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This story is dedicated to those lucky people who find the perfect partner to accompany them in fulfilling their dreams.


Chapter 1

Friday, February 14th, Valentine’s Day

My wife Robin called me a bit ago and asked me to wait in the garage when I came home from work; that she had a surprise for me.

“So, what’s this all about, Robin?”

“It’s a surprise for Valentine’s Day, Kevin. You remember what day this is, don’t you?”

“Yes, it’s our 2-year anniversary.”

“As well as being Valentine’s Day.”

“I remember. Are we planning something special? You mentioned we would be having dinner at home then maybe doing something this weekend.”

“Yes, after you find your surprises, I plan to have a candlelight dinner, just the two of us.”

“What’s this about finding my surprises?”

“You’re going on a Treasure Hunt. I got you a bunch of things I think you will like.”

“Like what?”

“Oh no you don’t. You need to wait. What time will you be home.”

“I should be there about four-thirty, provided nothing bad comes up.”

“You work in a tire repair shop. What kind of bad thing might happen?”

“Well, maybe some pretty lady has a flat and needs my help to change it,” I said. Her brief silence made me regret my attempt at a joke.

“Oh, I’m sure she’ll be able to help you get it changed without breaking a nail,” she growled.

I laughed it off. Robin is an independent and hard-driving woman and doesn’t like the ‘helpless girl’ attitudes that the guys here at the shop throw around.

“I’m sure you are right. I’ll see you on time and I’m excited about our Valentine’s slash anniversary weekend.”

“I’m looking forward to it. Make sure you wait outside when you get in the garage.”

“Is there going to be a blindfold?” I joked.

“Hey, great idea. Glad I thought of it.”

“I’ll drop off before I get myself in any more trouble.”

“Bye, honey. I love you. Don’t forget…”

“I won’t. Love you too, Robin.”

I disconnected the call and put the phone back in my pocket with a big smile. It is always fun talking to Robin.

“Hey, Kev, how’s that alignment going?” Carl, my boss, asked.

“About finished. Just need one last check around and it’s ready to get out of here.”

“Any big plans for the weekend?”

“All kinds of surprises it sounds like. A combination of V-Day and our anniversary.”

“Sounds great, and at least the weather looks good. Weather in Chicago can be a little iffy this time of year.”

Calling this Chicago is a little bit of a stretch. We’re actually in Naperville which is thirty miles west and 50 years behind Chicago. I do like the slower pace of the area and have everything we need close at hand without a bunch of traffic. We need to go to either Aurora or Chicago proper when we want to do anything special. It’s convenient in that way.

While I finished up on the alignment for the Mustang, I got to thinking about my amazing wife. Robin Tracy had been a neighbor since we were little and is about three years older than me. We got married a couple of years ago on Valentine’s Day. At least it is easy to remember my anniversary that way.

After I graduated from high school and community college with a certification in auto mechanics, I finally landed this job at a local tire shop. The work isn’t terrible, but is noisy, hot in the summer and the pay is not that great. Usually there’s not a lot of hassle or drama with the work. It’s steady employment but on the low-end of my skill set. So far they’ve been pleased with the job I’m doing.

As for Robin, after she received her BBA, she got a job at a big food products company in the payroll department. Where I figured it was kind of a dead-end job and she would soon be looking for something more exciting, she has received several promotions and is now working in the main offices in Aurora. She has several people that she supervises as well as a bunch of temps that they bring in during the summer busy season. The business has been growing and making acquisitions of some other companies and she oversees ‘harmonizing’ the payroll and payable accounts. She is up for yet another promotion which puts her making several times what I make. Her success makes me a bit jealous, but she isn’t a hag about it. She supports me and we’ve both been watching the job sites for something better for me to move into.

Because of her long work hours, we have hired a housekeeper who also takes care of buying groceries and doing other things around the house. I take care of the yard work and always try to keep the lawn and flower beds looking nice. Our place actually belongs to Robin’s grandparents who moved into an assisted living apartment. They rent the house to us cheap and we have plenty of room for just the two of us. We’ve discussed children from time to time, but she thinks that it would be a bit much with her full-time job, so we’ve decided to wait.

—————

I pulled into the garage right at four-thirty and parked my Ford next to her Lexus company car. Some of the other perks she gets with her job is a company car, one or two days a week working from home as well as an amazing company-supplied laptop. The company even pays for the fiber-optic network at the house which, in addition to being good for her conference calls, is great for streaming videos after work.

Since this is Friday, it’s her normal day for working from home. I grabbed the greeting card and box of chocolates that I bought for her and exited the car, waiting at the back door as requested. I gave a light knock and after a few seconds the door opened.

What I saw about took my breath away. She was dressed in a beautiful short red dress and wearing sheer hose and red high-heel shoes. By far not her normal work at home outfit of jeans and a sweatshirt. Her long blonde hair was curled and she looked like a million bucks. I felt downright shabby in my jeans and blue work shirt and smelling like the inside of a tire shop.

“You look fantastic,” I said as I gave her a long look.

“Thank you. I’m hoping this will be a special evening for us. Do you like it?” she asked, spinning around so I could see the dress from every angle. Her delightful perfume was even able to mask my odor of burnt rubber.

“Yes, I like it a lot. I don’t think I’ve seen it before.”

“No, it’s new. I bought it special for tonight.”

“Are we going somewhere?”

“Nope, it’s just you and me and a candlelight dinner. Why don’t you go up and take a quick shower, but first…” she said, wrapping a blue scarf over my eyes. “…the blindfold was a great idea.”

She took my gift and my mobile phone then slowly led me through the house, up the stairs and to the master bath. She had me undress, kind of a trick while blindfolded, while she adjusted the temperature of the shower.

“There you go Kevin,” she said. “I’ll lay something on the vanity for you while you shower.”

With that she lifted the blindfold and pushed me toward the shower, grabbing my work clothes on the way out of the bath.

I washed up, trying to avoid stroking the raging hardon I had after seeing Robin all dressed up the way she was. She was just a bit taller than my rather stubby five foot seven, yet much taller in the heels she wore tonight. She was three years older than my 23 years, thin with a very nice shape and a modest bust size. I knew for a fact she was a 34 C.

I looked around in the shower tray for my regular shower gel but didn’t find it- I must have run out. I grabbed a bar of soap which had a pleasing floral scent. “Better than tire shop,” I told myself as I used it liberally. I was also missing my normal shampoo, so I used Robin’s. The scent wasn’t very manly but I didn’t want to make a fuss about it. I’d just spend some extra time with the rinse.

While I showered, I heard Robin enter and assumed she left some things for me on the vanity like she said she would. With her being all dressed up, I expected that she had some of my dress clothes. I finished up my shower, dried off and exited the stall to find a blue sweatshirt and a pair of jeans on the vanity. Given the way she was dressed, this was kind of a shock. Maybe it is part of the surprise she promised.

I finished drying, having to use her deodorant since mine was nowhere to be found, and got dressed. I put on the underwear that was there, briefs and a white tee-shirt, the sweatshirt then finally the socks and jeans. Under the clothes was an envelope addressed simply ‘To K.’ I opened it and found a beautiful lilac piece of paper with the fragrance of her perfume. Another card was attached to it and marked Clue Number 1. The clue was folded over on the bottom and secured by a piece of tape. I looked at the letter and started to read:

Tonight you are going on a Treasure Hunt. Inside this envelope is the clue for your first present. In this Treasure Hunt, when you find your first present, you will find a clue to your next one. If you need a hint you can ask me, but I will write down a demerit so do your best to locate your presents without any help. Good luck!

Okay, then. This is something new. I looked at the card for clue number one and it said Inside the right shoe I wore for our wedding.

This will be easy. She has the white pumps she wore at our wedding in a box at the back of her walk-in closet. As I came out of the bathroom, she was sitting on the side of the bed, her legs crossed and showing a lot of skin.

“Do you need any help?” she asked sweetly.

“Oh no you don’t. You are trying to get me a demerit!”

“Okay, then. Have fun and let me know if you need anything.”

I went to the walk-in closet and turned on the light…nothing.

“Ah, Robin. Did something happen to the light in the closet?”

“Not sure. I think it was working earlier. Do you need help finding the flashlight?”

“No, It’s okay. I’ll just use the flashlight on my phone,” I said, deftly avoiding a demerit. I thought about what I had done with my phone when I came home. Ah, right. I usually leave it on the kitchen table, but tonight I remember Robin taking it after she put on the blindfold. Damn.

I went downstairs, still in my sock-feet, to my workshop to get a flashlight out of my toolbox. I turned it on…bah. I took off the cap and the batteries were completely corroded. I went to the drawer with the spare batteries, but they were all the wrong size. Demerit time.

I went back upstairs and Robin gave me a wide grin.

“Need any help?”

“Just a little,” I responded, sheepishly.

“Could I get a big, strong guy to hold the ladder for me while I change the lightbulb?” she asked sweetly.

I knew I was going to pay for my earlier crack about the pretty girl needing help changing a tire.

“Sure, I can help.”

“I’ll just get a demerit marked down while you get the ladder and a light bulb.”

I went back down to the workshop but the only thing I could find was the big step ladder. I know we have a shorter one, but it isn’t here. I also found a light bulb. I didn’t want to take a chance, so I tried it in a lamp to make sure it worked. I lugged the big ladder and the light bulb up the stairs.

“Do we really need that big old ladder?” she asked with a frown.

“Ah, I couldn’t find the other one.”

“I know where it is if you need my help.”

“Will there be a demerit?”

“Of course.”

I let out a big sigh. “Where is it?”

“It’s in the guest room. You left it there when you put up the ceiling fan.”

I really didn’t remember doing that, but when I went to the guest room closet, there it was. I get the feeling I’m being set up.

I went back to the master bedroom closet and set the short ladder under the ceiling fixture. I went to climb up the ladder and she stopped me.

“You don’t have any shoes on. Here, let me do it. Please hold the ladder for me.”

I held the ladder as she stepped up to the second step, then dropped the diffuser for the light. I was checking out her fantastic legs while she worked on the light fixture. I was ready to pass her up the new light bulb when the light came on.

“Well, what about that; the bulb was just loose. I wonder how that happened?” she mused aloud as I finally took my eyes off her legs and looked up at her bright smile. I’ve had two demerits already and I haven’t even got my first present yet. I’m so screwed.

As I helped her down from the ladder, I asked, “Do I want to know what these demerits are going to cost me?”

“If I tell you, it will probably cost you another one.”

“No, thanks,” I said, walking into the closet to find her shoes and my first present.

“You’re not thinking about leaving all these ladders laying around, are you?”

“Oh…ah. No. Let me get them to the basement then I can continue my Treasure Hunt.”

“Good choice.”


Chapter 2

I took both the ladders back to the workshop and put the unneeded light bulb back where it belonged. I didn’t want to risk any more demerits. I did wonder just what a demerit was going to cost me.

When I got back to the bedroom, she was doing something on her phone. My phone was beside her on the bed. Sigh.

I finally found the box with the pair of shoes that I was looking for. There was a pink mesh bag stuffed into the toe and inside the box was a card that said Clue Number 2.

Congratulations on finding your first present. They may get harder after this.

Ha. I wonder just how much harder it could be after needing a ladder and getting two demerits for the first one.

Do you remember what you bought me for my birthday last year? Well, inside you will find your next present.

Ack. I’d bought her several things… earrings… a wallet… a box of candy, most of which I ate… a nice bottle of wine. Well, probably the wallet would be the only thing that you could fit something inside. Since her birthday is in November, I also got her a sweater, but I don’t remember it having any pockets or anything. Now I need to find what she did with the wallet.

“Everything good in there?” she asked, sweetly. She probably assumed I was going to score another demerit.

“Just needing to find your purse,” I said as I exited the closet.

“It’s where I usually keep it,” she responded, returning to something on her phone after re-crossing her legs. I could hear the swish of her hose as she flashed an ample amount of thigh. Damn she looked hot and I was having a lot of trouble focusing on the Treasure Hunt.

I scratched my head, wondering just where her purse might be. I think she usually puts it beside her desk in the second bedroom/office. I went to find it.

As I entered the office, I noticed the purse beside her desk and saw that it was open. I looked inside and was pleased to see the red wallet that I had given her for her birthday. I carefully pulled it out and inside I found one of the clue cards that was taped to a tube of lipstick. I recognized the brand name as the one that Robin used, but the color was a dark red shade called Diva. It was much darker than she usually wore and since it was attached to the clue card, I assumed it was part of the Treasure Hunt. I removed the lipstick from the clue card and dropped it into my pink bag and tore open Clue Number 3.

Good job K. I hope you are having fun and haven’t received too many demerits. Your next present is in my lingerie drawer. You know which one I’m talking about.

Oh man. Does she know about how many times I have looked at the beautiful things she keeps in that drawer? I thought about the lipstick that I had in my pink bag. It would be a perfect color for my complexion. Does she know?

I went back to our bedroom and she was still sitting on the bed. I crossed to her lingerie drawer and pulled it open.

“No problem with that clue,” she said with a wink.

I looked through all the beautiful things she kept there, being careful as always to not disturb things too much. Toward the bottom in the back I found a new package of nude ultra-sheer hose that had a card marked Clue Number 4 attached to it. Seriously. Did she buy me a pair of panty hose?!?

“Ah, Robin. Is this what you wanted me to have?” I asked, turning to face her.

“They’re your size, aren’t they? Since you don’t have much of a tan on your legs, the color should be good for you,” she responded casually as she fiddled with her phone.

I shrugged my shoulders and added the package to my pink bag, now quite certain she knew about my crossdressing.

The next clue said I was to go to our safe and inside I would find the next clue. I put in a safe for her about a year ago so she could put her work laptop in it. I usually didn’t have any need to get into it myself.

I hope you remember the combination. The clue continued.

I tried to hide my anxiety as I thought about the combination.

“Is there a problem?”

“No, I don’t think so.” I said, going to the safe and entering the combination that I set up when I installed it; her birthday backward. After a couple of attempts and a long, low beep that reverberated through the whole upstairs, I went to her.

“Need help?” she asked, sweetly. Probably knowing what was about to happen.

“I forgot the combination.”

“It’s on the password keeper on your phone…” she said, passing me my phone, “and that is another demerit.”

I took the phone and got into the password application and after a short time had the safe door open. Inside I found a pink razor, a package of blades, and Clue Number 5.

She kept running me around the house following clues and gaining three more demerits. I now had a bra, size 36 B, with a matching size 6 panty, foundation, several colored makeup pencils, eye color, mascara, highlighter, and a powder compact. There was a set of nail files, a callus remover, along with some press-on nails. In addition, there was a roll of medical tape.

I was now looking at Clue Number 12 which said I was to look in the garment bag in my closet. I crossed to my closet and pulled out the bright pink garment bag and put it on the bed.

“I hope you like it,” Robin said brightly.

“I’m sure I will,” I responded nervously as I opened the bag. Inside I found a dress that matched hers along with a black slip. A pair of red shoes were stuffed in the side pocket of the garment bag. Everything was in my size.

I gave her a worried look, “Robin…”

“What’s the matter? Don’t you like your presents?”

“No, it’s not that. I love everything, but are you going to be okay with this?”

“Honey, look. You’ve been secretly trying on my stuff ever since we’ve been married. I’ve had to buy more pantyhose than any woman alive. Mine always seem to get runs, even ones I’ve never worn. That, and I would find dark hairs inside my hose. I shave my legs so they’re not mine. They are a pain to get rid of.”

“But you never said anything about it.”

“I figured when you were ready you would level with me about it. When that didn’t happen, I decided to bring it out in the open. Happy anniversary!”

I sat on the bed beside her, my nerves completely on edge.

She poked her finger into my chest. “From now on, no wearing my underwear. You have your own. I wouldn’t even share my underthings with my sister. We traded clothes all the time, but there are certain things that are personal. I hope you understand how I feel.”

The only thing I could do was nod my acceptance.

“So, I thought we could use a little girl time together this weekend. What do you think?”

“Okay…”

“But you are going to need some help. I saw one of the selfies you had on your phone. You are going to need some work on your technique, little girl.”

“But are you willing to do something like that? How will this work?”

“Well, I thought we could take some time together this weekend, try some things and maybe if you feel up to it, drive to the city and go out to dinner on Sunday.”

“I don’t know if I can do that. I’d be scared to death.”

“Like I said, only if you are feeling good about it.”

“So, what do we do now?”

“Well, you need to get cleaned up and dressed for our dinner this evening. I have someone catering our meal and they will be here about seven-thirty. We have a couple of hours to turn our caterpillar into a butterfly. Are you ready?”

“Sure, just tell me what I need to do.”

“Well, first, you need to get smooth. Time for another shower, this time with your new razor.”

“You mean, like shave my legs?”

“No, silly. Shave everything. Legs, pits, bush, chest, everything south of your eyebrows.”

I stood in shock for a moment, then she pushed me toward the bathroom for my second shower of the evening.


Chapter 3

My hand was quaking as I lathered myself with the floral-scented shaving foam and went to work with my new pink razor. I did quite well and was happy that I hadn’t carved myself all up. Shaving my underarms and chest was something new and I wondered if it was all necessary. I figured I could go ahead as it would grow back. I thought about what to do with the hair on my arms as it would certainly show if I wore short sleeves. At least at work there would be no problem as it was necessary to wear long sleeves in the shop even on the hottest days. Shorts were never allowed so my bare legs wouldn’t be a problem. I figured I would skip shaving my arms and ask what she thought.

I got to thinking about what led up to all of this. From my earliest memories I have been fascinated with women’s clothes. My sister was several years older, but occasionally I would come across something of hers in the laundry that I would try on. I don’t know what the obsession was, but it was impossible for me to stop thinking about what it would be like to be dressed up as a girl. I know both my sister and mother suspected something, but they never made an issue of it. I would always try to put everything back exactly the way I found it to avoid getting caught. I’ve been enchanted with nylons and I even have a collection of photographs on my computer of women wearing sheer hose.

I finished shaving everything but my arms. When I dried off I could see where the dark arm hair might be an issue. I’d ask Robin what we could do. I did shave the little bit of hair on my hands and wrists, trying to blend it with the hair on my arms.

“How’s my lady friend doing in there?” Robin asked through the door.

“Ah, I might need a little help,” I responded, knowing I was risking a demerit.

“Okay, let me see how you are doing,” she said, opening the door as I stood drying myself off.

“Let’s see behind your legs. That’s always a tricky place,” she said, guiding me to turn around.

“There are some things we need to fix here; can I use your razor?”

“Sure,” I responded, passing her the pink implement. She added a bit of baby oil, then I felt her do a few strokes behind my thighs and knees. She also did some work on my butt-cheeks which was a new experience for me. I wasn’t too hairy on my back, but I felt her take several strokes across my upper back, leaving nothing but smooth skin and the fragrance of baby powder behind.

“Robin. I’m trying to figure out what to do about the hair on my arms.”

“Well, for now why don’t we use the hair clipper with a short comb to thin it a bit, then maybe later we can bleach it so it’s not quite so noticeable.”

After she wrapped a long purple towel around me, she grabbed out the hair trimmer, selected a comb and shortened the hair on my arms. There wasn’t much removed, but it did look a bit less noticeable.

“While I’ve got this out, I’m going to trim your brows a little bit. Nothing drastic, just make them an even length,” she said as she had me sit on the stool and did a bit of trimming on my eyebrows. I don’t have bushy eyebrows, so she didn’t end up removing very much brow-hair at all. She finished up with a pair of tweezers. After she was done, I was pleased how I looked.

“I thought while you were my girlfriend, we could use the name Kia. What do you think?” she asked.

“I like that. I’m Kia, nice to meet you, Robin.”

“Likewise, Kia. Now let’s go to my makeup table and start on your face,” she said.

She had me sit on her makeup chair, still wrapped in my purple towel, and handed my pink bag over to me. I pulled out the makeup items I had found during the treasure hunt, unpackaged them and laid them out on her makeup table.

“First off, I’d like to add a bit of concealer to your chin and around your mouth. You don’t have a dark beard, but this will help disguise what is there.”

With that, she brought out one of her tubes of concealer and added some around the dark areas of my face and under my eyes. In my crossdressing experiments, I had used a little makeup but I never liked how I looked when I was done.

“I’ll give this concealer to you as I usually don’t need it. I bought it that time I got the bee-sting on my forehead… There,” she announced after she finished blending it in.

I looked at myself in the mirror and noticed the cream had done a good job of turning the dark parts of my face a neutral color.

“Let’s try this foundation. It’s the same brand I use but a little darker color. I think it will look good for you, Kia.”

With that, she started blending in the foundation while I watched. She used her fingertips, followed by a brush, then finishing with a soft sponge. She carefully blended it to my neck, but since the foundation color matched my natural skin tone quite well, there wasn’t much of a transition. She looked at me with a wide smile, “What do you think.”

“The color is great.”

“It’s good quality, goes on very smooth and evens out your complexion. My girlfriend is going to look great when we’re done. Now, let’s use a little of the powder.”

She opened the powder compact and removed the powder-puff.

“I’m going to use this brush, but let’s try your new powder and see how it looks.”

She used a round, soft bristled brush to transfer a little of the powder to my face, softening the look and giving me a very clear complexion.

“Like every great artist, we need to start with a properly prepared canvas. This looks great,” she said as I nodded my head in agreement.

She looked through my other new makeup supplies and unwrapped some of the pencils. She selected one of the colors and spent a little time sharpening the tip.

“We’ll give you a little contouring then add some color to your cheeks. You’ll love it.”

I watched in amazement as she used the pencil on my cheekbones, under my chin, and on the side of the nose. It looked pretty severe until she softened it with one of the foam pads. Wow, I have cheekbones! She followed it up with the highlighter, blush and bronzer in one of the kits I got as a present. The combination gave my cheeks a sun-kissed look.

“Let’s see what we can do with your pretty brown eyes,” she said with a smile, reaching for the mascara and eye color kit. The kit had three colors, and she used a brush to add a light brown color to my entire eye socket area. She then used a shimmery brown color to my eyelid, and a darker color to the crease. Wow, that looked amazing.

“Let’s try a little liner. Hold still for me,” she said, grabbing one of the pencils and drawing a line close to my eyelashes on the upper and lower sides of my eyes, then smudging it with a cotton bud.

“A little mascara and your eyes are done,” she announced, opening the mascara package and pulling and pushing the brush in the container several times before having me hold my head back. It was a little disconcerting having her wave the brush around my eyes, but she drew both my upper and lower lashes out.

“Fortunately, nature gave you long lashes and strong fingernails,” she said. “We don’t need to do much with the mascara. A little lip color and you are ready for the next step.”

I didn’t really know what the next step was going to be, but I assumed it would be trying on my new underwear.

She used another of the pencils to add a red outline to my lips, then a brush to add the dark red colored lipstick. It was a very dramatic change to my appearance and I was amazed at the pretty girl that was staring back at me from the mirror. Wow!

“So, I’ve printed out some instructions from one of the crossdressing sites. Do you think you would like to try this?” she asked, handing me several sheets of photos and instructions about tucking. “I think this will give you a better appearance in your new panties.”

“Sure, let me try this,” I told her, grabbing the roll of medical tape, the instructions and the panties, then turning toward the bathroom. I’m glad I gave myself a close shave down there.

“While you do that, I’ll lay some things out for you to try,” she said as I headed for the bath.

—————

The instructions for the taping were quite complete and after a couple of false-starts, I had my boys tucked up inside the cavity between my legs, securing it with a piece of tape. I took another longer piece and pulled my cock back, tucking it between my legs. I pulled on the pretty red panties and was pleased with the fit and the very smooth line between my legs. I looked in the mirror and saw a short-haired and flat chested lady there. It looked like this was really happening; my first time completely dressed as a girl. I walked back out in the master bedroom and found Robin putting some clothing on the bed.

“Oh, Kia. That looks great. Do the panties fit okay?”

“Yes, just perfect,” I responded.

“Well, we need to work on your voice for when you are dressed like that. Raise your voice a little, but not enough to sound fake, and don’t force the sound as much.

“Is this a little better?” I asked, trying to raise my voice, talking less forcefully and adding a little breathiness. Fortunately my voice was not that deep to begin with.

“Yes, better. There are some places on the net where you can get more ideas and practice. We’ll work on it together if you want?”

“Yes, I’d like that, Robin,” I responded, trying some different things with my voice.

“It will probably take some time, but no problem.”

This was kind of a clue-bat for me. I was thinking this was only a one-time thing, but she is making it sound like a longer-term project. I was excited and terrified at the same time. I guess I should have understood when she got me all my own beauty supplies and wardrobe. I feel like such a dunce. I gave her a big smile, and a big smile came back my way.

“I picked up some inexpensive foam breast enhancers for you to use, but I think we should go somewhere and get you some real breast forms.”

“Okay…” I responded. Breast forms, wow.

She handed me the bra and I wrapped it around me with the hooks toward the front like I had seen her do dozens of times. I fastened it at the center set of clips, twisted the bra around and put the straps over my shoulders.

“How does that fit?” she asked. “Is the center hook about right?”

“It feels good,” I said as I adjusted the straps to my shoulders. She passed me the foam enhancers and I put them in the cups. They were quite light and didn’t look that authentic, but they at least gave me some shape.

“Next, let’s try on your pantyhose, but first you need to do some work on your feet to make sure you don’t put a run in them.”

She went to the bathroom and came back with a washcloth and a towel and handed them to me.

“Soak your heel callus a little bit, then use the stone to remove it. While you’re at it, shape your nails and maybe we’ll add polish later,” she said with a smirk.

I did as she asked and after some work with the stone and a piece of emery cloth, my feet were quite a bit smoother. She also gave me a tube of moisturizer which I rubbed in. It made everything feel quite soft. She also had me rub the moisturizer into my hands.

“Now, let’s work on putting on your hose without getting a run,” she said with a grin. “You already know how to put them on and run them.”

I felt myself turn red and I wondered just how many times I’d put runs in her hose.

“With your feet clean and smooth like yours are now, bunch up one of the legs in your hand and check to make sure it isn’t twisted,” she counseled as I followed her instructions.

“Put your foot in and check that the seam on the toe goes straight across and the heal part is on the correct side, then pull it up your leg to your knee, checking again that the leg of the hose isn’t twisted otherwise they will be uncomfortable.”

“How can you tell?”

“Look closely at the weave and it should go straight up and down, not angled.”

I looked carefully at the leg of the stocking and could see the fine mesh in the leg. Thankfully it was straight.

“Now do the same thing with the other leg, again pulling it up just to your knee.”

I repeated the procedure on the other side. So far, so good.

“Now stand, but don’t just pull the hose up by the waist but gather both sides with your hands and move them up a little bit at a time. Now you see why it’s important to have both your hands and feet soft and smooth to avoid snagging the hose.”

It took several times moving from one leg to the other, but finally the panty of the hose was firmly around my waist.

“Look at that. You have some killer legs, girlfriend.”

She was right, of course. The hose covered the imperfections in my legs and gave me a very smooth look. They were a nude color, about the same as my natural skin tone, and nature had given me good shape and definition in my legs. I was amazed how sexy they looked. As I checked myself out in the mirror, I could feel my cock start to swell and press against the tape. Thankfully the tuck held firm and didn’t spoil the line of my panties.

“Rather than starting out with your heels, try these and we’ll work on your walk a little before going to the pumps,” she said, handing me some short white socks and a pair of pink running shoes in my size. I sat on the edge of the bed, slid the socks on and put on the shoes. They fit perfectly and looked cute as hell. It made me wonder just how much girl stuff I now owned.

“So, what do you think?” she asked me. “Are you ready to try on your dress?”

I was feeling completely overwhelmed. I looked at her and shook my head yes.

I stood and she put the black slip over my shoulders, adjusted the straps, then slipped on the red dress. It was a fantastic fit and I couldn’t believe how soft and feminine it was. Of course, it was an exact copy of hers.

“So, now you look just like me…Oh wait, I forgot this.”

She reached into a bag, pulled out a box. She removed the lid and inside was a beautiful wig that was about my hair color only with a lot of highlighting.

“What do you think of this?” she asked.

“It’s fantastic,” I said, my eyes threatening to fill up with tears. I had dreamed of this for so long and now it was finally happening.

She had me sit on the chair in front of her makeup mirror, shook the wig and then took a brush with metal bristles and removed some of the tangles. When she was satisfied, she put it on a wig stand and gave me a look.

“I’m going to put your hair in a wig cap, then let’s try the wig,” she said, pulling a mesh wig cap out of a plastic bag, brushing my hair to the top of my head and covering it with the cap. Next came the wig, followed by about a dozen hair pins to hold it in place. The wig fell past my shoulders in length and looked amazing. I was shocked that the only thing I saw in the mirror was Kia; Kevin was completely gone.

“I think that looks really nice. What do you think?” she asked.

“Fantastic…” I responded, trying to fem up my voice.

“We’ve got about half an hour before the caterers get here; let’s work on your walk.”

“Okay.”

She had me stand and take a few steps across the room. As I assumed, I was walking all wrong and she gave me a few pointers on how to move. She took off her heels and showed me how to walk, heel to toe in a straight line, giving a little wiggle as I moved. We were both giggling like crazy before I finally got to where I was walking with a somewhat more feminine gait.

“I have a purse for you that will match your dress. I’ll put it here.”

She dropped the purse on the floor at the edge of the bed.

“I’d like you to go pick it up, but don’t bend over. Dip from your knees instead.”

It took a bit for me to get the motion right, but before long she had me picking up the purse and putting the strap over my shoulder all in one smooth motion. Instead of how I would normally move, she had me assess every motion and try to slow down and add some femininity.

After the movement practice was complete, she said it was time to try the heels. She said they were three-inch pumps to match my dress and would make my legs look great.

I gracefully dropped to the side of the bed, carefully removed the running shoes and the socks, trying not to flash my panties, and put on the pumps. The fit was exact and they were actually quite comfortable.

“Let’s have you take a few steps and see how you do. The motions are the same as for your running shoes, just with a bit more elevation. Take my hand and walk a couple of steps.”

I stood with her help, and after wobbling a little bit, I took a step, then putting my feet back together.

“Something to be aware of. Except in very unusual circumstances, a woman won’t stand with their weight on both feet, especially when wearing heels. Usually, one foot will carry the weight and the other will be slightly bent. The knee may be bent with the foot to the front, or to the rear, but not usually both feet firmly planted on the ground. Try it.”

I did as she asked and planted my full weight on my right foot, and bent the left at the knee slightly, raising the heel from the floor.

“That’s it. Much better. When you watch television or are at the mall, watch how women stand. There are many ways, but usually not with your weight distributed on both feet. That is how a guy stands.”

She had me walk, stop, turn, sit and do it until it was automatic. I worried what I was going to look like when I went back to work on Monday.

“Next, let’s see what you need to do with your arms…”

After a bit more tutorial, I was standing, moving, and sitting with a lot more femininity. I had to think about how I moved, but at least Robin guided me on how I needed to look. Wow.

“Well, our dinner should be here in a bit, Kia. Would you like to help me set the table?”

“Sure, Robin. I’d love to.”


Chapter 4

As we went down the stairs, she turned it into another teaching moment. There were several times up and down before we finally headed to the kitchen and put on matching aprons.

She handed me a tray that I used for our good China, silverware, water glasses, wine glasses and napkins. I took everything to the dining room and she helped me put out the place-setting. She added some candle holders with long red tapers to the table.

“They match our dresses,” she explained.

I concentrated on my movements, consciously avoiding placing my weight on both feet, and trying to move with more fluidity. She smiled and offered me encouragement.

I heard the doorbell ring a little before seven-thirty.

“You know, you look fantastic. Do you want to go with me to the door?”

Where I was tempted to go with her, shook my head no and croaked, “I don’t think I’m ready.”

“Okay, no rush, but I still hope you will go out with me on Sunday,” she said, heading to the door to meet with the caterers.

She had them put everything on the kitchen table while I hid out in the dining room. I looked at myself in the mirror and I saw what she was saying. I saw nothing but an elegant lady staring back at me. Maybe she was right. Maybe I could go out to dinner with her.

Once the caterers had left, I helped Robin put our dinner on the serving dishes. The main course was a beef Wellington that I cut into slices. It was cooked to perfection. There was also some mixed vegetables and some parsley roasted potatoes. On the side there was an Arugula salad with a lemon-pepper dressing and some amazing crescent rolls. There was also a fruit crumble for dessert.

I put everything on the serving tray, and we set it on the table. I moved the dishes to the table as she lit the candles and dimmed the dining room lights slightly.

“This looks fantastic, Robin. I can’t thank you enough…for everything,” I said.

“You’re welcome, Kia. I’m glad you could be here to share this.”

I was going to cross to help her with her chair, but I didn’t think it seemed right since I was being a girl tonight. We sat ourselves at the table and I added some delightful red wine to our glasses.

“To many more fantastic years,” I toasted.

“And to my beautiful dinner companion.”

“Hear, hear,” I responded as we clinked our glasses, taking a taste of the delicious wine. I got a kick out of seeing the bit of lipstick on the rim of the glass.

“Honey, I usually blot off a little of my lipstick before I eat. Then, remember to eat with smaller bites, cut up your food and eat with your teeth and not your lips.”

“So many rules,” I teased.

“Yes, but I’ve had my whole life to learn them. You are going to need the crash course.”

She handed me a tissue and we both blotted off a little of the lipstick. She explained that this just kept it from getting all over your mouth and teeth. She promised we would replace it after we ate.

“You remembered your purse, didn’t you?”

“Yes, it’s right here,” I replied, happy that I thought to bring it.

We talked about different things during the meal as I tried to work on my voice and mannerisms. I cut up my food, took small bites and tried to copy what Robin did. I was on the edge of a panic attack, but she was going along with everything and was making me feel much more comfortable. Whenever I would do something overly masculine, she would gently guide me in a way to make it more fem. It might be something as simple as the way I reached for the saltshaker. I resolved to do a better job of mastering these movements because I would be less likely to get clocked if we did go out on Sunday.

Toward the end of the meal, she mentioned that she had talked to the grandparents today and they wondered what our plans were.

“Grandma told me they planned to buy into their assisted living apartment instead of renting. She said there were some benefits for them and they are thinking of selling the house.”

“Is this something we need to decide soon?” I asked, trying to work out the logistics if we needed to move out.

“What do you think about buying the house from the grandparents?” she asked.

“I kind of like the house and we have everything we need close to home.”

“Do you think we want to stay in Naperville?”

“It’s okay, I guess. Does it work for you?”

“I’m hesitant in getting tied down like that. There’s been some discussion of my moving to Kansas City and working at the regional office. It would be quite a bit more money and I’m tempted to try it.”

“Wow…”

“Nothing is settled and it could still blow up. My job here is secure, don’t worry about that, but they have been looking to replace Jeremy Rogers who will be retiring later this year. It would be a real stretch for me but it would be a great opportunity.”

“I really don’t know anything about KC. I’ve only driven through a couple of times.”

“Same with me. Maybe we could take some long weekend; go over and check it out.”

“That would be great.”

—————

We finished our meal but decided we didn’t have any room for dessert and would wait until later.

I helped her get everything cleared away and while she put away the leftovers, I started the dishwasher. I was kind of curious where we were going to go from here.

“Kia, let’s go in the den and talk; maybe listen to some music.”

“Sounds great, Robin.”

