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This story is dedicated to these who have found true love.


Chapter 1

Saturday, May 23rd

“…Down the Seven Bridges Road,” we sang as we closed out the song for the rabble that surrounded us.

There was some scattered applause from the group, but it was late and most were so wasted that they probably slept through most of our song.

My roommate and I were at Karaoke night at one of our neighborhood bars and enjoying one of our favorite pastimes, singing. Kerry, my long-time friend and roommate was a little taller and rounder than I, and me, Steven, was short and wire thin.

“That sounded great Steven,” he praised, although with as much as we practiced that piece, we had it down pretty well. Kerry always referred to me as Steven because he knew I hated my name to be shortened to Steve. Probably a lot to do with my parents always calling me Stevie while I was growing up. As a short, thin kid, I hated being reminded of it all the time when they used the girly diminutive name.

“Harmony hung in there well and the timing worked. Good job yourself,” I praised, but it was fact. We sang well together since my voice was a little higher register, I could do the high harmony and his solid middle-range voice could carry the melody. It worked great on that piece.

We were both between our junior and senior year at University of Illinois at Springfield and roomed together off campus.

We returned to our table and our pitcher of beer and were soon joined by Kerry’s girlfriend Gina.

“You guys sounded great!” she gushed.

“Thanks,” Kerry said, giving her a quick kiss in appreciation of the compliment.

“We’ve been working on that one and it’s starting to come together.”

“Just curious, were you going for Eagles or Dolly and Kenny?”

I glared at her as Kerry snickered in the background.

“Eagles. There was no dobro on the backing track,” I huffed.

“I thought I heard some of your southern accent in there. It was a great high harmony.”

Great. Now she’s reminding me about my grandparents coming from Arkansas; on both sides. I guess she’s right. I might have slid a little southern accent in a couple of times.

“Maybe next time we need to try it with the Dolly backing track,” I said to mess with her.

“Grow out your boobs and you’ll be perfect.”

“Hey wait, you guys,” Kerry said, trying to defuse our banter, “I thought we did pretty good.”

“I’m just joking around. You sounded great, even if you were a few bodies short for the five-part harmony of the Eagles,” Gina said, grabbing Kerry and my hands.

The next couple of singers were pretty painful, a little too much alcohol in the tank, I think.

Finally, a girl got up that did some Sugarland and she sounded great. I liked her song and I might see if Kerry would want to work something like that up. I like some of the new country stuff and I could work in my accent.

We finished off our pitcher and headed out. It was getting hard to listen anymore since all the talent seemed to have left the building.

While we were walking out, the lady who did the country song was in front waiting for someone. She was a tall redhead wearing skinny jeans and a country-cut red paisley blouse.

I walked over to offer her some encouragement. “You sounded really good,” I told her. “I really liked the song you did. I’m Steven and this is Kerry and Gina.”

“Hey, thanks. You guys were great! I’m Sabrina, by the way.”

About that time, her Uber pulled up to the curb.

“Will we see you next week?” I asked.

“I don’t know how long I’ll be in town, but I’ll try to make it back.”

“Look forward to hearing more of your stuff.”

“Hope to see you again,” she said as she climbed into the car. As soon as the door closed, the driver did a U-turn and headed the other direction.

Meeting up with Sabrina was interesting. In our short conversation I didn’t hear any accent as she spoke, but when she sang it was all Georgia peach. It would be interesting to hear the story about that.

Since we lived close, we headed back to the apartment on foot and Gina came with us. She still lived at home, but her parents gave her a lot of space so she could pretty much come and go as she wanted.

When we got back to the apartment, I pulled out a bottle of wine because I’d had enough beer for the night and Gina didn’t drink it. I grabbed a glass for each of us and popped the cork on a bottle of white. I also got some sliced cheese, crackers, plus some olives to munch on.

“So, what’s next week look like for you guys?” Gina asked.

“Same work-a-day crap for me moving stuff around in the store,” Kerry replied. He worked for one of the big home improvement stores and was the guy who moved things around with the forklift.

“Same tripping over bodies and having little kids come up and want to drive the stacker. The thing is such a wreck that I can hardly make it work, let alone some ten-year-old.”

“Well, at least you could let them wear the hard-hat,” Gina said.

“Nope, if management catches me without it, they go crazy. I tried to talk the company into printing some stickers that say ‘Future Forklift Operator’ but they said it would cost too much. Cheap bastards.”

“Any gigs coming up, Steven,” Gina asked.

“I have some voiceover work to do, but it will have to wait until Monday. The tribe next door will be yelling at the television tomorrow watching some game or other. If I wait until everyone is at work next week, it will be quiet and I can cut some tracks and do the editing.”

“What about going to the studio. Isn’t that working out?” Kerry asked.

“Too expensive. For what I get paid for some of this voiceover work, I need to do it here. I have all the equipment, just not enough soundproofing to compete with a baseball game. The studio works out for recording jingles and stuff where I get paid a bit more. What about you, Gina?”

“We’re getting close to the end of class. We are starting to do some more specialized stuff.”

Gina is in the final part of cosmetology school and expects to graduate later this year.

“Specialized stuff, like theatre and such?” I asked.

“Actually, that is a course of study all its own. We are working with people to cover birth defects, scars, port-wine stains and things like that. Our instructor is really good and wants to show us some of the techniques. She’s trying to find some volunteers.”

We continued to talk for a bit but it was getting late and the bottle of wine was about gone.

Gina changed the subject excitedly, “Hey, you guys, you saw the notice about the costume karaoke night coming up. Are you going to do it?”

“I don’t know what we would do?” I replied, urgently wanting to get away from the topic.

“What about Dolly and Kenny!” she blurted out. “That would be so cool. Would work well with the song you did tonight.”

“Be serious. This isn’t Halloween,” I huffed.

“You know,” Kerry responded, “a love-song duet like that would be a lot of fun.”

“You’re not helping here,” I moaned.

“And I bet if you came to the beauty school, we could get you fixed up and looking pretty,” Gina continued.

“Wait just a minute…”

“It would be great. You have the body and the voice for it. It could be a lot of fun,” Kerry pressed.

I looked at him in stunned silence.

“It would be like back in high school when we went out trick or treating as Bonnie and Clyde.”

“Don’t remind me.”

“You never told me that!!!” Gina said, leaning forward to look at me closely.

“Because I said I’d kill him if he ever mentioned it. I hope your life insurance is paid up, pal,” I said, glaring at Kerry.

“You enjoyed it and you know it,” he replied.

“That’s settled then. You guys come up with a couple’s song and I’ll talk to Carol about getting you into the school for a makeover. It will be a great project for our specialized makeup class.”

“Wait, don’t I have any say about this?”

“Of course you do. We’ll take a vote,” Gina said, glaring at Kerry. There was no way he was going to vote against her.

“Okay, I see where this is going. We’ll give it a try and if I look stupid, we’ll do something else,” I offered, knowing a lost cause when I saw it.

“Sounds fair,” Kerry said, obviously relieved it didn’t go to a vote.


Chapter 2

Tuesday, May 26th

All day Sunday, the neighbors were yelling during some game on the television. I finally had to take a drive to get away from the racket. I drove out by the lake and walked around and watched the eagles. It was so quiet in comparison.

Monday was a good day doing some voiceover work. I had five small jobs come in over the weekend, mostly for podcasters and some stuff for the local radio station. They had their own announcers, but some of the advertisers wanted a ‘fresh sound’ to help stand out. I was afraid that I’d cut so many ads that I would no longer be the fresh voice. To keep that from happening, I would always change up my voice. Sometimes I’d go natural, other times add a bit of Arkansas accent, and sometimes even do my girl voice. The years of singing gave me a good vocal range where a combination of my voice and a little messing with audio effects I could sound a little less like me.

I roll out of bed Tuesday and first thing I have a text from Gina.

Steven, can I call?

Sure, I responded, and a few seconds after I sent the message, her call came in.

“Hey, Steven. Since you are now my girl project, maybe I should say Stevie.”

“Oh no you don’t. If you are going to give me a girl name, that’s not it!”

“OK, what do we call you? Bonnie.”

“No! And nothing starting with S.”

“So what then?”

“Kimber,” I responded, using the name that I use for my girl voice work.

“Oh! I like it. I’ve talked to Carol and she thinks it would be a great opportunity for me to get you fixed up for your performance.”

“I guess…”

“It will help me out with my grade since she always has problems coming up with volunteers.”

“How do we do this?”

“It will take several different days. She wants to know if you can come in on Thursday so she can see what colors would look good, what to do with hair, eyes, nails. Stuff like that.”

“So, the whole package, huh. How much is his going to cost?”

“It’s on the school. She’s going to see if she can get you some money for your time.”

“Money is always good.”

“Okay, I’ll drop over at noon on Thursday and we’ll go over together. I’ll bring lunch. The other students are going to be so jealous.”

“I’m serious. If I look like a tramp, this is over!” I said, trying to make myself sound tough. I knew I wanted to do this in the worst way but I didn’t want to let her know that.

“You are going to be an absolute babe. Leave it to me.”

“Talk to you Thursday.”

“See ‘ya then, Kimber,”

I put down the phone and started thinking what was happening. I’ve always wanted to play a little dress-up from my earliest years. I’d borrow things of my mother and my sister until I got some money of my own and started buying my own stuff. I know Kerry suspected this because he was the one who came up with the Bonnie and Clyde costume in high school. We did some other boy-girl parties along the way and everyone always complemented me on how good I looked as a girl. I was always too terrified to pursue something like going out for dinner, a movie or a concert, although Kerry said he would be happy to go out with me. I think he understood more about me than I was willing to admit. I was curious just how much of a girl Gina could make me.

—————

Kerry came home just after five and collapsed on the chair.

“Bad day, huh?” I asked.

“Pretty average, I guess. The forklift broke down again and I spent most of the day moving stuff with the electric skidder. Since I can’t lift with it, there was a lot of moving material by hand.”

“Did you want to order something in or do you want me to try to find something here?”

“Anything you can find will work. I didn’t get to eat lunch until late and I’m not all that hungry. How was your day?”

“I heard from Hurricane Gina. She has me scheduled to go over to the beauty school on Thursday.”

“The costume night isn’t for three weeks. I’ve got that right, don’t I?”

“The instructor wants to do an assessment and see what she’s up against. Plus, I think Gina wants to draw it out and milk a better grade.”

“You’ll look great. This sounds like a lot of fun. Have you thought about what you would want to do?”

“I’m trying to decide if we want pop, rock or country.”

“I bet Eric would give us a couple of slots. Why don’t we do a pop and a country and maybe a costume change between them. That would be cool. I bet he won’t have that many people. I know last year it was a little thin for costumes and he had to open it for everyone.”

“So, like a pop ballad that we could sing duet or something?” I asked.

“Exactly, and then maybe some country song where you could take lead and I could back you up. You could really belt out a melody.”

“You’re really okay with this boy-girl thing?” I asked. I knew he would be, but I wanted to let him back out if he needed to.

“Are you kidding?!? This is going to be so cool. Everybody is going to be blown away.”

“I want to do it up big, so there will probably be some hand holding and longing glances with a love song. That’s not going to be too weird for you, is it?”

“As long as you don’t get me messed up with Gina, honey,” he joked, putting his hand around my shoulder. “She can get pretty jealous.”

“I’m still going to kill you. You just won’t know when it’s coming,” I said, twisting out of his hug.

“So, what is my new singing partner’s name?”

“Kimber Parsons.”

“Sounds great. Does Kimber do any of her southern accent on the country songs?”

“I think I could get by with it. It might be a bit more of a disguise. Can you do an accent?”

“Me?!? No. Not without sounding like a complete fake.”

“Okay, I may need to dial it back a little then.”

“We’ll see what song we can come up with. If I haven’t told you recently, this sounds like a lot of fun.”

“It will be interesting, and Gina promises I won’t look like a skag, so we should be good.”

“Gina is going to have a grade riding on this, so you can be assured you are going to look amazing.”

“She’s talking about hair and nails along with the makeup and wardrobe. Sounds like quite a project. Is there any prize money for this costume thing?”

“A hundred bucks for first place!”

“At least I’m not destroying my reputation and getting nothing out of it.”

“Don’t give me that. You are loving this and we are going to win; guaranteed.”

“I just have to trust you. So, let’s look at some music.”


Chapter 3

Thursday, May 28th

I’d received a series of text messages from Gina over the past couple of days giving me all kinds of encouragement, plus giving me a bunch of things that I needed to get ready for today. She wanted me to shave all over, of course, which was something that I had been doing for several years so it was no big deal. I told her sure, then she came back and reminded me about underarms.

No problem. I texted back.

This is going to be so much fun!

I felt like asking her fun for who, but I resisted and just replied, See you at noon.

About quarter till I heard her knock and let her in. She had a big smile and a bag of sub sandwiches for our lunch.

“Do you treat all of your volunteers this good?” I asked.

“Only the pretty ones,” she replied with a wink. She is enjoying this way too much.

We sat at the dinette table and ate our lunch, she pumping me about what songs we were looking at doing for our duets.

“There are a lot of options. One we have been looking at is Islands in the Stream.”

“That would be a great choice. Ballad, four/four time with alternating lead vocals and everybody knows it. Great choice!”

“We’ve done it before. We’re looking at some other ones as well. We’re also looking at a country song, something I can take lead on. Haven’t decided on anything yet.”

“This is going to be so much fun!”

“So, what are we doing today?” I asked, almost afraid of the response.

“Carol just wants to meet you to see what she has to work with.”

“All this shaving wasn’t necessary?”

“It will be necessary, believe me. You need to keep yourself smooth from now on. You’ve been conditioning your hair?”

“Yes, following your instructions to the letter. Good thing I haven’t needed to go into the studio because I smell like flowers.”

“You do not, well, maybe just a little bit. You smell great.”

“I’m getting some strange looks from Kerry.”

“I’ll take care of Kerry. I’ll keep him mellow so you don’t have to worry about him,” she said, giving me a wink.

We finished off our lunch and headed for the beauty school in Gina’s car. I’d never been here and didn’t realize just how big of a school we were looking at. She led me in the front door and started introducing me around to some of her classmates. Ten or so female students, but there were also some guys. They all greeted me warmly and said how much they appreciated me volunteering and how everyone was excited to work with me. This gave me the feeling I might be a volunteer for more than just Gina. I shrugged off the feeling of dread and went in to meet Carol, the senior instructor.

“Hello Steven,” she said warmly, “Or I guess that’ll be Kimber by the time we are done with you.” She was a good-looking woman, probably forty or so with fantastic makeup and hair. I guess that would be expected working at a beauty school.

“Let’s take a look at you,” she said, gesturing me to move closer.

“I love the blonde hair and the blue eyes. Contacts, I see.”

“Yes, I’ve used them for the past several years.”

“Have you ever considered tinted? They could really make your eyes stand out.” I noticed Gina taking notes. She stroked her hand through my hair.

“Good job on the conditioning. A few extensions and you will look great.”

I’d heard of hair extensions, but didn’t know much about them. Gina continued to scribble notes on the pad.

“Can we try some ear-piercings? A lot of guys have them. Probably just a single piercing in the earlobe would be enough. It would really give a lot of flexibility for your earring choices.” Gina made a note. “We might try to do the piercing today to give enough time to heal before the show.”

I gulped at the notion of having my ears pierced, but at the same time was excited.

“There will be some work needed on the brows. Gina says you work from home. Would a little thinner brow be a problem?”

“I don’t think so, ma’am.”

“Just call me Carol.”

“Okay.”

“So, do you usually wear your hair back in the pony like that?”

“Yes…Carol.”

“If we did a few layers in your hair that would be hidden in the ponytail, that’s not a problem, is it?”

“I don’t think so.” I really didn’t know what she was talking about, but I’d ask Gina for some details later.

She looked at my hands quite closely.

“We need to do some work on the cuticles, then probably do some acrylic nails for the show. Do you play an instrument while performing?”

“No, just hold a wireless microphone.”

“What color microphone.”

“Black and Silver.”

“Great, we’ll be able to go a little longer with the manicure. A dark nail color will look great against the silver microphone.”

Gina continued to record what was being said.

“This is going to be a great opportunity for our students to work with someone who will be a little more of a challenge than the average woman. Are you ready to get going?” Carol asked.

“I guess so.”

“What we’ll do this afternoon will be to work on your cuticles, but we won’t do any gel or color yet. We might have one of the girls do a clear polish to discourage you from biting them.”

I blushed with embarrassment about my nails being all bitten down.

“Then we’ll pierce your ears and put in some gold ball studs. Have you done that yet Gina?”

“I’ve only seen it done,” Gina replied.

“I’ll work with you then. Show you the steps and let you pull the trigger on this guy.” Carol looked at me with a wicked smile.

Gina made a note and underlined it a bunch of times.

“I’ll go ahead and have one of the newer girls do a wash and deep conditioning on the hair, and then we’ll have Tammy do a facial and open up some pores.”

Gina made another note.

“We’ll also take some measurements so we can put together a wardrobe. What size shoe do you wear, Kimber?”

“Men’s size eight,” I responded, somewhat embarrassed by my small feet.

“Great, that’s a woman’s ten and we have a lot of style choices.”

Gina scribbled some more.

“When we’re done with all of that, I’ll bring over my sample kit and we’ll look at a foundation color. I’ll want to get some on order because we’ll probably be using a lot over the next couple of weeks. Since we have a victim, I mean willing volunteer, we’ll have several of the girls try some things.”

More scribbling.

“Okay, I think we have a plan. Let’s go!” Carol said as Gina led me over to one of the sinks.

—————

I came back to the apartment a broken man, or is that girl. My fingers ached, but I had to admit the nails looked great without the ragged cuticle and with the clear polish. I had a brow that looked more refined, although there was a lot of pain associated getting rid of the unibrow. Linda, the student that took care of the brows, used hot wax followed by threading to get me looking more chic.

My skin felt amazing after the mask and facial. I was given a bottle of astringent and another of moisturizer to keep my skin soft. Right now my face was still rather pink.

Oh, and my ears each had a pretty gold stud that in a couple of weeks would be healed enough for some stylish earrings. I had a bottle of antiseptic that I had to use morning and evening to make sure they didn’t infect. Carol showed Gina how to locate them, they used a sharpie to put a dot on my earlobe, and when I told them it looked good, Gina shot the studs in my ears with a gun looking thing. It didn’t hurt very much and Gina was really pleased I let her do it. Most of the ladies that came into the school already had piercings, some more than one. They didn’t get a lot of practice with a basic ear piercing.

Gina and I were talking about our day when Kerry got home. He told us at least today the forklift ran the whole day. We decided to go out for pizza after Kerry gave me a long stare and shook his head.

“Beauty hurts,” I said, winking at Gina. “You just don’t realize what your lady goes through to look pretty for you.”

“But you look like you ran over a beehive.”

“It’s not that bad,” I scoffed.

“Okay. But you make me sore just looking at you.”

“Go wash up and Gina and I might let you take us out to dinner.”

“Oh, man. I’m being ganged up on.”

“Go away. Gina was just about to tell me some girl secrets.”

After he walked off, Gina admitted that she didn’t have that many girl secrets she could tell me, so we just decided to start laughing after Kerry came back out and make him wonder what she told me.

When Kerry walked out of the bathroom, we both started laughing out loud.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said.

“I’m Serious!”

“I would have never believed it. Ah, here he is now.”

“You two are very strange.”

“But we’re beautiful. Did you put on after shave?” Gina said.

“Yes, can’t you tell,” Kerry said, leaning down to kiss her.”

“You did. Let’s go for pizza. I’ll drive and you buy.” Gina told Kerry.

“Okay. Come on Kimber.”


