make sure you’ll get what you need. I have connections.”

I laughed to myself when she said that. She certainly had connections. Thinking back to the problem; did I want to do this? I think I do, but my brain had locked up my mouth and wouldn’t let me say anything. I saw her check her phone.

“Three minutes.”

My mind was a whirl trying to figure out what I wanted to do. It was a hard choice to make and would be even harder to follow through.

“This is nuts. I can’t decide something like this in five minutes,” I whined.

“You don’t have five minutes; now you only have two. I’ve got a coin; we’ll flip for it. Which do you want, heads or tails?” she said as she flipped the coin and trapped it on the table under her palm.

I was quiet a bit more while I felt the seconds tick away. I knew what I wanted, but it seemed like a big decision. I chided myself for making this so hard. She looked at me with a soft expression. I think she realized how hard this was going to be for me.

“Caitlin…” I whispered.

“What was that?”

“I want to be my cousin Caitlin.”

“You’ve got another minute left. Are you sure that’s what you want? Last chance to change your mind.”

“Yes, I’m sure. I’ve been sure for years, but you’ve finally given me the courage to admit it.”

“Ding-ding-ding, time’s up and the answer is Caitlin. We’ll get started tomorrow. Come to my apartment early, you can help me get ready, then we’ll work up a list of chores.”


Chapter 8

Thursday, July 9th

I was up early, or more like I didn’t sleep last night at all. After our delicious late-night hamburgers and a shared plate of fries, we came home. We were quiet and I think we were both thinking about what was going to happen.

Since Jessica would be back this afternoon, I searched around and found a spare set of sheets and some fresh linens for the bath. I made her bed, replaced the towels and would take these to the laundry room in the basement and wash them. I looked around the apartment to find anything else that I needed to clean up, but didn’t see anything. I did notice the curtain rod in the front room was hanging strange and would come back later with my tools to fix it. Other than that and the paint in the bedroom, the place looked pretty good.

I locked up and gave a tap on Susan’s door. The door swung open a few seconds later. I didn’t hear the sound of her heels, so she must not be dressed yet.

“You’re early, great!” she said as she opened the door. She was still in her night-dress and wore a robe. Her hair was wrapped in a towel so she must be fresh out of the shower.

“You said we needed to get an early start. You also promised I could help you find an outfit.”

“I like this sense of purpose. I’ll start the coffee and you can go through my closet and pick out something for me to wear,” she said.

“What happens if I pick out something trashy?”

“You’re not likely to find too much trashy in my closet. Just remember that all the people at the radio station will be seeing me today. If I look like a tramp, it’s going to be your fault.”

“Okay. I’ll make sure you look nice.”

“I know you will,” she said, turning and walking to the kitchen.

—————

I searched through her closet and found this beautiful maroon linen wrap dress that would look fantastic on her. I searched through her dresser and found a matching brown bra and panty set, and tan colored slip that would be the right length. I think she usually wears hose to work so I found some in taupe that would look good. I searched around and found her some dark brown pumps with a modest heel that should work. I found a purse that would match the shoes. I put everything on the bed with the shoes on the floor, then headed for the kitchen.

“Did you find something for me?” she asked as I entered the kitchen.

“Yes, I hope you like it.”

“If you picked it out for me, I’m going to like it.”

She directed me to sit at the table and I found a pink notebook with a matching pen on my side of the table. She had written Caitlin’s name on the front in purple ink.

“Is this for me?” I asked.

“Yes. We’ll be putting together some lists of things that need to be done. I also think you could use it like a diary and start a record of your progress. Let me know if you would like to share things with me, or if you would prefer them to be personal.”

“Susan, I want you with me on this entire journey. I won’t keep secrets from you and I want to be as open as possible. Unlike Rachael, I have nothing to hide from you.”

“That’s great to hear. I plan to start my own diary and will share it with you as well. Keeping one is something I have never done but it sounds like fun.”

“I hope this isn’t too awkward, but how is Shark Week progressing?” I asked tentatively. “I just don’t know much about these things.”

“It’s not awkward at all. Didn’t Rachael talk to you about these things?”

“Not really, only to tell me that she wasn’t pregnant yet.”

“Wow, fixated on mommy-hood huh. I’m about done but usually sore for a couple of days until the estrogen kicks in. By this evening I should be feeling better.”

“To let you know, I did some research on your condition and I will be more sensitive in the future. Thank you for telling me about that.”

“Letting you know, I want to thoroughly enjoy our time together, but if I’m hurting I can’t do that. I’m glad you understand and we can work together on this. So now, we need to do important stuff, then I need to get dressed for work.”

She had me take the notebook and start writing down things I needed to do today. I included the washing for Jessica and asked if she needed anything run through the laundry.

“Ah, yeah, but would you be comfortable doing that for me?”

“Why not. They’re just clothes. They won’t bite or anything. You’re not contagious, are you?”

She laughed. “You should be safe. We’ll check my hamper.”

“I’ll strip your bed and do the sheets as well.”

“That would be great. I know there’s no need to tell you to separate colors.”

“Oh, I remember all that. No problem.”

“Charles, you are an absolute gem. Thanks for being you,” she said with a sniff. “Now, let’s see what I’m wearing today.”

—————

Susan was thrilled with her outfit, and after she had me help with makeup, I sent her to work with a big kiss. Thankfully we waited with her lipstick until last. She gave me a key to her apartment. I already had a pass key, but I didn’t remind her about that. She seemed so thrilled she could give me a key and I gladly accepted it. I would give her one to mine as well.

I grabbed the few items she had in her hamper and put them in her laundry basket. She had some plain cotton underwear that I assumed she used during Shark Week, as well as some fancier pieces. She didn’t mention it, but I figured I would hand-wash the nicer ones. There were also some blouses and her skinny jeans.

I grabbed her bedding, Jessica’s sheets and towels, and the stuff in the bath and kitchen and headed for the laundry room. I stopped at my apartment and grabbed a few of my own pieces as well as my new sheets. Susan told me I should wash them before I put them on the bed.

Usually it was pretty quiet this time of day so I should have use of all three washers.

While the laundry was going, I went back to the office in case anyone dropped by that needed me. I pulled up the accounting program and I saw the income from the laundry room. That reminded me; I should empty the coins out of the washers and reload the change machine. It was working okay when I got change, but I didn’t want it to run out. I grabbed a few rolls of quarters as I usually had to top up the changer.

The laundry gave me a pretty good income since I had replaced the machinery a few years back with more efficient front-loading washers and gas dryers. The tenants really liked them. My custodian did a good job with keeping the machines and the laundry room clean and I took pride in how everything looked.

After about half an hour, I went back down to move the clothes into the dryers. As I was leaving the office, I got a call from Gabe who said his guys would be over in about half an hour to deliver the bedroom set. The timing would work out well.

I quickly moved the clothes from the washers to the dryers, took the money out of the machines, maintained the coin changer, and headed back up to the office.

After a few minutes, the delivery guys arrived and I took them to my apartment. Unlike the IKEA furnishings, the guys assembled the bed for me and everything else was already set up. I groaned when I remembered that I still needed to assemble the rest of the furniture in my bedroom and make the bed. Maybe I will sleep in here tonight.

After about half an hour, the guys were done and I gave them each a ten for their help. Everything looked great and I was moving through my list at a good pace. Now to go back to the laundry room as the drying should be done.

As I entered the laundry room, Linda Craig, one of my newer tenants, was loading up a washer. She is a little younger than I, has long blond hair and stunning blue eyes.

“Hello, Mrs. Craig, how are things?” I said when she looked up.

“Hi, Charles. Things are good.”

“Does Robert still like his job?” Her husband works at a nearby computer store and they have only been married for a short while.

“Oh, yes. He’s been able to move from the afternoon shift to days. He likes it a lot better.”

“Great news,” I told her as I checked the dryer. The sheets were dry and I pulled them out and put them in the basket.

“Do you want some help folding the sheets?” she asked.

“That would be terrific.”

We went over to the folding table and she grabbed one of the fitted sheets.

“These always drive me crazy to fold,” I told her.

“It’s easier with two people.”

She had me stretch the sheet out and tuck the one fitted corner into the other, then she took it from me. She magically folded the rest of the sheet with two hands and her chin and put a perfectly square sheet into the basket.

“These are nice,” she said with a smirk.

“I’m doing them for Jessica Fletcher. She let me stay at her place for a few days while she was out of town. My apartment is still being fixed up.” That explanation didn’t cover why I was washing three sets of sheets, but she let it pass. I’d have to come back and wash Caitlin’s sheets later this afternoon.

“I heard you were moving to the third floor. Are you going to be staying here for a bit?”

“Yeah, my marriage ended in divorce, and I needed a place to live. Luckly that apartment opened up.”

“I’m sorry about the divorce, but I’m glad you will be around if we need anything.”

We continued to fold sheets until they were all in the basket.

“Thank you so much, Linda. This was a great help.”

“Glad I could assist.”

She sat on one of the chairs and picked up a magazine. I was a little concerned with what she might think when I pulled Susan’s clothes and underwear out of the other dryer. I finished with folding the pillowcases and my clothes, then put everything in the basket. I went to the remaining dryer and pulled out Susan’s clothes and underwear and stuffed them on the bottom, then headed for the exit.

“Thanks again for your help, Ms. Craig.”

“Not at all. I think you might have dropped something,” she said, pointing to the floor in front of the dryer. On the floor were a blue pair of panties.

“Oh, thank you,” I said, my face turning warm.

With that she looked back at her magazine, a grin crossing her face.


Chapter 9

It had been a pretty productive morning and I raided my refrigerator to find some lunch. There wasn’t much and I made a mental note to hit the grocery store. I heated some water and had some Cup Noodles, a slice of bread and a can of pop. I checked off some of the activities from my list and saw one that gave me a bit of a chill; to bring Caitlin’s things back up from the basement. That made it seem so real.

I decided to make Caitlin’s bed with my persimmon sheets as the color worked for the room. I opened up the Bed in a Bag and pulled out the comforter and put it on the bed, then put the shams on the pillows. I organized the throw pillows so it looked quite cozy. I thought the bed was missing a teddy bear, a stuffed animal, or something so I made a note in my diary to pick one up.

I went to the closet and got the rest of the accessories and started fitting out the room. After about an hour, everything looked great. I needed to get my toolbox and add some hangers to put up the photos.

After another trip to the laundry to start the other sheets and pillowcases, I headed to Jessica’s room to deliver her sheets and towels, plus fix the curtain. Another task off the list.

After returning to dry and fold the sheets, without Linda Craig to help me this time, I went to the storage room. On the floor were four plastic containers with all of Caitlin’s stuff inside. I grabbed the cart, loaded everything up and headed upstairs. This seemed like such a big step.

I took the containers into Caitlin’s room and as I was taking them off the cart I saw it; a hole on the top. Then I noticed several more holes in the different plastic containers. Oh shit, a mouse. I hurriedly unclipped the top and raised it and my nose was assaulted with the smell of urine. Oh, damn. My heart sank as I knew everything was ruined.

I put the top back on and moved everything into the bathroom, knowing I would need to go through them and probably throw most of it out. I would need more trash bags.

After washing my hands, I sat in my slightly terrible chair in the front room completely devastated.

I sat there for a long time totally bummed when I got a text from Susan.

Hi, how’s things? Did you get all my panties washed?

Things are awful. I can’t do this. All the stuff is ruined. Caitlin is dead.

I instantly saw a call come in and I picked it up.

“Talk to me, Charles,” Susan said. I could hear some traffic noise in the background.

“Where are you?”

“I’m walking to my car so we can talk in private. I work in radio. I don’t have a fancy office with a door. As a matter of fact, I share my workspace with the receptionist.”

“Oh, got it,” I said as I heard her car door slam.

“So, what are you saying?”

“A bunch of mice got into my stuff. Everything is wrecked.”

“Okay, how does that mean that Caitlin is gone?”

“I’ve got nothing left, my clothes, my wig, my breast forms. Everything is ruined.”

“Is there anything that is irreplaceable?”

“Ah, no.”

“Then it just means we need to go shopping.”

“But all my clothes…”

“This female half of you can be a bit of a drama queen. Just saying.”

“What!?!”

“Most of what you had was at least five years old, meaning five years out of style. You bought most of it at Jenny’s thrift store, so they were probably several years out of style when you got them.”

“Well, I thought they looked pretty good.”

“I’ll agree they were in good condition, but that doesn’t mean they weren’t out of style. You didn’t have any dress clothes, mostly pants, skirts and tops, am I right?”

“Pretty much.”

“So, nothing that can’t be replaced easily enough,” she concluded.

“But my breast forms.”

“Yeah, we were going to discuss that. What you had were way too large. It made you look like some Country singer.”

“They might have been a little big,” I admitted.

“What is it with you wanting to look racked and stacked. What were they, double D or something”?

“I’m not sure, I wore a D size bra.”

“And you overflowed that. It made the front of your blouses gap and drew too much attention to your front. That and they were terrible quality. They looked like giant pencil erasers.”

“They weren’t very expensive. What size do you think I should wear?”

“Probably a B or C.”

“What do you wear if you don’t mind telling me?”

“What size did you find in the hamper? I know you looked.”

Damn, busted.

“34 C.”

“I’m somewhere between a B and C, which makes it almost impossible to find a good fitting bra. That, and I bloat up during my period.”

“Well, at least I don’t have to worry about that,” I said with a snort.

“I’ve been thinking about that…”

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, nothing. Back to the problem. You need a good set of forms, maybe something adhesive so they look more natural. I’ll set you up with someone who can help.”

“But something like that can get expensive.”

“Good ones will last a long time. It’s not like you buy them that often.”

“Okay. What about the wig?”

“You need to grow your hair out and get an androgynous cut. Maybe use some clip extensions or something. Talk to a stylist and see what you can do.”

“A stylist! Wouldn’t they give me a hard time about being a guy?”

“Depends on how big a tipper you are.”

I was quiet for a bit while I thought about this.

“Are you still with me?” she asked.

“You just got me thinking about things.”

“Good. What did you do with the mouse-condo containers.”

“I put them in the bathroom.”

“Take them back downstairs and I’ll go through them once I get a mask and some rubber gloves. Make a list of what you need and we’ll go shopping.”

“What about my makeup and stuff.”

“After five years, it’s all going to be dried up anyway. You need to go to a beauty store and get a makeover anyway; get some professional help with colors and such.”

“I do pretty good,” I protested.

“Yes, pretty good. I’m talking about you looking fantastic and for that you need the help of a pro.”

“Okay, I guess.”

“So, no more of this talk about Caitlin being gone. This is just a hiccup in a process that I warned you was going to be long and hard. It allows you to start over fresh which is a good thing.”

“Starting over fresh. I’ve been doing a lot of that.”

“That’s my girl. So hang up, go make my bed and I’ll be home at the usual time.”

“I love you, Susan.”

“And I love you, honey. Very much.”


Chapter 10

Saturday, July 11th

The last couple of days have been crazy. As well as doing a bunch of maintenance at the apartment, Susan and I spent quite a few hours in the evenings shopping. On Thursday evening, we went over to Jenny’s and got some casual clothes, slacks, skirts and blouses, and found some shoes. We then stopped at the drug store to pick up some makeup that I could use in the meantime. I asked her what she meant by ‘meantime,’ and she informed me it was until I could get in and get a makeover. We also stopped at Walmart and picked up some panties, a size 36 C bra, and a nightgown that fit me if I felt like sleeping in Caitlin’s room. We also picked up a big bottle of Nair, some skin lotion and some disposable razors. Someone was about to go hairless.

On Friday, I went to an optician she recommended and got a set of contacts. I had a recent prescription so it was pretty easy to get what I needed. I got a few sets of soft lenses and a care kit plus, on the recommendation of the doctor, a pair of butch-looking frames with clear glass lenses. I think Susan must have given her a heads-up about what we were doing. The optician also ordered some tinted contacts to give me a different look.

Susan took off work a little early on Friday, I got dressed and styled my hair, stuffed my new bra with some rice bags I’d fabricated, and we headed out. We went to a mall about 60 miles away in Rockford. I think she did that so there was less of a chance of meeting anyone we knew. With it being Friday evening, the stores were open late.

It was a power-shopping adventure with me trying on a bunch of clothing, from casual stuff to much more dressy things. There was also a padded briefer, several different types of pantyhose, and a pile of bras and underwear. Yet another nightgown was added as we proceeded to checkout. It was a pretty good haul.

Today at noon I went to Sephora for a makeover, then to see her stylist and get a recommendation about my hair. She also gave me the name of someone to see about breast forms. I was a little more than anxious, but Susan assured me it would be okay and I agreed to trust her.

I spent a lot of time getting ready to go to the beauty store, but Susan would only offer me slight suggestions. She made me pick out my outfit, do my own makeup and hair. Finally after a lot of sweating out the details, I was ready to go.

As we walked toward the door, I asked what I should do if I met any of the tenants when we were leaving.

“Caitlin, we been working on a backstory for you; just use that. Give a big smile, introduce yourself as Charles’s cousin, and ask where the person lives.”

“But won’t they recognize me?”

“That’s why it’s important to tell them up front about being cousins. They’ll just assume it’s a family resemblance,” Susan said. “Tell them you will be staying with Charles for the summer and otherwise be friendly and approachable.”

I groaned at the thought of being approachable since that was the exact opposite of my usual closed personality, but told her I would try.

We got out of the apartment without seeing anyone and drove to a local mall. As we walked into the beauty store, Susan walked up to one of the associates.

“Hi Tracey. This is Caitlin, she has an appointment with you today.”

“Hello Caitlin,” she said with a smile. “I’m looking forward to working with you. Susan tells me you’re wanting a new look.”

I reached out and gave her a brief hug.

I had been practicing with my voice and responded that I was looking forward to seeing what she could do for me. Tracey had dark hair that fell to her shoulders in soft curls and stunning blue eyes. Of course her makeup was amazing.

“I’m going to look around. I’ll come back when you’re beautiful,” Susan told me before walking off.

Tracey had me sit down then started talking in a soft voice.

“Susan told me you are transgender, but you need to look male when you are at work. I’ve worked with others in your situation so don’t be concerned.”

It gave me a bit of a start when she said I was trans, but I guess it explains my situation so I’m not going to dwell on it.

“Thank you, Tracey. That’s my situation exactly.”

“Did you do your makeup today?” she asked.

“Yes. I hope it doesn’t look too bad.”

“No, not bad at all,” she said with a chuckle. “I’ll show you some different colors and techniques that will give you a little more contemporary look. So, we are fortunate that you don’t have a dark beard to deal with, but your lack of eyebrows will be a bit of a challenge.”

“My brows have always been thin and wispy.”

“We can shape them with some brow color, but I might have you consider microblading to fill in your brows a bit. It would look better for both your male and female personas.”

“I’m not familiar with that.”

“It’s kind of like a tattoo for your brows. It would be semi-permanent but would give your face more dimension.”

“I’ll do some research on that.”

“I have an associate that is a magician. Let me know if you want me to introduce you. One word of warning though; make sure you have the work done by a pro because it is easy to mess up and is a big problem to fix.”

With that, she went on to show me a lot of techniques that disguised my male features and gave me a very feminine appearance. We did prep, foundation, powder, contouring, cheeks, eyes and finally lips. She explained every step as she went, saying we would start out with a day look. She indicated all the products she used on a piece of paper with an image of a face, then she had me take some selfies so I could study them later.

After I finished asking a thousand questions, she showed me how to amp-up the look for a more formal occasion. The difference was amazing.

As we were finishing up, Susan reappeared.

“Oh Caitlin, you look magnificent.”

I gave her a smirk. “Don’t I, though. Tracey is amazing.”

Tracey reached out and touched my shoulder. “No, Caitlin, you are amazing, I just helped you find yourself.”

I wanted to tear up, but didn’t want to mess up the makeup.”

“Thank you, Tracey. I’ve really learned a lot.”

“Where to next? More shopping?” Tracey asked.

“We are headed to Classic Touch to work on hair.”

Tracey fixed me up with all the products I needed, including a sample of some fragrance, and we headed out the door with my credit card still smoldering.

After a brief stop for coffee, Susan took me to see her hairdresser, a middle-aged lady named Deidre. She was a slim redhead with an infectious style.

“It’s so nice to meet you, Caitlin. Your makeup looks so nice, I’ll try very hard not to mess it up.

“Thank you, Deidre, but if it happens, we can fix it,” I told her, showing her my bag of stuff.

Susan drifted off and left me with Deidre, but the way she spoke, it sounds like she had a pretty good idea what I needed.

She ran her fingers through my hair and gave a smile. “Congratulations on your haircare routine. Your hair is in really good shape, but I’ll probably do a little layering and shape things a bit. When you are at work, do you usually wear a ponytail?”

“Yes. My hair has gotten a little long and the pony keeps it out of my eyes.”

She gave a chuckle. “By the time we’re done with your girl look, you aren’t going to have the option of keeping it out of your eyes so you better get used to it.”

“What are you thinking?” I asked,

“In order to give you a very distinctive look from the way you look at work, I’m going to suggest a full set of extensions,”

I had researched a bit about the extensions and I knew there were several different types. “What do you suggest I use.”

“I’m thinking of clip-ons with a pretty good length, probably 20 to 24 inch. The longer ones look better if you decide to curl your hair.”

“Are they hard to put in and maintain?”

“There are some that are human hair that are good quality and easy to clean. I can show you some tricks on putting them in and it will only take about ten minutes or so. The ones I recommend have a metal clip and attach very securely.”

“That sounds great. What about color?”

“I’ve been thinking about that. Your natural brown hair is kind of a uniform color, so unless you want to add highlights, it’s going to look pretty flat. I’m sorry to be so blunt.”

“Not at all, Deidre. That is what I need to hear.”

“I’m thinking something in an ombré where the top of your head is your natural color, but towards the ends it gets progressively lighter with more highlights. In the 24-inch length, that could look quite stunning. Let me find a photo…” she said, grabbing a magazine.

“Something like this,” she said, showing me a photo of a lady with hair about my color toward the top, then progressing to the ends of the hair being almost blonde.

“Wow, that’s amazing,” I gushed.

“Something with a center part so you don’t have to worry about bangs. Your hair would still look good in your masculine mode pulled back in a pony.”

“Could we try something like that?” I asked, getting very excited.

“I’ll have Kristin run down to the beauty supply and see if she can get a set of these while I trim up your hair.”

With that, she took the magazine and went over to who I assumed was Kristin and showed her the photo. They came back with a card with several tufts of hair so they could determine my natural hair color, then Kristin headed out of the shop.

—————

After much cutting, styling and adding extensions, I now had hair that fell almost all the way to my butt. The color was striking and after adding some curl, my heart pounded as I looked in the mirror. This was so much better than the hot old wig that I used to wear. I took a selfie and sent it to Susan and she responded right away telling me what a babe I was. She said she was headed back to the shop.

Deidre showed me some tricks with the extensions, but I was skeptical about if I could attach them in ten minutes…maybe after some practice.

After more violence to my credit card, Susan and I went back to Sephora to pick up a curling iron that Deidre recommended, a bunch of hair clips, combs, brushes, and some hair products. When she saw me, Tracey held her hands over her heart and told me how good I looked.

“Do you really think so?” I asked, surprised by her reaction.

“Are you kidding? Most of the women that come in here would love to look as good as you do,” she said, then she turned to Susan. “Is this one always so hard to offer a complement?”

“Tell me about it,” she groaned, causing us all to laugh.

“Thank you for the kind words, Tracey. I’m still getting used to my new look and not used to receiving compliments.”

“Well, you better get used to it because you’re going to get a lot of them, that and some stares and guys wanting your phone number.”

I didn’t respond but winced at the thought of that.

We picked up the things we needed, both gave Tracey a hug, then headed out.

“Well, gorgeous, how about I take you out for dinner?” Susan asked.

“Sounds good. I’m starving. All this being beautiful has made me hungry.”

“Okay, I know just the place.”

—————

After our dinner at a great little restaurant she knew, we headed back to the apartment. We were walking in the building when one of the tenants, Cassie Taylor, was waiting for the elevator. Of course I knew who she was, but Susan jumped in and introduced us as I pretended not to recognize her.

“Cassie, this is Caitlin Townsend, Charles’s cousin,” Susan said, introducing me, “And Caitlin, this is Cassie Taylor. She lives on your floor.”

“Hi Cassie. Great to meet you.”

“Charles’s cousin, huh. Now I see the resemblance. It’s so nice to meet you.”

We continued to chat as we headed up the elevator and got off on my floor.

“I’ve invited Susan to our place for coffee. Would you like to join us?” I asked Cassie.

“That sounds good, but I have to pass. I need to get back and make dinner for Bill, my husband. He will be home from work soon.”

“Well, some other time then,” I told her as she got off the elevator and headed for her room.


Chapter 11

Sunday, July 12th

Last night after Susan and I finished off a bottle of red wine, she helped me remove the extensions and we laid them on the vanity in my bathroom in the order they needed to go back in. We watched some videos together on how to attach them and I felt better about doing it. Susan promised she would help the first couple of times, but then I was on my own.

I awoke this morning in Caitlin’s room thinking about all the things that happened yesterday. They were magical things, and even if my credit card balance would be a shock this month, I had no regrets. Looking at myself in the mirror after Deidre finished was an incredible experience. Everything from the makeup, hair, nails, all of it, was something out of a dream.

Susan came by this morning to help with the extensions, then said we would go out to the mall and just walk around being girlfriends. Maybe we would try on some clothes, have lunch, a movie and a drink later, kind of a kick-back day. I was still a little anxious doing this, but when I looked in the mirror and saw Caitlin looking back, I really had nothing to worry about.

I had been researching something and I wanted to get her opinion.

“Susan, what would you think if I would change my name?”

“Don’t you like the name Caitlin? I think it’s cool.”

“No, changing Charles’s name. I did some research and I think I could change my name to C. J. Townsend and it would work for either Charles or Caitlin or just shorten it to CJ.”

“That sounds good. I think they recently made a change to the law that you can have a non-gender specific marker on your DL as well. Maybe you could get Caitlin’s photo on the license.”

“What would I do if Charles needed an ID for something.”

“Use your passport,” she said.

That was something I hadn’t thought of. “I’ve printed out some of the forms. I need to publish my name change in the newspaper and then when I have the publication receipt, I can take it to court and file for a name change. I’ve never liked the name Charles anyway, and people are always calling me Charlie which I hate even more.”

“That would be one way of getting it fixed. Let me know if you need any help. I have connections.”

—————

After a shopping excursion and lunch at a quiet restaurant that treated us like VIPs, we headed to one of the home centers.

“You need to get more stuff for your apartment,” she explained.

“Okay, like what.”

“More photos, accessories, maybe some fake flowers to give the space some punch.”

“Do I want the place to have punch? Isn’t that kind of dangerous?”

“Did you really just say that?” she said with a hard stare.

“Well maybe a little bit of punch.”

“There are going to be some punches if you aren’t careful. You are talking to a decorator with extraordinary taste. Remember that,” she said with a smirk.

“I’m in your extraordinary hands, then,” I responded.

“That’s better.”

—————

We did get some really cool things that were kind of between butch and fem. She assured me that all these things would be appropriate and the kind of things that Caitlin would be comfortable with. We even got a stuffed rabbit for the top of Caitlin’s bed. It also looks like Charles would be busy tomorrow putting up picture hangers and assembling a rather impressive wine rack.

After our lunch, neither of us were hungry for a big meal so we stopped at the store and got some stuff to make a Charcuteire Board and a bottle of red wine. We had a lot of fun assembling it and an equally enjoyable time eating it on the sofa while watching television.

We started streaming a romantic movie and I asked her if she could pause it for a bit while I went to the bathroom.

I went in and brushed my teeth and used mouthwash, gave my hair a comb, amped up my makeup, added perfume, and refreshed my lipstick. I also put out a new toothbrush and a tube of toothpaste for Susan. After one last look and moving back a tuft of hair, I went back to the living room.

“I bought you a new toothbrush and left it in the bath,” I told her. “It’s pink.”

“Thank you, Caitlin. Give me just a minute,” she said, grabbing her purse.

While I waited, I was trying to figure out how I wanted to proceed. I knew she was past her period and I hoped to maybe initiate some closeness between us and see how that worked. I would proceed slowly and back off if I sensed any level of discomfort.

When she returned, she had refreshed her makeup herself. She looked fantastic.

“I borrowed your comb. I hope you don’t mind.”

“I wouldn’t have it if you hadn’t bought it for me. I guess that makes it half yours, use it whenever you want.”

She sat beside me and reached out and took my hand. “Can we talk for a bit before we watch the movie?”

“Maybe I could put on some soft music instead. Do you know a good radio station?”

She gave me a cute smile. “Let me help with that.”

She grabbed my remote and after a bit of searching she had her radio station playing.

“This is nice,” I said, leaning onto her shoulder. “What would you like to talk about?”

“This is, well, um, I guess…”

“Susan. I’m not going to get mad. If there’s something that is bothering you, I want to know what it is.”

“First thing, I want to tell you how beautiful you are.”

“I look this way because of you and I can’t thank you enough for the help and support,” I told her softly.

“Well, while I was in the bath, it took me a little extra time because I was trying to figure something out; how I felt about something.”

“That sounds like what I was doing while I waited for you. Did you decide anything?”

“I decided that I was afraid. I don’t want to make you uncomfortable, but I want to let you know that I am attracted to you; as Caitlin.”

“Susan, that’s the same issue that I am wrestling with. I’m going to start out with this and see where it goes. You know that the Charles part of me is very attracted to you, right.”

She shook her head in agreement. “And Charles is very attractive to me as well.”

“So, it’s easy for me to be attracted to you in my Caitlin role; it’s the same attraction as with Charles.”

“Okay…”

“Now let’s explore things from the other direction. You said earlier that you were attracted to me in my feminine mode. Would that include something more than just as a girlfriend to hang around with and try on clothes.”

“I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“Never?”

“You know what I mean; with a woman.”

“But I’m a man dressed as a woman. Does that help?”

“Not really. We’ve done a very good job of convincing me you are a woman and I don’t want to lose that.”

“I accept that as a supreme compliment, but I see where it can complicate things. Can I ask if we can try some things, maybe silly things, then as we feel ready, we can do more.”

“Such as?”

“I would like to try to come up with pet names for each other. Something we only use when we are alone so they are special.”

“That sounds like fun. How about ‘Kat’ for Caitlin’s nickname, spelled K-A-T.”

“I like it. You are going to be a bigger problem…maybe I can call you sugar or sweetness or sweet thing since you are as sweet as can be.”

“It might take some time to get used to but I’m not sure.”

“Would Suzy be too awkward,” I asked, hesitantly.

“Maybe. Just to make sure; this is only between Kat and me when we are alone. I would hate other people to start calling me that, including Charles!”

“Just between us.”

“We could try it. How about a quick kiss to seal the deal?” she asked, biting her lip.

“I’d love to give my Suzy a kiss,” I said as she closed her eyes. I gave her a brief kiss followed by a tight hug.”

“Thank you, Kat. That was perfect.”

“No, you are perfect. That was just a kiss.”


Chapter 12

Monday, July 13th

This morning, Susan sent me a text inviting me to help her get ready for work. That was becoming a regular part of our day, but something a little different today is that she was fresh out of the shower and completely naked, blow drying her hair. She smelled great and looked even greater.

After finishing with her hair, she started pulling different clothing options out of her closet. Her unfettered breasts were firm and perfectly shaped, and her front had just a bit of a landing strip above her completely shaved pussy. She knew what she was doing and in no time my pants were tented with my thickening tool.

“What’s that?” she chided, pointing at the front of my pants. “It’s like you’ve never seen a naked woman before.”

“Oh, I’ve seen some, but none quite as beautiful as you.”

“You’ve seen me like this before,” she huffed as she continued to pull clothes out of her closet.

“And the same thing happened before as well.”

She gave me a crooked smile and showed me a short summer dress.

“What about this?”

“I think that’s a little too…too…casual for work. I’d love for you to wear it for me tonight, however.”

“Okay, how about this one?” she asked, showing me a green A-line dress that would be about knee length on her.

“Very nice.”

She bent over to the floor and grabbed a green pair of mid-heel pumps that would go with it. She didn’t kneel and flashed me pretty good.

“I know what you’re doing,” I told her.

“What! I’m trying to get dressed and you’re standing there leering at me.”

“If you’re not careful, you’re going to be late to work.”

“I’ll take my chances. Do you want to help me find some underwear?”

“I’d rather see you naked, but that might not be the best look at the radio station. Let me try to find something. Do you need a slip?” I asked.

“The dress is lined, probably just panties, bra and camisole.”

I crossed to her dresser and pulled out a pair of green bikini panties and a matching lace bra. I also found her a beige camisole. “What about these?”

“Nice choice. Would you like to help me put them on?”

Oh god would I. “Okay. I can do that,” I said as she sat on the edge of the bed and gave me a wicked smile. I sat in front of her and brought her feet into my lap.

“Susan, your feet seem a bit dry. Would you like some lotion?”

“That would be nice,” she said as she pushed her toe into the raging hardon doing battle with my zipper.

She removed her feet from my lap, rose and crossed to her dressing table looking over a selection of moisturizers. She made her choice, turned giving me a fantastic show, then moved back to sit in front of me again. Her movements were fluid like something out of a fashion show. Once she passed me the bottle, she settled back on the bed and returned her feet to my lap. My heart was beating like a drum.

I uncapped the bottle and took a whiff of the delightful floral scent.

“This will be nice,” I whispered, looking her over once again.

“It’s one of my favorites.”

I raised one of her feet and began to smooth on the heavy liquid as her other foot continued to toy with my manhood. My head was starting to spin as I concentrated on applying the fragrant lotion.

“Your legs seem a little dry as well,” I observed, continuing to smooth the lotion onto her soft skin. I think she was getting a little hot as well as her face was starting to flush.

I finished the one side and raised her other foot. She didn’t disappoint me as the first foot continued to explore the front of my slacks.

After recapping the lotion, I grabbed the green panties and threaded her legs into them. I rose them to her knees, then stood and gave her my hand, urging her to stand. When she did, I continued to move the panties into place, taking the opportunity to give her butt a feel-up. She reached for the bra and handed it to me.

“I haven’t worn this one for a while. It will probably need some adjustment,” she said with a wink.

“I’ll see if I can help,” I said, stepping behind her and wrapping the item around. I drew the hooks together in the back and reached around and adjusted her breasts in the lace fabric. I turned her to face me and adjusted the bra straps, spending a lot of time making sure everything was properly arranged in the bra cups. Her nipples were hard as diamonds.

“Does that feel pretty good?” I asked.

“That felt wonderful… I mean the bra fits good. Thanks for helping with the straps.”

“My pleasure,” and I was not exaggerating at all.

I helped her with the camisole, then asked her about hosiery.

“I think so,” she said, going to her dresser and drawing out a pair of nude hose, then handing them to me.

“Be careful with these, they are very sheer.”

“I promise not to run them,” I assured her as she sat on the edge of the bed, then raising a foot. I kneeled and helped her with the fine fabric, then had her stand and adjusted them to her waist, making sure they were smooth across her rear.

I then reached for the dress and once I had it in place, I hugged her tightly then leaned back to look into her beautiful eyes.

“I hope you won’t have to work late,” I said in a whisper.

“I’ll try to get home early. Do you have any plans for this evening?”

“I’ll come up with something, but all my plans include spending a lot of time with you; alone.”

“Well, you need to help me with my makeup then I have to get out of here or I’ll be late.”

“I’ll be thinking about you today,” I said, solemnly.

“I can’t wait to get home and have you help me with that other dress.”


Chapter 13

I saw Susan off with a kiss then settled into the office for a reasonably normal day. A few of the tenants came by to say ‘hi’ but none reported any problems.

After lunch I spent some time in my apartment hanging photos and putting out some of the other things we bought. I started on the wine rack and thankfully it went together easily. I need to find out if Susan knows where to buy wine.

In the afternoon I was able to spend some time in the office catching up on bills. Nothing out of the ordinary, just the regular stuff. I’m still dreading what my credit card statement will look like next month.

My heart raced as the clock drew toward five PM. It didn’t look like Susan was able to get away early.

I didn’t feel like doing anything productive and was watching a video when Susan arrived home.

“Hello there, Ms. Lucas. Did you have a good day,” I teased.

“It seemed like a long day. I was kind of preoccupied.”

“Same with me. For some reason I had a hard time concentrating.”