We walked together to the den, her scrutinizing my movements as we went, then even more practice when I sat on the sofa. She started some music and took a seat on the chair beside the sofa, looking at me carefully.

“You really look nice tonight, Kia.”

“I feel wonderful. I just hope this isn’t too weird for you is all.”

“Well, this is something that I hoped we could do for quite a while. I just didn’t know how I could get it set up.”

I laughed. “Well, you did a really good job of setting this up, that’s for sure. Are you serious about wanting to do this?”

“Oh yes. I’ve been thinking about it ever since I found all the runs in my hose and my panties always turned inside out. When I found the photo you took with your phone, I knew what I wanted to do.”

“How did you find that?”

“Well, all our photos get stored in our family album in the cloud. I was looking for a picture you took of that cordless drill you wanted for your birthday, and bam, there it was.”

“I thought I had erased it,” I moaned.

“You did. It was in the trash folder.”

“Oh…”

“Look, it’s okay. I’m not angry. I think this is kind of fun.”

“Is this, like, a one-time thing?” I asked, hesitantly.

“Do you want it to be?”

“Ah, no. Not really.”

“So, lets decide some things, how about it?”

“Sure.”

“When you dress up, I want to be here. No sneaking around doing it in secret and taking photos of yourself.”

“Really?!?”

“Yes, and no sharing of clothes. You are enough larger than I am that you end up pulling out the seams on my clothes. Maybe we can share tee-shirts and things like that, but no good clothes like my suits and such. And definitely no underwear.”

“Okay.”

“I have some more clothing for you, more underwear, some other skirts, dresses and stuff. Maybe we can look at them together tomorrow and see what you think.”

“Seriously?”

“Oh, I’m quite serious. And no, this is not some kind of petticoat punishment or anything like that. I’ve done some research and I think you will be happier if you get to explore this and I want to be with you; to help you. Would you be okay doing something like that?”

“Sure. I just don’t want you creeped out is all.”

“Just so you know, when you do this, I want to see a girl, not some in-between boy-girl thing. I want you to look in the mirror and see a woman staring back at you.”

“I want the same thing.”

“When you are a man. I want to see Kevin. No panties or camisole under your work clothes. Well, maybe we can let your hair grow out some more.”

“Deal!”

“You are lucky you aren’t tall, not all muscled up and don’t have a dark five o’clock shadow. I think you will make a pretty girl with a little work.”

“You really think so?”

“Yes, a girl that I would be proud to have as my girlfriend.”

I was quiet for a while, trying to get a grip on my emotions and struggling not to cry.

“I love you,” I said quietly.

It was her turn to be quiet, appearing to struggle with what she wanted to say next.

“I love you, Kia, but I love Kevin as well. I don’t want to lose either of you. Am I making any sense?”

“I’ll do anything I can do to make this work.”

“Okay, and it’s going to take me a bit to sort out my feelings about all of this. I’ve been thinking quite a bit, but some things are still going to be hard for me to get my head around.”

“Was one of those things when I said ‘I love you’ a bit ago?”

“Exactly. You nailed it. But let me explain…”

She looked at the ceiling for a bit, then focused into my eyes.

“Oh Kia, this is going to be difficult,” she said, and then fell silent again.

“Is this maybe about the issue of intimacy between Robin and Kia?”

She looked at me with a startled expression, then nodded her head yes.

“Maybe when I’m like this, we can just be friends, girlfriends.”

“But that’s the problem, Kia. When I look at you like this, you excite me. I know it doesn’t make any sense, but I think I would like to be intimate with you.”

Wow, now there was a throw out of left field for me. We were both quiet long enough that it was starting to get uncomfortable.

“Robin, honey. When I look at you, I see a beautiful and desirable woman, and someone that I want to be intimate with. I just didn’t want you to be uncomfortable. Can we take this a little bit at a time, doing what feels good with no pressure?”

“I’d like that.”

I scooted over on the sofa and patted the cushion beside me.

“Could you sit beside me? I’d like to have you hold me,” I asked, my heart leaping into my throat.

She rose and took the seat beside me. I turned to her and stroked her cheek with my forefinger.

“I’m going to say it again. I love you,” I said, moving close to her and dropping my shoulder. She did as I hoped and wrapped her arm over me.

“I have a very pretty girlfriend,” she told me, pointing to our reflection in the mirror across the room. I looked and saw two beautiful women on the sofa and one of them was me. I looked into her beautiful blue eyes and we stared at one another for several seconds. I closed my eyes, and a bit later I felt her lips meet mine, giving me a very sweet kiss. The feel of our lipstick coated lips was a wonderful sensation as I melted into her arms.

The kiss was brief, but the sensation had my heart pounding in my chest. I opened my eyes to find her watching me intently.

“Was that okay, Kia?”

“Oh, Robin, that was magical. Of all the marvelous things we’ve done today, that was the most special.”

She responded with a big smile.

“I liked it too. I love you, Kia.”

I wrapped her in my arms and gave her a big hug.

“And I love you, Robin.”


Chapter 5

We held each other for a long while as I pondered where we should go from here. We had made a lot of progress on the Robin and Kia relationship and I didn’t want this to turn into some big make-out session that we would both end up questioning or regretting tomorrow. She held me close and I listened to the sound of her heartbeat as she combed her fingers through my hair. I was so blissfully happy right now, feeling the soft touch of my wife and at the same time the sensation of the pantyhose on my legs, the tightness of the bra and the constricting sensation of the tape against my private parts. What an amazing place to be.

She loosened the hug and I looked up at her, giving her just a brief kiss on the lips.

“How about some coffee and dessert?” I asked.

She responded with a big smile. “Sounds like a great idea, Kia.”

I rose from the sofa using all my girl moves when I dipped to pick up my purse, evoking a big smile from Robin. I planned to fix my makeup which is probably a mess after the kissing.

We walked together to the kitchen and I put a pod in the coffee maker as she put a couple of slices of the crumble on the dessert plates. I had her sit at the table and served her the cup of coffee as I made another for myself. She stirred some sugar and creamer into her cup as I brought mine and joined her at the table; sitting on the edge of the chair and sweeping my dress beneath me as I had been instructed.

I smiled to myself as I heard the swish of my hose when I crossed my legs at the ankle. Hers were crossed at the knee, her shoe dropping from her foot. I would need to practice crossing my legs like that. Given all my boy stuff being tucked up in my panties, that would take some time to master.

I took a small bite of the crumble and was amazed at the burst of flavor it delivered.

“Robin, honey. This is fantastic.”

“Yes, it is. The coffee isn’t bad either.”

“The machine did all the work,” I responded, taking a sip of the coffee and noticing the lipstick mark on the rim. Her lipstick mark was a combination of her apricot color and my darker red. I think our kissing session must have smudged her lipstick a bit. She still looked amazing to me.

—————

After our dessert and a quick cleanup, we both went to the bath to freshen up a bit, then met up in the TV room. I looked through the guide channel for a romantic movie. Since it was Valentine’s Day, there were a good selection to choose from. She joined me shortly later and sat on the sofa beside me. I loved watching how she moved. She was a very beautiful and elegant woman.

We looked at our choices and found a romantic comedy that was kind of campy, but still a lot of fun. I held her hand as we snuggled up together watching the movie.

During one of the breaks, I turned toward her and found her watching me closely, looking perplexed. I hoped she was deciding if she wanted to make out some more.

“Robin, is everything okay? You look troubled.”

“Oh, Kia. I’m trying to decide if I want to watch this silly movie or if I would rather kiss you.”

“That’s easy. Just hit record.”

She reached for the remote, pushed the record button, then turned to give me a smoldering look.

“You are beautiful tonight, Kia. I hope it’s okay for me to say that.”

“I like that I can be beautiful for you. I really like our matching dresses and how we can be beautiful together.”

I closed my eyes and felt her move toward me, our lips coming together tenderly. I slid my hand around her neck and pulled her in for a deeper kiss. I felt her drop her hand to my stocking-covered knee.

When the kiss finally broke, I released her and stared lovingly into her eyes.

“I really like your kisses, Robin.”

Her hand continued farther up my leg as she dropped her lips to mine again. I felt her tongue and I opened my mouth, allowing for a very deep French kiss. Her hand continued to stroke my thigh as the kiss deepened. God this was hot and my cock was thrashing against the tape trying to get loose. So far, the tape was holding.

I felt her pull her tongue back and the kiss broke shortly after. My heart was racing as I pulled back and our eyes met. Her lipstick was a mess.

“Oh, honey. I’ve messed up your lipstick,” I teased, reaching for my purse and taking out a tissue. I gently removed the dark red lipstick I had left on her soft lips. She continued to move her index finger in a circle on my upper thigh.

“There you are, sweetie,” I said after I had cleaned some of the lipstick from her lips. “That’s a little better.” I stroked the soft skin of her upper arms as she regarded me quietly.

“I need you…” she finally said, dropping her lips to mine for another massive kiss. I could feel her body quiver with excitement. I don’t think I’ve ever seen her so hot.

“I’m here for you, however you want,” I whispered in her ear as I kissed her neck.

She rose and extended her hand. I took her hand in mine and stood, then I took her into my arms for a massive hug. It looked like we were done with the movie for the evening.

We hugged for a while, then she took my hand and headed for the stairs. As we exited the room, she turned off the TV.

—————

When we entered the bedroom, I put my arms over her shoulders and held her close. I whispered into her ear saying how beautiful she was and what a special anniversary this has been. I released the hug and regarded her beautiful blue eyes.

She had been very quiet and I feared that she was struggling with something.

“What’s the matter, honey.”

“Kia, I think I’d like to be with Kevin this evening. Could we do that?”

“Sure, Robin, as long as Kia gets to come back tomorrow and model all of her other new clothes.”

“Of course,” she responded brightly as she turned me around and dropped the zipper to my dress. She helped me remove the dress and I hung it up on my side of the closet. I then took off my shoes and placed them in the closet as well. I walked to the bed, pulled my hose part way down, then sat elegantly on the side of the bed to carefully remove them.

“I’ve made a place in your second drawer for your girl things,” She showed me how to ball the hose up and I opened the drawer and put them in the empty space. I accompanied her to the makeup table, sat down, and she started taking out the many hairpins that held the wig in place. She brushed out the wig and put it on the wig stand. She put the wig and the stand in a cabinet under the makeup table. It looks like she had made a place for it. Just how long had she been planning this? After she stashed away the wig, she removed the wig cap and brushed out my brown hair.

“Let me show you how to take off your makeup,” she said as she took a makeup wipe and started first on my lips, eyes and brows, removing the dark makeup. She folded the cloth over and did a first sweep of my face, then discarding the first wipe and getting out a fresh one. She handed it to me and I removed the rest of the makeup. It was quite revealing just how much dimension the makeup gave my face. I could now see Kevin come back into view.

I went to my chest and got some boxers and a white tee-shirt and excused myself to go to the bathroom.

“I’ll be right back, then I’ll help you get undressed,” I told her. She nodded in understanding and sat on the chair in front of her makeup table.

I quickly went to the bath and removed the bra, panty and the slip and folded them, ready to put into my ‘girl’ drawer.

I removed the tape and washed my face, putting on after-shave as I wanted to emphasize the difference between Kia and Kevin. I dressed in the boxers and tee-shirt.

I walked into the bedroom and she was still at the makeup table, I assume she was going to let me help her get undressed. I did notice she had fixed her lipstick.

“Oh, there is my very pretty wife. Happy Valentine’s Day.”

“Hello, Kevin. Happy anniversary.”

I crossed to her and she rose from the seat and I took her in my arms.

“Did you have a good dinner with your girlfriend?”

“Yes. Our time together was very special,” she told me as I stroked her cheek tenderly.

“I really like your dress. It looks very elegant. Would you like some help with it?”

“Uh huh…”

I reached around her to drop the zipper, then helped her remove the beautiful red dress. She wore the same black slip as Kia had, just a smaller size. I helped her hang the dress on her side of the closet, then removed the slip, kissing her shoulders as I pulled the delicate garment from her body. I folded it and placed it on the bed, looking at her in the sheer hose with the same style of red bra and panties that Kia had on earlier. I reached around her and unhooked her bra, helping her remove it and exposing her beautiful breasts. I folded the bra and put it on top of the slip, then used my soft hand to stroke her beautiful orbs.

“Those are very pretty,” I said as I gently rolled a nipple between my thumb and forefinger. I dropped my lips to the other nipple and began to suckle. She took in a sharp breath and gave a low moan.

“Does that feel okay, honey?” I asked.

“Oh, yes. That’s wonderful, Kevin.”

I continued to suckle for a bit, then placed my thumbs in the waistband of her pantyhose. I carefully lowered them, along with the red panties, until they were just above her knees. I had her sit on the edge of the bed and carefully removed the sheer hose. I balled them like she demonstrated earlier and folded the panties. She was delightfully naked, her breath coming in gasps.

I dropped to my knees in front of her and she moved her legs apart, revealing her beautiful bare pussy to me.

“Can I taste you, Robin.”

“Oh, yes…”

I lowered my mouth to her center and teased the lips of her beautiful space. She was warm, moist and her fragrance revealed her level of excitement. I teased her lips with my tongue, then spread them to expose her swollen clit. She shivered as I worked my tongue across her most sensitive region. She took my head in her hands and directed me to her wanton pussy and I followed her direction without hesitation. I drove my tongue into her and she shrieked with excitement. I continued to serve her needs, providing her with one noisy orgasm after another. She was wet as a river when I finally let her come back to earth.

“I love it when you do that for me Kevin.”

“It’s my pleasure, my love.”

I felt her roughly lift my tee-shirt from my body and stroke my now naked and hairless skin.

“Oooo, smooth. I like that.”

I reached for her beautiful breast and stroked my finger across it.

“Not as smooth as you,” I said, placing a wet kiss on one of her nipples.

“You come here,” she said, dragging me onto the bed, pushing me onto my back and removing my boxers. My rod stuck straight up and was hard as steel.

“It looks like you licking my pussy has gotten you all excited. That’s something that I need to keep in mind,” she cooed while she lightly stroked my swollen rod with her thumb and forefinger.

“I love your beautiful pussy.”

“And I love what you do for me. Thank you.”

She dropped her soft lips to mine, then trailed her mouth down the front of me, stopping at my nipples, my stomach, then finally to my swollen rod.

“I like the bare and hairless theme you have going here,” she said as she kissed the top of my pecker. “It is much nicer without all the hair.”

She dropped her lips over my cock, tenderly cupping my sack in one hand and driving me over the moon with excitement. After all the visual stimulation today with her in that red dress, my rod felt like it was on fire. She sucked with long strokes, kneading my sack as my balls pulled up close to my body. When I started to pant, she stopped.

“I think somebody likes that,” she said, softly.

“Oh yes. That’s wonderful.”

“Well, how about this,” she said, mounting me and driving her wet pussy down on my raging hardon. I thought I was going to explode before she even took another stroke. She was incredibly wet and enveloped me easily. I credit my oral talents for getting her properly prepared.

She rode me for a bit and as I was about to explode, she slowed and bent forward, whispering in my ear.

“Just to let you know, your oral talents earned you a credit for one of your demerits,”

I was beside myself with lust, but I finally was able to work out what she was saying.

“Well, I’m willing to help out any time,” I told her as I gave her a thrust with my stone-hard cock.

“Do you need some help with that?” she asked sweetly. “It will cost you.”

“That’s not fair!”

“New rule,” she said, biting my ear and thrusting herself onto me quickly for a few strokes, then coming to an abrupt stop.

“What do you say”

“Please…” I whimpered.

She commenced her thrusting as I felt my body tense up. I could hear the snick-snick-snick as her pussy enveloped my raging hardon. She slowed slightly and gave me a crooked smile.

“Does that feel good?” she asked, bringing me back from the edge.

“Oh yes…” I croaked.

“Do you want me to stop?”

“Nooooo,”

“Do you agree to the conditions?”

“Yes, yes, YES!”

She grabbed my wrists with her hands, pinning me to the bed and started thrusting against me again. Her pace slow and deliberate as I felt my desire well up inside me. My control was about gone when she started to thrust rapidly, quickly bringing me over the edge. I screamed out with passion as I matched her thrusts with my own, driving my rod into her slick space. She screamed in delight as we had an amazing mutual orgasm. With the load of cum I squirted into her, I hope she remembered her birth control pill this morning.

As my breathing come back to normal, I felt my cock shrink and slide out of her. She finally let go of my wrists and sat up straight. She reached for her phone, unlocked it with her fingerprint and brought up one of the apps.

“I found an app we can use to keep track of your demerits. I want to get this recorded before I forget. Let’s see, that’s minus one and plus one,” she said with a smirk.

“So, what are the rules for these demerits,” I asked with a grin.

“I’m making them up as I go along. I’ll be sure to remind you when I need to add one for you. There is a display app for your phone so you can see the status, but only I can add merits and demerits.”

“Can you help me put the app on my phone?”

“It will cost you.”

I smiled when I thought about that. I am so screwed.


Chapter 6

Saturday, February 15th

I woke on my side spooned up beside Robin, still reeling from everything that happened yesterday. Our sexual encounter last evening was awesome and, even though we had an active sex life, that felt special.

I was also stunned at the girl time we had yesterday. It looked like she had been planning it for some time and had worked out a lot of what was going to happen in advance. Even the demerit thing was unique and there was a lot of Robin’s logistics talent there. I thought back to some of the things I agreed to do as Kia; to only dress when we were together, to try my best to look feminine when I was dressed as a girl and, most astonishingly, she was okay with having an intimate relationship with Kia. Both Kia and Kevin were attracted to Robin, but I sensed there was a few more obstacles with Robin toward Kia. I resolved to do whatever I needed to make it work, and even if we couldn’t be totally intimate, the kissing and making out was nice. I’d let Robin set the pace and see where we go.

As I mused about everything that happened, something important bubbled to the surface; the possibility she may have a job opportunity in Kansas City. This was the national office for the company and a huge promotion for her. I considered what it would mean for me; I’d be looking for a new job. They have cars in Kansas City and my auto mechanics certification should allow me to relocate without much trouble. I’d been in a rut here working in a tire shop and not using many of my technical skills. Maybe this is just what I needed to get me motivated to make a change.

I felt Robin rouse then she turned to face me, giving me a closed-mouth kiss.

“I’ll give you a better kiss after I get cleaned up,” she said.

“I like the sound of that.”

She was quiet for a bit, then spoke. “Ah, does it look like we can have Kia try on some of her new things?”

“That sounds like fun.”

“Then maybe we could do something.”

“Like what?” I asked, hesitantly.

“Maybe go to Aurora and mess around. Go to the zoo or something.”

“I don’t know…”

“I’ll make sure Kia is all ready to go out. Aurora is a big enough place that we aren’t likely to run into anyone we know.”

“But… Do you really think we could do that?”

“If it gets weird, we’ll come home. If we go to the zoo, there aren’t many people this time of year. The tigers won’t care if you are wearing a wig.”

“Robin, I don’t even think there are tigers at the zoo in Aurora.”

“That’s something we need to find out.”

“You-Are-Crazy.”

“I’ll give you a credit for one of your demerits.”

“That’s blackmail.”

“Yes, exactly. That’s the great thing about making the rules.”

“Let me get cleaned up and I’ll think about it.”

—————

As I got ready, I thought about what Robin was suggesting. Where part of me was frightened out of my mind, the other part was excited. Could I actually do this? I thought back to yesterday and after I was all made up, wearing the wig and dressed up, I looked really good. Just going to the zoo wouldn’t be much of a challenge because I wouldn’t be interacting with anyone except Robin. It sounded like a lot of fun, plus I’ve never been to the zoo in Aurora before.

I saw the roll of tape on the vanity so I did my best to tape my boy-bits out of the way then put on a pair of nude panties.

When I stepped out of the bath wrapped in a towel, Robin was putting some clothing on the bed; for me I assumed. Robin had me wrap the towel around my chest like a lady would wear it, even though I didn’t have any breasts to hold the towel in place.

“I’ve got a very cute blouse here, a pair of dress slacks and some shoes,” she said as I looked over what she had put out for me. “Would you like some help with your makeup?”

“Ahhh… Is it going to cost me?”

She gave a laugh. “No, honey, this one will be comp, but you need to pay attention because tomorrow I expect you to do your own.”

We both laughed as she pulled out a cute pink makeup case.

“I found this case for your things. Let’s get started with some concealer.”

—————

We went through the same process she used yesterday, but since we had more time, she had me do most of the work. We had a lot of fun as she showed me more techniques. When we got done, she had me take it all off and start over again. By the second time, I was feeling much better about the process and was proud of how I looked when I finished.

She handed me a nude-colored bra and the foam inserts.

“We really need to get something better than these,” she grumbled as I stuffed the pieces of foam into the bra cups. She handed me a nude camisole that I slid over my underwear, then she passed me a pretty ivory-colored eyelet blouse. I buttoned it up, and when I fastened the button just past my bra, she said that was enough.

“I need to make a quick call. Do you have everything you need here?”

“I think so,” I said as she left the room with her cell phone.

Next came some suntan knee-highs followed by the tan dress slacks. For shoes she had a taupe pair with about a two-inch stacked heel that were quite comfortable and, most importantly, easy to walk in. I took a few steps across the room and tried to work on my walk, turns, my posture, and my sitting while I waited for her to return. I spent quite a bit of time looking at myself in the mirror and I really liked the outfit. It was feminine, yet it was pants so wandering around outside at the zoo wouldn’t be quite so cold.

A few minutes later, Robin returned.

“Kia, I’ve made an appointment in Elgin at eleven o’clock. It’s only about a forty-minute drive, so let’s have some breakfast, then we can head out.”

“Okay, sounds good.”

—————

After I claimed I wouldn’t feel comfortable going out to breakfast, we ate some toast and cereal at home before starting north toward Elgin, Illinois.

While we drove, we talked about girl things we might want to do together in the future, such as dinners out, concerts, the symphony, museums and a bunch of other stuff. I got the feeling I would be spending quite a bit of time in skirts and dresses from the variety of things she listed. All of them sounded like Robin and Kia activities.

Her GPS directed her off the main road and into a shopping park. After a couple of turns, we pulled up in front of a medical supply company and she turned off the engine.

“We’re here,” she announced as she gathered up her stuff.

“Do you need me to wait in the car?” I asked.

“No, I definitely need you with me.”

“What’s this all about?”

“We’re going to get you some decent breast forms.”

“I can’t go in there!!!”

“Why not?”

“Well…”

“Come on. I’m sure they won’t bite.”

She exited the car and waited for me to get out.

“Remember your purse…” she said. I ducked back in to pick it up, guiding the strap over my shoulder as she had shown me. When I shut the door, I heard it lock and she stuck the keys back in her purse. Sheesh, now this gets real.


Chapter 7

After a couple of hours in the store, I walked out with a pair of silicone breast forms that gave me a nice shape; a full B is what they called it. They had been glued to my body with a special adhesive. Robin got an extra container of the adhesive as well as a solvent that would be needed to remove them. She also picked up some other supplies to clean them after use. They recommended I get a support bra to use when sleeping with the forms. I guess that meant they would be part of me for a while, at least until I went back to work Monday morning.

“I really like your new shape, Kia,” she told me as we got back into the car.

“They’re heavy.”

“Keep your back straight, shoulders back and thrust them forward to let the guys see what you have,” she said with a giggle.

I felt my face turn red. “Robin, you’re embarrassing me.”

“I’m sorry, honey. I’m just teasing. You do look very nice. Are you ready to go to the zoo?”

“Let’s go,” I said. After spending a couple of hours in the medical supply place where nobody gave me a second glance, it kind of built up my confidence. Besides, with the new forms, my shape looked so much better.

When we got to Aurora, it was a little after one. Robin pulled into a chain restaurant and parked in front.

“How about a little lunch before the zoo?” she asked.

“Uhhh… do you think it will be okay.”

“Oh, honey, you look fine. I need to stop at the lady’s room. You probably should go with me and we’ll work on your restroom protocol.”

“Really!?! The lady’s room.”

“Dressed as you are, would you rather use the men’s?”

“Oh, no, hummm. Alright.”

“There are a few simple rules. Just remember; close and lock the door to the stall, leave the seat down, sit like a lady, use tissue, then afterwards wash and dry your hands and fix your makeup. After that we’ll go out to the hostess and get a table.”

She held the door for me as we headed into the brightly colored women’s restroom.

It took some wrestling with the tape to get it so I could pee, but with all the excitement today I really did need to make the stop.

I checked around to make sure my blouse was tucked in and there was no toilet paper stuck to my shoe, then exited the stall. Robin was in front of the mirror fixing her lipstick. I washed and dried my hands, then took my lipstick tube out of my purse and fixed a couple of smudges. We walked out together and I credited myself for another of the firsts for this weekend.

The hostess seated us at a cozy booth and fortunately we didn’t have anyone sitting close to us.

“Is everything all right, Kia?”

I gave her a big smile. “Everything is wonderful, Robin,” I said grabbing her hand and giving it a squeeze. “Thank you so much for this.”

“Hello ladies,” the server, Kendall according to his name pin, said as he brought us two glasses of water. “I’ll bring over some menus, but I’ll mention our meatloaf special today that is quite good.”

I gave him a smile and Robin said she was thinking something like a sandwich and would look over the menu. He returned with the menus about half a minute later, opened them and handed them to us.

“Does anything look good, Kia?” she asked.

“I was thinking one of these wraps, maybe the BLT.”

“I’m going to have the club sandwich. Tell you what, I’ll order fries and we can share.”

“Perfect!”

We folded our menus and put them on the table and the server was over an instant later.

“Ladies…”

“I’d like the BLT wrap and a cola, please.”

“And for you, madam?” he asked Robin.

“One of the club sandwiches with an order of fries and a Seven-Up.”

“I’ll have those right out,” he said, turning and disappearing into the kitchen.

—————

After finishing our lunch and another stop at the restroom, this time just to fix makeup, we headed for the zoo.

If the parking area was any indication, there wouldn’t be much of a crowd at the reptile exhibit.

Since there was no fee for admission, we were able to walk right in, stopping inside the entrance to look at the map. Compared to the zoo in Chicago, this was fairly intimate. There were just a few exhibits, but everything was clean and bright.

We stopped for a while and watched the river otters, then went toward the owls, the puma cage, then stood for a while looking at the peacocks. We held hands and I consciously adjusted my weight off both feet and onto my left, my right foot bent as I rested on the toe. I had a lot of fun allowing my foot to go in and out of the shoe until once it almost dropped off. Robin and I both laughed as I changed feet. Besides almost losing my shoe, I looked quite feminine. Of course, Robin moved like a cat, every motion fluid and sexy. Damn.

Neither of us were big fans of snakes so we gave the reptile exhibit a miss but we did spend some time looking at the pygmy goats and some farm animals they had on display. There was also an exhibit for eagles, but it was closed.

While we walked, we worked on my movements and what I did with my arms. She also had me do some cute little feminine things like sweeping my hair out of my eyes and moving with a bit more hip action. There were only a few other visitors, but no one seemed to take notice of me.

After another restroom stop, we returned to the car and she looked at me closely.

“I’m so proud of you, Kia. You look great. How do you feel?”

“Wonderful, Robin. I’m so glad we could do this.”

“I wanted to ask; I’ve made a reservation at Gabriel’s in Oak Brook for tomorrow evening. I need to let them know if we can’t make it.”

Wow. Gabriel’s is a fantastic seafood restaurant with a top rating. I’ve never been there, but some have told me it is amazing.

“Aren’t they kind of expensive?”

“Not a problem. I was thinking you could wear your red dress from last night, and I have a new black dress that I would wear.”

I assumed it would be Kia and Robin going out to dinner, but now it seemed much more real.

“Do you think I’d look alright?”

“Kia, honey. You will look fine. There’s nothing to worry about.”

I swallowed hard, trying to find enough courage to agree to this.

“Well???” she pressed.

“Yes, I’d love to go to Gabriel’s. I’ve heard so many nice things about it.”

“Great. We have reservations for two at 7:30.”

“Sounds amazing. A great way to cap our anniversary weekend.”

—————

We took a leisurely drive back home with a brief stop at the grocery store to pick up some things for this evening.

“I figured we would eat in this evening, maybe pick up something quick to make.”

“Sounds great, Robin.”

We planned to pick up some pasta sauce, some fixings for salad, rolls and a bottle of wine. She promised me she would help make dinner. She usually left the cooking to me as I was pretty good at most simple dishes. I guess that’s only fair I cook since she did dinner last night, even though it was all catered.

“I think we still have some of the dessert from last night, but let’s pick up some Cool Whip or something,” she suggested.

“Maybe add a little ice cream,” I added.

“Oh no you don’t. We need to maintain our girlish figures…well, maybe just a little container of ice cream.”

We headed into the store, both chatting back and forth between us as we picked up a shopping basket. I was a little shocked when I realized what I was doing. Where the zoo was completely empty and the restaurant wasn’t that crowded, the supermarket had a lot of people around. I practiced all my girl techniques, smiling, brushing back my hair, holding my hands and arms more loosely and walking with a bit more wiggle. I didn’t notice anyone watching me, so I felt comfortable that I was blending in. I tried to match Robin’s movements and gestures as we moved through the store gathering things for our dinner. The last stop was the dairy case for the ice cream, then we headed for the checkout.

There was a gentleman waiting in one of the lines with a full cart of groceries.

“If you ladies would like, you could go ahead,” he offered, his low voice carried a bit of a Minnesota accent.

“Thank you, sir,” I responded using my girl voice, resulting in a wink from Robin. We put our groceries on the belt and the checker briskly passed them across the scanner, put them in a bag for us and showed us the amount. Robin presented her card and in no time we were headed back to the car.

“I couldn’t be more proud of you, Kia. You’re a natural-born girl.”

“I don’t know about that, but I was able to get through the day without much trouble.”

“You did just fine. Let’s head back and see if we can fix some Penne alla Vodka, a bit of salad and maybe open a bottle of wine.”

“Sounds fantastic, Robin. Then ice cream and fruit crumble for dessert.”

—————

After our pasta dinner and cleanup, we went to the bath to freshen up. During dinner, we talked about checking out some movies on TV and waiting on the dessert until later.

I brushed my teeth, used mouthwash and refreshed my lipstick. Fortunately the recipe we used didn’t have a lot of garlic. I think that might have been some more of Robin’s planning.

When I was coming out of the bathroom, Robin called to me, “Kia, I’ve left something for you on the bed.”

Indeed she did. It was a beautiful short blue nightgown, a matching wrap, and a pair of slippers. There was also my support bra for the forms. I took off my slacks and blouse and put everything on my side of the closet. I put on the bra and adjusted the straps, then slid into the gown. It was very nice. I put the wrap over everything and looked in the mirror. It was rather low cut, but I loved what I saw.

We met up in the TV room and I sat next to her on the sofa. She had a gown similar to mine, but in lilac. I reached for the remote and brought up the guide channel, looking for something we might like to watch. As I scrolled, I felt a hand on my bare knee and I looked at Robin. She had a big smile.

“Maybe just put on some music instead of a movie,” she whispered.

I tuned to the audio channels and found some easy listening music which we both agreed would be nice.

“I really liked spending the day with you, Robin,” I said, feeing a little awkward sitting here in front of my wife wearing a nightgown.

“I’m hoping the day isn’t over yet,” she cooed, her hand stroking my leg above my knee.

I leaned forward and she closed her eyes as I gave her a brief kiss. The warmth of her hand on my leg, her fantastic perfume and her soft lips were turning my brain to mush.

As we broke the kiss, she smiled. “I like doing things with you, Kia.” The double entendre was not lost on me.

She leaned forward and gave me a much more substantial kiss, this one including a bit of tongue, which I accepted greedily. Her hand left my leg and raised to where I could feel some pressure against my breast forms. Wow, she’s feeling me up.

When the kiss broke, she didn’t move her hand, but instead rubbed with a bit more intensity.

“I really like your new breast forms, Kia. They feel really natural and they look great.”

She grabbed my hand and drew it to her breast. “They feel almost as good as mine,” she teased, giving me a big grin. I could feel her nipple strain beneath the thin material as I passed my thumb over it.

“I agree, you have very soft breasts, Robin,” I said as I pushed the strap of her nightgown off her shoulder and uncovering the tops of her breasts. She gave a sharp intake of breath as I stroked the tops of her beautiful orbs, then dropping my finger under the gown to stroke her nipple.

She continued to caress my leg, slowly migrating her hand farther up my bare thigh.

“Would you like to kiss it?” she asked, nodding toward her breast.

“Please.”

She lowered the shoulder strap past her arm, uncovering her beautiful breast. I gave her a long kiss, then kissed her ear, her neck, her shoulder, then finally ran a line of kisses down to her nipple. It was hard as stone when I passed my tongue over it with tender licks. I continued to tease her for a bit, then took the nipple into my mouth and suckled. Her breathing halted, then she gave a long whimpering exhale. Her hand left my leg and she wrapped it around my neck, pulling me into her beautiful mound.

I dropped the other strap, freeing the other breast and I took the nipple between my thumb and forefinger. She started to quiver and moan.

I leaned back and looked at her lovingly, then pressed my lips against hers for a long kiss. We both were quiet for a bit as I pondered whether I wanted to press things a little more.

“Robin, your breasts are wonderful, but there is something else that I would like to kiss. Would that be okay?”

“Oh, Kia, please kiss me there,” she whimpered.

I dropped in front of her and pushed the gown back, revealing her beautiful lilac panties. Where I really wanted to kiss them, I didn’t want to stain them with my lipstick so I guided her to lift her hips so I could take them off. Her beautiful pussy was there begging for my attention, but I wanted to make her wait a little bit first. I picked up her foot and started kissing it, then continued up alternately kissing her ankles, her knees, her thighs, and finally pressed my lips against her beautiful center. She spread her legs for me as I gave a long stroke of my tongue across her beautiful pussy. She leaned back on the sofa as I pulled her hips to the edge, allowing me an unobstructed path to her sensitive region. I spread her lips an ran my tongue across her clit, resulting in a wail of pleasure. Her excitement had caused her clit to swell to the point I could take it between my lips and give it a suckle, which resulted in a cry of pleasure. I then dropped my attention to her pussy and drove my tongue in hard and deep, causing her to squeal in excitement. Her breath was irregular and her body trembled under my touch. An orgasm overtook her as she screamed in delight, then another, then another.

I finally slowed my attack, allowing her to come back to earth. As her breathing returned to normal, I backed away and reached for my purse to pull out a tissue. I wiped her juices from my lips, removing what little bit of lipstick remained. My makeup was probably a mess, but I was so happy I could bring that level of pleasure to my beautiful Robin.

I took out another tissue, rose and took my place on the sofa beside her. I used the tissue to gently remove the lipstick mess that our earlier make-out session had left.

“Kia, honey. That was wonderful. Thank you,” she said just before giving me a bone-crushing hug.

“I’m glad I could do that for you, sweetie.”

“Oh, I almost forgot. I need to update your list of demerits,” she said as she grabbed her phone. That’s 2 credits; one for going to the zoo and one for tonight!”

“How many does that leave me?”

“Well, we need to get the app set up on your phone and you can keep track of them.”

Yeah, and she told me if I needed her help it would cost me another demerit.

“Oh. I’ll trust you not to cheat.”

“Okay, but if you need my help, just let me know,” she said with a grin.

“I love you, Robin.”

“And I love you Kia, but right now we should take off our makeup and get ready for bed.”