Chapter 4

Saturday, May 30th

Kerry and I had been working on another song getting ready for Karaoke tonight. We decided to do a Journey song that worked well with my higher voice and he could do a solid backup vocal. Given talent was usually in short supply at these song nights, we had a good chance of being one of the best acts there. Of course, Gina would be there to give us moral support and a good ration of shit after we finished so our heads didn’t get too big.

Thankfully my skin was back to a normal color, but was nice and soft and the absence of a lot of excess hair around my brows would probably attract some attention. I was getting used to the clean look.

We walked in and looked around and were glad to see a good group of people. We were pleased to see Sabrina was back and waved for her to come sit with us.

We huddled around the table and asked her if she was getting settled in.

“Pretty well. I’m finding the best places to get stuff close. I don’t have a car so I’m just using Uber.”

“No bigger than Springfield is, that will probably work fine. Where did you move from?” Gina asked.

“Nashville.”

“Wow, no wonder you sing like you do,” I told her.

“Yeah, I was there for a couple of years trying to make it. It didn’t work out so now I’m back living in my grandparents place while they are out of the country.”

“Well, you gave it a shot. Probably more than will ever happen to us,” Kerry said as I nodded.

“What are you doing tonight?” she asked.

“Journey. What about you?”

“I’m going to do a Sara Evans that will make everybody cry.”

“We’re looking forward to hearing it.”

With that, Eric waved at us and asked us to come up and get things started.

“That’s new,” Gina said as we went up and grabbed the microphones, signaled we were ready and started watching the green bar go across the screen. As the intro played, finally 4-3-2-1 and the words came up on the screen.

Just a small-town girl

livin’ in a lonely world

I soloed the first part and Kerry took over on the second verse. It was tight and felt really good. I was hitting the melody solid and Kerry and I were doing great passing the melody back and forth. The bar came back up as we waited for the next verse then passed the melody back and forth again and I sang melody and he harmony on the bridge. When we went back to the verse, we alternated melody and harmony continuing through the end of the song. It was great to be up this early in the program because people were paying attention, tapping their foot and singing along. By the final Don’t Stop at the end of the song, they were clapping like they really enjoyed it. There were back pats and fist bumps as we walked back to the table. Both Gina and Sabrina gave us hugs and kisses on the cheek.

“That was great you guys,” Sabrina said.

“I can’t wait to hear yours,” Kerry said.

“It will be a while, I’m pretty new.”

She was right, it was about a half an hour before Eric waved her up.

She got on the stage, went into her zone as we watched the bar moved across the screen. She sang and her voice was clear as crystal when she started the first verse.

Woke up late today

and I still feel the sting of the pain

but I brush my teeth anyway

She did an incredible job on the heartbreak song, or maybe it is more of a heartbreak recovery. There was none of the Georgia accent, she sang it just like the original singer. Wow, what a talent.

There was no one singing along, they were all listening intently as she went through the verses, finally closing out with Get a little bit stronger.

What an amazing performance. The guests clapped and whistled as she came back to the table. We all told her how fantastic it was.

“I’ve always liked the song, maybe because it reminds me how I was after my last boyfriend. Anyway, what do you guys do?”

We told her about our jobs as some of the other folks tried their hand at the machine. Sabrina said she was between things right now, but at least she had a place to live and had a little money coming in. She said her agent was still trying to get her another gig, which would probably mean going back to Nashville. She was going to be pretty picky with what she agreed to.

“Hey, Sabrina. Are you going to do the costume karaoke coming up in a couple of weeks?” Gina asked.

“I saw the notice about it, but didn’t know how it would work.”

“Some of the costumes are pretty camp, but I’m working on something for these two guys,” Gina announced. “You don’t have to dress up if you don’t feel like it, but it’s kind of fun if you do, and there are prizes for the top three costume acts.”

“So, what are you guys doing?” Sabrina turned to ask me.

“We’re looking at a boy-girl duet, with me being the girl,” I explained. “Haven’t decided exactly what to sing yet, but maybe a pop ballad and a country song if we can get two spots.”

“That would be amazing. With your voice you could really make it work. Hey, if you would do a duet with me, that would be fab,” Sabrina said, reaching out to grab my hand.

“Let me know what you would like to do. Do you have somewhere to practice?”

“There’s a place at my grand folk’s house.”

“How about the studio, Steven?” Gina asked.

“I’ll probably be over there cutting a promo package for a radio station next week. Donuts and bumpers, that type of thing. We could run through something there.”

“Could we do something like that?” she asked.

“You might be able to help me with the spots if you wanted to. It would be great to have another voice. I’m not making much, but I’d be willing to split with you.”

“Forget that,” she said. “I’d be glad to do promos, but if I get paid, I’d have to cut in my agent.”

“Oh yeah, that. Would he have any problem with you working with me on it.”

“No, not a problem.”

I handed her my phone. “Give yourself a call so I’ll have your number and I’ll send you a text when I know more.”

She called her phone and marked the number from me and I did the same for hers.

We continued to listen for a bit, then when the crowd started to get too noisy, we decided to go to a local coffee shop.

—————

After we got settled around the table, Sabrina asked, “So, where are you guys from?”

“I’m originally from southern Illinois, and my sister and brother still live in Carbondale,” I told her. “I moved up here in high school when my dad got a job in town.”

“And Kerry and I were born right here in Springfield,” Gina said. “We’ve known each other most of our lives.”

“I’m originally from the Quad Cities, but moved to Chicago in high school and went to college there,” Sabrina said.

“So, what was the deal in Nashville if you don’t mind talking about it,” I asked.

She took a few seconds the respond, and I hoped that I didn’t put her in an uncomfortable place.

“My boyfriend and I went there a couple of years ago and thought we might try going pro. We did some bar music for several years; did a lot of covers and some of our own stuff.”

“You said you had an agent?” Gina asked.

“Yes. He signed us after he heard us gig in Chicago. He’s okay.”

She was quiet for a bit, then continued.

“When we went to Nashville, the agent got us in for several auditions. We tried both as solo acts and a duo, but we never hit. The boyfriend went down a bad road with coke and I was working in a diner trying to keep a roof over our head. I decided if I was going to wash out and work in a diner, I’d be better off house-sitting for the grandparents. Granddad really hated my boyfriend and said as long as I hung with him, he wouldn’t help me out. I finally ditched him and that’s how I ended up here.”

It was one of those tragic stories that took us a little while to process. I told her that we were glad to have her in town and if there was anything we could do to help, to let us know.

We got another refill of coffee, then talked more about the costume thing.

“So, could I talk you into doing a duet with me?” Sabrina asked.

“Sure, you’re talking about a guy-girl thing? If so, it might mean another costume change,” I said.

“There’s no way you could do that with makeup, hair extensions and long nails,” Gina reminded me.

“No, a female duet…” Sabrina said excitedly, “that would be so cool. That’s something I’ve never done. Any of my duets have always been with my old boyfriend.”

“Well, let’s work something up then,” I said.

“Great. I’ll arrange something and we’ll try it. Something up-tempo country?”

“Sounds good,” I said, and the others nodded their agreement.


Chapter 5

Monday, June 1st

It looked like it was going to be a busy week. Besides the promo package for the radio station, I had several voiceovers come in, plus Gina wanted me to come to the beauty school this afternoon.

Luckily, the apartment was quiet this weekend and I was able to do some of the voice work on Sunday, freeing up this afternoon for Gina. She’d e-mailed me over the weekend and told me not to shave my face this morning, but to make sure everything else was clean and smooth. I was curious what she was up to.

She sent a text a bit ago saying she was bringing over some sandwiches, then we would go to the school.

As usual, Gina was buzzing around like a hummingbird. She made me tired just watching her.

As we ate, she told me how cool it would be to do a song with Sabrina.

“She’s going to make me sound like an amateur,” I groaned.

“She will not. With your strong voices, it will be epic.”

“At least with me being in a dress, nobody will recognize me.”

“And all the guys will have the hots for you.”

“You’re not doing a very good job of selling this thing. Just saying.”

“You never know. Some of the ladies may have the hots for you too.”

“Enough! Do you want more cola?”

“Nope, it’s time to go.” She said, cleaning up then grabbing her stuff.

—————

She drove me to the school, parked around the side and pulled a big bag out of the trunk. She gave it to me to carry and as we walked in, everybody said hello to Kimber.

“Do I want to know what’s in here?” I asked, indicating the bag.

“That’s your stuff. I hope it fits. I guessed on the sizes based on those measurements we took.”

I was not feeling particularly good about this development, but I’m in pretty deep now so I’ll just keep my head up and watch for quicksand.

Carol saw me and came over as I settled into a pink chair.

“So, what are you thinking for today?” Carol asked Gina.

“I was going to do some day makeup, then we have a full wig, a skirt and blouse and some flat shoes. I was going for a casual look.”

“The wig is just temporary, right?” Carol asked.

“Yes, just something for today. For the event we’ll use extensions.”

“It will be good for Kimber to see how much more comfortable the extensions are compared with a wig. Are you ready?”

“I think so.”

Carol gave a nod to Gina. “I’ll give you some pointers on shaving, beard cover and some profiling. Let’s get started with a close shave.”

After what was a marathon session of skin preparation and makeup application, I stared into the mirror and saw a short-haired young lady staring back at me. It started out with an orange goo added to my face to reduce the blue of my beard. Carol said that since my facial hair was a light color, it wasn’t as bad as some people who had a very dark beard.

Next came the moisturizer, foundation and a bunch of profiling to alter some of the features of my face to something more feminine. Through the magic of coloration, I had a thinner nose, a softer chin shape, and prominent cheek bones. I had amazing eyes with long eyelashes and eyeliner that made my eyes look wider, and different colors on my eye crease, lids, and brow bone. My brows had been given a high arch with an eyebrow pencil. Just wow.

“Okay, let’s go get your clothes changed, then we’ll do your hair,” Gina said.

She led me back to a workroom and plopped the bag down on a table. She pulled out some yellow panties and a bra, plus something beige colored that looked like a swimming suit. She saw me looking at it.

“This is a tucking gaff. It will help you be more feminine looking by getting rid of any inappropriate bulges,” Gina explained.

“Okay.”

“The night of the performance, we’ll probably use tape to make sure everything stays in place. Have you ever used tape?”

“Actually, yes. I’ve messed around a little with it in the past.”

“Good, you know what to do with the gaff?”

“Um, yeah.”

She pointed to a curtain at the back of the room. “So go back there and take these and put them on,” she said, giving me the bra, panties and the gaff. “Then I’ll help you with the rest.”

“You’re going to help me?!!”

“Yes, were all girls here, right Kimber? Don’t worry.”

“I’m good if you are,” I said, using my girl voice and trying to put on a brave face. This was actually going to embarrass me to death being in a bra and panties in front of my roommate’s girlfriend.

—————

After I got myself tucked into the gaff and the bra and panties on, I stepped out into the workroom. Gina was there, as well as Carol.

“Looks great, Kimber. Underwear fit all right?” Carol asked.

“Yes, everything is good. What’s next?”

“Eager, huh. Well, next we’ll work on your top. Oh, and I love the voice.”

Gina produced two silicone breast forms and had me come over closer.

“For today, we’ll just put these in the cups, but for the performance, we’ll want to use adhesive. For you to get used to them, we’ll probably have you come over some day when you’re not going anywhere and glue them on so you’ll know how they feel,” Carol explained.

She put the forms in the bra cups and adjusted the straps until they looked right. There was a mirror on the other side of the room and I walked over to see how they looked.

“What size do I have?”

“36 C. Pretty average for your body type.”

“They’re heavy,” I whined.

“Yes, and you need to stand up straight and keep your shoulders back so you don’t slouch.”

I made the needed adjustments and got nods of encouragement.

“Here’s a camisole and then we’ll put on your hose,” Gina said, helping me put on an ivory cami and indicating for me to sit on a nearby chair.

“You are pretty pale, so we’ll use nude pantyhose,” Gina said, showing me how to bunch them up on my hands in preparation for pulling them on my legs. She looked closely at my toenails.

“Thanks for filing your nails. I didn’t think to tell you about that,” Gina said.

“Getting into my girl zone,” I said with a grin.

“Well, here then, lady. Put your hose on.”

She may have suspected after I pulled them on my legs that it wasn’t my first time putting on pantyhose. I bunched them up like she demonstrated, making sure they weren’t twisted, then slid them up my legs, smoothing them and settling them around my waist. I got a shocked expression out of both of them, but they didn’t say anything. Gina pushed my shoes over to me and I slipped them on.

“These fit great!” They were a black ballet flat that had a little wear on them. Must have been used but they still looked good.

Gina handed me the skirt, that was a simple blue jeans material with a back zip. It was about knee length. I put it on but it was a little loose.

“I think we’ll need some padding,” she said to Carol, receiving a nod of agreement. She had me take the skirt off and gave me a padded panty to put on over the hose. I put the skirt on again and it looked so much better with just a bit more hips and butt.

“Great!” Gina said, handing me a light-colored blouse with a red and black floral pattern. I really liked it. I slipped it on and it was great. It took me a bit to adapt to the buttons being on the opposite side.

“You look great, Kimber. What do you think?” Carol asked as I walked over to the mirror. I had to admit, there was nothing of the old Steven there.

Gina put all my boy clothes in the bag and gave me a critical look over.

“Let’s try the wig and then we’ll walk around and introduce you to everyone.”

Gina and Carol walked with me back to her area and had me sit. I got a crash-course in posture during my movement across the room.

Gina pulled out a blonde wig with beautiful dark highlights. It was about shoulder length and she shaped it using a brush with metal bristles, then put it on a wig stand. She bunched my natural hair onto the top of my head and fastened it with a bunch of hairpins, then covered my head with a mesh wig cap. Carol showed her how to fit the wig, pulling it this way and that, and finally securing it with another bunch of hairpins. I could immediately sense the added weight and warmth of the wig, but with as many pins that was holding it, there was no way it would fall off. I glanced over in the mirror and was stunned at the beautiful lady that looked back at me. I’d done some crossdressing before, but this was beyond any level that I even dreamed of.

“Let’s walk around and find out what the girls would like for break.” Gina said, helping me to stand. I didn’t understand what she was saying at first, but I was in such a state of amazement there were a lot of things that weren’t registering.

I looked around the school and there were several ladies that were getting procedures, some haircuts, some color, some work on their nails, and other beauty treatments that I wasn’t even familiar with. Gina grabbed her notebook and introduced the other students to Kimber, each taking a long look at me and saying how great I looked. Some of the ladies in for procedures were quite interested as well and all were quite complementary.

Katrina, who everybody just called Kat, was finishing up some nail color for one of the clients, took a close look at my nails.

“Cuticles look great, and at least you’ve quit biting them,” she said.

“When I go to gnaw on them, I feel the polish and remind myself not to do it.”

“So, what about some color to go with your outfit? I’ve got some time.”

“That would be great,” Gina said, guiding me to sit in front of her nail station. Apparently I’m going to have my nails done. Gina went around to the other students, talked briefly and wrote something in her notebook.

“What about this?” Kat asked, showing me a dark red color that would work with my top.

“Oh, yes!” I responded.

A few minutes later I had ten beautiful red nails to go with my outfit. The great thing about the gel polish is that it dries really quick under the ultraviolet light.

“Would you like anything to drink, Kat.”

“Oh, maybe just a Pepsi or something,” she responded. We continued to walk around the school and Gina wrote down a list of what the different students wanted. She stopped by her station and grabbed the bag of my clothes and as we headed for the door, I froze.

“What are you doing?”

“We’re going up to the Quick Trip and get stuff for break,” she responded, nonchalantly.

“I can’t go anywhere dressed like this?” I whispered.

“Why not? Have you looked in the mirror lately?”

“Yeah, but somebody’s going to call the cops on me!”

“A girl as cute as you will probably be able to talk them out of taking you to jail,” she said with a snicker.

“You’re not helping.”

“Come on, princess. Let’s go get snacks for the students before they call the cops on you.”

She started out the door and I had to hurry to catch up. She stopped by her car and put the bag of clothes in the trunk, then closed it and started walking up the street while I waited by the passenger door.

“Where are we going?”

“To the quick shop on the corner. It’s not that far. We can work on your walk.”

She started in on having me reduce my stride, keep my steps one in front of the other, and how I swung my arms and moved my hips. By the time we walked the block and a half to the store, I was getting pretty good.

We went inside and the place was packed with people. Well, not really packed. There was the clerk and three other customers, and one of them just paying for gas. I felt like everyone was looking at me, but I was just being paranoid. I was the only one in a skirt.

Gina grabbed one of the plastic baskets and handed it to me, checking her list and putting stuff in the basket. Candy bars, some bags of chips, cookies, soft drinks and a cinnamon roll. She started walking toward the check-out and we waited behind a guy that was buying charcoal for his grill and flirting with the attendant. She finally gave him his change and he reluctantly left as she looked over at us.

“Hi Gina!”

“Hi Marianne.”

“Who’s this? A new student?”

“No, this is Kimber, one of my clients that came in for a makeover. What do you think?”

“Kimber, you look beautiful!” Marianne gushed.

“Thanks,” I said, my face feeling hot. I must have blushed bright red.

I put the items from the basket on the counter as Marianne passed them by the scanner. Gina gave me a twenty and a five as Marianne added up the amount.

“Twenty-one, fifty, Kimber.”

I gave her the two bills and she counted out the change. As I put out my hand, she grabbed it and turned my nails up.

“Oh, look at those. Pretty color.”

“I’m still trying to grow them out. I have a habit of biting them.”

“Acrylics will fix that,” she said, showing me her beautiful hot-pink nails.

“Gina says we’re going to do that later.”

“You’ll love them, and no problem with chewing them.”

She gave me my change and thanked us for dropping by.

I grabbed the plastic sack full of stuff and headed out the door, blowing out a long breath after I was outside.

“Oh, really? It wasn’t that bad. Marianne thought you looked great.”

“I’m just a bit out of my comfort zone is all.”

“That’s why we’re doing this. You need to build up your confidence.”

We went back to the school and Gina and I went around and gave the students their snacks. When we were done, there were two bottles of drinks left.

“These are ours, which do you want?”

There was a peach drink and a raspberry and passion fruit and I must have waited too long to answer.

“If it’s all the same to you, I’ll take the peach,” Gina said, leaving me the passion fruit.

I removed the cap and took a sip. It was really good.

“Kimber, honey. A lady wouldn’t drink out of the bottle like that,” she said, passing me a plastic cup.

“So many rules,” I groaned.

“Thousands of rules, and you’re going to learn every one of them, young lady!”

A feeling of dread came across me as I poured the drink from the bottle into the plastic cup. I watched the way she held the glass and took a small sip of the drink. I copied her actions, then smiled when I saw the lipstick mark on the rim of both our glasses. This is actually kind of fun.

—————

As we finished up our drinks and fixed our lipstick, Gina walked over and said something to Carol, then came back smiling.

“I’ve got a client coming in at three, so rather than you sitting around being pretty but bored, I’ve asked Carol if you can do some chores for the girls. She said sure.”

“Chores. Like what?”

“Sweeping around the chairs, cleaning out the shampoo bowls, washing curlers, picking up towels, you know; chores.”

“Okay.”

“Be sure to kneel and not flash your panties.”

I looked at her with a shocked expression and she laughed at me.

“It’ll be fun. The students will let you know what you can do for them. Put this on and I’ll show you how to sweep,” she said, handing me a pink smock.

With that, she picked up a broom and a dust pan that was on a long pole. At least I wouldn’t have to stoop down to sweep the hair into the pan. No flashing of panties that way.