“A hard time, huh. Would you like to come up to my place for a glass of wine? It might let you get your mind off things.”

“That sounds good. Do you need a few minutes to change clothes?”

“Why don’t we go up together? Maybe you can open the wine while I change.”

She was going to play coy, huh. “Of course,” I said, shutting down the computer, walking out and locking the door. She took my hand as we walked toward the elevator.

When we got to her room, I took her keys and gallantly opened the door for her, allowing her to walk inside. After I walked in and closed the door, I found myself grabbed and pushed up against the wall as she ground herself into me.

We kissed and exchanged tongues for a little while, then I finally broke away from her and stared into her eyes.

“Would you like red or white?” I asked.

“Neither. I want you. You’ve had me smoking hot all day and now you’re mine!”

She grabbed my wrist and dragged me toward her bedroom.

“I’m going to the bath for a minute to freshen up, but by the time I return I want to see you naked. Then you can help me get undressed.

“Yes, Susan. I understand,” I said with a smirk.

“And wipe that smile off your face. You have some serious work to do.”

With that, she turned and left the room for the bath.

This is a little bit of a change from the old Susan. She was normally passive and allowed me to set the pace. I was excited about this change of direction.

When she returned, she had removed her hose and shoes but still wore the green dress. I had followed her instructions and had stripped naked and my rod was sticking out like a pipe. I’d pulled the curtains and turned out the overhead light, leaving just a small light on her bedside table.

She crossed to where I was standing and gave me a deep kiss. She tasted like her peppermint toothpaste.

“That was nice,” she cooed. “What’s this?” she asked, running her hand across my raging hardon. “Is this part of the problem with your concentration today?”

“Yes.”

“Lusting over all the tenants as they picked up their mail?”

“One tenant in particular. Mrs. Tracy did stop by and showed me pictures of her new grandson.”

“Isn’t that sweet. Who is this tenant you are lusting after? I’m going to be very jealous. Is it Jessica?”

“No, she’s out of town this week.”

“Is it Robin from first floor.”

“No, even though she is quite pretty, she is older and has a boyfriend.”

“So who is it, then?”

“What if I said it was you?”

“I wouldn’t believe you.”

“Why not?”

“Maybe because you’re standing in front of me all naked with me stroking your magnificent rod and you haven’t even helped me take my dress off yet.”

“I’m not wanting to rush things.”

“I told you I’ve been burning up horny all day. Are you just trying to make me suffer?”

“Good things come to those who wait,” I said smoothly as I stroked her cheek with my finger.

“I don’t think so. Good things come to those who act!”

With that, she drew her dress over her head and tossed it on the floor. She was completely naked underneath. Then she pushed me onto her bed and pinned me to the mattress.

She looked at me lustfully. “So this is what’s going to happen. I’m going to kiss you for a bit, have you worship my body, then I’m going to fuck your brains out. Do I hear any objections?”

Before I could respond, she dropped down and gave me a massive kiss. She had pinned my arms to the mattress and I helplessly allowed her to ravage me. Actually I wasn’t helpless; there was nowhere else in the world I wanted to be right then.

While we kissed, I thought back to some of the reading I had done on her condition. One issue was sometimes penetrative sex might cause her discomfort and the site that I read suggested allowing her to be on top and control the depth of penetration. I’d have to curb how much I thrusted to make sure I didn’t hurt her until I learned what her limits were. Other things like oral were suggested to ensure plenty of lubrication, as well as just some regular lube.

As I considered these things, she broke her kiss and released my one hand, using it to cup her breast.

“Do you like my titties?” she asked.

“They are beautiful.”

“Would you like a taste?” she teased.

“Please.”

With that, she dropped a breast to my mouth and I began to kiss it. I think she must have put some flavored lube on them or something because I could taste cherry.

I sucked for a bit as she quivered above me. Her breathing was ragged when she finally pulled back.

“You have the most delicious breasts, Susan.”

“Did you like that? I wonder where else I might have put that.”

“I’m anxious to find out,” I told her as she offered me her other breast.

I laved her other breast for a bit, then she sat up. I could feel the heat of her sex against my stomach.

“I have a pussy that is very jealous of all the attention you have been giving my titties.”

This is something we have done in the past and I was not at all bothered by it. As a matter of fact, I loved kissing her beautiful center.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Tell your beautiful kitty that I’m very sorry and I would love to give it a kiss.”

She pushed my arms out to the side, moved forward and trapped them beneath her ankles. She presented her sex to my mouth and I touched her clit with my tongue. She gave a sharp gasp as I continued to lave her sensitive area. Of course, I tasted cherry.

She grabbed the headboard as she continued to hover herself over my face. After I licked and kissed her clit for a while, she moved and presented her pussy to my waiting mouth. I extended my tongue into her as she cried out in delight. She did not pull away so I’m glad there was no discomfort with us doing this. I was equally sure this was what she wanted as the way she had my arms pinned to the mattress, she was in complete control of everything that was happening.

After she had a couple of orgasms, she raised up and turned around into a sixty-nine. She began to play with my long-suffering pecker as I continued to lick her pussy. I heard the click of the top of the lube container, then felt the slick liquid being put on the head of my cock. Next she leaned forward and took me into her mouth. She has done this before and is quite skilled and it took everything I had not to explode with the intensity of it. It was so much different from Rachael, which was vanilla fucking with the goal of getting her pregnant.

After a bit of sucking, stopping a couple of times to let me regain control, she sat up. She added a thick layer of lube to my stem, turned around and looked at me, as if asking for permission. I didn’t know about using a condom since with her being on the pill an unplanned pregnancy would be a very remote possibility. A venereal disease was not a concern as she admitted that she was not sexually active, and I certainly hadn’t been with anyone other than Rachael for the past several years.

“Susan, please take me,” I said in a whimper.

“Is it all right if I’m on top?”

“Yes, please. Take me and use me for your pleasure.”

With that she moved herself over me and slowly descended onto my rigid tool. Her warmth and softness were magical. She was unhurried and I felt good that we could do this together, to bring one another pleasure without causing her any pain. When her movements became a little more feral, I carefully added some thrusts which resulted in a yelp of pleasure. She was having one orgasm after another but after a while I sensed that my condition was getting critical.

“Susan, I’m very close,” I whispered.

“Charles, please come for me. I want you to fill me with pleasure,” she said as she reached out to pinch one of my nipples. With that, the fireworks started. I felt her lift up a bit and I thrusted up to reach her. I was right on the edge and cried out when she dropped down onto me. With that, I unloaded a massive load of cum into her. She matched my thrusts with her own and she screamed with an orgasm. We both bucked against one another then finally she stilled, raised off me and dropped to the bed. I wrapped her in my arms and kissed her all over her face, right before I fell asleep.

—————

I awoke shortly later to find her kissing me and touching my lips.

“I was afraid I might have killed you,” she joked.

“No, nothing terminal except that I am now hopelessly in love with you.”

“Give you a good fucking and you are mine forever; is that what you are saying?”

“Yes, exactly.”

“Well good, because that’s what I was going for. I’ve got my second chance and there is no way I’m going to mess that up. Don’t you even think about getting away from me. Do you understand me?”

I knew she was messing with me, but I assured her I would be faithful to her. I needed to ask her something else and I looked at her thoughtfully. “Susan, I need to ask you something. Was what we did okay? There was no discomfort or anything?”

“We did good. There was plenty of lubrication, I was able to control the penetration and any pain I felt was definitely worth it. Thank you for being so understanding; that means a lot to me.”

“I never want you to regret your time with me. I was serious about what I said earlier; I love you.”

“And I love you, Charles, so very much. I can’t believe how stupid I was to lose you. I promise I will never do anything to drive you away again.”

“Let’s leave that all in the past. There were mistakes on both sides. We are both different people now and I love our newfound relationship. If there is ever something that bothers you, please tell me, and I promise to do the same in return. I never want a simple misunderstanding to tear us apart again.”

She leaned forward to give me a quick kiss, then gave me a big smile.

“I do need clarification on something you said earlier…” she said.

“What’s that?”

“Did you really admit to me that Robin Carrol was pretty?”

“Ah, well, maybe a little bit pretty. Not as pretty as you, of course.”

“But you noticed how pretty she was,” she teased.

“Well, maybe, but she has that weightlifter boyfriend that would break me in half if I so much as looked at her wrong. Are you the jealous type?”

“Maybe a little, but if anyone tries to get between us, I’m going to scratch their eyes out.”

“I assure you I will never do anything to cause you to injure one of my paying tenants,” I told her before giving her another kiss.

We kissed for a bit more, then my stomach started growling.

“Sounds like someone is hungry,” she said.

“Yes. Do you have any idea what you would like to do for dinner?”

“Well, it’s late enough, why don’t we go out and get something quick. Would you like to help me get dressed?”

“I’d love that.”


Chapter 14

Thursday, July 16th

The past few days have settled into a new normal for Susan and me. After our mind-blowing episode earlier this week, things have settled down to more kissing and handholding, with a little groping thrown in to keep it interesting.

In the past, Susan had been a bit more tentative in her approach to sex, but now she is much more adventurous. I think after her diagnosis, she knows the limits of her sexual activities and can work around them. She has been quite open in telling me what she likes and what causes her discomfort. I’ve tried to do everything I can to let her enjoy herself.

This evening after a light dinner at her place, we sat down to watch television.

“What would you like to watch?” she asked me.

“Whatever you would like,” I responded.

With that, she linked her tablet to her smart-TV and started streaming porn.

“Okay, this is interesting,” I told her as the main screen came up.

“Where do we start?” she teased.

“You choose something…”

After a few minutes of hand job videos, she had me released from my jeans and stroking me to just short of an orgasm.

“Your turn,” she said, lifting herself from the sofa and removing her slacks and panties. In short order I was on my knees in front of her to bring her one orgasm after another.

After she was satisfied, she had me lay on my back in front of her and she got me off with her feet as a porn video ran in the background. Damn that was a hot session and something I had never considered before. It did make me wonder how much time she spends watching porn.

—————

After we got cleaned up and turned off the videos, we started drinking wine and relaxing. She was a little quiet and I assumed something was bothering her.

“What is it, Susan. You’re very quiet.”

“Well, I was wondering if Caitlin was going to be around this weekend. Do you know?”

“I think maybe that could happen. Would you guys be doing anything special?”

“There is a movie that I want to see, but it is a sappy romance and I don’t think you would be interested,” she started.

“Probably right about that. If there aren’t any car chases, gunshots and explosions, it’s not a real movie,” I mocked.

“Really?”

“Well, maybe not that bad, but I know Caitlin would enjoy a romantic movie.”

“And a friend of mine is doing a poetry reading at the Vanilla Bean on Saturday.”

“That sounds awful. Caitlin would love it, though.”

“And we need to get her some decent breast forms.”

“Oh…”

“So, do you think she might be here all weekend?”

“How about we go out for dinner tomorrow? Then you guys could hang the rest of the weekend.”

“Okay, I’ll come over Saturday morning and help Caitlin get dressed. Then we’ll go out for breakfast and do a little shopping.”

“She’d love that. I’ll make myself scarce and let you two pal around together.”

“You’re the best, Charles. Have I told you that before?”

“Maybe a couple of times, but I never get tired of hearing it.”

—————

After I made my way back to my apartment and got ready for bed, I thought about what I had signed up for; spending the whole weekend as Caitlin. I planned to put a note on the office door saying I was away and that if anything came up they could call my business cell. If there were any critical maintenance issues, I would call a contractor to come in and take care of them. Normal stuff could wait until Monday.

I thought back to the last week between Susan and I. The sex has been fantastic, but just the relationship has been growing as well. She would tease me if I spent too much time looking at a pretty lady and I tried to convince her that it meant nothing. I’m trying to figure out if it is jealousy or if she is just messing with me. I would tell her that she was all the woman I needed and try to prove that to her any way I could. Of course, with it being so warm in July there were an ample number of scantily clothed women to attract my attention.

I considered what this meant. For me, it was not any sexual attraction but my fascination with the clothes they were wearing, the way their hair was fixed, their makeup, and the way they moved. It was no use trying to explain that to Susan as she didn’t believe me. Maybe this weekend we would be able to critique some of the women around us. That sounds like fun.

I resolved that before going to bed tomorrow, I would shave everything close, slip into a lace nightgown and sleep in Caitlin’s room. It sounded like a lot of fun to spend the weekend as a woman.


Chapter 15

Saturday, July 18th

I awoke this morning with a ping on my phone from Susan wanting to know if I was awake yet. I looked around at my feminine room and picked up my phone in the pretty purple case.

I’m awake now.

Do you want me to come over and help you get ready?

That would be great. I’ll leave the door open and start working on extensions.

See you soon

I rolled out of bed and was pleased that I had did some prep last night. I had washed and conditioned my hair and added some detangler. I also exchanged the case on my phone.

As I stuffed my bra with the rice bags, I checked the time; seven AM. Susan’s wanted to get an early start, I guess. Hopefully this weekend I can find some decent breast forms.

After opening the door a crack, I went back to Caitlin’s bath to start working with the extensions. I’d experimented with them a couple of times last week and it was getting easier to get them in. It was always such an amazing transformation when they were in place.

I started to sing a song to kickstart my feminine voice. I’d been watching some videos and learned a few tricks with my voice and that was one of the suggestions.

I was putting in the extensions when I heard a tap at the door.

“Good morning, Kat. Are you in there?”

“In the bathroom, Suzy,” I said, using our pet names. I was careful all week when I was in male mode to make sure I didn’t use that name, but now it just seemed natural.

I sat in my nightgown in front of the mirror attaching the lengths of hair when she arrived at the door.

“How are you doing?” she asked.

“Almost done. I might need some help with the side pieces,” I responded. What remained were easy but I wanted to encourage her to assist me.

“You look so nice,” she said as she gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“Oh, bah. I don’t even have any makeup on yet. I must have overslept.”

“Are you looking forward to our weekend together?” she asked.

“Yes I am. I’ve missed our time together.”

She grabbed one of the extensions and the brush and clipped it into my hair, smoothing the hair down to disguise the clip. There were only a few more extensions to put into place.

When we were done with the hair we started on makeup. That was becoming easier for me with practice. There were a couple of things she wanted to do with the eyeliner, but other than that, I did everything myself.

“That’s a cute outfit,” I told her in my feminine voice.

“You really like it?” she asked, spinning around. “It’s new.”

It was a very cute sundress that suited her figure perfectly. She was barelegged and showing a lot of her tanned legs. She wore beige strappy sandals with a bit of heel. Her hair was done with a pull-through side braid which she wore over her left shoulder. That would be quite practical in the hot weather this weekend.

“I hate you and your tanned legs,” I said with a pout.

“Oh you poor thing. Wear your suntan hose today and maybe we’ll pick up some self-tanner while we are out. That’s how I got this tan.”

“That’s cheating!”

“Better than risking a burn or skin cancer. Besides, I don’t get a lot of tanning rays at my desk in the radio station.”

“Self-tanner sounds good. Maybe I’ve decided that I don’t hate you.”

“You are such a girl,” she said, pinching me. “Let’s get you dressed.”

We found a yellow summer dress for me with some white sandals and tan hose. Then we headed off for breakfast.

—————

As we walked out of my apartment and toward the elevator, we met one of the other tenants.

“Good morning Stacy,” Susan said.

“Good morning, Susan,” she responded.

“Have you met Caitlin, Charles’s cousin?”

“Not yet,” she responded, extending her hand for a handshake.

“Nice to meet you, Stacy. I’ll be staying with Charles for a few weeks while I look for a place of my own,” I explained as we waited for the elevator.

“Are you working here?” she asked.

“Yes, I’m at 3M working in the logistics center. My work schedule is a little crazy.”

I filled her in on the details of my job using the story that Susan and I had developed. Charles had worked that job last summer and hated dealing with all the screwy hours. Rachael thought it was a great opportunity, but it seriously sucked.

The elevator arrived and we got on. Susan and I pushed the button for the main floor and Stacy was headed for the parking area in the basement. Stacy continued to chatter all the way down to the main floor where we said our goodbyes and exited.

We went through the front door and headed for a local restaurant to find some breakfast.

“What about Maxie’s,” Susan asked as we made it to the street.

“Great place,” I said, seeing the sign a few doors ahead.

We were shown to a quiet table and got a couple of menus. We ordered juice and coffee, and the waitress said they would be right back.

“That went pretty smooth with Stacy,” Susan whispered.

“It did. Good thing I had that story ready. I thought it went quite well.”

“It did. You pulled it off effortlessly and with the job having such an erratic schedule, it will make it so you can come and go with no one questioning it.”

“And telling Stacy will make sure it will get back to everyone,” I said with a chuckle, “She really likes to talk.”

When the waitress returned with our beverages, we both ordered the breakfast special of scrambled eggs, toast and bacon.

—————

After our breakfast, we headed for the mall to do some shopping. Since it was still early and the stores hadn’t opened yet, we sat in the central courtyard to talk for a bit. While we visited, we watched some of the mall employees go by.

“That’s a pretty outfit,” Susan said as a younger lady walked by. She wore a brightly colored wrap dress and had her hair pulled back. I thought about all the times that she would tease me about my girl-watching, so I decided to take advantage of this.

“I like the dress, but I don’t think it would work for me,” I told her.

“Why not?”

“I need something with a bit more…more…well, a bit more fabric.”

“Oh pooh. You’d look great in that. If we see one like that, we’ll have you try it on. You’ll see,” she said, continuing to look around.

“What about that?” I asked. The lady wore a knee-length A-line dress in a dark blue.

“She works in the mall office,” Susan whispered, then turned to call out to the woman. “Hey Karen. How’s things?”

“Oh, hi Susan,” the lady responded, walking over to us.

“Karen, this is Caitlin Townsend, a friend of mine. Caitlin, this is Karen Michaels.”

“Nice to meet you, Caitlin,” she said with a smile.

“And you too. Susan and I are waiting for the stores to open then we are going to spend all her money.”

“Oh, good. I’m glad to hear that. That will look good on the next quarterly report,” Karen responded with a smirk as Susan laughed in the background.

We visited for a bit then she headed off to work. I’m still amazed at all the people that Susan knows.

We continued to watch and critique outfits, then just before the stores opened I received a call on the business phone.

“Oh bah,” I told Susan. “I’d better take this…Hello, Central Apartments, this is Caitlin.”

“Hello, this is Robert Jacobs. Can I talk to Charles please.”

“I’m sorry, Charles is out of town for the weekend. This is his cousin Caitlin, can I help?”

“Ah, well, I hate to be a problem, but the breaker in the kitchen keeps tripping and I’m afraid I’m going to lose the food in the refrigerator. It’s tripped a couple of times this morning already.”

“It’s no problem at all. I’ll call someone to come out and look at it,” I told him, then had him give me his information. I already knew all of it, but Caitlin wouldn’t be expected to. I then called the electrician and told him what was wrong and he said he would go right over.

“Do you need to get back?” Susan asked, concerned.

“Not at all. I usually stay away from the electrical work anyway and the electrician will give me a call when he knows what’s wrong.”

“Okay, shopping then?”

“Shopping,” I said, standing and pointing to a dress in a store window.

—————

After trying on a bunch of different clothes, including a wrap-dress that Susan insisted that I buy, we stopped at the food court for lunch. Susan had a salad and I had a sub sandwich. We shared a bag of chips.

We had just finished up getting me some expensive breast forms when a call came in from the electrician.

“Hello, this is Caitlin,” I answered.

“Caitlin, this is Byron from Downtown Electric. I was able to find the issue that Mr. Jacobs had with the circuit breaker…”

“Oh, good. Did you get him fixed up?” I asked.

“Actually, it was pretty simple. There was a microwave on the same circuit as the refrigerator and that was the problem. I unplugged it and told Mr. Jacobs I would let you know. I think there is an intermittent short circuit with it or something.”

“Okay. That’s easy enough fixed. Please send the bill to the office and thanks a million for the help.”

“I’m glad it was something simple. Say hello to Charles for me and give a call if there is anything else.”

I filled Susan in on the problem and I could tell she had something in mind.

“Once we get the tanner,” she said, “I know a place where you can get a good deal on a replacement microwave.”

“Another advertiser?” I teased.

“Of course.”

“Tanner, then microwave. Sounds like a plan.”

We found a tube of self-tanner that would probably cost more than the microwave, but the consultant said it was a fantastic product and we went for it. Then we headed for an appliance store that Susan knew. Like always, we were treated like royalty.

We found a microwave that was about the same as the one in Mr. Jacobs’s apartment. I was pondering about how we were going to get it in the car when Susan smiled at the store manager.

“Do you think we could get this delivered and installed?” she asked, sweetly.

“Ah, I think so. What about an additional ten dollars.”

A ten-dollar delivery fee was laughingly small. Compared with having to lug the thing back to the apartment building, I was more than willing to pay it.

“Okay, as long as you take away the old one and recycle it,” she said.

“I’d like to suggest that we bring it back here and take it to the shop. Maybe we can repair it and you’ll have a spare.” The manager said.

“That would be outstanding,” I responded.

I gave him the information for Mr. Jacobs and he arranged to have one of his people take the microwave over and hook it up within the hour. Wow, what service.

“Charles is going to be so proud of you,” Susan said with a wink.

“After this, he’s probably going to start traveling more knowing Caitlin can take care of things,” I responded.

“I’m good with this development.”


Chapter 16

Sunday, July 19th

Yesterday after getting the microwave issue figured out, Susan and I went to that romantic movie she wanted to see. We held hands during the show and went through a lot of tissues. I need to invest in waterproof makeup if I continue to go to movies with her. At least the ending was satisfying.

Mr. Jacobs called later that evening and thanked me for getting him the new microwave and wished me a good weekend.

After a dinner of spaghetti at my place, Susan helped me braid my hair so I could keep the extensions in, then headed back to her apartment for the night. She said to expect an early text message.

—————

As promised, just after seven, I received a text saying she was heading to my apartment so we could go to breakfast. We hadn’t made any plans for the day and hopefully there won’t be any more tenant emergencies for us to deal with.

I was finishing up my makeup when I heard her knock and enter the apartment.

“Good morning, Suzy. I’m in here,” I called out.

“Morning, Kat,” she said as she walked in. “I like what you’ve done with your hair.”

“I liked your braid yesterday and thought I would try something. While I waited for the tanner to work last evening, I watched some videos.”

“Tan looks good and so does the hair. Have you picked out anything to wear?” she asked.

“No. I wanted to let you set the style,” I responded. She was wearing another cute summer outfit in a rose color along with white pumps.

“You have that orange and white patterned wrap dress. I’d love to see you try that.”

“I’m still a little nervous about it, but let’s give it a go.”

She crossed to my closet and pulled out the dress as I went to the chest to get some underwear. I grabbed my padded briefer along with a push-up bra to give me some shape in the incredibly revealing dress.

“I’ll give you a second to get ready,” she said, turning to leave. I thought about that and determined that I wasn’t hiding anything from her and really wanted her to stay.

“Please stay. I may need some help,” I said, which resulted in a smile.

I took off my nightgown and the sports bra I wear at night, then pushed down my panties. I was wearing my beige gaff so I wasn’t worried about flashing her. I put on the panties, then handed her the bra.

“A little help?” I said with a smirk. “I haven’t worn this one with the forms before and I may need some help getting it adjusted.”

Her smile told me she accepted the challenge. I turned my back and she wrapped her hands around me to put on the bra. There was a kiss on my neck while this was being accomplished as well as her arranging my forms in the cups. I felt the bra tighten as she pulled it together.

“Does the center hook seem right?” she asked.

“Yes, that feels good,” I responded as she spun me around to face her.

“That bra gives you a nice shape,” she cooed as she adjusted the straps.

“My favorite lady helped me pick it out,” I teased. “She has excellent taste.” I saw her blush at the comment.

At my insistence I included a short slip, then she helped me with the dress. It hangs a little longer than knee length to give it kind of a midi look. It has cap sleeves but is quite low cut and revealing. I twirled in front of the mirror and watched the dress move; it looked fantastic.

“Oh, Kat honey, that looks so nice,” Susan gushed.

“You don’t think it shows too much leg?” I teased as I pushed my newly tanned leg out where the dress wraps.

“Not at all.”

I crossed to her and gave her a hug and a brief kiss on the lips.

“Thank you for insisting that I buy this. I should know to trust your sense of style,” I said, still holding her but leaning back to stare in her eyes.

“I want to keep my best girlfriend beautiful,” she responded, leaning forward and dropping another kiss on my lips.

“I think it was a good plan to use my kiss-proof lipstick,” I said as I held my forehead against hers. “A little shiny sealer and I’m good as new.”

“You little scamp. I may need to borrow some of that,” she said as she used a tissue and cleaned a little of her lipstick off me.

“Any time. Come here and we’ll get you fixed up,” I said, leading her to my makeup table.

Once we got her lipstick fixed with my kiss-proof type, we tried a few more kisses.

“I like your lipstick a lot, Kat.”

“High end, but definitely worth it,” I said with a final kiss. What shoes do you think I should wear with this?

“Oh, the white sandals, for sure!”

“They are kind of fussy to put on,” I whined. They were a mid-heel sandal with an ankle strap and other straps across the vamp. Everything had a tiny buckle.

“I can help,” she said with a wanton tone.

I grabbed the shoes from the closet and sat on the makeup chair. Susan dropped down in front of me and grabbed my foot.

“Nice pedicure,” she said as she fitted the shoe to my foot and started buckling the straps. I felt her run her hand up my leg as she worked.

“The color matches my lipstick,” I responded as she continued to work with the buckles on the first shoe.

She finally finished and changed feet, feeling up that leg as well.

“Is it getting hot in here or is it just me?” I teased.

“Must be you. I’m good,” she replied, running her hand a little higher up my bare leg.

When she finished, I moved in front of the mirror and looked over the entire package. I looked like a young lady ready to go out on the town.

“I love that look, Kat,” she said as I spun in front of the mirror. It was just magical.

“Thank you, Suzy. Now, let’s go out and get into trouble.”

—————

Actually, it was harder to get into trouble than I figured. We ate breakfast out then decided to visit a video arcade. With us both in dresses, some of the games would not be an option but we did find some things that called to us. Susan introduced me to the co-owner who welcomed us and suggested some games. With it being Sunday, there weren’t a lot of people there and we had our choice of games.

I will admit that it kept me hopping to keep up with Susan. She is a very aggressive player and the one-on-one games we played she usually won. We had a very competitive game of air hockey and she finally eked out a three out of five game win. Some of the problem may have been the level of distraction that I faced watching her move in that dress. There were some other young guys that noticed as well.

After our air hockey tournament, we sat down for some coffee and chatted about what we wanted to do the rest of the day.

“Do you need anything more for your apartment?” she asked.

“Not really. Things are pretty good. If you know of any good wine stores, I could probably start to fill out the new wine rack.”

“I know just the place.”

“How did I know.”

“With it being Sunday, the wine stores open after ten AM so we should be good.”

We headed over to her favorite wine store but I was surprised that there was no one she knew on a first name basis. The employee we talked with was quite good at helping us select some good wines. We ended up with a mixture of California, Australian and Spanish wines in both red and white. We came away with a full case and he even carried it to the car for us.

Afternoon included some time at a downtown park and arboretum close to the university. We played some frisbee golf and I actually won. We had a couple of college guys that wanted to join us and it was a lot of fun until the sun came out and it got too hot. Of course, the guys wanted our numbers and we both refused.

After finally shaking off the guys, we had a soft drink and discussed what we wanted to do for dinner.

“What about if I made dinner for you at my place?” I asked.

“I’d like that. What’s on the menu?”

“I thought you would help me decide. I was thinking something beef.”

“I’d like that. Maybe some pie and ice cream for dessert.”

“Let’s head for the store and see what we can find.”

—————

Dinner ended up being a beef roast with mashed potatoes with steamed broccoli and carrots. We settled on a cherry crumble with ice cream for dessert as a whole pie would be too much for the two of us. The crumble was a fantastic choice.

After dinner we settled in the living room listening to her radio station.

“I really enjoyed our day together, Suzy,” I said as we sat together on the sofa.

“I hope it’s not over yet,” she responded, scooting over closer to me. “You’re not trying to get rid of me and call one of those guys from the park, are you?”

“No! Not at all. Those guys were fun, but I’d much rather spend time with you.”

“Good thing, because I’d be pretty jealous about sharing you with them.”

“Not a problem.”

She looked at me closely and reached for my hand. “Are you into guys?” she asked. “I have a cousin I could introduce you to. His name is Stan.”

I knew she didn’t have a cousin as both her parents were only children. I suspected a set-up.

“Does this cousin look anything like you?”

“A lot like me, actually. I could set you up on a date.”

That kind of tripped me up, but it was a straight question and I thought it deserved a serious answer. “I like girls better, but maybe I’d like to meet Stan.”

“I like guys myself, but I am attracted to girls, especially beautiful ladies like yourself,” she responded quietly. “I might be a little bi, or maybe gender fluid.”

As she said this, she leaned forward to give me a kiss and took my hand and pressed it against her breast. It was a very tender moment and it resulted in a very long kiss.

“Suzy, are you sure you are okay with this? I know this was something that caused problems in the past.”

“Kat, I am more than okay with this, and unless I am completely mistaken, I think you are okay as well.”

“Oh, I am more than okay,” I said as I cupped her soft breast and leaned in for a kiss with a little tongue. The kiss-proof lipstick was a fantastic addition to my makeup collection.

We spent quite a bit of time on the sofa in a heated make out session as the radio station played in the background. My hands explored her breasts and her leg, and her hands did a bit of exploring on me as well. Where I wished this would progress a little more, I didn’t want to risk going too far and into a situation that we would both regret. I didn’t want to rush into anything and have it all crash around me.

When the kiss broke, she reached to stroke my cheek as she looked at me closely.

“Kat, you are so beautiful and I love doing things with you; all kinds of things.”

I wanted to break the mood a bit. “Oh Suzy. You are the most important person in my life and Charles and I are both incredibly lucky to have you. Hey, can I get you a little wine.”

“Yes, that sounds great. I also need to use the bathroom.”

“I’ll get the wine uncorked and allow it to breathe and get us a plate of cheese and crackers.”

“That sounds fantastic.”


Chapter 17

Wednesday, July 22nd

It had been an ordinary week of dealing with tenants plus managing my attraction to Susan. After our Suzy/Kat weekend, things transitioned back to a normal boy/girl relationship between Susan and Charles. She continued to be quite wanton and bold sexually and my attraction to her grew daily.

It was a revelation that she wanted to engage in a sexual relationship with me in my Caitlin role. I had wrongly assumed that our problems before were with me wanting to pursue such a relationship, but either I was completely wrong or her feelings have changed during our time apart. Our time apart; what a waste spending my life chasing Rachael’s dreams and her never once being concerned with my dreams at all.

I was also intrigued that she wanted to set me up with her make-believe cousin Stan. If she wanted to pursue a male role with me, it would be hypocritical if I didn’t go along with it. I would remain open and see where it goes.

On Monday I took a call from Robert Jacobs saying what a great job Caitlin had done in getting his electrical problem resolved. He was impressed that she could handle that so quickly and efficiently. I sensed a bit of chauvinism in his statement, or maybe he was just used to dealing with men for all his repair work. Maybe I need to get Caitlin a pink toolbox and she can start doing some repairs in the units. Oh wait; trying to get Caitlin out of a dress would never work. She doesn’t even own a pair of jeans, let alone any work clothes. The pink toolbox might be a good idea if a tenant needed to borrow a tool when I was out of the office.

Monday was also the first day for the announcement in the paper of my name change. After it ran for three weeks in a row I could petition the court for the name change, which should be a straightforward matter.

I took a look at my desk calendar and it was the twenty-second of the month already. Next week a lot of the tenants would be in with rent checks as the first of the month was coming up.

I turned the calendar over and noticed a shark sticker on the first of next month. I need to get ready for that, I guess. Probably a bit more research is necessary to get prepared and maybe buy some different teas and such for when she comes over. From what I’ve read, alcohol isn’t a good idea during that time. I’ll add some things to the grocery list.

As I was jotting things down, my business cell rang. Probably my day just took a turn for the worse.

—————

It was late in the afternoon when I finally settled back in my office chair. It had been a day of dealing with a leaking dishwasher which resulted in my having to go to town and get a replacement. Fortunately, I remembered to call Susan first and she told me where to go to get the best deal. When I walked into the store and asked for the owner, he treated me like family when I told him Susan had sent me. This was so much better than the big DIY store where I could never find anyone to help. I really didn’t pay much more plus he knew all the hoses and connectors I needed to hook it up. I skinned up my knuckles putting it in, though, and my back was sore from wrestling the machine around.

I had just brought up my finance program when there was a knock on the door. WTF was this? It was Rachael.

“Hello, Charlie,” she said, standing in the doorway. I was quite surprised to see her, and even more surprising was she looked quite nice in dress slacks and a pastel blue blouse. All the yoga pants must be in the wash. Her long brown hair had some new highlights and she even wore makeup.

She made her way into the office and sat down on the guest chair without an invitation. Same old Rachael.

“Hi, there. This is a…surprise,” I said, almost choking on the words.

“Yeah, I thought I would drop by so we could talk. How’s things?”

“Going good.”

“I like your office, “she said, looking around. “I haven’t been here before. It looks nice.”

I was slightly annoyed with the small talk and hoping she would get the point.

“Thanks. What can I do for you?”

“Oh, I just wanted to catch up.”

“Catch up on what?”

“Well, on how things have been going with you.”

We seemed to be stuck in a ‘how are things going’ loop.

“Everything is good. How about with you.”

“Well, not so good for me. Kinda sucks, actually.”

With that, Mr. Anderson walked by and ducked his head in.

“Charles, thanks for the help with the dishwasher. The new one works great.”

“Well, that other one was pretty tired and it was time to get it replaced,” I told him as Rachael sat there with a sour look.

“I won’t keep you. Thanks again,” he said, walking off.

“So, where were we?” I asked, turning back to Rachael.

“I was filling you in on some things that are happening.”

I could care less but pretended to be interested.

“Work still going okay?” I asked. She was a claims adjuster at a large insurance company and I knew she hated the job.

“Yeah, but it looks like the company will be moving to Des Moines and I’m trying to figure out what I want to do.”

“But the company is called DeKalb Mutual Insurance company. How can they move to Des Moines? That’s nuts.”

“They are going to rename it to DMI Group or something.”

“Interesting. Are you going to be relocating?” I asked, hoping she would and maybe take her mother with her.

She started to respond when Jessica stuck her head in the door.

“Charles, I wanted to let you know I’ll be out of town all week next week. If you want to have some painting done, that would be a good time,” she said with a smile.

“Great. I’ll let Carl know what color you picked and see if he can get it done while you are flying.”

“Thanks a million. See you,” she said with a wave, then turned and headed into the building.

I looked back at Rachael. “So, you were talking about moving to Des Moines…”

“Yeah, I don’t know what I want to do.”

“I understand. It’s tough moving and leaving all your friends.”

She gave me a hard stare. “I don’t have any friends, Charlie. Not after you left me.”

I left her, huh? That is an interesting spin on our divorce episode.

“Well, after your mother got done spreading lies about me, I don’t have any friends either. I guess that makes us even,” I growled.

“Look…”

“No, you look. What do you want?”

Another tap on the door; Susan this time. Rachael looked up at her with a glare.

“Hello, Charles. Is this a bad time?”

“Not at all, Ms. Lucas. Your friend Derrik was in and left you a note,” I told her, handing over the paper.

“I’m sorry. I’ll tell him to stop bothering you.”

“Hello, Sue,” Rachael finally said. I winced when she shortened her name.

“Hi, Rach. Haven’t seen you in a while,” Susan replied. I sensed the obvious contempt with calling her Rach. Good for her.

“Yeah, it’s been a while I guess.”

“Well, I’ll leave you to it. And again, Charles, I’m sorry about Derrik.”

“Not a problem. Have a good evening.” I told her as she walked off.

Rachael’s sour look turned into a scowl and she pushed the door closed.

I was no longer annoyed, but now angry. “Okay, get to it. What the hell do you want?” I barked.

She looked toward the ceiling as if the right words were up there, then back at me. “I want to know if you’ll go to Des Moines with me and start over.”

My jaw fell with shock. “There’s nothing to start over. We are done and I’ve got a pile of court papers to prove it. You even had me served with a restraining order that says I’m supposed to maintain my distance from you. I’m probably in contempt of court as it is.”

“That was a mistake.”