Chapter 8

Sunday, February 16th

I awoke with my arm asleep and tingling. I was sleeping on my back with Robin pressed against me. My arm was trapped beneath her with her left hand gripping my breast form. I hated to have her move, but I needed to get some blood circulating. I kissed her forehead and wished her a good morning. She opened her beautiful eyes, then sheepishly pulled her hand back from my fake breast.

“I don’t mind you feeling me up while you sleep,” I teased as she turned red with embarrassment.

“They are really nice. Very authentic.”

“But nowhere near as nice as yours,” I whispered as I stroked her nipple with a finger.

“You stop that or there is going to be trouble.”

“I kind of like getting in trouble with you.”

“You get up you lazy thing,” she said, tickling my ribs. I sat up to escape the tickle attack.

“You are just wicked. So, what are we doing today?”

“We meet Jessica for breakfast at 10.”

“Oh, okay.”

“And to avoid any confusion, it is Kia that I’m taking to breakfast.”

My heart jumped into my throat. “Robin, I can’t go to breakfast dressed as a woman. Especially not with your sister!” I shrieked.

“Why not. Jessie wants to meet Kia. Besides, she has been having a lot of hassle with her ex so she’s not too keen on guys right now.”

My mind was racing through all the ways this was a bad idea.

“How does she even know about Kia?” I asked, even though it made sense that her sister knew about everything.

“Who do you think helped me set all this up? She gave me a lot of good ideas.”

“You said we are going to meet for breakfast. Is she coming here?”

“No, silly. We’re meeting at a restaurant not far from her place in Downers Grove.”

“That’s only ten miles from here!”

“So…”

“What if someone recognizes me?”

“No one will recognize you. She wants to meet at that omelet restaurant east of her place. Not likely to find any guys from the tire shop having breakfast there,” she said with a chuckle. “There are no hash browns on the menu. Don’t worry, honey. Everything will be fine.”

“Will I get a credit for a demerit if I go?” I asked, still a little anxious about going out for breakfast with her and her sister.

“No, but you’ll get one added if you don’t. Come on, let’s get you fixed up. Since it’s Sunday, we need to wear dresses.”

—————

Robin helped me with my makeup, then laid out a floral-patterned dress on the bed along with a bra and panties, a slip and my pantyhose. She also had a pair of white three-inch pumps on the floor for me. Where did she get all this stuff?!?

I got dressed while she put on her makeup and wore a teal-colored dress with a very delicate pattern in the fabric. I’d seen the dress before and it was one of my favorites. She wore nude hose and white pumps as well.

“So, are you ready, Kia?” she asked, grabbing her purse and pulling out her keys.

“I think so…”

“Do you want to drive?”

“NO!!!”

“You need to practice driving in your pumps.”

“Maybe later…” I hedged.

She locked the door behind us as I accompanied her to her car. I finally realized what she’d just done. She got me worried about having to drive and I didn’t even think about the fact that I was walking out of the house in a dress.

I used all my best moves getting into her car, then buckling myself up. It was a strange feeling to have the seat belt running between my fake breasts. I let out a long exhalation as she backed out of the garage, shut the garage door then headed toward Downers Grove.

We pulled up in front of the restaurant, the sign in front announced the name as EggCellent in a very flowery script. Jessica was sitting in her blue Miata and looking fantastic as usual. Even though Robin and Jessica had different fathers, they looked a lot like their mother both having blonde hair, with Robin’s eyes being deep blue and Jessie’s green. Jessie was three years older than Robin and had been divorced for about a year. Her Ex was an investment banker in the city but had a problem knowing where home was. After a detective was able to document a series of rendezvous with his secretary, Jessica had the locks changed and the sheriff served the divorce papers at the office. I figure the Miata was part of the settlement. Hopefully the secretary was worth it.

As Jessica got out of the car, I noticed she was also wearing a dress; a beautiful royal blue outfit about knee length with a side slit. She approached Robin and gave her a big hug, then she looked my direction. I put out my arms and she hugged me as well.

“It’s so great to meet you, Kia. I’ve heard so much about you from Robin.”

“Thanks for inviting me to breakfast. This looks like a great place,” I said, practicing some of my girl voice.

“I love that dress on you, Kia. I was with Robin when she picked it out. I knew it would look great.”

“I just love it,” I said as I flared the sides of the dress out. “It fits perfectly.”

“Let’s go in and have some breakfast. They do fantastic omelets plus the quiche is always good.”

We walked in and the hostess seated us at a table along the windows. The whole place radiated femininity and the clientele were almost all women.

“Did you have any trouble finding the place?” Jessie asked.

“Oh, not at all. Of course, the GPS helped,” Robin responded.

We chatted a bit about Jessie’s new job at a local insurance company.

“It’s a new agency and there are a lot of things to get set up. It’s fun work and I really like the agents- a husband and wife team.”

About this time Cindy, our waitress, arrived with a carafe of water and three glasses, plus menu’s. I scanned the menu and Robin was right; there were no hash-browns.

When I looked for a ham and cheese omelet, I was surprised that all the different omelets had names; Florentine, Greek, Denver, Philly, Spicy Southern… yikes. I finally found a Classic omelet that had ham, mushroom, spinach and three types of cheese. That looked like it would work for me.

Robin had a Florentine omelet and Jessie had the quiche special. We all wanted coffee so they brought us out a pot and three cups.

Robin filled Jessie in about the job opportunity in Kansas City and she was very excited for her. She gave the same warning that she made to me that nothing was settled yet and she was just one of the candidates for the position. Jessie asked me what I thought about moving there.

“I’ve never been to Kansas City, but Robin and I are talking about going over some weekend to check it out,” I added.

“I’ve been there a couple of times. One of my college roommates was from there and we went to her place for a Thanksgiving break. It was a nice area,” Jessie told us.

“What’s the weather like?” Robin asked.

“It’s just a little warmer than here in the winter, and a lot hotter in the summer. Everywhere you go has AC so it’s not too bad,” Jessie said.

—————

After our breakfast, we walked to the cars and Robin wanted to head to the mall and look around.

“I need a couple of things myself. Looking for anything in particular?” Jessie asked.

“No, but I thought Kia might want to look at some cosmetics and maybe we can find a fragrance.”

“There is a Sephora at Plaza shopping.”

“That would be great,” Robin responded as I kept still.

“I know you don’t get a chance to go shopping that often, Kia, but the Sephora is a great place,” Jessie said. “I’ll meet you there.”

She glided into her car and headed off toward the mall as Robin unlocked our doors.

“Do you know where this place is?” I asked as I smoothed my dress under me and buckled the seatbelt.

“The GPS knows,” she assured me as she typed the name of the store on the touch screen.

“Here it is, the one at the Plaza. It’s only a few minutes,” she said, pulling out of the parking space.

Great, now I’m going to a cosmetics store.

—————

After a few miles, the GPS announced, ‘you have arrived at your destination.’ Robin found a place to park not far from Jessie’s car and we headed into the store. We looked around and Jessie was sitting on a bench, her legs crossed at the knee and looking at something on her phone.

“Bah, that lowlife son of a bitch!” she growled as she walked up.

“Problems with the Ex?” Robin guessed.

“Yeah, what else.”

“What did he do now?”

“He let my health insurance policy lapse. The bastard!”

I grabbed her hand to comfort her. “Is there anything you can do?”

“The insurance was part of the divorce decree, but he says now that I am working I should have my own insurance. And since I work for an insurance company…”

“What an ass,” Robin spat.

“I’ll need to go back to court and get this fixed. Just what I need with my new job. I hate men.”

“Lucky it is just us girls here,” Robin said, giving me a wink.

“You can say that again,” Jessie responded as she rose, grabbed my hand and we headed toward the cosmetics store.

As we entered, there was a greeter that handed us each a paper sample of a new fragrance. I recognized the name from a ton of advertising they’ve been doing.

“If you ladies need any help, let me know.”

“Kia here is looking for some things. She is working on a new look,” Robin explained.

“Hi, Kia. I’m Clarissa. I notice you are using a pencil for your eyeliner. You have such beautiful brown eyes and we have a new liquid liner that would really make your eyes pop.”

From what Robin had told me about her liquid eyeliner, it sounded like it would be a hassle to use.

“Is it difficult to apply?” I asked.

“There are some tricks that I can show you that will make it easy. Let’s try it!”

“Okay…If you’re sure there will be no problem.”

“Not at all. It’ll be fun,” she said as she guided me to a tall chair. Robin and Jessie walked away to look at something else, leaving me to fend for myself.

“I’m going to remove some of your eye makeup, but don’t worry, I’ll show you how to fix it,” Clarissa explained as I watched her in the big round mirror in front of me. “I’ve got some products here that you may like. I don’t get the sense you wear makeup every day…”

“Yes, this is kind of new for me,” I replied.

“And your girlfriend said you were looking for a new look.”

“Robin is my wife…” I started to say, then hastily shut up, kicking myself for being so dumb.

“That is so fantastic. You are a beautiful couple. We’ll get you all pretty and she will be amazed.”

With that, she grabbed a makeup wipe and removed my eye makeup, then opened a drawer, studying the space for a minute before pulling out a container of eyeshadow. She also selected an eyebrow pencil, then finally the tube of liquid eye liner.

“I’ve got this four-color eyeshadow pallet that I’ll demonstrate. It will give you a lot of options for different looks.”

She started by putting on a concealer, then used a brush to add a cream coloring she called a highlight to cover from the eye-crease to under my eyebrows.

“Next, we’ll use a blending brush to add a darker color to your crease,” she explained as she worked.

“Now, here is a bit of magic,” she explained. “We use a dark color in the outer corners of your lid to enlarge your eyes, then blend.”

I was amazed as my eyes went from flat to expressive, and she was still not done.

She sprayed what she called a setting spray on a brush, then dipped it in a shimmery eyeshadow color and put it on my eyelid. There was almost a glow on my eyelids and everything looked great.

“Now, let’s try the eyeliner. This is a new product for us and I’ve found it is quite a bit easier to use.”

She took the liner and first used it near my lower lashes which gave a very severe look, then she softened it using a cotton bud. She did the same thing on the top lashes, again smudging it and blending it to the other colors. Finally, she added some mascara and touched up my eyebrows. Wow, it looked fantastic.

About this time, Robin and Jessie returned, both carrying an array of products.

“Oh, Kia honey. That looks amazing,” Jessie said as Robbin looked at me closely.

“Just wow, Clarissa. That’s perfect. Can you tell me what products you used? I think we have Kia’s new look!” Robin added.

Clarissa took a sheet of paper and detailed which color went where, then handed over several boxes of the different products. She also gave me a sample a fragrance that we all really liked.

“I can’t thank you enough, Clarissa,” I told her, giving her a hug.

“It’s been great working with you, Kia. Come back whenever you need something,” she said, giving me her card.

“Will do,” I said as she guided us to the register to check us out. As I expected, it ended up being quite an expense. I don’t have to buy makeup very often, I rationalized, so it wouldn’t be a big deal.

We headed back into the mall and Jessie asked if there was anything else that I needed.

“I don’t think so,” I replied, then gave Robin a look.

“Well, where I usually need to buy pantyhose, I think I found a way to keep them from getting runs,” she teased.

“Let’s have a cup of coffee, what do you think?” Jessie asked.

“Sounds good. Then we should probably be headed back. We’re going out to dinner this evening,” Robin explained.

“You’re still going to Gabriel’s?” Jessie asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“I really like that place. You guys will have a great time.


Chapter 9

After we had our coffee and we gave Jessie a hug goodbye, we headed back to the house. Since it was still too early to get dressed for the restaurant, I made Robin and I sandwiches to get us by until dinner. She kept complimenting me on how my makeup looked and she bargained with me that I could help her with her makeup and show her all the tricks I had learned from Clarissa.

As we sat at the dinette table eating our sandwich and chips, she gave me a long look.

“Are you enjoying yourself, Kia?”

“Oh, yes. This weekend has been great.”

“I hope we can continue to do this. Are you good with that?”

“Sure…”

“Since I usually work in the office on Wednesday, I’m thinking maybe you could make dinner for us those evenings.”

“You mean as Kia?!?”

“Of course.”

“Okay…”

“Then Friday night we could plan to spend the weekend together, maybe go on some road trips. Stuff like that.”

“You mean like going to Kansas City?”

“Yes, exactly.”

“As long as you think I’ll be okay.”

“Oh, honey. You look fine. Most of the places we go are more interested in our money than what you have in your panties.”

I was quiet for a bit as I picked at my potato chips and thought about what she was asking. She was talking about Kia being here on a regular basis, making dinner for her, accompanying her on the weekends; being a girlfriend.

“It’s going to take me a bit to get comfortable, but I want to do this,” I said.

“I know you do, honey. So, do we have a deal?”

“Yes…”

“Okay, then…” she said as she grabbed her phone, “let’s start making a list.”

—————

After making a rather comprehensive list of mini-vacations, concerts, symphony performances, and even going to the corn maze, it was time to start getting ready to go to Gabriel’s.

After some touchup with my lipstick and adding a bit more blush, I was good to go. For her, she wanted to completely refresh her makeup, and she thought it would be good if I helped.

She had me use a wipe and remove her makeup, then started over with foundation, powder, blush, then finally we started on her eyes.

She didn’t have a four-color eyeshadow kit, so we found some additional colors that would work. I showed her how Clarissa added color and softened the look, and even with her colors being much lighter, her eyes looked great when we finished with the shadow.

“Would you like to try my liquid liner?” I asked.

“Sure, I’ll give it a go. What do I need to do.”

I didn’t feel confident with putting the liner on and had her do it. After it was in place, I did the magic with the cotton bud to soften the sharp lines and she looked great.

“This is a great product, Kia,” she said, looking at the brand. “I need to get some of this.”

“I’ll pick some up for you next time I’m over there,” I said, not thinking until after I offered what it would mean. Just how am I going to pull this off?

“That would be fantastic, honey, thank you,” she said with a smile. Apparently she recognized the trap that I had laid for myself.

After makeup, we started laying out clothes for the evening. My underwear and hose would work, but I would need to change my slip and shoes, then put on the beautiful red dress.

As I stood in my underwear and slip, she started taking off her slip, hose and underwear as she put out a black bra and panty set and some darker hose that would go well with her black dress.

“Do you need some help with the bra?” I asked.

She gave me a cute smile. “Why yes, honey. Thank you.”

I stood behind her, slid her arms through the straps and wrapped the bra around, making sure it wasn’t twisted, then went to fasten the hooks.

“Is the center clasp good?” I asked.

“Yes,” she responded as I put the hooks in the clasp and reached around to adjust her breasts in the cups of the bra. I turned her around and adjusted the straps. Her face was a little flushed as I had given her a pretty good feel-up as I helped her put the bra on. I hope it wouldn’t cost me a demerit.

I helped her with her panties, resulting in another grope.

“What about some lotion for your legs before you put on your hose?”

“Ahhh, that sounds nice,” she said as I crossed to her makeup table and grabbed the lotion. I had her sit on the side of the bed and rubbed the fragrant lotion into her feet, her calves, then finally her knees and thighs.

“You’re just a little devil,” she said with a laugh.

“I didn’t do anything. I just helped you put on some lotion after your long day in high heels.”

“That’s your story, huh. Well, that was very nice. Thank you,” she said as she slid the beautiful hose onto her legs.

“You’re quite welcome.”

—————

We left the house in plenty of time to get to the restaurant and maybe a little early for our reservation. She figured we would have to wait in the bar until our table was ready.

“Maybe we’ll have a glass of wine,” she said.

“That sounds great,” I started, then it hit me. “What if they ask me for ID?!?”

“You’re old enough, just show them your driver’s license.”

“But the photo won’t match.”

She gave a short laugh. “Don’t worry, honey. This is a class establishment. They won’t say a thing.”

“I don’t know.”

“Trust me.”

I worried about the ID check all the way to the restaurant, and into the bar. Robin ordered us a couple of white wines and there was no request for ID. I guess they didn’t have a lot of underage ladies come in wearing dresses and ordering a glass of wine.

“This is really nice wine,” I told Robin as I took a sip.

“It’s one of my favorites. I wanted to get something special for my fantastic girlfriend,” she said, reaching out to take my hand.

My eyes threatened to fill up with tears when she said that. Fortunately the maître d came over to escort us to our table.

As we approached the table, the waiter was there to help us with our chairs as the maître d introduced us to Rolland, and then left, saying for us to enjoy our meal.

Rolland presented our menus and asked if we needed the wine list.

“Yes, please,” Robin responded.

“I’ll have the wine steward come over and help you with your selection,” he said as he filled our water glasses.

“I’ll let you look over the menu while I bring you out a green salad.”

He hustled back to his station as I smiled inwardly. Apparently you got no choice in the type of salad dressing you wanted.

“Were you thinking of meat or fish?” Robin asked.

“I think maybe fish. There is a salmon and also a lemon sole. Either of those sounds good.”

“I was looking at the crab cakes.”

“That sounds good also. I think I will try the sole.”

“That would be a great choice.”

So, here I am. A guy who works in a tire shop, but tonight I’m dressed as a woman and in one of the fanciest restaurants in northern Illinois about to order lemon sole. Sheesh.

With that, the sommelier came over bringing the wine list.

“Good evening, ladies. Can I help you make a selection?”

“We are both considering fish. Can you suggest something suitable?”

“By the glass, a split, or a bottle.”

“Probably a split, don’t you think, Kia?”

“Yes, that sounds about right,” I responded. The only thing I knew was a split was a small bottle of wine.

Robin knew much more about wine than me and they finally agreed on something, then he hustled off to get it for us.

“Honey, this is a magnificent place. Everybody is so nice,” I said.

“This is one of my favorite restaurants. Before we were married, mom would often bring us here.”

“Was this after your dad died?”

“Before and after. Dad was always so busy traveling that we spent quite a lot of time at home with our mother.”

Robin and Jessie’s dad was a buyer for a department store chain based in Chicago. He did a lot of traveling, then all the long hours and bad eating caught up with him. He died of a heart attack several years ago.

“Where we had all that money, mom would have just as soon have dad home more often.”

“I only met your dad a couple of times. He was a nice guy.”

“And had a great sense of fashion. I spent most of my life in jeans and sweatshirts. I wish I’d spent more time with him learning how to dress properly and develop a sense of style.”

“You have a great style, Robin. I think you have excellent taste.”

“I’m only adequate. My father was a genius. Mom isn’t too shabby either. Maybe you two should get together and she could give you some tips,” she said with a wink.

“I don’t think that would be a great idea.”

“Well, if you change your mind, let me know and we’ll get something set up. She’s still living in Chicago and there are a lot of places to shop there.”

My jaw about hit the floor when she was talking about Kia visiting her mother and getting fashion tips. Luckily Rolland arrived with our salads before I had to say any more.

The salad was field greens with a very light oil dressing that greatly enhanced the taste. After I took a bite, I remembered to blot off a little of my lipstick. I savored the wonderful salad as Robin and I continued to discuss her family.

I got a little more rundown on Christian, Jessica’s ex. He was one of those high-flying type-A people that was never satisfied with what life gave him. He made a ton of money, but a lot of it was tied up in options. Even though him and Jessie had a big house in Downers Grove, he kept an apartment in downtown Chicago, probably so he could have his secretary come over for a little overtime. I’d met him a couple of times, but we didn’t share a lot of common interests and truthfully, he thought I was a little low-class to hang around with.

The sommelier came back with our bottle of wine with two glasses and he asked who would like to taste the wine. I indicated that Robin should do the honors and he showed her the bottle, she checked the type of wine and the year, then asked it to be opened. He opened the wine, placed the cork on the tablecloth in front of her plate and poured out a small taste. She sniffed, swirled the wine, looked at it carefully, then took a taste. Her smile was all the indication we needed that the wine met her expectations.

“Very nice,” she said as he filled her glass the rest of the way, then crossed and filled mine. He left the bottle, leaving as we raised our glasses.

“To a fantastic dinner companion,” she toasted.

“To my beautiful Robin,” I replied, then we both took a sip of the wine. “Wow, that is nice.”

Shortly later our entrées arrived, followed by Rolland carrying a big pepper mill. I had him add just a bit of pepper to my fish, but Robin said hers was good. I gave a taste and it was fantastic.

We both dug in and silently ate our magnificent meal, followed by tiramisu for dessert.

—————

After we finished our dinner with a quick stop at the ladies’ room to fix makeup, we headed toward Oak Brook. While headed through town, Robin took a sharp turn into the Oak Brook Central Park.

“It might still be a little cool, Kia, but let’s take a walk and look at the lake.”

We exited the car, her reminding me to take my purse, and we strolled hand-in-hand along one of the paths and across a wooden pedestrian bridge. It was a still night with a full moon and clear sky. It was cool and my long red coat felt nice. I was enchanted by the sound our high heels made as we strolled along the brick sidewalk.

Along the path near the bridge there was a bench that Robin walked toward, turned around and then sat. Even with it being a cool night, with the bright moon and the stars in the sky, it was a very pleasing venue. I sat beside her, tucking my coat and dress between my legs and the bench. I turned toward her and took her hand.

“Robin, you look quite beautiful tonight. I can’t tell you how much I’ve enjoyed our anniversary weekend.”

“I’ve enjoyed it too. I’m happy we were finally able to release Kia to the world rather than her being shut up in the bedroom snagging my hose.”

I thought about that for a while. In just a couple of short days I’ve gone to only dressing in what clothes of Robin’s that I could fit to having my own underwear, shoes and wardrobe. Robin is talking about this happening on a regular basis and even doing some out of town travel. The thought excited me and terrified me in equal measure. She mentioned me growing out my hair. I wouldn’t have any problem doing that at work. There are some that wear big beards and even one guy that pulls his hair back in a ponytail. I could let my hair grow out, I guess.

I turned to face her and pressed my forehead up to hers.

“I’d really like to kiss you, but I might mess up your lipstick,” I said.

“I have a lighted mirror in the car.”

“Well, maybe just a little one,” I said as I dropped my lips to hers and gave her a sweet kiss.”

“I love you like crazy,” I said as I gave her a big hug.

“And I love you, Kia.”

Another light kiss followed, and I snuggled up next to her and drank in the feel of her presence. I have no idea how such a nerdy guy ended up with such a beautiful and exciting wife.

After a little while, and another brief kiss, we rose and headed back to the car.

I was quiet as we drove back toward home. I dreaded what would happen when I got there; I would need to convert back to my male self. I’d be headed to work at 7:30 tomorrow so I wouldn’t want to take the time to remove the forms and tape in the morning. I should probably take care of all that tonight. Usually Robin worked from home on Monday so she tended to sleep in. I would miss being Kia, but at least it looked like she would be back mid-week to make dinner for us.


Chapter 10

Wednesday, February 19th

The week has been pretty much normal at the tire shop. A lot of nails found their way into tires, and it was my job to take them out. Most of the work was done in the shop, but occasionally I would get a call-out and need to take the service truck to fix something on the road. Normally Derrick would do the call outs, but today he was out to lunch when a call came in.

It was fortunately a simple tire repair for a nice lady named Clara who was about sixty years old and as sweet as could be. When the low-pressure indicator went on, rather than keep driving and ruining the tire, she pulled over, called the auto club and they called us.

The car was well off the road on a level side street, so rather than changing to the ‘cheater’ spare, and since I had everything on the truck to do the repair, I’d just do it on site. When I jacked up the car and spun the tire, I could see a screw sticking out of the tread. Clara was fascinated as I pulled the tire off and took it to the truck and put it on the machine. I marked the valve stem and the balancing weights, broke the bead and pulled the tire off. I removed the screw, used a rotary grinder to clean the area up, and installed a patch. I spun the tire back on the rim, aired it up and it was done. Since it was through the auto club, I didn’t need to collect any money from her, but Clara gave me ten dollars for my prompt service.

“Thank you, Madam. Please stop by the store if you have any trouble,” I told her, offering her a card.

“Thank you so much, young man. You are a lifesaver.”

When I got back to the shop and was pulling in, Derrick was working on a dark gray Range Rover and was pulling a completely ruined tire off the front of the car. Unlike Clara who had immediately pulled over, apparently the driver of this rig ignored the indicator and drove until they ruined the tire. Then I saw the personalized plates… wait a minute… that’s Jessie’s ex. Just like him to keep driving and wreck the tire.

As I walked into the shop from the service truck and past the lounge, Christian Taylor, Jessie’s ex, was talking on his cell phone. He was the same brash asshole that I remembered, currently growling at someone on the other end of the phone.

“Look, Clark. I don’t know what you can do, just fix this. This is the kind of shit I pay you for,” he yelled into the phone. I probably should have walked on, but something urged me to continue to eavesdrop.

“Look, I screwed up. I stopped paying the bitch’s insurance premium and they sent her a cancellation notice.”

He listened for a bit, then started talking again. “Well, she called the judge and they sent me a notice to come to the courthouse.”

The person on the other side must have said something, “Yeah, I get that. The thing is, the firm recently vested some options that I never told the court about. I don’t know if they will check my accounts or not, but if they do, they are going to find a lot of money that I never disclosed.”

This might be some interesting information to pass on to Jess.

“Alright, do what you can to hide it; put it into a company account or something. Just get it out of my personal account and we should be good.”

After a brief pause, he started yelling again. “Don’t tell me what the problems are, give me solutions. Figure something out for fuck’s sake. As soon as they pull the nail out of my tire, I need to get to the courthouse. I’m counting on you.”

Yeah, and Jessie is counting on you too, you asshole. Time to call Robin.

“Mister Taylor,” Derrick said as he came into the lounge, “There’s some bad news about your tire.”

—————

Later I got a rundown from Derrick about the tire. Taylor ran it flat so long he screwed up the tire and the wheel. This was also one of the cars that didn’t have a spare tire, but just a Tire Repair System which is essentially a glue that temporarily seals the tire and pumps it back up so you can drive it to the repair shop. Since the dummy drove the tire until it rolled off the rim, now he’s stuck with getting a new tire and wheel and has no spare. He called a tow truck to take the Range Rover to the dealership and an Uber to take him to court. What an ass.

Robin was very interested in the overheard conversation and said she would call Jessie before they went in to see the judge. It might be an even more expensive day for old Christian beyond the tire and wheel replacement.

—————

I had just finished up a tire rotation job when I got a call from Robin.

“Hi, pretty lady,” I answered.

“Why, thank you sweetie. Jess really appreciated the information about her ex.”

“Hopefully they were able to nail the bastard.”

“Well, the judge wanted to go through his accounts since dummy Christian said he had sent the money for the insurance payment and it wasn’t his fault that it lapsed.”

“The slime.”

“Well, the judge asked him to prove it, but he said he didn’t have any receipts or anything. The judge slammed him for his lack of preparation. Well, Jessie was ready for him.”

“What did she do?”

“She reminded Christian that he had a banking app on his phone and the judge asked to see the payment for the insurance. After a lot of stalling, he brought up the app and there was a 250 grand balance.”

“Apparently his buddy didn’t get the cash moved in time.”

“Oh, there was a transfer pending, but due to the amount there was a hold on it.”

“Ouch.”

“The judge asked where the money came from, and the weasel didn’t offer a very satisfactory explanation. The judge made a call and about half a minute later a bailiff walked into the chambers. Things got pretty testy from there and the lies got more and more unbelievable.”

“Did he go to jail?”

“No, but it was a near thing. He has a court date next month and the judge seized his bank account. Jessie really appreciated the tip.”

I gave a big laugh and told her Jessie owed me a dinner out.

“Oh, are we still on for dinner at home this evening. No chance you will be late rescuing a pretty lady with a flat tire.”

“Nope, I did my service truck run earlier. Got a ten-dollar tip.”

“Was she cute?”

“In a grandmotherly sort of way. She was really nice.”

“Maybe we can get you a pink jump-suit and Kia can go out on the service calls.”

I knew I was going to get slaughtered if this conversation continued so I tried a deflection.

“What would you like for dinner? I can stop at the store on my way home.”

“No need. I talked to Gloria and she picked up something for us.”

Gloria is our housekeeper and she also takes care of our shopping. She is a treasure.

“What’s on the menu?”

“Kia and I are having pork steaks with mushroom sauce, green salad, mixed vegetables, mashed potatoes and chocolate cake for dessert.”

“Sounds fantastic.”

“Gloria said she would leave Kia a recipe for the pork and the rest should be pretty easy.”

Good thing Kia is a good cook. “Sounds like fun. What time is dinner?”

“I’ll try to be home at 6:00, unless one of the guys has some crisis that I have to fix for them.”

I laughed. “I love you, Robin. Looking forward to our dinner together. We’ll have wine when you get home and dinner will be at quarter to seven.”

“Sounds great. See you soon.”

There were lots of air-kisses and I ended the call wearing a big smile.

—————

I got home right on time and headed for the shower to get ready. I’d taken the time to shave everything this morning, so this would just be getting the smell of the shop off me and shaving my face.

I didn’t want to get my hair wet, so I looked around and found a shower cap. It was purple and rather feminine; perfect for getting me in the Kia frame of mind. I used Robin’s shower gel which had a strong floral scent and when I stepped out of the shower, I wrapped the towel around my chest. I avoided looking in the mirror so I didn’t see a guy looking back at me. I hurried to our bedroom to find something to wear. I went to my closet and picked out a beautiful rose-colored dress with three-quarter sleeves and laid it on the bed. I crossed to my girl drawer and found a nude slip, my hose, and a pink bra and panty set. I dressed in the underwear, put the forms in the bra cup, and brushed out and fitted the wig to my head, securing it with several hairpins. I finally allowed myself to look in the mirror and I saw a girl not wearing any makeup. I brushed and styled my hair a little more and gave a big smile. This was cool.

I retrieved my pink makeup case and started laying out supplies; foundation, contour pencils, powder, eye color, lipliner and lipstick.

I started with some concealer, smoothing out my skin and hiding my beard shadow and skin imperfections. Next came the foundation, contouring, powder and a fantastic shimmery cheek color that Jessie had given me. Eyes and lips came next and I was very pleased to see Kia in the mirror again. The makeup wasn’t perfect, but given that I haven’t been using it my whole life, I was pleased.

I slipped the dress over my head, added some matching sling-back pumps, jewelry and I was ready to start our supper.

I headed for the kitchen, put on an apron, and as Robin had promised, Gloria had left a recipe for the pork.

The recipe said the pork had to marinate several hours and my heart sunk. I went to the refrigerator and Gloria had already marinaded the pork steaks.

I added the rest of the ingredients; onion, carrots, spices and the cut-up fresh mushrooms and waited for the oven to come to temperature. The recipe said the finished dish could be left in the oven on low before serving.

Robin had mentioned mashed potatoes, but I thought rice would work better for the meal. I pulled out the rice cooker and set the timer to have the rice finish right before we ate. For vegetables, Gloria had bought some beautiful green beans so I figured I would sauté them and leave out the garlic since I hoped we could do some kissing later. They wouldn’t take long to make so I rinsed and cut off the tips, added some spices and set them aside until I was ready to make them.

I looked up at the clock and it was getting close to when Robin would be getting home. I opened a bottle of Chardonnay to have before we ate.

I ducked into the downstairs half-bath to check my makeup and everything still looked good. I went into the den and put on some light music and lowered the lights, waiting for her to get home.

A few minutes after six, I heard the garage door open and I walked to the kitchen door to welcome her home. I smiled when I saw her and got a big smile in return. When she entered the back door, I helped her with her jacket and gave her a hug and a light kiss.

She was in one of her pantsuits and her hair was pulled back. She looked all business.

“Oh Kia honey, dinner smells wonderful.”

“It should be ready in about half an hour. I have some wine for you.”

“That sounds fantastic. Let me go upstairs and freshen up. It won’t take long.”

“Do you need my help?” I asked sweetly.

“Oh no you don’t. You’re too much of a distraction. I’ll be right back,” she said with a laugh as she headed up the stairs.

She returned about fifteen minutes later wearing a beautiful green dress with black pumps. She had amped up her makeup and looked amazing.

“Robin, you look beautiful.”

“I have to work harder to keep up with you, Kia.”

In a way, she was right. Normally after work she would pull her hair back and change into sweatpants and a tee shirt. This way Kia was forcing her to dress for dinner. Where I’d like to claim credit, I’m pretty sure I didn’t deserve it.

I led her to the den and we sat on the sofa as I offered her a glass of the wine. She took a taste and smiled broadly.

“Did you pick this out?” she asked.

“No, that was Gloria. We really need to give her a raise.”

“Maybe you should go shopping with her. She could teach you some things about wine.”

“Ah, but I have to work.”

“Ask your boss if you could work half days on Wednesday.”

“I can try,” I mumbled. Did she actually think I could do that? She makes enough money that what I bring in only pays for vacations. Would we even miss half a day’s pay from my crummy job?

I took a small plate and put some cheese, crackers and olives on it and handed it to her.

“Thank you, Kia. This is wonderful. Did you enjoy putting this all together?”

“I did, Robin. Of course, Gloria helped a lot.”

About that time my phone started to chime. It was time to fix the green beans.

“Dinner will be ready in just a few minutes,” I said, standing, kissing her on the forehead and heading for the kitchen.

“Do you need any help?”

“Maybe…” I wondered if this was a trap, or a genuine offer. “Ah, could you set the table?”

She laughed. “Yes, honey. I’d be happy to,” she said, walking toward the hutch still chuckling.

It only took me a few minutes to sauté the beans, then I added everything to a plate and put the serving dishes on a tray. I added the sides and carried it out to the dining room table. Robin had set the table, including some taper candles that twinkled in the half-darkened room. It was a bit much for an evening meal, but she gave me a big smile as she helped me put the serving bowls on the table.

We both sat and I poured her some water and passed her the salad bowl. I had made a very light vinaigrette dressing that should go well with the tomatoes and greens.

“This looks fantastic, Kia,” she said as she tasted the salad, followed by a long mmmmm.

We discussed some more of the days happenings, including what she had learned from Jessie.

“The judge was steamed about the big pile of money he had in his account when he didn’t even want to pay for Jessie’s insurance,” she told me. “She was also interested about Champion Holdings, where the money was supposed to be transferred. After a lot of lying, he admitted it was his account.”

“Ooops.”

“Since he never told the court about this company, the judge asked if he’d ever mentioned it to the IRS.”

“Not the judge’s first time doing this.”

“Oh no. She made a call to the bank and placed a hold on the account and said she would make a couple of calls. I think old Christian may see a hefty tax bill at the end of the year.”

“IRS will always get their money.”

“Then the dummy said he really didn’t know anything about how the account was set up and said the financial adviser took care of everything.”

“Oh shit. Throwing the bean counter under the bus. Is this guy for real?”

“It wasn’t one of his better days. Of course, the judge now wanted to know all about the financial adviser. I expect he will be getting a visit from the financial crimes unit.”

I raised my glass of wine. “To the judge.”

“Hear, hear,” she responded as we clinked our glasses.


Chapter 11

After our dinner and cleaning up the dishes, I looked at Robin and asked if she would like some dessert and coffee.

“Why don’t we wait until a little later,” was her reply. “I’d like to go upstairs and freshen up; then we can meet in the den.”

That sounded good to me and I followed her up the stairs, her giving me a delicious leg show which I think was her intent.

A few minutes later we met in the den and I started a little relaxing music.

“Kia, that was a fantastic dinner. Thank you so much.”

“I’m glad it all worked out. Of course Gloria helped out a lot.”

She leaned over to kiss me, the fragrance she wore enchanted me as our lips coupled.