Although I had used a broom and dustpan thousands of times, she went into full tutorial mode on exactly the way to do it. This was a school and everything was a teaching opportunity. I was actually glad because she explained some things that made the job easier. Using the dustpan on a stick meant a lot less bending over, although it required practice and coordination. After I swept up for Gina, one of the guys waved me over and asked for my help. He introduced himself as Rick, but all the girls called him Ricky. He helped me by moving the trolleys and the chair while I swept and it didn’t take long before we had his area clean. After that, another one of the girls asked me to help her clean some perm rods, the plastic rollers that were used when giving a permanent wave. There were several different sizes and we washed and separated them by color. The perm solution was nasty so Sally, the student, and I had to wear latex gloves. We dried them using a hair drier, then put them back into the drawers in the trolley. Working together it didn’t take long to get them ready to reuse.

There was a continual stream of clients into the school having different beauty procedures, and no one seemed to pay me any attention. I would get some attention from some of the students when I moved wrong or did something masculine looking, and they would coach me how to look more feminine. It made me wonder just how Gina had presented my situation to everyone. Nobody seemed upset by my being there.

—————

At the end of the day, I was tired but exhilarated. Gina disappeared for a bit, then came to find me picking up used towels and stuffing them in the bags to go to the laundry. She had changed her clothes and was wearing a skirt and blouse similar to mine.

“So, are you ready to leave?” she asked. I didn’t think much about it and removed the smock and started walking toward the door with her, then stopped.

“Ah, Gina. Don’t I need to get changed?”

“Not at all. I’m sure Kerry will want to see you all fixed up. We might see if he will take us out somewhere nice for dinner.”

On the way out the door, we stopped by to say goodbye to Carol.

“Thanks for the help today, Kimber. You did a great job with everything. I hope you can come back often,” she said.

“I’ll make sure we see a lot of her around here,” Gina said.

As we walked out the door, Gina asked how I felt about everything today.

“It was great. All the students are fantastic people—so helpful.”

As we approached the car, she warned me that I was in for another practice session.

“We need to work on how you get in and out of the car wearing a skirt.”

I spent several minutes practicing getting in and out of the car until I could do it fluidly without showing the world what I had beneath my skirt. We were giggling like crazy by the time we were done, but she proclaimed that I was an excellent student.

“When we get back to the house, remind me to give you a purse. I’ll help you put in what you need when we go out to dinner.”

“Do you really think Kerry will want to be seen with me?”

“If he doesn’t, we’ll go out ourselves. I have no problem going out with you. You look great.”

“Okay, if you say so. We’ll see what he says.”

When we pulled up to the apartment, we got the bag of clothes out of the trunk and went inside. We’d got back a few minutes before Kerry, so Gina took me to the bathroom and amped up my makeup a bit. We were finishing up when we heard Kerry come in.

“You stay here for a bit. Don’t come out until I call for you,” Gina whispered.

“We’re going to give him a heart-attack.”

“I know CPR. No problem,” she said as she went out in the front room.

About a minute later, she called for Kimber to come out. I did my best walk into the living room and my eyes met with Kerry’s. His jaw dropped.

“Hi Kerry. How was your day?” I asked in a sultry Kimber voice as he continued to stare.

“Ah, ah. Just wow. Steven, is that you?”

I looked around and said, “There’s no Steven here, only Kimber.”

“Well, shit.”

“Tell Kimber she looks nice, dickhead,” Gina chided as she punched his arm.

“You look fantastic.”

“So, would you have any problem taking a couple of beautiful ladies out for dinner?” Gina probed.

“No, not at all. Just give me a couple of minutes to get cleaned up.”

“So, get to it then. Gina and I had a busy day at beauty school and are hungry. We’ll just stay here and trade girl secrets while you get ready.”

“Sure, sure. Be back in a bit,” he said, rushing to his bedroom and closing the door. Gina and I burst out laughing.

She crossed to the bag of clothing and pulled out a black purse with a long strap, then started putting things inside for me. She pulled out a red lady’s wallet and handed it to me along with my tan man’s wallet. I took out my ID, credit card and cash and put it in the red wallet, stuck it in the purse and closed the zipper. I set it beside the sofa.

“This way, when Kerry says he’s ready to go, I can tell him I need to get my purse,” I said.

“Perfect!”


Chapter 6

Wednesday, June 3rd

Yesterday I’d sent a text to Sabrina and arranged to meet at ten AM so we could go to the studio to work on the radio station jingles. We had some bumpers to record and a couple donuts for network joins. We talked during the week and worked back and forth on what we wanted to do. She really brought a lot to the project and I was anxious to work with her. She had some songs she wanted to try out for a duet.

Yesterday I spent the afternoon at the beauty school again. It was pretty much the same drill of makeup and getting dressed, then helping the other students with ‘chores.’ It was kind of dull work, but the students did their best to make it fun. I also went to the convenience store, this time with Linda, to get snacks for the break. I finally figured out that one student bought everyone’s snacks for the day, then traded off. Today was Linda’s day to buy, but Gina wanted me to go with her to help. Linda was a lot of fun, but Gina made sure that it was a learning adventure for me as well. Linda had me stop by some of the benches and seating places as we walked to have me work on my sitting posture. If anyone saw us, they would have thought we were crazy with my bobbing up and down in my dress to practice sitting and crossing my legs.

An e-mail came in from Uber saying Sabrina was on the way and would be here in ten minutes. I noted where the Uber had picked her up. It was kind of a nice area of town. Big houses with pools and separate multi-car garages. No ranch houses in that neighborhood. Interesting.

When I saw the Uber pull up, I went to the front and waved her in. She was carrying her guitar as well as a portfolio and her purse.

“Hi, Sabrina. I’m ready to go if you just want to jump in my car.”

“Sounds great.”

I led her to my car and opened the door, putting her guitar and the portfolio in the back seat.

On the way to the studio, I asked her how her job hunt was going.

“I’ve had a couple of interviews, and one at an insurance company sounds pretty positive. I’m waiting for a call back.”

“I hope you can find something cool.”

“So, what’s the deal with the studio.”

“Oh, I guess I never told you about that. My uncle owns the studio and lets me use it on the cheap when he has some open time. If we need an engineer, it can get kind of pricy. I usually just set everything up to record and put all the tracks on the cloud server to work on them later.”

“Neat. I brought my guitar, and I also have some click tracks for one of my songs if we have time to try it. I haven’t decided on the best tempo yet so I’ll have you tell me what you think.”

“Sure, that sounds great. We won’t be able to use it at Karaoke, but it would be cool to work on one of your songs. Solo, or duet?”

“I’d like to do a duet, girl-girl if we can.”

“Sure, we can try both if you want, you choose. We have a couple hours before the next reservation.”

—————

We got set up and did the paying work first. We did several takes on the bumpers and the donuts and I was blown away how great she was to work with. We did slow and sultry, hard driving, and country takes and we had a lot of fun listening to them. Within no time I had what I needed up on the server.

We started on the duets for Karaoke and some country crossover songs that she wanted to try. We selected one and I used my tablet to run a karaoke backing track and Bluetoothed it to the studio monitors. We both went into our zones, I started the track and the bar moved across the tablet. 4-3-2-1 and the words came onto the screen

A salvation army band played

And the children drank lemonade

And the morning lasted all day

All day

She started out the melody and I came in with the backup part. She soloed and I sang backup and we had a lot of fun with the song. Sabrina is such a strong lead and it was a struggle for me to match the power of her voice.

As we got to the end of the song, there was a lot of hey mah mah mah yah and we had a lot of fun putting a little accent into it. It sounded great.

Let’s do that again, it’s fun, Sabrina asked as I pushed the back arrow and started it again. The second time we were tighter and we did some eye-contact to add a bit more depth to the song as we sang together on a song that we both new by heart. When we were finished, we had a cheering section. Doug, the engineer, had entered the studio while we were singing together and made sure we weren’t recording before he clapped for our performance.

“That was great, guys. Now, I know this one,” he said, pointing to me, “but you’re new.”

“This is Sabrina Reynolds,” I said by way of introduction.

“I heard you when I came in and was blown away. Life in a Northern Town. This is for Karaoke, right?”

“It’s one of the ones we are working on.”

“Is there something you want to record. I’m a little early for the paying gig and can put something down for you comp if you’d like.”

“Well, Sabrina has one of her songs she wants to work on. She has backing music, a click track and her guitar.”

“No problem, I’ll get set up and we can do a couple of takes. We won’t have long before the other guys come in.”

“Sure, we’ll get out of here whenever we need to.”

“Let’s do it,” Doug said, as Sabrina gave him the jump drive and he went into the booth.

“Why don’t you start out solo and I’ll come in once I have the verse and chorus,”

Sabrina took out her guitar, did a quick tune, and signaled to Doug she was ready. The click track and the backing music came through our ear pieces. Sabrina started out quiet, subdued even, then as the music became more intense, her powerful voice came forward. The song was pickup trucks and heartbreak, but had a compelling verse and chorus. On the second chorus I was able to add some backup, then taking my chance on embellishing a verse. The song was slow enough I could follow the words from the lyric sheet.

She continued to pound out the melody as I brought in more and more of the backup where I thought it would add to the song. The last line of the song hung in the air as she delivered it with such power and emotion.

I didn’t want to be the one to walk away.

We went quiet for the outro and Sabrina looked over at me, her eyes watering.

“That was fantastic Steven,” she whispered.

“That was great guys,” Doug said over the studio speakers. We have time for another cut if you would like to take it.”

“Sure,” I said as Sabrina nodded.

We signaled Doug, our in-ears came alive and I knew the song well enough to start backing up on the first verse. Her voice was clear as crystal and I was even pleased that I could push a very strong backup, filling in around her melody lines.

At the end of the song, we were both quiet for a bit, then Doug said we were out. Sabrina hugged me tight and whispered a thank you.

“I’ll do some work on it and put it on the server, Steven. I need to get ready for the next group.”

“We’re done. Thanks a million!”

“Glad I could do it. You guys are really good, and take it from me; I know things.”

—————

We left the studio and went over to a local coffee shop to decompress.

“That is always such exhilaration followed by a total crash,” I told her as I slumped in the chair, my hands wrapped around the ceramic cup.

“I don’t know where all that came from. It’s been a while since I’ve recorded and I guess I just had it all bottled up.”

“It was amazing. Such power, emotion and complexity.”

“I can’t wait to hear the mixdown. I really liked what you did for backup. Pretty amazing for the first time you’d even heard the song.”

“It felt really good. Just wait until you hear what Doug does with the editing. He’ll also put all the raw tracks on the server so we can do something special with it if you want to.”

“I don’t know what to do with it.”

“You could cut a demo, send it to your agent.”

“That’s just it. I’d be afraid he’d sell it and I’d get thrown into the VitaMix again. You get chopped up and are unrecognizable by the time they are done with you.”

“Go independent. There’s no money in it, but if you love what you do and can produce it on the cheap, it’s something.”

“I need to think about that.”

We changed topics and talked about things other than music. I found out a little more about her grandparents, and like I suspected, they had some money. They were presently living in France on a residency permit and would probably be there at least two years. They had a housekeeper that came once a week, and someone out every couple of weeks to mow the grass and take care of the flowers. She was there alone and able to work on her music, although she didn’t have anything but her guitar, smartphone and a pretty lame laptop computer. She had her grandparent’s home theatre system so she could watch videos and work on her karaoke, but nothing she could use to record. That is why being able to record in the studio was so much fun for her.

By the time we finished our coffee, we were getting hungry so we went over to a burger place and got something to eat. She asked me what I had going on the rest of the week.

I struggled deciding if I wanted to tell her about going to the beauty school, but I finally decided to go ahead.

“Tomorrow, I go to the beauty school for a makeover, then spend the rest of the day doing chores for the beauty students in girl mode. It’s actually a lot of fun.”

“So, the thing for costume karaoke is not just a boy in a dress. You are doing it up right.”

“Yes. It helps Gina out to have a client that has some special challenges with their appearance. The instructor has been really good about hiding my guy features and by the time I’m done, I look pretty good.”

“Oh, and with your voice, probably no one will know you aren’t a woman.”

“I don’t know about that, but I haven’t gotten beat up so far anyway.”

“I think it is very cool what you are doing. You’re still going to do a duet with me that night, aren’t you?”

“Sure. I’m planning on it.”

“I’ll think about some ideas for a costume. Probably we could just do full country/western look and that would be good enough. I have enough stuff to do that.”

“Gina is talking about boots and a leather skirt for me. Sounds pretty cool.”

“I probably should get back. Thanks for everything, Steven.”

“It’s been my pleasure, believe me. It was a blast working with you, and thanks for your voice on the radio jingles.”

“No problem.” She grabbed up her phone and brought up the rideshare app.

“Rather than Uber, I can drop you off if you want,” I offered.

“I don’t want to be a bother.”

“Don’t be silly. It’s not that far out of my way.”

“Fantastic.”

We walked out to my car and I held her door open for her. I thought about how much easier it was for her to get in and out wearing jeans than it was for Kimber the other day.

I got in and started to drive the direction of her grandparent’s place, and as we got closer, she started giving me directions. We pulled up to a tall iron gate and she grabbed her keys and pressed a button on a fob. The gates opened slowly and I drove into the circle driveway.

“There is a sensor when you leave that will open the gate,” she explained. I pulled up in front of the double front door of the mini-mansion. Wow, what a place.

“Would you like to come in for a bit?” she asked. “I could show you around.”

“If it would be okay.”

“Sure.”

She grabbed her stuff, we walked in the front door and she silenced the alarm.

“Let’s explore,” she offered.

There was a huge living area, dining room, and an amazing kitchen on the main floor, plus a master bedroom.

She led me up the stairs and there were five more bedrooms. She opened one of the doors and put her guitar on the bed. It was a very bright and feminine room with the normal bedroom furniture plus a television mounted to the wall. The bed must have been a king. She walked to a patio door and it opened onto a balcony that overlooked the pool. Shit. This place was amazing.

“Not bad, huh?” she teased.

“Wow. This place is great. Good work landing this housesitting gig. We just need to get you some equipment and you can put together a studio.”

“Actually, there is a home theatre in the lower level that is soundproofed. Just need some recording gear.”

My mind went into overdrive what I could do with a setup like that.

“Let’s go down and grab something to drink and sit on the patio,” she suggested.

“Sounds great.”

She showed me to a screened-in patio area behind the house that looked out on the pool. There were also some canvas chairs on the pool deck with umbrellas everywhere, but we decided the patio was good enough. She grabbed us a couple of colas, added some ice, and came in and sat on the glider next to me.

“I hope one of the job opportunities open up for you. Have you tried putting an application in at the college?”

“They are looking for someone with a lot more experience, but I did put in an application and left a resumé with them. Haven’t heard back from them yet.”

“If I hear of anything, I’ll let you know. I know you want to stay away from working in a diner,” I teased.

“I’ve had my fill of that work, for sure.”

We finished our drinks and I told her I should probably be going.

“Hey, would you like to look at the home theatre?”

“Sure!”

She walked me down into the lower level of the house and opened a heavy door, turning on some lights. It was an amazing space. Like she said, it had sound deadening but not over the entire space, so the room still had a live sound. There was a huge video screen and surround-sound speaker system.

Something problematic were the huge theatre chairs that were placed to face the screen. Not very practical for setting up mics and a mixing board. I looked closely and was excited to see they were on rollers and could be shoved to the back of the room, or maybe even out the door and into the adjacent game room. So, some microphones and stands with pop filters for voice, some instrument mics, a table to hold a mixer and a computer running the multitrack recording software and this could be an amazing place to record. If she wanted to go independent, a few thousand of equipment and she could produce professional-quality tracks.

“This is amazing, Sabrina. A few microphones, a mixer, a computer and a tablet would give you everything you needed,” I told her. “Oh, and some In-Ears so you didn’t have to mess with monitor speakers.”

“I’ve been using the space to practice Karaoke.”

“With that video screen and the sound system, it would be great.”

She cranked up the system and brought up a movie DVD. What a setup. The video and sound were amazing and the acoustics were great without sounding dead.

“Let me bring up a track,” she said, using the remote on the Smart TV and going to the internet. She started a karaoke track of Come On Eileen. She adjusted the sound and we waited as the bar came across the screen. We messed around with the song doing a boy-girl duet but she wasn’t happy with it. I moved my voice up to my Kimber range and we tried it again. We bounced around, pointed to one another passing the lead back and forth and pretended we had microphones in our hands. We had a ton of fun with it. By the time we were done, we were both panting and out of breath.

She came over and gave me a big hug.

“That was incredible…” she said, hesitating. “I can’t call you Steven when you sound like that.”

“That is my Kimber voice,” I told her.

“That was incredible, Kimber. Thank you so much.” She hugged me again and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “I think we have our song!”

“I like it, love the tempo changes and everything. It’s not country, but it has a lot of punch and everybody knows it.”

“A couple of slutty dresses and show a lot of leg,” she teased.

“That does sound like fun. It’s costume karaoke after all.”

“Can we do it?” she asked, biting her lower lip.

“I’m in!”

“Yay…” she said, clapping her hands. “One more time,” she said, pushing the button.

The next version was even sillier, but we were developing a solid arrangement and it would work great for the bar crowd.

After heading back upstairs, I told Sabrina I needed to get back and she took my hand and walked me to the front of the house. On the way out the door, we stood awkwardly for a moment, then she reached over and gave me a sweet kiss on the lips and thanked me for the ride home and everything.

I drove back home thinking about the kiss. It was quite nice spending time with her and I knew I would spend the next couple of days thinking of her a lot.


Chapter 7

Thursday, June 4th

Today was back to the beauty school and Gina sent me a text early and said she’d be by at eleven. Good thing we’re not staying here for lunch because I went to my sink a little while ago and I had no water. At least I’d taken my shower early.

Just before eleven, Gina knocked on my door and asked me if I was ready. I grabbed a cloth tote bag that had my girl clothes, some makeup, my underwear and the breast forms.

“What’s with all the trucks in the street?” Gina asked.

“I imagine it’s something to do with the water being out.”

“It might get ugly. I hope you don’t have any recording to do. I saw them pulling in an air compressor. It’s likely to get noisy.”

“Ugh. I have a few voiceovers to do. Damn.”

As we were walking out of the building, I saw a notice stuck in my mailbox. It announced they would be doing some work in the street and the water was going to be on and off next two weeks. They recommended using bottled water for cooking and drinking.

“What the hell. Two weeks!!!” I growled.

“It looks like you are going to be in the studio.”

“They’re booked all next week. I need to think about this. I hate to record in the evening when Kerry and the neighbors are home.”

I got to thinking about Sabrina’s setup. I wonder if she would let me record in her theatre for a bit while the work out front was going on.

We walked into the beauty school and everyone said hello to Kimber and that it was great to see me. They were probably happy they were going to have someone to sweep up hair for them.

Gina got me seated and Carol came over.

“Hi, Kimber. Great to see you,” she said.

“Nice to be back,” I said in my girl voice while Gina started brushing my hair back and put on the wig cap.

“Gina,” Carol said, “I’d like to have you give me a bit of a trim after you have Kimber fixed up. Do you have anyone coming in?”

“No, I’m clear until at least two.”

“So, what’s in store for Kimber today?”

“I wanted to try some of the contouring things you showed me last week, and also some eye liner. I might need some help with that?”

“Sure. Let’s get Kimber in her underthings and put on a smock. I’d like to try some layering and some clip extensions if you’re game,” Carol said to Gina.

“Sounds great,” Gina said, as I sat in shock not really knowing what they were planning.

“Oh, one other thing,” Gina said. “Take out your contacts.”

—————

After I was in my underthings, my hose and some really cool huarache shoes with a little bit of heel, I was wrapped in a purple robe and in front of a shampoo bowl. Tammy came over and gave me a smile and started running water and checking the temperature. When she was happy, she lowered the seat until my neck was resting in the well of the sink. She shampooed several times, conditioned, rinsed and turbaned my hair in a towel. She led me back over to Gina’s chair and had me sit.