“No, the mistake was my wasting five years with you. Go to Des Moines, make some new friends and start over, but do it without me.”

“Charlie, I can’t believe you can be this cold,” her voice softening.

“Oh my god, the ice princess herself calling me cold. Did you really think you could breeze in here, bat your eyes and we’d head to Des Moines like nothing happened?”

“It’s not like that.”

“What’s it like, then? I’m a little confused.”

“I know you care for me…and I still care for you.

“Are you listening to yourself? You filed for divorce. Said you couldn’t live with me anymore and I made you sick. That we had irreconcilable differences; or at least that’s what you testified in court.”

“I know you are hurting right now and I want to help,” she said, then swept her hand around the room. “I hate that you are stuck in this slum surrounded by all these losers who just want you to do their chores for them. I can take you away from all of this if you let me,” she said with a sniff. Sheesh. If this were a movie, it would be an award-winning performance.

“Tell you what; why don’t you move to Des Moines, meet a guy, have a family, and find some happiness; just leave me out of it,” I said flatly.

“Don’t be cruel, Charlie.”

“What did I say?”

“Talking about having a family.”

“I don’t get it. Why is that cruel? I thought you wanted kids. You sure made my life miserable because I couldn’t give you any.”

“I went to a doctor, a specialist, and I learned I can’t have children. Some congenital issue.”

I started to boil. “So, all the times you and your mother bashed me about not being man enough to father a child, and the problem was you!”

“We could adopt.”

“There is no ‘we’ in this picture. The two of us are done, finished, kaput, defunct. How many other words do I need for you to understand we are history and have no future together? None. Now please leave.”

“Please don’t say that, Charlie. You need me to take care of you. We were great together and will be again.”

“Rachael, our time together was a tragedy and it’s frightening to think you don’t see that. Have you considered counseling?”

“We could go together. We’ll work through your problems and have you feeling better in no time.”

“What! It’s not me that needs counseling; I’ve never been happier in my life. Right now the only problem I have is you being here. I’m quite pleased with my life without you in it.”

She reached out to cover my hand with hers, right on my bashed-up knuckles. “Oh, Charlie. Don’t be like that. Just sell this dump, or find some flunky to run it, and go with me to Des Moines. We’ll rent a nice apartment downtown. You will find a good office job; we’ll make new friends and be together.”

I jerked my hand away. “I sure don’t need to move to Des Moines to make friends. I’m making friends here.”

“What friends? You mean like Sue Lucas? She was the one that dumped your ass before and it was me left to pick up the pieces. You remember that, don’t you? She doesn’t give a shit about you and just wants someone to take messages from her boyfriend. Come with me to Des Moines and I’ll make you happy.”

“Do you want to know what would really make me happy?”

“No, what?” she said, brightly.

“For you to leave and never come back. Go to Des Moines, start over, and never think about me again, and I promise I will never think about you.”

With that, I stood, opened the door and gestured for her to leave.

“Your time is up.”

“Please call me, Charlie.”

“You blocked my number, remember.”

“Not anymore. You are a priority contact. Call day or night and I’ll answer.”

“Goodbye, Rachael.”

She stood and brushed her finger across my cheek, “Call whenever you are ready to talk,” she said quietly. “I’d love to help get your life put back together.”

She leaned in to kiss me and I turned my head away. She sighed, then turned and walked out the main door.

What the fuck was that?

I slumped back in my chair for several minutes trying to figure out how to handle this when I received a message from Susan.

I think we should talk.


Chapter 18

My heart was in my throat as I knocked on Susan’s door. She called out ‘just a minute’ then I heard her open the door a little later. She had changed her clothes and wore sweatpants and a tee shirt. This was not a good sign.

“Hello, Susan. Can I come in?”

“I think so,” she said curtly. She directed me to sit on the sofa and she took her place on the chair. This was not going to be a fun conversation.

I had spent the time on the way here trying to figure out how I was going to spin this. Did I try to lie and say Rachael found a box of CDs and wondered if they were mine or something dumb like that? I could see that blowing up on me and I figured the truth, as awful as it was, would be the best way to go.

There was no offer of a glass of wine or anything; she spent quite a bit of time just staring at me.

“So…” she finally said.

“Susan, I want you to know that I had nothing to do with Rachael coming over and I want to get that out there first thing. She just showed up this afternoon telling me she was planning to move to Des Moines.”

“And…”

“This is going to sound crazy…”

“Try me…”

“She asked if I would go with her,” I answered quietly.

She rose and walked over to me, staring at me with fire in her eyes.

“I guess that’s the end for us,” she said harshly. “You should probably leave.”

“No, please don’t say that, Susan. There is no way I’m going to move anywhere with that nut case. She spent five years making me miserable and there is no way I want to spend another day with her. I told her to enjoy Des Moines and that I never want to hear from her again.”

“And what if I don’t believe you? I’ve lost you to her before and I never want to go through that hurt again,” she said flatly as she started to pace around the room.

I sat on the sofa with my hands folded trying to figure out what to say next. I rose to approach her to give her a hug but she moved away.

“Susan, I don’t know what I can say to make you believe me. I want nothing to do with her.”

“I had an interesting discussion with her friend Denise this afternoon. Rachael said you called her and wanted her to come over. Why are you lying to me?”

“Susan, I did no such thing. I spent all the time while I was coming up here trying to figure out what the game is.”

“Is that what this is to you; a game?” she hissed.

“I’m talking about the game Rachael is playing. I’m certainly not playing a game with you. You are the best thing about my life right now. Rachael is an annoyance and hopefully she will just go away.”

“Do you really believe that?” she queried.

“I want her out of my life so I can start over; to start over with you.”

“Denise says she is convinced that you are living in a crisis right now and need her to save you. Do you know what she’s talking about?”

I really didn’t have an answer and just shrugged.

“Where did she get that idea, Charles? Am I adding stress and complication to your life? Is it me that has caused this crisis? I thought we were building a good relationship. I have been trying my best to do the things you wanted.”

“We are great together and I love doing things with you. I thought the things we were doing together were things we both wanted.”

“Well, I thought so. I must have been wrong.”

“I told Rachael there is no problem in my life and the only thing that was bothering me right now was her.”

“I don’t know if I can believe you.”

“Susan, how can I convince you that I am happy. I’ve never been happier in my whole life. I told Rachael that and I want you to know that as well.”

“So why does Rachael think she needs to save you.”

“Because she’s an idiot. She’s probably been in another battle with her mother. That woman always makes Rachael crazy.”

“I’m going to need some time to think about this,” Susan said, her lip quivering.

“Please, Susan. Don’t let this stupid woman come between us again.”

“Charles. I just need some time.”

“I will give you time, but we’ve been in this place before and I made a mistake that turned out very badly. I will not do that again. Rachael means nothing to me, but you are my world right now. I will not let you go.”

“I just don’t know what I think about this.”

“There is no this to think about. Rachael is just a pain in the ass, but she will be gone soon.”

“I need some time…alone.”

“Do you want me to go?” I asked, hesitantly.

“I think so, yes.”

—————

I returned to my apartment with no joy left in my life. How is it that Rachael continues to wreck my life even after the divorce? I know Susan had a bit of a jealous streak, but I never would have imagined how much Rachael’s showing up would have triggered her.

I slumped into my slightly uncomfortable living room chair and looked around. I noticed all the touches that Susan helped me make to the apartment and I couldn’t even face the prospect of her not being here with me. She asked me for some time, but I’m not exactly sure what she needed the time for. Did we have a problem between us that I wasn’t aware of? Was it Caitlin?

I rose and walked into Caitlin’s room and looked around. If Susan asked, could I put Caitlin back into boxes in the basement? No. I think that would be a step too far and would lead to a life of simmering regret and despair; much the same as my life with Rachael. I just hoped I would not be put into a situation where I had to choose.


Chapter 19

Thursday, July 23rd

After a fitful night’s sleep, I awoke feeling like shit. There was no message this morning to come up and help Susan get ready for work, and that saddened me. I grabbed my journal and started writing…I questioned if this was the end of our relationship? It did seem like things were moving fast, but it wasn’t like we were just getting to know each other and starting from scratch. We had a history and we were building a relationship from there. As I thought back, she had been the one that asked me to the fireworks show, that initiated a sexual relationship, and that even helped me bring Caitlin back into existence. No, I am not going to let Rachael destroy what we have together, but I will give Susan the time she asked for.

As I wrote all this down, it occurred to me that this was déjà vu. It started this way the last time when Susan asked me for some space and I overreacted, figured we were finished and I jumped into Rachael’s waiting arms. I vowed I would not make that mistake again. I would respect Susan’s request and give her the time she needed, but not do anything dumb. My heart was in my throat but I would not spiral into a fit of despair. I know that Susan is facing the same anxiety as me and will trust her instincts to do the right thing. If I can’t trust her with this, we have no future together anyway.

I closed the notebook and called Carl to arrange for him to come paint Jessica’s apartment. He said he could work me in and would be here on Tuesday. When I had finished the call, I thought back to Rachael’s jibe about all the tenants wanted from me was to do their chores. I was paid quite well to be there for them and it just was additional proof what a self-centered bitch she was. I liked the fact that I could do things for the tenants that they didn’t feel they could do themselves. I also wanted to be proactive and try to anticipate things that would make them more comfortable here. I didn’t like the challenge of replacing a tenant and if I could promote them being a long tern resident, that worked better for me.

About noon my heart jumped when I got a text from Susan.

Hello Charles. I just wanted to reach out and say Hi.

Hi Susan. It’s great to hear from you.

I thought it was important to tell you that I don’t hate you for what happened, but I’m trying to understand my reaction to it.

We’ve been through tough times before and we will get through this. I want you to know you mean the world to me.

I know, but I’m acting like a spoiled child and I need to work out what I’m feeling.

You are allowed to call a ‘time out’ when something happens you don’t understand. Take some time and be assured I will be here for you when you are ready.

You are wonderful. I’ll stay in touch.

—————

It was going on 5:30 when I noticed that someone entered the building from the downstairs door. Most people came through the front and I had a suspicion what was happening. I walked to the elevator lobby and watched the indicator go to the fourth floor- Susan’s floor. Apparently she was still avoiding me.

I headed back to my apartment to settle in for the night. I warmed up some soup and had some toast with butter because I couldn’t face making a full meal. I turned on the television and I couldn’t focus on anything, so I turned on the radio. Susan’s station was playing and I started to get sad. God I miss her.

About eight-thirty I heard a knock on my door. My heart raced hoping it was Susan and I looked out the peephole to see her standing in the hallway. I opened the door and we looked at one another for a moment before I finally invited her in. She was dressed in slacks and a patterned blouse with eyes puffy like she had been crying.

She walked in and I directed her to sit on the sofa. She was quiet and it was awkward as hell.

“Would you like something? I have soda, wine, maybe even a beer.”

She shook her head no.

I sat on the side chair, leaned toward her and when the silence got to me, I cleared my throat.

“Susan. You need to talk to me. I know you had a reason for coming here.”

“Oh Charles, I feel so stupid. I’ve spent the whole day making myself crazy and I know I’ve done the same to you. Will you be able to forgive me?”

“Of course I will forgive you, or maybe it’s better to say I would like to understand what is happening so it can never happen again.”

“It’s just when I saw Rachael and you together, I felt a rage come over me that was hard for me to tamp down. There is this giant hole in my life because of her.”

“I know. I have the same Rachael-shaped hole in my life. She is going to be leaving town for her job and that will be the end of it. We can go on with our lives as if she never existed. That’s what I told her I wanted; to never think about her again.”

“But she told Denise she is still in love with you.”

“She’s mental. She wants me to go to Des Moines with her so she will have someone she knows there. She is so self-absorbed she will never give a thought to anyone else.”

“But what about the people she works with?”

“Susan, they all hate her. She has no friends at work and damn few friends outside of work either. If it wasn’t for the fact that she and Denise went to high school together, she wouldn’t have any friends at all; her mother will make sure of that. Cybil likes to pick all her friends; the only problem is she never picks any.”

“I don’t think I have ever met her mother.”

“You can count yourself lucky. She is one of the most toxic people in the world.”

“So where do we go from here?”

“Can I make a suggestion? If you come over here and sit on my lap, I’ll give you a big hug.”

“That sounds kind of nice. Will there be a glass of wine later?”

“I think that can be arranged, but I insist on a hug first.”

“I’m still considering that,” she said, the corners of her mouth starting to lift with a smile. “The wine might be a strong selling point.”

“I have both red and white. I might also have raspberry sherbet.”

“All this for a hug, huh.”

“Nope, a hug and a kiss if we include sherbet.”

She rose and crossed to sit on my lap. I did get my hug and several kisses as a bonus before I gave her the ice cream.


Chapter 20

Saturday, July 25th

Yesterday returned to pretty much normal as I got a text first thing wondering if I would like to come up for coffee.

Coffee sounds good. Do you need any help picking out something to wear to work? I asked.

I’m kind of stuck between a couple different outfits. Maybe you can help me choose.

Be right there.

I was happy that I was able to help her find something, and had a lot of fun getting her dressed. By the time we were done, she was almost late leaving for work and had to take a protein shake with her for breakfast.

I awoke early this morning with a sense of rightness. I’m still trying to figure out what caused that crisis with Rachael, but things seemed to be back to normal.

This morning as I glanced around at the beautiful room, I thought about last night. Susan came to my place and after we talked for a bit it was as if nothing ever happened. We kissed and made out on the sofa, then finally ended up in my bed. What followed was a very sexually charged bout of satisfying each other’s desires.

Before doing a walk of shame back to her room, she asked what I planned to do this weekend. I said I was headed out of town to a model train exhibit but Caitlin had the weekend off.

She gave me a big smile. “The model trains sound fun, but I might spend some time with Caitlin so she doesn’t get bored. I have something I want to talk to her about woman to woman anyway.”

I pulled myself back to the present, rose from my bed and pulled on my fuzzy house slippers. Before I went to bed, I took a shower, removed what little body hair had grown in, glued on my forms and put on my gaff. I finally rubbed myself down with a delightfully fragranced body lotion, slipped into my nightgown and slept in Caitlin’s room.

I had finished putting in the extensions and had on my makeup, except for lipstick, then headed for the kitchen to start breakfast. I was still in my nightgown. I had just put on a pot of coffee when I received a text from Susan.

Good morning, Kat. Would you like to go out for breakfast?

Hi Suzy. I put on a pot of coffee but haven’t started breakfast yet, so that sounds good. Would you like a cup before we leave?

Sounds great. I’ll be there in a bit.

A few minutes later I heard her knock on the door.

“Hi Suzy,” I said, giving her a brief kiss. She was dressed casually but stylishly with dress slacks and a beautiful rose-colored blouse.

“Good morning, Kat. Still in your PJs huh.”

“I was up kind of late and a little slow this morning,” I responded. Actually, I wanted to have her help me get dressed as that is always a lot of fun.

I served her a cup of coffee at the kitchen table where we sat and talked about mindless things.

“So, are you still thinking about breakfast out?” I asked her. “If so, I should probably get dressed.”

“Breakfast out sounds good. Do you need any help finding an outfit?”

“If you don’t mind,” I said aloud as inwardly I was thrilled with the suggestion.

We went to Caitlin’s room and I started pulling out clothes.

We found a pair of slacks and a red sleeveless top that would be good with the weather being so warm.

“Now, let me put on some lipstick and I’ll be ready to go,” I told her.

“Before you do…” she started, then crossed to me, wrapped me in a hug and gave me a powerful kiss. I felt a tingle all the way to my toes.

When the kiss broke, I put my forehead against hers and gave her a smile.

“Thank you, Suzy. But if we keep this up, we’ll miss breakfast.”

She gave me a pout. “Well, if you insist…”

I caressed her cheek with my finger. “Maybe more of that later.”

—————

After our breakfast, we decided to go to a linen shop and get me a couple more sets of sheets. Sooner or later, I was going to have to wash clothes and I only had a single set for each bed. She knew just the place and helped me pick out a manly yet soft set for Charles, and a really frilly floral set for Caitlin.

After finding what we wanted at the linen store, including some additional towels and washcloths, we stopped at the beauty store because I wanted to get her some long-lasting lipstick.

“That’s a good idea,” she said with a wink. While we were there, we stocked up on some additional nail colors, some different products and found a makeup organizer for the bathroom.

“If we stop at the market, I’ll pick up some chicken for our dinner. How would roast chicken sound?” I asked.

“That would be great, but only if you let me help.”

“Oh, I will definitely take advantage of you…I mean, I will let you help,” I told her with a grin.

She chuckled at my response, no doubt recognizing the double-entendre.

—————

We had a lot of fun preparing our chicken dinner. We chose to make fried chicken rather than roasted as it was a little quicker. There was still ample time to get into some kissing while we waited for the pieces to brown. We baked potatoes in the microwave and steamed some veggies, plus there was applesauce for dessert.

After dinner, we settled in the front room and listened to the radio. I thought I would try to open up the woman-to-woman conversation she wanted to have.

“Suzy, I think there is something you wanted to talk to me about.”

“There is, Kat. It was about the tantrum I threw last week.”

I chuckled. “I know there was some disagreement, but nothing like a tantrum.”

“Well, I reacted to a situation like a spoiled child and made both me and Charles feel awful.”

“I didn’t get a sense that’s how it was. It was that bitch Rachael trying to worm herself back into Charles’s life. That relationship is done but she can’t seem to accept that.”

“That’s what he said, but like a dope I didn’t believe him.”

“Are you afraid this is some kind of love-triangle or something?” I thought to myself it would be more like a love rectangle with Caitlin involved.

“I don’t know what to think.”

“There is no love or attraction between Charles toward Rachael, let me assure you about that. The sooner she moves away the better.”

“Denise told me that Rachael is looking for work around here; that she can’t move unless Charles goes with her.”

“What?!? Why not.”

“She needs Charles to sign a lease. Her credit rating stinks so bad no one will rent her an apartment.”

“Why doesn’t her mother get her a place?”

“I don’t think she wants Rachael to move out of town.”

“That’s nuts. That bitch can’t blackmail Charles into moving to Des Moines. What the hell is wrong with her?”

“That’s kind of the reason I was so upset.”

“Suzy, Charles is going to explode over this. There is no way he is going to Des Moines, or anywhere else, with her.”

“She just brings out the worst impulses in me is all. I’m afraid of what might happen. She’s kind of desperate.”

“There has been a lot of time wasted trying to deal with her. I hope she just fades away and takes her mother with her.”

“I hope that as well.” She said, then she gave a yawn.

“Do you want to call it a night?” I queried.

“Is there any way I can stay here?” She asked, biting her lip. “I don’t want to be alone.”

“Sure, Suzy. There’s plenty of room,” I responded, my mind reeling about what to do about makeup, nightgowns, if she would sleep in Charles’s bed, etc. “Do you need to go back to your place to get a nightgown?”

“Here’s another idea. Why don’t you put what you need in an overnight bag and you could stay in my room.”

My heart leapt when I heard this. Since she has a single, it would mean either sleeping with her or me on the sofa.

“Let’s do that. I’ll grab some things…” I said.

“I can help.”


Chapter 21

Sunday, July 26th

I awoke next to Susan on my back and her cuddled up next to me. It was a very nice feeling as I relished the warmth of her body and her regular breathing against my shoulder.

I felt a little anxiety about how I was sleeping with Charles’s girlfriend, then I thought to myself that Charles and I were the same person. I had done such a good job of establishing Caitlin as someone else, I lost track of the fact that we were one in the same. I had a lot of other things to be worried about, but the notion that I was cheating on Charles with Susan was not one of them.

I was wearing my rose-colored short nightgown, and she wore the blue one that I had bought her so many years before. She told me it made her feel special to wear it. I might consider getting her another one as a gift.

I felt her stir and gave her a brief hug.

“Did my Suzy sleep okay? I didn’t crowd you, did I?”

“I slept wonderfully. Thank you for being here. Do you want to take the bath first?”

“Yes, thank you, but don’t you dare get dressed without my help,” I warned.

“I promise.

I grabbed my overnight bag, then went to the bath to get ready. I braided my hair last night and only one of the extensions were a little loose so I fixed that and brushed out my hair. It looked cool with the texture the braid left. I did my makeup and was pleased at how with practice it was much quicker for me to get a feminine look. I skipped lipstick and used some flavored lip balm, hoping to maybe get into a little kissing.

When I returned to the bedroom, she had turned on the light, opened the drapes, and made the bed. She was laying some clothing on the bed so it looked like I may get to help choose.

“Bathroom is free, Suzy. Do you want me to start breakfast or are we eating out.”

“Why don’t you make coffee and I’ll help you fix something. That way we can eat breakfast in our nightgowns.”

“Sounds great,” I said as she moved across the room to me. I wrapped her in a hug and she gave me an epic kiss.

“You taste good,” she said.

“I left the tube in the bathroom if you’d like to try it.”

“That I will,” she said, exiting for the bath.

I laid the outfit we had chosen last night on the bed, put on a light robe then headed for the kitchen. Within a few minutes, the apartment was filled with the aroma of fresh coffee.

I put out a cup for both of us and sat at the dinette table. I was catching up in my journal when she walked in. She still wore the blue nightgown but had added a black robe over the top. Her hair had a bit of curl and her makeup looked great. I didn’t notice any lipstick, however.

I stood and crossed to her, grabbing her hands.

“Suzy, you look so pretty,” I gushed.

“Thank you, Kat. I like your hair,” she said, brushing her fingers through my crinkled brown tresses.

I leaned in to give her a brief kiss, but she wrapped me in her arms and the kiss lasted much longer. She tasted like the cherry lip balm.

When the kiss broke, I looked into her bottomless brown eyes briefly, thinking about how much she meant to me.

“I made us coffee.”

“Thank you. Maybe one more kiss and I’ll be ready for some,” she said, leaning in. She tasted great.

After our breakfast of bacon, eggs and toast, we went to her bedroom and got changed for the day. I did not shy away from changing clothes in front of her. It was just like we were two ladies and there was no awkwardness. I was quite comfortable doing things with her. Seeing her naked did cause an uncomfortable swelling in my gaff, however.

The day was hot but the forecast was for thunderstorms by late afternoon so we would need to be home.

“What would you like to do today?” I asked her.

“I actually have some housework and laundry to do.”

“Okay, see you later then,” I teased.

“Don’t you dare leave.”

“I don’t want to break a nail.”

“Something is going to get broken if you don’t watch it.”

“What would you like me to work on,” I said with a sigh.

“Probably need to get the laundry going, then work on some things around here. Do you have any laundry?”

“A couple of things, but the hamper is full of boy stuff.”

“We can probably take care of that too. Keep on your cousin’s good side.”

—————

By the time we collected all our laundry, we had two full baskets. When we entered the laundry room, one of the other residents, Dina Brice, was there and writing out a trouble ticket. I had some pre-printed Post-It notes I put on the bulletin board that could be used to mark any of the equipment that wasn’t working. Dina was putting a note on the change machine saying it was out of order.

“Hello, Dina. Is the bill changer broke?” Susan asked.

“Yes. I went to put some money in and it doesn’t do anything.”

“Caitlin, is there any way you can fix it? We’re going to need change.” Susan asked me. “Oh, Dina, this is Caitlin, Charles’s cousin. Caitlin, this is Dina Brice who lives on second floor.”

“Nice to meet you, Dina. Let me go to the office and get the keys and some rolls of quarters. Charles showed me how to fix the machine before he left. Be right back.”

I went to the office and grabbed the keys and the cash bag and then returned to find them talking. Susan explained about where I worked and that I was living with Charles until I could find a place.

I opened the machine and, as I suspected, it was just out of quarters. I added several rolls and took out the bills that were there and locked it back up.

“Try it now,” I told Dina.

She put in her five-dollar bill and the machine dumped out a bunch of quarters.

“Great, Caitlin, you fixed it,” Dina said.

“I’m just sorry you had this problem. It was just out of quarters,” I told her as I removed the note.

I took a bill of my own and put it in the machine and it spit out the correct change. We let Dina have the machine she needed and filled the remaining ones. It looked like Charles’s clothes were going to wait until Dina finished.

After our laundry was done and folded, we headed back to the office. I had removed the coins from all the machines and would leave them in the office until I could get them packaged into rolls. I noticed that I usually had to add quarters to the ones that I got out of the machines, so I suspected some of the residents came down to make change even though they didn’t do laundry. That didn’t bother me much as it was a service I could provide and it just meant when I went to the bank, I had to get some extra quarters. I did have to maintain the change machine fairly often.

I left the coins and the keys to the machines in the office and locked up.

We came back to Susan’s room and started doing some cleaning. It wasn’t that bad and it was actually quite a bit of fun to work together.

While we worked, Susan gave me a wink.

“That was clever what you did in the laundry room. Now word will get around that Caitlin can do things around the apartment,” she said.

“I hadn’t thought about that, but maybe Caitlin can take on some responsibilities around here. People aren’t used to Charles being here that much so that might work out. I was thinking I needed a toolbox and probably some work clothes.”

“I don’t think work clothes would be a good idea. Probably just minor things like working on the bill changer or fixing a door lock. I don’t see you doing any sewer cleaning.”

“You’re right there.”


Chapter 22

Tuesday, July 28th

Yesterday was an interesting day. First thing, Dina Brice came in to say how great it was that Caitlin could get the bill changer running. She had seen the note that I was out of town and figured she would have to take her laundry somewhere else or go out and try to find some quarters. Caitlin’s being there really helped.

I also checked the paper and my second notice of my name change was there. After the next publication I would be able to go to court and do the legal work.

I went out yesterday at noon and followed up on my idea of getting a tool kit for Caitlin. I didn’t go with pink as I thought that was too lame, but I found one in black with some purple insets that looked less butch without being over the top. I got her some tools; hammer, screwdrivers, wrenches and the types of things she might need to take on a simple task. If something complicated came up, like a water leak or something, it would mean a call to a repairman.

I was in my office waiting for Carl and catching up on some bills when I heard the front door open. Shortly later, a figure appeared at my door that would mean my day was about to go square to hell…Rachael’s mother, Cybil.

“Can I help you, Cybil. I’m afraid I don’t have any apartment vacancies right now.”

“Cut the shit you little worm and listen to me…” she said as she came into the office and slammed the door. She hovered over my desk like a vulture, which was a pretty good analogy.

“How dare you come in here and play bitch with me. I know you too well for you to bully me. You only have a couple of minutes to state your business before I call the police and have you hauled away.”

“It won’t take me that long to tell you what you are going to do.”

“Well, get to it then,” I hissed.

“I want you to stay away from Rachael.”

“Believe me, I want nothing to do with her, so your trip here is a complete waste of time.”

“She says she can’t move to Des Moines because of you.”

“I’ve certainly never been in a position to tell Rachael what to do, so why do you think that’s changed now we’re divorced.”

“You have her convinced you will go nuts if she moves away.”

“Me go crazy, huh. I’m perfectly fine. She’s the one you should be worried about.”

“I’m on to your plan. You are a damn leach and will do anything to get back into her life. You are a loser and will always be a loser. Hell, you aren’t even man enough to father a child.”

It seems that Cybil wasn’t up to speed on Rachael’s diagnosis. Apparently she didn’t tell her about not having a credit rating good enough to rent an apartment either. Always trying to make everything my fault.

“Are you about finished? I’ve got work to do.”

“If you don’t stay away from Rachael, I’m going to make you sorry you were ever born.”

“The two of you spent five years doing that and I’ve had enough. I want nothing to do with Rachael, and I want nothing to do with you either. Please go away and tell Rachael to go to Des Moines with my blessing.”

“So that’s the game you are playing, huh. You were always good about pitting Rachael against me, but it’s not going to work this time.”

With this it finally occurred to me what the problem between me and Cybil was…it was Rachael. Where I’m being accused of playing Rachael against her, it might actually be Rachael playing me against her mother.

“You had better get Rachael some professional help. She needs counseling in the worst way.”

“She told me you and her were going to start seeing someone to get your head fixed. I can’t imagine how long that will take. Who is going to pay for that…Rachael?”

“God you are twisted. Don’t you have anything else to do but come in here and spew your venom? You must lead a damn pathetic life.”

“Says the person who Rachael tells me is a suicide risk. You’ve convinced her she needs to save you.”

“My god. You must be pretty dim to not figure out what she is doing. She is trying to manufacture some crisis in my life so she can swoop in and save me. She’s done that to me before and I have a five-year hole in my life because of it.”

“Are you trying to tell me that Rachael is the problem here? I know my daughter and there is nothing wrong with her.”

“There is nothing wrong with me; I’m not stressed, depressed or suicidal. She invented all this so she doesn’t have to make a decision about moving away.”

“You are a pathetic little wimp; I’ll give you that. I almost feel sorry for you,” she sneered.

“I just want you to both leave me alone so I can get on with my life. I don’t need your help or your pity.”

“Rachael says you need her. I think you’re a con artist. I really don’t care either way. I want you to stay away from my daughter.”

“I want you out of here. Tell your screwy daughter to stay away from me as well. She can go to hell and I hope she enjoys Des Moines.”

With that, I opened the door and gestured for her to leave.

“Just stay away from her…” she growled as she walked out the door.

“And stay the fuck away from me…both of you,” I snarled, slamming the door behind her.

—————

I sat staring at the wall for several minutes trying to figure out just what the hell was going on and what I could do about it. Did I dare mention this to Susan or would she just go into another funk?

I heard someone come in the front door and I hoped it was better news. I opened the office door and saw Carl and Dennis.

“Hello, guys,” I called out.

“Hello, Charles. I’m sorry we’re a little late getting here, but I think we can get the first coat on today then finish up tomorrow.”

“No problem, the tenant is away until late Thursday.”

I opened the door for them and they headed up the elevator with their stuff. I went with them to open the apartment door and make sure everything was out of the way.

I noticed that Jess had moved most of her personal items off the dresser and even emptied out her closet. This would work great if Carl had enough paint to do her closet also. I also took a look at her carpet and noticed there was some wear in the traffic areas and I might consider having the carpet replaced, maybe something to coordinate with the color of the walls. Jessica had picked out a lilac color for the bedroom which wouldn’t look that great against the commercial brown carpet. Something like a gray might look better. I’d ask Susan what she thinks would be a good color for carpet and pick up some samples. No bigger than the room was it probably wouldn’t cost much.

I decided to give Susan a call.

“Hi Charles,” she answered brightly.

“Hello, Susan. I have a quick question if this is an okay time.”

“Sure, what can I do for you?”

“I’m looking at Jessica’s carpet and I think it should be replaced. Carl is painting the walls lilac and maybe a gray color might look good.”

“Yes, that sounds great.”

“Do you know anyone?”

“Of course. We’ll go over there tonight and take a look.”

“Is this going to be like a date? Just curious.”

“Maybe. Let’s discuss this when I get home. You can help me find something to wear.”

“Sounds good. Talk to you soon. I love you, Susan.”

“And I love you, Charles. See you soon,” she said, hanging up.

—————

Just after five, Susan stopped at my office.

“Hello, Ms Lucas,” I said as she entered the office and sat down.

“Good afternoon, Charles. Did you have a good day?”

“Carl got the first coat on Jessica’s bedroom. It looks nice and I really like the color. I’ll show you when you go up.”

“I sent a message to Jess and told her what you were thinking. She was thrilled with your suggestion for replacing the carpet. I called someone I know and he’ll be around tonight so we can do a deal.”

“That’s great, Susan. Let’s go up, take a look and get some measurements. Then I’ll take you out for dinner. Something else came up that I want to talk to you about.”

“I’m liking this plan,” she responded, brightly.

—————

After a stop at a carpet store that she just happened to know, we went out for dinner. We got Jess a great looking berber carpet in a medium gray. As a favor to Susan, the owner said he would be out Thursday morning to install it. By the time Jessica got back from flying, everything would be done. We even got her a carpet runner for the traffic area between her bed and the dresser.

After that, we went out to a small restaurant for a late dinner, which was great. While we ate, I wanted to bring up the issue with Rachael’s mother.

“I wanted to let you know about a visitor I had earlier,” I started. I wasn’t quite sure how she was going to take this.

“Okay…” she said, probably suspicious that something was going on that she wasn’t going to like.

“Rachael’s mother stopped by earlier. Unfortunately she wasn’t looking for an apartment.”

I could see her tense up, so I continued.

“She is threatening me with some unspecified peril if I don’t stay away from her daughter.”

“I see…”

“I wanted to let you know she said Rachael is not planning to move away.”

“Charles…”

“The reason I’m bringing this up is to let you know that I told her to go away and leave me alone and to tell Rachael to back off.”

“I’m not sure what I think about this.”

“I just wanted to be honest with you about everything so there was no misunderstanding. I don’t want you to think I’m holding anything back from you…” I said, hesitantly, “That and I really don’t know what I can do to make them go away. Do I need to file a complaint or something?”

“Did her mother threaten you?”

“Nothing specific. Just general make my life hell type of things. Mostly she just called me a bunch of names.”

“Unless she made some specific threat, the cops aren’t going to do anything.”

“An interesting thing. The other day when she was in, Rachael told me that she found out she couldn’t have children. Apparently she never told her mother.”

“Everybody is lying to everybody, huh. I’m sorry you are in this position, but I don’t know what more I can offer.”

“I’m just sick to death of all of them, but I wanted to make sure that you didn’t think I was trying to hide anything from you. I don’t want to lose you, Susan.”

“You are kind of stuck with me, Charles. I’m sorry I went into the weeds last week. I’ll try to keep my jealousy in check.”


Chapter 23

Friday, July 31th

Yesterday was a good day. The carpet guys were here early and got everything ready for Jessica’s return.

When she arrived home, she was absolutely thrilled with how everything came out and hugged me like crazy. The place did look nice and all the colors for the room worked. She mentioned that she needed to get a new bedspread. Susan gave her the name of a place which gave me a chuckle.

Something that was a bit of a bummer was that Shark Week was starting this Saturday. Susan wanted to spend some time together before she started to bloat up, so we ate in and had a very passionate evening at her apartment. She even had me spend the night.

I awoke this morning spooned up behind her. We were both naked and I was all swelled up with a morning wood. She teased me about it and shooed me off telling me that I should be settled. She was right that I should be settled, but waking up next to her like that caused some excitement. Added to that, I had to pee. I grabbed my clothes and headed for the bathroom.

When I got back to her bedroom, she was in her bra and panties and looking through her closet. I walked up behind her and gave her a hug.

“Can I help you find something?” I whispered before giving her ear a kiss.

“Maybe. What do you think of this?”

She held up a blue short sleeve skater dress.

“I like that a lot,” I told her as she held it in front of her and looked in the mirror.

“I agree. I’ll need some help picking out shoes.”

I pulled a couple of different shoes from her shoe rack. Some black pumps with a high heel, and some kitten heels in blue which were a pretty good match for the dress.

“I think the blue would be better as they don’t have quite as high of heel, but can I have you put on the black ones for me?”

She gave me a crooked smile and reminded me she needed hose.

After I found her some suntan hose and helped her put them on, she slipped on the high heels. She twirled in front of the mirror, causing the dress to flare out.

“The shoes are a little much for work, but they look fantastic on you,” I told her as she continued to look in the mirror.

“I’ll keep them on while you help with my makeup, then you can make me breakfast.”

Even with me being sexually satisfied last night, I was enchanted with how the outfit looked. I got a thrill as I heard her click across the wood floor in the hallway headed for the kitchen.

Over breakfast, she asked me what my plans looked like for the weekend.

“Nothing much. Do you want to do something?”

“I’m probably going to feel crummy due to the cramps. I really hate to take a bunch of pain pills as it’s not good for my liver.”

“Susan, that night we went to the fireworks, you had just started your…your…”

“Period. You can say it, Charles. Yes, what about it?”

“Well, were you feeling bad that night? Just wondering.”

She looked away for a minute, then back toward me. “I was on enough pain pills that I didn’t feel anything. I kind of wanted to spend the evening with you and I thought it was worth it.”

“Thank you. That was a special night. Now that I know what’s what, I’ll try not to put you in a situation like that again.”

“My periods are just a pain, literally, especially the first couple of days. It’s been that way since middle school.”

I didn’t know what to say and we fell into an awkward silence.

“Do you know if Caitlin will be around this weekend?” she asked.

“She has the weekend off, but are you sure you want company?”

“Caitlin shares the same cycle as me. We could hang around the apartment, feel crummy together and maybe bake some cookies or something.”

The fact that Caitlin was coming up on her period was kind of a shock to me. I know Susan had mentioned once that she was thinking about something for Caitlin’s period, but I didn’t think she was serious. I also didn’t know what she had in mind.