“I’m glad we could do this again, Kia,” she said when the kiss broke.

“It is wonderful to be here with you like this,” I responded as she leaned forward for another epic kiss.

When the kiss broke, I kicked off my shoes and pulled my feet under me as I leaned into her. She wrapped me in her arms.

“You look really nice, Kia, and I love your fragrance.”

“Thank you, Robin. I feel so great like this.”

She was quiet for a bit, then she said, “I have some news…”

“Oh…”

“About the position in Kansas City. It looks like that may be moving forward.”

“That’s fantastic news, Robin,” I responded, knowing this was probably going to throw my life into the blender.

“They are asking if I can come to KC in a couple of weeks, maybe to stay the weekend and then meet with the rest of the team on Monday…”

“Wow.”

“They will pay for my room at the Embassy Hotel downtown. It’s a really nice place.”

“This is such a great opportunity for you.”

“I was wondering if Kia might want to come with me…” she said, stroking my cheek with her finger.

“I don’t think that would be a good idea,” I responded.

“Why not?!? It would be great for us to check out the town. I want to make sure you would be happy there.”

I leaned into her. “I’ll be happy anywhere you are.”

“That’s sweet, but I’m serious.”

“But what would I do about work?”

“Ask for a couple of days off. You have some vacation, don’t you?”

“I think so…”

“There you go. You have the weekends off. You just need to ask for Monday and Tuesday. You can do that, can’t you?”

“I think so. Are you serious about it being Kia going with you?”

“Yes. Doesn’t Kia want to go with me?” she teased.

“Do you think I can do it?”

“Tell you what. Every evening after work, let’s have Kia around and work together on how you look so you will be ready. How does that sound?”

“Scary.”

“Don’t give me that. My girlfriend is not that easily frightened. Besides, I’ll be there to protect you.”

“Okay…”

“That’s our plan then. But right now, I want to kiss you some more,” Robin said, leaning forward for another passionate kiss. I could feel her hand doing an exploration of my leg which caused my brain to seize up and forget about what I had just agreed to.

We kissed some more and we talked about the planned trip to Kansas City. She thought flying was the best option since it was an eight-hour trip by car. We’d drive to one of the Chicago airports, park the car and catch a plane from there. It didn’t occur to me that it would be Kia that would be flying or I might have been a bit more spooked. The more we talked, the more it sounded like it would be a great chance to look over KC. She was doing a good job of selling it.

We continued to kiss and do a little heavy petting until it grew quite late. Following a substantial kiss, she gave me a bright smile.

“Did someone mention coffee and cake?” she asked.

“Yes indeed,” I said as I took out a tissue and wiped some of my lipstick from her lips.

“Let me get the coffee,” she offered, taking the tissue and using it on me. My makeup was probably a mess.

She left for the kitchen and I got a chance to think about what was happening. Robin and Kia would be going to Kansas City! She promised to help me with my look, voice and mannerisms… kind of a crash course in being a girl. The idea was tempting while at the same time scaring me to death. I would need to focus to make sure I didn’t embarrass myself- or Robin.

While I waited, I grabbed my mirrored compact and fixed my lipstick and added a little powder. I also gave myself a spritz of perfume. It felt so wonderful to be so free with my feminine self after spending so many years hiding it away from everyone- including myself. Maybe Robin was right; if I did some work on my mannerisms and was able to build some confidence, I could blend in as a woman. I’m a bit concerned; Missouri is not Illinois. Here I have a lot of acceptance as there is a lot of regulations to protect LGBT folks. I won’t have the same thing in Missouri. The key would be to be the best girl I could be and not get clocked. To that end, I’m going to work with Robin very hard to make sure I get everything right.

Robin came back with a tray with two cups of coffee and a single slice of cake. It looks like we will be sharing. She had done a little work on her makeup as well.

“Did you miss me?” she asked.

“Yes I did. I was thinking about stuff.”

“What kind of stuff?”

“I’m worried about Kansas City.”

“Don’t you want to go?!! I guess I could call Jessie and see if she will go with me.”

“NO… It’s not that. I do want to go. It sounds like a blast.”

“So, what’s the problem?”

“Well, you know…”

“Kia, everything will be fine. You’ll look great. You’re a perfect size ten, are very pretty and by the time we get done with you, no one will suspect a thing.”

“I guess…”

“I’ll protect you. If any smelly old guys come after you, they’ll wish they had never been born.”

I laughed out loud at that. Of course with the several years of martial arts training she had in high school, she is probably right.

“You should drink your coffee before it gets cold,” she told me, handing me a cup.

We drank our coffee and shared the piece of cake, her filling me in a little bit more about the job she was going after.

“I will be getting a good raise in salary, and the cost of living in KC is much lower than here,” she explained. “We’ll be able to get by on my salary and you can take your time to find a job you really like.”

“That would be cool. Maybe getting a mechanic’s position at a car dealership or something.”

“That sounds dull. What about something a little more exciting. They have a NASCAR track there. Maybe get on the pit crew. Or maybe get into restoring classic cars. You could look around and find something that you really like doing.”

“That would be amazing, Robin. I hadn’t even thought about those kinds of things.”

“I know you are a skilled mechanic. This would give you the opportunity to branch out to something a bit more challenging than working in a tire shop.”

I thought about what she was suggesting. A member of the pit crew would probably require a lot of travel, but maybe working as a mechanic at the racetrack would be cool. The classic car idea would be great as well, or maybe get into restoring old farm equipment or repairing industrial machinery; something where I could use more of my mechanical ability. I don’t know how much money there would be in it, but it doesn’t sound like that is something Robin is all that worried about.

“While we’re in Kansas City, let’s look at some real-estate ads and see what the property market is like. Maybe get a little bigger place out of town, something with a big garage for all your tools.”

“What tools?” I asked.

“The ones you are going to buy.”

“Oh, you mean those tools,” I responded with a laugh.

She took the fork and cut off a small piece, delivering it to my mouth. I opened my lips and took the offered morsel as she smiled broadly.

“I think my pretty little girl likes chocolate,” she teased.

“Yes, I do!” I responded as she took a little bit for herself. It felt so tender to be with her like this where I could let my guard down and be softer and more romantic. ‘I like being a girl,’ I thought to myself as another piece of cake came my way.

After we finished our snack, I picked up the tray with the dishes and headed for the kitchen, exhibiting my best wiggle. Robin gave a whistle and I felt my face redden as I left the room.

As I put the dishes in the dishwasher, I noticed that it was about full so I added a soap tablet and started it off. I did a quick clean-up and hurried back to the den to see if I can get into some more kissing with Robin.

When I returned to the den, she had kicked off her shoes and pointed to the space on the floor in front of her.

“Go ahead and sit here so I can rub your shoulders? You look tense.”

“That sounds nice,” I said, settling in between her legs. She began to rub my neck and I felt myself relax courtesy of the massage. She also gripped my arms between her legs and I could feel the texture of her hose against my bare arms. I made a purring sound as I felt so good to be here.

“How does that feel?” she whispered in my ear, moving her massage from my neck to my shoulders and upper back.

“Wonderful.”

She continued rubbing, then she started stroking my upper thigh with a stocking-covered foot. I felt the bottom of my dress start to creep up my thigh, probably because I failed to tuck it under me when I sat. I need to remember to do that.

She continued for a bit and I got so relaxed that I was afraid I was going to fall asleep.

“Kia. I think I’d like to take you to bed with me…”

“Sounds good,” I said, standing and wobbling just a bit because I had sat so long, my feet started falling asleep.

I held out my hand to her. She rose and I took her in my arms, looking into her beautiful eyes before initiating a tender kiss.

“I love you, Robin.”

“And I love you, Kia,” she said before leaning forward for another kiss.

After a bit more kissing, Robin reached out her hand and led me to our bedroom. I was very excited with where this might go, but with me being all made up, my wig on and myself tightly taped up, it might be a bit of a challenge. I would let Robin take the lead.

Once we got to the bedroom, we stood beside the bed and continued kissing.

Once the kiss broke, she looked at me. “Kia, you look so pretty. Can we leave your makeup on for a little while?”

“Sure…” I responded as I felt her drop the zipper on the back of my dress. I stepped out of the dress and stood in front of her in my slip. She stroked my breast forms and noticed the seam since I hadn’t glued them on.

“This weekend, maybe we could use the adhesive on your forms. I bet they would feel more realistic,” she said as she continued to run her hand across my fake breasts. She grabbed my hand and pulled it to her breast. “More like these.”

“I’d like that,” I whispered as I worked the zipper down and helped her out of her dress as well. I did a feel-up of her breasts and started kissing her ears and neck, something she always likes when Kevin does it.

“Give me just a minute to freshen up, then I’d like to continue,” she told me. “Don’t go away.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” I told her as I sat on the edge of the bed.

She only took a couple of minutes in the bathroom, then she went to her dresser and took out a vinyl pouch.

“I bought something for us,” she said as she sat on the bed beside me and opened the zipper on the pouch. She drew out a pink dildo about six inches long.

“It even has a vibrator,” she announced as she twisted a button on the base of it and it started to buzz. She rubbed it across my breast but I couldn’t feel much.

“Can you feel that?” she asked.

“Not really.”

“Bummer,” she said, handing it to me. “Try it on me.”

I grabbed the device and stroked it on her breast over her slip. Apparently she had removed her bra when she was in the bath. Her nipples started to poke out in the soft material when I moved the vibrator across them.

“How does that feel?” I asked.

Mmmmmm, she replied as I continued to tease her nipples with the end of the pink dildo.

I dropped the dildo to her lap and started to move it across her belly. She opened her legs and I dropped the buzzing appliance to her center.

“Here, let me help,” she said as she moved the bottom of her slip to her waist. Apparently she had removed her panties as well. I slid the device across her pussy and she started to shiver.

“Does that feel good?” I asked.

“Oh yes,” she responded.

“Show me what feels good,” I asked her. She gave me a puzzled look, then I handed her the device.

She spread the lips of her pussy and reduced the intensity of the vibrations a little bit. She passed the end of the dildo around her clit and I watched it puff up. She continued to circle herself until she started to quiver and pant, then she cried out in excitement. She increased the intensity of the vibrations and then dropped the device to her pussy. I saw her envelope it as she pressed it in and out, then seeking out her G-spot. She cried out as she orgasmed.

She must have gotten a bit overwhelmed as she turned off the vibrator and drew it out of her pussy.

“Now you,” she said, reaching for the pouch. She brought out a tube of lubricant and a condom. I looked at the rubber with confusion.

“That’s to keep things clean,” she explained. Ah; so apparently the dildo is headed for someplace dirty. We have previously done some anal play with a rubber glove, but never anything like a vibrator.

“Are you okay with this, Kia?” she asked, radiating a bit of concern.

“I think so. I don’t have very much experience with this,” I said as she put the latex glove on her right hand.

“I’ll be gentle. If something is uncomfortable, let me know and we’ll quit. Can you take off your panties and hose?

I did as she asked, then she had me roll to my side in front of her.

“I’m going to add a little lube. Here, maybe you would like to see how I taste,” she said, having me open my mouth as she put the dildo between my lips. I sucked it to taste her juices and thought where the dildo had been just a little while before. I also now understood what she meant about needing the condom to keep it clean.

She spread my lower cheeks and started adding some lube to my puckered entrance. She was very slow and deliberate as she applied the lubricant. I felt a bit of pressure as a finger entered me and I clenched against it.

“Relax, honey. You’re doing great. Breathe and just relax. If anything is hurting, let me know.”

I took several deep breaths and tried to welcome the latex intruder inside of me. Finally I felt myself relax and sensed a digit drift deep inside. She slowly moved in and out, then removed her finger completely, added more lube, and entered me again. This time there was a bit more size, so I assumed there was more than one finger. I sucked on the dildo between my lips with more intensity, removing every bit of her taste.

“Does that feel alright, Kia honey?” she whispered.

“Uh-huh,” I mumbled around the dildo in my mouth.

“It doesn’t hurt, does it?”

“Nuh-huh,” I muttered as I felt myself push back toward her probing fingers. She continued her slow in-and-out, then she removed her fingers again. I kind of missed their presence. She added more lube, then entered me again. I eagerly allowed her in and drank in the new sensation.

“Can I borrow this?” she asked, removing the dildo from my mouth. She removed her fingers from my backside and wiped my lipstick from the pink dildo. Then she covered it with a small condom and smeared it with a heavy coating of lube.

“Are you ready?” she asked as I heard the snap of her removing the latex glove.

“Yes, please,” I responded. I felt the pink phallus at my rear entrance, my pushing back toward it trying to take it into me. I was quite loose and she was able to enter me easily with no discomfort. I felt the item push into me, then pull back, then in again. It was an amazing sensation and unlike anything I had ever experienced.

“I’m going to try to find your prostate, Kia. Let me know if you feel something,” she said as I felt the dildo push into me. She stroked in and out and all at once I felt an incredible sensation.

“There…” I squeaked.

“I’m going to rub it for a little bit, then we’ll turn on the vibration,” she whispered.

My body signaled an incredible sensation as she stroked across the incredibly sensitive spot. She started the vibration and the feeling went into sensory overload. I whimpered and shook and pushed against the intruder trying to get a bit more of the incredible stimulation.

“Is that okay, Kia?” she asked, tenderly.

“That is incredible, Robin. Just amazing,” I responded, gasping for breath.

I finally gave a long, low moan and she must have assumed I’d had enough. She reduced the intensity of the vibration and let me settle.

“How did that feel, Kia?”

I continued to pant as she slowly withdrew the object from my backside.

“That was wonderful, Robin. Thank you, thank you!”

She took her pink toy and removed the condom, turning it inside-out and wrapping it in a tissue. I rolled onto my back and held my arms out to her. She lowered herself to me and I gave her a giant hug, following it with a kiss. She settled on top of me as I worked on recovering from the amazing experience. I was eager to try this again in the future.

I continued to tightly hold her and stroke her soft skin as I felt myself come back to earth. I finally released my grip and she rose to look me in the eye.

“You are my best girlfriend, Kia. I hope you know that.”

“I love being your girlfriend, Robin. I hope we can continue to do things like this.”

“Oh, I guarantee we will, but right now we probably better get you ready for bed. Work comes early in the morning. At least the week is almost over and we’ll have the weekend to play.”

“Play sounds nice,” I responded, getting up and heading for the bath to turn myself back into a boy.


Chapter 12

Friday, February 21st

As we agreed, last evening Kia came over and we did girl training. We talked that morning and she said for me to come home and get cleaned up, then we would go out someplace casual for dinner. I was still a bit nervous going out in public, but after I got done with my wig, makeup and clothes, I looked pretty good. Robin had recommended an outfit for me of my beige dress slacks with a brown blouse and sweater set. I wore matching brown shoes with a 2-inch kitten heel.

Last night’s dinner was fun, but tonight I planned to make her something at home. I was able to come home right on time and took a long shower and shaved everything close. Robin suggested that since I would be spending the weekend as a girl I should go ahead and glue on my breast forms. I did the same procedure they used at the mastectomy store and as I pulled my bra into place, I noticed everything worked out great. There was a subtle difference with the forms being glued on; they just felt more realistic, or at least I thought so.

After makeup and hair, I put on a nude slip and then dropped to the bed to put on my hose. These were the designer ones that were very sheer and made my freshly shaved legs look good.

Next came a very light and comfortable knee-length black and red dress with a black belt that matched my pumps. I slipped on my shoes and twirled in front of the mirror. Part of me was inside yelling about the fact that I was a boy in a dress, but I didn’t see a boy, only a girl. I loved the reflection I saw in the mirror.

I searched for some earrings, a bracelet, a necklace then found a purse that would go with the outfit. I mused about the fact that Robin wanted me to get my ears pierced so I could get away from the uncomfortable clip-on earrings. Maybe this weekend that will happen.

After getting dressed, I went to the kitchen to start dinner. I planned a stuffed chicken breast with baked potatoes and steamed broccoli. We would start with a green salad and I picked up a light oil and herb vinegar dressing. I would need to get started to make sure I had everything ready for when Robin got home in another hour.

While I prepared the meal, I used the time to work on my voice. Luckily I didn’t have a high voice to begin with so I was able to make some subtle changes to make me sound more feminine. Robin said the pitch of my voice was only part of what was needed. I needed to practice how a woman talks, what they talked about, and the words that were used. I had to admit that working in a tire shop I didn’t get a lot of exposure to the way women talked, so I needed to watch more girl shows on TV.

After my practice, I headed to the kitchen, put on my apron and began to work on tonight’s meal- mozzarella stuffed chicken parmigiana. It was a fairly easy recipe, cooked fast, and always tasted great. I dipped the breasts stuffed with mozzarella in flour, egg and panko, fried them until brown then covered them in marinara sauce. I transferred them to a dish to go into the oven. I finished up the salad, then put the broccoli on the stove to heat slowly in some cream of mushroom soup. I stabbed a couple of russet potatoes and put them in the microwave. Everything was coming along nicely.

I set the dining room table, added some candles, wine and water glasses, then opened a bottle of red to breathe.

I checked the oven and the chicken was done, so I turned down the heat on everything to wait for Robin to get home.

In no time I heard the garage door open, signaling that Robin had arrived. I went to the back door to welcome her home.

I opened the door to see her exit her car. She gave me a big smile.

“Oh, Kia. Thank you for being here.”

She walked in the back door and gave a sniff. “Dinner smells wonderful; and you look pretty wonderful as well.”

“How was your day, Robin?”

“I had a lousy day full of men screwing things up for me, then refusing to take responsibility. I’m so glad I could come home for some girl time with no men around.”

“I’m sorry to hear about your day, honey. I have one of your favorite dinners and a little red wine to get us started.”

“That sounds wonderful. Let me go change and I’ll be right back,” she said as she headed up the stairs.

I felt sorry for her with the bad day she had. Maybe I can try to have her talk about it a little bit and make her feel better. Her statement about having no men around was enlightening. I would try extra hard to make sure I didn’t do anything man-like to maintain the illusion that she was in a male-free environment.

A few minutes later she came down in a flirty blue and white dress wearing navy pumps. She had changed her makeup somewhat and did a light curl on her hair. She looked fantastic.

“You look beautiful, Robin. Dinner is ready but let’s have a glass of wine and you can tell me about your day.”

“I don’t know if I want to remember my day.”

“It’s just us girls here. You can unload on your male co-workers. You’ll feel better.”

“Maybe you’re right, Kia.”

And unload she did. She told me about one of the guys in payables not getting a payment out on time and missing a discount. When she ragged on him about it, he responded it was only a discount, not a big deal.

“It’s money, Greg. What do you mean it’s not a big deal. Besides it means we won’t qualify for the discount in the future.”

He just shrugged it off and started talking to one of the other guys about the score of a game the night before.

“I could have killed him,” she growled. “We had perfect payment performance up until that time. I feel like taking the discount out of his paycheck to let him know what a big deal it was.”

“That sucks that he couldn’t even realize he screwed up.”

“Well, it gets worse. Our boss came in and wanted me to call the vendor and see if we could get the discount back, even though we paid late.”

“Really?!? Why not have the guy who screwed it up call.”

“Oh, the boss thought I would do a better job massaging bad feelings. I’ll be glad when I’m the boss,” she admitted.

“Were you able to work it out?”

“Of course. They halved the penalty and restored our A+ payment record so we will get discounts in the future- provided payment was made on time.”

“That’s amazing, Robin.”

“I went in and told the boss that I wanted to take over the account to make sure there were no future screw-ups, but he said he would handle it.”

“What?!?”

“I’ll probably end up calling again next month when the asshole forgets to make the payment.”

“Maybe next month the boss can call. I doubt they will be very nice next time.”

“All Greg wants to do is talk about sports and his new boat. Of course the boss is a big sports fan too and that’s all they talk about.”

“Men and their sports stuff.”

“You’ve got it. Let’s have some dinner, Kia. Thanks for letting me vent.”

“Fancy dinner coming up.”

—————

After our dinner and our cleaning up together, she got this evil look in her eye.

“Hey, Kia. It’s Friday night. Let’s go out and do something.”

“Okay,” I responded noncommittally.

“I’ll call Jessie and see if she wants to go with us. Maybe go out for a drink somewhere.”

“Do you think I look okay?” I asked, hesitantly.

“No problem,” she said as she grabbed her phone and gave Jessie a call.

A few minutes later, we were in her car and on our way to Jessie’s place. Robin offered to be the designated driver and allow her sister and I to get tanked. I told her I didn’t think that would be a good idea and she just laughed it off. I hope she’s just messing with me.

We drove to Jess’ place and she met us at the back door. She looked beautiful in a cobalt blue dress with her blonde hair pulled back.

“Do you know of some place we can go for a drink and not get hit on. I’m done with guys today,” Robin said.

Jessie gave me a wink and said, “There’s a new place over on Central Avenue that hasn’t got too busy yet. If they start to hit on you, just tell them you’re married and show them your ring. Hey maybe I should wear my old engagement ring as well. Might as well get some use out of it.”

“That just leaves Kia being available,” Robin teased.

“You guys need to go to the jewelry store and get Kia a wedding set,” Jessie said.

“Hey, that’s a great idea.”

It looks like I may be getting another wedding ring.

“Are you ready, Kia?” Jessie said, coming back from her room with her diamond engagement ring flashing on her left hand.

“Ready…” I said as we headed for Robin’s car.

The bar was just a few blocks from Jessie’s house, but even though it was fairly new, the parking lot was packed.

“Business is picking up,” I groaned.

“There are plenty of tables, unless you would rather sit at the bar,” Jessie said with a grin.

“Table will work for me,” I responded.

I tried to remember all my girl moves as we walked into the bar. Even though the parking area was crammed, there were empty tables inside.

As we sat, I looked at Robin. “Do you think I dare order a drink?” I asked.

“Why not, that’s why we’re here.”

“But what if they ask for an ID.”

“Show it to them. You’re old enough.”

I was on pins and needles as we ordered drinks. I ordered a Cosmo, Jessie had a G&T and Robin stuck with cola.

“I’m sorry, ladies, but I’ll need to see some ID,” the waitress said.

Jessie delivered hers and then I produced mine. There was a double-take, then the waitress gave me a big smile.

“Honey, you look beautiful. I’ll be right out with your drinks.”

I blew out a long breath and Robin gave me a wink.

“I agree with the waitress, you are beautiful, Kia,” Robin said as Jessie nodded in agreement.

“Thank you both for including me.”

“So, what’s Christian done to you this week?” Robin asked Jessie.

“Grrrrrr… The bastard. We were supposed to go in for another hearing next week, but he called the judge and said he would be out of town, so they put it off for a month.”

“What about your insurance?” I asked.

“Oh, I ended up having to pay it, plus a reinitiation fee. I sent a copy of the paperwork to the judge. Oh, and the premium went up.”

“Of course,” Robin said.

“I could probably get coverage through my new employer, but as long as the slimedog Ex is paying the premium, I’ll just stay with what I have.”

While Robin told Jessie what Greg did at her work today, I experimented with crossing my leg at the knee. It is a little uncomfortable with the tape, but it isn’t impossible. I twisted my foot this way and that and thought I looked quite elegant. We got some looks from a couple of guys, but since there were the three of us and we were all talking together, no one bothered us.

“I need to hit the powder room. Kia, go with me,” Jessie said, grabbing my hand. I uncrossed my legs, stood and followed her to the ladies’ room while we left Robin at the table. I get the feeling this was another test that Jessie was putting me through, but I’d done this enough I felt confident.

I did need the bathroom, so I sat lady-like, removed a bit of tape and directed the stream into the bowl. It sounded pretty authentic.

Afterwards, I wiped, replaced the tape, flushed and met Jessie at the mirror. I washed my hands, dried them with a towel and grabbed my lipstick out of my purse. I made a bit of a show with refreshing it by using the brush rather than just the tip of the lipstick. That got a smile out of Jessie.

“You look fantastic, Kia. Can I try your lipstick brush.”

“Sure, honey,” I responded, using a tissue to get my lipstick off the brush and handing it to her. She applied her much lighter color lipstick with the brush, then looked at me.

“What do you think?”

“That looks fantastic, Jessie. Just one little spot. Let me help,” I said, taking the lipstick brush and doing the correction. I think she did that on purpose.

I pulled out my container of fragrance and put a little on my wrists and on my neck. That got me another big smile.

“You are such a girl, Kia. I’m so happy we can hang together.”

“Likewise, Jessie,” I said, grabbing her hand as we headed out the door.

When we got back to the table, there was someone sitting with Robin. As we approached, Robin introduced us.

“Abby, this is my sister Jessica and my girlfriend Kia. Guys, this is Abby. We work together in the same department.”

“Nice to meet you, Abby,” I croaked, not quite sure how this was going to go.

“A pleasure, Abby,” Jessie responded.

As we sat, Robin spoke. “I was just telling Abby what that scumbag Greg done at work today. That was Abby’s account before Greg came and the vendor thinks the world of her.”

“That was pretty careless of him,” I offered.

“Damn right. I worked my ass off to get the best possible rating from them, and in six months he screws it all up,” Abby growled.

“And then the boss made Robin call to fix it,” Jessie added.

“Carter is just an ass,” Abby continued.

Robin shook her head in agreement.

“How about another round?” Abby asked.

“Sure,” Jessie said.

“I’m good,” I responded, not wanting to get sloshed. The one drink I had was hitting me hard after all the wine at dinner.

“Come on…” Jessie whined. I nodded my head yes, not wanting to make a scene.

“I’ll make sure you get home okay, Kia,” Robin teased. I think maybe she wanted me to get hammered.

Thankfully we had the same waitress and I didn’t have to show an ID. Abby did have to show hers. A few minutes later, I had a fresh drink in front of me. We toasted to new friends and I took a small sip. I planned to leave most of it as I was already feeling the first drink.

After a little more grouching about the guys that Abby and Robin worked with, as well as some horror stories about Jessie’s Ex, we were ready to go.

“It was so great meeting you, Abby,” I said, giving her a hug.

“And you too Kia,” Abby replied.

Abby gave Jessie and Robbin both a hug and we parted and headed for the car.

We headed back to Jessie’s for a cup of coffee, then finally started home after midnight. Of course, Jessie added some Irish Cream to her and my coffee so by the time I got home my head was spinning.

When we walked through the door, Robin closed and locked it, then turned to give me a long look.

“You come here little girl,” she said, crossing to where I was standing. “I’ve been waiting to get you alone all evening.”

She put my arms over her shoulders and gave me a passionate kiss.

“That was some kiss, Robin,” I told her.

“Well, I’m just getting started so you better buckle up.”

With that she gave me another kiss that featured a lot of tongue that I took eagerly. My head was still a bit foggy from all the alcohol, but I liked where this is headed.

As we kissed, we felt each other up, our grabbing handfuls of each other’s butt and breasts. I could even feel a bit more sensation as she rubbed my breast form since they were glued in place. Things were getting quite steamy when Robin broke our kiss, then gave me a wolfish smile.

“You come with me, dearie. I need you,” she said as she took my hand and led me up the stairs to our bedroom.

When we got to our bedroom, she helped me remove my dress and had me sit on the side of the bed. She crossed the room to her dresser and pulled out a couple of scarves, returning to where I was sitting.

“I don’t want you running off on me,” she said as she used one of the scarves to tie my hands in front of me. After she checked I was secure, she wrapped another scarf over my eyes.

“I’m going to the bathroom for a bit. Don’t go anywhere.”

“I promise, Robin. I’ll stay here and be good.”

“That’s my girl.”

I tested my bonds and they were tight, but not cutting off my circulation or anything. The bondage thing is something that we’ve done a couple of times before and it was always a turn-on for us.

With my having the fake boobs glued on and myself tightly taped up, I figured this was going to be more girl-girl stuff. I did enjoy pleasing Robin like that, and I know she liked my attention. I listened to the water running in the bathroom and wondered what was up.

After quite a while, I heard the door open and felt her sit on the bed beside me.

“How’s my sweet girlfriend? Have you been good?”

“Yes. I’ve been waiting and eager to please you.”

“That’s my girl. I might be naked. Would you like to see?”

“Oh yes.”

“Too bad you have that scarf over your eyes. I bet you would like to look at me.”

“Can I see you?”

“Not yet, but soon. I’d like you to do a favor for me first. Please lay on your back in the middle of the bed?”

“Sure,” I said as I moved myself back as she directed me where to lay. She took my bound hands and tied them to the brass headboard.

“You are really pretty today and you have made me very hot. Would you like to taste me?”

“Please.”

I felt her position her pussy over my mouth and yes, she was right, she was very hot. I took a lick and tasted mint; it was nice. She moved around to guide my attentions and started to moan.

“Oh, Kia. That feels nice. I hope you like how I taste.”

“Mummm, Mummm,” I muttered as she continued to press herself onto my mouth. I drove my tongue deep into her pussy and she gave a short shriek.

She drew herself away from my mouth, her breath coming in gasps.

“I love when you do that for me. More?!?” she teased.

“Yes, please. I love how you taste.”

“Okay, but I’m not going to make it easy on you. If you can please me, I might give you a credit for a demerit. Would you like me to take off the blindfold?”

“Oh, yes. I want to see your beautiful pussy.”

She sat on my chest and reached around, unknotting the blindfold.

“Hello there…” she teased as I drank in how she looked as she hovered above me completely naked.”

“You are so beautiful, Robin.”

“You said you wanted to see my pussy…”

“Yes.”

She straddled my head and settled in on my mouth again, holding onto the headboard for support. She delivered her clit for my attention. I teased it with the end of my tongue, causing it to swell as she sucked in a breath. I pressed my tongue against her sensitive spot as she started to moan and shake. I took her mini-penis between my lips and she cried out in delight as I lightly sucked.

“Oh, Kia…” she said as her breath faltered, then she let out a long moan. She was as wet as a river and my face was covered with her juices.

She adjusted herself to guide my tongue into her center. I happily assisted by driving into her and feeling her shiver. Her breath faltered and she cried out, quaking in a small orgasm. I resolved that I would build a bigger one and quickened and deepened my assault on her pussy. My efforts were rewarded as she cried out with another more substantial orgasm, her grinding herself into my waiting mouth. She raised herself from me to allow me a couple of deep breaths before pressing into me again, her screams of pleasure reaching a climax that left her completely breathless. She slid herself down to my chest, thanking me profusely for my attention to detail.

“I love giving you pleasure, Robin.”

“And I love giving you pleasure, Kia. But I’m going to make you wait. I want to make sure you are ready for me.”

“I’m willing to wait for you, Robin.”

“I promise, I’ll make sure it’s worth it,” she said as she untied my hands from the headboard then dropping to me for a massive hug.

“Let me go get cleaned up and put on my nightgown, then I’ll help you get cleaned up for bed,” she said, raising from the bed and heading for the bath.

Wow, what an amazing wife I have.

—————

True to her word, she came back a few minutes later in a beautiful short turquoise nightgown, then had me walk with her to my dresser. She had me take out my pink nightgown and my sports bra then directed me to take a seat in front of her makeup table. She removed the hairpins from my wig, finally pulling it from my head. I was still wearing my hose, slip and underwear. She helped me take off the slip and stroked my breast forms that were stuck to my body beneath my bra.

“I really like those,” she cooed.

“I like yours,” I said, teasing the nipple that pushed out beneath her nightgown.

“You little devil,” she said with a smile. She had me stand and then removed my pantyhose, giving me a feel-up. She removed my makeup with a remover cloth, helped me exchange my pink bra for the gray sports bra, then helped me put on the gown. She had me sit again, then she straddled my lap, put her arms around me and gave me an epic kiss. She removed my clip earrings and the necklace and put them on the makeup table.

“Let’s get your ears pierced sometime.”

“Okay. Won’t the guys at work give me a hard time?”

“From what you’ve said, they already give you a hard time. Do they give Derrick a hard time about his ponytail?”

“I guess not. Well… okay, let’s do it.”

“Speaking of long hair,” she said, running her hand through my hair, “what about letting your hair grow out.”

“You think?”

“Yes…” she said, then started kissing me again.

After a while we decided we were both ready for bed. I pulled down the covers and settled in. I usually slept on my side, but with the forms it was a little bit uncomfortable. I rolled onto my back and Robin spooned in beside me. She pressed her breasts into me and with one hand, gripped my form.

“Is this okay, Kia,” she asked sweetly.

“Wonderful,” I responded, relishing the closeness. In no time at all I fell asleep.


Chapter 13

Sunday, February 23rd

Yesterday was a lot of fun hanging around with Robin. We did some shopping, or mostly trying a bunch of things on but not buying much. Robin found a really cute short dress for herself, and I bought a skirt, blouse and a pair of black leather boots with a bit of heel. Robin thought they made my legs look good and would be practical in colder weather. It made me wonder just how long I would be doing this, but I was having fun so I decided not to dwell on it.

We also went to a jewelry store as Robin wanted to know what my ring-size was. She wouldn’t tell me why, but I think Kia may get a wedding ring.

This morning, in what was becoming a Sunday ritual, we met for breakfast with Jessie. I dressed in a red chamois skirt about knee length, and a black blouse that was so sheer I had to wear a camisole underneath. Even though the skirt was knee length, it had front buttons and Robin insisted that I leave a high slit in front, showing quite a bit of leg. She assured me that I looked hot.

Robin had a mid-length green dress with three-quarter sleeves and her black pumps. It had front buttons and she left enough buttons open to show quite a bit of cleavage. I really liked the outfit.

This morning we went to another omelet restaurant with primarily a female clientele. Jessie was dressed in a beautiful hot-pink dress with a floral motif. She looked stunning.

“Hi, Kia,” she said. “Great to see you again. I really like that outfit.”

“And I love your dress. Too bad we’re not the same size or I would steal that.”

“Yes, too bad. I have a lot of nice things that I don’t get a chance to wear working at an insurance company.”

Robin gave her sister a big hug and we entered the restaurant and had a brief wait for a table. This restaurant was quite a bit busier than the one last week.

“So, how’s things?” Robin asked Jessie.

“So-so. Asshole Christian is up to his old tricks, but nothing that I can’t handle.”

“What’s he doing now?” I asked.

“The leasing company for his car contacted me about needing to extend the lease. My name was on the lease when we were married and he was supposed to get it changed. I guess he never got around to it.”

“Or he didn’t want to for some reason,” Robin suggested.

“He is trying to keep something hidden, I’m sure of it. I gave the leasing company the name of the judge and told them to contact her about it because the divorce stated he would remove my name from the lease.”

“What’d they say?” I asked.

“They hemmed and hawed and said they would contact Christian again and find out what he wanted to do. I’m not going to make this easy for him. I figure he is trying to stick me with paying half the lease on his damn car.”

“Why did you have your name on his car lease?” Robin asked.

“There was some ugliness on his credit report and I think he needed me on it so he could qualify.”

“Figures…” Robin replied.

We finished our breakfast and Jessie asked if we were going to do anything special.

“I thought we could go to some open houses around Aurora. We’ll be house hunting in Kansas City and maybe we can get some ideas of what we want in the new house,” Robin responded.

“Cool idea,” both Jessie and I responded.

“Then later I thought we could go to the grocery and pick up something for dinner.”

“Is Kia a good cook?” Jessie asked with a smile.

“Oh yes,” Robin replied. “She’s also going to be spending some time with our housekeeper learning some new recipes. You got next Wednesday afternoon off, didn’t you Kia?”