Carol came over and discussed with Gina what she thought they could do. She suggested a little layering that would look good with the extensions, but would still look okay in a ponytail in boy mode. They would also trim off my split ends and put on a deep conditioner.

After a little snipping and a conditioner that required another trip to the shampoo bowl, Gina dried my hair with a blow dryer.

Carol came over with one of the trolleys that had a bunch of lengths of hair laid across it. Ah, those must be the hair extensions.

Carol asked Gina if she had done extensions before.

“I’ve only done the tape ones, not the clip-ons,” Gina responded.

“It’s not that much different. I’ll help you get started.”

They separated my hair with a rat-tail comb and piled the bulk of it on top of my head and secured it with a clip. I couldn’t see much of what they were doing but after they worked for a while, I had long hair down to the center of my back. They continued with extensions up higher on the back of my head, then moving to the sides.

After the extensions were in place, there was another surprise. She gave me a set of tinted contact lenses in my prescription.

“How did you get these?” I asked.

“You had your prescription card in your wallet. I snapped a photo with my phone,” she said with a smirk.

I grabbed my contact solution and put in the contacts. They made my light blue eyes a dramatic blue. I stared at myself for a long time in the mirror.

“So, let’s get started on makeup.”

Gina did most of the makeup, then called Carol over and had her demonstrate the kohl-colored eyeliner. With my now bright-blue eyes, I looked like a model.

“What do you think?” Carol asked.

“Incredible,” I said, looking at the girl in the mirror with the amazing blue eyes, fantastic makeup and long blonde hair.

“There are some clothes in the back room for you. Go change out of your robe and you can help me with Carol’s trim.”

I went into the back room and there was a knee-length dark pleated skirt and a blue and white striped blouse with three-quarter length sleeves. I put on an ivory camisole and the rest of the outfit and looked at myself in the mirror. Wow, the extensions were so much more comfortable than the wig and my hair is down to the middle of my back. I shook my head and felt the hair move from side to side.

“Are you coming out of there,” Gina yelled in to me.

“Sorry,” I said.

“We’re going to start on Carol’s hair and we want you to do her wash and condition.”

“Me?!?”

“If you’re going to hang around the beauty school, we’re going to put you to work,” she said, throwing me a pink smock.

I came out and Carol was waiting at one of the shampoo bowls. Gina showed me how to adjust the temperature of the water and to direct the stream to the sprayer.

We sat Carol back and put a towel behind her neck as she settled into the shampoo bowl. Gina demonstrated how to apply the shampoo and to work everything into the scalp, then she stepped back and let me take over.

“Is that feeling all right,” I asked Carol.

“Just fine, Kimber. You’re doing good. If the communications degree doesn’t work out, you can come back and we’ll get you set up in beauty school.”

Gina directed me to massage the scalp and rub the back of her neck, then we started to rinse.

“One more wash, then a complete rinse and condition.”

She allowed me to put the shampoo on for the second wash, and there was much more lather. I continued to massage her scalp and work the shampoo into her beautiful brown hair. It was finally time to rinse, which I completed and Gina demonstrated how to wrap her hair in a turban to dry. They walked back to the chair for the cut while I cleaned up the shampoo bowl and put away the supplies. I was getting pretty good at this. I was walking back to Gina’s station when Kat called over to me.

“Do you have a minute, Kimber. I’ve got something I’d like to try.”

“Sure,” I replied, walking over to her nail station and sitting in front of her.

She took my hand, removed the clear polish and started to file and buff my nails. She grabbed a kit of nail tips and started picking out some sizes.

“Ah, Kat…” I said.

“Shh! Let me have some fun. We can always take them off if you don’t like them.”

She started gluing on the tips and I looked on with horror as she gave me fingernails that stuck out like talons. I had watched her work before and knew that she would cut them back so I wasn’t quite so worried.

Once she had them on, she looked up at me with a smile.

“Is that about the length you like?”

“A little shorter. Something career length so I can type,” I bargained.

“Okay, I guess,” she teased, then cut them back where they were much more manageable. She filed them then started putting on gel. After that there was a dark red polish, cooked them under the UV light, then finished up with a shiny topcoat. By now Gina and Carol were finished and came over and admired my nails. I had a bad feeling that these were going to be a part of me for a little while. Good thing I didn’t have to go anywhere important.

“Thank you, Kat. These are fantastic!” I gushed, giving her a big hug. I was also trying to figure out how I was going to deal with them until Gina could help me take them off.

“So, if you’re all done primping your nails, you can go sweep my station,” Gina said, handing me the broom.

“Well, back to work. Thanks again, Kat.”

“You’re welcome, Kimber. After you’re done sweeping, could you come back and help me change the tip on my nail grinder?”

“Sure, give me just a few minutes. Gina is always such a mess and it may take a bit.”

“You are in soooo much trouble, little lady,” Gina warned.

I got to thinking it probably wasn’t a good idea to piss her off if I wanted her to take off my nails. I grabbed the dust pan and started sweeping.

—————

After I got Gina’s station swept and worked on Kat’s nail grinder, it was going on break time and Sally came up to me.

“Can you help me get stuff for break, Kimber,” she asked.

“Sure. Let me get my notebook.”

Gina had given me a small purple notebook and one of the promo pens for the school, and Sally and I walked around to find what the students wanted for break. On the way out the door, Linda whispered something to Sally, so a dozen times down the street I had to practice sitting, adjusting my skirt, crossing my legs, and smiling, then doing it all again. All of my movements were watched and critiqued until I was moving fluidly.

In what was becoming pretty much a routine for me, I walked to the quick mart with Sally and we put the items for our break in the basket, checked out and walked back. I was able to show Marianne my nails, and got a big thumbs up.

Movement practice continued on the way back, and when we reached the door, I gave Sally a big hug and thanked her for all the help.

“You’re quite welcome, Kimber. It’s great for me because sometimes I forget how much fun it is to be a woman.

While everyone was taking break, I called Sabrina to talk to her about using the theatre to do some recording. I was so into my Kimber mode that when Sabrina answered I was all girl.

“Sure, no problem,” she responded.

“I don’t know how long this is going to last, but right now I have no water and I have a bunch of heavy equipment in front of the house so recording is not going to happen.”

“Can you come over tonight and bring your equipment?”

“Ah, I have to warn you, I may look a little fem.”

“How fem are we talking?”

“Gel nails, hair extensions and wearing a skirt and blouse. Gina says she wants me to be like this for a couple of days.”

“It’s no problem at all. I can’t wait to see you!”

“Can I call you after I get off here? Gina drove me over so I don’t have my car. It will take me some time to get my stuff packed up.”

“Great, we’ll order a pizza when we get you set up. Do you have some recording to do?”

“Unfortunately, I have a bunch to do by tomorrow evening.”

“Anything I can help with?”

“It’ll have to be my voice, but you can help me do the mastering.”

“I’d love that. Talk to you soon, Kimber.”

“Chao.”

As I finished up the call, Gina and Carol waved me over.

“Are you going to be able to stay like this for a couple of days?” Carol asked.

“Ah, I think so, sure.”

“Okay,” she turned to Gina, “I’d like to show you how to do the adhesive on the forms. Let me grab a couple of things and I’ll meet you in the workroom.”

“Sure, I’ll grab my notebook.”

A couple of minutes later I was in the workroom with Gina and Carol with my blouse and bra off and having my chest wiped down with alcohol. After it dried, Carol had me put the bra back on, put in the forms and carefully adjust the straps. Carol showed Gina how to roll my bra up from the bottom and mark the bottom of the form with an eyeliner pencil. She removed the forms, cleaned them again with alcohol, and had me remove my arms from the bra straps and fold the bra down over my waist. She sprayed the form with adhesive, then showed Gina how to align them to the marks, transferred a bit of glue to my chest, then removed them again. Gina took notes as we did the procedure.

Carol sprayed more adhesive on the forms and had Gina set her phone for five minutes.

“So, how do I take these off?” I asked.

“I’ve got some solvent, but having them a couple of days will give you good practice with your posture. Try to keep them on if you can,” Carol responded.

About that time the phone chimed and Carol located one of the forms according to the markings and held them in place firmly, pressing down the seams carefully. She had Gina do the other, then they pulled my bra back up, securing them in the cups. I put the blouse back on, but the forms felt different with them being stuck to my body.

“How do I sleep?” I asked.

“On your back would be best, and keep either a cotton bra or a sports bra on at night.”

“Oh, okay.”

“You might try on your side with a pillow, but sleeping on your stomach is probably not going to work.”

More new things in my life. Long fingernails and stuck-on boobs. Kerry is going to give me no end of shit. I hope all this doesn’t freak Sabrina out, but she wanted me to do a duet with her in slutty dresses so she should be okay.

Gina finished up her notes and Carol gave her the bottle of adhesive and the solvent, telling her how to remove the forms when we were ready. Gina wrote all of the information in her notebook.

“Can we leave them on until Saturday and take them off before you go to karaoke?” Gina asked.

“I guess,” I said, wondering just what I got myself into. That would probably mean wearing a dress until then. Sheesh.

“Do I have any slacks?” I asked.

“With legs like yours, slacks would be a crime,” Gina said, causing Carol to laugh.

“Okay, back to school,” Carol said as we headed out of the workroom.

—————

The rest of the day was interesting for me with the new nails and the forms stuck tightly to my body. As I helped sweep up, clean coloring equipment and pick up towels, I noticed my hands starting to get a bit sore.

“Don’t worry, sweetie,” Kat told me. “It is just the curve of the tips pulling on your natural nails. It will go away by tomorrow. If it bothers you tonight, just take a Tylenol.”

“I think they look great. It was just my hands were a little sore.”

“It’s pretty common. Nothing to worry about. Are you here tomorrow?”

“I really need to get some recording work done. Probably next week.”

“Looking forward to seeing you again. Have a good weekend.”

“Same to you,” I said as Gina walked up.

“Ready?”

“Let me get my purse,” I said, as Gina and Kat started to chuckle.

—————

After a little more practice getting in the car, we drove back to the apartment and finally found a place to park. We grabbed the bag of stuff out of the trunk and headed for the door of the apartment building. There were a half a dozen trucks, a back-hoe and a guy with a jack-hammer going at the street paving. Man, it was noisy.

When we got to the apartment, Kerry was still not back so we went into my bedroom and started packing up my recording stuff. I’d kept the boxes for all the equipment in my closet so we put everything together, added a bunch of cables, an extra mixer and a hub, and started carrying it outside. While we were walking down the street, we had a bunch of the construction guys looking at us, and we actually got a wolf-whistle. Yikes.

It took several trips to get my stuff in the trunk of the car, then we returned to the apartment to wait for Kerry. I called Sabrina and told her it would probably be another half an hour. She said to push the button at the gate and she would let me in.

A few minutes later, Kerry showed up and he gave Gina a hug and a kiss. I opened up my arms to him and he gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. It was sweet.

“So, how’s my two favorite girlfriends,” he asked.

“I’m tired. Gina worked me to death today,” I said.

“You might want to watch what you say, little lady. Remember who has the solvent.”

“I meant to say that Gina was fantastic today and made sure I stayed busy and didn’t get bored.”

“That’s better,” Gina said, as Kerry looked puzzled.

“More girl stuff,” I explained. “You wouldn’t understand.”

“What’s all the stuff in the street?” Kerry asked.

“Apparently there is a problem with the water line and they have to dig it up.”

“That’s going to screw you over for recording, isn’t it?”

“I’m taking my stuff to Sabrina’s and going to set up there.”

“Oh, that sounds…cozy.”

“Nothing like that. She’s just helping a girl out. Actually, I need to be going and see if I can get hit on by the construction dudes again.”

“Call me if you need anything,” Gina said.

“Should be okay. Thanks for everything today, Sis,” I said, giving her a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“I’ll be back in a while, Slugger,” I said, waving at Kerry, grabbing my purse and heading for the door.

“Wait. You’re going to go to Sabrina’s looking like that?” Kerry asked.

“Don’t I look good enough,” I said with a pout as Gina laughed in the background.

“Oh, sure. You look fantastic.”

I’m sure Gina would explain everything after I left.

“Later,” I said, heading out the door and getting ready to be checked out by the construction guys.


Chapter 8

Fortunately, the construction guys had left for the day so I didn’t have to run the gauntlet.

I pulled up to the gate and pushed the button. A few seconds later I heard Sabrina’s voice.

“Is that you Kimber? Holy shit.” Apparently there is video.

“It’s just little ol’ me,” I said in my full Arkansas accent.

The gate swung open and I drove up and parked in the circle drive. Sabrina came bounding out the front door and over to my side of the car. I gracefully exited and she looked at me from head to toe and gave me a big smile.

“Okay, I’m going to hug you!” she said, wrapping me in a big hug. I just hoped she didn’t dislodge any of my extensions.

“You look fantastic, honey. I can’t get over it.”

“So do you,” I said. She had a beautiful summer dress with a green and red pattern.

“You said you were wearing a skirt, so I thought I should dress up. Can we bring in your stuff?”

“It’s in the trunk. There are several boxes.”

“OH MY GOD! Look at those nails!!!”

“You like?”

“Yes, I do. And the hair; extensions, right?”

“Yes, clip on.”

“That is awesome.”

We carried the equipment to the studio and pushed some of the big chairs back and made room for a table we brought in from the game room. With Sabrina’s help, in no time we had everything set up, including getting attached to the network. There was a wired internet hub by the video system so I was able to plug in directly without going through Wi-Fi. The speed of the network connection was breathtaking.

I brought up the computer and did a couple of test tracks and everything was working fine. I brought up my GarageBand and studied the orders as Sabrina looked on.

I did a couple of voiceovers as she watched quietly from beside me. She was fascinated as I manipulated the tracks in the software. She was riveted with what I was doing and I encouraged her to ask questions. She admitted she didn’t understand any of it as she hadn’t seen anything like this before.

She let me finish three of the jobs, but while we were working I had two more come in.

“It looks like I might have more to do tomorrow. Is it alright if I come back?”

“Sure, sounds great. Hey, why don’t we do our song,” she said, excitedly.

“Sure, sounds great.”

“I’ve got a stand for my phone, mind if I video us.”

“That would be cool.”

She set up her phone on the tripod and started the video and the backing track. We got ready and pretended we were doing it for real, swinging around in our skirts and pretending we were holding microphones. Like the last time, we were both puffing by the time we were done. We played the recording on the big television and watched carefully. We were having a lot of fun and we both thought it would be great for costume night.

“If you’re hungry, let me order a pizza,” she said.

“Only if you let me buy,” I demanded. “It’s only fair after you let me set up like this.”

“But this is so cool.”

She took out her phone and brought up an app for a local pizza place and we decided on a ham, mushroom, black olive and cheese. She placed the order and they said forty minutes.

“Hey, let’s look on the server and see if Doug has your song up there yet.”

“Cool, and I’d also like to hear the finals for the radio station promo.”

“No problem.”

I attached to one of the external inputs for the surround sound so we could listen through the big speakers. I downloaded the file and put it into GarageBand and could see all the tracks. I de-selected the click and pressed play. The intro came up and then Sabrina’s solo melody started. Wow, Doug is an absolute genius and the track sounded great. Sabrina listened in awe as her voice filled the room, then my backup started coming in on the chorus. It was really tight.

We listened all the way through, and at the end, she hugged me and told me how marvelous this was.

“You sounded super,” I said.

“No, we sounded super. I loved what you were doing for backup. I’ve never been able to work with anyone that effortlessly before. Unbelievable.”

We listened to it another time and I asked her if I needed to do any adjustments of the levels or anything.

“NO! It’s perfect.”

“Okay, then. I’ll tell Doug he has another happy customer.”

“Can you send it to my phone?” she asked.

“Done.”

About that time, she received a text that the pizza was on the way, and a short time later her phone buzzed and the pizza delivery guy’s face came up. She pushed an icon and told him to drive to the house and we’d meet him out front.

“Time for you to pay for our pizza,” she said as she headed up the stairs.

I took my purse and followed behind her.

—————

We grabbed a couple of plates, glasses and some cola and took the pizza to the patio. It was so relaxing here listening to the crickets and watching the stars and the crescent moon. She was relaxed and happy and I was glad I could see her this way.

After we finished our pizza, she got quiet for a long while.

“Kimber, I don’t want this to sound wrong, but I really hope we can continue to sing together. I really like you.”

“I feel the same way, Sabrina.”

“Why don’t you call me Bree, honey.”

“I’d like that, Bree.”

She smiled widely, reached for my hand and looked out into the night.

“I really like it here,” she said.

“In this house, or in Illinois?” I asked, confused.

“On this patio, with you,” she said, leaning over to give me a light kiss on the lips. I put my arm around her and she settled in beside me, kicking off her shoes and pulling her feet under her.

“I kind of like it here myself.”

She looked up at me and I studied her face in the dim light. She had long dark red hair with fair complexion and beautiful green eyes. Her skin was so clear that she only needed sheer makeup. Her eyeshadow was in brown and green tones to accentuate her eyes and her lashes were long and full. I pushed a lock of her hair behind an ear, then leaned down toward her. Her eyes closed as I placed a kiss on her lips. The scent of her perfume, the taste of her lipstick against mine, and the softness of her lips caused my heart to pound. I broke the kiss and wrestled with what to say. I know it had to be strange for her to be here making out with a cross-dressed guy, but it didn’t seem to bother her.

“Thank you, Kimber. That was very nice.”

“Bree, I should probably be going. I know Kerry is going to have a lot of questions about what is going on with me.”

“Are you going to come over tomorrow?”

“I’d like to do that.”

“Yes. Let’s do it. Do I need to wear a skirt?”

“If it’s no trouble. These babies are stuck on until Gina lets me take them off on Saturday,” I told her, pointing to my chest. “I’m kind of trapped being a girl until then.”

Her eyes sparkled and she gave me a chuckle, telling me she would be okay with that. I couldn’t tell if it was her wearing a skirt or my being a girl that wasn’t a problem for her.

“Before you go…” she asked, hesitantly, “could I have you kiss me again?”

“My pleasure,” I said as I dropped my lips onto hers. It was a long, full kiss, and my lipstick is probably a total mess right now.

After I broke the kiss, I hugged her tightly for a while, then told her I needed to use the restroom.

“A little makeup repair, huh.”

“Yes, but well worth it,” I told her. I put my finger to my lips, kissed it, then put it on hers.

She showed me where the nearest powder room was, a stunning lavender room with a beautiful twin vanity and a large mirror. There was even a separate room for the stool. I wondered why you would put a double-vanity in a half-bathroom, but rich people have a different mindset, I guess.

I used some tissue from a nearby dispenser to wipe off what lipstick remained, then refreshed it with the tube in my purse. When I was happy, I walked into the hallway and Bree was waiting at the front door.

“Thank you for everything, Bree. I’ve had the greatest evening.”

“Same for me. Call me tomorrow early and we can plan our day.”

“Will do,” I said, giving her a quick kiss as I walked out the massive front door. I stopped halfway to my car, turned and waved, then threw her a kiss which she returned. I gracefully got in my car, pulled my keys from my purse and started the engine. I headed out the drive and the gate opened in front of me. I drove back to my apartment on autopilot, thoughts of this amazing evening bouncing around in my head.

—————

I stopped at the store to get a couple gallons of filtered water since they said we shouldn’t use the tap water at our apartment. I also picked up some snacks, chips and cola because I knew we were running low.

It was getting late when I finally got back home and I noticed that Gina’s car was gone. I probably would have some things to explain to Kerry.

“Hi, honey. I’m home,” I yelled when I came in the door. He came out of the kitchen and gave me a crooked smile.