“Ask if she would like to spend the weekend with me,” Susan said. “We’ll just stay in the apartment and watch TV in our nightgowns. She can spend the night if she feels like it.”

“I think she would be okay with that.”

“Okay. I’ll pick up some supplies and she can come to my apartment in the morning. Tell her to bring her stuff and those flannel pajamas we got last week.”

—————

After I saw Susan off to work, I headed for the office. After checking the inbox and finding nothing, I grabbed the keys and the bank bag to make sure everything was good in the laundry room. I topped up the coins in the changer and emptied the coins from the machines, then headed back to the office to roll up the quarters.

As I worked on the quarter rolls, I thought about what it meant for Caitlin to go through her period this weekend. I did some searching on the internet and there were a lot of different symptoms. In addition to the discharge, there are cramps, back pain, bloating, mood swings, fatigue, tenderness of the breasts, headache and just an overall feeling of yuck. Because of the pain, it is sometimes difficult to get a good night’s sleep. It gave me a whole new perspective on what Susan would be feeling. Maybe that was the idea.

Rachael was always secretive about her period, but she did get somewhat brittle and difficult to deal with. Not much different than usual as I thought about it. She never mentioned a lot of discomfort, but she did spend a lot of time in bed. At least Susan was being open about it and maybe through Caitlin I could get a better perspective.

About 5:30, Susan stopped by the office to say hello. She handed me a sack from a local pharmacy.

“Something for Caitlin…” she announced as she handed me the bag. I looked inside and there was a pack of Kotex pads and another package of panty liners.

“Thank you. I’ll make sure she gets this.”

I rose and closed the door.

“So Susan, you know Caitlin doesn’t really suffer from periods, right.”

“Yes, but I would really like to have someone with me this weekend. I thought Caitlin would be a better choice than taking a bunch of drugs. Besides, there are some things that we can do to give Caitlin some symptoms. It is all part of being a woman and it might be a good experience.”

“Okay, sounds fair. What are you thinking?”

“I have a TENS/EMS unit that we can use to simulate cramps. It is a pretty good unit that I got for pain relief before they figured out what was happening with the endometriosis. I sometimes use it if things get too sore.”

“I saw some videos about men using period simulators. It looked like those guys were in real pain,” I countered.

“That was all for laughs and clicks. There is nothing funny about period cramps.”

“That’s kind of what I thought.”

“The electrode placement they used was all wrong. I’ve been experimenting on myself and I have a setup that should be pretty realistic. The EMS unit is a muscle stimulator and that is what we need to simulate cramps.”

“Okay.”

“So, why don’t we go out for a little dinner then I need to stop at the store to get ready for the weekend.


Chapter 24

Saturday, August 1st

I got up in the morning and put on some jeans and a pink tee-shirt, put in the extensions and did some light makeup. I glued on the forms, pulled on my gaff and slipped on some simple cotton panties with one of the pads. I also made sure everything was shaved as it sounded like I may be getting some electrodes attached.

I put some stuff in my overnight bag, including the things that Susan left yesterday, then headed for her apartment. I really didn’t know what I was facing, but I would try to be supportive and get her through the next couple of days. From what research I had done, those would be the worst.

I tapped on her door and she called out she was coming. When she opened the door, she was dressed similar to me with jogging pants and a yellow tee.

“Good morning, Suzy,” I said while I gave her a brief one-armed hug. “How are you feeling.”

“Better now that you are here. I’m having some kombucha, would you like to try some?”

“What is it?” I asked, coming in and closing the door.

“Kind of a fermented tea. I got it at the health food store; it’s a good probiotic. I’m drinking some plain, but I also have some lemon and peach.”

“Can I try the peach? That sounds good.”

“It takes some getting used to. I’ll give you a small glass.”

She poured some of the brown fizzy liquid into a glass and I took it and gave a sniff. It smelled like vinegar. I gave it a taste and it was tart yet sweet at the same time. It didn’t have a harsh vinegar taste which was a good thing. It was also kind of bubbly. I couldn’t taste much peach, however.

“This is…interesting,” I said.

“It is really good for the digestion. Did you have breakfast?”

“I had some toast,” I responded.

“Same here. I’m not too hungry.”

We talked for a bit, then I asked her if there was anything she needed to do.

“I have a load of clothes, thankfully not much.”

“Charles has some too. We could go down together.”

“Okay, but first, we need to get you hooked up to the box.”

“I’d hoped you forgot that.”

“No way. I’ve done quite a bit of experimenting and hope you can feel a little of what I feel.”

“Let me finish this and I’ll be ready.”

After I finished my kombucha, she took me to her bedroom and a small box with some wires sat on the dresser.

“This is a TENS/EMS unit. I put in fresh batteries so it should be ready to go.”

“What do I need to do?” I asked, hesitantly.

“Unbutton your jeans and take off your tee so I can put on the electrodes.”

She attached the electrodes low on my abdomen and on my lower back, secured the wires with some medical tape, then had me put my tee-shirt back on. She wound up the wires to shorten them and plugged them into the device.

“I’ve set the device up to have a pulse pattern that should make you feel like you are having cramps. I’m going to turn it on, but you won’t feel anything yet.”

She pushed the on button and the display lit up. She indicated some buttons on the front of the device.

“These are the level controls. Channel A for the front and B for the back. I’m going to move them up a bit and let me know when you feel something.”

After she got to three, I could feel some pulses in my abdomen, then she did the same thing for my back.

“The machine has twelve levels. I found that between six and eight was pretty much what I feel for cramps.”

She handed me the control and I put the front up to four. I could immediately tell the difference.

“Ooof. Okay, now I have cramps.”

“The pulses should go for a while, ramp down in intensity for a few minutes, then ramp back up.”

I put the front up to five and increased the back to four.

“Ouch, now I have cramps and a backache as well.”

“Welcome to the club, little girl.

It was taking me a bit to get used to the machine sending electrical signals into my body. It was quite uncomfortable; more of a dull ache, but unlike the TikTok videos I’d seen, no sharp pain. With it feeling like this at five, I was a bit concerned about what seven or eight would be. I directed the wires under my clothes, buttoned my jeans and put the control in my pocket. I’ll try a higher level later.

“How long will the batteries last?” I asked.

“At that intensity, probably ten to twelve hours.”

A whole day of this was going to be an experience.

“Okay, let’s get our clothes and get the laundry started,” she said, grabbing the laundry basket and heading toward the hamper in the bathroom.

—————

After a couple of hours in the laundry room, I was ready to get back to the apartment and relax a bit. While we were washing clothes, I turned the intensity up to six in the front and could immediately tell a big difference. The constant discomfort was making me tired and I felt like curling up in a ball. I guess that’s what the cramps do. For a machine that is supposed to relieve pain, this one can cause a bit of discomfort as well. I noticed my muscles would contract and release for a while, causing the cramping sensation, then the signal would go away for a few minutes, then return.

When we got back to the room, I noticed that Susan had sat on the sofa, kicked her shoes off and pulled her feet up. I did the same thing and it felt better.

“How are your cramps, Suzy.”

“Kind of nasty. How about yours.”

“Yeah, no fun. I turned the machine up when we were downstairs.”

“What are you up to?”

“Six in front, four in back. My back is really sore.”

“That’s pretty normal. Here…” she said, pulling me close to her and putting a blanket over our shoulders. I snuggled up next to her and put my head on her shoulder.”

“Does this feel better?” she asked.

“Yes, thank you, Suzy. Thank you for being here.”

“No, thank you Kitty Kat. You relax for a bit, then we’ll make some tea.”

—————

I fell asleep for a bit with my head on Susan’s shoulder. When I awoke, it must have been during the time the machine stopped pulsing. I woke and stared up at Susan and her eyes were closed. I relished being close to her as I felt the cramps return. I tensed and she must have felt me.

“Are you okay, Kat?”

“Just a cramp.”

“Yeah, tell me about it. I need to head to the bath and check things.”

“I’ll make us some tea.” I said, standing. I groaned as I stood due to the discomfort. It was difficult to stand up straight.

I went to the kitchen in my sock feet with my hand on my belly. I boiled some water and pulled down her tea pot and found some bags of herb tea. I’d read that caffeine was not good during menstruation.

I put several bags in the pot, poured in the boiling water and put it on the dinette table. As I was returning with cups and napkins, she returned and sat down.

“Do you need the bath?” she asked.

“Yes, I’d better check things.” I assumed that was a safe response, grabbing my purse and heading to the bathroom.

While I was in the bath I relieved my bladder, thankfully during the time the machine was taking a break, then checked the pad. Of course there was nothing, but it was a little damp and yellow with perspiration, so I changed it. I wrapped it in toilet tissue, put it in one of the small paper bags that was on the vanity and put it in the trash container. I finished up, washed my hands and fixed my lipstick, then put on some powder to reduce the shine on my nose and forehead. I must be sweating a little bit.

When I returned, Susan had poured us tea and was sitting at the dinette. I settled down on the chair with a groan, then arranged myself so I was more comfortable. My back ached like crazy.

“Are you still okay, Kat. Do we need to take off the TENS?”

“No, Suzy, It’s just a dull ache. Probably less than what you are feeling.”

“What are you set at?”

“The same. Six and four.”

“If it gets to be too much, we can take it off.”

“I’m good.”

We were both quiet for a bit while we enjoyed our tea. It was a cinnamon ginger type of thing and was quite tasty.

“Suzy, Charles said that you offered to make him some cookies. Would you be up for it?”

“I think so. Maybe something simple like sugar cookies or something.”

“I’ll check my tablet and see if I can find an easy recipe.”

I got up, crossed to the sofa to get my tablet, then returned to my chair with a groan.

“I’ll look for something simple,” I said, bringing up a search app.

—————

Susan and I made a batch of sugar cookies from a very basic recipe. She had me do the mixing and she put them on the sheets. Even with this pretty simple chore, we were both tired afterward. We put on our PJs and curled up in her bed for a nap. She had me lay on my side and put a heat pad between us. The heat was on my back and she spooned up next to me so the heat was on her belly. We both fell asleep in minutes.

I awoke a little before her and had the opportunity to think about what was going on. Sure, my belly and my back hurt, but she offered to remove the device and I resisted. I want to go through with this, even though the levels of discomfort that I currently feel are less than what she and half the people in the world feel on a monthly basis. I felt her press up behind me and enjoyed the warmth of both her and the heating pad. I could tell the pulsing of the device started to ramp down. It was a welcome feeling, but one I knew would only be a short reprieve.

As I enjoyed what I knew would be a short pain-free phase, I felt Susan stir.

“How are you feeling, Suzy?”

“Not bad. The warmth on my belly feels nice.”

“My back feels better also.”

“What time is it?” she asked.

“After four.”

“Sheesh. What do you think about watching some TV.”

“Can we bring the heating pad with us?”

She chuckled. “Of course.”

We settled on the sofa and she turned on the television. I let her have the heat pad but she promised she would give it to me in a few minutes. I curled up beside her and gave her a kiss on the cheek.

“I love you, Suzy.”

“Thank you, Kat. And I love you. What would you like to watch?”

“Nothing funny. I wouldn’t want to laugh right now.”

“Got it. Probably nothing scary either, huh.”

“I’m feeling enough tension right now as it is.”

“Okay. Let’s see what we can find.”

We watched some news programs and a documentary on how pottery was made and decorated. After a couple of hours, she asked me what I would like for dinner.

“Oh, just some soup or something.”

“How about a grilled cheese with tomato soup.”

“Sounds great, as long as I can help.”

“Okay, you work on the soup and I’ll make our sandwiches.”

Our division of labor worked pretty good and we sat at the dinette and ate our fancy dinner.

During the meal, we just talked about different things that were happening.

“It looks like our radio station might be expanding,” she announced. “They are talking about building a taller tower and getting a new transmitter with higher power.”

“How cool. Does that mean you might get a raise?”

“Maybe a little. More power means a larger area the station will cover. They’ll have to add more salespeople which will mean more work for me. I figure they’ll give me a raise because there won’t be enough work for two people. Maybe I can get an intern or something.”

“That sounds cool. Hopefully your hours will be about the same.”

“I think so. Right now I end up handling the reception desk quite a bit. They might have to get someone else for that job so I can concentrate on traffic.”

“I’m really proud of you, Suzy.”

“Thanks…Oops. I think I need to use the bathroom,” she said as she hustled off, first to her bedroom, then the bath.

She was gone for quite a while and I heard some water running.

Susan returned later and asked if I would like something to drink.

“Do you have any tonic water or something?” I asked.

“Sure. A little lemon?”

“That sounds great. I need to hit the bathroom,” I said as we headed in different directions.

When I went into the bath, I saw a pair of her blue cotton panties hanging on the towel bar in the shower. They looked wet so I assume there was an accident. At least I didn’t have that problem. After I relieved myself, I went ahead and changed my pad for a new one.

We watched a little more TV and waited for bedtime. Susan looked at me a little pensive.

“Ah, Kat. Are you going to be able to spend the night?”

“I’d like that, Suzy, if you’re okay with it.”

“I’d really hoped you could stay. Can I see your control?”

I pulled the control out from my PJs and showed it to her.

“It looks like the battery is about shot,” she told me, pointing at the battery indicator on the front of the unit. “We’ll go ahead and take it off.”

“Can we change batteries and I keep it on overnight?”

“Are you sure? We can take it off and you’ll be more comfortable.”

“Suzy, are you going to be comfortable?”

“Not really.”

“Then it’s only fair that I feel what you feel.”

“It’s going to make it a little difficult to sleep.”

“Will you have a problem sleeping?” I asked.

“Yes, probably.”

“Then it’s only right I don’t sleep well either.”

“Well, maybe we can turn it down. I can adjust the times a little bit.”

“I only have it at six intensity. You told me that eight is more like what you feel.”

“Oh, Kat, I have a higher pain tolerance than you have. I’ve delt with this for a long time.”

“Let’s leave it where it is and if it’s too much I can reduce it. Can we share the heat pad?”

“Sure, honey. I need the bathroom…And Kat, thank you so much for doing this.”

“Us ladies need to stick together.”


Chapter 25

Sunday, August 2nd

It was a long and uncomfortable night. Suzy had one of those big body pillows she gave me and I curled up with it in a fetal position. She spooned up behind me with the heating pad between us. We both were up a couple of times during the night. Susan ended up having to take some Advil and convinced me I could turn the machine down. It was still plenty unpleasant.

We both awoke around nine and I groaned when I got out of bed. I did put in my extensions, shaved and added a bit of foundation so I didn’t look too bad. I sat on the side of the bed and stroked Susan’s hair. It was probably the only part of her that didn’t hurt.

“Did you sleep okay, Kat.”

“I was kind of uncomfortable, but not as bad as you.”

“Yeah, sorry. I probably thrashed around all night.”

“A little bit.”

“Kat. I really appreciate you being here. I’m usually here all alone and even though I’m too sore to cuddle, I still like it that you are close.”

I gave her a kiss on the cheek. “I’ve learned a lot this weekend, Suzy. It was very enlightening. Can I make you something for breakfast?”

“Probably just some cereal.”

“You have some packets of instant oatmeal. How about something like that?”

“Sounds good.”

“I’ll heat some water.”

I got the oatmeal made along with some herb tea and poured us some kombucha. We both sat at the dinette table in our PJs. We were a little quiet and spent a lot of time with our eyes closed due to the lack of sleep.

I know Susan is hesitant to take a lot of medications. She told me even OTC drugs can cause problems with liver and kidneys and result in rebound headaches. Things got so bad last night she had to resort to drugs to get some rest.

During breakfast, I moved the intensity of the stimulation up to seven in front and six in back. It was too much for me and I had to move it back down. I can’t imagine what eight would feel like.

After our breakfast and her putting the dishes in the dishwasher, we settled on the sofa.

“Do you want to watch TV or something,” she asked.

“Maybe turn on the radio.”

She put her station on the stereo and since it was Sunday it was mostly music.

I laid my head on her shoulder and took her hand.

“Susy, I really love you. I hope you know that.”

“Oh, Kat. I love you, too. You are such an amazing friend. I can’t believe you are doing this for me. I kind of feel bad putting you through this.”

“So, tell me. Would you rather be alone?”

“No, I didn’t mean that.”

“Suzy. We are a team and we do things together. Most of the time they are good things, but I need to be here for the bad as well. Sometimes the team wins, sometimes they lose, but they are always a team.”

“You are amazing, Kat. I want you to know that.”

“We are an amazing team.”

“Do you want to go anywhere today or can we just stay here?” she asked.

“We can hang around here, maybe watch TV or do some video games.”

“And lots of naps?”

“Yes, lots of naps.”

After we played her cat video game and got tired of being eaten by Zorks, we watched some TV. I noticed my cramps getting less and less and looked at the control; the battery was low.

“Suzy, do you have any more batteries? These are about dead.”

“We can take it off if you want.”

“So, have your cramps stopped?”

“No, but they are getting a little better.”

“Okay, let’s put in some new batteries and I’ll turn it down a little.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure.”

She got some fresh batteries, reset the machine and I felt the familiar feel of the muscle cramps. I set it on four and three which was a little less uncomfortable.

—————

After our day of just hanging around her apartment, she asked me if I would be able to spend the night.

“If you’re not tired of me yet, I’d like to stay with you,” I replied.

“I’m not tired of you, silly. I’m just afraid that you won’t sleep well and be tired tomorrow.”

“Well, how about you. How are your cramps?”

“A little better. Usually the weekends are the worst. That’s why I set my schedule like this so I don’t miss work. By tomorrow I should be feeling better, just tired.”

“I’ll stay with you tonight and help you get ready for work tomorrow. I promise, no groping.”

“You’re silly.”

“No, I love you, Suzy and it’s hard for me to keep my hands off of you.”

“Same with me. A couple of more days and the groping can continue.”

“Sounds good.”


Chapter 26

Tuesday, August 4th

Yesterday morning I helped Susan get dressed for work and she helped me take off the electrodes. I spent the rest of the morning feeling my muscles twitch.

Since the only clothes I had were for Caitlin, I wore those when I came back to my apartment. I took a long hot shower and changed back into Charles. Caitlin’s first period was an experience, but Suzy explained that her cramps felt different than what I was feeling. Hers were deeper where mine were mostly on the surface muscles. Deep or shallow, they hurt like hell.

I checked and my last name-change publication was complete and I was issued a publication certificate. I contacted the court and was given a date of this Thursday which was much quicker than I had expected. Susan congratulated me and said, even though she would not be back to 100 percent, she would take me out to dinner to celebrate. I grabbed my journal and started a list of all the places that I had to make changes to my name. I would need enough certified copies for everyone, plus some extras just in case.

As I was going through the list, I received a call on my personal cell; it was Rachael’s friend Denise. I answered somewhat hesitantly.

“Hello, Charles. Nice to talk to you again,” she said.

“Yes, Denise, it’s been a long time.”

“So…how’s things going?”

“Pretty good. Getting things at the apartment squared away. I’ve been doing some updates.”

I described some of the things that I did but I could tell she was getting bored.

“Say, I’ve talked to Susan and it sounds like you have been seeing each other.”

I didn’t know how much I wanted to tell her about our relationship, so I figured I would try to minimize it or everything would just channel back to Rachael.

“Since we live in the same building, I see her about every morning and evening when she goes to work and comes home. She has also helped me decorate my apartment. She knows a lot of people.”

She chuckled at that. “That she does. The company I work for does quite a bit of work with the radio station and I see Susan quite a bit.”

I never even knew where Denise worked. “Oh, what do you do?”

“I work in marketing at the Tabor group. We own several restaurants around here.”

“I’ve been to some of your restaurants. Good work.”

She hesitated for a bit then signaled a change in subject.

“Say, I’ve had a couple of calls from Rachael. She’s not doing too good.”

“I imagine she is just worried about her upcoming move to Des Moines. She’ll settle in fine there.”

“That’s the thing. She’s telling me she doesn’t want to go.”

“She was never happy at that job. I’m sure something else will come up for her. She just needs to stay positive.” What I left unsaid was she just needs to stay away from me.

“She mentioned she had been trying to contact you.”

“I’ve been pretty busy.”

“Too busy to return a phone call?”

I figured that is where this call was headed.

“Denise, I have nothing to talk to her about. We’re done. The divorce ended any need for us to talk. That, and her mother came by and warned me to stay away.”

“Well, her mother is just being a bitch.”

“I hope you aren’t expecting me to argue about that.”

“Well, it wouldn’t hurt for you to call Rachael and be civil. Just to let her know you’re doing okay.”

I was losing all my patience with this conversation. “Look, Denise. I was civil to her and her mother for five years and I got a stack of divorce papers shoved up my ass. I’m done being civil.”

“You don’t have to be crude.”

“Apparently I do have to be crude for you to figure out that I want nothing to do with either of them. Now, if there’s nothing else, I have stuff to do.”

“Maybe that came out wrong…”

“Denise, there was nothing wrong with your words, it was the message. I don’t want to have you as an enemy, but please don’t call here and try to guilt me about Rachael or I will stop taking your calls as well.”

“It’s just that Rachael says you are kind of depressed and she is worried about you.”

I barked with laughter. “It’s her that you need to worry about. Tell her to get some professional help and leave me out of it.”

“Well, if there is anything I can do, be sure to give a call.”

“Thanks, Denise. Goodbye,” I said before disconnecting the call. God these people are driving me crazy.

—————

I spent the afternoon fuming about my call with Denise. She had never been a close friend to Rachael, just an acquaintance from high school. Come to think of it, Rachael doesn’t have any real friends.

I was still angry when I heard a knock on the door; it was Susan.

“Bad day, huh,” Susan said, coming in and closing the door.

“I assume you talked to Denise?” I asked.

“She called me a bit ago. It sounds like you guys talked.”

“Yes. What game are these people playing? Whatever it is, I just want to be left out of it.”

“I don’t know how genuine Denise is, but she’s concerned about you.”

“Concerned about me?” I hissed. “Rachael is the one she should be concerned about.”

“I tried to give her some background. I don’t think she will bother you again.”

“Did you tell her about us?”

“I said we had been doing some dating, nothing more than that.”

“That’s really going to set Rachael off.”

Susan was quiet for a bit, looked at the ceiling then back to me. “Denise warned me that you could just be using me as a rebound relationship and to not get involved with you.”

“Is that what it feels like to you?”

She chewed her lip for a bit, then shook her head no.

“Not to me either. I have put my life back together thanks to you. I can’t thank you enough for that.”

“Same for me,” she sighed.

I struggled with the next question, but I decided to go for it. “Susan, if I bought you a ring, would you wear it?”

“What do you mean?”

“Susan, will you marry me?”

“Oh, Charles…I don’t know...”

I thought back to when she asked me about being Caitlin.

“I know what you are going to do; you are going to say you need some time. Well, you have five minutes,” I told her, checking the time on my phone.

“Charles, what do you want me to say?”

“Yes would be my preferred answer, but if it’s no, I’ll have to live with it.”

“I need time to think about this.”

“You have four minutes.”

“I know what you’re doing!”

“Susan, we both have the tendency to drag our feet on things. This is how we make sure decisions are made.”

“But this is a big decision.”

“We’ve made big decisions before. Looks like three minutes left.”

“Charles…” she sighed. “Do you really want to do this?”

“Yes, I do. That’s half the decision made, now it is all on you.”

“A big wedding?”

“That’s up to you. I’ll be in the courthouse on Thursday. We could do it then.”

“No!”

“That’s your final answer then.”

“No on this Thursday.”

“So it’s yes, then. Just not on Thursday.”

I made a point of checking my phone.

“Yes…” she whispered.

“What was that?”

“I said yes, I’ll marry you.”

I looked at my phone again.

“Are you sure? You have a couple of minutes left.”

She grabbed my phone and gave me a long kiss. When the kiss broke, she told me she was sure.


Chapter 27

Friday, August 7th

The last couple of days had been rather busy for me. Yesterday I went to the courthouse and met with the judge. After a few questions about my name change, he signed an order and handed it to the clerk. I then went to the clerk’s office and received ten certified copies of the name change to give to all the people who needed one.

Yesterday was the day that Susan and I were going to go out to celebrate, but just after five I got a panicked call from one of the tenants about a water leak. They were hanging up a photo and punched a hole into one of the water lines. He quickly turned off the water, but it still made a pretty good mess. I removed a section of the wallboard and found the hole but decided I would call the plumber to fix it. I also called Carl to have him come by and fix the hole in the wallboard and repaint. By the time the plumber was done, it was going on eight o’clock so we put off the celebration dinner until today.

First thing today I went the DMV to have my driver’s license updated with a new photo and have a gender-neutral code added. A recent change in the law allows me to use an ‘X’ as a gender marker and the certified copy of the name change order would allow me to change the name to C J Townsend from Charles James.

I got up early, put in the extensions, curled my hair and applied daytime makeup suitable for a photograph. This seemed like such a big step.

I arrived and waited until my turn came up, told them what I needed and gave them the documentation. After just a bit of work on the computer and a new photo, I now had an updated license. It was actually quite painless.

Next on the agenda was to go to the bank and have them change the name on my account and credit card. After a brief discussion, the bank agent took the information and said in three days I would have new cards that would read C J Townsend rather than Charles J Townsend. That would work for me.

Susan convinced me it would be no problem for Caitlin to sit in the office for a few hours and take care of things while we pretended Charles was out of town. I was not particularly comfortable with it, but finally agreed. She said since we didn’t go out last evening, she wanted to take me out for dinner and a movie to celebrate both my name change and the engagement.

I agreed it would be a waste for me to change back into Charles to sit in the office for a short time in the event one of the tenants came in.

I made a deal with myself that Caitlin’s role would be to take messages and Charles would do the work tomorrow after he came back. I did fire up the computer and made a login for Caitlin, complete with a feminine desktop image. Since the bank statement came in that morning, I figured I could go through it, bring the accounts up-to-date and balance everything.

A couple of the tenants came by to say ‘hello’ and I explained that Charles was out of the office for the day and I was sitting in for him. By now, Caitlin had met most of the tenants and no one batted an eye. It was just as Susan said; if I developed a completely different appearance and backstory for Caitlin, people would accept me as Charles’s cousin.

One of the tenants, Dennis, was having a problem with a closet door that had a loose hinge. I arranged to have Charles check on it tomorrow. While he watched, I wrote out a note in my practiced feminine handwriting and had him check it to make sure I had all the details correct; name, apartment number, which door in the apartment was loose, and his phone number. The handwriting was just another way of cementing in his mind that Charles and Caitlin were different people. Charles’s handwriting was just a scrawl. Dennis left thanking me for the help.

I was about halfway through the bank statement when I heard a noise at the door. I looked up and tried my best to keep my composure; it was Rachael. This time she was wearing a pencil skirt and heels. She’d even curled her hair and was wearing makeup. She must be desperate.

“Hello, Rachael. I haven’t seen you for years. Probably the last time was the wedding.”

She gave me a puzzled look. “Do I know you?”

“Don’t you remember? I’m Caitlin, Charles’s cousin.”

“I didn’t think Charlie had a cousin,” she huffed, eyeing me closely.

“Well, I can assure you that he does, and it’s me.”

“Why haven’t we met before?” she said with a confused look.

“I saw you at the wedding, surely you recall?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Well, I remember you.”

“Of course you do. I was the one in the wedding dress,” she hissed.

I thought back to that stupid dress. The way I remember, the dress wore her rather than the other way around. Of course, her mother thought it looked perfect.

“Well, you had a lot on your mind.” I said with a shrug. “What can I do for you?”

“I need to talk to Charlie.”

“He’s not in today. If you tell me what this is about, I’ll leave him a note.”

“It’s none of your business.”

“That’s going to make it difficult for me to make a note.” I told her, dropping the note pad while trying to maintain my cool. “I’ll just mention you dropped by.”

“It’s something between him and me. It’s private.”

I decided to poke her a little bit.

“I see. I’m sure you have his number. Have you tried giving him a call?”

“I’ve been trying. He won’t answer my calls.” This was not a surprise to me. I had directed a dozen of her calls to voice mail in the past week.

“He’s been pretty busy. Did you leave him a voice mail? I’m sure he’ll get back.”

“Are you really that stupid. I’ve left plenty of messages and he hasn’t responded. Do you think I’m that dumb?”

Well yes, I did think she was that dumb, but I didn’t want to say so.

“Okay, maybe you don’t think I’m that smart, but if I was trying to contact someone and they weren’t answering my calls and didn’t respond to my messages, maybe I would think they didn’t want to talk to me. Have you considered that?”

“You little bitch!”

“Look, I don’t know what your deal is, but it’s between you and my cousin and I would appreciate it if you left me out of it. I’m asking you to leave, and if you call me a bitch again, I’ll call 9-1-1 and have the cops haul you off. Are we communicating?”

“I still don’t think you’re Charlie’s cousin. I’m sure I would remember.”

“If you and Charles had come to any of our family gatherings rather than always dragging him off to your mother’s place, we might have got to know one another.”

After I said that, she just stood there steaming and I was done messing with her.

“If there’s nothing else, I would appreciate it if you would push off as I have a bank statement to balance.”

“When I talk to Charlie, I’m going to tell him how rude you were to me. I’ll make sure you regret it,” she growled.

The chance she would ever talk to Charles was nonexistent so there would be nothing to regret.

“If you’re finished, the door is that way,” I said, pointing toward the main door and hoping she would get the message.

With a final chuff she turned and walked away, leaving me wondering what exactly was going on. Whatever it was couldn’t be good.

—————

A little before five I went back to the apartment to fix makeup and get ready to go out with Susan. I did a bit of curl to my hair and changed shoes to something with a bit more heel. I was spinning in front of the mirror when I heard a knock on the door. When I looked out the peephole, I didn’t see Susan, but one of the tenants.

“Hello, Mr. King,” I said as I opened the door. Devin King was a distinguished looking older man with graying hair. He was in a dress shirt and dark pants.

“Hello, Caitlin. Is Charles around?”

“I’m sorry, but he is out of town until later. Is there something I can help with?”

He gave a deep sigh. “Well, I’ve locked myself out of my apartment and I was hoping Charles could let me in. I’m headed out of town and in kind of a jam.”

“Oh, no problem. I’ll grab my purse, we’ll go to the office and get the pass key. Just a second.”

I grabbed what I needed and we walked to the elevator. Mr. King seemed kind of anxious.

“Is everything okay?” I asked while we headed to the office.

“Well, I’m headed toward the airport to meet up with my wife. We’ve been called to a family emergency and I got in a hurry. I feel so dumb.”

“Oh, don’t worry. It won’t take a second.”

I opened the office door and got the passkey, then headed for his apartment.

“How is your wife? Alicia, isn’t it?”

“It’s been kind of a bad day for her. Her mother fell and might have a broken hip. We’re headed for the hospital in St. Louis,” he told me as I opened his door. His suitcase was there and the keys were beside it on the table.

“Okay. You’re all set. I hope everything is okay with Alicia’s mother.”

“Caitlin. I can’t thank you enough. Say, what are you doing this weekend?”

I didn’t really want to answer that, so I figured I would fib.

“Oh, I have to work.”

“Alicia and I have tickets for the symphony Saturday evening and we won’t be able to use them. Can I have you give them to Charles? They are good seats and I hate to see them go to waste.”

“That’s not necessary, Mr. King.”

“Here,” he said, passing me an envelope, “Give them to Charles and tell him I hope he has a good time.”

“Thank you a million. I’ll make sure he gets them.”

“I need to run, but I can’t thank you enough.”

“It was no problem,” I said as he grabbed his suitcase and keys, headed out the door and toward the elevator. I locked his apartment door for him.

Looking inside the envelope, I found two tickets to the symphony. He was right, they were center section seats only a few rows back. I immediately envisioned a fancy date for Charles and Susan. I grabbed my phone and called the rental shop for a tuxedo.

—————

Susan came home a while later and we went out to our celebratory dinner. She knew this really nice restaurant and had made reservations for us.

“What looks good for you, Kat?” she asked.

“I think the salmon.”

“I’m looking at the crab cakes. Would you like some wine?”

Where I would usually shy away from ordering alcohol, I now had my Caitlin ID so I said sure. I looked through the offerings and suggested a split of some French wine.

When the sommelier came over, he took our wine order, then apologized that he needed to see ID.

“Oh, no problem,” I told him as I proudly displayed my new ID. Susan did likewise.

“I’ll be right out with your wine and the waiter will take your order.”

“Thank you,” I responded.

“Well, that must have been thrilling for you,” Susan said with a chuckle.

“Yes. It made it feel like a real celebration,” I responded as our bottle of wine appeared at the table.

Susan sampled the wine and when our glasses were poured, I proposed a toast.

“To a fancy date at the symphony for someone,” I teased.

“What are you talking about?”

“Charles has tickets to the symphony for you and him. I’m supposed to take you out to find a dress after we finish here.”

“What!!! When is this?”

“Tomorrow evening at eight PM.”

“It was nice of him to tell me about this,” she huffed.

“It just came up. Do I have to tell him you can’t make it?”

“No, no. Don’t do that…” she shrieked.

“He has a dark tux rented. I’m thinking something emerald green for you. I’m sure you know a place.”

“I might.”

“He gave me his credit card. He says that you need to stop his heart. That sounds kind of risky, but let’s give it a try,” I told her with a wink.

“He’s being very silly. I’m actually looking forward to spending some time with him…Oh look, here come our meals.”


Chapter 28

Saturday, August 8th

After our dinner last evening, Susan and Caitlin went to a place she knew to find a formal dress. The emerald green one shoulder mermaid dress was absolutely breathtaking; heart stopping for sure. The shape highlighted her figure and the side-slit added a bit of intrigue. It was an amazing dress and she looked stunning in it.

Today, I went to the formalwear store to pick up my rented tux. After some measuring and adjustments, everything fit well and I headed out to take care of some other things.

While I was at the hardware store looking for some wall anchors, I received yet another call from Rachael. There had been a bunch of them in the past week and rather than sending this one to voicemail, I just connected then hung up. Hopefully she will get the idea that I don’t want to talk to her. She called back and I repeated the procedure. I guess I should consider blocking her calls.

I checked in on Susan about four o’clock and asked if she would like to go out to dinner before the symphony. She said sure and knew just the place. I said I would drop by about five to help her get ready.

I figure I’d better start carrying my passport in the event I get carded since my DL has Caitlin’s photo. It was on the list to get my passport updated with my new name but Susan suggested that I keep Charles’s photo. Unlike the drivers license, I have to keep my sex as male on the passport.

I was looking forward to a bit of boy-girl action with Susan this evening since she should be back to normal. She has been acting kind of frisky and I am certainly looking forward to getting her alone. That was part of my strategy for taking her out for dinner early so we had time together after the symphony. Maybe we’ll come to my place for coffee. That reminds me, I should pick up dessert.

About five I gave a tap on Susan’s door. She answered immediately and gave me a big smile.

“Do you know what you’re wearing tonight?” I asked.

“I think so. You look nice.”

“Oh, this old thing…” I said, gesturing toward my dark tuxedo. “So, let’s see this dress.”

She took me to her bedroom and the green dress was on her bed. It was just as beautiful as I remembered. She started to remove her top and skirt and I asked if I could help.

“I’ve been doing this for a while,” she chided.

“You know, women’s clothes are designed with the buttons on the opposite side to allow someone to help them get dressed.”

“Oh, an expert on the history of women’s fashion. I can hardly argue with sound reasoning like that.”

I began to unbutton her top and gave her a little feel up as well.

“Is that the bra you’re going to wear?” I asked, wrinkling my nose at the plain white bra and panty set she had on.

“I might have something else…in green. Check my dresser.”

I removed her plain bra before crossing to go through her panty drawer.

“Was this what you were thinking? I asked. It was a beautiful green bra and panty set that had a good bit of lace. The bikini panties would make sure there were no panty lines.

“What do you think?”

“It’s a great match,” I told her, bringing the items over to her. I stepped behind her and wrapped the beautiful bra in place. I gave her a kiss on the neck as I adjusted her breasts into the cups.

I hooked my fingers into her panties and dropped them to the floor. It took everything I had to keep from attacking her but I knew if I didn’t focus we would miss the symphony. I got her green lace panties into place, then helped her with a sheer pair of hose.

“Are you ready?” I asked, holding the dress in front of her. She nodded as I helped her step into it, then drew it up her body. She looked amazing.

“A little makeup and we’ll be ready to go,” I told her as I took her hand and led her to the makeup table. I put a cloth over her dress and started her makeup routine.