“Yes. It’s all set up,” I responded. I didn’t really get the sense that Kia was going to be working with Gloria. I thought it would be Kevin but I should have known better.

“I talked to Gloria and she is looking forward to your help, Kia.”

“Sounds like fun,” I said aloud, but inside I was nervous as hell. Just what was Gloria going to think? Recently I’ve dealt with Abby and now Gloria. I need to talk to Robin about all of this.

“Can I tag along to the open house?” Jessie asked.

“Sure. I’ve got a list of some places to look at. Do you want to ride with us?” Robin asked.

“No, I’ll take my car in the event something comes up and I need to get back.”

“Does that sound like fun, Kia?” Robin asked.

“Sounds great!”

Robin pulled out her phone and shortly later Jessie’s phone chirped.

“There’s the list of houses we wanted to visit. Let’s meet at the first one,” Robin said.

“See you in a bit.”

Robin and I returned to her car and headed for Aurora.

—————

As she drove to the first house she wanted to look at, I saw the open house sign in front. The house was huge. We parked and I went to the Real Estate sign and picked up a flyer. Holy shit! This place was five bedrooms- four and a half baths with a giant kitchen, den, and a formal dining room. It was also almost half a million dollars! I hope she’s not looking at a house like this in KC.

I whispered to her, “Hey, honey, this place is a lot of money.”

“I know, Kia. But I thought we would look at some of the fixtures and see how the house was laid out and if we would like it. I was particularly interested in the Master on Main floorplan but can see advantages and disadvantages.”

“I’ve heard about that,” I responded, still worried about the price of this house.

“Take a good look at the kitchen. In Kansas City I hope you can do more cooking, maybe take some classes or something.”

“That sounds great! I really like to cook.”

“And I like it when I come home and find you waiting for me with a glass of wine and a tasty dinner in the oven. That reminds me, let’s look at what they have for wine storage.”

A bored agent approached us and told us to let him know if we had any questions, handing us his card. He then bowed out to let us look around.

“Please sign the visitors book when you get a chance,” he added.

We waited around for Jessie before heading too far from the front of the house. It had a huge foyer that in my estimation was just a waste of space. It didn’t even have a coat closet and you would have to add a coat tree. This is the Midwest; there should always be a coat closet. It did have a cool glass chandelier.

Jessie came in shortly later with a scowl.

“Asshole Ex again?” Robin asked.

“What else. He called me while I was driving over and asked me why I was giving the leasing company such a hard time.”

“He really doesn’t get it, does he,” I said.

“No, Kia. You would think his secretary girlfriend could explain it to him, but apparently not.”

First stop was the kitchen and I wasn’t impressed. It was huge but had a crummy layout. There was a long countertop with a double-oven on one end, a triple-well sink in the middle, and a huge refrigerator on the other side. It would be like running track going from one end of the kitchen to the other all the time when making a meal. It also desperately needed a center island to give some more preparation space. This was a kitchen for someone who ate a lot of takeout.

Most of the dry-goods storage would be in the giant walk-in pantry that was located even further down the kitchen wall past the rear door. There would be a lot of energy required to prepare a meal in this kitchen. Plus, I hated the countertop; it was ugly.

The six-burner gas range looked intimidating and would probably be a bitch to keep clean.

There was a huge table, hutch and china cabinet in the kitchen that would have been better placed in a dining room. There was no place for an informal meal and unloading the dish washer would require several trips across the kitchen with clean dishes to put into the hutch and cabinet.

The dishwasher was right beside the sink, but there were no cupboards above it; just a huge window that overlooked the pool in the back yard. Obviously designed by someone who had never unloaded a dishwasher in their life.

Robin caught my eye and asked me what I thought.

“I hate it.”

“I do as well. Too cold and formal.”

“It would be impossible to cook a meal unless you were training for the track team.”

We continued to tour the rest of the house; formal dining room, den with a massive fireplace, and a huge sunroom adjacent to the pool. I do admit the pool house was pretty cool.

With the main-floor master bedroom, that pushed the television room to the basement. The master bath was huge with a big shower as well as a garden tub and double vanity. I looked around and there was only a small linen closet, so I guess they expected you to keep all of your clean towels under the vanity. There was a separate cubicle for the toilet which was kind of cool.

The upstairs bedrooms were nothing special except for one that had a big balcony overlooking the pool. There was also an en-suite so this would be like a separate master bedroom. Maybe you could use the bedroom on the lower floor as a mother-in-law suite. My mom and dad were dead and Robin’s mother had a nice penthouse apartment in Chicago. I don’t think we would need anything like that. This house just wouldn’t be practical for us. It seemed impersonal and it was way too big.

“What do you think?” Jessie asked me.

“Yuck.”

“Same here,” she responded with a frown.

Robin returned to where we were standing and asked us if we were ready.

“Get me out of here,” I responded, causing them both to chuckle.

The next couple of houses were about the same, however the fourth house we looked at was a lot better.

“Look, a kitchen you can cook in, and it has a center island!” I said excitedly.

“I kind of like the bedrooms, but they are all upstairs,” Robin said. “There is a great TV and game room and did you see the beautiful fireplace in the den.”

“Yes, it would be a romantic place to curl up with your favorite person,” I said with a wink.

“Just what I was thinking,” Robin responded. Jessie gave a smile and shook her head.

There were a couple more houses on Robin’s list, but we all decided we had seen enough and would rather go out for coffee instead. That sounded good to me. I was ready to get off my feet.

Jessie knew of a nearby coffee shop and we met her there. The place was very quiet, just what I was hoping as I was still a bit anxious being out in public. As I thought about it, I hadn’t had any problems today, so maybe I was just being overly sensitive.

After our coffee and a lot of girl talk, Jessie said she needed to get back and find out what other BS that her ex had been up to.

Robin and I stopped by the grocery and I picked out some pork chops so I could make her something nice for dinner. We got some fresh salad greens and Robin picked out a bottle of white wine to go with our meal. She got another bottle that was chilled that she said we might open before dinner.

We also bought a can of cinnamon rolls because they looked good to Robin. She even offered to make them.

“I’m so happy your mother taught you how to cook,” Robin told me. “My mother just taught me how to drive my father crazy.”

“Stop it. I love your mother.”

“I do too, but she is a disaster in the kitchen.”

“She makes a pretty good lasagna.”

“It is store bought and frozen. Doesn’t count.”

“Well, good thing I like cooking for you,” I said.

“And I like eating what you cook. We are a perfect match.”

I got to thinking about that, we do have an amazing relationship. I like doing things with her, both as Kevin but especially as Kia.


Chapter 14

After our dinner and a dessert of cinnamon rolls and coffee, we went into the TV room to watch a movie.

As we looked over the movie options, I was curious about the types of movies that she was looking at. She passed by some of the comedies and girl sit-coms and was looking at more steamy romances. I kind of liked where this was going as I hoped there might be some kissing in my future.

We settled on a movie and started streaming. I reached over to dim the lights and, in doing so, gave Robin a pretty good leg show.

“Killer legs there, Kia,” she teased.

I blushed and thanked her for the compliment as I settled in beside her.

“I really like hanging with you, Kia. You look pretty.”

“You look nice yourself and I’ve had a great time today.”

I curled up beside her and stroked my finger across her cheek, then dropping it to her breast.

“That is a really pretty dress,” I told her.

“It’s one of my favorites. I’m so glad you like it.”

As we watched the opening credits, I felt her hand start to explore my knee.

“Yes, really nice legs,” she whispered as she delivered a kiss to my lips. I felt her tongue and I opened to allow her in. As the movie droned in the background, we continued to kiss and feel each other up. I dropped my hand to her nylon-covered leg and she turned toward me to give me more access under her dress.

Our kiss broke and I stared into her eyes, my hand continuing a slow trek upward. All at once I encountered something I didn’t expect, a garter clip.

I smiled at her. “Stockings!?! You little tramp.”

“I thought you might like them,” she said, twisting her legs toward me and driving my hand to the soft skin above her nylons.

“Wait until you see my panties,” she said as she continued to stroke my thigh beneath my skirt.

“You are so naughty. What are you wearing?” I asked, moving my hand up to the front of her panties. The area was warm and moist.

“A pretty mint-green thong that matches my bra,” she said, unbuttoning the top of her dress and showing me the lacy green item. I opened a couple more buttons to expose it more. I stroked the beautiful garment and could feel her firm nipple press against the cups.

“That is a really pretty bra,” I cooed as I continued opening buttons down to where I was stopped by her belt. She helped by pushing her dress and slip from her shoulders, bringing her brassiere into view. I stroked my finger across the lacy fabric as I pressed my lips to hers. The nipples were hard as stones as I stroked her bra with my fingertips.

“Kia, if you don’t stop that, we’re going to miss the movie.”

“Do you want me to stop?” I teased, taking her nipple between my thumb and forefinger.

“No…”

I pushed the strap off her shoulder and released her breast from the lacy bra. I dropped my lips to the nipple and gave a light nibble.

“I’ll stop if you tell me to,” I teased.

She grabbed my head and pressed my lips to her breast as I started to suckle. Her body started to quiver. I got the idea she was pretty hot. I continued to suck but dropped my hand to her leg and started stroking the soft skin above her stocking tops.

I pulled back from her breast and resumed kissing her lips. We kissed for a bit and I broke away, pressing my forehead against hers.

“Can I help you take off your dress? I’m afraid it might get wrinkled,” I asked tenderly.

“Uh huh,” she responded. I rose and offered her my hand. She stood and I took her into my arms. I put my hand under her dress and slip, grabbing a handful of her beautiful butt. The thong and garter belt allowed me full access to her soft rear cheeks. The kissing continued.

I loosened her belt and opened the remaining buttons, dropping the dress to the floor. I slid the slip over her head as I stroked her soft skin. This left her standing in front of me only in her beautiful bra, panties and stockings.

“Robin, I really need to get credit for one of my demerits. What do you think?” I asked as I unhooked her light green bra.

“Timing might be good. I took my last birth-control pill this morning. I’ll start my period on Wednesday.”

“Then I better make sure I do a good job satisfying you,” I whispered as I kissed her neck.

With that, she kicked off her pumps and hooked her thumbs into her thong, dropping it to the floor and stepping out of it. She still wore her garter belt and stockings.

I dropped down to retrieve her clothes from the floor and folded them carefully.

“I like your thong panties. They are very pretty,” I said.

“You need to get you some like those. Mine would be too small for you.”

While I was in the vicinity, I ran a line of kisses up her belly. Her fragrance betrayed her level of excitement.

“I really like your garter belt,” I told her as I fiddled with the small green ribbon on the front. “Something else for my shopping list.”

I rose and placed the clothing on the arm of the sofa, then encouraged her to sit. I moved between her legs and she spread them for me, offering me her beautiful pussy. I was still completely dressed. I dropped to my knees in front of her and ran my fingers up her stocking covered legs. I continued to stroke her legs, finally putting them over my shoulders as I dipped my mouth to her pussy. Her breath was coming in gasps as I laved the soft skin above the stockings with my tongue. I slowly moved to her center, taking her beautiful butt in both hands as I lifted her to my waiting lips. I kissed and licked the area as she started to tremble. Her clit was hard as stone as I gave it a brief suckle, causing her to cry out in pleasure.

“Oh Kia, oh Kia…” she said as I dropped my tongue to her molten center. She was dripping wet as I drove my tongue deeply into her. She rewarded my efforts with an orgasm as I drove into her.

The orgasms continued as she gripped me with her soft legs, pressing me tightly against her wanton pussy.

She finally let out a shout as a massive orgasm overtook her. She softened her grip and I removed my tongue, allowing her to recover from the intensity of the experience. I dropped her feet to the floor and pressed myself against them, laying my head in her lap as she struggled to catch her breath.

“Thank you so much, Kia. That was wonderful.”

“You’re welcome, Robin.”

Robin was quiet for a while, then spoke. “Where I would really like to fuck your brains out, I’d like to wait a couple of days? Maybe right before my period starts.”

“Sure, honey. I’m willing to wait for you. I know it will be magical.”

“I promise not to make you suffer, too much. Hey, wait. I have an idea,” she teased as she stroked her hands through the hair of my wig.

“What’s this idea?”

“You have already won a merit for your work earlier. What about playing for double or nothing.”

“Ummmm. I don’t know.”

“Come with me,” she said, turning off the television that still ran in the background. She pulled me by the hand to our bedroom, then pushed me onto the bed.

She walked to her dresser, bringing out a beautiful black and gold oriental-print gown. She tied the sash in front of her.

She went to the bath and came back with a tube of lube and a towel and a wet washcloth.

“I’d like to see your big clitty,” she said. “Would you remove your tape for me?”

I nodded my head and removed my hose and panties, then loosened the tape.

“Here, let me freshen you up a little,” she said, using the warm cloth to clean me. When she was done, she dried things off and wrapped the used tape in the washcloth.

“I’m so happy with what you did for me earlier, but I have a little bit of a dilemma,” she started.

“What is it, sweetie?”

“I would like to kiss you and rub you…” she said as she stroked my cock, “but I also want to have some boy-girl sex with Kevin before my period starts.”

I wasn’t sure what she was getting at.

“You said something about double or nothing,” I said.

“Exactly. I want to play with you, but you can’t come or else it would spoil it for Kevin and me,” she said as she teasingly ran her finger around the head of my penis, causing it to swell up even more. “Would it feel good if I play with this?”

“Um, yeah.”

“But no coming or you lose all your credits,” she continued as she ran her finger across my turgid cock. “Do you think you can manage that?”

“Oh yes,” I croaked, bucking myself against her hand.

“Are you sure you can control yourself?”

“I don’t know.”

“Here, I’ll help,” she said as she removed the sash from her gown and tied my hands to the headboard.

“You have to warn me if you think you are about to come,” she said as she dipped her mouth to my cock. She gripped my sack with her hand as she sucked with long strokes, stopping occasionally to kiss and lick the head.

“Do you like that?”

“That feels wonderful.”

“Remember to tell me if you get close. I don’t want you spoiling yourself.”

“I’ll remember.”

She continued to give me head and stroke my sack until I started to pant. She is quite accomplished at keeping me on the edge.

She stopped her attack and sat up beside me.

“You taste good, Kia. How does that feel?”

“Wonderful,” I said, breathlessly.

She used the container of lube and added some to my pecker, fondling me in long strokes.

“Your clitty is so big and hard, Kia,” she said as she started several rapid strokes, then slowing after I started to shiver.

“Let me know if you get close. I don’t want you to lose all your credits.”

I was beside myself. This felt so good and I wanted it to continue, but I didn’t want to mess everything up by exploding.

“I’m getting pretty close,” I said with a whimper.

“Really!?! I’m just starting to have fun. Try to hold it a little longer,” she said as she pressed her fingertip into the space behind my balls. That sensation caused me to tense up and I thought I would blow right there. I tightened up to hold off. I was dripping with sweat and starting to shake with tension.

“You are really hard, Kia. Is that still feeling good?”

“Oh, yes,” I croaked as she slowed again, bringing me back from the edge. She continued to stroke me at a slow pace while simultaneously driving her fingertip into my perineum. My head was getting fuzzy and I didn’t think I could hold back.

“Robin. Stop,” I pleaded.

She stopped as I asked, and after I rested for half a minute, I relaxed as I figured we were done.

“Just a bit more,” she said, starting a slow stroke of my rigid stem. It took me a bit to understand that she was going to edge me some more and I felt my body tighten, approaching an orgasm. I was panting so hard that I forgot to announce how close I was, but she must have sensed when to stop, letting me settle to keep me from exploding. My cock ached and was hard as a rock. She added a bit more lube and started stroking again at a slow and deliberate pace.

I started to whimper and groan and she stopped again, allowing me to cool down.

She switched to slowly stroking me with just her thumb and forefinger, then she would stop completely and remove her hand for several seconds when I started to whimper. I moaned trying to hold myself back. She repeated the start-stop, finally removing her hand as I tensed and my breath came in gasps. My body felt like it was on fire as I stopped straining, but I remained on edge. After what seemed like an eternity, but was probably only five seconds or so, I felt myself clench with the feel of an oncoming orgasm. I pulled against my bonds. I was right on the edge but couldn’t finish. I cried out, thrusting my cock forward in the air trying frantically to get some sensation. She carefully avoided letting me touch her. I felt a bit of a pulse followed by some stickiness on the end of my stem. I felt a dribble of cum run down my cock and to my balls, but then everything stopped.

After I felt the tension release, I collapsed against the bed while continuing to gasp with the intensity of what just happened. My cock was still rock hard as Robin praised me for holding off my orgasm. She waited for me to settle down then carefully cleaned me up with the towel.

“There we go sweetie,” Robin said. “You should be good for later this week. And that erased two of your demerits. Congratulations,” she said as she grabbed her phone and recorded the credits in her app. She reached up and untied my hands.

“Was that okay, Kia.”

“That was interesting. Everything felt great until…” I started, but I really didn’t know how to explain how I felt. It was such an intense experience. My cock was still rock hard. I felt like I’d had sex, but it was unfinished and I was still horny as hell.

“Until…” she queried.

“Until I almost wrecked everything by coming. Thank you for making sure I didn’t spoil everything. I want to make sure you have a special time with Kevin next week.”

She gave me a bright smile and dropped a kiss on my lips.

“Thank you for letting me do that. I like being in control like that.”

“I like it when you are in control. I trust you, Robin. I really do, and I love it when we do new things; things that stretch our relationship.”

“So, I wanted to ask. We’ve been doing this for a while. Do you still like being my girlfriend?”

“I love being your girlfriend,” I told her, stretching over to give her a kiss.

“I was afraid that I may have pushed you into some of this.”

“Robin, honey. I was not pushed; I went along willingly. My only hesitation is this has been a dream of mine for so long, I was afraid I would mess it up.”

“Oh, Kia, honey. You’re not going to mess anything up. Hey, how about some mint tea before I take you to bed. You need to be up early.”

“Sounds great,” I said as I grabbed a nightgown and went to the bath to change.


Chapter 15

Wednesday, February 26th

The last couple of days have been fantastic despite the fact that some out of the office training has meant Robin had to leave home early every day this week.

I’ve been getting home on time every evening, dressing as Kia and making her a nice dinner, much to her appreciation. Her training is kind of intensive and tiring, but at least she was getting home right on time.

With her period due to start soon, last night she wanted to spend some boy-girl time with Kevin. She has been extra clingy this week and after the incomplete orgasm that I had last week, last night’s vanilla fucking session was amazing.

After an early dinner and a lot of wine, she had me change into my work-out clothes. Kevin and Robin went out for a walk, including a lot of handholding and kissing. Once I found myself pressed up against a picnic table at the park with her grinding herself against me in her pretty pink tracksuit. We were both hotter than hell when we got back from our walk, and after taking a shower together, ended up in bed. I licked her amazing pussy until she made me stop, then she pulled me on top of her. I was critically horny, but I wanted to tease her and by the time I let myself come, we were both wild with lust. After amazing simultaneous orgasms, we both fell asleep all sweaty in each other’s arms. Before going to sleep, she grabbed her phone and said she had removed a demerit because of how wonderful our time together was.

Today will be interesting. I’m supposed to work until noon and then help Gloria with housework after I get home.

I had taken my shower earlier and I got dressed in my work clothes while Robin got ready. We were both pretty wrecked and moving pretty slowly after last night’s activities.

I was tying up my work shoes when Robin came in from the bath dressed only in her bra and panties and looking radiant.

“You’re only working half-day today, right Kevin?”

“Yes. I should be home about noon. Um, are you being straight with me that Kia is going to be helping Gloria with housework?”

“Yes. It that a problem?” she said sharply as she selected an outfit from her closet.

“No, no. I just wanted to make sure.”

“Gloria and I talked and she said it sounded like fun. She wants to have you go to the store with her, then after you get the house clean, you can do some baking.”

I nodded my head in agreement.

“She’ll also help you put something together for dinner. That sounds like fun, doesn’t it?”

“Sounds great,” I said, still worried about how Gloria was going to react to all this. “Won’t she think this is kind of weird?”

“Well, I put together a little lie to sell it. I told her you were auditioning for a part in the community theatre- that you were working on your character.”

I doubled over in laughter. “You are amazing, Robin.”

“I know, but I don’t mind hearing it again. Oh, and don’t be surprised if Gloria is a little critical about things. I asked her to help you to act more like a girl to make sure you get through the audition.”

“Oh boy…”

“Don’t be like that. You’ll have fun. Well, I need to get going. More training today.”

I gave her a big kiss and hug and told her how much I loved her.

“I love you too, Kevin. Looking forward to seeing your pretty other-self tonight.”

With that, she pulled the keys to her car out of her purse and disappeared through the door. I pulled back the curtain to watch her drive away. I am hopelessly in love with her.

—————

When I got home from the tire shop at noon, Gloria was already there. She was a beautiful woman with a dark complexion and deep-set dark eyes. She was Brazilian but has lived in the States most of her thirty-five years. I poked my head in the kitchen and told her I was going up to take a shower and change.

“Robin had me leave a pretty dress on the bed for you. I’m excited to see how you look,” she said, her voice carrying just a bit of an accent.

“Thanks, Gloria. It will just take a few minutes.”

When she told me about the dress and that she was anxious to see how I looked, it took away a bit of my anxiety. I’m still amazed how Robin got this set up.

After a brief shower, hair and makeup, I slipped on the dress she left for me. It was a lavender shift with a shell pattern. The dress was kind of short, stopping a couple of inches above my knee. I wore nude hose with white crew-socks and my pink trainers. By adding an apron, it would probably be a pretty good outfit for any cleaning duties.

I double-checked my makeup, adjusted the belt on the dress, and headed for the kitchen to start my work with Gloria.

“Hello, Menina. My, you look pretty,” Gloria said with a smile.

“Thank you,” I replied, trying to use my feminine voice. “Is there anything I can do to help?”

“I’ve already cleaned the bathrooms. We’ll work together on the kitchen, then I thought we would go to the market when it isn’t so busy. They also re-stock the fruits and vegetables right after noon, so things are really fresh.”

“Where would you like me to get started?” I asked, trying to make myself helpful.

“I think the stove and the oven while I do some work on the sink and the countertops. Don’t forget the range hood.”

“Okay,” I said, grabbing a roll of paper towel and a bottle of degreaser. I try to keep the kitchen clean so it shouldn’t be too big of a chore.

“The oven still looks good, but if you need to use any of the oven cleaner, make sure you use rubber gloves.”

“Okay,” I responded, turning on the light over the stove and starting to work on the burners. We have an induction cooktop making it easy to keep clean. After a few minutes with a mild-abrasive cleaner, I had everything looking good. I took out the filter-grill from the vent fan and it looked pretty clean as I knew it would- I’d just cleaned it a couple of weeks ago. I used some degreaser on it and the hood and after a few minutes the stainless steel was shining.

I started on the oven and it was a little more of a chore. I cleaned the interior and the shelves with the abrasive cleaner, then used glass cleaner on the front. There were only a couple of places on the bottom where some food had burned on, but a couple of minutes soaking under a wet paper towel and they came clean quite easily.

“That looks really good, Menina,” Gloria said. I smiled at her use of the word menina. I knew a little Spanish and I figured it was the same as Niña, the Spanish word for girl.

“Thank you, Gloria. What would you like me to work on next?”

“I’ll mop and clean the floor here and you can start dusting and sweeping in the den.”

I bent over to put the cleaning supplies back in the cupboard but knew instantly I had screwed up.

“Oh no, Menina. A young lady will stoop so they don’t show their panties. Yours are pink.”

“Oh, you’re right. I’m sorry,” I said, dropping from my knees to replace the items rather than bending over.

“Robin asked me to keep a list. Now, go change your panties to a different color. If I can tell you what color your panties are, it goes on the list.”

‘Oh man. I bet this will be another demerit,’ I groaned to myself as I went upstairs to change. This is just the kind of thing that Robin would think of.

—————

We had a fun time doing our chores; however I did have to change my panties again as Gloria saw a brief flash of yellow once when I sat down. She warned me that I needed to keep my knees together or to cross my legs. She mentioned a couple other things about how I should move to look more lady-like, but at least nothing got added to the list. She also helped me with my voice.

She had me change my shoes into some low-heeled pumps and we headed for the grocery. We picked up a lot of fresh fruits and vegetables as well as some beef, pork and fish. She selected several different types of wine, and where I really wanted to buy some beer, I didn’t think it would be the type of thing a lady would drink.

Gloria worked with me with the best way to get in and out of the car, and she never was able to tell I had blue panties on, whew.

It was cute as she kept calling me menina rather than either Kia or Kevin. Dressed as I was, calling me Kevin would probably not be a good idea.

When we got home from the grocery, I helped put things away, then we started on something for dinner. We’d picked up some fresh salmon and she helped me make a marinade and we put it in the refrigerator. She wrote out instructions on how to prepare it and we discussed other things that would go with the meal.

We settled on an almond rice, some broccoli with shiitake mushrooms, and a fruit tart for dessert. We also baked some cookies while the oven was hot. She was a very good cook and she enjoyed teaching me new things.

While I finished cleaning the kitchen, she sat at the table and wrote something out, then she included the list of my infractions. She sealed it in an envelope, wrote To Robin on the front and handed it to me.

“It has been a lot of fun working with you, Menina. I’ll see you next week.”

“I’ve had a great time too, Gloria. I’ve learned a lot of things today.”

“Well, next week I won’t be quite so easy on you,” she said with a laugh as I kissed her on the cheek and walked with her to the door.

My live has been a lot more interesting lately.

—————

There was about an hour before Robin was expected home, so I booted up my computer and continued working on my voice. I’d found an Internet site with some ideas on how to develop a more female sound. Gloria had also worked with me a bit today on how I could make my voice somewhat more feminine. Her voice was actually quite deep for a woman so it was pretty easy to match her voice with mine. I also loved her accent and tried to copy some of the things I said with an accent. It was a lot of fun and I was quite happy with my new voice.

About the time I expected Robin back home, I set the table and opened a bottle of white wine and left it in the chiller on the table. I also put the letter from Gloria next to her plate.

I had earlier changed clothes into something a bit more dressy and considerably less short. I now wore a classic little black dress with my black three-inch pumps. Quite dressy indeed.

I heard the garage door open and my heart leapt knowing that Robin was home. I went to the door and gave her a big smile and wave as she drove in and closed the overhead door.

“Hello, Kia,” she said with a sigh as she got out of her car.

“How was your day, Robin?”

“It was long and I’m glad to be home,” she said, entering the house and wrapping me in a hug. “The house looks nice.”

“Thank you. Gloria and I had a lot of fun today.”

“That’s great… Um, can I go up and lie back for a while? I’m not feeling very well.”

“Sure, honey. I haven’t started dinner yet. Can I get you anything?”

“Oh, no. Just need a couple of minutes to relax.”

“Take all the time you need.”

She walked up the stairs and a bit later I heard the bed squeak when she laid down. I suspect this is a bit of PMS as her period is about to start. I’d let her rest for a bit then make her a cup of hot tea. If she has any wine with supper, it will probably only be a small glass.

She didn’t usually have too much problem with PMS; nothing like turning into a bitch or anything, but she usually was just more tired and quiet.

About twenty minutes later, I heard her go into the bathroom so I boiled some water to make her a cup of green tea. I’d also put out some of the cookies we had made earlier. She came down in the same clothes she wore to work, a navy pants-suit with a white shell top. She did take off her jacket. I gave her a smile and directed her to sit at the kitchen table and I poured some hot water into a china cup.

“Thank you, sweetie,” she said.

“Long day?”

“Yes, made even longer by a bunch of guys being more interested in some game last night than the content of the training.”

“What’s the training about?”

“They are putting in a new system for receivables and there are quite a few changes we need to make to our process to integrate. Almost every part of the organization will be impacted by the change, but some people just don’t get it. They say they will figure it out as they go. Only problem is, if someone screws up, it will take some major fixing to make it right.”

“Your work makes my job of fixing flat tires seem pretty good.”

She laughed at that. “I think you are right about that, Kia. However, that kind of work is hard on your nails,” she said, grabbing my hand and pointing at my short fingernails.

“Are you about ready for dinner? I have some salmon that Gloria helped me with.”

“Oh, that sounds wonderful, Kia.”

“The rice should about be ready. Let me get started on the salmon. Would you like a little more tea?”

“That would be fantastic, Kia. Can I sit here and talk to you while you make dinner?”

“Of course. Give me just a minute for the tea.”

I looked over the meal plan and started the steamer for the broccoli and put the salmon on the stove to cook.

“That smells wonderful, Kia.”

“Yes, there were a lot of aromatic spices included in the marinade. It looks delicious,” I said as I warmed the salmon in the frying pan. The filets were quite thin so they will fry up quick.

“Did you make these cookies?” she asked.

“Yes, with Gloria’s help of course. She is an amazing talent in the kitchen.”

“I’m sure you will pick up all kinds of new ideas working with her.”

I wasn’t exactly sure if this was a one-time thing or not, but from the way Robin talked, it might be something regular. Carl, my boss, didn’t give me much shit about taking Wednesday afternoons off since this time of year was slow. I don’t know if I can make it an every-week thing or not because work picks up in the summer and there are vacations to cover.

Robin continued to work on her tea and cookies as I finished up supper. I put everything on plates and carried them to the dining room on a tray. Robin helped me arrange things, then she poured us some wine.

“Did you pick out this wine, Kia?”

“No, that was Gloria’s suggestion.”

“It’s very nice,” she said as she swished the wine in the glass and took a sample. “Very good.”

I made a mental note of the vineyard and I’d see if I could find some other wines next time I go shopping.

“Is this your report card?” she asked, pointing to the note from Gloria.

“I guess so,” I said as I felt my face turn red.

“We’ll look at it after our dinner.”

—————

After we finished dinner, cleaned up the dishes and I made some coffee to have with our tarts, she picked up the letter.

“Let’s take a look and see what we have,” she said as she tore open the envelope and began to read aloud.

Robin,

I really appreciated the help today from Kevin, or I guess I should say Kia.

I was initially a bit concerned, but she was a perfect lady and we had a lot of fun working together. As you asked, I made some notes on the attached log about some things that occurred that were not very lady-like, but for the most part, Kia’s presentation was very good.

We worked a bit on her walk, her speaking voice and we tried to smooth out some of her movements. She responded to my suggestions very well and made great progress by the end of our day together.

Since we have several weeks before the audition, if we keep working together I think Kia can develop a very feminine presentation in time for the tryout. I’d be thrilled if we can get her the part and I am looking forward to her joining me next week.

Sincerely,

Gloria

“I’m so proud of you, Kia. Let’s look at the list.”

“There were a couple of things…” I announced with a blush.

“She noted five things here, but a couple are not that bad.”

“Oh,” I said, embarrassed.

“I told you she was going to be critical. Let’s see; a couple of incidents of showing your panties, but she says you had improved a lot by the end of the day. Some inappropriate language- apparently you swore at the vacuum sweeper. And once you hurried to hold the door for her as you went into a store. Holding the door is kind of a mannish gesture.”

“I thought you said five.”

“Well, the last one was when you forgot to bring your purse from the car when you went into the store.”

“Oh, I remember now. I had to get Gloria to open the car for me so I could go back and get it.”

“A lady always needs their purse with them. That’s very important and quite serious.”

“It won’t happen again.”

“Okay,” she said as she pulled out her telephone, “I think there are two demerits here: showing your panties and forgetting your purse. The others aren’t too serious but if they keep happening, we’ll need to reassess,” she said as she recorded the new demerits in the app. I inwardly groaned; just as I was starting to get caught up.


Chapter 16

Friday, February 28th

Robin’s period started last evening and even though it wasn’t bad, she didn’t want to do a lot of cuddling. She did enjoy my foot and shoulder rubs as she was quite tense from all the stupid stuff at work.

The new system was going in and she was put in charge of working with the technical team from the vendor. As she suspected, some of the inattentiveness of the staff during training meant some messy screw-ups that had to be fixed. After being told this was to be expected and was no big deal several times from her boss, she came home upset and it took a lot of sympathizing to get her calmed down. Where usually wine would do the trick, she needed to stay away from the alcohol because it made her cramps worse. Backrubs and hot tea would have to do.

After a long day at work, I made her comfort food for dinner and tried my best to help her relax.

“Kia, I’m sorry I’m such a grump,” she said.

“Oh, Robin. Don’t worry about that. I understand you don’t feel good. It’s just temporary. And soon you will get your staff whipped into shape and the office will run smoothly again.”

“That’s just it. The office wasn’t running that great before this latest hiccup. I worry that I’m doing something wrong.”

“It’s not your fault. You have a couple of slackers and your boss is a bit of a dick, but everybody knows what’s what.”

“I hope you’re right. I’d hate to have this issue follow me to Kansas City.”

“That will be a clean slate and you’ll finally be calling the shots. I know everything will be just fine.”

“Oh, Kia. You are wonderful. If I felt better, I’d let you know just how much I love you.”

“Don’t worry, Robin. You let me know all the time. How about some tea and a cookie?”

“Sounds great.”

After I made Robin and I a cup of herb tea and got her a couple of cookies, we sat at the kitchen table to talk for a bit. She was quiet and it took a bit to get her to open up.

I didn’t want to talk about her work anymore as it only seemed to annoy her and I was struggling with how to get the conversation going.

“Is there anything you would like to do this weekend?” I asked.

“Well, I was thinking of our regular Sunday breakfast with Jessie, but that is the only planning I had done. Would you like to do something special, Kia?”

“Maybe a movie, a concert or something,” I suggested. I pulled out my tablet and started looking through the weekend activities planner from the local newspaper.

“They are having a craft fair at one of the hotels in Downers Grove, but I know you’re not that much into crafts.”

“Sounds kind of boring. Are there any wine tastings?”

“There is the big festival, but it isn’t until August. There are a couple of shops in Aurora that are doing tastings. You might be able to teach me some things about selecting good wine.”

“I wouldn’t want to drink much, but something like that sounds like fun.”

“There’s the boat show…” I said with a laugh.

“Okay, as long as you wear a bikini.”

“Hummm, maybe not. There’s not much else happening that is interesting.”

“There’s always shopping,” she teased.

“Okay, what do you need?”

“I don’t need anything, but what about you?”

“We could go over to the cosmetics store and get you some of that eyeliner you liked, maybe look around a bit,” I said.

“You may need a couple more outfits for our trip to Kansas City.”

“Is that going to happen?”

“I expect to hear something next week.”

I was still a bit anxious about flying to Kansas City in girl mode, plus staying at a hotel, eating out and going around looking at houses. Every time I mentioned my concern, she said I was just worrying too much. She had been really drilling me with girl movements and my voice, so maybe she was right. When I was dressed as Kia, I automatically fell into a girl mode and she assured me that I looked just fine.

“How’s things at your work?” Robin asked.

“Not so good. They have moved my boss Carl to another location and the new boss is Andy Demings. He’s kind of an ass.”

“How so?” Robin asked as she took a sip of tea.

“He’s been griping about how the shop wasn’t making enough money under Carl and he has been moved in to shake things up.”

“Has he been giving you any trouble?”

“Some of the others, yes. He hasn’t started to rag on me yet, although he was complaining about my taking Wednesday afternoon’s off.”

“How did he get the job? I don’t think you’ve talked about him before.”

“He came up from Chattanooga. He has an accent that one of the guys said makes him sound like a plantation overseer with us being the slaves.”