“How was your date with Sabrina?”

“It was all work. Well, maybe a little pizza later.”

“Ah. So, Gina tells me she’s keeping you in girl mode until Saturday. Was Sabrina cool with that?”

“Yes. It actually worked pretty well so we could work on our act for costume night.”

“Are you comfortable like this?”

“My feet are a little sore and my fingers ache, but otherwise I’m good.”

“Well, you look amazing. Good thing I’m tight with Gina or I might try hitting on you.”

I walked over and give him a hug.

“You’re still my favorite roommate and pretty awesome yourself. I got us some snacks and some bottled water since we’re not supposed to drink from the tap.”

“Have a seat and I’ll bring you some wine since we can’t drink the water,” Kerry said.

“That works.” I walked to the sofa and sat, unconsciously using all my girl moves. Kerry gave me an impish smile.

“Looks like Gina has been making you practice.”

“Actually, it’s been everybody at the beauty school. Even the guys.”

“Well, you move just like a girl and we’re going to have so much fun at costume night. Have you picked out anything you want to work on?” he asked.

“Let’s talk and see if we can decide on something.”

“Sounds great,” he said, handing me a glass of wine and sitting beside me on the sofa.

“To the best boy-girl duo ever,” he said, raising his glass for a toast.

“The best ever!”


Chapter 9

Friday, June 5th

Sleeping with the forms stuck on was a bit of a challenge. I finally took a Tylenol to cut the pain in my fingers, but sleeping other than on my back was really uncomfortable. I finally did get to sleep and had a delightful dream about singing with Bree and doing more kissing. I really enjoyed that, and I think she was pretty okay with it as well.

I got up and unwrapped my hair and re-attached a couple of loose extensions, then started on makeup. I had watched Gina enough times that she wanted me to try it for myself. I was happy with how everything came out, but it wasn’t perfect. I’d keep experimenting.

Gina suggested watching some videos to pick up different techniques and I wanted to try that.

I went out to eat breakfast with Kerry.

“Good morning, Kimber. Looking great this morning.”

“Oh, this old thing,” I teased. I wore a knee-length dress with rather eclectic random colors that looked like brush strokes. It did look nice on me. I was amazed at all the different clothes and shoes that Gina had put in my closet.

“You are really getting into this,” he said.

“No other option until Gina comes over with the solvent.”

He gave a big laugh. “You’ll know not to mess with her in the future. She’s quite good at payback.”

“You’ve got that right. What’s for breakfast?” I asked.

“Cereal, I guess.”

“Would you like me to make you some bacon and eggs?” I offered.

“Wow. I’d like that a lot.”

“Coming up.”

I made a healthy breakfast for Kerry and myself, then he cleaned up as I sent Bree a text.

Good morning! How’s things?

Good. I got inspired and was up late working on a new song.

How cool. Are you far enough we can record?

I think so. It’s still pretty rough. Maybe you can help.

Be happy to. Kerry is about to go to work. Can I come at ten?

Perfect. Ring the bell and I’ll let you in.

Looking forward to seeing you. I sent, followed with a rose emoji.

Me too. Followed with a bunch of hearts

Wow, a new song. I have enough stuff at her house that we might be able to put together a click and canned background instrument track, then multitrack her guitar and a solo. The acoustics of that room is great but with only the one microphone we’re a bit limited with what we can do. Maybe after I hear what she has, I might be able to do a backup track. Once it is solid, we’ll take it to the studio and let Doug do his magic.

After Kerry left, I went in and refreshed my makeup, put on some perfume and changed my shoes into some three-inch pumps because Gina wanted me to get used to them. At least my fingers were no longer sore. Now it was my calves that were screaming. This being a girl isn’t for wimps.

—————

I pulled up a little before ten and she opened the gate for me. When I stopped in front of the house, she walked in front and she looked stunning. Her beautiful blue and white dress hung about knee length, and she wore hose and black mid-heel pumps. Her hair was pulled back and she looked great.

“Oh Bree. You look beautiful,” I said, giving her a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“You look amazing yourself. Come inside and we’ll have some juice then get to work.”

“Sounds great.”

We went into the amazing kitchen and she had me sit in a tall chair at the breakfast bar. She got out a couple of glasses and poured us some orange juice. I took a small sip, remembering what Gina said about how a lady should drink.

“This is great. Is it fresh squeezed?” I asked.

“There is a juicer on the counter over there,” she said, pointing. “I made it yesterday.”

“So, tell me about this new song.”

“It’s about new acquaintances,” she said, grabbing my hand.

“I can’t wait to hear it.”

“I can’t wait to sing it for you,” she said, rubbing her thumb across my knuckles. I had a feeling that I was the inspiration for this new song.

“So, let’s go do some stuff,” I said, excitedly.

“What’s the plan?”

“Probably should do the paying stuff first, then we can play.”

“I like the plan, especially the playing part,” she said, giving my hand a big squeeze.

We put the glasses in the dishwasher and she took my hand and we headed down to the theatre/recording studio.

—————

Per our work hard/play hard plan, I knocked out the voice-overs pretty quickly and showed Bree a little bit about working with the audio software. She helped me pick out some of the backing music and shortly after one we had my paying work finished and back to the clients.

“How about some lunch?” she said. “I can make us some sandwiches and salad. I might even have dessert.”

“Dessert sounds good,” I responded with my sultry voice.

“Cookies.”

“Oh,” I said, my voice betraying my disappointment.

She leaned down and gave me a light kiss.

“Ooooo. Dessert first,” I said with a smile.

“Come with me, you pest,” she said, grabbing my hand and pulling me up the stairs.

—————

We ate our lunch on the patio, sitting next to each other on one of the gliders. We talked a bit about music, then our quiet was disturbed by the lawn service coming in to mow and work on the flower gardens.

“Bah,” she said, “I hoped we would be alone.”

She put my arms around her neck and gave me a sweet kiss while the mowers were still in the front yard. The next kiss was a bit more dramatic as I felt her tongue against my lips. I gladly opened my mouth and accepted her investigation. She dropped one of her hands to my leg and began to explore. She must have sensed my discomfort and slowly broke the kiss.

“Is everything all right, honey,” she whispered.

“I’m just a little uncomfortable is all, Bree. This is all kind of new for me.”

“I understand, sweetie. I don’t want to push you, but I’m here for you when you’re ready. Besides, I think the mowers are coming around the house so we should probably go inside.”

She gave me another soul-stealing kiss, then we headed back to the house just as a guy on a mower came into the backyard. I grabbed my purse and we both went into the powder room to fix our lipstick. I guess the builder did have a good idea with the dual vanity. She watched me as I carefully lined and applied the lipstick with a brush, then put a lip gloss on when I finished.

“I like,” she said.

I just smiled and followed her to the studio. I was a bit concerned with the mowers outside, but you could hear nothing once she closed the thick door.

For our play, we did the song that we planned for the costume karaoke, then she worked on a Kellie Pickler song she wanted to do tomorrow night. She must have been working on it because what she was doing was solid and sounded great.

We did it once more with me singing harmony. It wouldn’t work at karaoke with me in boy clothes, but it was a lot of fun working on it together.

“Kimber, I always have such fun singing with you. You are such a great partner.”

“Thanks, Bree. I feel the same way. Let’s try your new song. Can you sing it for me and then I can put together a click track and a basic instrumental?”

“Sounds great. I’ll just sing it and accompany myself on the guitar. It’s a pretty standard chord progression.”

She started her song at a ballad tempo, and after the first couple of lines, I understood what she meant by inspiration. Unlike her other song that was a breakup song, this one was a finding new love, full of insecurities and challenges, but also opportunities. She started out quiet, then her voice came in strong and bright, filling the space around us. I sensed that she wrote it as a duet as it was perfect for two singers to trade the melody. Wow, this was going to be great and my mind was spinning with possibilities.

As she finished, I was struck by just how much talent she had, but as with any artist, she had a full measure of insecurity.

“Oh, honey. That was wonderful,” I said.

“Did you really like it?” she asked. There was that insecurity.

“Oh, yes. I can’t wait to work with you on it.”

“I’d like it to be our song,” she said, then looked anxious, “I mean, that we could sing it together as a duet.”

“It would be perfect for that and I would love to sing it with you.”

She teared up. “Oh, Kimber. Thank you for doing this for me! I was so alone and afraid. Now I’m good again.”

“Bree, I love being with you. Now, let’s get this thing in the can.”

—————

The first thing I wanted to talk to her about was tempo. I wanted to have her consider taking it a little faster and give it a bit more drive. I put down a simple instrument track and laid out the chord progression, then we worked at a couple different tempos. We just put the instrument track on the big speakers and she sang the melody and I started doing some backup. After we had a good tempo, we did it again discussing where we wanted to pass the melody back and forth. We worked on an instrumental opening and closing, then I put on a click track using a drum rim-shot to give a solid beat.

We took a brief break to get something to drink and discussed how to proceed. I suggested that we have her add a guitar track, then we would start cutting vocals. After we had the vocal tracks, have her re-do the guitar track to match the energy of the vocals, then we could do a little post to adjust levels and maybe add some effects.

“Kimber, this is amazing. The only thing I’ve ever done in this process is sing. It made me feel like some kind of tool that was only good for one thing.”

“Well, this is what the legacy music industry does. They make you feel like a cog and that way they can justify the amount of money they make off of you. When you drop off the chart, they cut you loose and go after the next shiny thing.”

“That sounds about right.”

“This is the world of independent music. You have all the risk, but any money you make you keep rather than dividing it up with a bunch of executives a tenth as talented as you but they all drive Jaguars.”

“Let’s go record,” she said.

“I’m with you.”

—————

After several hours of recording and work in the DAW, we had a track that we really liked. She still had some work she wanted to do on the lyrics, but a songwriter is never completely satisfied, so that is to be expected. I did talk her into bringing the tempo up, and we also tried it with country backing music and we both sang with our accents. She had initially thought of it as a pop ballad, but we both liked the country version better.

After I brought the final product up and played it on the big surround-sound, she was smiling from ear to ear.

“This is great work, Bree. Thank you for letting me work with you on it.”

She took a long look at me, her eyes filled with tears and she wrapped me in a hug and gave me a big kiss.

After the kiss finally broke, I chided, “I guess that means you’re welcome.”

“Yes, you silly. Now, let’s go out on the patio and I have a bottle of wine for us to try.”

“Sounds good. I can’t drink much or I won’t be able to drive.”

“You’ll just have to stay,” she retorted, taking both of my hands and looking deeply into my eyes. I didn’t even know how to answer that.

“What about this wine you are promising me,” I said, giving her a quick kiss.

“Follow me,” she said, briefly stopping at the wine cellar and selecting a bottle she said was suitable for a celebration.


Chapter 10

Saturday, June 6th

I woke in my own bed, but thinking about Bree and the amazing bottle of wine we shared. She would not let me see the label, but she said it was probably pretty expensive as grandad liked good wine. I’m not a wine expert, but that was some good stuff.

I had to watch how much I drank not wanting to risk a run-in with the cops driving home. She repeated the offer for me to stay, but I pleaded that I didn’t have what I would need for the morning. I now had to worry about makeup and hair supplies plus a bra to wear for sleeping along with a nightgown.

She told me next time to bring what I needed. There were five bedrooms so there wouldn’t be a problem finding me a place to sleep. She said she had a king bed if I didn’t feel like sleeping alone. It made for a very attractive offer.

She’d made us a light pasta dinner to go along with our wine, and afterward we spent a lot of time on the patio kissing and feeling one another up. I was getting a little more comfortable relating to her in Kimber mode, but we agreed we should keep our clothes on for the time being. I think it was more for my comfort level than hers. I struggled with how to ask her if she had ever had any experience with girls, but couldn’t find a way to open the topic.

Gina promised to be over after noon with the solvent to help me take off the forms. They served as a constant reminder of the need to improve my posture, and Kerry got a kick out of seeing me move around in girl mode. I unconsciously spoke in my Kimber voice which was another source of amusement for him but it felt right for me to be as much girl as possible while I was trapped with the C-cups.

I noticed that Kerry had dressed up a little more than usual, and I was wearing a blue jean skirt and a red paisley top. To complete the look, I had my nude hose and my tan huarache shoes that had about two and a half inch heels.

“How about going out somewhere for breakfast, Kimber?” he asked. That was a bit of a surprise. You usually couldn’t get him out of the house at gunpoint on the weekend with the exception of karaoke.

“That sounds great, Kerry.”

We walked to the car and he took my hand to guide me around some debris that the construction people had left. He opened the door for me and I did my best to seat myself in a ladylike fashion. He closed the door and walked around to his side and got in.

“I was thinking we could go to the restaurant out by the lake,” he said as he drove off. “They are supposed to have a good breakfast.”

“Aren’t’ they kind of expensive?”

“No problem. I don’t get a chance to take my pretty roommate out very often.”

“Pretty roommate, huh. Well, thank you, that sounds great.” I hoped he was just messing with me.

—————

We had a very elegant breakfast that must have set Kerry back plenty, but he didn’t seem to be bothered by it. The wait-staff were great and Kerry was a complete gentleman about everything. I did take the chance with the woman’s restroom since he said he wanted to walk out by the lake and watch the birds for a bit and I didn’t know how long we were going to be.

He opened doors for me and held out his hand when we went down the stairs behind the building. I noticed he held it a little longer than necessary, but dropped it before it got awkward. I know that Gina was beating the gentleman thing into him because he would often groan about it to Steven. It was working out well for me now and it made me feel special.

We walked for a while and found a bench and I asked if we could sit for a bit. I used all my best moves sitting and crossing my legs, which got me a smile.

“You look like you’re having fun,” he said.

“I am. I hope it’s not too weird for you.”

“Not at all. I’ve known about this side of you for a long time and I’m glad you are finally getting the chance to embrace it.”

While we sat, he actually put his arm around me and I settled against him.

“You even smell nice,” he said.

“So do you.” He must have bathed in after shave this morning.

We sat for quite a while and he pointed out some of the birds to me, then we heard his phone chirp.

“It’s Gina,” Kerry announced, removing his arm from around me and responding to the text. I kind of missed the closeness.

They went back and forth for a while as I continued to enjoy the still morning. This was a very beautiful spot.

Kerry put his phone up and snapped a selfie of us.

“Hey, what are you doing?”

“Gina didn’t believe where we were. She demanded proof.”

“Okay. If Gina wants it, I’m good.”

“You’re just wanting to make sure she brings the solvent.”

“Maybe…”

He typed a little more.

“She wants another one. You’re supposed to smile this time.”

He put the phone up again. I moved up close to him, kissed his cheek and turned toward the camera, cuddled next to him and gave a big smile. I heard him activate the shutter then send the photo to Gina.

“Gina sent back a thumbs up,” he said as I worried what she was going to do with that photo.

—————

We walked around for a little bit then drove toward the apartment. As we went by one of the used clothing shops, I asked him if he would stop for me.

“Sure. What are you after?”

“Bree and I need slutty dresses for costume night.”

“Is it okay if I come with you?”

“Of course, goofy. You’ll need to tell me what is slutty enough.”

We went into the store called Second Time Around and were met by a very friendly clerk. Her name pin said Betty.

“What can I help you find?” she asked.

“There is this costume karaoke night and my girlfriend and I want to dress up kind of provocative.”

“Okay, we can do that. You look like about an eight or ten, so let’s see what we have.”

She walked to a rack of clothes and started looking through some dresses.

“Any color preference?”

“Let me check,” I said, sending Sabrina a text.

She came back instantly. Red, purple or black she responded. Betty pulled out several short dresses in red which would really be hot. One was a short dress with a surplice top that would be perfect. She continued to look and found one with a bunch of fringes, but Kerry and I agreed that it would look kind of campy. She also found one in black with a halter-top that might be a bit of a challenge with the forms, but it would look good. She showed me an animal print one with three-quarter sleeves, but we all agreed it was a bit over the top.

“Would you like to try these on, honey,” Betty asked.

“Yes, please.”

“Ah, give me just a minute. I have something that might look good with the black one,” she said, walking behind the curtain. She returned a bit later with a couple of different black strapless bras.

“There is a 34-C and a 36-C here. I guessed on your size.

“I think the 36 will work,” I said, walking back to the fitting room. “Can you hold my purse, Kerry?” I asked, handing it to him. He held it like it was going to bite him and I chuckled as I walked to the dressing room.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but Betty didn’t seem to mind and Kerry was just being Kerry. I thought I would try the black one first so I put on the strapless bra and noticed that the seams on my forms were starting to pull out just a little. The bra was incredibly tight, but it held the forms quite well. I put on the dress and was quite pleased. It was really short and showed a lot of leg, and left even less to the imagination with the side slit. I walked out to show Kerry.

“Oh wow Kimber, that’s amazing.” I got a nod from Betty.

“What size shoe do you wear, honey.”

“A ten.”

“Let’s see what I have.” As I looked at myself in the mirror and Kerry looked me over carefully, I noticed this outfit was going to need sheer-to-the-waist hose.

“Here, try these, sweetie,” Betty said, passing me a pair of black pumps with an ankle strap. She had another red pair in her hand, so I assume those were for the other dress.

I sat, put on the shoes and buckled the strap. I noticed they had a much higher heel than I’m used to.

“They have a little platform. They’ll give you a bit more height,” Betty said.

I stood, steadied myself against Kerry and walked to the mirror. I swung back and forth, looking at the dress. I stared at Kerry.

“What do you think?”

“Fantastic!” he responded.

I had already looked at the price tag and it was quite reasonable so I decided to take it.

“Kerry, can you take a picture with my phone. I want to send it to Bree.”

He grabbed my phone and I did a pose with a big smile and he hit the shutter. I sent the photo to her.

“I want this one, but I’m going to try on the red one anyway,” I announced.

“Here, take these shoes. They’ll look great,” Betty said, handing me the red shoes she held.

I walked back to the changing room, giving Kerry a show with a lot of hip action. It was almost impossible to walk any other way in these shoes.

I changed back into my regular bra, then tried on the red dress. Holy shit, it fit me like a glove. I put on the shoes and walked out to where Kerry and Betty were standing.

“Oh, honey. That looks great,” Betty said. Kerry stood there with his mouth open. Definitely another dress that would require all-sheer hose.

“I really like it, and it fits so well. I want them both! And the shoes too.”

“We can do that.”

I looked at myself in the mirror for a bit, then Kerry finally spoke.

“Kimber, you look stunning.”

“Thank you, Kerry. And thank you Betty for all the help.”

“Another picture?” Kerry reminded me.

I gave him my phone, posed and he took another shot. I sent it to Bree as well. Kerry talked me into sending both of the photos to Gina.

I got dressed in my casual clothes and took both the dresses, the bra and the shoes out for Betty to ring up. I was surprised that everything was less than $75. I’ve almost spent the entire prize money for first place, but I wasn’t worried. This was great.

As we walked out of the store, a call came in from Sabrina.

“Kimber, where are you?!?”

“I’m at a used clothing shop looking for slutty clothes.” I heard Kerry chuckle in the background.

“So, tell me. You bought both those dresses, right?

“Yes. Don’t you like them?” I teased. “I got fuck-me shoes too.”

“Oh my god. I want a fashion show.”

“No way. Boobs and extensions come off this afternoon.”

“I’m dropping off now and calling Gina,” she said, right before I heard the call disconnect. This was probably not good news.

Just as we arrived at the apartment, a call came in from Gina.

“Nice photos, Kimber.”

“Sabrina said we needed something slutty for costume night.”

“Well, you have Sabrina smoking hot and horny and she wants to see you all dressed up.”

“We have karaoke tonight!”

“That’s what I told her. What are you doing on Tuesday?”

“No real plans.”

“Well, I’ve held her off until then. You can come to the beauty school and we’ll get you all fixed up.”