—————

Dinner and the symphony were both amazing and we walked from the symphony hall hand in hand.

“Could I interest you in a little dessert and coffee?”

“Are you thinking of going out somewhere?”

“I have something at my place if that would work.”

“That would be wonderful,” she responded, giving my hand a squeeze.

When we got to my apartment, I had to fumble a little bit with my keys as the pockets in the tux were a little strange. She gave me a cute smile.

“Are you going to be able to get the door open?”

“I’m working on it,” I said, turning toward her.

“Maybe this will help,” she said, pressing against me and giving me a kiss.

“Stop that. The neighbors are going to talk.”

“Well, let’s give them something to talk about,” she said, going in for another kiss.

I quickly opened the door and allowed her to go in front of me. She rubbed the front of my pants as she walked by. I no more then got the door closed and she pressed me up against it, starting to push my tuxedo jacket off my shoulders.

“I have some chocolate cake…” I muttered.

“Maybe later,” she responded, dropping my jacket to the floor and starting on the shirt buttons.

“Do you need any help?” I teased.

“Nope. I’ve got this. It’s a little more difficult as stupid men’s clothes have the buttons on the wrong side.” The bow tie came off first, then she pushed the straps to the suspenders off my shoulders. The button of my pants came open next and they were pushed to the floor. She added the shirt to a growing pile of clothes, leaving me there in just a tee shirt and severely tented boxers.

“It looks like someone is happy to get out of that tux,” she cooed as she spun me around and pushed me to the sofa. As soon as I was seated, my pants were stripped off and added to the pile. The tee shirt came next.

About that time, I regretted not going to the restroom while I was at the symphony.

“I need to make a trip to the bathroom,” I whispered.

“So do I. You make it quick and meet me in your bedroom,” she said, picking up the pile of clothes, folding them and putting them on the chair.

I went to Caitlin’s bathroom off the hall and let her have the bath off my bedroom. I had a feeling I might get lucky.

I took a little time in the bath and brushed my teeth with Caitlin’s pink toothbrush and cleaned up a bit. I hoped to give her enough time to get undressed.

When I got back to my bedroom all her clothes, including underwear, were on my chair. She was in my bed under the covers.

“Hello there. You aren’t naked under there, are you?”

“No. Do you think I’m some kind of tramp? I borrowed one of your tee shirts.”

“It’s probably kind of loose, isn’t it?”

“Maybe, but I don’t expect to have it on for long.”

I slid in the bed beside her.

“I borrowed your toothbrush. I hope you don’t mind,” she whispered as she kissed my neck.

“Not at all. Maybe I should get you one to keep here.”

“That would be nice,” she cooed as she continued her kiss attack toward my lips. She pushed me on my back, straddled my waist and started to kiss me in earnest. She wasn’t kidding; she wore one of my white tee shirts. It was quite bumped out in front and you could see the outlines of her nipples clearly.

After she broke from a massive kiss, she straightened up and gave me a wanton smile.

“So, I’ve decided that I’m going to fuck you like crazy. Do I hear any objections?”

“No, sounds pretty good to me.”

“I’ll let you decide how this happens,” she said as she ground her naked backside into my rod. “Why are you wearing underwear?”

“Do you think I’m some kind of tramp?” I teased, parroting her words back.

“Take them off now!”

I did as she asked, hooking my thumbs in the boxers and pushing them down my legs. It was a little tricky as she continued to sit on top of me.

“That’s better.”

She pushed herself back, wedging my turgid cock between the cheeks of her ass.

“I’m going to be fair and let you decide how this happens.”

“You mean the bit where I get fucked like crazy?”

“Yes. So do you have any recommendations?”

I thought about that and how we could allow her to adjust the penetration to avoid any soreness for her. We’ve done it with her on top before and that seemed to work okay. Then it occurred to me…

“How about doggie style?”

“Kinky. I like it! But I want to kiss you some more first.”

“At your pleasure.”

She leaned forward and filled my mouth with her tongue as she continued to press her tush into my aching cock. I could feel the heat of her pussy against the front of my body.

“Susan. Can I kiss your beautiful kitty?” I asked her.

“I think that can be arranged,” she said as she spun around into a 69 and presented herself to me. She also took the opportunity to stroke my raging hardon. I brought her to several orgasms and soon she was wet as a river.

“Doggie style, huh,” she teased as she raised up and sat beside me on the bed. She grabbed a tube of lube and started giving me a magnificent hand job.

“Susan, I’m going to explode if you keep that up.”

“Oh no, I’m not going to let you come,” she said, pinching the head of my penis. She gave me a minute to recover, then started stroking me again. When I didn’t think I could last any longer, she stopped, stood beside the bed and helped me up. She still wore my tee shirt.

“On your knees, little doggie,” I teased as she positioned herself on the bed. I took her lube and added more to what was already there, then wiped my hands on a towel. She splayed her legs apart and I settled in behind her, aligning my aching rod with her wanton pussy.

I started to move inside her effortlessly and I could feel the wonderful sensation of her warm space.

“Let me know if it gets to be too much,” I whispered as I wrapped my hands around her and fingered her nipples through my white tee shirt. They were hard as stone. I felt her start to thrust back against me and I allowed myself to just hold still and let her decide how much she wanted to penetrate. After half a minute I felt her pussy grip my swollen pecker as she orgasmed. She shrieked in excitement as she continued to pump against me. I did a little bit of thrusting and she came even harder. I was doing a good job of controlling myself until I started to lose it. My breath was coming in gasps and Susan was below me having one orgasm after the other.

“Susan, are you ready for me?”

“Give it to me, Charles. I’m ready.”

I gripped her ass cheeks in my hands and began to thrust, my orgasm coming in waves across my body. Susan gasped below me as I began to pulse a load into her. I was beside myself and pumping for all I was worth. When I was completely drained and exhausted, I crumpled into the bed beside her. She dropped down to the bed and held me, whispering thank you into my ear over and over.

“Was that pretty good?” I asked.

“That was wonderful. Amazing even.”

“It was for me also,” I told her before drifting off from the exhaustion.

I awoke a bit later with her settled in beside me. Her hair was mussed and her makeup was a mess, but she still looked beautiful.

I wrapped her in my arms and teased her breast through my tee shirt.

“I kind of like the cross-dressing thing you’ve got going there,” I whispered.

“I knew you wouldn’t mind. I’d kind of like being your boyfriend every now and then,” she said as she slipped on my boxers then modeling them for me. “How do I look?”

“Pretty good.” I said, reaching out to stroke the front of the underwear. “Sadly, my boyfriend doesn’t have very much down here.”

“That can be fixed. I know a place…”

I let out a laugh. “I just bet you do.”


Chapter 29

Monday, August 10th

Yesterday was kind of a laid-back day with us spending quite a bit of time together just being close. We did a little shopping, and as I promised, I got her a toothbrush and a new hairbrush she could keep at my place.

“You’re not going to rat me out to the landlord, are you? He can be a dick about people staying in the apartments if they’re not on the lease.”

“We’ll just have to be sneaky so he doesn’t catch us.”

Today after she gets off work, we plan a trip to a jewelry store she knows to get her an engagement ring. She also wants to get a ring for me.

Just before noon, she gave me a call.

“Hello, Susan. Are you having a good day?”

“Not really. I think I might have screwed up.”

“What happened?”

“I was talking to Denise and I mentioned our plan to go out this evening to look for a ring.”

“I’m still planning on it.”

“When I told her about it, she gave me a bunch of shit about not getting too serious about you. Rachael told her all kinds of awful things.”

“And with these awful things, Rachael still wants me to move to Des Moines with her. God she is screwed up… they both are.”

“I’m just concerned that news of our engagement will make it back to Rachael.”

“Well, if Denise knows it, you can bet Rachael will find out.”

“I’m sorry, Charles. I feel so stupid.”

“Don’t be silly. Maybe now she will just move on.”

“I hope it works like that.”

“Are you going to drop by the office when you get home from work? Maybe I can help find you something to wear.”

“See you around five.”

—————

“At five I heard someone come in the front door and I was pleased to see it was Susan. I feared what might happen if Rachael dropped by again.

“Are you ready to find a ring?”

“Ah, I want to make sure you still want to do this,” she said, biting her lip.

“Do what? You mean marry you?”

“Ah…yeah.”

“Of course I do. You’re not backing out on me, are you?”

“No, I just wanted to be sure. I think Denise has me questioning everything right now.”

“I’m not marrying Denise; I’m marrying you. I could care less what she thinks.”

“Okay. Let me go upstairs and change, then we’ll head to Barnett Jewelry. Russell says he’ll wait for us.”

I laughed, knowing she would have everything planned out.

“I love you like crazy, Susan. I want you to know that.”

“And I love you, Charles.”

—————

When we got to the jewelry store, the owner treated us like long lost friends. It always amazed me how much Susan is part of the community. It is so much different than with Rachael who always seemed like an outsider.

“So, what can I do for you today,” Russell asked.

“We’ve recently become engaged and we need rings for both of us,” I told him while giving Susan a big smile.

“Did you have anything in mind? Type of mount, size of stone, that kind of thing.”

“Let us look at what you have,” I said, glancing at the jewelry case.

“Might I suggest something like this,” he said, bringing a ring out from under the glass. It was a diamond solitaire in a gold mounting. “Is gold what you are looking for?” he asked.

“I think so,” I said, looking at Susan, who nodded her agreement.

“This one is quite popular and is a good value. I also have this one,” he said, pulling out another ring. I heard Susan gasp.

“You like that one, I guess,” I teased.

“It looks…nice.”

“Try it on, Susan. It might be a little large, but we can cut it down,” Russell said.

Susan slid the ring on her finger, and despite being a little big, it was beautiful. Susan’s eyes clouded and she wiped a tear from her eye.

“I think we have a winner, Russell,” I told him as he nodded in agreement. I checked the price and it was a little on the expensive side, but within my budget.

Susan looked up at me. “Do you like this one?”

“I love it, Susan. Would you like me to get it for you?”

“Please…”

“So, something for Charles,” Russell asked smoothly.

“I don’t need anything fancy. Just a gold band,” I told him. He brought out a tray with many gold bands, some quite elegant.

“Can you help me decide Susan?”

She looked through the rings and pointed to a two-toned gold band.

“I think I like that one,” she said, quietly.

“I like it too. Let me try it.”

I was pleasantly surprised that the ring fit quite well- just a bit tight. Russell went through some others and found one that fit me much better. It was a bit more money, but we both liked it.

“If I got a friendship ring for Caitlin, do you think she would wear it?” Susan asked. She explained to Russell that she was my cousin and Susan’s best friend.

“She would be thrilled. Russell, do you have something you could suggest?”

“Certainly,” he said, pulling out a tray of rings. Susan pointed to one.

“Her birthday is in October, right?”

“Yes,” I thought back to the timeline we had developed for my Caitlin self.

“What about that one?” Susan asked, pointing at one of the rings. “I think that’s an opal, the birthstone for October, right Russell?”

“Yes, this is a fire opal.”

The ring was in a silver filigree mounting with a heart-shaped stone. It was very pretty.

“What do you think, Charles.”

While I looked at the ring, I slipped it on my finger to check the size…it fit quite well; just a little loose. Probably a little yarn would make it work until Caitlin could come back and have it sized.

“This is very pretty. I know she would love it,” I said to Susan.

She looked at Russell. “I think I’d like to get this one.”

“No problem. Have her stop in and we can adjust the size.”

—————

After having her ring sized, we decided to go out for dinner. I had her ring in my pocket and she put my and Caitlin’s rings in her purse. I planned to propose to her at dinner.

After they brought our bottle of cold duck for us, I poured two glasses and pulled the ring out of my pocket.

“Before we toast, I have something I would like to ask you.” I announced.

I reached over and took her hand.

“Susan Lucas, will you marry me?”

As expected, she started to tear up.

“Yes, Charles. I will marry you,” she said with a sniff.

“In honor of our engagement, I present you this ring as a symbol of my devotion to you,” I told her as I slipped it on her finger.

She looked at the ring, sniffed again and grabbed for her purse, bringing out my ring.

“Charles Townsend, will you marry me?”

“Susan, it would be my privilege to marry you and spend the rest of my life making you happy.”

She slipped the ring on my finger and we toasted our new engagement.

With that, our waiter walked up.

“Congratulations,” he said with a smile. “Can I get you something for dinner to celebrate?” he said, offering us our menus then filling our water glasses.

“Give us just a second to look this over and we’ll be ready,” I told him.

As he walked away, my phone started to ring. When I looked at the display I saw it was from Denise.

“Bah…” I said as I picked up the call.

“I’m sorry, Susan. Let me see what this is about…Hello.”

“Hello, Charles. This is Rachael.”

“Rachael, this is a bad time. I’ll try to call you later…” I said, ending the call.

Almost immediately there was another call that I sent to voice mail before putting my phone on DND.

“Rachael?” Susan asked with a confused expression.

“Yes, great timing as usual. She must have borrowed Denise’s phone.”

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah, but this is the happiest day of my life and she finds a way to ruin it,” I said with a sigh.

“I’m sorry.”

“I’m not going to let her bully me,” I said with a huff. “Would you like something to eat?”

“I’ve kind of lost my appetite. Maybe a chef’s salad for me,” she said.

“Same for me,” I said as I signaled for the waiter.


Chapter 30

Wednesday, August 12th

The last couple of days have been busy with issues at the apartment building. There have been the normal number of plugged drains and leaking toilets, but then all of the electric went out on second floor. I called the electrician and it took him several hours to locate the cause. One of the tenants had installed a new socket in their bedroom and did a pretty lousy job of getting the ground connected, which caused a ground fault. Because of this, it was the ground fault breaker for the floor that tripped rather than the circuit breaker for that unit. The electrician had to go through every circuit testing for the bad ground. When he finally found it, it was an easy fix and I told him to go ahead and correct the wiring and leave the new receptacle.

When the tenants came home, I met with them and pointed out in their contract where such additions to the facility were strictly prohibited and presented them with the bill for the repair work. A half day’s service of an electrician and the helper amounted to almost a thousand dollars. I also wrote an infraction notice to place in the file, warning if there were further issues with the unit, they would be served with a 30-day notice. When the man started to fluff up at me, his wife told him to shut up and pay me. She also promised there would be no more trouble.

I finally got back to my desk just before five when I saw Rachael waiting at the office door. I opened the office and sat at my desk, hoping if I ignored her she would go away.

“You never called me back,” she hissed.

“I didn’t have anything to talk to you about.”

“Well, what about this new girlfriend?”

“That’s none of your business.”

“Charlie, I need to let my company know next week whether I’m going to take the job in Des Moines. We need to decide.”

“You need to decide and leave me out of it.”

“And leave you here with that skank so she can break your heart again?”

About that time, Susan poked her head in the door. “Am I disturbing something?”

“Oh, isn’t this special. Here’s the slut now. I want you to leave Charlie alone. He’s going to move to Des Moines with me and away from this shithole.”

“Rachael, don’t utter another word, leave this premises and never come back. You will not talk to my fiancé like that.”

“Fiancé, huh. She’s just a gold-digging bitch trying to get a break on her rent. Does she trade that out with you?”

With that, I called 9-1-1.

“DeKalb Police, what is the emergency?” the dispatcher asked.

“This is Charles Townsend at Central Apartments. There is a person here, a non-resident, causing a disturbance and I need assistance having them removed.”

The dispatcher asked several questions as Rachael and Susan noisily sparred in the background. I was told an officer was close to the location and they should arrive shortly.

I finally yelled for the noise to stop. “This is your last chance, Rachael. Get out of here and out of my life before I have the cops drag you off.”

She continued to harangue and yell until two police officers showed up and asked for everyone to calm down. The officer looked at me. “Are you Charles Townsend?”

“Yes.”

“You called about a disturbance.”

“I am the owner of this apartment building and this person,” I pointed to Rachael, “Rachael Wright, is causing a problem. I’ve asked her to leave and she refuses, so I would like to file a trespass complaint and have her ejected from the building.”

“That’s my husband…” Rachael screamed.

“Ex-husband,” I added.

“…and this bitch is trying to take him away from me,” Rachael shrieked and pointed toward Susan.

Susan and I both stayed quiet as the policemen looked at each other.

“Ah…Ms. Wright. I need you to calm down.”

“I will not calm down until you do something about this home-wrecker,” she said, gesturing.

“And you are?” one of the policemen asked Susan.

“My name is Susan Lucas and I live in the apartment building.”

“She’s a damn slut who is trying to take my Charlie away,” Rachael yelled.

“Ms. Wright, I’ve asked you to be quiet.”

“I will not be quiet and let this skank put her hooks into my Charlie,” she continued.

“Officer. I would like to file a complaint and have Ms. Wright escorted from the building. She is not a resident and has no reason to be here. I have asked her to leave several times.”

“Ms. Wright. This is your final chance. You need to leave the premises.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

“Ms. Wright. I would like you to accompany officer Peck outside so he can take a statement.”

“I’m not leaving unless Charlie comes with me.”

“Officer, I’m not going anywhere with her. I just want her to leave and stay away.”

“Ms. Wright, you need to go outside so we can get your statement. This is not a request.”

With that, officer Peck grabbed her arm and pointed her to the door.

“Get your hands off of me you big ape.”

I don’t know if the ape comment was due to the policeman’s size or his skin color, but she was roughly pulled out the door.

“Ms. Lucas, could you please leave the office so I can take Mr. Townsend’s statement, then we need to talk to you.”

“I’ll wait for you in the elevator lobby,” she informed him, then badged herself in the door.

The policeman, officer Andrews according to his name badge, was a tall guy with short-cropped dark hair. His uniform shirt had a hard time disguising his fit physique.

He had me go over the history of my relationship with Rachael as he took notes. I also told him about the restraining order that Rachael had, which puzzled him. I unloaded to him about her mother’s visit and suggested Rachael probably needed to be locked up.

“I have taken your statement and will file a report. There’s nothing more I can do right now, but please make an appointment with the city attorney to file the trespass complaint.”

“That’s it???”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Townsend, but there’s nothing more I can do.”

I sighed as he opened the door to the office. I walked out and noticed that Susan was talking to Officer Peck in the elevator lobby. When I looked around, I saw Rachael race through the main door and make a lunge toward me, slamming me against the door frame. Officer Andrews grabbed her and pushed her against the wall, pulling out his handcuffs. In short order she was sitting on her butt on the floor with her hands cuffed behind her. Officer Peck joined a short time later.

“Can I file an assault charge?” I asked them.

“We’ll take her home and let her cool off.”

“Charlie, help me,” Rachael whined.

“Please, gentlemen, get her out of here.

“Contact the City Attorney, Mr. Townsend,” Officer Andrews said.

“First thing tomorrow.”


Chapter 31

Friday, August 14th.

Yesterday I met with the City Attorney about filing a trespass complaint against Rachael. It was a rather confusing meeting listening to all the things they couldn’t do, but I finally got a complaint filed and he said it would be presented to a judge. He told me there would be a summons issued for her to appear in court but he couldn’t tell me how long it would take. I also requested a restraining order, but he said since the office area of my building was considered a public space, it could be tricky. He said he would do some checking and get back to me. Usually that means nothing is going to happen. This is nuts.

At least it was busy at the apartment today with a series of minor complaints I could take care of quite easily. It was a good chance for me to think about something other than the drama Rachael Wright is bringing into my life.

About two in the afternoon, a call came into my cell… Rachael’s mother.

“What do you want?” I growled as I answered.

“Why you pathetic little insect. I told you to stay away from Rachael. She told me you had her arrested.”

“I tried to have her arrested. Next time maybe I’ll be successful. Tell her to stay away from me and Susan. Are we communicating?”

“Oh, Susan Lucas. The screwy slut who tossed you away the last time. I’d have thought you had more sense than to get mixed up with her again, but maybe I’m wrong. What does she have on you…Pictures of you humping a dog or something? You really don’t think she gives a shit about you, do you?”

“And what would you know about it.”

“When she finds out what a pathetic loser you are, she’ll toss you in the next dumpster. Maybe I should give her a call…”

“I want both you and Rachael to stay away from us…and please get your daughter some professional help before she gets hurt.”

“There’s nothing wrong with her that wouldn’t be solved by you staying out of her life.”

“God you are a dimwit. I called the cops when she came to my apartment building…”

“She said you wanted to see her.”

“That’s nuts. Keep her away from me and take her to a shrink. I’m done messing with both you and her. Stay away…” I said as I dropped the call.

I fidgeted in my office until Susan came home right after five. When she saw me, she guessed something was wrong.

“Is everything okay, Charles?”

“Not really. Cybil Wright called me this afternoon, spewing more venom.”

“What’s her problem now?”

“She said I’d called Rachael and asked her to come over the other day. What a damn mess. What am I going to do, Susan?”

“Well, I’ll go upstairs and change then we’ll go out somewhere.”

“That sounds good. Anything to get away from this place.”

“Don’t be like that, Charles. You’re not doing anything wrong. Maybe the judge will be able to convince Rachael she needs to back off.”

“I sure hope so.”

—————

After our dinner that I just picked at, she brought me back to her apartment for coffee. I was still all wound up thinking about Rachael and her mother and wasn’t fit company and told her that I was going to go back to my room.

“Charles. I wanted to know if Caitlin has the weekend off?” she asked, hesitantly.

“I don’t know, Susan. With everything that is going on, I don’t think so.”

“I refuse to let these stupid people destroy our lives. Take some time and get yourself together, then, when you get your head straight, I’d like to see my girlfriend.”

“We’ll see. I need some time…”

“I get that, I really do, but please don’t punish me for what these creepy people are doing.”

“I promise…” I told her as I headed back to my room to try to get some rest.


Chapter 32

Saturday, August 15th

I slept very badly last night. I kept going over in my mind what I could do to get out of this mess with Rachael. I kept coming back to something her mother said about staying out of her life. What if I were to just go out of town and leave Caitlin here to take care of things. There would be a lot of things wrong with that idea, but I thought I could run it past Susan.

I spent a good part of the day in my living room chair trying to come up with a better solution, but nothing came to mind. I went out for a light lunch, but something was missing…Susan. She has become such a part of my life and there was no way I was going to jeopardize that. She said she wanted to spend some time with Caitlin and the more I thought about that, it might be just what I needed. I sent Susan a text and said that Caitlin would drop by in a couple of hours.

After I had some lunch, I went to Caitlin’s room and pulled some things out of the closet. Since it was still blisteringly hot outside, I thought maybe a jeans skirt with a short-sleeved blouse. I had been using the self-tanner and I finally had enough tan on my legs that I could go bare-legged. I would need to shave, though, or maybe use some Nair.

After a marathon bath and hair removal session, I dressed and decided to throw a few things, my makeup supplies and a change of clothes, in an overnight bag in the event Susan wanted me to stay over. I also decided to bring the bottle of wine and the fresh cheese I’d picked up earlier. I was starting to look forward to spending some time with her.

When she opened her door, she about knocked my eyes out. She had on this sexy short dress with a geometric print, her hair was curled and makeup flawless.

“My, you look nice, Suzy. You should have told me and I would have dressed up more.”

“Do you like it,” she asked, spinning around.

“I thought you didn’t have any sexy clothes.”

“This is new. I got one like this for you, too. Would you like to try it?”

“I don’t know…” I responded hesitantly. As she turned, I got a whiff of her perfume. Everything about her was raw sex and I started to swell up in my gaff. I should have pulled myself off in the tub to relieve some of the stress.

She looked back at me. “Come with me, little girl, and let me know what you think.”

She walked with a lot of wiggle, partly from her heeled sandals but I think she was putting on a show. I’m not sure how I am going to manage this as our Suzy-Kat time had, up to now, been plutonic.

She led me to her bedroom and closed the door. She came closer, took my hands in hers and gave me a long look. She was wearing the kiss-proof lipstick. I suspected trouble.

“Here, let me help you with this blouse,” she said, reaching down and loosening some of the buttons. She also gave my forms a pretty good rub. I’m glad I wore one of my prettier bra and panty sets.

“That’s a really pretty bra, Kat.”

“I wore it for you. I knew you would like it.”

“I do,” she said, passing her finger across the bra. “I like it a lot.”

“The panties match.”

“Let me see,” she said excitedly, unbuttoning my skirt and pushing it to the floor. “You’re right. Those are sexy just like you.”

The bra and bikini panties were a rose color with a lot of lace; one of my favorites.

She pressed herself against me and gave me a quick kiss.

“That was nice,” I said, “but you’ve probably messed up my lipstick.”

“Nothing that can’t be fixed,” she said, giving me a longer kiss. I was now really swelling up in my gaff. She rubbed the front of my panties.

“I think I’m making my girlfriend a little hot,” she teased.

“No, you’re making your girlfriend very hot,” I told her while wrapping her in my arms and giving her a kiss with a bit of tongue.

When the kiss broke, she gave a cute cough.

“Well, you’re making your girlfriend hot too,” she said while fanning herself with her hand. “Let’s see if the dress fits.”

She crossed to the closet and brought out a short dark blue dress that was covered with a small white floral print.

“Oh, Suzy. That’s beautiful.”

“I know. When I saw it I thought of you.”

She helped me put on the dress. It had a round neck with a little bow over the cleavage and was very short; barely covering my panties.

“Oh, god, that is sooo sexy,” she said with a grin.

“You like it,” I said, giving a spin.

“Yes, I do. You are a foxy little thing. Hey, grab your purse and I’ll take you out for ice cream.”

“Suzy. I can’t go anywhere in this. I’m nearly indecent.”

“You are not! You look amazing and the important bits are covered. I want to show you off.”

“Well…” I hedged, but she grabbed my purse and handed it to me.

“Come on. I’ll buy.”

As I walked out of the apartment in the short dress, I thought about what was happening. I was leaving the place in a very sexy outfit, accompanied by Susan wearing an equally sexy dress. We were in for a lot of stares and probably more than a few come-ons. In a way I was frightened to death, and in another way, I was energized.

When we reached the street, it was a very hot August late afternoon. There were beautiful long shadows on the sidewalk in front of us as we walked the couple of blocks toward the ice cream shop. As we approached, there were a lot of people in line as I expected. There were a mix of families with young kids, plus other ladies and a good share of guys. We got a few looks as we stepped into line.

“Good night for ice cream,” a guy in line to the front of us said as we approached. He gave us both a long stare. “Are you ladies from around here?”

“We’re in town visiting my boyfriend and his roommate. They should be here after they get done with their Taekwondo class,” Susan told him. That backed him off in a hurry and he turned away from us. I gave a chuckle as Susan gave me a wink.

There were a lot of people working the counter and before long we headed to a local park to enjoy our frozen treat. We selected a shady spot and sat on one of the benches. As I sat, the warm boards were uncomfortable on the back of my bare legs.

“Ouch…” I yelped as I sat. The boards of the bench were warm, and in this short dress, I had nothing between them and my thighs.

We chatted for a bit, then she asked me the question that I dreaded.

“What are we going to do about Rachael?”

“Something drastic may be necessary, like Charles going to live with his grandparents in Spain or something.”

“But…but…” she shrieked.

“Caitlin would stay here and manage the apartment,” I continued as I took a bite of my ice cream. She looked relieved.

“Humm. That is an interesting possibility. Do you think it would work?”

“Leaving town is about all I can do to get her to back off. I can’t wait much longer for her to go to court.”

“It seems kind of extreme…”

“I know, that’s why I’m only considering it. I called my uncle last week to make up a story about Caitlin if anybody checked. I told him Caitlin was my girlfriend and was staying in my apartment. I used the excuse I was trying to avoid problems with Rachael so I introduced her to everyone as my cousin. I asked him to back up my story if anyone called to check. I told him about all the problems Rachael and her mother were causing and he understood.”

“Is he going to go along with it?”

“Sure, no problem. He hates Rachael anyway. Both her and his mother gave him a hard time at the wedding reception. I don’t know the details, but it’s something he’s never forgotten.”

We talked some more and when we finished up our ice cream, we slowly walked back to her apartment. She was driving me crazy in that sexy short dress and the long looks I received told me that she was checking me out as well. I walked with a little extra wiggle, brushed back my hair, stuck out my chest and did everything I could do to keep her attention.

When we got back to the apartment and were heading up in the elevator, she made her move.

“Kat, I hope you are able to spend some time with me this evening,” she told me as she brushed a kiss across my lips.

“I’d like that, Susy. No more talk about Rachael.”

“No more talk about anyone but us.”

“I like that.”

We were locked together in a kiss when the elevator doors opened. Thankfully we didn’t get caught. She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward her room. I stood patiently as she opened the door and allowed me to walk in. She reached out and stroked my rear as I walked past her. When we were inside, I gave her a look and asked if she would like a glass of wine.

“I’d rather have another kiss,” she said, closing in on me and giving me a long kiss.

When the kiss broke, there was another one after that, including a bit of tongue.

“Ah, Suzy. Are you going to be okay with this?” I asked as I stroked her cheek with my finger.

“Doing this standing is probably not good. I’d much rather be sitting on the sofa,” she responded, not answering the question. She pushed me toward the sofa and I flopped down rather inelegantly, trying to keep the short dress down.

“God you are sexy in that dress,” she said as she sat beside me, grabbing my hand and putting it on her breast. I stroked the firm nipple through the layers of clothing. She must have been wearing next to nothing for a bra. More kisses followed, causing my head to spin.

This had been a dream of mine for so long that I couldn’t even believe it was happening. I was dressed in a sexy short dress next to Susan as we kissed like we were possessed. Where I should be concerned this could be awkward for us later, I decided to roll with it. I doubled-down on the kisses.

While I stroked her front, she dropped her hand to my lap, slid up under the dress and was tracing the front of my panties.

“Oh my god. Your big clitty is so swollen, Kat.”

“You are getting me quite excited in your short dress.”

“Do you want to help me take it off? Then maybe we should remove yours so it doesn’t get wrinkled.”

Damn, there it was. It looks like Caitlin was going to have her first lesbian encounter; at least that’s what I think you would call it.

“Let’s do that,” I whispered as I dropped my hand to her leg and slid it up to her panties. God she was hot.

After a few more kisses and a lot more feeling up, she stood and offered me her hand.

“Come with me,” she said, quietly as she had me rise and follow her to the bedroom.


Chapter 33

Tuesday, August 18th

I awoke a bit before the alarm and grabbed my journal to make some notes. The weekend was a time for Caitlin and Susan to be together and to start a sexual relationship. I thought maybe Susan would feel ashamed when it happened, but she didn’t. We talked afterward and she had me break the wall between Caitlin and Charles and reminded me that it was no problem for her to have a delightful fuck with her fiancé, even if they were wearing a bra and panties. She did convince me to maintain the illusion that I was female while we were together. We pretended I was using a strap on.

While we were on the topic of a strap on, she told me she had ordered some silicon panties with a dildo incorporated. She even brought up and showed me a web page. She was right, it looked quite authentic down to the head, the veins on the cock and a realistic nut sack. I had a feeling that I might have a new experience in the future. She told me to be watching for a package to come in for her, giving me a nudge.

I was in the office going through receipts when I had a call come in from Denise. I figure it was Rachael and I sent it to voice mail. A short time later, I got a text message.

Charles. It’s Denise. Could you please give me a call. It’s important.

I remembered how Rachael used Denise’s phone the last time.

How do I know this is Denise?

Look, I’m sorry about that. Please call. She asked to borrow my phone and I didn’t know what she was going to do.

That sounded like Rachael. I gave Denise a call and she answered right away.

“Thank you for calling back, Charles.”

“What’s so important.”

“It’s Rachael.”

“What do I have to do to convince you that nothing Rachael does is important to me.”

“She’s in the hospital.”

“I’m sure she’s getting good care.”

“Charles. I can’t believe you can be this cold.”

“I’ve had several years of Rachael and her mother teaching me. I’m a very good student.”

“She’s taken an overdose.”

“Well, maybe now they will get her some help. She’s sick and needs to see a psychiatrist.”

“She wants to see you.”

That was the final push for me to do something pretty dramatic.

“That’s tough. Besides, I’m headed out of town. I’m going to Southern Spain to my grandparents’ place. They need some help remodeling their house and asked me to come over.”

“You can’t leave now!”

“Why not?”

“What about Rachael.”

“What about her. I thought she was going to Des Moines.”

“Charles, she’s distraught.”

“Have her see a professional,” I growled.

“She was really down and I gave her some Xanax. That’s what she overdosed on.”

“I thought you were in marketing. I didn’t think you had a medical degree.”

“Okay, you’re right; I screwed up. I wasn’t thinking straight.”

“She needs to see a shrink, not having friends give her pills. Tell her mother to get her some help.”

“Her mother blames this all on you.”

“Well, when I’m out of town she won’t have that excuse, will she. I’m sorry, but I’m waiting for an Uber to take me to the airport.”

“What about Susan?”

“What about her? I thought you were trying to break us up.”

“I…ah…well…”

“You told her some awful things that Rachael said about me, even though they were all lies. She’s reconsidering our engagement thanks to you.”

“Look. I was upset.”

“So is everyone. I need to drop off. The Uber is only a few blocks away.”

“Are you going to see Rachael?”

“For the last time, no I am not. I need to go. The Uber is here,” I said, dropping the call. She called back and I blocked her number. What a freak show.

I sent an e-mail to the residents telling them about my trip to Spain and they could contact Caitlin about any problems with the units.

I posted a note on the door, went to my apartment and took a lot of time getting dressed as Caitlin. She’s going to spend a lot of time around here from now on.

When Susan came home from work, she was somewhat surprised to see me dressed as I was. I had her sit in the guest chair, closed the door and let her know what happened. She already knew some of the details as Denise had called her.

“So, I understand Cousin Charles is on his way to Spain,” Susan said.

“That was the only thing left to do.”

“Denise is pissed.”

“She’ll either get over it or she won’t. I could care less. I’ve blocked her number and Rachael’s as well.”

“She called Rachael’s mother and got an earful.”

“They both need to see a shrink, maybe Denise as well. Maybe they can get a group discount.”

“So, it’s Caitlin in the office for a while, huh?”

“I can’t think of any other way out of this jam,” I huffed.

“After this weekend, I can’t say that bothers me.”

“Well, it bothers me, but I needed to do something.”

“Would you like to do something tonight?”

“I don’t know. It’s been a pretty rotten day. I’d hoped to have you at my place for dinner. Would that work for you?”

“That sounds good. Maybe we can talk and make some plans.”

“Let’s do that. Do you need help finding something to wear.”

“I’ll just wear what I have on,” she said. She wore a black skirt and blue satin top with mid-heel pumps and hose.

“Oh, and you received a package today. Here you go,” I said, handing her the parcel wrapped in plain brown paper. There was no identity of the shipper, just a suite number, city and zip code. I had a good idea what it contained.

“Oh, thank you. I’ve been waiting for this. I upgraded to express delivery.”

—————

I accompanied Susan to my room and she said she needed to use the bath.

“Remember, I got you a toothbrush, and you can borrow some of my lipstick if you want,” I told her.

“Can I borrow some mascara?” she asked sweetly.

“Here, let me show you where it is.”

“I spent a few minutes amping up her makeup, and she helped with mine as well. As always, we had fun doing things together.

I had some pork chops and fried them in a breadcrumb coating. While they cooked, she warmed up some sides and baked some potatoes in the microwave.

We had our dinner with a half-bottle of wine from the refrigerator, plus some cake for dessert. I don’t know if it was a celebration or we both just wanted to get drunk so we could forget about the situation. Hopefully we won’t have hangovers tomorrow.

We were on the sofa and doing a little kissing and Susan pulled one of my extensions out.

“Hey, if Caitlin is going to be a permanent fixture around here, why don’t we get your extensions attached.”

“What do you mean?”

“Like bonded extensions or K-Tips. You don’t have to take them out every night that way…they last until your hair grows out.”

“That sounds like a hassle…” I hedged.

“And the clips aren’t?”

“I’ll think about it.”

“Give Dedre a call tomorrow and see what she thinks.”

Permanent hair extensions, what’s next? Maybe the microblading of my eyebrows or breast implants. It gave me shivers thinking about the possibilities.

“Doesn’t it bother you about Caitlin being around like this?”

“I love my Kat. Why would it bother me?”

“I don’t know. It just seems kind of…”

“Kind of a brilliant solution to your Rachael Wright problem.”

I laughed at that.

“That should shut her down. Hopefully she is packing for Des Moines.”

I was struggling with what to say next and she must have sensed a problem.