“Well, if he gives you any shit, tell him to stick his job,” Robin growled.

“Honey, I can’t do that!”

“Why not? For what they pay you it’s not worth you having to put up with a bunch of garbage. Do you think you’ll be able to take some time off to go to KC?”

“I haven’t mentioned it yet, but I don’t think it will be a problem. I have some vacation days built up,” I replied hesitantly.

“Well, if they give you any trouble, tell them to fuck off and come home.”

Robin was quiet for a bit, then she looked at me and took my hand.

“Oh, Kia. I’m sorry. I guess I’m just in a bad mood, but I’m serious. If those dickheads at the tire shop start giving you any trouble, you have my permission to just take a walk. We can get by without them and you can concentrate on getting a better job.”

“But what would I do in the meantime?”

“Well, grandpa is talking about hiring someone to do some things around the house to get it ready to sell. You could maybe help him out.”

“What is he thinking?”

“Well, some painting, and some upgrades to the appliances. He needs someone to look after the workmen.”

“Did he talk to you about it?”

“He asked me the other day if you would be interested in doing something like that and I told him I would ask. What do you think?”

“That sounds like something I could do,” I responded.

I got to thinking about what she said. The next time Andy the asshole starts ragging on me, I’d clean out my locker and head for the door. The feeling was quite liberating.

We watched TV and Robin was kind of quiet the rest of the evening. I could tell she didn’t feel well, but the problems at both of our workplaces were probably nagging at her as well. Hopefully we can get everything worked out.

We went to bed early. Since I was going to be spending the weekend in girl mode, I put on my sports bra and a lace nightgown. Robin wore some cotton pajamas and fell to sleep quickly. With the way she was feeling, I didn’t expect a lot of cuddling this weekend.


Chapter 17

Tuesday, March 3rd

With the weekend behind us and Robin starting to feel better, things were somewhat back to normal. The weekend was a bit of messing around at Sephora picking up some makeup, catching a movie, and our normal Sunday breakfast with Jessie.

Jessie was still battling with all the shit her ex was doing, but from what Jessie told us, the judge was probably about to come down on him damn hard.

Christian was still steamed about having to cough up the alimony from the stock options that he was trying to hide from the court. Clark, the financial adviser, was trying to keep his state registration from being revoked based on some of his sketchy financial dealings. Once the IRS started to dig into his client list, they found a lot of things that interested them. The Feds being interested in you is never a good sign. So far nobody linked me to the information that I provided about Christian, but I was still worried that the ex would finally make the connection.

The new boss Andy was still being a prick to all the employees, and when Derrick called in sick with the flu on Monday, Andy was out for blood.

Also on Monday, Robin got the details on her trip to Kansas City. They had everything put together for this weekend and sent her the hotel reservations and plane tickets for her and Kevin.

On Tuesday morning, I stood outside of Andy’s office door listening to him yell at somebody over the phone. I hope it wasn’t a customer because they were about to become an ex-customer. I needed to get the vacation days for next week, but I decided to come back later when he might be in a better mood.

Since Derrick was out, I was put on the service truck. The first couple of calls were routine but on the third I ran into a bunch of trouble. The vehicle was a Chevy Silverado pickup, a big truck to begin with, but with fancy chrome rims and one of the tires flat as can be. The owner was on his break and had stopped by a pet-food place to pick up some kibble for his pup. When he returned to the car, he heard a leak from the drivers-side rear tire. He gave us a call before driving, which was a good deal, but just the beginning of my trouble. As I pulled up in the service truck, I had to park several rows away because the parking lot was full and I couldn’t find a spot next to the truck. The owner was beside his vehicle looking dejected.

I walked over to him and introduce myself.

“Hello, I’m Kevin Sanders. Are you Mr. Casper?” I asked, placing my hand out to shake. He looked to be some kind of businessman as he wore a coat and tie.

“That’s me. Glad you could get here so quick.”

I bent down to look at the tire that had long since gone flat. I used my flashlight and could see what looked like a piece of metal sticking out of the tread. It wasn’t a big puncture and will be an easy fix. The truck has a full-size spare and I’d change it out, then take the tire back to the shop for repair and have the owner pick it up later.

There was an additional complication, however. The wheels had wheel locks.

“I’m going to grab a jack from the truck. Can you get me the key to the wheel-locks?”

“It’s in the glove compartment. Won’t take me a minute.”

I went back to the truck and grabbed the rolling floor jack but I would have to run it manually since I didn’t have an air hose long enough to reach the customer’s truck. I also grabbed a lug wrench.

I lifted the truck just a bit to take most of the weight off the tire, but still leave me some friction to remove the lug nuts. I looked at the key to the wheel lock and started to groan- the last guy that used it must have used an impact wrench and had almost stripped all the metal from the key.

“Mr. Casper. The last one to service your tire didn’t do you any favors. Most of the metal has been stripped from the key. I’m going to have to be very careful so I don’t break it completely,” I warned, showing him where some of the metal of the key had been broken off.

“That bastard. I had some guy rotate the tires and he must have used a rattler when he put the lug nuts on.”

“An impact wrench is okay for the other lug nuts, but not for this one,” I said, pointing at the wheel-lock. I indicated the warning notice on the key about using hand tools only. “Let’s see if I can get things broken loose.”

Since I wasn’t close to the service truck, I was forced to use a cross-style lug wrench and I wanted to take off a couple of the other lug nuts first to find out how much trouble I was in. After straining for a couple of minutes, I finally got one of the nuts loose. They were really tight.

“This is crazy,” I told Mr. Casper. “There’s no reason to tighten lug nuts this tight. I loosened some of the other lugs, but not the ones next to the locking lug.

“I’m going to try the locking lug to see if I can get it broken loose. I don’t want to force it because if I break the key, we’re screwed,” I told him. I put the key in the wheel-lock, attached the lug wrench and gave it a twist. The key didn’t break, but the lug nut didn’t come loose either. I didn’t want to use too much force.

“Can you call your dealership and see if they have a duplicate key in stock. I’d like to have a backup in case this one breaks.” I showed him where the serial number was on the key as he pulled out his phone.

After several minutes being on hold with the parts department, he was told he would have to special order the key and it would take a week. He would also have to go to the dealership with his vehicle registration and the old key to get the new part. He had them put one on order.

“What can we do?” Mr. Casper asked me nervously.

“I don’t have a torch on the truck but there’s one at the shop. If we can get there, I could heat the lug nut so it would be easier to remove. That’s the only thing I can think of right now. Let me see if I can air-up the tire so you can drive to the shop. It’s only three blocks away.

“Let’s try it!” Mr. Casper said.

Fortunately a parking space had opened up a few slots away and I was able to move the service truck into it and pull out the air hose. I aired up the tire and it was hissing like crazy, but Mr. Casper jumped in and said he’d meet me at the shop.

It only took a few minutes and I followed the owner and luckily my bay was open so he could pull right in. I was pulling out the torch just as Andy walked toward me. He looked in a foul mood and growled at Mr. Casper to wait in the lounge.

As soon as the customer walked away, he lit into me.

“Why do we have a fucking service truck when you make the customers drive back to the shop?” he hissed.

“There’s a problem…” I started.

“What’s the matter, pussy. Are the lug nuts too tight!”

“No…but…”

“Shut up.” He looked over at one of the other associates. “Marshall, come over here and take care of this puncture. Apparently fucking Kevin can’t handle it with all the tools he has on the service truck.”

“I don’t know what your issue is, Andy,” I said, getting tired of his mouth.

“Oh, you don’t, huh. The reason we have a service truck is so we can take care of this shit on the road and not tie up the shop. The customers want to get back to their lives and not be driving all over town on a flat.”

“There is a problem…”

“I don’t want to hear about your problems. I have two more motorists stranded and waiting for help. Get in the truck and get moving before I kick your ass. The calls are a Prius and a Honda. Do you think you can handle it?”

I didn’t say anything and headed for the truck to take the other calls. What a shit-show. I did mention to Marshall that he needed to watch the lug key.

—————

I made several more service calls that afternoon, fortunately with none of the drama of the Silverado pickup. About four PM I got a call on my cell from Marshall.

“Hi Marshall. Did you get Mr. Casey fixed up?”

“Oh shit, Kevin. What a cluster fuck. Fucking Andy got all bent out of shape with how long it was taking to remove the tire.”

“Yeah, that’s why I had the customer bring it back to the shop. That lug nut key was about shot. Did you use the torch to heat the lug up?”

“Well, asshole Andy didn’t think that was necessary, so he had me take the lug nuts off with an impact wrench.”

“Oh, fuck…”

“Yeah, it stripped the rest of the metal off the key and the lug nut was still on tight. The customer was mega-pissed.”

“I’ll bet. What did you do?”

“I was going to heat the lock lug and drive a multi-point socket onto it to see if I could remove it with a breaker bar, but Andy stopped me.”

“That could have worked.”

“Well, Andy said we could plug the tire rather than using a patch. I told him with the weight of the vehicle and the condition of the puncture that wasn’t a good idea.”

“Did you get him back on the road?”

“I put in a plug and it held air, but Casper called the dealership and they finally found him one of the keys at a dealer in Detroit. They are going to overnight it to the local dealership.”

“That’s going to be expensive.”

“It is. The customer said he was going to make Andy pay for it, but Andy told him to fuck himself. The boss is a real piece of work.”

“I’m sorry you got messed up with that, Marshall. I figured if we got it back to the shop we could probably get the tire off without destroying the key.”

“Yours was the best call. Too bad Andy decided to get in the way and lose us a good customer. Oh, and Casper is talking about calling the corporate office to complain. Andy’s doing a great job getting the place running smoothly.”

“He’s got to be somebody’s relative. He has no idea what he’s doing and is going to kill the business.”

“I’m afraid of that too. Are you headed back soon?”

“I’ve got another call then I need to come back and talk to Andy. I need Monday and Tuesday next week off.”

“Good luck with that. Derrick is still out.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of.”

—————

A few minutes before five I went in to talk to Andy. I wanted to remind him about being off tomorrow afternoon and to get vacation days for next Monday and Tuesday. He was sitting at his desk pounding on his computer keyboard. I gave a knock on the open door and called his name.

“What is it, Sanders?” he growled, not bothering to look up from the computer.

“Just reminding you about my being off tomorrow afternoon. I will also need next Monday and Tuesday off as vacation.”

He abruptly stopped typing and looked up at me. “So, let’s get this straight. You now only work two days a week; is that what you’re telling me?”

“Only next week. Normally I just have a few hours off on Wednesday. It’s never been a big deal.”

He pressed his fingers into his temples and was quiet for long enough that it made me nervous.

“You know Derrick is out sick, right?”

“I got that. That’s why I spent the whole day in the service truck.”

“Oh, yeah; right. I’m still trying to fix the load of shit you got us into with the Silverado.”

“I don’t know what you’re sore about. The last guy to work on the truck screwed up the lug key. Nothing to do with me.”

“Well, because you couldn’t handle it, Marshall had to step in and plug the tire. Why didn’t you think of doing that?”

“It’s the policy of the company not to use a plug. Too many things can go wrong.”

“Fuck the company. I decide the policy for this store and I got the job done.”

“Odds are 50/50 the tire will be flat in the morning and the customer will be royally screwed. He should be seriously pissed by then.”

“And he’ll be somebody else’s problem.”

“Great job with customer service. So, I’m ready to go home and I needed to tell you about the vacation days next week.”

“Fuck-Fuck-FUCK; you’re not getting this. I need team players in this shop so we can get some money coming in,” he roared. “The suits at corporate have already been ragging me about that stunt you pulled with the Silverado. Apparently your customer called to rat us out and bitch about breaking off the lug key.”

“Nothing to do with me. If you would have heated the lug and used the key with a hand wrench, you might have worked it loose. From what I heard, you tried to bang it off with air. Great job destroying the only fucking key this side of Detroit,” I hissed. “I’m out of here,” I said, turning.

“You bet you are. You can have all day tomorrow off, the rest of the week, and the next week as well. You’re done working here!”

I didn’t even turn back toward him. “I’ll go clean out my locker. Just put my final pay in my account,” I said as I walked toward the door.

“When I get around to it…”

“Don’t fuck around with me. Just do it,” I warned as I walked out and slammed the office door.

“Pussy…” he screamed as I walked down the hall toward my locker.


Chapter 18

As I took what few items I had in my locker to the car, I started to think of how I was going to break this news to Robin. She was still feeling crummy and this is going to be one more thing on top of everything she is worrying about. I decided to give her a call and let her know what happened.

“Hello Kevin,” she said brightly when she answered.

“Hi Robin. I’ve got some bad news.”

“Oh, sweetie, what is it?”

“I got fired.”

She was quiet for a bit which made me squirm.

“Okay, we can work through this. No problem with the vacation next week that way, huh?”

“And I’ll be able to help Gloria tomorrow,” I said, trying to lighten the mood.

“So, I see this as a win. It’s kind of a shock but we’ve got enough saved it’s not going to create any problems.”

“I hate that I’m not doing anything to contribute.”

“Who said you’re not going to contribute? I’m certain I’ll be able to keep you busy without having to work at that stupid shop.”

“If you think so…”

“I know so. Are you on the way home?”

“Yeah, just pulling out of the driveway.”

“I’ll leave now and I want to talk to Kevin for a bit before my pretty girlfriend comes over. Can we do that?”

“I guess…”

“I’ll be home in half an hour. I want to find out what happened.”

“Okay…”

“Then we’ll get dressed up and celebrate!”

—————

I parked my car in the garage and decided that I should go ahead and take a shower to get the stink of the day off me. I had just finished with my shower and putting on some jeans and a striped shirt when I heard her pull in. She must have broken every speed limit between Aurora and here.

It seemed strange to be in guy clothes but she probably realized I would be more comfortable talking about getting fired from my shitty job as Kevin rather than Kia. I would feel better about that as well. I tried to keep the tire shop in the back of my mind when I was being Robin’s girlfriend.

“I’m so sorry about your job, Kevin,” Robin said as she came in the door and wrapped me in a hug. “Let’s sit down for a bit. I want to find out what happened.”

She had me sit at the kitchen table and tell her about everything while she made us some coffee.

After I finished telling her about it, she was quiet for a long time. We sat in silence as I sipped my now lukewarm coffee.

“So let me start out with this…” she said in the measured tone that I knew meant she was reviewing options, “I am so very proud of you. You didn’t cave in front of this bully.”

“Yeah, but I still got fired!”

“You might not see it this way, but this asshole did you a favor. You are now free to find something better.”

“I guess…”

“I’d really like you to take some time, work around the house for a bit and decide what you want to do going forward.”

“But I need to find another job!”

“And you will, but it will be something much better than working in a tire shop.”

I was quiet for a bit as I mulled over what she was saying.

“But what about money?”

“We have enough money to work through this. There’s no problem for you to take some time off. Besides, we’re going to KC this weekend. You can’t really make any decisions until we find out about my job.”

“Okay…”

“I’ve talked to some people at work and I really want to be careful about relocating to Kansas City. I’ve heard some things that don’t sound that great.”

“I see.” I muttered as I thought about this. More bad news. “Oh Robin. You’ll do great things in Kansas City.”

“I’ve been keeping this quiet, but I’ve had a company in Chicago talk to me about joining them.”

“Oh, wow. Who’s that?”

“Anchor Systems. They’re the people that developed the accounting system we just installed.”

“Amazing…”

“It’s a senior position and even more money compared to KC without having to move out of Illinois. I really like the company. Most of the senior staff are women.”

“Are we still going to visit Kansas City?”

“I think we should. We already have hotel and air. We might as well check it out in case the other position doesn’t work out.”

“Nice to have options, huh?”

“Yes, and now you know why I’m not worried about your job at that stupid tire shop.”

“Ahhh. Got it. Either way we are going to move though, right?”

“Yes. Grandad still wants to sell the house. He is interested in having you supervise some of the work he wants done.”

“Oh, okay.”

“So now, are you feeling better about things?”

“Yes, much better.”

“Can we get dressed and go out to dinner? Make it a celebration for your being free of that shitty job.”

I hesitated for a moment and she reached out to take my hand.

“I’d like to see my pretty girlfriend; to go out together and have some fun. I don’t want to think about business anymore.”

“Sounds great,” I told her as I gave her hand a squeeze then we headed up the stairs to change.

—————

As I got undressed and hung my clothes on my side of the closet, preparing to change into Kia. Robin watched with a pensive look, cleared her throat and started to speak.

“I’m wondering if maybe we should clear up some space in your closet. Maybe move some of your guy clothes into the guest room.”

This made me a little anxious about what she was thinking.

“Do you want me to move to the guest room?” I asked, anxiously.

“Oh no, honey, not at all. Just move some of this boy stuff you won’t be needing.”

“Ah, Robin…”

“I was hoping that Kia could be a more permanent fixture around here. That’s what I was thinking.”

“I’d like that, but… ahh… I don’t know how it would work,” I told her as I put on my panties and bra. I put the forms in the cups and adjusted them.

“We’ll, you’re going to do girl things with Gloria tomorrow. Then you just have Thursday this week alone and I work from home on Friday so we’ll be together.”

“Okay, I see what you’re saying.”

“Here, sit down in front of the mirror. I want to try something,” she said, pulling out the chair to her makeup table.

I settled into the chair as she pulled some items out of a drawer.

“I’d like to fem up your brows just a little,” she said, grabbing her tweezers and bending over to work on my brows.

“Not too much,” I whined.

“Don’t worry. Just cleaning them up a bit.”

I tried to watch what she was doing in the mirror, but with her working on my eyes I couldn’t see much.

As she worked on my brows, she continued, “I thought maybe on Thursday I would make an appointment at my salon and have them do some things to get ready for our trip.”

“Are you sure it wouldn’t be a problem?”

“Not at all. You’ve met Alex, my hairdresser; remember. He was at the salon open house.”

“Sure. Alex is a cool guy.”

“He wouldn’t have any problem working with you,” she said, continuing to work on my brows.

I thought about what she was saying. I assume they would work on my nails, maybe help me with my wig and stuff like that.

“What do you think?” she asked, stepping back so I could see myself clearly. She had thinned out my brows a bit and gave them a little arch. They looked quite fem.

“They look great,” I lied, thinking how funny they would look when I had boy things to do.

“I’ll let you start on your makeup and then I’ll help you find something to wear. Since you’re going to be around for a while, let’s go ahead and glue on your forms.”

—————

After our both getting dressed, we headed out the door. She was wearing a maroon three-quarter sleeve dress, and I had a blue dress with my three-inch black pumps. The dress had a side-slit and I caught her checking out my legs as I walked.

“Dressed like this, we probably better go somewhere nice,” she said as we settled into the car. “What would you think of Christopher’s?” she asked.

“That is a nice spot. I really like them,” I said, relieved that the restaurant was a couple of towns over and it wasn’t likely we would run into anyone we knew.

She headed away from the house and we started talking about our trip to Kansas City. Since neither of us had been there, she asked some of the other people she worked with about what would be fun to do. She didn’t get a lot of ideas. Short of going to a ball game, and it was still early in the season for that, there were just the normal zoos, museums and bars.

“I’m sure we’ll find plenty to do,” Robin assured me.

Dinner was a great experience. Robin was so positive about what lie ahead for me in a life without fixing flats.

As we ate our dinner, she leveled with me about some things she had been thinking.

“I really think Kevin was wasting his time with that stupid job. I’m glad he could get away from it and look for something new, don’t you think Kia?”

It was interesting how she would refer to Kevin as almost another person. I would try to play along.

“He was never happy there. The job was boring and didn’t really stretch his talents,” I responded from the Kia perspective.

“Exactly. Let’s make sure that he doesn’t get caught in another dead-end job. He has much more talent than that.”

I was heartened by Robin’s kind words, but given how I looked right now, doing any kind of in-person interview might be tricky. Maybe doing something online or remote, but given my skill set, that might be a challenge.

“Kia, when Kevin was in school, he took some finance and accounting classes, didn’t he?”

“Kevin planned to go to college before the high-school counselor convinced him that a skilled trade might be better for him. He was planning on studying business or accounting before he ended up fixing cars.”

“Let’s have Kevin work on his computer skills during his time off. Maybe we can find him a job in another field.”

“I think he’d like that,” I said, thinking about just how much of a change that would be for me.

We continued to talk about more lighter topics through the rest of the meal and dessert. The restaurant was fantastic but since it was getting late, we decided to head home. I think she had other plans and that sounded good for me also.

—————

When we walked into the house, she put her keys on the table beside the door and looked at me closely.

“Kia, you are so pretty tonight. I’ve missed our time together.”

“I’m just glad you’re feeling better.”

She crossed to me and took my hands in hers and looked at me closely.

“I like seeing you like this. Is it alright if I kiss you?”

I closed my eyes and felt her move toward me and place a brief kiss on my lips.

“I’ve really missed this, Robin.”

“So have I, Kia,” she responded before closing in for a more substantial kiss. I felt her hands move to my rear and pull me closer to her, then I felt her tongue on my lips. My mind clouded as she filled my mouth with her tongue and I allowed her to take me as hers. My rod stiffened beneath the confining tape. I twisted my hips to increase the pressure between us as she broke the kiss.

“I think I’m making my little girlfriend hot, don’t you think,” she cooed as she stroked my cheek with her finger.

“Oh yes. Your girlfriend is very hot thinking about all the things I would like to do for you.”

“Oh, aren’t you sweet. I’m still a little full from dinner. We could curl up in front of the television. Maybe have a little port to let our meal settle.”

“That sounds great. But be aware; I’m going to have a hard time keeping my hands off you,” I warned.

“Oh my. I guess I’ll have to take that risk.”

We went to the dining room to pull out a bottle of port and a couple of glasses, then headed for the TV room. She settled on the sofa and started pouring the liquor as I crossed to the television stand to get the remote. I stooped down to remove the remote from a cubicle and deliberately allowed my dress to hike up, showing a lot of leg through the side slit.

“You little tramp,” she said as she eyed my leg-show.

“I just wanted to make sure you were paying attention,” I responded, turning slightly more to make sure she got a good look.

“I’m paying attention alright. You come here you little tease.”

I presented the remote to her and gracefully sat on the sofa, adjusting my skirt beneath me. She clicked on the TV and started paging through the channel guide as I snuggled up against her. I’ve missed being close with her like this.

“What would you like to watch?” she asked.

“I’m feeling kind of romantic.”

“Oh, really. Let’s see what we can find.”

“Maybe just some music and we can make our own romance…”

“Are you trying to put the moves on me?” Robin asked with fake outrage.

“Yes. Busted.”

She smiled and went to one of the music channels and soon quiet music filled the room. It didn’t take too long before we were locked in an embrace. Indeed, we were making our own romance.


Chapter 19

Wednesday, March 4th

Robin and I were both pretty wrecked this morning. We spent a lot of time with our romantic encounter last evening that resulted in a lot of orgasms for her, and a huge simultaneous one for Kia and Robin. She wanted to maintain the image of Kia as a female, but said she wanted to feel a big cock. She had Kia remove the tape and take her doggie-style on the edge of the bed, pretending it was her girlfriend with a strap-on. It was a tremendously hot scene and by the time we were finished, I was completely drained and we were both wasted. She did warn that the next time she would be the one with the strap-on. I also got a credit for a demerit.

I awoke this morning spooned up behind Robin, with my limp dick tucked up in my panties beneath my lace nightgown. It was a bit of a trick to sleep on my side with the forms, but a strategically placed pillow made it possible.

I thought about what was happening in my life. I lost my shit job and now I have some time to play around being Kia. I would work with Gloria today cleaning the house and she would help me on my female appearance. Robin mentioned she and Gloria had talked and shared some ideas on what could be done to accelerate my girl training. I was also scheduled to meet with Robin’s hair stylist tomorrow to work on my look. Robin was a little cryptic about what was being planned, but she assured me I would love the result. I’ve learned to trust her but was aware this might be at the edge of my comfort zone.

Over the weekend we would be in Kansas City to check out the place and if it was somewhere we wanted to live. There was the other opportunity in Chicago that would be a lot less hassle as far as changing driver’s licenses and all the other identifications. With Kansas City being a bit more conservative, we were also concerned with how comfortable we would feel living there. We’ve both lived our entire lives in Illinois and it feels right to us. It would be a big adjustment to move somewhere else.

I got up and as normal used the second bathroom to leave the main bath open for Robin. I showered, did my makeup and attached my wig. I dressed in a rather modest cotton shift suitable for housekeeping, plus flat shoes.

I went to the kitchen and made coffee for Robin as well as starting breakfast. She joined me slightly later.

“You look nice, Kia,” Robin said with a smile.

“Thanks. Ready to help Gloria with the housework.”

“I can’t tell you how much I appreciate you doing this. It really helps.”

“It’s the least I can do since I’m unemployed right now. It helps keep me busy. I probably should check in with the unemployment office.”

“Do you really need to? I’m sure your shitty ex-employer would just make it hard on you. Why don’t you wait for a while.”

“I guess I could do that. I’ll check their website and see what I need to do.”

“Gloria is going to help you pick up some things today to get you ready for our trip.”

“Oh, like what?”

“Some new luggage and stuff like that. She may go over to Sephora with you to look at some things.”

“Okay. While I’m there, I’ll pick up some of that eyeliner you like. Is there anything else you need?”

“I’ll think about it and maybe send you a list.”

I made her a ham and cheese omelet for breakfast which got me a big smile.

“I need to get going. I’ll be in my office all day so feel free to give a call.” Robin told me.

“I’ll have a nice dinner for you when you get home tonight. Will you be home at the regular time?”

“Should be. If something comes up, I’ll call or text,” she said as she grabbed her portfolio and keys.

“I love you, Robin.”

“And I love you, Kia,” she said as she walked out the door.

I watched her drive out of the garage, close the door and disappear up the street. I missed her already.

—————

About eleven-thirty, Gloria parked in the driveway and I met her at the front door. She has a key to the house but I thought it would be easier to just let her in.

“Bom dia, Menina,” she said. Apparently she is going to teach me Portuguese. I remember buenos días from Spanish, so I figure she said good morning.

“Good morning, Gloria,” I said as I gave her a hug.

“You look nice this morning,” she told me. “Are you ready to get to work?”

“Ready.”

“Well, let’s start upstairs then work down.”

This probably means I won’t get out of cleaning bathrooms today. “Just tell me what you need me to do.”

Before going upstairs, we went to the kitchen and she got our aprons and scarves along with the other cleaning supplies. We shared the burden of carrying it all upstairs and she directed me to the guest room.

“I can take the master bedroom and you can do the guest room. I’ll work with you for a bit to show you what I usually do.”

She went through the procedure she uses on the bedrooms. Since no one was sleeping here, we agreed there was no reason to change the sheets. I did go ahead and sweep and dust everything plus cleaning the mirror over the dresser. After I got started, she went to the master.

While I was here, I took some time to arrange my boy clothes in the dresser and closet. As Robin had suggested, I moved most of my male clothes in here to free up some space for Kia’s ever-expanding wardrobe in the master bedroom closet and dresser.

After I finished, I went to the hall bath to get started there. Gloria joined me slightly later.

This bathroom was a little messy because I had been using it to get ready, leaving the master bath open for Robin. There was some dried drops of foundation and powder on the vanity, plus my makeup supplies were scattered all over the place. Gloria helped me arrange everything and she said while we were shopping she would help me find a makeup organizer. In the meantime, we arranged the supplies, brushes and sponges in a little more orderly fashion. She wrote something down on her notepad which I figured would go in the report to Robin.

After finishing with the vanity, I started on the shower and Gloria worked on the stool. The shower wasn’t too bad, just a lot of hair everywhere from all the body shaving. Gloria didn’t say much about the stool, but I notice she wrote something else on her pad. She left me to clean the mirror and scrub the floor while she swept the hallway. By the time we were done, it was going on one o’clock.

“Good work, Menina. Let’s have some lunch before we head for the store,” Gloria said with a smile.

She looked through the refrigerator, the cupboards and the pantry, making a list of what we needed at the store. While she did the inventory, I made us some sandwiches and soup for lunch and set everything on the table. I sat carefully to avoid showing my panties. She complimented me on the lunch and how much more feminine I looked when I sat.

After we finished our lunch and a quick cleanup, Gloria drove us to Sephora.

“Menina, Robin suggested that we have someone help you with your makeup, maybe choose some different colors,” she said as we walked toward the store. I remembered my purse this time.

“Oh, okay…” I said, not really sure it was necessary but I didn’t say anything.

When we entered the store I saw Clarissa, the lady that had helped me before.

“Hello Clarissa, I’m Kia. You helped me with some eyeliner a couple of weeks ago.”

“Well, sure Kia. I remember you.”

“And this is my…” I really didn’t want to say housekeeper, “friend Gloria. She thought it might be a good idea to get some more ideas for my makeup.” I hoped that didn’t sound too awkward.

“I’d be happy to, Kia. Right this way,” she said, pointing me to her salon chair.

“I’m going to have a look around,” Gloria said, leaving me with a very enthusiastic Clarissa.

“So, Kia. How is the eyeliner working out?”

“Great. I want to get another one for Robin. She really likes it.”

“And the eyeshadow?”

“Works great.”

“Well, let’s work on your foundation, powder, contouring and cheek color. I also have a concealer product I’d like to show you.”

“Sounds great.”

After a marathon session of makeup application, I looked like a cover model. We used the same eyeshadow and eyeliner as I bought the last time, but she showed me a concealer that disguised my beard shadow, plus some fantastic foundation and contouring products. She showed me a product to add some color on my cheeks, plus she worked over my eyebrows a little more. The unemployed Kevin was feeling a little guilty about what this was going to cost, but Kia decided to go ahead and get the products that Clarissa recommended. Gloria was ecstatic about how I looked.

Clarissa put all the products in a tote, remembering to add another eyeliner for Robin, then we headed to the counter to check out. Gloria had found a makeup organizer for me which Clarissa agreed would work great.

After leaving Sephora, Gloria took me to the mall and she checked the store directory until she found what she was looking for; a luggage store.

We entered the store and she started looking around at some suitcases.

“What do you think of this one, Menina?” she asked. It was a rose colored hard-sided rolling suitcase. “You’ll be several days in Kansas City.”

“Ah…well…It’s really nice.” I said, then I whispered, “It’s kind of expensive.”

“Don’t worry. Robin gave me her credit card and told me to find you something nice.”

“Oh…okay.”

“And here is a travel bag that will work great for your makeup and things,” she said, pointing at a soft-sided carry-on bag about the same color.

“That’s very pretty,” I admitted. It was also very fem, but I guess that’s what Robin was going for.

“We’ll get you a couple of luggage locks and a strap for your big case,” she said, grabbing a card of two hot-pink TSA locks and a strap with different colored pink stripes that would go with the suitcase. She also picked up a couple of organizers for the inside of the suitcase. “For your pantyhose and stuff,” she explained.

After we finished at the luggage store, we headed to a wine shop. She said she wanted to help me find some nice wine for Robin. She wasn’t too excited about the French wines, and she said the California wines have had a few bad years. She suggested some Italian and Australian wines that she thought Robin would like. We bought several bottles of both reds and whites.

Finally, we headed for the food store where she went through her list of things that we needed to restock. By the time we were done, we had a full shopping cart as well as another tote with different cuts of meat. She had recommended a dinner of a turkey loaf with some vegetables and potatoes and gravy. She said it would be quick, be very tasty, plus leave us plenty of leftovers. She offered to help me get everything set up before she left today.

After getting back to the house and putting our groceries away, we started on the lower part of the house. It was pretty much the same drill as last week, but without me swearing at the vacuum sweeper. It all went very fast and in no time we were doing some baking. We made some cookies as well as some other sweets, plus a pumpkin pie for our turkey dinner this evening. It is a lot of fun cooking with her and she is quite happy to show me how to do things.

While I cleaned up the kitchen after our baking, she sat at the kitchen table and wrote out her letter to Robin. It made me wonder just how many demerits I would be in for. At least she didn’t say anything about me showing my panties.


Chapter 20

I was doing some preliminary packing in my new suitcase when I heard the garage door go up. I had already put on a nicer skirt and blouse and spritzed myself with perfume. My makeup still looked great from this afternoon and I only needed to refresh my lipstick and add some sealer.

Dinner was in the oven, the potatoes in the steamer and it would only take a few minutes to finish up the dinner. I hurried down to see Robin.

When Robin walked through the door, she looked at me with a big smile.

“Oh, Kia. You look fantastic!”

“I’m trying a different makeup. You like?”

“Yes I do. Let me change clothes and we’ll talk for a bit before dinner. I picked up the mail; just bills and bank statements,” she announced, throwing the letters on the table.

“I’ll go upstairs with you. I was in the middle of packing and need to put away my suitcase.”

“Great. I’m glad you found something. Let’s go see!” she said, following me up the stairs.

Upon entering our bedroom, she looked over my new suitcase.

“That’s a nice color, Kia. Should be easy to find on the airport baggage carousel.”

“I picked up a band for it as well,” I said, showing her my brightly colored strap. “I’ll put this in the guestroom and continue packing later.”

“Oooo, what’s this?” she asked, spying my carry-on bag.

“Something for the plane. Everything matches,” I said with a hint of pride.

“That will be fantastic. I’m so glad you are going with me to KC. I know we will have fun.”

“I always have fun with you, Robin.”

“Aren’t you sweet. Just give me a second to get dressed.”

“Do you need help finding something?” I asked, moving in closer to her.

“No! You are too much of a distraction. Go pour us some wine and I’ll be right there.”

I gave her a brief kiss and headed downstairs to find us some wine. I think I’ll try the Australian tonight and save the Italian for another time.

I didn’t want to rush supper, but I did set the dining room table, remembering to put the letter from Gloria above her plate. Hopefully I didn’t mess up too bad.

As I let the wine breathe, I opened my bank statement and looked at the details. Apparently the tire store didn’t deposit my final check. This is going to bite if I need to badger them to get paid. This left me a little short of a minimum balance and I got hit with a bank fee. If this keeps up, the fees are going to eat up everything in my account. Robin and I had always kept our bank accounts separate, and even at different banks. It was somewhat nice to have a bit of privacy in my financial affairs, but my lack of income was going to lead to a big problem to keep this account open.

I was groaning as Robin entered the room. She had a cute skirt and blouse and looked fantastic.

“What’s the matter, honey?” she asked. Apparently she sensed my problem with the bank.

“I haven’t got my final check yet, plus I got hit with a bank fee.”

“Let me see,” she said as I showed her my statement. There were only a couple of ATM withdrawals, some purchases from online stores, and the earlier deposits from the tire store.

“Since I’m not getting any regular money from the tire shop, I can’t maintain the minimum balance,” I whined.

“This is an expensive fee. Is this some special account or something?”

“Not really.”

“I’ll check with my bank and get you a card on my account. I usually have enough in there to avoid any fees. What do you think?”

I thought about what she was saying. She would be able to see all my expenses and I would lose my anonymity on my account. On the flip side, my balance wouldn’t get eaten up by bank charges while I was out of work.

“While we’re at it, maybe you could take over the balancing of the account? That would be a big help,” she continued.

“I guess so…”

“I’ll call my bank and get them to add you to the account and drop by and pick up a signature card. Maybe by the time you get your money from the tire shop, you’ll be able to close this account and move everything to our joint one. How does that sound?”

“That would be a good way to get rid of the stupid fees. Great idea, Robin,” I said.

“Oooo, Yellow Tail,” she said when she spied the open bottle of red. “Did you pick that out?”