“Just for Bree’s fashion show?”

“No, we’ll get everything ready for the costume night. Sabrina is going to come over after we get out of class. She wants to go over to that store and get a hot dress like yours.”

“You mean spend the whole week as a woman?”

“I spend every week as a woman. What’s wrong with that?”

“What if there’s some emergency or something?”

“If there’s an emergency, have Kerry call 9-1-1. What kind of emergency are you worried about? Maybe Sabrina having a heart attack when she sees you.”

“I don’t know…”

“See you about four and we’ll get you ready to sing.”

“See you soon,” I said, disconnecting the call and letting out a big sigh.


Chapter 11

Saturday afternoon was a scramble to get me turned back into a boy and ready for karaoke. Even though the seams of the forms had started to come loose, they were still firmly attached and we needed solvent to get them off. We cleaned them up afterward and put them back in their storage containers. At least the extensions came out without any hassle.

At karaoke, Kerry and I did one of our old standby songs and Sabrina did the Kellie Pickler. She was amazing and I just wish I could back her up like we did when we were practicing. I didn’t want to spoil the surprise before costume night.

There were some new people for karaoke, a guy/girl team who did a duet. Their names were Lisa and Roberto and I hadn’t seen them before tonight. They were tight and really good and I saw our chances fade for winning next week if they came back for costume night.

On Sunday, Gina came over and we went to the mall to find some jewelry that would work with my new dresses, plus she wanted me to pick up a convertible briefer that would give me a better shape in the tight black dress. We thought the briefer would also work under the red as well. We picked out some all-sheer designer pantyhose in nude for the black dress, and some in sheer black for the red dress. She warned me that I was going to stop a lot of hearts. We hadn’t decided which I would wear yet. We would decide after Sabrina found her dress.

On Monday morning, I called Bree after Kerry went to work and arranged to come over to do some recording. I had some paid work come in over the weekend.

“How about ten O’clock. And I have some good news to share when you get here,” she told me.

“See you then.”

I didn’t know how Bree was going to react to me in Steven mode, but I had dressed up a little bit and wore after shave. When she let me in the door, I received a hug and a kiss, so that relieved me that she wouldn’t feel strange with me as a guy. She was dressed in jeans and a loose top. Not quite as dressed up as when Kimber is here, but she still looked great.

“How about some juice then I’ll tell you my news.”

“Sounds good.”

We went to the kitchen like last week and sat at the breakfast bar. She had a big smile.

“I talked to my granddad yesterday and let him know what we were doing in the theatre.”

“What did he say? Was he mad?”

“No. He thought it was cool. He said they never use the theatre anyway and the studio idea sounded great. He asked me if we needed anything else to record. I mentioned that a couple of mics and stands might be good so we could do duets, and maybe an instrument mic. He said he would call a guy he knew and see what he could put together for us.”

“Holy mackerel, something like that could get expensive!” I said, shocked. “Shit. That would be amazing.”

“I might have sent him the song we recorded and our video,” she said, biting her lower lip.

“What did he think?”

“He thought they were great! He was impressed with what we were doing and thought getting us some additional equipment would be a help. He really got a chuckle out of the video. He wanted to know who you were and I told him your name was Kimber and we met singing karaoke.”

“Well, it’s a good thing they’re overseas,” I laughed.

“He’s not great about guys after the ugliness with my last boyfriend. Our pretending you are a girl will probably work out.”

“Well, after tomorrow it looks like I may be trapped that way for a little while at least.”

“Oh, poor thing. I’m really excited about going out shopping and seeing you in your new dresses.”

“I want to see what we can get for you.”

“Well, finish up your juice and we’ll go down and you can make some money.”

—————

We had a productive time with the voiceovers and I did a little tutorial for her how to use GarageBand. It took a little extra time, but she really enjoyed learning the software and I wasn’t in a hurry to go anywhere. It was quite nice being with her.

After the paid work was done, she suggested we grab some lunch then maybe do a little work with her new song. She had a lyric change she wanted to try, plus she’d written another verse. She was excited about working with it.

Bree made us a couple of wraps for lunch with some chips and a cola to drink. We ate on the patio and stared out on the expansive back yard enjoying the beautiful day.

After our lunch, we cuddled up on the patio sofa and started a little kissing. It was nice to feel her close and I moved my tongue forward against her lips and felt her open to me. We enjoyed a very deep kiss and she clung tightly to me. Of course, with feeling her this close my rod started to firm up in my pants, tenting the front of them. She looked down and smiled.

“What’s this?” she asked, lightly stroking it with a finger.

“I get excited being here with you.”

“You know, when you see Gina tomorrow, this will have to remain hidden for several days.”

She continued to pass her finger across my shaft, causing it to swell even more.

“She said something about tape,” I mused.

“That will keep things under control. Maybe we should do something to take some of the edge off,” she said, looking around the back yard, then dropping my zipper. I was struck dumb as she fished my beast out of my pants and began to knead my hardness with her soft hand. She kissed me again as she continued to rub my swollen rod, causing my brain to turn to mush. Her tongue entered my mouth as she stroked, hard and fast for a short time, then teasingly slow.

“Does that feel nice,” she asked, biting my ear.

“Oh yes.”

“Should I stop?” she teased, halting her stroking.

“OH NO, please don’t stop,” I pleaded.

“Are you going to be good and let me help?”

“Yes. I’ll be really good.”

“I don’t want you to do anything until I tell you. I don’t want to mess up the patio furniture.”

“Okay.”

She kissed me again and continued to alternate fast and slow strokes, keeping me on the edge as I concentrated on controlling myself. I felt her tongue drive deep into my mouth as she fondled. I was getting close and started to whimper. She slowed and broke the kiss.

“Are you getting close?”

“Yes…”

“Are you able to control it. I really want to kiss you some more.”

“I’ll try.”

With that, she kissed me again, driving her lips against mine passionately. Her stroking was measured and it allowed me to hold myself on the edge. She would stroke, then move her palm across the head and collect the pre-cum, then pump some more. She must have sensed how close I was getting as she broke the kiss and took a couple of the cloth napkins from the table.

“I think you’re about ready to come for me.”

“Oh yes,” I said, panting.

“I need you to wait until I tell you. You promised.”

With that, she began to pump my tool hard and fast.

“Remember, no messing up the furniture.”

I was straining to keep from exploding as she rubbed.

“Hold it.”

I was beside myself with lust as she rapidly stroked her palm against my rigid cock.

“Just a little more…” she said, jolting my mind back from oblivion.

She covered me with the napkin as she continued to jerk.

“Come for me, Steven,” she said as I exploded into the napkin. I could hear the snick-snick-snick of her hand as I blew cum into the cloth. My body shuddered and thrusted as she slowed, finally stopping altogether as I came back to earth.

“That was magical, Bree honey,” I said, puffing. “Can I do something for you?”

“No, this was all for you,” she said, reaching for another cloth napkin and wiping her hands.

She cleaned me with the napkins, zipped me up and led me to the powder room to let me wash up. I took one of the purple washcloths and cleaned up with soap and water, my mind still blown with what just happened.

She knocked on the door. “I’ll be in the studio.”

“Be there in a bit,” I responded, shaking my head to clear the cobwebs. Wow.

—————

After I got back to the studio, she had her song opened up in the editing software and was listening to the recording we did last week. I figured the best way for us to get started was to take her guitar backing track and duplicate it for the new verse, then when she was happy with the vocal, re-cut the guitar track. I showed her what we needed to do and she was able to do most of it. It wasn’t perfect, but good enough.

As I listened to the song with the new verse, it struck me that this was all about our budding relationship. The song was about a new attraction, the attraction becoming passion, and finally the new verse spoke of a new love that fulfilled every wish. It might have just been my romanticism.

We cut her vocals, decided what we wanted to change, then had her do the vocal track from start to finish. We did it a couple of times and she was thrilled with the result. I had her re-do the guitar track, and after a couple of tries it was solid. I added some backup to the mix and we put in some effects.

“Steven, this is amazing!” she said as we listened to the final.

“You are amazing, Sabrina. This is just technology. The only thing we did was capture what was in your heart.”

Her eyes clouded up and she hugged me tight. She leaned back, looked at me with eyes filled with tears, and gave me a passionate kiss.

“You are a sucker for a compliment,” I said when we broke the kiss. Another kiss followed.

We continued kissing for a long time, then we both dried our eyes and decided to do a little karaoke. Of course, we did our duet piece together but it wasn’t quite the same without my being in a dress. We did a couple of others she wanted to work on.

As it got close to dinner, we decided to go out and find some food. She changed into a skirt and top and we went to a restaurant in a nearby town. She explained that she didn’t want to stay in the neighborhood in case word got back to her grandfather she was with a guy. Granddad must have been really pissed off about her last boyfriend. I was okay with it as long as I could be with her.

We got home pretty late and I walked her to the door and gave her a kiss goodnight. I returned to my car and headed back to the apartment to enjoy my last night as a guy for a while.


Chapter 12

Tuesday, June 9th

Yesterday, Gina had left me a box with several packages of tape and sent me an email with links to some internet sites about tucking in my boy-bits. Instructions were clear that I was supposed to experiment, so last night I tried it to see how it worked.

The tape was amazing and the instructions pretty specific about what I needed to do. Going to the toilet was going to be tricky, but the tape was in flat strips so they would fit in my purse quite well. I did a couple of experiments, including a trip to the bathroom, and I got along pretty well. Close shaving was a must.

I’d done some tucking and taping before, but this tape was amazing. It was a special athletic tape and not like the medical tape I had used before. The boys were securely tucked up and out of the way. I decided to sleep with everything tucked to see how I would get along. Once I got the boobs stuck to my body and long nails, everything would be much more challenging.

At ten O’clock, Gina came over and we looked through my closet for something to wear.

“Make sure it is something hot because we’re meeting Sabrina after class,” Gina said.

“Are you trying to turn your boyfriend’s roommate into some hottie?” I asked.

“No, my boyfriend’s roommate is already a hottie. I’m just trying to get her to dress the part,” she said with a wink.

We found a black dress with a green and red floral pattern, my pumps, hose and underwear. Wearing pumps at class and to go out shopping was going to kill my feet, so I decided to sneak my ballet flats in my bag as well. I put my makeup and my clip hair extensions and the breast forms in the bag and was ready to go.

We headed to class and all the students welcomed me back. I went to Gina’s station and Carol came over and asked what we would be doing.

“I think first I want to do a little hair-color, put in a few lowlights and a little more work on the brows.”

“Sounds good,” Carol said as I pondered what all of this would mean. Hair color seemed a bit much, but I figured we could color it back to basic after we were done.

“After that, we’ll do the extensions.”

“We’re doing tape this time, right?” Carol asked.

“Yes. I may need some help. I’ve only done them a couple of times before, and those were just repair.”

“No problem. Let me know when you’re ready.”

Carol turned to look at me. “You’re going to be beautiful, Kimber.”

“I know I will. Thanks for everything.”

With that, Gina led me to a shampoo bowl and started on my hair.

—————

After we finished with shampoo came lift, then color to give me a bit more dimension to my hair. After that came foils for the lowlights that would give me some darker streaks in my blonde hair. Gina said they would complement the color of the extensions she had for me.

There was a lot of time with my head in and out of the shampoo bowl, then under the dryer. I felt like I had lost a couple of hours of my life in isolation because there were a lot of discussions going on around me that I couldn’t follow. It made me wonder what Gina was up to.

After the color came the extensions. Gina called Carol over and they laid the extensions across the work-table of a rolling trolley. They were really long but they matched my new hair color exactly. They started on the back of my head, then rather than clipping them in like the other extensions, these glued in with tape. This was going to take some getting used to. After getting the extensions in place, they did some clipping on the bottom to make them straight, then brought out a barrel roller and put in a little curl. I was astonished with how good my hair looked.

Next came some hot wax for my eyebrows, then makeup.

“Good job sanitizing your piercings,” Gina said as she started pulling out the studs. She sprayed my piercing with alcohol and put in some beautiful silver drop earrings.

“Those are beautiful, Gina. Thank you.”

“Nothing’s too good for my volunteer. I’ve laid your clothes back on the worktable. Let’s go get your forms glued on and you can get dressed.”

I followed her to the workroom and took off my dress. She wiped my chest with alcohol then did the same to the forms. We put on the forms and she took extra care to stick down the seams. My bra was put in place, then she said I could get dressed.

“Ah, I don’t see my tote bag,” I said.

“I put it in my locker. You should have everything you need here.” Yeah, I saw my pumps, but not my flats. It looks like I was stuck in high-heels for the afternoon.

“Just leave your clothes here and I’ll put them away in a bit,” she said, walking out to let me get dressed. Since I was taped, I underdressed in panties but I changed to the ones matching the bra. I put on the hose, they were the designer ones, a black full slip followed by the dress. It felt incredible pulling my long blonde hair out of my collar and feeling it fall down my back. I put on the pumps and felt my calves tighten up. I adjusted the belt and put on some of the jewelry that Gina left and looked at myself in the mirror. Wow.

I walked out, went over to Gina and spun around. I brushed my hair back behind my ear and stared into her eyes.

“How do I look?”

“Every heart in the room just skipped a beat. You look beautiful, Kimber. I couldn’t believe it if I hadn’t done it myself,” she said, polishing her nails on her blouse.

Kat immediately came over and grabbed onto me.

“Time to fix you up with some nails, little girl,” she said, rubbing her hands together with glee.

“I don’t know. I’ve stopped biting them and have been growing mine out,” I teased, showing them to her.

“Kimber,” Gina warned. “You go with Kat and be good.”

“What color is your outfit?” Kat asked.

“Not sure yet, either red or black.”

“Red nails, I think. Will work either way.”

I looked at Gina.

“Works for me,” Gina responded as Kat pulled me to her station.

I showed Kat the pictures of my dresses and she picked out a color that matched the red. She then started working on my nails.

“Great job on your cuticles. How much computer work are you doing this week?”

“Some, will be doing more recording than anything, but some work with the mouse.”

“We’ll go a little longer than we did the last time. If they bother you, I can shorten them any time.”

I sensed my life was going into full nail-helplessness.

By the time she was done, I had ten red nails about the same shade as my dress, but the length wasn’t impossible. It would just take some getting used to. I gave Kat a big hug and asked her if she needed any help with anything.

“I’ve got some brushes that need soaked and cleaned, but you’ll need a smock and some gloves.”

“Show me what you need,” I said, going over to get a smock. I was the only one in the school, including all the clients, wearing heels.

I helped Kat with the brushes. There was an incredible pile of them and she kept finding more, but we had a good time talking. She was originally from Peoria and has a brother and sister still in that area. Her parents have moved to Florida.

I helped a couple of the other students clean around their stations, then Rick came up to me.

“Would you like to help me with break?” he asked.

“Sure, Ricky, I’ll get my pad.”

We walked around and found what everyone wanted, then headed out the door.

“I won’t be able to help with your girl moves, Kimber. Sorry. But I will say you look fantastic.”

“That’s sweet. Thank you,” I said, kissing him on the cheek. He blushed. Oh man. I’m actually flirting.

We talked about what I was doing in school and about the karaoke costume party and he thought that sounded fun.

“I may bring my partner over to watch. This is Saturday night, right?”

“I’d love it if you came, but be warned; I may make you sing a duet with me.”

“The place would clear out quick when I started to sing.”

We both laughed as he held the door for me to enter the store.

“Kimber, what did you do with your hair? That’s amazing!” Marianne asked.

“My hairdresser is a magician.”

We picked up the break food, walked back and fed the hungry mob of students.

“Thanks for escorting me Ricky,” I told him, giving him another kiss on the cheek.

“It was my honor.”

—————

The afternoon went quick with my calves finally either adjusting to the shoes, or going numb. At least they stopped burning.

Gina sent Bree a text saying we were about to leave and to meet us over at the store. She showed me the response:

I can’t wait to see Kimber!

We got her stuff together and I asked her about my tote bag. I hoped I’d be able to change shoes.

“Oh, I put it in the trunk while you were at the store.”

We had a short wait in front of the shop for Sabrina, but saw her Uber pull up. She wore a blue skirt and an ivory top and had her hair pulled back. She saw me and her mouth fell open as she looked me over from top to bottom.

“Oh my god. You look like a movie star.”

“Some horror movie I’m guessing.”

“STOP IT!” she growled.

“My beautician is a genius. She helped a lot.”

“Let’s go find me a slutty dress.”

We walked in and Betty saw me right away. She signaled for me to give her a minute while she finished up with a customer. After the customer left, she hurried over.

“This is my girlfriend who is going to the costume party with me.” I said, pointing to Bree. “And this is my amazing hairdresser. Guys, this is Betty.”

“I love the hair. So…” she said, “somebody needs a dress. Right this way.”

Sabrina was between a size four and a six and Betty had a lot of dresses for her to look at. The one she settled on was turquoise and every bit as short as mine. It was low-cut and shot with silver threads to give it a bit of shimmer. I was really enjoying watching her in the short dress. Apparently, she already had sheer-to-the-waist pantyhose. I took her picture and sent it to Kerry and got a response with a bunch of thumbs up. She gave her phone to Gina and said she wanted a picture of both of us. I heard the shutter click several times as we vamped for the camera.

Sabrina continued to look at different things, but was happy with the one dress. She went over to check out and gave Betty a Platinum Card. Maybe grandad was buying the dress for her.

We all headed back to the apartment to let Kerry see what I looked like, then I promised to drive Sabrina back to her place.

“Remember. I get a fashion show,” she reminded me.

“Okay, I’ll bring my dresses.”

When Kerry saw me, he about fell through the floor. He kept circling around me and saying ‘Wow’ a few dozen times.

“Am I going to look good enough to sing with you, big guy,” I teased, circling my finger on his chest.

“Oh, I think so.”

“Well, I plan to wear the red dress for our number and the black one for me and Sabrina. What are you wearing?”

He looked at Gina for help.

“He’ll come up with something,” Gina said.

“Why don’t you guys discuss this and Gina and I will go get your dresses,” Sabrina said, her and Gina heading for my bedroom.

“I can’t believe how you look, Ste…Kimber. You’re beautiful.”

“I hope you like my legs looking like this because my feet are killing me.”

“Oh, yeah. Legs look great.”

Then he did something that probably surprised us both. He took me in his arms and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. It took me a bit to recover.

“Gina is going to kill us both,” I said, wiping the lipstick off his lips with my thumb. “Thank you.” The look on his face was unreadable.

A short time later, the girls came from my room with my two dress bags and another smaller sack.

“So, are you going to give me a ride home, Kimber?” Bree asked.

“Sure.”

“I’ll walk out with you,” Gina said. “Your tote bag is still in my trunk.”

“Can you bring it in for me?” I asked.

“Why don’t you take it along. You never know if you might need something.”

“Okay, I’ll put it in my car.

—————

On the way to her place, we stopped at the store and picked up a couple of things to make for dinner later. She didn’t want to eat out because she was in a hurry to see me in my dresses.

When we got back to her place, she put the food in the refrigerator and led me to one of the rooms upstairs. She hung the dresses in a closet, had me put the tote and the other bag on the bed, and turned toward me. I noticed some other clothing in the closet as well.

“This is your room, Kimber,” she said, matter-of-factly.

“Really?” I assumed she just meant for changing clothes. I looked around at the beautiful rose-colored wallpaper and a king-size bed with a canopy. A rose floral theme ran through the spread and the canopy cover. There was off-white bedroom furniture and the room was massive.

“There are some other clothes in the closet. You’re free to try them on and see what you like. They should be your size. There are also some shoes.”

“Maybe another fashion show?”