“What is it, Kat?”

“It’s just, are we going to be okay if I become Caitlin, like permanently.”

“Well, unless you are doing something pretty dramatic, nothing you are doing is permanent.”

“Susan, you know what I mean. I mean are you okay with having a girlfriend rather than a husband.”

“Times have changed and there’s nothing wrong with me having a fiancé that likes to wear a dress.”

That statement shocked me a bit…a fiancé that likes to wear dresses. I kind of need to wear a dress as part of a disguise, but I guess I do like it.

“What are your parents going to think?”

“They will ask me one question; am I happy? As long as I say yes, they will be fine.”

We settled in on the sofa and did some kissing, then she looked at me with a cute smile.

“Would you like to see what I ordered?” she teased.

“I think I’ve already seen a picture.”

“Well, now you can see the real thing. I got something else for me as well. Do you think I could borrow one of Charles’s shirts and a pair of pants? I feel like doing a little cross-dressing.”

“I think that would be okay,” I responded hesitantly. One part of me was intrigued with this prospect, the other part worried.

“Come with me, little girl,” she said, grabbing my hand. “Let’s take a look at this thing. Oh, do you have some baby powder?”

“Yes.”

“The FAQ recommends that or corn starch to let it slide on easier.”

I gulped when she said that. Apparently she was going to model it for me.

“I have both…”

We went into Charles’ room and she picked out some boxers and a tee-shirt and put them on the bed. She also pulled out a pair of blue sweatpants. Then we went to the bathroom.

She unwrapped the thing and we gave it a look.

“That’s quite authentic,” I croaked.

“Yes, average size and shape, and the penis part is poseable,” she said, demonstrating how the penis could be posed in different ways.

It was a full silicone panty with a dildo molded in. There was a realistic nut-sack and even a hole in the back; for anal play I guess.

“What’s this?” I asked, pointing to a pink, egg shaped item with a long tail.

“It’s a wireless vibrator.” She pointed to the egg part. “This goes inside and the tail part stimulates my clit. There’s a remote control… It looks like I will need to charge it for a bit. Do you have a charger?”

“Just a minute,” I told her, heading for the drawer in the kitchen to find a USB charger.

While I was out of the room, I heard some water running. When I returned, she was giving her toys a wash and rinse. She then dried it with my hair dryer. I grabbed the talc and we headed for Charles’ bedroom.

“We’ll let this charge for a bit. Do you have any beer?”

“I think there are a couple of bottles,” I replied.

“You said your boyfriend Stan was coming over. He may want one.”

“So, I now have a boyfriend named Stan?”

“Yes, silly. He’s my cousin and you talk about him all the time.”

“Oh, that boyfriend Stan,” I said, going along with her.

“I think I hear someone out front. It might be him; you’d better check.”

I got the feeling I was going to have a boyfriend over tonight. At least they won’t have any tattoos.

I went to the kitchen and got out a beer for Stan and some wine for myself. I sat on the sofa for quite a while waiting for my boyfriend to show up.

“Hello, Caitlin. My, you look pretty.”

“Hi Stan. Thanks for coming over.” Susan had taken her makeup off, pulled her hair into a low ponytail and was wearing one of my green tee shirts and sweatpants. The pants bumped out in the front. She put the pink remote control on the coffee table in front of us.

Stan sat on the sofa beside me and looked me over. I could smell my aftershave.

“Would you like a beer?” I asked.

“That would be great.”

I opened the bottle and passed over the longneck, then grabbed my glass of wine.

“To friends,” Stan toasted, tapping my glass with the neck of the bottle, then taking a sip. I could tell from the expression Stan wasn’t much of a beer drinker.

I asked how his work was today and learned that Stan was a car salesman, and quite a smooth-talking one at that. He had an interest in antique cars and apparently I’d gone to car shows with him occasionally. I actually did like antique cars.

We talked for a bit and he pulled me close and I snuggled up next to him.

“I like your perfume,” Stan said as he ran his finger across my cheek. “I think that’s my favorite scent.”

“And I like your aftershave.”

With that, Stan closed in and gave me a light kiss. The kiss tasted like the beer, but it wasn’t bad. I knew we were doing a cross-dressing roleplay and it didn’t bother me to be kissing Stan as I knew it was really Susan. A couple of more kisses came my way which included a bit of tongue. It made me wonder just how much of a relationship I was supposed to have with Stan.

“I always love kissing you, Caitlin. You really excite me. Do you want to see?” Stan asked as he pulled my hand into his lap. There was quite a bulge. The kisses continued as I worked my finger across the bump in the sweatpants. I wonder if Stan was wearing my boxers; if so they were probably a little big. Stan reached for the remote control and pushed a couple of buttons.

We continued to kiss and feel each other up as I decided what I wanted to do. It presented an interesting challenge for me to have a boyfriend, and one that apparently had a pretty active libido. I decided to answer my question about the boxers by sliding my hand down the front of the sweatpants…nope, commando.

The kiss broke and Stan gave me a wanton look. “Please touch me, Caitlin.”

As I slid my hand across Stan’s plastic penis, I was saddened to think he got no real pleasure from this. Then I noticed the hum of the vibrator…

“Does that feel good?” I asked as I continued my movements.

“Oh, yes,” was the response, as well as a little shiver. I think the vibrator might have produced an orgasm. It was challenging me a bit to know how far to push this.

“Will you kiss me some more, Stan?” I asked.

“My pleasure, Caitlin,” was the response, followed by another deep kiss. He grabbed the remote control and made an adjustment as I continued to stroke the firm cock that was contained in my sweatpants. It worked out the pants were a little loose as I could move freely. I could also feel a bit of the vibration from the egg vibrator. One of Stan’s free hands rubbed my fake breasts as I felt his tongue explore my mouth. Damn this was a hot encounter and my own cock was swelling up in my gaff.

We continued to talk, kiss and explore each other until it got late.

“Caitlin, honey. I’m sorry, but I need to leave. I have a sales meeting early in the morning that I can’t miss.”

“I understand, Stan. Thank you for coming over. Will I see you again soon?”

“I’d like that, yes. I’ll keep in touch. I need to use the bath for a minute then I need to go.”

Stan gave me a big kiss before heading off to the bath. I went to my bedroom and got ready for bed assuming that I would not see Susan until tomorrow morning.


Chapter 34

Wednesday, August 19th

It took me a while to go to sleep last night. I thought about my date with Stan and what was going on there. I had never considered myself to be gay or even gender fluid…I always saw myself as a heterosexual male even though I liked to wear feminine clothes and pretend to be female. Of course, Stan was still a woman and only presenting as a man, so sexuality didn’t really come into it. We were just playing parts in a cross-gender game so there was really no assault on my sexuality except in my own head. It did make me understand some of the challenges that Susan has dealing with Caitlin. Kind of like when I had my first period, I learned a lot about myself with the experience.

Sadly, with Susan’s prominent female characteristics, she could never pass as a male, so this experimentation will be something we do while we are alone. Maybe we could consider a transgender club or something where she could present as a male and I be her girlfriend. I’ll give it some thought, but it wouldn’t be something we could do around town as she is too well known. We would have to be far out of town, probably even out of the state.

I got up and was putting in my extensions when I got the expected text from Susan.

Are you up? she asked.

Putting in extensions. I’ll be there in a couple of minutes. Don’t get dressed until I get there ;-D

As I finished getting ready, I thought back to what Susan said about doing the permanent extensions. It would sure be a lot less hassle.

I dressed in a casual skirt and blouse because I would be in the office all day. I put on some low-heel pumps, but I grabbed my running shoes as I might need to go out for an errand.

When I got to Susan’s room, she had the door open for me. I poked my head in and said hello.

“Good morning, Kat. Just in time to help me pick out something to wear.”

“My pleasure,” I responded as I found her in the bedroom dressed only in a bra and panties.

“I like that look,” she told me.

“I figured this would look okay for the office.”

“You look very cute. How was your date?”

“It wasn’t really a date. We just talked.”

“Uh-huh. Maybe a little kissing?”

“Well, maybe.”

“Stan really likes you,” she said as she looked through her closet.

“I like him too. He is a real gentleman.”

“What do you think of this?” she asked, pulling out a light summer dress.

“I love it. Have I seen that before?”

“I haven’t worn it in a while. Let’s see if it will fit.”

I took the dress from her and pulled it over her head. I smoothed the fabric over her skin and got everything into position. It was a summer floral-print dress, probably polyester. It had a vee-neck and was right above knee length.

“Suzy, that dress is perfect for you. I love the way it moves.”

She turned around in front of the mirror. She looked stunning.

“I am going to have to diet down to your size so I can borrow that,” I teased.

“Maybe we should consider a gym membership. I know a place.”

“Just kidding. I like the size I am now. Besides, I just got all new clothes.”

“If you change your mind, let me know.”

We finished her makeup, added some jewelry and headed for the kitchen for breakfast. I poured some coffee and started arranging breakfast.

While we ate, I wanted to ask about the extensions.

“I’ve done some thinking and I want to find out more about the permanent extensions.”

“Just give Deidre a call and set up an appointment.”

“Would you be okay if I did something like that?”

“Oh, Kat. I would love it. You know, you wouldn’t be limited to doing the ombré if you wanted to try something different… maybe some highlights.”

I hadn’t considered that. There was no reason to limit myself to something so I could change back to being Charles. It was liberating and scary at the same time.

“That’s a thought. Highlights maybe or changing my hair color a little bit.”

“Hair color gets tricky with maintaining it when it grows out. Highlights don’t have the same problem.”

“Good point. I’ll ask Deidre what she thinks.”

—————

I walked Susan to the front door and told her I hoped she had a good day. We had earlier agreed that it probably wouldn’t be a good idea to do any serious kissing in public, but I did give her a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

I took my place in the office and brought up my computer. There were no e-mails to deal with so I figured I would check the laundry. I grabbed the bank bag and headed for the basement.

When I walked in, Robin Carrol was finishing up her laundry.

“Hello, Ms. Carrol,” I said. Robin is a very pretty lady and today she was wearing white shorts and a yellow crop top. Her big and scary looking boyfriend works as a trainer at a local fitness place.

“Hi, Caitlin. No work this week?”

“I’m taking some time off and helping out in the office while Charles is in Spain.”

“The dog. Do you know what the weather is like there?”

“Hot, probably worse than here. At least his grandparents live near the beach so that is a plus.”

“Do you know how long he will be away?”

“He’s not sure. His grandparents have been having a hard time getting reliable help with their remodeling project. Charles can do painting and such, but not heavy construction, plumbing and electrical. He will still need people for that.”

“I hope he gets to do some exploring while he is there.”

“I’m sure he will. Are all the machines working okay?”

“Yes, I didn’t have any problems.”

“I’ll check the soap dispenser and the change machine and make sure they don’t need any service.”

“It’s great that Charles and you are here to take care of things. That helps a lot.”

I finished checking all the machines in the laundry area and headed back up to the office with a bag full of loose quarters. I would need to spend some time putting them into rolls.

I worked with the computer for a bit, then did some surfing about the extensions. I saw what Susan was saying about the different types. It seemed like a big step, but I gave Deidre a call and set up an appointment for tomorrow.


Chapter 35

Friday, August 21st

I looked at myself in the mirror and was in awe of my new hair extensions. Deidre and I discussed several options, and we finally settled on the K-Tips as they would be the most secure and give me the best overall look. The tips are fused to my regular hair and are there to stay. We went with a longer set and she added some highlights to my hair. She trimmed them to an even length and they looked quite natural.

It took a lot of time in the chair, but by the time we were done, my hair was amazing. Susan gave a long shriek when she saw me and said I looked like a model. I’m a little short for a model, but I appreciated the compliment.

I also went to a kiosk in the mall and got my ears pierced. I now had pretty opal earrings that matched my ring.

I dropped by the jeweler and got the ring sized properly so I could get rid of the yarn.

Denise had been bugging Susan about when my Charles self would be back from Spain. One thing that I failed to consider was the trespass complaint that I filed against Rachael. It looks like it will have to be dismissed if Charles doesn’t travel back to appear in court. With the addition of the extensions, that could make things tricky. I’m wanting to delay the proceedings hoping she might stay away from me, but Rachael is making a big deal out of it. I’ve asked for a continuance, but she’s asking the court to make me fly back and appear. As usual, she’s just being a hag.

It doesn’t look like Rachael will be moving, which is a bummer. They cancelled her lease on an apartment in Des Moines because of her rotten credit. They even kept the deposit. She’s decided to stay in DeKalb and look for work.

After taking another long look at myself, I sent Susan a text to find out if she needed my help getting ready for work. Of course she replied yes.

As we got her dressed for the day, she gave me a nudge.

“Stan has to work on Saturday and has golf Sunday afternoon, but he thought he would like to see you Sunday evening if you’re available.”

“That sounds good. Tell him if he came over I could make him dinner at my place… maybe 6:30 or so.”

“I’m sure he will be thrilled. Would you like to do something on Saturday?”

“Maybe take in a movie or something…”

“Oh, no. I’m not going to have you all beautiful like this and sit in a dingy old movie theatre. I might be able to come up with tickets for a Cubs game.”

“Are you serious? I didn’t know you were a baseball fan.”

“Not really, but working at the radio station I can get free tickets.”

“I haven’t been to a Cubs game in years. I’d be up for that!”

“Let’s plan on it. The weather is supposed to cooperate so I’ll get transportation arranged. It’s an afternoon game so we should be home in time for a late dinner. Wear a hat and a lot of sunscreen,” she said with a grin.

“I love you, Suzy.”

“And I love you, Kat, but I need to head to work.”

—————

I was sitting in the office filling out rental notices when I heard a sound at the door. I looked up and it was Rachael. She’s back to yoga pants and a tee shirt; no longer dressing to impress.

“What can I do for you, Rachael?”

“Where’s Charlie?”

“Spain…”

“Well, he needs to get back here. We need to go to court.”

“He’s stuck at his grandparents’ place for a while. He’s asked the court to delay the proceedings.”

“Well, that doesn’t work for me.”

“Take it up with the city attorney.”

“Charlie needs to drop the charge.”

“And you need to leave.”

“I still don’t remember you from the wedding.”

“Are you still here? I thought you’d left already.”

“I’m not going anywhere until I get some answers.”

“Unless you are a resident, you have no business here…there’s your answer.”

I heard someone else come in as Rachael continued to fume.

“My husband owns this place.”

“Your ex-husband, and he’s not here. He left me in charge and I’m asking you to leave.”

“Is everything all right here, Caitlin?” A voice said. It was Robin’s muscled-up boyfriend Tony.

“I’ve asked Ms. Wright here to leave. She’s on her way out.”

Tony eyed Rachael menacingly. “You need to move on, lady.”

“Do you know who you’re talking to?” Rachael hissed.

“I don’t really care. Caitlin asked you to leave and you have five seconds to go out the door before I throw you through it.”

“This place is just a bunch of losers. Wait until I tell Charlie.”

“Your five seconds are up…”


Chapter 36

Sunday, August 23rd

The Cubs game yesterday was a blast. Susan came early to help me get dressed and we both wore summer dresses with lots of sunscreen. She even had Cubs baseball hats for us. I took along my sun scarf and sunscreen so I wouldn’t get cooked. Susan said the seats were in the terraced area so time in the sun would be limited.

The seats were fantastic with a good view of home plate and the pitcher’s mound. There was a pole in front of us that blocked the midfield, but it wasn’t too bad. Susan and I did a lot of handholding when we weren’t on our feet applauding our team. We had a great time. The gameplay was exciting and the Cubs won a decisive victory which was cool.

We’d taken the fan bus from downtown DeKalb to Wrigley field. It was jammed with people, but it was better than driving and having to deal with parking. I did get a little sun while waiting for the bus which helped even out the tan I had from the self-tanner.

This morning I got up early to clean up. Even though the hair extensions didn’t require being put in daily, there was still a lot of maintenance. With our time at the game yesterday, my hair was in serious need of washing. Shampoo, rinse, repeat, condition, rinse again, pat dry and blow out the huge pile of hair. After a bit of time with the curling iron, I must admit it looked great. Next came make-up and renewing the glue on my forms.

Susan sent a text asking if I wanted to go out for breakfast. I replied sure and she said she would be over in a bit to help me get dressed. I wonder what she will have us wear.

When she showed up, I was no longer wondering…we were doing slutty. She had on her short summer dress with heeled white sandals. She looked delicious which made me think about how long it had been since there had been any action between us. The way she looked made me swell up in my gaff.

I was still in my robe and Susan grabbed my hand and pulled me to Caitlin’s bedroom and started looking through the closet.

“Ah, here it is,” she said, pulling out the short summer dress like hers.

“Suzy, you don’t think I should wear that, do you?”

“Why not. You’ll look hot.”

“But I’ll have to change for my date with Stan this evening.”

“Why? He’d love to see you in this.”

“I don’t want him to think I’m…I’m a…”

“You’re a what, Kat?”

“You know…”

“What were you planning to wear?”

“Oh, maybe some dress slacks and a blouse.”

“You’re not going to dress like a frump for your date with my cousin!”

“I won’t look like a frump.”

“Not if you wear this you won’t. Here take off your robe and I’ll help you find some underwear.” She started looking through my dresser and pulled out a cami and a blue lace bra and matching bikini panties. At least she didn’t pull out the thong.

She helped me put on the underwear and the dress, then pulled out some sandals like hers. We were definitely going to make a statement during breakfast.

While we ate, she gave me a wink.

“What are you planning for dinner with Stan?”

“I hadn’t decided. Probably something without a lot of garlic,” I teased.

“Good plan.”

“Do you think Stan likes fish? I’m thinking of salmon or something.”

“That sounds good. It will cook quick and there will be plenty of time for kissing.”

I blushed at what she was saying.

“So, salmon, wild rice, broccoli with cheese sauce and a gooey dessert, maybe something chocolate,” I proposed. “Maybe a light tossed salad so we don’t overeat.”

“That sounds fantastic, Kat.”

“Do you know somewhere that we can get some good salmon steaks.”

“I know just the place.”

—————

After a stop at a fish counter where I could find some great salmon, we headed back to my apartment.

“Can I help you get things ready, Kat?”

“That would be great. Can you mix up the brownies?” I asked.

“Add a little ice cream on top when you serve them. Ice cream can be quite a versatile topping. Has a lot of different uses.”

“Suzy, you are so wicked.”

“Chocolate syrup works good also.”

“Your cousin is an absolute gentleman. I doubt if he would even know about that.”

“You could teach him.”

There she was making me hot again.

“Stan says he will be coming right over from the links,” she informed me. “He might need a shower and to change clothes here.”

“I can work in the kitchen while he is getting ready. Shouldn’t be a problem.”

Something like that would probably work better than her walking through the apartment building cross-dressed. That lessened one of my concerns but I still had plenty of others.

She put the brownies in the oven and washed her hands.

“If you’re good here, I’ll head out.”

I checked the clock and it was after six.

“Okay, he should be here in a few minutes. Leave the door open a bit for him.”

“You guys have a nice dinner…and dessert.”

She left and about fifteen minutes later I heard the door open. I remained in the kitchen and called out.

“Hello, Stan. You can use Charles’s bathroom if you need to shower and change.”

“Hi, Caitlin. I’ll be out after I get cleaned up,” Stan responded. Susan tried to lower her voice a little bit…it was cute. I heard the front door close then the door to Charle’s bedroom shut. This might prove to be an interesting evening.

As I pulled the brownies out of the oven, I heard the shower running, then some time later Stan stuck his head in the kitchen.

“Hello, Caitlin. Say, I love that dress on you.”

“Thank you,” I said, giving a spin so he could see the whole package. I was being a flirt and it felt great. “Did you find everything you needed in the bathroom?”

Stan’s hair was damp and pulled back in a low pony. I could smell Charles’s body wash as well as the aftershave.

“I’m all set,” he responded.

I was a little shocked to notice that Stan had Chinos and a checked linen short sleeved shirt. It fit him perfectly and it wasn’t one of mine. Susan must have bought him his own outfit. She must have added a binder as she was now quite flat. I couldn’t fail to notice the bump in the front of the pants.

“How was golf?” I asked.

“It was hot and the people I played with were more interested in drinking than playing, but I was able to beat my average. Do you play?”

“Me…no. Well, only a couple of times, but I don’t consider myself a golfer.”

“You should go with Susan. She plays quite well. She might be able to set you up with a Pro to show you some things.”

“I might ask her about that. Would you like a beer?” I asked. “Susan mentioned you liked Sam Adams and I got you some.”

“Yes, that sounds great. Will you have one with me?”

“I’ll stick with wine. Dinner will be ready in about ten minutes if that works for you.”

“That sounds great.” He gave me a long look. “If you come over here, I’ll give you a kiss hello. I’ve really missed you.”

I walked over to him and could see where Susan had added some dark coloration to simulate a beard shadow. I’m glad that Stan was clean shaven so I don’t have a beard or mustache to deal with.

Stan gave me a nice hug and kiss. He wasn’t being obvious about it, but I could feel the bump in his pants. I wondered where the remote to the vibrator was.

We had a wonderful dinner together and he gave me some details on his history. As we had done for me, he had a full background story, all pretty much made up, but solid none the less.

The salmon came out superb and I received a lot of compliments about everything. We agreed to put off dessert until later.

“I’m headed for the bathroom for a little bit,” I informed him. “Feel free to use Charles’s restroom if you want.”

“Thank you, Caitlin. I’ll be right back and maybe we can watch a movie or listen to music.”

“That sounds good.”

I headed to the restroom and wanted to take a few minutes to get my head around this situation. I was really enjoying our time together and listening to him talk about himself. Of course, I shared my background as well from my well-rehearsed script. He was a wonderful listener. I’ve decided to stop the mental gymnastics that I was going through and just accept Stan as a man and my new boyfriend, somewhat the same way that Susan accepted Caitlin as a female. My challenge was to accept my attraction to him as a man, but I do admit there was a part of me that wanted to yield to the temptation he provided. I tucked myself back into the gaff and headed back to the front room to see where things went.

When I arrived, Stan was on the sofa giving me a wide smile.

“Please sit here, Caitlin. Let me hold you.”

“Thank you, Stan. I’d like that.”

As I settled in beside him, he gave me a brief kiss. It tasted like toothpaste, but not Charles’s regular spearmint. Stan must have come prepared. He did borrow more of Charles’s aftershave, however. He probably knew I liked the scent.

After he leaned back from the kiss, he stroked my cheek with his finger.

“You are so beautiful, Caitlin, and an amazing cook as well.”

“It was a pretty easy recipe.”

“Easy for you, maybe, but everything tasted great.”

I blushed in reply.

“Would you like to listen to some music?” I asked.

“Yes, that sounds great.”

I guess from his response that we would not be watching any television which wasn’t disappointing. With this being a date, we should be paying attention to each other and not watching a dumb movie.

I rose and went to the stereo and brought up Susan’s station, letting it play at low volume. While I was up, I dimmed the lights in the room as well. It made for a very romantic atmosphere.

I returned and sat close, wrapping my arms around his neck and gave him a long kiss. As we kissed, I felt his hand raise to my chest and he began to caress my breast forms. I dropped one of my hands to his lap and rubbed the fake penis hidden in his pants.

I continued to trail my finger across the hardness while we kissed.

When the kiss broke, I whispered into his ear, “That was wonderful, Stan.”

“It was wonderful for me as well. Here, I have something for you,” he said with a wink. He pulled the remote for the egg vibrator out of his pants pocket and gave it to me. Fortunately I had looked at the instruction manual and had a pretty good idea how it worked.

“Tell me what feels good,” I whispered, turning on the vibration and adjusting it to a low level. There were several vibration patterns and I resolved to go through them all to learn what was the most pleasurable. It was an empowering feeling. I stashed the tiny remote in my bra for easy access.

As we continued to kiss and feel each other up, I grabbed the pull of his zipper and ran it down. Unlike when he was wearing my sweatpants, he wore boxer briefs.

“Is this alright,” I asked, whispering into his ear just before giving it a nip.

“Please only do what you are comfortable with,” he responded. Yes, a true gentleman.

“I want to feel you,” I said while taking the remote to turn up the level of vibration. “Does that feel okay?”

“That’s wonderful, Caitlin.”

I unbuttoned the top of his pants and helped him shuck them to the floor. I picked them up and put them on the chair. He still wore the boxers, but I had something I wanted to do before I removed them. I pulled up my short dress and straddled his lap, taking his hand and bringing it to my breast over the top of my dress. I gave him a big kiss as I dry-humped the cock still trapped in his boxers. I took the remote and changed the vibration pattern and I got a little squeak of pleasure. Beads of sweat started to form on his forehead as I continued to hump against him.

When we were unwrapping the penis panties, I noticed there was a hole in the back roughly aligned with the anus. It occurred to me that I might be able to make use of that feature. With my fingernails being so long and sharp, those would probably not be safe. I had a little pink mini-vibrator that might come in handy. I rose from his lap and held out my hand for him, helping him to stand. I gave him a long kiss as I pushed the boxers off his hips and felt them fall to my feet. The penis stood long and proud as I ground myself against him, probing his mouth with my tongue.

“Come with me,” I said as I led him to my bedroom. I briefly turned off the vibrating egg while we changed locations.

“Caitlin, you are amazing,” he said as I guided him onto my bed in a sitting position.

“You just wait. Now you stay here and be a good boy and I’m going to grab a couple of things.” I told him, dropping a quick kiss on his lips. “I’ll be right back.”

What I was doing was making me hot, but I was having a hard time figuring out how I was going to manage an orgasm for myself. I think I will just give Susan/Stan a night to remember and jerk myself off later.

I went to my bathroom and found some flavored lube and some towels, then came back and grabbed my small vibe out of the nightstand. I checked to make sure the batteries were good which got Stan’s attention. I put the vibe and the other supplies on the bed and shucked off my dress, leaving the cami in place. Stan gave a gasp as I did that.

“Caitlin, you are gorgeous.”

“Thank you. You are quite handsome yourself, Stan. Are you going to be good and let me have some fun.”

“Sure…”

I opened the buttons on his shirt and helped him remove it, then pushed him to his back. I left his tee shirt in place to cover the binder. I ran my finger down his front, spending some time teasing the nipples that were trapped in the binder. They must be hard as stone as I could feel them through all the layers of fabric.

I straddled his waist facing him, then dropped a firm kiss on his lips and bumped my panty-covered rear back against the rigid cock.

We kissed for a while before I pulled the remote out of my bra and turned the egg vibe on again. I received an instant moan of pleasure.

I raised up and sat on the bed beside him, grabbing the tube of lube. I put some on his shaft, then started stroking.

“You are so long and hard, Stan. Does that feel good?” I asked, knowing that he couldn’t really feel anything but the egg that was dancing inside. I changed the vibration pattern causing him to jump.

“That feels wonderful, Caitlin.”

“Do you like strawberry?” I asked, delivering one of my hands that was covered by the strawberry lube to his mouth.

“I love strawberry,” he responded. He sensuously licked each of my fingers clean of the sweet substance.

“I like it too. Can I taste you?” I asked as I continued to stroke the long pecker.

“Only if you want to…” he answered hesitantly.

“I want to.”

I had positioned him on the bed so he could see me clearly in my big mirror. I dropped my lips to his plastic shaft and gave it a kiss. The strawberry lube made it taste quite yummy.

I spent time kissing and running my tongue over the plastic cock before taking him fully. I gave him a good show in the mirror and went through a couple of different patterns for the vibe. As my head bobbed up and down, I did a bit of slurping to add another sensation to the hot scene. I wanted to add many types of stimulation to keep him aroused and given the quivering of his body, I believe I was succeeding. I could see Stan watching me in the mirror as I shuffled through different vibration patterns for the egg. There was a cry of pleasure as my partner had an orgasm, followed closely by another.

I rose up and looked at my boyfriend, his eyes glassed over and a line of sweat running down his temple. I continued to pull him off in long strokes.

“Stan, my love. I’d like to try something if that would be okay. Something with my little friend here,” I told him, showing him my small vibe. “If you want me to stop, please tell me.”

He fixed his eyes on the vibrator and nodded his consent. I rolled him on his side facing the mirror and reached around, locating the hole in the rear of the latex panty. I pushed my finger through to make sure the alignment was correct and carefully rubbed a bit of lube on his puckered opening.

Susan and I had experimented with this before and there were some things she taught me. Where guys use anal penetration to simulate the prostate, women do not need deep penetration. There are a lot of nerves around the opening and women prefer just shallow penetration. Right now the egg doing a number on her G-Spot and the tail was tickling her clitoris so there was a lot of stimulation. I planned to add a shallow entry with the vibrator and continue my oral assault, adding both a visual and auditory experience. That should be enough stimulation to short out all his pleasure circuits.

I lubed-up the vibe and directed it through the hole in the panty. I set it for a low vibration, slowly directing it to the desired destination. I laid on my side facing his cock and took it in my mouth as I worked the mini-vibe around his rear entrance. The impact was instantaneous as his breathing was coming in gasps. I edged up the intensity of the egg, continued my slurping of the plastic cock and worked the vibe slightly into the rear entrance. My boyfriend tensed up and gave out a wail being taken over by a major orgasm. I moved the egg to maximum and changed the pattern and there was another scream of pleasure. I felt some moisture in my gaff and I think I had some pre-cum as well. God this was hot.

After he had several more orgasms, I reduced the intensity of the vibes and I moved up to kiss him. He still shook as he wrapped me in a massive hug and gave me an amazing kiss that tasted like strawberry.

“Oh my god, Caitlin. Thank you.”

“Was that okay? I didn’t hurt you or anything?”

“No, my god, no. That was amazing.”

Unlike when I get off, Stan was still hard, but I would not tease him about it. That was an incredible scene and I didn’t want to do anything to spoil it. I did appreciate that I could get him off without a giant wet spot on the bed.

“Let me get a washcloth and clean us up, then let’s have brownies with some port.”

“I’d love that, but not as much as I love you.”

“I love you too, Stan. I’m glad I could do that for you.”


Chapter 37

Monday, August 24th

Susan texted me early and woke me from a sound sleep.

Do you need help getting dressed.

Yes. Give me a few minutes to get makeup on. Go ahead and let yourself in.

Last week I gave her a key to my apartment to make things easier. She also gave me one to hers, even though I had a passkey in my purse. It was important for her to share that with me.

I quickly did my makeup and brushed out my hair. I had braided it before going to bed and it looked pretty good.

Stan left about ten PM saying he had an early sales meeting. I went to my bedroom and got ready for bed as he turned himself back into Susan, then left. It was a pretty clever arrangement.

After he left, I pulled myself off because I was still horny as hell. It didn’t take much time for me to spurt.

I figured Susan would quiz me about the date so I decided to mess with her. Obviously she knew everything that happened, but I’d tell her we just watched TV and kissed a little.

I was in my nightgown finishing up my makeup when she rushed in.

“Good morning, Kat. How was your date?”

“We had a great time. The dinner turned out great. That was a great recommendation for a place to get fresh fish.”

“And…”

“He complimented me on dinner and we decided to wait on dessert until later.”

“Any hooking up?”

“Susan!!! You’re awful,” I chided. “After dinner we talked, held hands and watched television. Stan and I had a fantastic date.”

“You didn’t find any use for the ice cream?”

“Just on top of the brownie later along with some port. Get your mind out of the gutter.”

“No kissing or anything?”

“Maybe a little… Wait, I shouldn’t be telling you all this stuff about your cousin. You don’t expect me to kiss and tell, do you?”

“Well, he wouldn’t tell me anything either except to say what a nice girl you are.”

I loved how she played along. “He’s right. I am a nice girl. And your cousin is a perfect gentleman and we get along great.”

“So, are you going to see him again?”

“I’d like to, but probably not this week.”

“Why not?”

“Saturday starts Shark Week.”

“Oh, bah. You’re right.”

“If you talk to him, let him know I don’t hate him but I will need a bit before we can get together again.”

I knew with her period coming up that we had limited time to get together before she started to get sore. I needed some one-on-one time with Susan so Stan will have to wait. Thinking about spending time with Susan caused me to swell up in my gaff. Damn I was still hot.

“I won’t mention the reason why, just that you are going to be busy for a while,” she replied. “What do you plan to do together?”

“Probably nothing much, make him dinner and continue to build our relationship,” I coyly responded.

“You and Stan are the perfect couple, just like we are the perfect girlfriends,” she said, giving me a hug and a kiss on the forehead. “Now, let’s find you something to wear.”

—————

We found a cute skirt and top for me and I made sausage, eggs and toast for her breakfast while she made coffee. She continued to talk about all the things that Stan and I could do together, perhaps losing sight of the fact that Stan couldn’t leave the apartment. I was doing some research on trans-friendly clubs in places like the Quad Cities, Peoria or Chicago. Maybe we could spend the night at a hotel, have her get dressed as Stan and go to a club.

After our breakfast, I walked her to the door of the building and headed for the office. Hopefully nothing has blown up over the weekend. I didn’t have any calls come in, but for something small the residents would just leave a note in the mailbox. When I checked, there was a note from one of the residents about a broken cabinet hinge. She left her number and I sent a text asking for permission to enter the apartment while she was at work. She responded right away saying sure. That would be something easy enough for Caitlin to handle. I grabbed my toolbox and a couple of hinges and headed for the apartment. I also took the bank bag to check the laundry room while I was out of the office.

—————

The hinge ended up being no problem and all the machines in the laundry were in service. I emptied the coins, refilled the coin changer and made it back before noon.

While I rolled coins, I thought about my date with Stan. I considered the gayness of my sucking off my girlfriend’s strap on cock but couldn’t get too bothered about it. Christ, I had hair extensions and stuck-on boobs. If you asked anyone else, that would seem kind of gay. We were a heterosexual couple having fun with a sex toy…no big deal. It was an amazing experience and a way to fulfill one of Susan’s fantasies, so for me there was no problem. I thought about some of Susan’s other fantasies she might want to fulfill with her new penis. Damn, there I was swelling up in my gaff again. I could feel the twins starting to push out and I probably need to go back to the apartment and pull myself off again.

After I got things settled and tucked back in the right place, I came back to the office with a sandwich and some chips. I closed the door, fired up my VPN and started researching different ways of tucking. If I was going to continue to do this, and I think I am, I need a better solution than the gaff.

I found a couple of tucking kits that looked like they would solve my gaff problem, however I did realize it would make things a little more difficult if I were going to have a sexual encounter with Susan. At least it was quick to slip out of the gaff. Maybe we could use the tape removal as a kind of foreplay.

I placed an order, not being too worried about rush delivery. With Shark Week around the corner, I wasn’t in that much of a hurry.

While I was finishing up the order, I had a call come in on Charles’s phone. It was from the City Attorney’s office.

“Hello, this is Caitlin Townsend.”

“Ah…I’m trying to reach Charles Townsend. Is this the right number?”

“Yes. Charles is out of town and he asked me to answer his calls.”

“Are you a relative?”

“I’m his cousin. Who may I ask is calling?”

“This is Dennis Bright with the City Attorney’s office.”

“How can I help you, Mr. Bright.”

“Actually, it’s a legal matter and I’m really not free to talk about it.”

“This is probably about the complaint he filed against Rachael Wright.”

“Ah, yes…”

“And is this regarding the continuance he requested?”

“Well, there’s a problem with that and I need to talk to Mr. Townsend.”

“He had to make an urgent trip to Spain to assist his grandparents.”

“Well, you see, Mrs. Wright wanted to move the proceedings forward.”

“I see. What did the judge say.”

“I haven’t talked to him yet. I wanted to find out about Mr. Townsend’s availability. Mrs. Wright is anxious to get this matter behind her.”

“Mr. Bright. There was an article in the newspaper today that said due to staff shortages, the Magistrate Court was far behind in hearing cases. Why is it that Rachael Wright thinks she can have her case moved up ahead of everyone else?”

“Well, Mrs. Wright…”

“Mr. Bright. You keep saying Mrs. Wright. She is unmarried. There is no Mrs. Wright.”

“Well, I thought Mrs…ahh, Rachael Wright was separated from Charles Townsend.”

“They are not separated; they are legally divorced.”

There was some paper shuffling in the background.

“Ah… Rachael Wright has asked me to help her get the case moved forward because she is concerned it may impact her job search.”

“So, if she is in a hurry to get it cleared up, she can plead guilty.”

“Well…she’s convinced she did nothing wrong.”

“Have you read the report?”

“I’ve skimmed it.”