“It was a brand the Gloria suggested.”

“Fantastic. Mind if I pour?” she asked.

“Not at all. Thank you,” I said as I folded the bank statement and put it back in the envelope.

We chatted for a bit and sipped our wine before I got up to finish our meal. A few minutes steaming for the mixed vegetables and mashing the potatoes was all that was left.

“It will just be a minute,” I told Robin.

“I’ll just sit here and enjoy the scenery.”

After our food was ready, I put it on a tray and Robin helped me put our dinner on the table. I was proud of how everything came out and Robin was full of praise about the meal.

After the meal, she grabbed the letter from Gloria. “Let’s look at your report card,” she said with a snicker.

Robin,

Kia was a tremendous help today and things went very well. We got her some nice things at the luggage store and she should be ready for her trip. As you recommended, we stopped by Sephora and had her get a makeover and some professional help with her makeup. She looked stunning by the time she finished.

We stopped at a wine shop and I was pleased how attentive she was about the different types of wines. I think it would be fun if some time we could do a tasting, however the need for an ID might be troubling. If Kia would be comfortable using Kevin’s ID, a wine tasting might be of interest for her and help her understand some of the characteristics of the different wines available.

I made note of just a couple of issues I saw. One thing that you might suggest for Kia is to always sit when she uses the stool. There were quite a few stains under the lid that were probably the result of using the stool while standing. Also there were quite a few hairs in the hall shower which I suspect is the one that Kia uses regularly. She might want to do a better job of keeping the shower rinsed out between our cleanings. Should a guest come to the house, it might be somewhat embarrassing for you with the untidiness of the shower.

For the most part, Kia’s movements, voice, and conversations are much improved and it is sometimes hard to remember that she was not actually born a female.

I hope we can continue to work together and I look forward to visiting with her next week about her trip to Kansas City.

Sincerely

Gloria

“Kia, this is a fantastic report. Do you have anything you’d like to explain.”

“Oh… Do you mean about the bathroom?”

“Yes. Do you think you can do better?”

“I’m sure I can.”

“Are any demerits necessary?”

“Ah…I don’t know. Maybe just one.”

She gave me a big smile. “I think I can let you by this time, but I’ll be checking the hall bath to make sure you are keeping it clean. If I find a mess we may need to consider a demerit.”

“Oh, Gloria got me a cool makeup organizer. That should help some.”

“There you go. Will you promise to do better?”

“I promise, Robin.”

“Okay. Did I notice some pumpkin pie for dessert?”

“Pie, ice cream and coffee coming up!”


Chapter 21

Thursday, March 5th

Robin and I were both hurrying around getting ready for the day. She had an early meeting at work, and I had an appointment with the hairdresser at ten o’clock. Robin said she talked to Alex the other day and suggested some things she wanted me to try.

I dressed in a skirt and top, wore my wig and tried my hand at the makeup. I didn’t do quite as good a job as Clarissa, but Robin said I looked very nice. Even though I was in a hurry, I made sure I left the bathroom clean.

Robin wore one of her power pantsuits with gold jewelry. She had mid-heel pumps and she looked like a serious businesswoman. I was very proud of her and told her so.

“Thank you, Kia. I’m proud of you too. We make a great team.”

It felt good to hear her say that. I had her sit down and fixed her a healthy breakfast of scrambled eggs and some fresh fruit that Gloria helped me pick out yesterday. She looked at some of her e-mails and surfed the news sites as she ate.

After our breakfast and a quick stop at the bath to brush teeth, I got a nice kiss as she headed out the door. I cleaned up the breakfast dishes, started the dishwasher, and checked out some news sites on my tablet, waiting for when I needed to leave for my ten o’clock appointment.

—————

Just before ten, I pulled into the parking lot and took several deep breaths before getting out of the car. ‘Purse, I must remember the purse,’ I said to myself before heading into the salon.

Inside I met the receptionist and I introduced myself and told her I was here to see Alex.

“Hi, Kia. Alex is anxious to see you. How’s Robin?”

“Oh, she’s busy at work and headed out of town this weekend,” I told her, not adding too many details.

“It’s always great to see her. This is your first time here, is that right?”

“Yes.”

“Well, Alex is one of our best and he’ll make you look amazing.”

I sat and picked up a magazine, and after a few minutes, Alex came out to introduce himself.”

“Hello, Alex. I think we met at your open-house last fall,” I told him.

“I apologize that I don’t remember you. There were so many people there.”

“Don’t worry.”

“Let’s have you put on a smock and we’ll get started.”

Gloria had told me what would happen and I’m glad I was paying attention. He led me to a cubicle and I took off my outerwear and covered up with a pink smock. I thought it was going a little overboard but it seemed easier to just go along. I exited the cubicle and met him at his station.

“Let’s do a shampoo and condition and then we’ll talk about what Robin wanted to try,” he said, leading me to a shampoo bowl.

“Casey will take care of your wash and condition while I finish with another customer. Let me remove your wig and I’ll put it in a carry bag so you can take it home with you,” he said as he removed the hairpins from my wig and removed the wig cap. I didn’t really know why he was putting it in a plastic bag and talking about taking it with me. I figured he was going to show me how to style it.

Casey led me to the shampoo bowl and started to wash my hair with a product with an amazing fragrance. She dug her fingers into my scalp and it felt so decadent to have someone wash my hair like this. She rinsed, repeated lathering, then rinsed again and added conditioner. She had me relax for a couple of minutes for the conditioner to work, then rinsed again. I finally sat up as she wrapped my hair in a towel and led me over to Alex’s station.

Casey gave me a fashion magazine and I sat there for a few minutes while Alex checked out his earlier customer. After a few minutes, he returned and gave me a smile.

“How did that feel?” Alex asked.

“Fantastic.”

“Casey does a great job. Robin wanted us to look at some hair extensions so you can get rid of the wig. I know it will be much more comfortable for you.”

“Oh, okay,” I responded. From what I knew about hair extensions, they were kind of a big deal.

“Since your hair isn’t that long, I thought we would use a full set which would give you quite a bit more length. I’ve got a few of different colors here. Let’s look and see which you would like better.”

We looked over the different types and he recommended one that was about the same color as my natural hair, but it had some lighter highlights.

“I’m not sure. Do you think they would go with my regular hair?”

“Oh, we’ll use some foils to add some highlights to match those of the extensions. I think you’ll look great.”

“Oh…” I said. “How do they attach?”

“These are bonded extensions. They will need to be renewed every three to four months as your hair grows out. I’ll give you a sheet with some care instructions when we’re done.”

With that, he unwrapped my hair, pulled over his trolley and started mixing up a solution. He separated off some of my hair, put a piece of aluminum foil under a lock of hair and smeared the solution on with a brush. He wrapped the foil and started on another lock. After about thirty minutes, I looked like a cell-phone tower.

“I’m going to put you under the dryer, Kia. You can take your magazine along,” he said as he sat me in front of the machine, dropped it over my head and started it running. Soon there was warm air circulating around my foils.

After about half an hour, Alex came back over, stopped the machine and unwrapped one of the foils.

“That turned out fantastic, Kia honey. Let’s get the solution washed out.”

He took me to one of the shampoo bowls, adjusted the temperature and started rinsing the goo out of my hair. I was just a bit anxious as to how I was going to look after this.

Alex dried my hair with a towel and directed me to his station. I sat and he unwrapped my hair allowing me to see what I looked like. My hair was a mix of dark and light colors and it matched the extensions exactly.

“I’m going to do just a bit of layering so the extensions will blend in with your natural hair,” he explained before taking after me with a pair of scissors.

When he finished cutting, he took out a blow-dryer and dried my hair, then started brushing it in long strokes. He separated some from the bottom with a rat-tailed comb, then clipped most of it on top of my head. He went to work attaching the extensions.

It was slow work and my neck was starting to stiffen up by the time he was done. I was amazed at how long my hair was as he trimmed the ends to a uniform length.

“Let’s put in a little curl, then Katy will start on your nails. Oh, before that, we’ll take a second to put some studs in your ears.”

He brought out a gun-looking thing and made a mark on my ears and checked if that is where I wanted the piercing. I was a little shocked but said yes. In a few seconds I had a gold ball-stud in my earlobe. A few seconds later, I had a matching one in the other ear.

“You’ll love the pierced ears. Much more comfortable than the clip-ons.”

With that, Katy came over and directed me to the nail station. She started asking me about color and length.

“Robin thought something like a garnet color and a career length. Does that sound about right?” she asked.

“I think so.”

I figured this would just be polish, but when she asked about length, it sounds like I was going to get tips. She soaked my hands, worked on my cuticles, then filed my nails to a uniform length. Next came the tips that stuck out like claws which made me a bit anxious. After she got done under the UV light, she clipped and filed them back so they were about a quarter inch longer than the end of my fingertips.

“It will take a bit to get used to these, but if you find they are too long just come back and we can shorten them,” she said. “Oh, and your fingers might be sore this evening. If they bother you, take a Tylenol or something. They’ll be better tomorrow.”

“Okay,” I responded weakly.

She added gel, cooked them under the light some more, then filed them smooth. Next came a beautiful dark-red color. I held my hands out in front of me and they looked amazing.

“Do you like them?” she asked.

“They’re beautiful. Thank you so much.”

“Oh, you’re welcome, Kia. Do you want a bottle of the polish? I think Robin has a light-source.”

“That would be cool.”

—————

I did some serious damage to my credit card, but when I looked in the mirror at the front of the salon I was completely amazed. There was no Kevin to be seen; only Kia.

I walked to my car and sat behind the wheel for a little bit to try to internalize what just happened. Where before I could just take off my wig and scrub the makeup off my face, now it was going to be a major effort to look like anything but a woman. I started to worry what Robin was going to think, but then I remembered that she was the one that set everything up. From the length of the extensions to the color of the nails, she had made the decisions. I guess at any time along the way if I wanted something else I could have said so, but looking at my reflection as I walked from the salon, all of her choices were perfect.

I took a selfie and sent it to Robin and got an instant reply.

Can I call? she texted back.

Sure.

Her call came seconds later.

“Oh Kia honey. You look beautiful. What do you think?”

“I love it. Are you sure it’s okay?”

“Absolutely. I can’t wait to get home to see you. Unfortunately I have a four-thirty meeting, but I’ll leave right after I’m done.”

“What would you like for dinner?”

“Let’s go somewhere special. I want to show you off.”

“I’d like that.”

“Hey, why don’t you stop at the mall and get a new dress for tonight. What do you think?”

“I’ve spent so much money today already.”

“Don’t worry. Check out the sales racks or maybe try one of the used clothing places. I want you beautiful when I take you out tonight.”

“Okay, I’ll see what I can find.”

“That’s my girl. I love you Kia and can’t wait to get home to see you in person.”

“I love you too, Robin,” I said as I dropped off the call. Does she really think I’m beautiful?


Chapter 22

It was just after two PM when I pulled into the mall parking lot. I pulled down the sun visor above the driver’s side and looked at myself in the small mirror. I did a little touch-up of my lipstick, pulled my long hair behind my ear and smiled. The pretty girl smiled back at me. As I continued to check myself out in the mirror my phone started to ring. I checked the caller ID before pressing connect.

“Hi Jessie,” I said when I picked up the call.

“Hi Kia. Robin forwarded me the selfie you sent her. You look fantastic.”

“Thanks…” I replied weakly.

“Where are you now?”

“I’m at the mall. Robin wants me to find a new dress but I don’t really know what she would like.”

“Buy something that you like and I’m sure she will love it. Hey, I can take a few minutes and come over and help you find something.”

“I don’t want to be a bother.”

“Not a bother. I would love to get out of the office for a bit. Have a coffee and I’ll meet you there in about ten minutes.”

“Okay…”

“See you in a few…” she said as she dropped the call.

—————

I worked up my courage and walked into the mall alone; something new for me. Before I had always been with Robin and Jessie, but this was my first-time flying solo. I headed for the coffee shop and looked over the offerings. A lady in front of me ordered a cappuccino and I thought that would be a safe choice.

My turn came to order and I modulated my voice up and asked for a Grande Cappuccino. The lady in front of me had requested a hazelnut shot, but when I was asked if I wanted any flavoring, I just took it plain. The barista asked for my name and wrote ‘Kia’ on the cup in flowing letters.

It was only a couple of minutes before they called out Kia’s name. I went to the pickup counter, gave a smile and they handed me my beverage. I took a seat by the window so I could see Jessie when she arrived.

I had been thinking about Jessie coming over to help me find a dress and I was suspicious this was a setup. Robin had been very carefully pulling me into a place where it was going to be very difficult for me to pass myself off as a guy. With the hair extensions, earrings, nails and an even more feminine eyebrow arch, I was kind of stuck as a girl for now.

As I mused about my new reality, I saw Jessie’s Miata pull in and park out front. As she entered the building, I gave her a wave through the window and she smiled and waved back. She was wearing beige dress slacks and a very cute twinset. She looked very sheik as usual.

“Kia, I love the new look,” she said as she approached where I was sitting. I rose and gave her a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“It’s so great to see you, Jessie.”

“Well, let’s look at you. Damn girl. You look fabulous. The selfie didn’t do you justice.”

I felt my face warm and I can only assume I was in full blush.

“Let me grab a coffee and we can talk for a bit.” She pointed to my mostly empty cup. “Another?” she asked.

“Maybe a bottle of water,” I responded. I was already jittery enough without adding any more caffeine.

She headed to the counter, placed her order, then turned and gave me a big smile as she walked back to where we were sitting. She handed me my bottle of water and sat.

“I can’t thank you enough for coming over today. I didn’t really know how to do this.”

“Don’t be silly, Kia. I’m happy to be away from the office for a little bit. I like the job, but sometimes it is good to get away.”

“Maybe next week we can meet for lunch,” I said, then regretted saying something so forward.

“That’s a great idea. You can fill me in on your trip to KC and I can complain about my ex.”

About that time, they called her name and she went to pick up her drink.

Could I really do that; go out with Jessie for lunch just the two of us? I’ve always gotten along with Jessie, but since I’ve been Kia we’ve grown quite close.

She returned and took the plastic cap off her drink and took a sip.

“Hot…” she said. “That may need to cool a bit.”

“I’m glad to hear you still like your job. Did Robin tell you what happened at Kevin’s workplace?” I asked her.

“She did. She is so happy that Kevin is away from that stupid job.”

“How about you? Things still going well?”

“I’m still battling with Christian. He drives me nuts. He can be a giant pain-in-the-ass.”

“I’m sorry you have to go through that with him.”

“Men can be such children. That’s why I like hanging with women. They’re predictable.”

“Thank you, I think.”

“I love having you as a sister-in-law and best girlfriend,” she said, grabbing my hand and giving it a squeeze. “You are a lot of fun to hang around with.”

I pushed my long hair behind my ear and thought about the best girlfriend comment.

“Ooooo, you had your ears pierced. That’s fantastic!”

“They did it at the salon today. I need to keep the starters in for a couple of weeks.”

“Follow the sanitizing instructions and in no time you’ll be ready for some drop earrings. You’ll love the range of earrings you can wear.”

“I’m excited about getting away from the clip ones.”

“We’ll pick up a necklace with a matching bracelet and earrings today so you’ll be ready when they are healed,” she said, followed by a sip of her now-cooled coffee.

“Do I want to know what’s going on with your ex?”

“Grrrrr. He keeps jacking around with the judge trying to get out of paying alimony. He says he can’t afford it.”

“The slime.”

“The judge has already threatened to put him in jail for contempt because he tried to hide those stock options. Thanks for the tip about that.”

“It really bothered me what him and his accountant were trying to pull. I’m glad you could use the information.”

“You should have seen his face when he opened up the banking app and it showed all that money in there.”

“Busted.”

“Oh, yeah. He turned white as a sheet as all the blood drained out of his body. He knew he was screwed.”

“What happened to the money?”

“They moved it into an escrow account while the court and the IRS works through the claims. It looks like I will get a pretty good piece of it.”

“Go you.”

She finished up her coffee an gave me a smile.

“Let’s go find you a pretty dress for this evening. You’re going to knock Robin’s eyes out.”

—————

Knocking Robin’s eyes out would not be a problem tonight. First thing Jessie wanted me to do was work on my shape. We went to a specialty store and she found me a padded body-briefer to give me a bit more fullness in my hips and butt.

Next, she took me to an upscale store and we found a bodycon dress with a red, silver and black diagonal stripe. It was a little higher than knee length and fit me like a second skin. I was wearing nude hose, but she talked me into picking up some ultra-sheer pantyhose in black to try. The dress was short-sleeved so she thought a cardigan was needed if I felt a chill since it was still a bit cool out. She said I should experiment with the dress both with my black and red pumps as well as my black leather boots.

“This dress will give you lots of options,” Jessie said. “Robin is going to flip out.”

“You really think she’ll like it?” I asked as I stared at myself in the dressing-room mirror.

“Oh, honey. You are absolutely mouth-watering.”

“It’s kind of expensive.”

“You’ll wear it more than once. I imagine that Robin will have you wearing it all the time.”

“Well, if you think it will be okay. I really like it.”

With that, we headed for the checkout to do more violence to my credit card. I hope I wasn’t too close to my limit.

—————

While I finished checking out, Jessie left to return to work. I think she hesitated to see if my card was going to go through which I appreciated. I gave her a big hug and thanked her for the help finding a dress for this evening.

I got home about a half hour before Robin was scheduled to arrive and amped up my makeup and slipped into the new hose and dress.

The hose were magical; so sheer and comfortable and they clung to my legs beautifully so I didn’t have to worry about any wrinkles. The dress came next and I got the same shiver of excitement as when I saw it at the store. With the addition of the shape on my hips and butt courtesy of the hip pads, plus a bit of tummy control from the briefer, I actually had a shape. I stared at myself long and hard to see something that didn’t look 100% girl and I couldn’t see anything- what an amazing transformation. I stepped into my black pumps and I thought they would look a bit more sexy than the boots, but I would be sure to try the boots in the future. I put on the bracelet and the necklace that Jessie helped me pick out, but I wouldn’t be able to wear the earrings until my piercings healed.

I walked downstairs and was practicing walking and moving in the dress when I heard the garage door go up. Time to see if Jessie was right about this dress. I hope Robin likes it.

I met Robin as she was walking in the door and she covered her mouth with her hands.

“Oh my god- oh my god- OH MY GOD…” she cried.

“Don’t you like it?” I asked, horrified.

“Oh my god, you look incredible. Kia honey. I love that dress.”

“Oh, I’m relieved. I didn’t know if it was a bit too…too…”

“You mean too sexy? It is not too sexy; it’s just sexy enough.”

“Whew.”

“I love the hair and the nails. Oh my god, you got your ears pierced.”

“It will be a little while before I can wear regular earrings.”

“I have a lot of nice earrings we can trade.”

“Do you want some wine or something?”

“No. Let me go change and we’ll go somewhere nice and have drinks and dinner.”

“Sounds good. I think I missed lunch and just had a banana when I got home.”

—————

It didn’t take Robin long to change and she looked fantastic when she returned. I offered to help her get dressed but she shooed me off saying it would take twice as long if I was involved and we were both hungry.

“Are you ready?” she asked, grabbing her keys out of her purse. “Do you want to drive?”

“Ah, no…”

“Okay, let’s get going. I’m thinking of Antonio’s. Does that work for you.”

“Sure. That’s a nice place.”

“After you,” she said as she held the door for me. I did a sexy walk and brushed my hand against her as I walked past.

“You are such a little flirt,” she said with a chuckle as she locked the door.

“I’m just attracted to pretty women,” I said as I waited for her to open the car door.

“So am I,” she responded with a twinkle in her eye.

The restaurant was busy even though it was a Thursday night. We put our name in and headed for the bar. This was a fancy enough place that they didn’t give you a pager or yell out your name. They would send someone over to the bar to escort you to the table when it was ready. It was quite refined.

We each ordered a glass of white wine; hers an Italian and I tried a wine from Spain. I let Robin take a taste of mine and she was very complementary. I made note of the vineyard and might look for it the next time Gloria and I were in the wine shop. Hers was light but had a complex flavor. Both wines were quite good.

“Do you like your hair, Kia?”

“I love the length and the color,” I said, brushing a lock of the long hair over my ear. “What do you think?”

“I think Alex did a marvelous job. You look fantastic! I also like the nails.”

I put my hands out in front of me and spread my fingers, highlighting my dark red nail color.

“The length is going to take some time to get used to,” I said with a chuckle.

“Good thing you’re not working on cars. That might have been more of a problem. I need to keep you busy around the house so you don’t mess up your manicure.”

“They sold me a bottle of the polish but they said something about needing a special light.”

“I have a UV light at home that you can borrow. I’ll show you how to use it whenever you want.”

“That would be cool.”

“So, I’m planning to work from home tomorrow. Do you have anything planned?”

“Not really. Probably more packing for our trip.”

“I have a presentation that you could help me with. Can we set up your computer in the office so we can work together?” she asked.

“I think so. My computer is in the shop but I can easily move everything. I’ve got a table and a desk chair.”

“Let’s set you up tomorrow so you can help me get prepared for the KC presentation.”

“Sure…” I said just as the hostess came over to tell us our table was ready.

—————

We had a wonderful meal with a split of Australian wine plus a dessert to share. We continued to talk about how I could help with her project and I was excited that I could work with her. She was going to give a presentation to a group of people in Kansas City while she was there and introducing some features of the new accounting system. We were going to prepare some slides plus put together some handouts for the meeting. It sounded like a good project for me to refresh some of my computer skills since I’ve been away from business applications since I graduated from trade school. My computer usage recently has been mostly games.

“Let’s go listen to some music,” she said as she let me in the door. “I want to be close to you.”

“Being close sounds good. Let me go freshen up,” I said, going upstairs to brush my teeth and replace lipstick.

I met back up with her in the den where she had lit some candles and dimmed the lights. There was some romantic music playing.

She had also amped up her makeup and looked stunning. I sat on the sofa and she took her place beside me, turning and regarding me closely.

“You are so exciting to me, Kia. I hope you like this.”

I thought about the message here. She was attracted to the long hair, the bodycon dress and makeup. Where I should have been concerned about all my masculinity being drained away from me, I knew she was still attracted to the boy part of my anatomy. It was just that being her girlfriend was more exciting for her and, in truth, it was more exciting to me as well. There was nothing I could do as a male to make myself more stimulating. Putting on a fresh shirt and aftershave was about the only thing I could do to add appeal. As a girl, I had an amazing range of things I could add to make myself more attractive. The jewelry, hair, eyes, makeup, the shaper, the hose, and the amazing form-fitting dress. I had a vast number of things I could add to enhance my appeal. I couldn’t wait until I could change my earrings.

“Robin. I love that I can make myself pretty for you. Thank you for letting me do this.”

“No, thank you for doing it for us. Oh, I have something for you,” she said, reaching for her purse. She pulled out a small box and opened the lid. It was a beautiful solitaire wedding set.

“Let’s try this,” she said, taking the ring out of the box and gliding it onto my finger.

“Oh, Robin. It’s beautiful.”

“Will you wear it for me?” she asked.

“I love it. Thank you so much. I’ll never take it off.”

She leaned over to give me a kiss. I closed my eyes and felt her lips against mine. If I was concerned about sacrificing my manhood, the softness of her lips, my new wedding ring and her hand on my stocking-covered leg drove away any doubts. I loved the new me.


Chapter 23

Friday, March 6th

I awoke a few minutes before the alarm thinking about last evening. There was a lot of talking about the future, Kia’s new look and how Robin was so proud of her girlfriend. She complemented me on the way I walked, how I sat, how I ate, how I talked, and everything else. She praised me on how Kia was such an amazing girlfriend and how she loved being with me.

It was an evening of less fireworks and a lot more introspection. There were serious discussions about Kia being a more permanent part of our lives. Where this should have frightened me, she promised she would do everything she could to give me support.

I was buoyed by the fact that she wasn’t considering any drugs or surgery, just amplifying my regular feminine features and diminishing those features that were more male. She wondered if I might consider electrolysis or laser on my beard to give my face a more refined look. I had tried to grow a beard in the past but I never liked it. I certainly wouldn’t miss the chore of shaving every day. We decided that since I always shaved anyway, why not have it removed. She made it sound quite reasonable.

We discussed breast implants but that sounded like more than I would be comfortable with right now. Maybe in the future consider a small implant but for now I would continue to use the breast forms or a padded bra to make my clothes fit better.

I was able to work off a demerit by giving her some pleasure. I loved how she would run her fingers through my long hair as I brought her one orgasm after another with my tongue. She finally begged me to stop so we could go to sleep and we both crashed into oblivion.

—————

I heard the alarm on her phone and felt her move beside me. I gave her a big hug.

“We probably better get up…” she said, “we have a big day.”

We headed to our respective bathrooms and got ready. While I was shaving my face, I thought again about the laser hair removal. I certainly wouldn’t miss shaving.

We met up in the kitchen and while she made coffee, I fixed some oatmeal for breakfast. We were still both wearing our nightgowns. I wanted to get some sense of what she would wear today before I decided how I would dress. I think she had a similar idea which is why we ended up eating breakfast in our nightclothes.

I made a fruit topping for her oatmeal and mixed in some honey. She has kind of a sweet-tooth and she smiled when she saw what I made for her.

She had checked her schedule and outlined what we would be doing today. First she would help me relocate the computer workstation from my shop to a corner of her office. She said she would move an unused bookcase into the guest room to make some space for me.

After breakfast we went to the bedroom and she gave me a wink.

“What do you want to wear today?” she asked. “I usually wear jeans and a sweatshirt, but since I have an office assistant, I should dress a little nicer.”

“Do you have any online meetings?” I asked.

“Yes, at two-thirty for approximately half an hour. Usually these half-hour meetings will drag on depending on who is running the meeting. Today it is Abby so we should be able to stick to the schedule.”

“I have the tan dress slacks that look nice. I’ll find a blouse and wear my taupe shoes. That will be comfortable.”

“Perfect. I don’t want you to be too pretty or I might have a hard time concentrating on my work. I have some dark slacks that I can make an outfit around.”

We searched around for some clothes; her helping me and I giving her some suggestions as well. I wanted to be somewhat flirty so I wore the briefer with the pads to give me some more shape. I also put a few curls in my hair and I liked the look. Lastly, I splashed on some of my new perfume.

Where I was dressed a bit more fun, Robin looked all business. I liked the contrast between our looks.

—————

It took me a bit to disassemble my computer equipment and move it into Robin’s office. Hmmm, Robin’s office; I guess it is our office now.

I carried up the computer equipment while she moved the bookcase then I disassembled the computer desk. It was small enough I could have carried it up complete, but I didn’t want to break a nail. I chuckled when I thought about that being something I usually didn’t worry about. It didn’t take much to remove the legs which made it much easier to move.

About a half hour later, I was firing up the computer and getting connected to the wireless printer beside her desk. Just a little after nine we were both ready to go to work.

“Kia, I’ve made you an account on the company computer system. I just need a quick photo,” she said as she snapped a picture with her phone. A few minutes later she showed me a page that was my bio on her company’s website. It showed my job title as intern.

“Ah, Robin…” I asked hesitantly. “How did you do this?”

“I talked to Amanda in HR and said I wanted you to help me with some of my projects. She came up with the idea of adding you as an intern.”

“So… you mean I have a job at your company?”

“Yes, a job, but just no salary… Sorry.”

“Really! That’s cool.”

“Here’s a temporary identification badge,” she said, giving me a plastic badge holder with my photo, my name as Kia Sanders and my job title as intern. I had to admit, it was a pretty nice photo as identification cards go. On the back of the card was a QR code that she said would get me into the building if we needed to go to the office.

“There are some cubes in one of the offices that the interns can use. I figure most of your work will be remote, but sometime we’ll go to the office together and I’ll have Amanda show you around.”

“This is amazing, Robin…”

“Now, let’s get you started loading some programs on your computer, then I can show you what we need to do.”

She gave me a list of applications that I needed and where to find them on the company file system. After a little over an hour, I had everything set up. I still can’t believe how fast our internet service is.

While the last program was loading, I looked over to see Robin hard at work. She had been riveted to the screen for the whole time I was loading applications so I thought I would get her a refreshment. I went to the kitchen and hunted in the refrigerator and found some orange juice. There was also a bottle of tonic water so I made us a mixture with the tonic and OJ, added a few drops of grenadine syrup for color and headed back to the office.

“I have something for you,” I told her as I set the drink on her desk.

“Thank you, Kia. You’re wonderful.”

“I’m about finished loading up the programs. Is there something I can do to help?”

“I have text for some slides. I thought you could look at them and see how they can be formatted into a presentation. There are probably some videos on the internet if you need some ideas. I’ll put the document in your personal folder.”

“Ah, Robin. My what folder?”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I meant to give you this earlier,” she said, handing me a sheet of paper with my logon details. “This is your e-mail login and link to your document folder.”

“Great. I’ll get signed in and see what I can come up with.”

“If you get stuck, let me know.”

“I’ll try not to be a bother.”

I logged in and found Kia’s file which had a policies, inbox and outbox folders. The inbox contained the presentation document. It was a bunch of text and I can see what she meant by needing to organize it to make a presentation. It sounded like a fun project.

I logged into my e-mail and found a note from Amanda Reese in HR welcoming me to the company. Her note asked that I review the orientation materials and policies that she put in my personal folder. There were a couple of other messages that were meeting notifications. Apparently I was also going to be attending meetings. I looked over the meeting details and they were virtual meetings which wouldn’t be too bad. The first meeting was the one with Robin this afternoon.

I put in my earbuds and searched for videos about how to format a presentation. There were a lot of different videos on how to use the application that was on my computer so I started to run through some tutorials. Within an hour or so I had a good idea what I wanted to try.

Robin said the company didn’t have a presentation template so I figured I would search the sample templates and find one that appealed to me. After hunting for a bit, I found one I really liked. I would format a few pages and have Robin review it with me to make sure she liked it.

I formatted an intro page and went to her Robin Tracy company bio and grabbed her photo and some of the data that I needed for the introduction. After I was happy with the first page, I took some of the data from her text files and started making presentation pages. I experimented with wipes, dissolves, bullet points and several other ideas that I found in the videos. I had about 5 pages that I saved to a file and put it in her inbox. After I did so, I heard her computer chime.

“Robin, can we take a few minutes and look at this?” I asked.

“Sure, honey.”

I walked over and stood beside her, pulling my hair back behind my ear and leaned down close to her.

“I really like that scent, Kia.”

“Thank you, Robin. Gloria helped me pick it out.”

She opened the presentation and reviewed the first couple of pages.

“This is fantastic work, Kia. Wow!”

“Thanks Robin. I picked up a lot of ideas off the internet. Do you want me to change the layout or anything?”

“No, what you have is fine. If you format the rest of the pages, I’ll add some speaker’s notes and things to help me during the presentation.”

“Okay, I’ll finish it up.”

“If you think you need any images, the company has an account with a stock photo place. I’ll send you the link.”

“Oh, cool. That would be great.”

“Kia, this is really good work. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, Robin.”

She looked at me for several seconds but didn’t say anything else. I really wanted to kiss her, but she was my boss and figured that would have to wait until after work hours. I walked back to my desk, sat using all my girl moves, and started on the rest of the presentation. I looked back at her and she was all smiles.

For lunch we went to the kitchen and made ourselves some sandwiches and I brewed a pot of coffee.

During her two-thirty conference call, she had me take notes. I recorded the names of the five other people in attendance and got their job titles from their bio pages. I was introduced to the group as Robin’s intern and was pretty much ignored. I kept my microphone muted and recorded the action-items so I could send a post-meeting email to the attendees.

A couple of the male attendees started a discussion about some sports stuff but Abby shut that down pretty quickly. She did a good job keeping the meeting on track.

With the meeting behind us and my sending off the post-meeting summary, we got back to work on the presentation.

It took until almost quitting time to finish the presentation, add speaker’s notes and format some handouts. Robin was very pleased with the work and started me on a couple of other small projects as the clock approached five.


Chapter 24

About ten till five, Robin had a message box pop up from Carter Stevens, her boss.

“Typical,” Robin growled. “Right before the end of work on Friday there is some bullshit problem cropping up.”

She typed in the chat box for a little bit while I continued to format some other documents she had me working on.

“What!!!” she yelled. “Kia, I’m going to bring up a video conference. I’d like you to listen in and be ready to take some notes.”

“Sure…” I said as the conference request came in. I put in my earbuds and responded to the meeting request.

“Robin, I’m sorry to do this to you, but something has come up,” Carter said, “Oh… is there someone else on the conference?”

“This is Kia, my intern. She will be taking some notes.”

“Oh…okay.” Carter said. “Hello, Kia.”

I unmuted my microphone. “Hello, Mr. Stevens,” I responded before muting myself again.

“So, Carter, what’s going on?” Robin asked.

“Greg is having some problem with one of the accounts and he doesn’t know how to fix it.”

“Let’s put him on the conference and we can work on it together.”

“Well, um, he had to leave a bit early this afternoon.”

“So, let me see if I understand. He has some problem late on a Friday afternoon and he goes home and sticks me with it.”

“It’s not quite like that.”

“Okay then, what is it like exactly.”

“His son had a game and it was really important for him to be there.”

“And…”

“Well, I thought since you were still working from home you could take a few minutes to fix the problem.”

“So my time isn’t worth anything…”

“It’s not that. I just figure you’ll be able to fix the problem quickly and we can all start our weekends.”

While she had been ragging on Stevens, she’d brought up the company account.

“Shit, Carter. This is stupid. Greg has been using the wrong project code everywhere. It looks like one of the four-digit codes off the old system. I can’t believe this.”

“Can you fix it?”

“Well sure, but it would have been a lot easier if he had just used the right code to begin with. There is a set of valid codes in everyone’s inbox.”

“He might have not seen it.”

“Only because he didn’t look.”

“Can you take a few minutes to make the corrections?”

“This is going to take more than a few minutes. I can’t believe this. Why do you put up with this guy.”

“He’s not that bad. He’s been having a hard time figuring out the new system.”

“Well, there are a lot of other people in our organization that have figured it out. If you use a four-digit code, it’s wrong. It’s as easy as that. If he would pay attention in meetings rather than playing with his phone, he’d be a lot better off.”

“Don’t be like that, Robin. Give him half a chance.”

“I’ve given him plenty of chances. I’m going to drop off and Kia and I will fix this. I’ll be back in the office next Wednesday and I want a meeting with you, Greg and Amanda from HR. I’m getting tired of fixing his screw-ups.”

“Just calm down. Take the weekend to think about this and let’s not do anything rash.”

“I’m going to drop off now. We’ve got a lot of work to do.”

“Have a nice weekend, Robin.”

Robin abruptly ended the conference before she cried out in disbelief. “What the fuck!”

“I’m sorry, Robin.”

“You certainly didn’t do anything Kia. I sure hope Greg’s kid makes him proud tonight at his ball game. Asshole.”

I crossed to rub Robin’s shoulders. She was knotted up with tension.

“Does that feel good?” I asked.

“Wonderful. I’m setting you up for read access on the accounting system.”

“I don’t know anything about the system, Robin,” I said as I continued to rub the tension out of her neck and shoulders.

“I’ll show you what to do. I need you to run through Greg’s accounts and see where he has used this bogus project code. We’ll have to do it customer by customer and make a list. Then I’ll have to go back and put in the correct codes.”