“Exactly. I want to keep you beautiful for me. Let me show you the en-suite,” she said, leading me through a door off the bedroom. There was a beautiful full bath with an amazing shower. I noticed there were some toiletries on the vanity, a tube of toothpaste and a toothbrush that was embossed Kim. There was also a comb, hairbrush, hair-dryer and hair curler.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“Everything is beautiful. I’m just a little confused.”

“When you are here, you can use this room. And it’s close to my room if you get lonely.”

“It’s beautiful, Bree. Thanks for thinking of me,” I said, closing my arms around her and giving her a kiss.

“Oh no you don’t,” she said, twisting out of my embrace. “You’re trying to distract me and I want to see you in that black dress.”

“Distract you, huh. You get out of my room and I’ll get dressed. I’m going to be so smoking hot you are going to catch fire,” I said, pushing a lock of my long hair seductively behind my ear as I gave her a smoldering look. “You won’t be able to keep your hands off of me.”

“Game on! We’ll see who is smoking hot, sister.”

She left and closed the door behind her as I tried to figure out exactly what was happening in my life. Whatever it was, I liked it a lot.


Chapter 13

I crossed to the bed and got my makeup kit out of the tote and put it on the lighted dressing table. I looked for the flat shoes but they weren’t in there. Damn it, Gina. The other bag had my red pumps, my black platform shoes, plus there was a nightgown and a cotton bra. It looked like coming home tonight might be optional as Gina made sure I had everything I needed. Since my feet were killing me anyway, I might as well go with the higher heels.

I pulled the black dress from the closet, and the black briefer was hanging with it. I took off my dress and hung it up. I removed and folded up the full slip because I wouldn’t need it. I took off my bra, dropped the pantyhose down to my thighs and put on the briefer, fastening the crotch snap then pulled the hose up again. I converted the briefer to a halter, adjusted the strap and slipped the short dress over me. It fit me like a glove and the briefer made an amazing difference with the tight dress. I put on the FM pumps and buckled them then added some jewelry. I went to the bath, my bath, and freshened up. Afterward I went to the dressing table and amped up my makeup, refreshed my lipstick, put on some gloss, and added perfume. Smoking hot.

I crossed the hall to Bree’s room and I gave a light tap on the door. I heard her say ‘come in’ and I opened the door to find her wearing her new dress.

We both stared at one another for a minute before we could say anything.

“Oh my god, Bree. You look amazing. She had on her new dress, but she had iced up with some amazing jewelry. She had her hair pulled back and had a braid running down one side. She had accentuated her makeup and wore the most amazing fragrance.

“So, serious distraction potential here,” I admitted.

“Let’s see if I have a ring I can loan you that will go with your outfit.”

She looked through her jewelry and pulled out several different casual rings and had me try them on. After going through several, we found one that fit. She told me I could return it later.

“Oh, Kimber. You better take me down to the studio and practice before I grab your sexy little ass.”

“So, do you think we look good enough for costume karaoke?” I asked, giving her a serious wiggle.

I sat on the edge of her bed and crossed my legs at the knees.

“Do you like my shoes?” I asked, raising my foot up to display the shoe and showing a massive amount of leg through the slit in the dress.

“I’m serious. This is your last warning you wicked little thing. I’m so hot right now I’m going to jump your bones.”

“Hey, that constant craving of yours reminds me of a good song for us.”

“Perfect,” she said, dragging me to the studio and bringing up the KD Lang song.

We sang the new song together several times, becoming more and more intense each time. Her voice was pitch perfect and I was happy I could add some accompaniment. She wanted to do it once more with video and we got a solid recording of it.

We did our song for costume night and we recorded that as well. Our moves in the short dresses were going to be a big hit on Saturday night.

After she shut down the video, she looked over at me and I could sense big trouble ahead. She crossed to me and placed my arms over her shoulders, giving me a soul-stealing kiss. If I wasn’t out of breath after our song, I certainly was now.

“I really like your dress, Kimber.”

“I like yours too, Sabrina. We are going to knock them dead Saturday night.”

“So, just to let you know, I’m burning up horny right now and am going to take you to my room. Does that work for you?”

“I think I’ll be fine with helping out,” I said, stroking my finger across her cheek. “I hate to see you suffer,” I told her before I kissed her again. She was right about being hot because I could feel her shivering with excitement.

I didn’t know how I was going to proceed, but I would let her guide me. I was taped tightly and didn’t really want to mess around with that and break the mood, and the long nails would be a problem with other things, so that left oral. I would be perfectly comfortable with that as long as it worked for her. As hot as she was, I’d be able to do a real number on her.

We broke the kiss and she took my hand, leading me to her bedroom. We entered the door and she turned around and locked it, even though we were the only ones in the house. I took her head in my hands and kissed her, then dropping my arms behind her and ran my long nails across her back and hips. She mewed like a kitten as she surveyed my body as well. I asked her if she could help me take off my dress and I felt her move the zipper down my back. We removed my dress and she helped me step out of it and turned to hang it in her closet. I moved up behind her and hugged her, kissing her neck and whispering in her ear.

“Just to let you know, I intend to make tonight special for us. I’m in no hurry and I want to concentrate on your pleasure.”

“That sounds nice.”

“I want you to love everything I do for you. It is always your choice to say stop.”

“I’m okay with those conditions.”

I held her close as my hands first explored her stomach then stopped below her breasts.

“Can I help you with your dress, Bree?” I asked.

“I’d like that.”

I kissed her neck some more as I worked my hands across her soft breasts. I felt her nipple harden even through all the layers of cloth. I finally moved my hands around her back and pulled down the zipper. I turned her to face me, pushed the dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. I helped her step out of it, stooped to pick it up and was captivated by her beautiful bra and panty set. I hung the dress in the closet, and returned to where she was standing.

“This is a very pretty bra,” I said, moving my finger across the front of it.

“It’s my favorite.”

“And matching panties…” I said, glancing down.

“Of course. I wore them for my special girlfriend.”

“Well, your girlfriend really likes them.”

I kissed her while I passed my thumb across the front of the bra, feeling the nipple straining through the fabric.

“I’d like to see more of you. Can I take off the pretty bra?”

“Please,” she whispered as I reached around and undid the clasps. I helped her remove it and placed it lovingly on the bed.

“Can I kiss them?” I asked as I passed my finger across her breast.

“Oh, yes.”

I started a line of kisses from her lips, to her neck, down her throat, to her breast and finally reaching the nipple. Her breath caught as I gently sucked. I continued to tease her nipple with my lips and tongue as I used my left hand to play with her other one.

“You taste marvelous, honey,” I told her as I blew air across her nipple, causing her to shiver.

I kneeled down lower running a line of kisses across her stomach and to her panties.

“Honey, can I take off your panties and hose?”

I put my thumbs in the waistband of her hose and she helped me move them down. We did the same with her panties and removed them.

I noticed she was completely shaved as I started kissing down the front of her. I could tell by her personal scent how turned on she was.

“I’d like to taste you?”

“I’ve dreamed of that.”

I stood and took both her hands and guided her to sit on the edge of the bed. I dropped to my knees and she opened up for me, granting me entrance to her most sacred region. I alternated between kisses and my tongue along her legs, past her thighs, then finally arriving at my destination. I passed my tongue across her nub and she cried out softly, lightly gripping my head in her hands. I let her guide me to where she craved my attention. I followed her lead as she directed me to her most sensitive parts, and I kissed, sucked and licked as her breath came in gasps. She moved my head between her legs and I drove my tongue deep within her. My diligence was rewarded as she experienced one orgasm after another. Her grip softened and I removed my tongue and used my lips on her clit, sucking her softly and feeling yet another orgasm crash over her. She collapsed onto the bed and I let her come back down to earth, lovingly kissing her beautiful center.

I laid my head on her thigh and looked up at her. Her eyes were closed and she looked content. I caressed her soft legs as I drank in her beauty.

“Was that okay, honey,” I asked, suspecting what the answer would be.

“That was wonderful, Kimber. Thank you so much.”

“Believe me, it was my pleasure.”

I remained close for a while, then excused myself and went to her bathroom to clean up and remove what remained of my lipstick. When I returned, she had moved up on the bed and I settled in behind her. I hugged her tightly and covered her back and neck with light kisses.

“Can you stay tonight?” she asked.

“I’d like that.”

“Why don’t you go to your room, put on your nightgown and come back. I want to feel you next to me as I drift off to sleep. We need to be up early tomorrow.”


Chapter 14

Wednesday, June 10th

I woke up next to Sabrina in her soft embrace. She was kissing me and telling me we had to get up because we had someone coming over this morning.

“Do I need to leave?” I asked, not knowing anything about her visitor.

“No, silly, but you have to be all Kimber since it is a friend of my grandfathers.”

“Who is it?”

“It’s Bennie. He is bringing over some equipment for the studio. He runs a local music store.”

“Bennie? Holy mackerel, are you talking about Benjamin Rickets?!? He owns the biggest music center in the state. He has a chain of five separate stores.”

“That’s him. I’ll need your help to get things set up.”

“Okay, I’ll go get dressed and help with breakfast.”

“Let’s go look in your closet and find you something cute to wear.”

—————

We did indeed find something cute to wear. It was a brand-new dress that still had the tags on it. She tore off the price before I could see it but I knew it was expensive.

It was a pleated dress with three-quarter sleeves in a tie-dye pattern in blue and black. It was a rayon-like material and flowed so nice and it was fun to wear. We found something similar for her and then headed for the kitchen to make breakfast.

We both donned aprons and I made us coffee in a pot that had more buttons than the space shuttle. Fortunately, she showed me the ‘basic’ button and it worked. It ground the beans, boiled the water, gurgled for a little then delivered the coffee to a carafe. She then had me make toast which was produced in another technical innovation that was actually a four-slice toaster. Luckily it also had a ‘basic’ button and our toast came out perfectly.

She asked me if I was okay with just cereal and I said sure, not knowing how to approach making anything on the range.

As I sat, I continued to stroke the soft material of the dress.

“Do you like your dress?” she asked.

“Yes I do. It’s so soft.”

“I like it too. It’s silk.”

Good thing I didn’t have anything in my mouth or I might have choked. This dress must have cost a fortune. She smiled; no doubt aware of my discomfort in wearing something so expensive.

“It looks great on you. I like it.”

“I like yours too. We look good together.”

I reached out and took her hand and told her how happy I was being with her when her phone chimed.

“That must be uncle Bennie,” she said, seeing his face come up on the screen as she pushed the button for the gate. We went to the front door and I saw him pull up in his dark blue BMW. This hanging around with rich people is getting interesting.

Benjamin Rickets walked to the front door and shook Sabrina’s hand.

“Miss Reynolds. How nice to see you again.”

“Hi uncle Bennie. This is my new singing partner, Kimber Parsons.”

“Very nice to meet you, Miss Parsons. I have some things in the car that might help you get your studio set up. Let me grab a couple of things then I’d like to see your setup.”

He grabbed several boxes out of his trunk. I was blown away to see some of the labels on the boxes. High-end condenser microphones, some dynamic instrument mics and a 12 channel Digital Mixer with a USB output and Bluetooth adapter to control it with the tablet. I also saw two boxes of wireless earbuds. Holy fuck. I’ve died and gone to heaven.

“I’ve got some stands for you to use…” Bennie said, “but I’ve put some other ones on order that I think might be better. I’ll bring them out when they arrive.”

Bree led him down to the studio and turned on the lights. I powered up my workstation as he started looking around the room.

I think we can set up here in front and we can use some of the audio that is already here. I’d like to get set up and have you girls practice to see what we need to do with the acoustics.

He brought up my GarageBand and he looked over the setup.

“I might have you look at some other DAWs to see what you think. I know it is a big job to move from one software to another, but some of the others might give you a few more options with the new mixer. What you have is fine to get started. I’ll pop out and get the stands.

“Do you need some help?” I offered.

“No, not at all. I’ll take care of it,” he responded. I need to get used to people doing things for me, I guess.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“I think this will cost a fortune,” I responded quietly.

“Bennie will make sure we get a good deal.”

After a few minutes, Mr. Rickets returned with a number of microphone stands, then he went back to the car and brought back a stand for Sabrina’s guitar as well as a music stand. He made yet another trip to get a couple of wireless microphones that he sat off to the side.

I was having a hard time calling him ‘Bennie’ as every musician in the state knew who he was, but he insisted.

After an hour of setting up mics, adjusting pop filters, running cables and setting up the mixer and wireless mics, he told us he thought it was ready to try.

“What would you like to do first?” I asked Bree.

“How about my new song?” she said, grabbing her guitar off the stand and doing a little tuning. We fitted the In Ears and did a sound check. Amazing.

Mr. Ricketts set up her tablet with the app for the mixer and put it on the music stand and adjusted it in front of us. He gave us a quick tutorial about how to use it, then stepped back as we warmed up our voices. He started the DAW recording and we did a first cut. Sabrina’s voice was powerful and expressive and her guitar playing was tight with the click track. I was hitting the harmonies with her, broadening the sound of the song.

After we were out, Bennie ran the song back through the surround sound speakers and it was incredible. I did a little work on the balance while Bennie made another trip to the car.

“I want to listen to this with the headphones,” he told us, breaking open a box of expensive noise-cancelling headphones and plugging them into the mixer. He ran the track a couple of times and listened intently with the headphones. He said when he came back he would bring out a couple of bass traps because he was getting a reflection from the low notes of the guitar. I had to take his word for it because it all sounded great to me.

“So, Miss. Reynolds, are you going pro or doing independent?”

“No, this is just for fun. For the most part we do karaoke, but it is nice to have a good setup to record my own songs.”

“Hey, let’s see what we can do to practice karaoke. That’ll be fun!” he said.

Bree brought up our song for Saturday night, he powered up the wireless mics and adjusted levels. We ran the karaoke track in the ear buds so we could get a good recording. He pulled out his smartphone and linked it to the mixer. He started the recorder and the video as we watched the bar go across the screen and then the countdown.

With the wireless mics and the In Ears, we were free to prance around and have a lot of fun. Sabrina started out, then I came in and we alternated the lead.

By the time we were done, we were both out of breath and Bennie looked at us with a big smile.

“So, this is for the costume karaoke this weekend?”

“Yes,” we both said, simultaneously.

“They are going to love that. There is so much energy there. You girls did a great job! Let’s edit the video a little bit and take a look.”

He pulled the video into my editing program, adjusted the levels and cropped the beginning and the end and added some fades. After just a couple of minutes, he played it on the big-screen television and we all laughed. It was a great performance.

“So, girls. Is there anything else I can do for you?”

“No, I don’t think so,” Sabrina replied.

“If you need help with anything, just give a call. Let me grab some of these empty boxes and I’ll head out.”

He made a couple of trips, asked if we had any questions, then said he would find his way out. After a couple of minutes of silence, I looked at her.

“Wow, Sabrina. Do you know what we can do with this setup? This is amazing.”

“I just want to have fun. I’m sure we can improve the sound of your voiceovers and stuff like that. For the radio station spots, we can work together and not have to multi-track; that is if you want to.”

“Oh, honey. I so much want to work with you. Are you kidding?” I said, giving her a big hug.

“That’s settled then. Check your e-mail and see if you have any work. If not, I’m taking you out for an early lunch.”

Of course there was a job in the queue, but we made quick work of it and then went to lunch. None of my voiceovers ever sounded that good before.

—————

After we had lunch, she asked if I could drive around a little. We went by some of the Abraham Lincoln historic sites and stopped by the presidential library. There is nothing more quintessentially Springfield than that.

From there I drove by some of the local shopping centers so she could get familiar with the area. We drove by Bennie’s music store, then we headed out to the lake.

We drove around for a while and even stopped by the zoo to walk around. We fed the goats and rode the train and did a lot of walking around hand in hand. It was good to see her so happy.

I thought a lot about the visit from Bennie this morning. It was curious that no invoice was presented for what must have been several thousand dollars of equipment. He also seemed to know Sabrina. She never talked about her parents or any brothers or sisters. The only relatives she ever talked about were her grandparents. I needed to try to get her to talk about that but I was in no hurry. There is probably a sad story and she was so happy right now I didn’t want to do anything to mess that up.

When we were finished with the zoo, we headed for the car.

“Kimber, I’m having so much fun today.”

“We’re not doing anything that exciting.”

“It’s just being together. That’s all the excitement I need.”

We drove to one of the chain places and I suggested we go in and have a dessert. She was keen on the idea and we shared a piece of apple pie ala mode with some iced tea.

After our dessert, I headed back to her place and I told her I should probably go back to my apartment and spend some time with Kerry. We needed to work on our song for Saturday night.

“I’m going to miss you, Kimber,” she said, wrapping me in a hug. “I get really lonely.”

I gave her a brief kiss and stared deeply into her eyes to deliver more bad news.

“I need to go to the beauty school tomorrow. Gina says she has some other things she wants to try, but I can come over after I’m done.”

“Okay.”

“I’m going up to change out of this dress. Thanks for letting me wear it. I love it!”

“You’re so welcome, sweetie. I loved seeing you in it.”

I went back to my new room to change out of my dress and back into my skirt and top. I was still stuck with wearing the pumps, but at least my legs were getting toned.

—————

I got back to the apartment a little before Kerry got home from work. I checked the refrigerator and found something I could make for dinner, then started going through videos for one of our songs. I wanted to see how some of the other couples performed it. It looked like we could sex it up a little bit with some hand-holding, longing glances and maybe a hug and kiss at the end. I didn’t know how much trouble I was going to get him in with Gina, but then I thought about her stealing my flat shoes and making me wear pumps for the last two days. Maybe a little micro-aggression on my part.

Kerry came in the door a few minutes later with a big bandage on his hand.

“What happened, Kerry?” I asked, pointing at his hand.

“Oh, I ran a splinter into it from a pallet. It’s not that bad, but this is the smallest bandage they had in the first-aid kit.”

“Here, let’s put on some peroxide and another bandage,” I said, grabbing his other hand and heading for the bathroom. I took off the bandage and he was correct; it was just a small wound. I opened the bottle of peroxide and held his hand over the sink.

“This is probably going to sting,” I said as I poured the liquid on the cut and it fizzed up. I know it had to hurt because he flinched, but he took it like a man. I did it a couple more times, dried it off with some gauze and put on a proper-sized bandage.

“Thanks St…Kimber.”

“No problem.” I looked down and noticed I was still holding his hand. I let go and told him that would probably feel better.

“You look really nice,” Kerry said.

“And you smell! Why don’t you take a shower and I’ll make you something to eat,” I told him, causing us both to laugh out loud. He really didn’t smell that bad, but I was getting a little uncomfortable the way I was feeling being that close to him.

After his shower, I noticed that he had put on some nicer clothes and put on after shave. I figured Gina must be coming over later.

I made us some chicken strips, baked potatoes and green beans. Everything was ready a few minutes after his shower.

During dinner, I told him about what Sabrina was doing with building up the studio.

“That sounds like it would be expensive. Does she have money or something?” Kerry asked.

“Granddad must be loaded. I think he is the one financing the studio.”

“That works.”

After dinner, he helped me clean up and we fired up the television to practice our song for Saturday night.

“So, Islands in the Stream will work for you?” I asked.

“Sounds good.”

“I’m going to pump it up, just putting that out there.”

“Bring it on.”

I set up my tablet to record us, then started the karaoke track and watched the bar move across the screen. Kerry started first, then I brought in the harmony and some leads later.

We moved close, held hands, stared at one another while we shared the melody lines. When the song ended, I hugged him tightly and when I pulled back, he kissed me full on the lips. It played well with the song and I didn’t think much about it.

We watched the video and we saw some places where we wanted to change things, then did it again. At the end of the song, the kiss lasted a bit longer. It felt good, but it was a little strange when I felt his boner press against me. I shook it off as just the effect of the romantic song.