“Go back and read carefully. She had to be removed from the office in handcuffs. There were four witnesses, including two police officers, that she refused to leave the building when asked. She may have convinced herself she did nothing wrong, but she will have a hard time with that story in court.”

“That’s the importance of having all the witnesses at the trial. Are you saying Mr. Townsend is refusing to appear in court to testify?”

“I said no such thing. You don’t even have a court date yet from what you told me. You also haven’t said what the status of the continuation that Charles has requested.”

“Okay, I see I’m getting nowhere here. Please have Mr. Townsend call me.”

“As I told you, he is out of the country on an urgent matter. I will pass on your message,” I growled as I hung up the phone. More Rachael BS.


Chapter 38

Thursday, August 27th

This has been a rather busy week and other than visiting with Susan in the mornings and after work, our time together has been rather sparce. Of course she asked, and I promised to spend the weekend with her as we both feel crummy with our monthly visitor. She gave me a list of things to get for us; tampons, pads, panty liners and that kind of thing.

“What about batteries?” I asked.

“Only if you think we need them.”

“I’ll buy enough for the weekend and for Monday too,” I told her.

“You don’t need to do that.”

“I don’t need to, but I want to,” I answered.

I got a note from the shipping company that my tucking kits will be here on Friday. While I am having my period might be a good opportunity to adjust to the tape rather than the gaff.

Yesterday I sent an email to Susan and said that Charles had to fly to Chicago to do something for his grandparents and asked if she would be available for a date. Of course, she replied Yes. There were several back-and-forth emails setting up the details.

I had rented a hotel room for the night in Aurora which was only about a half-hour from DeKalb, but far enough that we wouldn’t meet anyone we knew. I used the story that I had some work to do in Chicago and could use the Metra to get there.

I arranged for early check in and took my SUV to the hotel to get dressed as Charles for dinner. She would drive over from the radio station after work. We agreed that she would drive us to dinner and I promised to pay for her gas. The next morning, she would drive back to the station after I helped her get dressed. Finally I would change back to Caitlin and do an automatic checkout, then head back to the apartment. I was good with the extra expense and messing around as I didn’t want to be seen as Charles in DeKalb. Rachael and her mother are turning me into a nervous wreck.

Right at 5:30 I got a call from the front desk that I had a visitor. I hurried down and when I saw her, she knocked my eyes out.

“Oh, Susan. Did you wear that to work?” She had on a beautiful blue body-con dress that fit her like a glove. Her makeup was perfect and there was a curl in her hair.

“I took some time off this afternoon so I could get ready to see you. I also told them I would be late getting in tomorrow morning,” she said with a wink.

“Come up and see our room,” I told her, giving her a quick kiss. “I’ve really missed you.”

“And I’ve missed you. I’m looking forward to a light dinner then dessert.”

I gave her a hug and whispered in her ear, “I’m looking forward to spending some quality time with you.”

We went to the room hand-in-hand and regrettably there was someone else in the elevator.

When I opened the door and she walked into the room, she looked around appreciatively. For a hotel in Aurora, it did have a nice view of the riverfront.

As I closed the door, she turned to me and gave a bright smile.

“It looks like you’ve got some sun on the beaches of Spain. I like your hair.” I had it pulled back in a low ponytail, but the highlighting was obvious.

“Thanks,” I said as I crossed to her and took her into my arms. I gave her a tender kiss, but that seemed inadequate so a more substantial kiss followed. She pressed herself into me and my unconstrained cock started to grow in my trousers.

“It looks like someone is a little tense,” she teased as she rubbed the front of my pants. “At least I know you haven’t been messing around with any of those olive-skinned Spanish ladies.”

“Around my grandparent’s place, most of the ladies are retirement-aged women from the UK. The beach has a nice view, however.”

She gave me a cute smile as she continued to rub my thickening tool.

“You said you were going to find us somewhere to eat,” she said.

“When I checked in, I asked for recommendations, but most of the places he mentioned are Mexican. At least it isn’t Tapas or Paella which is what you get in Spain.”

“Mexican will work for me. Not a lot of garlic, but you need to be careful with the onions.”

I looked at her lovingly. “I’ve missed you, Susan. I’m so glad you could join me on short notice like this.”

“Well, I’ve had your cousin to keep me company, but it’s nice to be able to spend some time with you,” she responded, continuing to rub the front of my pants.

The kiss that followed was memorable.

—————

After our Mexican dinner, we returned to the hotel to settle in. The food was very good, but I’d seen some reviews that said how large the portion sizes were. We decided to split an entre and that with the chips and salsa was plenty for us. It left us room for dessert.

Upon getting back to the hotel, I instantly got grabbed as soon as we walked into the room.

“A little grabby there, aren’t you?” I teased as she threw me on the sofa.

“Well, maybe I’ve been thinking about you a lot since you ditched me and ran off to a foreign country.”

“I’ve been thinking about you a lot as well,” I responded, taking her into my arms, kissing her neck and whispering into her ear.

“I have this dilemma. I want to fuck your brains out, but I’d also like to try some of that wine you got us,” she whispered.

“Tricky problem,” I replied, my mind racing about how to proceed. “Maybe I can uncork the wine and let it breathe while I kiss your beautiful kitty.”

“You are such a good problem solver,” she said, raising and pulling off her hose and panties.

“Let me find the corkscrew.”

After getting the wine open, I ended up on my knees in front of her with her legs over my shoulders. I attacked her mercifully but luckily she held her voice down so we didn’t disturb our neighbors. They probably wouldn’t have heard anything as they were running their television with some sports show. After bringing her off several times, she wrestled me to the floor and started taking off my clothing.

“Wine should be ready to pour,” I whispered as she dropped my boxers in a pile of clothes on the floor.

“I’m kind of busy right now,” she responded as she started a slow massage of my raging hardon.

“That is feeling pretty good…”

“What about this?” she said, dropping her lips to my tool and taking me in a single gulp. She gripped my sack roughly which is the only reason that I didn’t explode.

After she edged me several times, she leaned back and stared into my eyes.

“So, do I get to fuck you before our wine or should I wait until after,” she asked as she passed her finger over my swollen cock head, distributing the thick coating of precum.

“What about before and after.”

“By the time I am finished with you, second helpings are not going to be an option.”

“Okay. I’ll get some glasses.”


Chapter 39

Friday, August 28th

After our wine and true to her word, she gave me a mind-blowing fuck. I couldn’t believe just how horny I was, but she certainly took the edge off. She said she wanted me to return to Spain satisfied and that I was supposed to stay away from the Iberian beach bunnies.

We did kind of a side scissors position where she was able to control the amount of penetration. She would let me get close, then pull away slightly and make me squirm trying to get more sensation. By the time we finally came together, we were both frantic and the result was historic.

I awoke this morning pressed up against her, both of us nude, with my limp member pressing into her rear cheeks. I actually started to grow when she pressed against me and she teased about being ready for round two.

Sadly, it was just morning wood and I had nothing to follow up with.

“That sounds good, but you completely drained me last night,” I admitted.

She rolled over and started stroking me. “Just a little one…”

“Susan, I have to pee!” I whined.

“Well, go and hurry back.”

I was aware of what would happen after I relieved my bladder; I would be limp as a noodle and she would have a good time teasing me about it.

As I suspected, her come-on was all theatre and by the time I returned to the room, she was pulling out her underwear for the day.

“Bathroom is free,” I told her, assuming she would want to take a shower.

“I didn’t hear you in the shower,” she said, puzzled.

“Um…I skipped the shower today.”

“You come with me,” she said, grabbing my hand and pulling me back to the bath. “We’ll be responsible and take a shower together to save water.”

After our shower and making sure each of us were completely clean, including a little orgasm for her, we headed back to the room.

“Do you have time for breakfast? Our rate includes buffet breakfast on the patio,” I told her.

“Sounds good, but then I’ll have to be going.”

I put on some dress slacks and a button-down shirt and she wore a classic linen suit. I helped her with makeup and brushed her hair, then we headed for breakfast.

We took her bag to her car and headed for the patio. I told her I would walk her back to the car after breakfast.

While we ate, she gave me a wide smile.

“I’m glad you were able to make it back to see me, Charles. This was… special.”

“It was good for me also. I’ll see if I can get back on a regular basis.”

Her smile grew brighter. “That would be great!”

I continued to fabricate a story about my time in Spain and what jobs I was doing for my grandfather. She played along and told me what a great job Caitlin was doing at the apartment. She teased me a bit about Cousin Stan and Caitlin and I blushed with embarrassment.

“Caitlin is a very good girl and I’m sure Stan is an absolute gentleman,” I assured her.

“Yeah, but Caitlin is such a hottie and I don’t know if Stan is going to keep his hands to himself.”

“Susan,” I growled. “I don’t want you telling me my cousin Caitlin is a hottie. She is a perfect lady and she thinks Stan has been very respectful during their time together.”

“I guess you’re right. Stan is just really attracted to her,” she said, checking her phone. “I probably better be going.”

“I’ll walk with you.”

During our walk to the garage holding hands, I was still thinking about the Caitlin/Stan conversation. Apparently Stan had some plans for a future date with Caitlin. That might be interesting.

I had found a trans-friendly venue in Peoria that I thought might work for Stan to make a public appearance. I was putting the finishing touches on a weekend getaway for the two of them to go to dinner followed by some clubbing.

When we reached her car, Susan regarded me closely.

“This has been a very special time for me, Charles. I’m glad we could do this.”

I hugged her closely.

“It’s been amazing for me as well, Susan. I’m sure we can do something like this again soon.”

“I’d like that,” she said, giving me an amazing kiss and climbing into her car. She ran down the window.

“Drive safe and I’ll talk to you soon,” I said, knowing that my Caitlin self would be spending the weekend with her. That reminded me; I needed to stop by CVS and get some stuff.

She drove off and I waved, thinking about just what a strange relationship we had.

—————

I had a couple of hours before I needed to check out of the room, so I thought I would give the guy at the City Attorney’s office a call.

“This is Dennis Bright,” he responded to my call.

“Mr. Bright. This is Charles Townsend. I understand you needed to talk to me.”

“Ah, yes, Mr. Townsend. It’s about the complaint you filed…”

“Do you have a court date for me yet?” I asked.

“Ah, no. There are some things that are slowing down the process.”

“So, please give me a call when you have a court date, then. Goodbye.”

“Wait…wait,” he croaked.

“Is there something else? I’m kind of busy,” I chuffed.

“Well, I wanted to talk to you about the complaint.”

“Everything should be in the report.”

“Yes, the information is here, but I wanted to ask if you would consider a plea bargain.”

“Mr. Bright, seriously. You want to bargain a misdemeanor trespass complaint? What would you drop it to…jaywalking?”

“Mrs…Rachael Wright would like a prompt resolution so she can get on with her job search. Would you consider dropping the charge?”

“Are you shitting me, Mr. Bright?” I roared. “This woman storms into my office, makes a scene, insults me and one of my tenants, refuses to leave when asked multiple times, and finally is dragged out in handcuffs. After all this, you want me to just forget everything so she can do a job search. She had a job before she screwed that up.”

“I realize there are some bad feelings after your divorce…”

“Mr. Bright. I will assure you that I have no feelings of any kind for Rachael Wright; bad or otherwise. I just want her to leave me alone so I can get on with my life. Have her stay away from me and everything will be fine. I never heard back about that restraining order. What’s happening with that?”

“It’s complicated…”

“And has the judge ruled on the continuance?”

“Not to my knowledge.”

“I’ll tell you what. Why don’t you follow up on those things and get back to me via e-mail? I need to get back to work,” I told him before ending the call. What a tool.


Chapter 40

Monday, August 31st

I’d spent the weekend sharing my misery with Susan. She was having a particularly bad time and I tried to do anything I could to make her feel better. She told me how much she appreciated me being there so we could feel crummy together.

I sat in my office about noon trying not to drop off as I felt the pulsing of the machine start to increase again. I checked the battery level and it was still only half down. I resolved to leave it on until the battery ran out, even though Susan assured me it wasn’t necessary. We compromised and I turned the intensity down a bit, but my abdominal and back muscles were still sore. Turning it down also meant the batteries would last longer.

Susan was very open sharing the symptoms of her period. She kept me informed about how things were progressing, what discomfort she was experiencing, all without trying to make me feel too uncomfortable with awkward details. It did give me a lot more insight to what life as a woman was like rather than the whitewashed version I got from Rachael. It was easy to delude myself into it being not a big deal when I had no real idea what was going on. With the added complication of Susan’s condition, it made the situation much more raw.

Last weekend was also a possibility for me to experiment with the tape rather than my gaff to corral my boy-junk. After a few false starts, I became quite good at getting everything in place while being able to loosen the tape when I needed to use the bathroom. Susan was quite complementary with the line of my underwear. Close shaving was required and I kept another small roll of tape handy in the event something came loose. Fortunately I haven’t had a problem so far.

I went to the laundry to check the machines before heading to my room for lunch. On the way there, I got a call from Susan on Charles’s number. I suspected something was up.

When I said hello, I got a “Hi, Charles. It’s Susan.” It looks like I had to adjust my attitude, and my voice, to that of Charles. This is probably bad news.

“Hello, Susan. How’s things?”

“Good. Kind of tired.”

“Oh, sorry to hear that.”

“The reason I called was I got a call from Denise. I guess Rachael found a job.”

“Good for her,” I huffed.

“I think it is more of a charity thing. She’s working at Denise’s company.”

“So, she’s in town, huh. I was hoping she would move away and take her mother with her.”

“No such luck. She’s still kind of pissed about you going to Spain.”

“Who, Denise or Rachael?”

“Both, I guess.”

“They’ll get over it. I take it I’m still not going to be able to come back home.”

“They’re both gunning for you. Both are steamed about the court thing.”

“Now she has a job, she can just plead and it can be all behind her.”

“Rachael has Denise convinced that there was nothing wrong; just that you over-reacted.”

“You were there. Do you think I over-reacted?”

“No, and that’s what I told Denise. She still wants to take Rachael’s side on everything.”

“I haven’t heard from the city attorney about a court date, so I guess this thing is going to drag on a while longer.”

“Well, Rachael’s mother is trying to speed things along. Denise says she has a relative that works at city hall.”

“Of course she does, and she wouldn’t spare any effort in making my life miserable. So, why is Denise sharing all of this with you?”

“She’s hoping you will drop the charges.”

“Well, she can go to hell.”

With that she laughed. “I figured that’s what you’d say.”

“I’m going to call my lawyer and make things rough for these people. I’m tired of jacking around with them.”

“That could get kind of expensive.”

“It happened on business property so I can have the business pay for it. We’ll see how much value Cybil’s contact will be when I sick my shark on them.”

“Okay. I didn’t mean to upset you. I just wanted to let you know what Denise said.”

“I’m not upset; I’m motivated. There’s a difference.”

—————

While I was still in my Charles mindset, I punched up the number for my lawyer.

“Gray, Carmichael and Klien. How may I direct your call,” the receptionist said.

“This is Charles Townsend calling Darren Klien.”

“Certainly, Mr. Townsend. I’ll put you right through…”

While I listened to the hold music, I felt the EMS unit kick in again. I turned it off to avoid any distraction. I thought about the strange aspect of my being totally in my Charles zone but dressed in a blouse and skirt. Damn Rachael Wright to hell.

A bit later Darren picked up.

“Charles, good to hear from you. How’s things going?”

“Kind of strange right now which is the reason for my call. I hoped you might help me navigate a problem I’m having.”

“Sure, sure. What’s up.”

I gave Darren the details of my problems with Rachael and I could hear him jotting down notes in the background, interspersed with the occasional “Ah, huh.”

After I related my tale, Darren gave a long sigh.

“So, first thing…if any of these people contact you, via phone, fax, text, e-mail or even smoke signal, don’t say anything and tell them to contact me…That includes the City Attorney.”

“Okay.”

“I’m going to request copies of the police reports and give a look. If I find anything in there about the assault, I’ll file on them. That will make the trespass complaint look like child’s play.”

“The cop said he couldn’t do anything.”

“Well, if he wrote it up in his report as I suspect he did, I’ll do something. He must have something in that report to justify handcuffing your Ex and dragging her off in the patrol car. I expect it’s enough to make a complaint. Maybe I’ll throw in a disorderly conduct or interference with a peace officer as well. If I get the officer on the stand, he’ll give us what we need, but I don’t think it will come to that. By the time I get done stacking up the complaints, they will want to settle.”

“I’ll let you do what you think is best.”

“I’ll file for the restraining order. There is no reason why we can’t have an order to keep the Wrights away from you and any of your property. What the City Attorney is telling you is bullshit.”

“I wondered…”

“So, you said you were traveling?”

“I’m back and forth to Spain, but if they make a court date, I’ll be there.”

“Good, good. Let me get some police reports and I’ll let you know what our next steps are. Can I reach you at this number?”

“Yes. It will be either me or my cousin Caitlin who will answer. You can talk to her about any of this.”

“Okay, I’ll e-mail you a Power of Attorney form and then I can get started. I’m sorry this happened to you, Charles, but we’ll get it fixed.”

—————

It took me a bit to decompress and get back into my Caitlin zone. I returned to my apartment, removed my makeup, then took a shower in Caitlin’s bath using all her feminine products. I re-did my makeup and dressed in a different, flirty sundress to feel a bit more ladylike.

I made a lunch of chicken-salad on a bagel with celery and carrot sticks with some lemon tonic water. I also remembered to turn the EMS unit back on which caused the back and belly pain to come back. I was back to being Caitlin during her period.

I sent a message to Susan to make dinner plans.

Hey Suzy. I have some Whitefish filets. Would you join me for dinner in my apartment?

That sounds great, Kat. Do you need me to pick up anything?

I have everything I need here. I’ll be in the office when you get home from work, then we’ll find you something cute to wear.


Chapter 41

Thursday, September 3rd.

I consciously spent this past week being as girly as possible. Susan got a kick out of me as I totally overcompensated being as different from Charles as I could. I consciously avoided thinking anything about Rachael Wright and those people in her orbit, offloading all of that onto my lawyer. I asked Susan not to share anything she learned from Denise, but gave her Darren’s number so she could keep him informed. I wanted nothing to do with these people.

I was in the office working on rent receipts when a call came in on Charles’s number…the City Attorney. I was not going to get out of my Caitlin zone so I answered as her.

“This is Caitlin Townsend,” I answered.

“Ah, yeah, I’m trying to reach Charles Townsend.”

“And who is calling.”

“Dennis Bright at the City Attorney’s office.”

“Mr. Bright, please direct your call to Darren Klien, Charles’s lawyer. Do you have his number?”

“Yes, I have his number, but I need to talk to Charles.”

“Charles is unavailable and my instructions are to direct any inquiries from you to Darren Klien. Is there anything else?”

“Why are you people being difficult about this?”

“I’m not being difficult; I’m just following instructions. Since there’s nothing else, I’m going to drop off. Have a nice day,” I said before hanging up.

Caitlin is feeling empowered.

I figure the call from Bright was to do with the additional charges that Darren had filed. He found enough in the police reports to file the assault charge, plus disorderly conduct and interference charges. I didn’t realize it, but while she was outside talking to officer Peck, she had a tantrum and deliberately kicked over a trash container, spreading litter everywhere. I wondered about that when I had to go out later and clean it up. Darren added a charge of malicious mischief and littering. He said that the charges wouldn’t stick, but it would give the judge an idea of just how out of control she was.

—————

In the middle of the afternoon, I sent Susan a message and asked if she would like to go somewhere for dinner. Her monthly should be over and would be feeling good enough to go out for a nice meal. Rather than respond to my text, she called.

“Hi Suzy,” I said brightly.

“Oh, Kat. I think going out for dinner sounds great. Where would you like to go?”

“Somewhere without any television sets hanging from the walls.”

“Somewhere romantic?”

“Yes. I’ll be there with my best girlfriend.”

“I know just the place. It’s a little bit of a drive, but worth it.”

“I’ll buy gas and dinner.”

“The place is kind of dressy,” she warned.

“I’m good with this.”

“Okay, I’m looking forward to going out with you. Is everything else okay?”

“Great. Just here being lonely and anxious to see you.”

“You’re sweet. I’ll hurry home.”

—————

The restaurant was a Mediterranean-themed place and all the servings were excellent. We shared a bottle of wine but she kept filling my glass, telling me she was the designated driver. By the time I left the restaurant, I was feeling pretty tanked.

We had both dressed up, her in a summer chic butterfly print dress with a vee neck, and me in a leopard print dress. We both looked quite elegant.

When I got dressed, I kind of messed up and left on my tape rather than changing to the gaff. It would make it quite a bit more of a hassle to get myself freed, so I assumed I would just do some things for her. Actually, all of our Suzy/Kat time had all been girl-girl anyway so it kind of went along with what we had been doing.

As I let her into my apartment and she swept by me, she gave me a lusty smile. I think she might have some plans.

“Let me use the bath for a little bit,” I told her as we entered the apartment. “Feel free to use the bathroom in Charles’s room.”

“I’ll just be a second,” she responded.

I brushed my teeth, combed my hair and added a little more perfume. I smiled into the mirror and a pretty lady smiled back. I really like this dress.

When I returned to the front room, she was seated on the sofa. She gave me a smile and patted the cushion beside her.

“Have a seat,” she offered.

As soon as I sat, she wrapped her arms around me. I settled in close and stared up into her eyes. God she was a pretty lady and I felt so good to be here with her.

“You look so nice, Kat, and thanks for buying our dinner.”

“And thank you for driving and picking out such a great place.”

“I wanted to have a special evening with my best girlfriend,” she responded. She leaned closer, I closed my eyes and received a sweet kiss.

When the kiss broke, I told her how much I loved her. With that, she grabbed my hand and directed it under her short dress. Earlier when we were dressing, I saw she wore thigh-highs and a beautiful red lace bikini panty. As I explored the soft skin above her hose, I noticed something was missing.

“Suzy, where are your panties?”

“Oh, I took them off and left them in Charles’s bathroom. They will be kind of a trophy for him so he doesn’t forget about me.”

“You little tramp. What am I going to do with you?”

“You could kiss me there…”

I was shocked with how bold she was being, but that did sound like a good idea. I ducked out of her arms and dropped to my knees in front of her; settling in between her legs.

I pushed back her dress and had her scoot out to the edge of the sofa cushion. I kissed her beautiful pussy a couple of times, then looked up at her.

“Just a kiss is what you said…”

She just growled and grabbed the back of my head and pushed me into her center. Her level of excitement was unmistakable. I started a slow oral workup on her as she writhed beneath me. Her cries of passion filled my ears as I drove my tongue deep into her recesses.

After she had a tremendous orgasm bordering on a seizure, I let her come up for air. She was splayed on my sofa, limp as a noodle.

“Was that okay, Suzy?” I whispered.

“Oh my god, Kat. That was marvelous. Can I do something for you?”

“No, no. This was all for you.”

“Oh, I get it. You’re saving yourself for Stan.”

“Suzy,” I barked. “Don’t say things like that. Our relationship is special. He treats me like a lady.”

“Uh huh, yeah, got it. So, when are you going to see him again… lady.”

“He hasn’t called,” I admitted.

“He mentioned he might be free after golf on Sunday. He asked me if you are going to be around.”

“Something like that might work. He could come over, I’ll make him dinner and we could watch TV,” I teased.

“Maybe a little kissing?”

“Something to do during the commercial breaks.”

“I’ll let him know. I’m sure he is excited about seeing his lady again and watching TV.”

“Your cousin is a total gentleman and I feel safe with him.”

“I’m sure you’ll have fun.”


Chapter 42

Sunday, September 6th

Susan insisted on helping me get ready for my date with Stan. We went out and got some great looking chicken pieces and I made a marinade for them. Besides the chicken, there would be real mashed potatoes, some mixed vegetables and, of course, dessert with ice cream. She helped me prepare everything, along with a running commentary about all the things Stan and I could do together.

“Dinner and television, Suzy. I’m a good girl.”

“But you could let him feel you up…”

“Suzy. Stan has respect for me and is not going to do anything like that. Get your mind out of the gutter.”

It was cute the way she went along with me like this. Obviously she knew how Stan has felt me up already and that we’ve done many other things besides, but she allowed me to play all innocent.

A bit before Stan was to show up, she excused herself, giving me a hug, telling me to have a good time and to be safe.

As I worked in the kitchen, I heard Stan enter and I called out to him.

“I’m in the kitchen, Stan. You can clean up in Charles’s bedroom.”

“I’ll be right back, Caitlin,” Stan responded with his husky voice.

I was somewhat intrigued by what might happen tonight. I left myself taped up because I really didn’t want to expose my guy-junk to Stan, but that probably meant that I wouldn’t get myself off tonight. It would just be me in the shower after he left.

A few minutes later, while I put the finishing touches on our dinner, Stan walked in.

“Hello, Caitlin. I like that outfit.”

I wore a summer dress with a floral print that Susan said looked good on me. I guess Stan agrees.

“Hi, Stan. Great to see you again,” I told him as I crossed and gave him a kiss. He had another new outfit with black slacks and a blue striped dress shirt. It looked quite GQ. Of course, the slacks had a lump in the front. The kiss lasted longer than I expected and I was afraid our dinner would get cold. I’m glad I used the long-lasting lipstick.

“I made you baked chicken. I hope you like it,” I said once I finally broke loose from him.

“It smells delicious,” then he gave me a cute smile. “Almost as good as you.”

I blushed then asked “Can you help me set the table?”

“My pleasure,” he said, stroking my cheek, then planting another quick kiss on my lips.

Our dinner was quite delicious and he was full of praise on how everything tasted.

“Are you ready for dessert now?” I asked.

“Maybe we can wait until later.”

“Let me go freshen up and I’ll meet you in the living room,” I told him, heading to my bathroom.

I refreshed my makeup, put on some more perfume, then went back to the living room. Stan was waiting for me on the sofa. I put on Susan’s radio station, dimmed the lights and joined him. I snuggled up next to him and he wrapped me in his arms. I looked up at him and he dropped his lips for a kiss. My rod was bumping up against my tape, this was going to be an uncomfortable night, but I was good with the kissing.

“Caitlin, you are so beautiful tonight,” he whispered when the kiss broke. “I have something for you.”

He gave me the pink remote for the egg and I started it on low, slipping it into my bra when I was done.

“You are quite handsome yourself, Stan. I don’t think I’ve seen that shirt before.”

“It’s new. I hope you like it.”

“I do. It looks very good on you,” I continued as I leaned over for another kiss, this one while my finger outlined the plastic penis currently doing battle with his zipper. That encouraged him to do a little feel up of my forms as the kiss progressed.

“It feels so good to be with you like this,” he said as the kiss broke. He continued to stroke my forms as I ran my finger over the front of his pants.

“You are so long and hard,” I said.

“That’s because of you, Caitlin. I’ve been thinking about getting you alone all week.”

“Well, we’re alone now,” I said, grabbing the pull of the zipper and running it down.

There was a moan as the zipper reached the bottom and I unbuttoned the top of the pants.

I helped him shuck the pants and started unbuttoning the shirt. As I worked through the buttons, I felt him reach down to my lap and start rubbing across my front. I moved his hand back up to my fake breasts as I was getting a little uncomfortable with that.

“I’d like to touch you, Caitlin,” he whimpered.

“I’m kind of shy about that,” I admitted.

“There’s no reason to be. I’d like to kiss you there.”

“Oh, Stan. I know, but I’m really kind of funny looking.”

“You are not. I bet you’re beautiful. Why don’t you go take off your panties, and whatever else is holding you in. I’d like to kiss you there.”

I admit my rod was swelling as I thought about where this might go.

“So, if I take off my panties and change into my gown, you wouldn’t laugh?”

“Of course not. I will make you feel really good, just like you did last week for me.”

“Okay, we’ll try…” I said, standing and going to my room for my nightgown. I guess this means I need to undo my tape and let him see my swollen penis; that’s going to be a bit awkward for me. Susan has seen me many times so I guess I don’t have anything to hide from Stan.

After putting on my gown, I went to the bath and removed the tape, washed up, added a bit of fragrance and a little flavored lube. It sounds like I may get a blowjob.

When I returned to the living room, Stan gave me a broad smile.

“Oh, Caitlin. You are so beautiful. I love your nightgown.”

“Your cousin helped me pick it out.”

“And you make it look stunning.”

I sat beside him and he reached into my lap.

“Caitlin, your big clitty is so swollen. Can I help you with it?”

“Only if you want to…”

“I definitely want to,” he said as he ran his hand under my gown and across my turgid cock. I closed my eyes and imagined Susan in his place. God it felt good as he began to stroke me. I felt him cover my lips with a kiss as I grabbed the plastic penis between his legs. I stroked him at the same pace as he did me, although I knew he wasn’t getting anywhere near the same sensation as I was. I retrieved the control for the egg and changed the pattern and increased the intensity. There was a low moan after I did that.

“Does that feel good?” I asked, continuing my stroking.

“Oh my, yes.”

After another kiss, I dropped my head to his lap and gave his plastic penis a kiss, glancing up at his eyes that were now closed. I dropped my mouth over the dildo and gave a long slurp.

After a few laps of the fake cock, I felt him give my member a squeeze.

“Can I kiss you here, Caitlin.”

“I guess so…” I hedged as he leaned over me awkwardly.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” I whispered. “It will be more comfortable.”

“Yes, let’s do that,” he said, giving the head of my cock a quick kiss. This action caused me to swell up even more.

I led him by the hand to my bed and pushed him onto his back into the center of it. I straddled his hips, leaned over and gave him a solid kiss. I could feel his firm cock pushing into my backside and it gave me a chill thinking about where that might go. I was still a little uncomfortable with that so I shifted around to where I could take him into my mouth. I could hear the vibrator as it hummed within his body.

“Let me taste you,” he whispered.

I settled beside him on the bed in a sixty-nine, rolled him to his side and took him between my lips. I tensed as I felt him take my sack in his hands as he brought my swollen pecker to his mouth. I felt a surge of adrenaline as he swallowed me, my body quaking in response to the sensation. My head was buried on his fake penis as he swallowed my real one. My breath was coming in gasps as I felt myself yielding to the moment. With the few brain cells I had left, I pulled out the remote and turned up the intensity and changed the pattern. I could feel the vibrations against my lips, I can only imagine what it felt like inside.

I began to thrust against him and it was only a matter of time before I started to shoot. Did I really want to come in his mouth? I slowed my thrusting to get control.

I think he understood what was going on and he rolled me onto my back and sat beside me. He covered me in a condom, lubed it up, and started pulling me off. He put his fingers in my mouth and I sucked the sweet strawberry lube off them as he stroked me. He gripped my sack with his recently cleaned fingers and squeezed as I felt myself unload into the condom. At least there wouldn’t be a giant wet mess in my bed.

I cried out as I humped against his hand, trying to get the last bit of cum pushed into the rubber, then I crumpled against the bed, completely trashed.

“There you go, honey. That has to feel much better,” he said softly as I tried to stay awake after the very intense orgasm.

“Thank you so much,” I croaked as I fell asleep, feeling my cock shrink away in the condom.


Chapter 43

Monday, September 7th

This morning when I awoke, I had been cleaned up, put under the covers and Stan was gone. The last thing I remember was him telling me how much he loved me as he kissed my forehead. Of all the times I’ve pulled myself off, I can’t remember an experience anything like that. I reached up and felt my bra and I still had the remote to the egg. Poor Stan probably had to put up with that thing buzzing away until the battery went down. As I thought about that, I remember there was a switch by the charging port where you could turn the thing off, which was probably a good thing. I’ll figure out how to get the remote back to Susan.

I was considering a stay in Peoria next weekend where I can take Stan out to a club. I’ve found a hotel close to a trans-friendly nightclub and I plan to book adjoining rooms so we can get dressed then go over to the club together. Peoria is far enough away we should have no problem seeing anyone we know.

As I entered the details of my date into my journal, I thought back to what happened. The intensity of that encounter was something else, even though it was just a handjob. Everything about our time together seemed so fresh and new, but I wonder how I was going to spin this when inevitably Susan would ask for details. It was a silly game that we were playing where I never leveled with her about the sexual relationship between me and her cousin.

As I finished my scribbling, I got a text from Susan.

Hey, Kat. Would you like some coffee?

Sounds great. Do you need help finding something to wear?

I think so, yes. I’m torn between a couple of outfits.

Be right there.

We had a very strange relationship.

When I entered her apartment, I found her in the bedroom working through her closet.

“So, how was the date?” she asked as soon as she saw me.

“Very nice. We watched some TV and Stan brought over a video game and we played together. He left the remote for the game in my room. Can I have you give it back to him?” I asked, innocently, as I handed her the pink control to her egg vibrator.

“A video game remote, huh…”

“Of course. What did you think it was?” I responded, teasing her.

“Did you have fun playing this video game?” she asked with a smirk.

“Oh, yes. We enjoyed it a lot. Stan is a very proficient player.”

“Really…I’m not certain, but I think you’re messing with me.”

“Not at all! Ask Stan if you think I’m lying.”

“Maybe I will,” she said, turning back to her closet. “What about this?” she asked, showing me a beautiful blouse and skirt. The top was lilac colored and the skirt was white.

“You’ll look great in that. Let me find you some underthings.”

—————

After we got her dressed for work and had a bit of breakfast, we walked together to the office. I groaned when I saw the mailbox with several notes from the tenants. It will probably be a busy day. Fortunately none were that serious.

After fixing a couple of door locks and a loose curtain rod, I settled into the office. As I brought up the accounting program on the computer, a call came in on Charles’s number. It was Darren. I closed the office door and adjusted my mindset back to my Charles personality.

“This is CJ Townsend,” I answered. It seemed strange to use my lower voice.

“Charles. Glad I caught up with you. Are you in town?”

“I’m in Atlanta working on something for my grandparents.”

“Oh, okay. It seems like your ex-mother-in-law is stirring stuff up. She had an investigator call me and he was asking all kinds of questions; something about a name change.”

“Nothing to do with her. I legally changed my name from Charles James to CJ Townsend because I got tired of everyone calling me Charlie.” I was a little concerned to hear about a cop messing around in my affairs.

“Ah, I wondered. Well, I told him due to client confidentiality I wouldn’t answer any of his questions. He was stupid to even try that stuff with me. So, do you want me to call you CJ from now on?”

“Yes, please.”

“Will do. Also, Ms. Lucas called me with some stuff she learned from Denise Ashcraft.”

“I told her to contact you and keep me out of it.”

“Good work. Nothing to worry about; just bitching about the additional charges we filed.”

“Has it gone in front of the judge?”

“Magistrate court is an absolute zoo right now due to staffing issues. Nothing new on a court date. The city attorney is recommending they plead to the littering complaint, but they’ve lawyered up instead.”

“Anything to worry about?”

“Not really. The lawyer called me the other day and I told him how embarrassing it would be for him in court if he pursued this. You could tell he was uncomfortable with how this was rolling out, but he said he could only advise his clients. The rest was up to them.”

“Hopefully he is getting a good buck from them to work on this.”

“I doubt it. The lawyer is fresh out of law school. I called a friend of mine at the law firm and nobody else wanted anything to do with the case. None of them wanted to work the case and they particularly didn’t want to work with Cybil Wright. No matter, I’ll take their lawyer apart in court.”

I laughed at that.

“Okay, Char… CJ, that’s everything I have.”

“Thanks for the call. You can always use this number and if I’m in the states, I’ll pick up. Otherwise, you can talk to my cousin.”

“Great. Glad I caught you. Talk soon,” he said, ending the call.


Chapter 44

Thursday, September 10th.

I’d spent most of the week thinking about going out to the club with Stan on Saturday night. Susan said she would work everything out with him so we could meet up there. It was going to be a little awkward, but it looks like we would drive up separately to preserve the illusion that it was Stan, and not Susan, that was staying in the room. I assume that Susan would check in, then change to Stan before we went over to the club for dinner and a show. I made the reservation for her room in the name of S. Lucas.

It was getting late in the afternoon and I was waiting for Susan to get home. When I heard the front door open, I looked up to see a tall gentleman in an ill-fitting gray suit with a red tie. Everything about him yelled cop.

“Good afternoon, sir,” I called out as he entered the office. “I’m sorry, but there are currently no apartment vacancies.”

“Ah, well, ah. I’m not looking for an apartment. My name is Louis Swafford and I’m a detective with the DeKalb police department.”

“Did one of the residents call you?”

“Ah, no. I’m here making an inquiry on behalf of Cybil Wright. Is it alright if I sit down?” he asked, gesturing toward the guest chair.