“Is there a way we can run a report on the wrong code?”

“Fantastic idea, Kia. That’s brilliant! Here, I’ll show you how to set up the report.”

After a few minutes, we had a list of all the accounts where Greg had used the wrong project code. I continued to rub her shoulders and could feel the tension melt away as she got closer to fixing the accounts. She did an error check and the account codes came back clean.

I gave her a kiss on the top of her head. “I really like working with you, Robin.”

“Is this better than fixing flats?”

“You bet it is.”

“Just to let you know, you’ve saved me a lot of time today but can I have you do one other thing?”

“Sure.”

“Make a meeting request for Wednesday at 10 AM for Carter, Amanda, Greg, you and me. I want to get a warning put in his personnel file at the very least. Maybe I can get a three-day suspension to finally get his attention.”

“Reminding you that on Wednesday I work with Gloria…”

“Oh, that’s right. Can you join via conference? I’d like to have you take notes. We should be done by the time Gloria is here.”

“Okay,” I said as I wrote out the meeting notice. “Can I delay sending this until Monday morning? I figure if it goes out over the weekend it might generate some responses that we don’t want to deal with.”

“Great idea, Kia. I don’t know what I did without you.”

“Just trying to make myself indispensable.”

As I delayed the sending of the meeting notice until Monday morning, she finished up documenting some of the accounts and shut down her computer. I was still doing some last-minute things on the files, but it was just busy work. She walked over to me and indicated the shutdown button.

“I want my girlfriend in my arms,” she said.

“We can do that,” I said, shutting down my computer and swiveling around in my chair. She put her hands on my cheeks and gave me a sweet kiss.

“I planned on having leftovers for dinner then doing some packing for our trip,” I told her as I rose from the chair and she wrapped me in her arms.

“Oh, Kia. I’ve spent all day looking over at you and thinking how cute you are. I can’t wait to have you all to myself this weekend.”

“Thank you, Robin. I’m looking forward to being alone with you as we explore Kansas City.”

“I intend to do a lot of exploring this weekend,” she said, licking her lips.

“You are bad, Robin,” I said as I gave her a big kiss. Kissing my boss is exciting as hell.

I went to the kitchen and I started heating up leftovers while she headed for the bedroom. I assume she wanted to freshen up a little bit before dinner.

When our dinners were ready, I put them in a low oven to keep everything warm.

She joined me some time later and she had put on a short pink dress with heels and added some curl to her hair. She’d freshened up her makeup and looked delicious.

“Now you’ve done it. I’m probably going to need to change,” I teased.

“Only if you want to, but I’ll make it worth your while,” she said as she oozed over to me and gave me a long, smoldering kiss.

“Can I have you put dinner on the table. I’ll be right back.”

“Why don’t we leave it in the oven for a bit. I’ll open a bottle of wine and maybe we’ll have some cheese, olives and kisses as an appetizer.”

“That sounds great,” I said, hurrying upstairs.

I put on a flirty red dress over my padded briefer, added nude thigh-highs and my red strappy high heels. I pumped up my makeup and brushed out my hair. Whereas I was initially concerned about the long hair, I’ve learned to love it. I splashed on some perfume, brushed my teeth and reapplied my lipstick. I used the long-lasting lipstick because it sounded like there was some kissing in my future.

I hunted around for Robin and she was in the den with some soft music playing and the lights low. She had opened one of the bottles of Italian wine and there were glasses for each of us on the coffee table. I used all my best moves walking in and sitting next to her. She was all smiles when she saw me.

“I had a great time at my new job today. My boss is really nice,” I teased.

“I bet you were a lot of help to her.”

“I learned a lot and was surprised how fast I could catch onto things.”

“You are just a natural talent. I bet you have other talents as well,” she said as she put her finger under my chin and directed me to her waiting lips. The kiss was amazing, like the rest of my day.

We continued to kiss and she ran her hand up under my dress until she reached the tops of my thigh-highs.

“You little tramp…” she said as she ran her finger over the smooth skin above the tops of the stockings.

“You’re going to make us miss dinner. Besides, I still need to pack,” I told her.

“Can I help you pack? I need to make sure you have all kinds of slutty clothes for KC.”

“I don’t have any slutty clothes,” I huffed. “Besides, I’m going to Kansas City with my boss and I need to make a good impression.”

“Oh, I’m sure she will be quite impressed with you.”

“You’re a bad influence. How about some dinner.”

“Is there dessert?”

“Of course.”

I got another kiss before she rose and helped me up from the sofa. I took my mostly empty wine glass figuring I’d had enough wine for the evening. I went to the kitchen and plated the food, placing everything on the dining room table. Robin had refilled our wine glasses to have with dinner. I was already feeling a buzz. I can’t imagine what I would be like after I finished the second glass.

Robin gave me all kinds of praise for what I did for her today, and she gave me some ideas what we could work on when we got back from Kansas City. Some of the things she mentioned would be quite challenging, like doing some data analysis and graphing in some of her spread sheets. It was something she always wanted to do but didn’t have the time to research it. She thought it would be a good project for me.

“That sounds like a lot more fun than fixing cars,” I told her.

After our dinner, Robin and I went to the main bedroom so we could pack for the trip to Kansas City. Our flight leaves Midway at 11 AM and we would arrive in Kansas City a little after 2 PM. Unfortunately, there were no non-stop flights and we ended up with a change. Robin promised to buy me a healthy lunch.

—————

I got my pink suitcases packed with a variety of clothes and my carry-on stuffed with my makeup, some underwear and my nightgown. Robin warned me if my checked bag went AWOL it was always a good idea to have underthings in the carry bag. I also put a jump drive with the presentation in my purse and put an extra cable for the projector plus some spare batteries in the suitcase. I made sure I had my notebook and a couple of good pens for taking notes. Robin had been somewhat cryptic about if I would be present during the meeting. If I joined via video that was one thing, but being there in person might be a problem. I decided to trust her judgement.

After our packing, I got jumped as I expected.

“So, my pretty little intern, what about a little overtime?” she asked.

“The employee manual says I need to be available if my boss needs assistance after hours. Is that the case?”

“Oh yes. Your boss definitely has a need right now,” she said, pushing me to the bed. She stroked my cheek with her finger and stared lovingly into my eyes.

“So,” she announced, “I have this terrible dilemma.”

“What is it, Robin. Maybe I can help,” I told her, grabbing her hand and kissing her knuckles.

“I want to have my way with you since you looked so pretty for me today, but I would rather wait until tomorrow when we can be together at the Embassy Hotel. That is supposed to be a really nice place.”

“I see. That’s a tricky problem,” I agreed, stroking the side of her neck before dropping my finger to a breast. “Maybe I could do a little something for you to kind of take the edge off, then promise you a complete romantic experience tomorrow,” I offered as my finger continued down the front of her dress.

“That idea has potential. Aren’t you concerned that I might get busy and forget?”

“Oh, not at all. I’ll have your intern put a reminder on your calendar,” I told her as my finger tracked under her short dress and worked its way to the front of her panties.

With that she rose, removed her dress and I made good with my promise of satisfying her need. I wonder if this is what the employee manual had in mind.


Chapter 25

Saturday, March 7th

The flight to Kansas City was uneventful and all my worrying about what TSA would do during screening turned out to be no big deal. There was a lot of staring at my photo ID and checking the name on the ticket, but I would just get waved through without a problem.

We arrived right on time and caught a taxi to the hotel which, as Robin said, was very nice. There was a big King bed and a garden tub plus a huge shower in the bath.

As promised, Robin had bought me lunch during our layover and even though it was just airport food, it was quite tasty.

As we settled into the room, Robin came over and gave me a big hug.

“I want to thank you for coming along with me, Kia.”

“Travel with the boss can be quite nice. I loved the First-Class upgrade.”

“That was a surprise for me also. Especially since the company wouldn’t buy your ticket. I think the people in the travel office fudged things a little bit.”

“It was great to not have to deal with a rental car,” I told her.

“I agree. It was nice to take the taxi from the airport. I’ve contacted one of the real estate people here in town. Tomorrow he is going to take us around to look at some properties. Anything else we need to do we’ll just call an UBER.”

“So, do you really think this is going to happen?”

“I’m not sure, but if it does, I’d like to be ready. So, since we’re right downtown, why don’t we go out and walk around for a bit, maybe get some coffee.”

“Let me hit the bathroom and I’ll be ready,” I said as I headed in to fix my hair and lipstick.

—————

Kansas City didn’t have the same feel as Chicago and both Robin and I sensed the difference right away. Where we both loved wandering around downtown Chicago, KC just didn’t have the same kind of energy. We agreed it would be a hard sell for us to relocate here. Her company offices were located downtown and supposedly that was a selling point for her locating here, but it didn’t feel right. It made the opportunity for the company in Chicago look all that much better.

We wandered around for a bit but didn’t see anything the jumped out at us as a great place to hang, so we went back to the hotel and got a cup of coffee in the lounge.

The bar was kind of a jazz club type of thing which was kind of cool, but the coffee was overpriced and not that great. It’s good that her company is picking up the tab for all this.

“There seems to be a lot of emphasis on sports here,” I told her. During our brief walk we came across several sports venues and sports bars.

“I agree. Maybe we’re in that section of town.”

“Maybe so. The jazz theme of this place in kind of nice.”

“We might check back later and have a drink.”

We continued to work on our coffees and she attached her tablet to the WiFi and started looking at downtown events and venues.

“Oh, too bad…” she teased. “…the Royals are away this weekend.”

“Oh, bummer,” I responded. Robin knew I wasn’t that big of a fan of sports, with baseball being one of my least favorites. For someone living in Chicago, home of the Cubs, that is kind of a sacrilege.

“The Federal Reserve Bank is here,” Robin announced. “They have a money museum.”

“I wonder if they have any free samples,” I joked.

“Probably not. Bah, it’s closed over the weekend,” she groaned.

—————

We finally ended up at the aquarium and wandered around quite a bit and then were going to go to the Lego Museum but they wouldn’t let us in. We had to be accompanied by a child- Really!?!

We returned to the hotel and decided to try the restaurant here, then maybe catch some jazz and a drink later.

The menu had the normal steaks, chicken and fish but all quite overpriced. I decided on a French Dip and Robin ordered salmon. We ordered glasses of wine with our meal, plus some sparkling water.

“I’ll need to see some ID,” Gary, the waiter, said. He was kind of a wiry guy with wire-rimmed glasses and slicked-back dark hair.

I showed him my ID and Robin presented hers and he walked off, presumably to get our order in. He walked to another employee and they had a lengthy discussion. A little later, the other waiter came to our table.

“Ahem…ah…I’m the restaurant manager and I’ll be serving you tonight,” he said. I think we had a French Dip and the salmon with two glasses of wine.”

“That’s right,” Robin said. “It there a problem with our order?”

“Ah, no, it’s just that Gary was a little uncomfortable serving you.”

“And why is that?” Robin asked, harshly.

“He’s kind of religious and…well…he just asked if I would serve you.”

“So, is this about me?” I asked.

“Well, I see two ladies but one of you gave him an ID that said Kevin…and…well…he decided he didn’t want to serve you.”

I could tell Robin was starting to boil; this wasn’t going to go well. She stared at his name pin closely.

“Well, mister Roberts, I guess I don’t understand what Gary’s religion has to do with serving us dinner…”

“Oh, I guess…you see…”

“No, I don’t see. Maybe you can explain it to us. Be sure the explanation includes how we are staying at this hotel in rooms that cost two-hundred and fifty dollars a night, about to have a meal that will cost another hundred, and somehow Gary’s religion makes it okay for him to humiliate us.”

“No, it’s nothing like that…”

“I haven’t heard you explain exactly what it is then.”

“Look… this is awkward…”

“Awkward for you or for us?”

“Let me buy your dinners.”

“Sir. You’ve successfully convinced me that we don’t want to eat here. After we leave, we’ll certainly be letting the management know how we were treated here tonight. Maybe Gary can explain how his religious beliefs cost them some good customers. Come on, Kia, let’s get out of here and find somewhere they want to serve us dinner.”

With that, Robin rose and I got up as well. The manager chuffed and looked around trying to figure out how to deal with this. He again offered to comp us our meal but Robin was most of the way out the door with me hustling to keep up with her. I finally caught up to her in the street in front of the hotel.

“What an ass,” she growled.

“It’s okay, Robin.”

“It is certainly not okay, Kia. I am going to barbecue these assholes.”

“It’s just one guy…”

“One guy who managed to spoil our whole evening. Then they sent the manager over to cover for him. People who make excuses for bigots are as bad as the bigots themselves.”

“So, let’s find somewhere else to have dinner.”

“My stomach is a little upset right now and a big dinner would be a waste,” Robin said. “What about just some fast food?”

“Sounds good. We’ll save the steak for another time.”

“I agree. Somewhere much more welcoming than Kansas City,” she growled.

We wandered around and found a Burger King and had Whoppers and fries with a cola. No ID required. I tried to get Robin to lighten up, but she was pretty steamed about life right now. Kansas City sure hasn’t got started in the right foot.

—————

After our burgers, we stopped at a mini-market and got a bottle of wine. We also had to buy a corkscrew because neither of us had thought to pack one. Something for the intern to add to her packing list. At least there were some glasses in the hotel room. I could tell from Robin’s body language that a move to Kansas City was looking more and more unlikely.

We returned to our room and broke out the bottle of wine and I proposed a toast.

“To my first business trip with my amazing boss,” I toasted.

“Right now, your boss doesn’t feel very amazing.”

“Oh, Robin. Are you still mad about Gary?” I asked.

“Oh Kia, that’s only part of it. It’s just that I hate this place.”

“You mean the hotel?” I asked.

“No, the whole damn city. It felt wrong when we landed at the airport.”

“We can still look at some houses and see what we think. Nothing is forcing us to move here.”

“I got a message from the other place in Chicago. They want us to come in for an interview.”

“That sounds good. Are they downtown?”

“Oak Brook.”

“Cool!”

We both slipped into our nightgowns and continued to enjoy the wine. It was quite nice. She brought up some information about the company and we surfed some of the things about the area. It was fairly close to Naperville, so we could still live in the area if we wanted to. We looked at some of the houses for sale and as we expected, it was going to be quite a bit more expensive than KC.

“I think we’ll be happier there,” Robin said as she stroked my cheek with a finger.

“I’ll be happy anywhere you are,” I responded, grabbing her hand and kissing it.

“You’re sweet, but I want us to be happy together. I don’t want to have to find happiness, I want it to be all around us. We’ll look around tomorrow, but this place is going to have to breathe on us a lot more than it has so far.”

I cuddled up next to her and she wrapped me in her arms. I felt safe and happy when I was with her, but I sensed she was having a lot of trouble getting over some of the things she didn’t like about this place. I looked up at her and she smiled at me, making me feel much better. I closed my eyes and I was treated to a tender kiss. I wasn’t lying when I told her that I was happy wherever she was, but I agreed that Kansas City was pretty much a bummer so far.

The kisses kept coming and I heard her cell phone chime.

“It’s a meeting notice,” she said. “You cheeky little thing.”

“You were afraid you would forget…”

“Thank you for being so diligent,” she whispered as she bit my ear before pushing me back on the sofa and covering me in kisses. I wonder if she will remember to acknowledge the meeting.


Chapter 26

Monday, March 9th

Yesterday we spent some time with a local real estate agent and looked at several houses in the area. For some reason, he showed us houses out of town in some suburbs even though we told him that Robin was planning to work downtown. The agent was a big guy, not fat but not buffed either. He had short-cropped blonde hair and wasn’t big on listening.

He was particularly interested in our relationship and Robin finally said I was her sister-in-law. He gave me several long stares which kind of creeped me out and I’m not sure if he clocked me as male or not. He started asking if Robin’s husband was going to be moving as well and she said he would. He then started explaining certain features of the houses that would be of interest to her husband. The things he mentioned were bar areas, video rooms, basketball hoops and even one place that had a putting green. None of these things were the least bit interesting to me. I would be more interested in a workshop and a yard with nice landscaping. He encouraged Robin to take photos of these ‘guy’ amenities so she could show them to her husband. After the fourth overpriced house he showed us, Robin begged off saying she wanted to go back and talk to her husband about which house he would like. The agent said he could understand where these things could be confusing and to have her husband call and they could go over some important details. This guy was completely tone-deaf if he thought Robin was the type who wouldn’t be able to decide. Of course, she was playing at being an airhead to let him go into full alpha-jerk mode.

—————

Today was the day of the presentation with Robin shocking me by saying she wanted me at the presentation to take notes. We were extra careful with my hair and makeup, but I was trembling inside thinking about all the ways this thing could go bad. It finally occurred to me that she wanted to push the envelope and see if she could prompt a reaction from some of these people. Also, she told me she wanted me to give her my impressions on the people at the meeting and how they would be to work with. If she moved, some of these people would be her peers, and some would even report to her.

We arrived at the company offices at nine-thirty and met with Jeremy Rogers, the one that Robin would replace after his retirement. He was a kind-hearted guy with a shock of gray hair and a little bit of an accent. Once Robin introduced me as her intern, he promptly ignored me and dealt with her exclusively. She asked him a bit about the organization and the people she would be working with and his answers were somewhat vague and defensive.

He made a big deal about how the offices were all new a few years ago and the downtown location made it convenient. Robin asked about mass transit and Rogers said there were busses and a streetcar but he’d never used them. He lived out of town and needed to drive.

A little before ten we went to a conference room and I set up the projector for Robin. I looked around and saw a lot of litter from an earlier meeting. I cleaned up the space and asked Rogers where I could refill the water pitchers. He didn’t know so I went out and asked one of the secretaries and she helped me find what I needed for the meeting. After I got the room ready, Robin gave me a wink and mouthed ‘thank you’ to me.

I checked the meeting notice and I saw there were several people who had marked the meeting tentative and others that had not replied at all. Robin had me send a notice to twelve people and it looked like only six had accepted. While I was watching, one of the attendees changed from accept to decline. Sheesh…we’re down to five.

The meeting was scheduled to start at ten, but there was only Rogers, me and Robin plus one other attendee. Jeremy suggested we wait for a bit as it was kind of an early meeting. Sheesh, ten o’clock is considered an early meeting!!! By ten after, there were six attendees so we decided to get started.

Robin had everyone give their names and position as I made notes. There was one woman from the sales department and the rest guys from the accounting side. We pushed the door closed and I adjusted the lights so everyone could see the presentation. Two of the guys were looking at a tablet and discussing something between themselves as Robin introduced herself.

She went through the slides but there was almost a complete lack of enthusiasm. This was a full room of Gregs who would rather look at their phone then listen to some information that would help them do their jobs.

Robin got through the slide deck and there were only a couple of questions; ones that betrayed the fact that the person wasn’t listening during the presentation or they would have got it the first time. What a CF. I could sense that Robin was annoyed but was trying to hold it together and not make a scene. I know she was going to ask and I would tell her without a doubt that she wouldn’t want to take on this job. This place would drive her nuts trying to organize it.

After the meeting, Roberts came up and asked if we wanted to go out for lunch.

“Thanks, Jeremy, but something’s come up in Chicago and we need to get back.”

“I’m sorry there weren’t more people at the meeting. That was a great presentation. Can I get a copy from you and pass it along to some of those who couldn’t make it.”

“I’ll get back to you on that, Jeremy.”

I cleaned up the room to leave it better than when we got here and grabbed our stuff.

“Are you ready, Kia.”

“Ready, Mrs. Tracy.”

“Thank you, Jeremy. I’ll be in touch,” Robin said before she made her way to the door.

When I caught up with her, she was on her phone and I could hear her trying to get us earlier flights back. I guess she’s had all she wanted of Kansas City.

—————

She was able to get us on a flight back today and we went to the hotel, quickly packed up our stuff and headed for the airport.

“What a bunch of assholes,” Robin hissed as we headed toward our gate.

“Ah…That would be a tough bunch to manage, that’s for sure.”

“Well, whoever ends up managing them, it won’t be me. I couldn’t wait to get out of there.”

“Do you want me to send Rogers the presentation?”

“No, screw that. If they wanted the information they could have come to the meeting. I’m not going to spoon-feed them.”

“Good. That’s what I thought but I wanted to let you make the decision.”

“Oh Kia, tell me I’m not overreacting.”

“No, Robin. That was a freaking jungle and if you went to work there you would need a big can of kick-ass to get those people in line. No one was even making an effort and it would drive you absolutely crazy.”

“Thank you. That’s what I thought but it’s great to hear it from you as well…” she said, turning toward the gate agent. “I think they’re calling our flight. Let’s get out of here!”

I grabbed my carry bag and hustled to the agent and presented him with my first-class boarding pass. As I walked to the jet-bridge, I wiped my feet on the carpet to get any trace of Kansas City off me.


Chapter 27

Wednesday, March 11th.

Yesterday we were both wrecked from the weekend in KC and, as I suspected, there were a lot of back-and-forth e-mails about today’s meeting with Greg and Carter. Greg asked Carter if he could join online so he could continue to work on something at his desk, but both Robin and Amanda shot that down. Things got a little testy by the time everything got settled, however it did change the time of the meeting from ten to ten-thirty. That was going to jam me up a little since Gloria would be here around noon. Robin assured me the meeting would not take that long.

All day yesterday Robin worked on a laundry list of stuff that Greg had did, and failed to do, during the past year of his employment. It was a pretty long list. Of course, Carter had talked to her and said what a good attitude Greg had and how easy-going he was.

“I don’t need easy-going, Carter,” Robin protested. “I need someone who gets things done and more importantly, does it right the first time.”

I predict the meeting was going to be a bloodbath and I was going to be stuck trying to keep notes.

I was on the meeting conference phone and Amanda and Robin where there at ten-thirty.

“I can’t effing believe this,” Robin growled when both Greg and Carter Stevens were late.

“Kia, please make note of the time and that you, I and Amanda are present.”

“Done…” I responded.

At ten thirty-eight, Greg and Carter came into the conference room chatting about baseball.

“I’m glad you fellows could make it,” Robin said. “I hope it wasn’t too much of an inconvenience for you to come to the meeting that was delayed at your request.”

“Something important came up,” Greg responded.

“Is that to imply that what we are doing here isn’t important?” Amanda asked.

“Calm down. It’s okay,” Stevens said. “Let’s get started and not waste any more time.”

Amanda closed the door to the conference room and got started. “The purpose of this meeting is to address some performance issues that have been brought to my attention regarding Gregory Abrams.”

“Look, let’s just cut the shit and let Robin vent about having to work some overtime fixing something that was just an oversight. This new system is a nightmare and it’s taking me some time to get adjusted to it is all,” Abrams said.

“So, you think this is my fault, is that what I’m hearing, Mr. Abrams?” Robin challenged.

“It’s no secret you have it out for me, Mrs. Tracy.”

“Only because I end up having to do my job and yours as well. I should be getting your salary too,” Robin hissed.

“People, people. Calm down,” Stevens said.

“Okay. I will calmly present HR with this report of performance issues that I have been able to document about Mr. Abrams work here. His inability to budget his time, arrive at meetings promptly and to pay attention to the details required for him to perform his duties are legendary. I’m requesting this data be placed in his file as well as a letter of reprimand and recommend three days suspension without pay.”

“The three-days off will be handy for me to look for another job,” Greg said. “That will be two days more than I need to find something better and get out of this shithole.”

“Be sure to use my name as a reference,” Robin responded.

“I think we should try to work together on some of this,” Stevens hedged. “Greg, I don’t want to lose you.”

Abrams huffed. “Let’s get this over with.”

“So, Robin. What can we do to get this thing settled and we can get back to work? We’ve all got things to do,” Stevens suggested.

Amanda spoke as she looked up from the document. “I’m looking over some of these issues and Mr. Abrams last quarterly reviews. I think we have an underperforming employee here. Maybe we should have Mr. Abrams detail how he intends to improve his work performance.”

“I work my butt off,” Greg responded.

“And most of your work is half-assed and requires someone else to finish it up for you. That’s why we’re here,” Robin added.

“Look, Robin. I’m sorry I stuck you with fixing a couple of mistyped codes last Friday.”

“I can’t believe it. You really don’t get it, do you? Here is a list of the seventy codes that you screwed up just last week.” Apparently, she kept the print-out of the report we ran. “These were not mis-typed. You deliberately entered the wrong code because the system would have come up with a warning message every time you entered the wrong one. I can’t believe anyone could be that stupid.”

“It’s the same code that I’ve always used. With this screwed-up system and all these stupid new codes and messages, it’s easy to get confused.”

“Nobody else has the problem. You just need to follow the procedure rather than always taking shortcuts and making someone else clean up your mess. I’m done here. Amanda, I want the reprimand and a three-day suspension. If Mr. Abrams wants to use the time off to do some job hunting, that would be fine with me.”

Stevens started to speak. “I think this is just an overreaction…”

Amanda’s voice was on edge. “These quarterly reviews are written by you, Carter. They are all just adequate marks with a couple of above average, but those are how he relates to the other employees. Do you have anything you can add relating to work performance?”

“Well, ah…”

“Anything?!?”

The room was silent.

“I will compose a letter of reprimand to be placed in Mr. Abrams file and there will be three days of unpaid leave starting next Monday,” Amanda finally said.

“Fuck you…” Greg hissed.

“You disagree with my decision, Mr. Abrams?” Amanda growled.

“I don’t need this fucking shit. Adios; I quit,” he said before leaving the room and slamming the door.

“Well, Robin. I hope you’re happy,” Stevens said.

“You mean to have an opening in the company that we might be able to fill with a competent employee?”

“You didn’t even give him a chance.”

“Carter, he’s had dozens of chances,” Amanda said. “I’ll open a requisition and contact our search firm. I think we are done here.”

I heard my line go dead… it looks like the meeting is over.

I took a few minutes to organize my notes and sent a copy to Robin. I got an immediate reply thanking me.

I only had a few minutes before Gloria got here so I rushed upstairs to get ready.


Chapter 28

Friday, March 13th

Yesterday I had lunch with Jessie at a restaurant close to where she worked. She sent me a text that morning and asked if I would be available. I was a little concerned what Robin was going to think, but she thought it was a great idea. I asked her if she wanted to go along but she said she couldn’t get away. I got the idea it was another setup, but Jessie and I had a great lunch and I got the run-down about what happened with her ex. The judge had ordered that she get half of the money from the stock options, plus some additional money that he had stashed away in Champion Holdings. It was going to be a nifty chunk of cash.

I gave her the info on the Kansas City trip and she was horrified with the way they treated Robin. I shared the news about the other job opportunity and she was thrilled that Robin might be able to change companies. We both figured it was about time for her to find something else so she didn’t get burned out.

—————

With today being Friday the thirteenth I was expecting no end of disaster, but exactly the opposite happened. Robin received a message from the other company yesterday afternoon and they wanted to know if she could come in for an interview today at 1:00. She surprised me by saying she would be there and called in sick this morning. She threw a few things in her bag and had me do the same.

“Ah, Robin…” I asked, “what should I do while you are at your interview?”

“Just look cute. You will be at the interview with me.”

“What!?!”

“I told them we are a team. I’ve asked them to bring you on as my Personal Assistant.”

“Really? Holy mackerel Robin. Can you do that?”

“I can and I have. Just be sure to wear your interview clothes.”

“I’ve got that Navy suit. That’s the most formal thing I own.”

“Fantastic. That will be perfect.”

“So, tell me a little about this company. I know they are involved in accounting systems…”

“Well, it’s a listed company with about 500 employees, about half of them work at the Oak Brook site.”

“What will you be doing?”

“We will be doing training and installation support.”

“Will there be travel?”

“A little, but most of our work will be at the Oak Brook training center.”

“Any work at home?”

“Yes. Except when there are on-site classes. I can do support from home if I want.”

“This sounds really cool.”

“I guarantee it will be better than Kansas City. I haven’t forgotten that I owe you a steak at a fancy restaurant.”

“Oh, Robin. You don’t owe me anything. I’m happy eating takeout as long as I’m with you.”

“Oh, are you saying that if I wanted to take you to a fantastic Chicago chophouse that you would rather eat a Whopper? Just checking.”

“Well, maybe if you do a good job on your interview…”

“So, since you will be my Personal Assistant, can you get us reservations for tomorrow night at Ricardo’s? We’ll celebrate our new jobs.”

“Would eight PM work for you?”

“Fantastic.”

“I’ll give them a call.”

—————

We started out for Oak Brook a little after eleven which gave us plenty of time to get lunch and be at the interview by one. We both dressed business with me in a navy pantsuit and Robin in charcoal gray. We put some curl in my hair and by the time we were done we both looked like power businesswomen.

On the way to Oak Brook, I received a call and checked the caller ID.

“Do you think I should answer this? It’s Marshall from the tire shop,” I asked Robin.

“Go ahead. Maybe he can tell you when you are going to get your last check.”

“Hello, this is Kevin,” I said as I picked up the call on speaker. I had to adjust my voice back to my Kevin range because I’ve been talking as Kia most of the time.

“Hi, Kevin. It’s Marshall. How’s things?”

“Not bad. Heading for Oak Brook right now.”

“Say, I don’t know if you heard, but Carl is back as manager of the shop. They sent Andy back to Kentucky or wherever he was from.”

“Maybe you can tell Carl that I’m still waiting for my last paycheck,” I growled.

“Yeah. I’ll let him know. He wanted me to ask if you would come back to work.”

I barked in laughter. “No way.”

“Well, come to find out that Derrick wasn’t out sick but was looking for another job. Both him and Randy quit. Andy brought in a couple of guys from the community college but after one got hurt running the tire machine, the college stopped sending them over.”

“Did he give them any training?”

“Andy showed them some things, but he didn’t know shit about it so that’s why the guy got hurt.”

“That sounds like Andy.”

“Carl would really like to have you come back. He’ll give you a raise and you can take Wednesdays off if you want.”

“Robin and I are headed for her job interview. If it she gets the job, we’ll probably be moving so I don’t think I can help,” I said, hedging.

“Do you know of anyone?”

Where my first thought was to tell him that I wouldn’t make a dog work there, I held my tongue.

“Nobody I can think of.”

“Okay, I’ll let Carl know. Oh, did you know the guy that owned that Silverado pickup worked at a law office?”

“He was wearing a suit that day but I didn’t think to ask him what he did.”

“Well, he ended up suing the tire shop. After we plugged his tire to get him going, he went home and parked his truck in the garage.”

“And the tire went flat…” I guessed.

“He was majorly screwed and had to Uber to work while he waited for the lug key to arrive. He called Andy and they got into a shouting match.”

“What happened?”

“Andy told him to fuck himself and last Tuesday the sheriff delivered some legal papers.”

“That must have pleased the suits at corporate.”

“Carl came in yesterday morning and said Andy was out.”

“I don’t envy Carl trying to get everything back in shape.”

“Yeah, and since everyone quit, he’s working in the shop too. At least he knows what he’s doing.”

“Carl is a good guy. Hopefully he can put things back together.”

“I hope so. The corporate goons are here next week. There is going to be an OSHA inspection. Apparently the college called them about the unsafe working conditions.”

“Ouch. Damn Marshal. That sucks. Tell Carl I said ‘hi’ but there’s no way I can come back to work.”

“I understand, Kevin. Hope things work out for Robin with the new job. See ‘ya.”

“Bye,” I said, ending the call.

—————

After a light lunch, we pulled into the visitor’s parking at Anchor systems. It was a three-building corporate campus east of Oak Brook. I fussed with my hair and lipstick and that gave Robin a chuckle.

“You look fine, Kia. You won’t have any problems.”

“I want to make a good impression so they won’t take it out on you.”

“Don’t be silly. The reason this company appeals to me is they are a very inclusive female-centric organization. If you project a feminine appearance, you’ll have no problem here no matter what you keep in your panties.”

My heart stopped when I heard this. It finally sunk in what was happening… I was interviewing for a position where I was going to be working as a woman. This was not some place where I was playing at being a girl over a videoconference, but somewhere where I would be upfront and not hiding in the background. It also occurred to me that I wasn’t going to be an intern, but Robin’s Personal Assistant and was going to be on the payroll.

Robin touched my shoulder. “Are you still with me, Kia?” she asked sweetly.

“Oh yes, Robin… Or maybe I should get used to saying Mrs. Tracy since you are going to be my boss.”

“Atta-girl. Let’s go in there, knock them dead and make them give us jobs.”

As we walked to the front door, I glanced at my reflection in the door glass. I was dressed in a navy-blue pantsuit with a bit of curl in my hair, drop earrings brushing the side of my face and wearing a big smile. It was such a different feeling than I had walking into the tire shop and I wasn’t going to miss the smell of burned rubber and having my hands full of grease. As we approached the door, there was a gentleman leaving and he held the door for us.

“Ladies…” he said as we entered the building.

“Thank you, sir. Have a great day,” I said as I walked past, the smile still pulling at my lips.

“You too…” he replied. He didn’t know the half of it. I was going in here to get a job for both Robin and me and I felt on top of the world. There was nobody that was going to tell me no.


Epilogue

Monday, April 6th

Robin and I did get the job with Anchor systems and we have been settling in to the new position quite well. Robin landed a director’s position that included a big office with my having a desk in the reception area outside her office door. I have a nameplate on my desk that says Kia Sanders, Personal Assistant and the name on the outside door says Robin Tracy, Director of Product Integration.

I am a true PA and handle all of Robin’s calls, her schedule, and receiving most of her correspondence. I respond on behalf of Robin on most of her email correspondence, such as meeting requests and such, but those things that require her attention I mark as important and we review them together. I also receive her visitors and announce them via the intercom before escorting them to her door. She likes it when we do things formally and the people she works with appreciate the professionalism.

We work on-site Monday, Wednesday and Friday with the other days working from home unless we are involved in training.

This Monday morning I came in to a rather full e-mail box but only a few of the items required Robin to handle personally. A lot of them were requests for meetings which I was able to fit into her schedule. There were some customer questions and I was able to take care of most of them. For the rest we would go over them during our regular 11:30 AM follow-up session.

It was about 10 AM and I was preparing a presentation for a 1:00 PM meeting when Adrian, one of the development managers, entered the office.

“Hi Kia,” she said brightly.

“Good morning, Adrian. How was your weekend?”

“Oh, pretty good. The weather was kind of rainy so I stayed close to home. How about yourself?”

“I cleaned some stuff in the garage getting ready to move but that was about it. What can I do for you?”

“I wondered if Robin would have a couple of minutes.”

“Sure, let me check with her. Would you like a cup of coffee?”

“If it’s no bother.”

“No bother at all,” I told her as I checked with Robin on the intercom if she had a few minutes.

“Mrs. Tracy said sure and that she always has time for you,” I told Adrian, kind of embellishing what Robin had said. “Follow me and then I’ll bring you that cup of coffee. How do you take it?”

“Oh, just a bit of creamer.”

I escorted her to the office and Robin greeted her warmly as I hurried off to get her a coffee. I also forwarded the phone and grabbed my tablet because Robin would often have me join her meetings to take notes. I returned a minute later and put the cup in front of Robin’s visitor as they caught up on the weekend.

“Kia,” Robin said, “can you join us and jot down some notes?”

“Certainly,” I said, sitting gracefully on one of the side chairs and sweeping my knee-length skirt beneath me. I smiled hearing the swishing sound of my hose as I crossed my leg at the knee and readied my tablet to take notes. I didn’t miss my time working at the tire shop at all.

The end
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