“I’d prefer you remain standing as you will not be here long. If this is anything to do with the Wrights, you need to call this number.” I wrote out a slip of paper with the lawyer’s name, the name of the law firm and the phone number in my feminine handwriting and gave it to him.

“What’s this?” he asked.

“That’s the company lawyer. He’s handling any inquiries about the Wrights.”

“I’m investigating someone that goes by the name of Caitlin Townsend.”

“That’s me.”

“Mrs. Wright is convinced you are some kind of imposter. I’ve checked and there is no Illinois Driver’s License in the name of Caitlin Townsend.”

“That’s probably because my driver’s license is from another state.”

“Can I see some identification?”

“Only after you show me your identification and a copy of a warrant.”

“Look, we can take care of this here or we can go downtown.”

I grabbed my phone. “I’ll call our lawyer, we can wait for him here and all go downtown together.”

“There’s no reason to involve a lawyer.”

“I’ve already told you; our company is involved in a legal matter with the Wrights and our attorney has requested that any contact go through him. You have the number and I’d like you to leave now.”

“I’m not going anywhere until I get some answers,” he growled.

There was some throat clearing from the doorway and I looked up to see Peter Anderson.

“What’s going on here?” Mr. Anderson asked, staring at the cop.

“This is official business and I’d ask you to stay out of it,” the detective hissed.

With that, Anderson looked at me. “Call your lawyer, Caitlin. I’ll stay with you until he gets here.”

I grabbed my phone to make the call.

“Put down that phone!” Swafford barked.

“I don’t know who the hell you think you are, but you are way out of line here, officer,” Anderson snarled.

“What would you know about it?”

“I spent 20 years in the Illinois State Police so I know a lot about it. You need to back off and leave the building as you’ve been asked. I’ll also be calling your Chief and let him know how you tried to bully this young lady.”

“I’m just trying to get answers to some pretty simple questions.”

“Then call the lawyer and ask your questions. You’re done here and it’s time for you to leave,” he said flatly and pointed toward the door.

With a huff, the detective spun around and left muttering.

After he left, I turned to look at my hero.

“Thank you so much, Mr. Anderson. I really didn’t know what to do.”

“I’m just glad I was here to help. Can I ask what that was all about?”

“Charles’s ex-wife is just stirring stuff up again.”

“I heard about that scene she made. If that detective comes back, give me a call and I’ll come running. I doubt if you see much more of him after I talk to the Chief of Police.”

“I don’t want to cause any trouble.”

“Don’t worry about that. Remember; call me if you need something.”

“I will, and thank you so much.”

—————

I was just getting my temper back in check when I saw Susan come in the front door. She looked at me and must have sensed something was wrong.

“Are you okay, Kat?” she asked, closing the door.

“Just some more stuff from the crazy Wrights.”

“Was it Rachael?”

“No, her mother sent a cop in asking questions about me. Luckily, Peter Anderson was here and ran him off. Did you know Anderson used to work with the State Police?”

“I didn’t know that, but it makes sense. He’s a pretty no-nonsense guy.”

“Well, he certainly shut down the cop. Apparently Cybil Wright is claiming I’m some kind of imposter.”

“Well, you kind of are, but let’s keep that to ourselves,” she said with a chuckle, trying to lighten the moment.

“I’m getting worried, Suzy.”

“I know, Kat. The Wrights’s had their tail twisted pretty good and they are lashing out. I suspect that Rachael has been lying to her mother about all this. Mom is going to be really pissed by the time this is done.”

“I’ve called an alarm company and they will be in tomorrow to put in a security system, including some cameras. If Rachael is crazy enough to try something else, I want evidence.”

“I hope it doesn’t come to that.”

“I would hate to have the property or any of the residents hurt because of this crazy bitch,” I said.

“I hadn’t thought about that. I don’t know if I should say anything, but Rachael lost her job.”

“That doesn’t surprise me.”

“She mouthed off to the wrong person and they escorted her out of the building. Denise is worried they are going to take it out on her.”

“Just what did she expect?” I replied somewhat harshly.

“Well, Denise is starting to think she’s been wrong about all this.”

“At least she’s finally catching on that she’s being hustled. Good for her.”

“Did you tell the lawyer about your visit from the cops?” she asked me.

“No. Do you think I should?”

“I absolutely think you should! It’s related. I told him about Rachael getting canned and he appreciated the heads up. He’s a smart guy and we need to keep him in the loop.”

“You’re right. I’ll give him a call then be up to help you get dressed for dinner.”

“Are we going somewhere?”

“To my apartment. I have steaks waiting for us.”

“See you in a bit,” she said, standing and heading for the door. I pulled out my phone to call Darren. I hope he doesn’t think I’m being hysterical.


Chapter 45

Saturday, September 12th

When I called and talked to Darren, he appreciated the info about Cybil sending the cops after me. He was steamed and said he would also call the Chief of Police and figure out what was going on.

I also got a call from my uncle. He related a phone conversation he had with the detective and he admitted that he might have given the guy hell.

Swafford asked about Caitlin Townsend and my uncle responded ‘…what about her,” then exploded when the cop said that Cybil Wright was asking questions. The detective apparently told him to calm down and that was the last thing my uncle wanted to hear. Never really answering the question, my uncle unloaded on him about the Wright family and what a bunch of losers they were and he was sick to death with anything to do with them. Uncle Ray warned if he heard about this again or if any of them came near Caitlin, to expect to hear from his lawyer when he filed a harassment complaint. He also asked for the name of his supervisor as he was going to call and complain. I expect the Chief is going to be getting a lot of calls about detective Swafford. I told him how much I appreciated him helping me with this and he said anything he could do to stick it to the Wright’s he was good for. I have no idea what they said to him at the wedding, but he was still pissed.

—————

After spending way too much time selecting the clothes and items that I wanted to pack for my trip to Peoria, I had finally arrived. I checked in without hassle and was getting ready for my dinner and club date with Stan. I know Susan was a little anxious about this, but I reminded her that sometimes we had to push ourselves out of our comfort zone. I thought back to where she gave me five minutes to decide if I wanted to be Caitlin and how that turned out to be a good decision for me. I am so happy in my new role.

Where I know that it is easier for me to pass as female, she is not going to have the same experience. With us being this far from home, no one would recognize us anyway.

As I exited the shower, I heard the door to the next room open. I think Stan is here. We’d agreed that once Stan was ready that he would knock on the connecting door, then we would leave for the club together. I was excited to see what he would wear.

For me, I was wearing a knee-length apricot short-sleeved dress that was decorated in a floral print. I wore the gold jewelry that Susan helped me pick out, and of course, my friendship ring. My hair was styled in a twist with curly tendrils on each side of my face. I thought everything looked cute as hell.

As I stared at myself in the long mirror, I heard a knock on the connecting door. When I opened it, Stan was there looking very handsome indeed.

“Oh, Stan. I love the outfit!” I gushed. He wore dark slacks with a button-down shirt covered by a blue blazer. He had added the dark coloration to simulate a beard shadow and wore a very masculine after-shave. I also noticed right off he wore black-framed glasses.

“Did you get new glasses?” I asked.

“Yeah, do you like them?” he asked in his husky voice.

“I do, but they are a little in the way right now,” I said, removing them and giving him a long kiss. When he pressed against me, I could feel the lump inside his pants.

“I’ve really missed you, Caitlin.”

“And I’ve been excited about going to the club this evening. Are you ready?”

“Whenever you are,” he said as I handed him back his glasses. I guess they did help with his disguise a little.

“Do you have something for me?” I teased. “A little pink remote maybe.”

“Of course,” he responded as he pulled it out of his pocket and handed it over. “It’s all charged up.”

I didn’t want to put the remote in my bra as I usually did, so I put it in my purse.

“This way I won’t lose it…” I told him with a wink, “but it will still be handy.”

I gave him another quick kiss and headed for the door, holding his hand. I know this is going to be a challenge, but it’s the reason we are here. Luckly we are on the second floor so we can use the stairs and skip the elevator.

As we walked out of the hotel and onto the street, Stan began to relax a bit. No one said a thing so he began to move with a bit more confidence. As we approached the club, there was a bit of a line forming behind the bouncer checking IDs. I’d warned Susan this might happen, but to just use her girl ID and no one will say a thing. These people have seen it all before.

“May I see your ID sir?” the bouncer asked as Stan produced Susan’s DL.

“Very good. Have a nice night. And you madam?” he asked, turning to me. Of course I had my CJ Drivers License with my female photograph so there was no problem.

“Is this your first time here?” he asked.

“Yes…” I responded.

“Well, please enjoy yourself and I hope you return again soon.”

With that, we entered the club. There were a quite a few people here, mostly a feminine dressed crowd. Many were obvious in their cross-dressing, but others projected a refined image. There were several guys, some cross-gender, but the majority were dressed as women.

I squeezed Stan’s hand and whispered, “With all these ladies here this evening, I’m going to keep a close eye on you, handsome.”

He gave me a shocked expression, then smiled. “I only have eyes for you.”

We checked in at the restaurant and after a brief wait, we were seated. Stan helped me with my chair, and once he got seated I pulled the remote out of my purse and turned it on. The response was immediate as I moved the intensity to low and used a mild pattern. There was enough background noise where you couldn’t hear the humming, but from the expression I knew he could feel it. He took my hand and gave it a squeeze. I decided I would tease him most of the night so we can have a lot of fun later. I slid my foot up and down his pants leg and he warned me to be good.

“Oh, I plan to be really good,” I said as my shoe continued the circuit of his pants leg.

“You’d better be. You know what happens to bad girls?” he warned.

I think I’m about to find out.

When the waiter came back, Stan got a beer and ordered me a glass of wine. The drinks were expensive, but I was expecting that.

After our dinner, which turned out to be reasonably good, we headed toward the show floor to find a seat. We shared a table with a couple of very flamboyant drag ladies who were having a great time. Everyone treated Stan very respectfully, except me of course. I was having a lot of fun with the pink remote. We traded some kisses which got some hoots and hollers from our table mates.

“You’re such a hottie,” Veronica, one of the ladies, told Stan. She wore a long, blonde wig and had boobs that spilled out of her top. She was a lot of fun.

“Hands off,” I warned in a friendly fashion. “This one is my hottie.”

That got everyone laughing.

The show was a lively bunch of singing and dancing, followed by a comic who was doing an Eddie Izzard thing. He/she was quite entertaining.

While we watched the show, I snuck my hand over and started rubbing the lump in the front of Stan’s pants while I went through different patterns with the vibe. I kept the intensity down so no one could hear the thing, but I know it was having an impact. Toward the end of the show, Stan was getting pretty antsy.

“Do you need to use the restroom?” I asked. “You will be fortunate as there won’t be many people in the men’s room.” I knew from experience that the ladies room will be jammed and I considered using the men’s myself.

“Yes, please,” he croaked. I turned the vibrator off and he let out a long sigh.

“Come on, I’ll go with you,” I told him as I rose and gave him my hand. As I suspected there was a huge line in front of the ladies so I decided to go into the men’s with Stan.

“No peeking…” I chided as we walked into the empty men’s room together and headed toward the single stall.

“Ladies first,” he teased, and I took him up on it.

It took me a while to get the tape loosened and get my bladder emptied, but I suspected it would take Stan quite a bit longer.

When I left the stall and went to wash my hands, I handed him the small container of talc I had in my purse. I told him I would wait for him outside. He gave me a cute smile as I headed for the door right before two gentlemen walked in.

“Um, miss. I think you have the wrong restroom,” one of them chided.

“The line for the other one was too long,” I fired back in my Charles voice.

“Oh…” was an embarrassed response as they headed for the urinals.

It was quite a while before Stan reappeared. It was after the two gentlemen left so I think he may have been waiting for them to exit. When I saw him, I grabbed the remote and turned the vibe back on.

“You are in so much trouble you little tease,” he warned me as he stole a quick kiss.

“I thought you liked it. I can turn it off…or maybe up.”

He laughed. “It’s fine just as it is.”

When we got back to the table, the other ladies were gone and they had bussed off our glasses. I gave Stan a long look.

“Would you like another drink?” I asked.

“No. I want to go somewhere where we can be alone.”

“Your room or mine?”

“Let’s start in your room.”

He went to the bar and left some money in the tip jar, then walked back and took my hand. I was nice and turned off the vibe as we walked out of the club. I wanted to preserve the battery.

As we walked back to the hotel, I asked him if he enjoyed his night out.

“I really did, Caitlin. I was a little nervous at first, but what I was wearing was a non-issue for anyone except me. Would you like to do something like this again?”

“Whenever you say. I hate that you will miss your golf game.”

“I can play golf anytime. Being with you like this is special.”

As the lobby door swished open, I told him spending time with him was special for me as well.

We headed for my room and I pulled a beer and a small bottle of wine from the MiniBar. It would probably cost a fortune, but I didn’t care. This was a big weekend for both of us.

I poured my wine into a regular glass, but Stan chose to drink his out of the long neck. We made a toast with our expensive drinks.

“To the most handsome man in my life,” I toasted as we sat on the side of the bed.

“And to the most beautiful girl in the world,” he responded with a smile, tapping my glass with the neck of his beer.

“This isn’t too bad,” he said, twirling the Miller High Life in his hand, “but I like the Sam Adams better.”

“Mine’s pretty good as well. Would you like a taste?”

“Sure…”

I took a drink of my wine then gave him a kiss.

“Tasty…” he responded. “Would you like to try the beer?”

“Of course,” I replied, and he repeated the procedure with me.

After our taste test, our kissing became a bit more carnal. I rubbed the lump in his pants and he slid his hand under my skirt. I fired up the vibrator at a medium intensity which resulted in a moan. Glad to see the batteries were hanging in there.

I drove my tongue into his mouth with a deep kiss as I slid the zipper to his slacks down. After wrestling with the top button for a bit, I had his latex cock in my hand and began to stroke it, saddened that he could not get much sensation. As we continued to kiss, I moved his hand to my fake breasts. My own cock was swelled up inside the tape, but it was doing a good job keeping me in check. When the kiss broke, we were both out of breath and he hugged me close. After a bit, he leaned back and looked at me tenderly.

“Caitlin, I’d like to make love to you,” he said, softly, his voice quivering.

I squeezed his stem and wondered if I was ready for this. I was silent, deciding what I wanted to do.

“If you don’t want to, I understand…”

“Oh, Stan. It’s not that. I want to, but…well… it would be my first time.”

“I’ll be very careful, I promise.”

After a brief delay, I responded, “I’d like to try.”

“I’ll help you with your pretty dress, then can you remove the tape? I want to feel you as we make love.”


Chapter 46

Sunday, September 13th

I awoke in Stan’s arms with a feeling like I had never had before. I was sore, for sure, but the discomfort was well worth it.

As I showered, I thought about our encounter. True to his word, Stan was gentle, but insistent, which resulted in a very unique experience for me. By the time we finished, I was on my back in the bed with his latex cock buried deep inside me. He stroked my big clitty while he thrusted, finally resulting in a mind-blowing orgasm for me. Stan told me that we needed to be safe and we both wore condoms which kept me from blowing cum all over the room. I’m sure housekeeping will appreciate our thoughtfulness.

Our checkout time was noon and I teased him about having time to go golfing. He told me he wasn’t worried about that and he wanted to order our breakfast from room service so he could spend the whole morning with me.

“Stan. I want to thank you for last night. That was wonderful.”

“I’m happy you feel that way. I wanted to give you a memorable experience. I hope I succeeded,” he said, softly stroking my cheek.

“Oh yes you did. A success beyond all expectations,” I responded, following up with a deep kiss.

“What would you like for breakfast?” he asked, looking over the room service menu.”

“Just the Morning Wake-Up with some juice and coffee.”

“Sounds good. I’ll call in the order.”

After our breakfast and with us doing some kissing waiting for check-out, I received a ping on my phone.

Caitlin, this is Tony at the apartment. Can I call?

After I responded, I received a call a minute later.

“Ah, Caitlin. There’s been some trouble here at the apartment. I walked in on someone who was vandalizing the front lobby.”

“What…” I said, putting the phone on speaker so Stan could hear what was going on.

“Yeah. They had their face covered, but I pulled off the mask and it was that same lady that was here a couple of weeks ago…Charles’s ex-wife. I ran her off.”

“Oh, man. I’m sorry, Tony. Did you get hurt?”

“No. I’m okay, but the lobby is kind of a mess. There are some pretty crude words scrawled in spray paint. I think they are directed at you.”

“Okay. I’m in Peoria right now, but I’ll head back right away and see what we can do about getting things cleaned up.”

“I hate that this happened. The lobby area looked so nice after it was re-modeled.”

“We’ll get it fixed, don’t worry. I’m sorry you got in the middle of this, but thanks for doing what you did.”

“I’ll be available to testify whenever you need me. This crazy… um… woman needs to be in a cell. I called the police and they were here, took pictures and got my statement.”

“Are they going to arrest her?”

“They didn’t say, but they knew who she was. They said they were the same ones that were here the last time.”

“Sorry, but I probably need to be headed back. Thanks Tony.”

“If there’s anything else I can do, let me know.”

As I dropped off the call, Stan looked at me with a shocked expression.

“What is it about Rachael that can ruin every positive experience I have.”

“I know, Caitlin, but at least now you should be able to get her put away.”

“Oh, mommy will get it fixed somehow, but I need to call the lawyer and get back. I’m sorry our weekend had to end like this.”

Stan gave me a big hug and whispered everything would turn out okay. I hope he is right.

—————

On the way back to DeKalb, I called the lawyer to fill him in on what happened. I also sent a message to Carl telling him that I would need him next week. I was surprised when he sent a message right back and said to let him know when I got to town. He would meet me at the apartment and see what we needed to do; on a Sunday no less.

When I got back, I walked into the lobby to be greeted by the words cunt, bitch, skank and slut scrawled over the new paint. I guess that’s what Tony meant about the vandalism being directed at Caitlin. Susan appeared slightly later and looked over the damage.

“What a mess,” she said, shaking her head.

“I guess this was meant for me,” I stated.

“Or me. She called me a slut the last time I saw her.”

That didn’t occur to me, or maybe it was directed at both of us. Rachael called me a bitch before as well. Trying to figure out anything Rachael did was a waste of effort.

While we looked over the mess, Carl and Dennis came in.

“Oh, jeese, Caitlin. I’m so sorry to see this, but we’ll get it fixed,” Carl said as Dennis headed to the truck for some supplies.

“We’ll cover over the graffiti with some primer, then come back next week to re-paint. Hopefully whoever did this is in jail.”

“Not yet, but with any luck will be there soon enough,” I responded.

My heart sunk when I thought about all the trouble this was going to cause. I’m sure the tenants were going to be concerned and I hope it won’t result in a bunch of them getting worried and moving out. I sat down and composed an e-mail to everyone to describe what happened and what is being done to make sure it doesn’t happen again. I also pulled the file from the security system so I could give it to the lawyer. Along with Tony’s statement, that should be enough to put Rachael in jail.


Chapter 47

Tuesday, September 15th

The first thing yesterday, Carl and Dennis showed up and re-painted the lobby area. They just charged me for the paint and, even though I insisted, they said they wouldn’t take anything for the labor. I gave them each a twenty and told them to buy lunch on me.

One by one, the tenants stopped by and offered encouragement and wanted to know if there was anything they could do to help. I told them it was just some issue with Charles’s ex-wife and each of them gave me credit for how quickly I got things repaired. They were all mad as hell with Rachael and it didn’t look like they would take anything out on us or the apartment complex, which was a relief.

Today, after helping Susan get ready, I settled into the office to get some work done. I wore slacks and a short-sleeved blouse because it was still plenty hot outside. As I went through the bills, I got a call from the lawyer.

“Hi, Caitlin. I wanted to bring you up to date about the issue with Charles’s Ex.

“Hi, Darren. Is she in jail yet?”

He gave a laugh. “Not yet, but I took all the case records, including the information from over the weekend, and sent it to District Court as we weren’t getting anything done with the local magistrate. I told them we were concerned with this person’s escalating violence and asked for an emergency incarceration.”

“Do you think that will work?”

“With the file of information I presented, plus the threats to Charles, if it gets in front of a judge, it might either go that way or house arrest. Either of which would speed up a court date.”

The thought of Rachael being stuck at home with an ankle monitor gave me a smile.

“It will be good to have this thing over.”

“The Wright’s lawyer called me all bent out of shape, of course. I told him he needed to do something to control his clients and he shut up. Oh, and I found out the story about Swafford, the police detective. He is Cybil Wright’s nephew.”

“I wondered what was going on there.”

“With all the people calling to rag on him, the Chief of Police is pissed beyond belief. Swafford may be looking at a future in parking enforcement.”

“Even more reasons for the Wright’s to hate us.”

“All their hating so far has just caused their legal problems to pile up. I think they will get the message.”

“I hope you are right. I’ll send Charles a note about all this and let him know what’s going on.”

“If anything else comes up, I’ll let you know.”

—————

The rest of my day was pretty low-key, but I was having a big problem concentrating. I was going over the bills for the third time as I kept getting mixed up with what I was doing. I need to focus, but the only thing I could think about was all the shit that Rachael was doing to mess up my life.

I thought back to the conversation with the lawyer. He mentioned something about threats. I wonder what’s going on there.

I watched the clock, waiting for the time when Susan would be home. I was considering having Charles come back from Spain to try to get stuff back to normal, especially if Rachael was doing house arrest. I liked my time as Caitlin and everyone was used to seeing me here. Do I want to keep this up permanently? I decided to talk to Susan and get her thoughts.

As I continued to stare at the stack of bills, I heard a tap on the door. It was Susan. She entered, closed the door and took a seat on the guest chair. She looked troubled.

“Hi, Suzy. Bad day?”

“A little. I got a call from Denise…I thought I should let you know.”

“Did you tell Darren?”

“I did…”

“Then, that’s good enough.”

“It’s just…well…kind of something you need to know.”

“What is it, Suzy.”

“Among other things, Denise thinks she may get fired.”

“Is this because of Rachael?”

“Yes. Denise was training her but Rachael still ended up screwing a bunch of stuff up. That and Rachael treated everyone she worked with like dirt.”

“None of this is a surprise to me. What’s Denise going to do?”

“She’s starting to look for another job as she figures it will only be a matter of time before they get rid of her. She wants me to be a character reference.”

“Are you going to do it?”

“I think so, but it’s not going to be easy,” she said with a sigh.

“That’s a tough spot for Rachael to put her in, that’s for sure. Denise is a good person and doesn’t deserve this.”

Susan struggled for a bit and I assumed there was something more.

“Denise wants Charles to call her…so she can apologize.”

“That’s not going to be necessary. If you talk to her, tell her that this was just an unfortunate episode and she doesn’t owe anyone an apology.”

“I figured that was the case, but I told her I would pass on the message.”

She was quiet for a bit, then asked “What are your plans for dinner? Do you want to go somewhere?”

“Not really. I’m feeling kind of crummy and just want to stay put.”

“If you come up to my apartment, I can try to put something together. It might just be toaster waffles.”

“That sounds like a winner. Do I need to change?” I asked.

“No, but you might help me find something else to wear. I don’t want to get syrup on my good clothes.”

—————

After our evening breakfast, we sat in her living room listening to the radio. I was struggling how to bring up the conversation about Charles coming back from Spain.

“Susan, I need to talk to you as Charles for a bit,” I said.

“Okaaaay. A serious discussion…something needing wine?”

“Susan,” I said with a laugh. “We had toaster waffles for dinner. Those don’t really go with wine. Maybe a cup of coffee.”

“How about this. Why don’t you go up to your apartment, put on some coffee and change clothes. I’ll be up in about 45 minutes. Then Charles and I can have a discussion.”

“That works,” I told her as I got up and headed for my apartment.

As I entered my room, I thought about what just happened. If I wanted to talk to her as Charles, I had to look like him. That was actually a rather clever solution to the tricky problem of not mixing Charles and Caitlin. It also meant I needed to pull my hair back in a pony and get rid of the perfume and replace it with after shave. I also needed to make coffee.

After rushing to remove makeup and taking a quick shower, I searched through Charles’s closet for something to wear. I decided to wear something a little more business as if I had been traveling. That way we could do the charade that I was just in town for a bit. This was going to be a rather tricky conversation, but I needed help with where to go from here.

The coffee had just finished when I heard the knock on my door.

“Hello, Charles. This is a surprise. It’s great to see you,” she said, giving me a big kiss.

“And how is my beautiful fiancé?” I asked, glad that I remembered to change my ring.

“Lonely, but at least your cousin has been here so I don’t get too bored.”

“Would you like some coffee? I just made a fresh pot.”

“That sounds good.”

I poured us both a cup and as we drank, I brought her up to speed on the discussion with the lawyer.

“Darren actually thinks she may go to jail?” she asked, stunned.

“He also mentioned house arrest, which I figure is the way they will go.”

“With house arrest, what keeps her away from us?”

“She’ll be wearing a GPS ankle bracelet.”

“So, when she comes over to burn down the apartment, they’ll at least have a track on her? I’d feel better if she was in jail where she can’t hurt anyone.”

I hadn’t considered how threatened Susan felt.

“I was wondering if it was time for me to come back from Spain.”

“Seriously!”

“Well, it was something I was considering.”

“There would be a lot of issues with that, your safety being a big one. I haven’t told you, but Denise is concerned that Rachael may turn violent if she sees you.”

So that’s what Darren meant when he said there were threats.

She continued. “Then there are the extensions, the pierced ears and a bunch of other things. Besides, everyone loves Caitlin; me most of all.”

“I really need to get my life back.”

“What’s wrong with your life?”

“Well…I don’t know. It’s just…” I stammered, trying to put a finger on just what was bothering me.

“Just…” she queried.

“I miss having a normal life.”

“You’re not going to have a normal life as long as Rachael the Ripper is on the prowl looking to carve you into sushi.”

I almost laughed at the comment but looking at her expression, she was serious.

“You might be right. It’s probably too early to come back permanently,” I allowed.

“Hopefully we can continue the booty calls.”

“Susan!”

“What!?! I have my needs. Your cousin taking me to the movies isn’t quite the same thing as having you around for a romp. She is a great friend and an absolute lady, but is no substitute for you.”

I felt the trap close. She’s doing the same thing to me as I do to her with Stan; pretending there is no sexual intimacy between her and Caitlin.

I looked at my coffee cup and wrinkled my nose.

“The coffee isn’t doing it. How about some port?”

“That sounds good.”

“Then maybe we can discuss these needs of yours.”

“Let me use the bathroom…” she said, smiling wickedly, “then we can settle in for a long discussion.”


Chapter 48

Thursday, September 17th

Yesterday, after we got Susan’s needs taken care of, I awoke spooned up behind her with my shaft between her rear cheeks and my hand stroking her soft breast. I thought she was asleep, but when my rod started to swell up, she jumped me again. I’m glad we woke up early so she wouldn’t be late to work.

I didn’t want to risk being seen in the building as Charles, so she had to get dressed by herself. She gave me a big kiss at the door and told me to give a call if I got back into town so we could have another long discussion. The day was pretty normal after that.

This morning, after a shower, getting makeup on and putting on a summer dress, I headed for the apartment office to start my day. There was a note in the mailbox that said one of the washers was malfunctioning so I went to take a look. I grabbed the bank bag to empty the coins out of the machines while I was there.

As I suspected, the washer that wasn’t working just had a jammed coin tray, so after I got that fixed, I emptied the rest of the machines. It was a pretty big haul. I serviced the detergent machine and filled the changer which was pretty much out of quarters. I had plenty in rolls and filled it, but figured it was easier to take the change to the bank and have it counted and deposited. It was fortunate I was wearing my flat shoes.

I grabbed some other loose coins and some checks from the office, put a note on the door and headed toward the bank. It was only a short distance away and the weather was nice so I decided to walk.

As I waited at the corner for the light to change, I heard the screech of tires and looked in time to see a car coming at me. I tried to get away, but I got hit and sent flying across the sidewalk. My leg hurt like hell and my head was sore. I reached up and felt some moisture. When I looked at my hand, there was blood. I rolled over to see where they went but they had driven off, only to turn in front of a car and get T-boned about a block away. There were several people running toward the car and I looked up to see a gentleman crouching beside me.

“Are you okay, Miss?”

“My leg is really sore and I think I hit my head.”

“I was a medic in the service, can I look?”

“Yes, please…”

“Just lay still. There’s an ambulance on the way.”

He pushed on my lower leg and I gave an oof when a pain shot through it.

“Your leg is pretty scratched up and I think it’s broken. The EMTs will be here soon and put a splint on it. Just remain still.”

“Did you see what happened?” I asked, settling back on the hard sidewalk.

“Yes; some crazy woman drove over the curb and tried to run you over. After she hit you, she ran off and got in a wreck a block up the street.”

A few minutes later, the air was thick with sirens as all manner of emergency vehicles crowded into the street. An officer came over to check on me while several others ran toward the car crash. The officer asked what happened and the medic, Harry Siles, filled him in on what occurred. After he finished, the cop looked down at me.

“Miss, I’m officer Conroy. Can you tell me your name?”

This is going to get awkward.

“C. J. Townsend. I go by Caitlin.”

“Can you add anything to what Mr. Siles told me?”

“I really didn’t see anything. I heard a noise and looked up to see a car coming toward me.”

“Do you know the driver?”

“I didn’t see them. I was too busy trying to get away. The car was a gray color, probably a Mercedes or BMW.”

“And the driver didn’t stop?”

“No, they drove off. I saw where they got into a wreck up the street.”

The officer was finishing up his notes when the EMTs arrived. He pushed and prodded my leg, covered the sores with gauze then wrapped it in an air splint.

“Miss Townsend. We’re going to take you to the hospital for an X-ray, but I think your leg is broken. The doctor will be able to tell for sure,” the EMT said as the other got the gurney from the ambulance. He also taped a piece of gauze on my forehead. This whole episode is going to suck.

“Here is your purse, Miss, and the bank bag,” Harry told me as the EMTs made a 1-2-3 count and hoisted me onto the gurney. It didn’t hurt as bad as I thought it would. There were still two ambulances, a fire truck and a bunch of cop cars at the wreck. This thing had Rachael Wright written all over it.

—————

On my way to the hospital, I sent a text to Susan and told her what happened. She replied that she would be right over. I also sent a note to the lawyer. He responded he would do some checking and would be there as soon as he knew something. I’m glad I made the legal Power of Attorney out as C.J. Townsend as that would avoid some complications. I’m sure there would be plenty more problems down the line. What a fucking mess.

As they wheeled me out of the X-Ray suite, I saw Susan waiting.

“Oh, Kat. What happened?”

“Somebody tried to run me over. I’m betting it’s Rachael.”

“She wouldn’t dare…”

“We’ll see.”

As Susan held my hand, a nurse came over and said she would take me to the orthopedics suite. “The X-Ray indicates a fractured tibia and they are going to put on a cast,” the nurse told us.

“Am I going to be on crutches?” I asked.

“Yes, for six to eight weeks until it’s healed.”

Susan tapped my shoulder, “We’ll talk later. I’ll stay here and wait for you,” she told me, probably knowing how this was going to complicate my impersonation of Caitlin. It would be pretty suspicious if Charles showed up on crutches as well. I already had all my clothing stripped off and replaced with a gown so there was no disguising my male parts from the hospital staff. So far, everyone had been cool.

As they wheeled the stretcher into the orthopedics area, a gentleman in a white lab coat approached.

“Are you C.J. Townsend?” he asked while simultaneously checking my wrist band.

“Yes…”

“Ahem…what pronouns do you prefer?” he asked, casually.

There we have it. I guess with the hair, earrings and long fingernails, I should just go with it.

“Female, please. You can call me Caitlin.”

“Okay, Caitlin. I’m Doctor Elliot and I’m going to put a cast on your leg. You have a fractured tibia so you will need to take it easy for a while.”

“How long will I be off my feet.”

“A few days bedrest at first, then crutches and lots of sitting. No driving, swimming, football, or anything like that,” he said with a wink.

“Got it.”

“So, Caitlin; I’m going to have a couple of orderlies move you to the exam table while I mix up some plaster.”

—————

After covering my leg with the cast material, I was wheeled into a private room and placed on the bed. I assume the private room was courtesy of my transgender condition, but I was good with it. As they wheeled me past, I saw Susan and Darren, the lawyer, waiting for me.

After getting me settled in the room, the nurse opened the door and Susan and Darren joined me.

“Hello, Darren…” I said, then immediately knew I had screwed up. Caitlin had never met Darren.

“Caitlin, is it?” he asked.

“Ah…yeah.”

“Okay. I’ve filled Susan in on the situation and she filled me in on some things as well, some rather surprising things.”

“I’m sorry but I haven’t been very straight with you,” I said with a wince.

“I had my suspicions. I’ve been friends with Charles Townsend for a long time.”

There was an awkward moment of silence, then Darren continued.

“I talked to the responding officers and had a look at the preliminary report. As you already suspected, Rachael Wright was driving the car that tried to run you over.”

“Figures…”

“But from there, things get a little murky. She said she was just driving by and lost control of the car, but a waitress at the diner up the street saw her parked and watching the apartment building.”

I nodded, prompting him to go on.

“Ms. Wright suffered a head injury and was taken to the hospital for observation. When she is ready to leave, she will go to detention awaiting arraignment. They have filed on her for reckless driving, but that’s just to hold her. Other charges will follow.”

“What about the driver of the other car?” I asked.

“Saved by the air bags. A little scraped up but otherwise okay.”

“That’s good to hear.”

“As part of her statement to the police, Rachael said some things that are going to turn this into a hate crime. Even though the investigator couldn’t come up with anything substantive, Rachael is convinced that Charles is masquerading as Caitlin and voiced that to the officers, along with some slurs about yourself and Ms. Lucas here.”

“Charming, as usual,” Susan said with a huff.

“I’ve notified the court that I will be pursuing a Federal Hate Crime complaint as well as in Illinois State court,” Darren continued. “That’s on top of the felony hit-and-run and they may consider attempted murder since there is evidence of her stalking you. She is in a lot of trouble.”

“So, what about my pretending to be my cousin?”

“We will use that to show your state of mind; the fact that you were being threatened by her and the legal system wasn’t doing anything to protect you. You had to use a disguise to keep yourself safe. I can use that.”

“So what now? I mean for Caitlin…”

“What you do now is up to you. It won’t have any impact on the case. All the staff here are bound by HIPAA so nobody can legally say anything about your true gender.”

“I’ll have to consider what to do. If Charles suddenly shows up with a broken leg and Caitlin disappears, that could get awkward. I think it would be easier to sell if I continue to present as female.”

“Do what you think is best. I need to head out as there is a lot to follow up on. I expect some stupid shit and I need to be ready for it.”

“Stupid shit?” Susan asked.

“Like claiming insanity or diminished capacity. After a few weeks in a mental hospital, there will be a remarkable recovery and she is on the street before you even get your cast removed. I want to make sure no one falls for anything like that. Rachael Wright needs to be behind bars for a long time.”

“Thanks for all you’re doing, Daniel. I owe you,” I told him.

“I’ll send you a bill,” he said as he gave me a tap on the shoulder.

After Daniel left, it was just me and Susan. She gave me a wicked smile.

“It looks like I’ll have my best girlfriend around for a while,” she teased.

“About that; do you think that’s what we should do?”

“While you were in X-Ray, several of the residents called to ask how you were doing. Mr. Anderson sent a message that he would stop for a visit about four this afternoon. Word is already out that Caitlin was injured a block from the apartment building. Dina Brice was walking by when you were being loaded into the ambulance. She told Stacy and Stacy told everyone else.”

“Oh…”

“Are you ready to come clean to the residents?”

“Not really.”

“So, I’d say you were stuck as my girlfriend for the next couple of months.”

I gave a deep sigh.

“And Shark Week is coming up in just over a week. I’m sure you will be on crutches by then.”

“Suzy…”

“Your choice, unless you send Caitlin to hide out in Spain while your leg heals.”

“I can’t do that!”

“Didn’t think so. They say you’ll go home in the morning. I’ll look after you tomorrow and Stan says he will come over and stay with you this weekend. He’s looking forward to taking care of you.”

“But what about his golf game?”

“He’s not worried. He says he can play golf any time.”

“Can Stan even cook?”

“I think so. He’s pretty good with toaster waffles. I’m sure you won’t starve. He’s excited for you and him to spend some time together. Maybe he’ll bring over the video game.”

“That might be fun,” I said with a smirk. “I’m looking forward to spending some time with him as well.”

The End
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