Running the second video, we both agreed we liked what we had. He wanted to watch it again and he started the video and put his arm around me, pulling me close. I put my head on his shoulder because it felt right. If Gina came in right now, it was going to get messy.

He continued to watch the video as he held me close.

“Is Gina planning to come over tonight?” I asked, worried about her coming in on us.

“No, her and some of the other students went out to get a drink. She says she will be by at eleven tomorrow to pick you up.”

“Oh.”

“She dropped by some clothes and a pair of shoes. I put them on your bed.”

“Thanks.”

“Do you want to do something. Maybe go out for a beer or maybe a wine?” he asked.

“As long as you’re okay being seen with me like this.”

“Are you kidding!?! You look spectacular,” he said, pulling me close.

“Let me get my purse.”

—————

We went to a new bar that had recently opened in the neighborhood. It hadn’t drawn that much of a crowd yet so it was still quiet. When he walked in, he looked around and found us a quiet table. We would usually sit at a high-top, but given the way I was dressed, the low table would probably work better. He helped with my chair and asked me what I would like.

“I think maybe a Cosmo.”

“Is it okay if I have a beer?”

“Well certainly, you silly,” I said, unconsciously reaching out and squeezing his hand. He didn’t let go right away.

The server came by and he ordered our drinks and he hesitated for a little bit, cleared his throat then asked a question.

“So, this thing with Sabrina. Is that getting kind of serious?”

“I think so, yes. We’ve moved right past hand-holding if that is what you are asking.”

“So, she’s okay with…everything.”

“Define everything,” I said. I knew what he was driving at, but if he was going to ask me something so personal, I was going to make it as awkward for him as possible.

“Well, I, ah, well, like the way you’re dressed.”

“I’m dressed this way because your girlfriend wants a good grade. Let’s not forget that little detail.”

“I’m handling this really badly. I’m sorry. I was just wondering…”

“What exactly are you wondering? If I’m doing her?!?” I queried, raising my voice just a little.

“No, no. It’s not that. Please forget I said anything.”

Fortunately the server brought over our drinks before I could get any more angry. I’m not sure what he was worried about. After Saturday, everything would go back to normal and Sabrina and Steven could go back to normal dating.

I tried to enjoy my drink, but I was still a little pissed at Kerry. He tried to engage me in conversation and I finally lightened up a little bit.

He asked if I was doing any voice work and I told him about the few jobs that had come in. I asked him how long he thought the street was going to be full of jackhammers and he didn’t have an answer.

“I get a little annoyed at all the lecherous looks I get when I come into the apartment. Now I know how women feel.”

“I’m sorry that’s happening. I will admit you look very nice. I can’t imagine what would happen if you walked into the store.”

“Hey, that sounds like fun. I could come to the store and ask at the information desk if there are any handsome forklift drivers working.”

“Oh, god no,” he said, laughing.

“I bet Gina would drop me by on the way to the school.”

He looked at me with a shocked expression, not knowing if I was serious or not. I’d let him continue to worry about that.

“Bree wants me to come over tomorrow evening after beauty school. Will you be able to take care of yourself; no more splinters or anything?”

“I’ll be careful. Will you be staying there overnight?” He sounded sad when he asked the question.

“I’m not sure. She is complaining about feeling lonely in that big house all alone. I’m sure you can talk Gina into coming over and entertaining you.”

“Yeah, I’ll be fine.”

He ordered us another round of drinks and I was starting to feel the alcohol a little. I was always a pretty easy drunk, especially anything other than beer. He sipped his beer slowly and we talked about music and some other things that Kerry and Steven could work on after the costume show.

He checked the time on his phone and said we should probably be going. He’d only finished half of his beer, but he left the rest as he helped me with my chair. I was a little wobbly, I blamed the shoes, but I think I had a pretty good buzz on. He took my hand as we walked to the bar to cash out. When he was done, he walked over to our server and gave her a tip and came back to me, extended his hand and asked, “Ready?”

“Ready,” I said, taking his hand as he led me to the door and held it for me. Even with the load I had on, I was able to settle into the front seat properly and he shut my door and rounded to the driver’s side.

On the way back to the apartment, there is a small park with a lighted fountain and he pulled in the drive. Oh god, does he want to make out in the car?

“It’s a nice night. Let’s walk over and look at the fountain,” he said as the car came to a stop.

“Sure.”

He opened my door again, helped me out and shut the door and locked it. He gave me his hand and helped me over the curb, then we walked for a bit hand-in-hand. The heel of my shoe dropped in a grating and I wobbled a little bit, and he looked at me concerned.

“I’m sorry, honey. Here, let me help,” he said, wrapping his arm around my waist. My brain was sending up warning flares, but they were being extinguished by the alcohol. I moved closer to him and put my arm around him and my head against his upper arm. We walked slowly toward the fountain as I enjoyed his warmth sheltering me from the cool evening air.

As we approached, the spray of water changed colors from red, to blue, to purple, to white then started over again. The quiet sound of the water and the nearby birds was quite relaxing. He guided me to a nearby bench, checked the seat to make sure it was clean, and encouraged me to sit. I sat in the manner that had been drilled into me, crossing my legs and looking up at him. He sat and turned to face me, the colors of the fountain reflecting against him.

“You are beautiful like this, Kimber. I hope it’s not too creepy for me to say that.”

“Well, that was kind of the point of this. To get all dressed up as a pretty girl and do a love song with you. I’m glad you think it is going to work.”

In what I was afraid was going to happen, he leaned forward to kiss me. It was a nice kiss; not forceful, but sweet. I could smell his after shave and feel a beard stubble. He reached over and took my hand, holding it gently. It was somewhere I didn’t think we would go and I’m not exactly sure what I thought about it.

He broke the kiss and we put our foreheads together.

“I really like you, Kimber.”

“I like you too Kerry. We’ve been friends a long time but I’m not sure this is somewhere I want to go.”

“You know I have always felt close to you.”

“But this is tipping into a place that I’m afraid will destroy our friendship and put you on a collision course with Gina. I don’t want anyone to get hurt over my little dress-up thing.

I shouldn’t drink hard liquor. I’m having a hard time keeping my mind straight.

“I like where we are right now, but I can’t go any farther. I hope you understand,” I continued, hoping to salvage our lives together.

“Can I continue to hold your hand, to kiss you and have you as my lady singing partner and sing love songs to you?”

Oh shit. What have I got myself into? Damn Gina for coming up with this.

“Yes,” I said, as I leaned forward and gave him another kiss.

After we ended the kiss, I leaned in close to him and we watched the fountain for several minutes in silence. I was starting to get cold and I asked him if we could go back to the apartment.

“Sure. No problem.”

He stood and gave me his hand. After I rose, he wrapped his arm around my waist as we walked. It was nice.

After all the gentlemanly holding doors for me, we finally made it back to the apartment and settled onto the sofa. My head was starting to clear, but I still wanted to be with him. I took a tissue out of my purse and wiped my lipstick from his face as he stared at me intently. I took out my compact mirror and looked at myself and groaned. I used the tissue to try to clean myself up as well.

“I’m sorry about your makeup, but you are still beautiful to me.”

He put his finger on my chin and pulled me to face him, placing another kiss on my lips. He dropped his hand to my knee and caressed my nylon-covered leg. My brain started to short out.

“Kerry, as much as I’d like to keep doing this, you need to get to bed so you can go to work tomorrow.”

“Are we going to be okay?” he asked, thoughtfully.

“It’s a little complicated for me right now, but I don’t hate you if that is what you are asking. And yes, I still want to sing our love song with you.”

“I’m good with that.”

“I’ll let you take the bathroom first. It always takes me more time.”

With that, we both headed for our rooms, wishing each other goodnight.


Chapter 15

Thursday, June 11th

I awoke on my back in my own bed, alone, and thinking about my life. I felt the braid I put in my hair pulling as I released it from behind me and pulled it over my shoulder. It cascaded down past my glued-on breast forms, almost reaching my stomach. My boy bits were taped against me tightly, but I decided that today I would take a long shower and maybe pull myself off. My experience with both Bree and Kerry yesterday left me feeling a bit horny, and I thought it would be best to take the edge off to avoid a lot of tape discomfort.

After relaxing in the shower, I put on makeup and re-braided my hair.

I went through my clothes and picked out a black pencil skirt with a white blouse. I thought the pencil skirt wouldn’t look good with flats, and I definitely needed to get out of heels today. I set the outfit on the bed because it would be perfect to wear when I went to see Bree.

I considered whether I could just wear boy clothes out to make breakfast for Kerry, but I didn’t want to do genderfuck. I was either going to be all Steven or all Kimber and with the hair and nails, Steven was out of the picture.

I selected a red chamois skirt a little longer than knee length, a white pullover top and a blue blazer with a white geometric design. Nude hose and my black ballet flats would complete the outfit. I took my hair out of the braid and combed it out long and full. Because of the braid, it had a cool texture.

After I dressed, I looked at the mirror, blew the pretty girl a kiss and went out to start coffee for Kerry.

I put on my apron and made coffee, then found what I needed to make a full breakfast. I cut up some oranges and bananas in a bowl and set them on the table. I put some sausage links in the skillet and started the stove at low heat. I cracked some eggs in a bowl, added a little milk and swished them with a fork while I waited for the sausages to heat. Kerry came out of his room and I heard him walk up behind me. I eeped in surprise when he grabbed me around the middle and put his head on my shoulder.

“Good morning, Kimber. How did you sleep?” he said, kissing me on the cheek.

“Good! Are you ready for some breakfast?”

“Sounds fantastic.”

“Sit and I’ll get you some coffee.”

I put the sausages on a couple of plates, started some toast and put the eggs in the skillet. I poured Kerry some coffee and set the cup in front of him, hurrying back to the stove.

As I put the eggs on the plate the toaster popped up, so I buttered it and took our plates to the table.

“This looks magnificent, sweetie. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Do you want me to bring you something special for break when I stop by the store this afternoon?” I said, just to mess with him.

“Just you. That would be special enough.”

Damn it, that didn’t work. Now who is messing with who.

—————

After breakfast, Kerry helped me clean up and put everything in the dishwasher, then left for work. He asked me if I was going to be here when he got home and I told him I planned to go to see Sabrina.

“I thought maybe you would leave after I got home.”

There was a lot of pleading in his voice and I told him I would see him after work. He brightened after I said that.

I accompanied him to the door and I gave him a hug and a kiss on the cheek as he left. I left a bit of lipstick on his cheek, which was probably going to cause some embarrassment at work.

I didn’t have my computer, so I played some videos on the Smart TV and practiced singing. I tried to do a male part but I had been using my girl voice so much that it was actually difficult for me to sing in that range. Next week is going to be a challenge, I can see that already.

I called and talked to Bree and asked how she was doing, and she said she was looking forward to seeing me this afternoon. I told her I’d text when Kerry got home, then come over.

A little before eleven, Gina came in with a bag of burgers and we sat down to lunch.

“Kerry said you went out with the gang last night,” I said.

“Six of us went over to the bar for a drink and talked about what we were going to do for our special project today.”

“What’s your special project?”

“You.”

“I was afraid of that.”

“You’re going to love it.”

“Is what I’m wearing okay?”

“You look great. We are going to play with your makeup, hair and Kat wants to do some designs on your nails. There will probably be a pedicure, waxing and some skin treatments.”

“Sounds like fun, for you guys that is. I’d like to duck out after we get stuff for break and take something over to Kerry at the store. I want to shake up his co-workers.”

“That sounds like fun. We’ll make sure you are all glamorous. I should do that sometime myself.”

—————

I had a pretty full set of treatments by the time I went with Casey down to the store for break food. Marianne gushed about how I looked.

“Oh, Kimber. I love your hair.”

“It’s called a twist. Gina wanted to play with it and I think it turned out great.”

“It’s fantastic.”

After I went back to the school and passed out snacks, I drove to Kerry’s store with a candy bar, a bag of chips and a big bottle of cola for him. I walked in and every head in the place swiveled around to look at me. I went to the service desk and Darren, the manager, was there. He looked up at me and his face went pale.

“Hi, I’m Kimber Parsons. I have something for Kerry Carpenter for his break. Do you know where I can find him?” I was shamelessly oozing seduction with every word.

“Oh, yeah, Kerry, um. Just a minute. I’ll call him for you.”

He picked up the telephone and pressed a couple of buttons, then the store speakers started to buzz.

“Kerry Carpenter to the service desk for a visitor. Kerry Carpenter; service desk.”

“He’ll be right up, Miss,” Darren said.

“Thank you so much,” I responded, brushing my hair over my shoulder and showing off my drop earrings.

Within a minute, a confused looking Kerry came down the aisle. When he saw me, he gave a big smile.

“Hi, Kimber. Thanks for stopping by,” he said as I presented my cheek to him for a kiss.

“I brought you something for your break, Kerry. I hope you don’t mind.” The seduction mode was stuck on full throttle.

Kerry looked over at Darren. “Can Kimber go back with me to the break room, Darren?”

“Oh, yeah, sure, no problem,” he burbled as his eyes bored a hole into me.

“This way,” he said, taking my hand and leading me to the back of the store, making sure the whole place got a chance to look at me.

He held the door for me as we walked into the break room. There were a couple of guys on the way out, but they decided they needed another cup of coffee instead when they saw me. Kerry held the chair out for me as I sat, deftly tucking my skirt under me and smiling up at him. He walked over to the water cooler and grabbed a couple of empty plastic cups and returned to the table, sitting down beside me.

“What do you have for me?” he asked, looking in the sack.

“Oh, lots of sugar and salt for my big, strong guy.”

“Thank you, sweetie. My afternoon is really brightening up.”

I slipped off my shoe and ran my stocking-covered foot up and down his pants leg, trying to brighten his afternoon even more.

He opened the bottle of cola and divided it between the two glasses, then tore the bag of chips open flat and put it between us. I took one of the chips and bit off just a little of it, chewed then licked my lips. He asked me if I wanted any of the candy bar and I said no, that it was all for him so he could keep his strength up.

“Do you like my hair?” I asked, turning so he could see the twist behind my head.

“Oh yes, that looks great. I like the nails too.” I held out my hand to let him take a good look. “They’re musical notes,” I told him, as if it wasn’t obvious.

As he held my hand to look at my nails, I felt him give a slight squeeze.

The guys that were sitting at the other table finally left, and once they were out the door, Kerry and I got a case of the giggles.

“It’s really great seeing you, sweetie. You’re going to make me a rock-star around here.”

“Maybe they’ll get you a better forklift.”

“I’m not getting my hopes up.”

We continued to share the potato chips and to sip the cola. When it was getting close to when Kerry had to get back, a couple of other guys came into the break room.

“How’s it going, Kerry,” the one guy said.

“Fantastic. This is Kimber,” he said, and I gave a girlish wave.

“Hi guys,” I said.

I pulled out my compact and fixed my lipstick while he cleaned up the cups and the litter. Kerry helped me with my chair, then held the door for me as we exited the break room. He took my hand and led me to the front of the store, and punched some buttons on a gate so I didn’t have to leave through the check-out line.

“This has been one of my best breaks ever,” he whispered. “Thanks so much.”

“It was my pleasure, honey,” I responded, giving him a quick kiss, making a show of wiping the lipstick off afterwards. I walked out the door to the curb, turned and saw him still staring at me, being joined by a couple of other guys. I waved and walked across the parking lot exhibiting my best wiggle. I love being a girl.

—————

After leaving the store, I went back to the school and traded my blazer for a smock to help the students with their chores. Gina got a kick out of what happened at break and promised to come over and hang with Kerry later when I went to see Bree.

I decided to talk with Kerry about Gina and to get a sense if there were issues between them. He was considerate with Gina, but he seemed to be much more romantic and adoring with Kimber. He would hold the door for her, but I can’t ever remember seeing them hold hands, and never something like wrapping his hand around her waist. If they would kiss, it would be somewhat casual. Maybe they approached things with more passion when I wasn’t around. He’d never mentioned doing anything like going to the fountain like we did. I wanted to understand why their relationship didn’t include those things because he really enjoyed doing it with me. It would be a tricky conversation, but it might help me get out of my jam with Kerry if I could graft him onto Gina.

I got back to the apartment before Kerry and walked the gauntlet of the construction people in front of the building. They were still digging, but it looked like things were taking shape and moving farther down the street.

I got to the apartment and uncorked a bottle of wine and got out a couple of glasses for when Kerry got home since the water still wasn’t fit to drink. I added some cheese cubes, olives and crackers since I would probably bail on him before we had dinner. I figured Gina and he would go out together.

I went to the bedroom to get dressed to go to see Sabrina. I put on the pencil skirt and the white blouse, but I used the blue blazer I had on because it worked with the outfit. I fixed my lipstick and put on some fragrance. About that time, I heard Kerry come in.

“Kimber, are you still here sweetie?” he called out to me.

“Be right out,” I responded, heading for the bedroom to get my pumps.

I walked out and he gave me a big smile.

“Wow, you look even better than you did this afternoon. Thanks for being here. I hoped I would see you.”

“I looked forward to seeing you too. I have some wine for you.”

“Give me just a second and I’ll be back,” he said, hurrying off to his room.

He came back a few minutes later with a fresh outfit and wearing after shave. Probably for Gina I thought.

“So, when is Gina coming over?” I asked.

“She says she’ll come by about eight.”

“Oh, man. I didn’t make you any dinner. I thought she would be over earlier and you would go out.”

“Not sure what the hold-up is.”

“Sit and I’ll pour you some wine.”

He sat and indicated that I should sit next to him. I poured us both some wine, a little less for me since I needed to drive.

“To the most beautiful roommate ever,” he toasted.

“Thank you, Kerry. To us.”

He was quiet for a while and I started to get anxious.

“How was work after I left?” I asked.

“There were a lot of questions.”

“I hope you didn’t get into any trouble.”

“No, nothing like that. I told everyone you were my roommate Steven’s cousin and that seemed to satisfy them.”

“Good call.”

“I was really proud to be me this afternoon. I want you to know that. You were one of the prettiest girls that has ever been in the store. Darren about flipped out.”

“You’re being silly now, but thank you for the compliment,” I said, looking away, embarrassed.

He put his finger under my chin and moved me to face him, then placed a sweet kiss on my lips. The next kiss was a little deeper and came with a bit of tongue that tasted like the wine. My mind turned to slush. I knew that if Gina came over early and found us in a clutch, she would kick both our asses and I’d have to go somewhere else to get the extensions removed.

When the kiss broke. I told him that I needed to be going, then took out a tissue to clean the lipstick off him.

“If Gina sees that, she will know where it came from and she’ll pound both of us into paste.”

He didn’t respond, other than to thank me again for coming over for break.

“Maybe Bree and I will both come over tomorrow. That will really get them talking. I need to get going.” I told him, finishing up my wine and heading back to the bedroom to get my purse and tote bag. I stopped at the bath to fix my lipstick.

“I’ll let you know what I’m doing. If you want to talk, give a call,” I told him.

“Say Hi to Sabrina for me.”

“Sure will,”

I kissed him on the cheek and wiped off the lipstick. “See you soon, Kerry.”

“Love you, Kimber.”

Oh boy.

—————

When I got to the car, I sent Sabrina a message saying that I was heading over.

Have you eaten yet? she asked.

No.

I’ll meet you out front and we’ll go somewhere. See you soon.

Good thing I didn’t eat with Kerry.

As I drove up to the circle drive, she came out of the house and got into the front seat. She sported a short red dress with red shoes and wore a magnificent perfume. I’m glad I dressed up.

“Hi, Bree. I love the dress.”

“Thank you. I wanted to dress up for my girlfriend. I love your hair.”

“Gina wanted to experiment. The whole school has been having fun helping me. They refer to me as their special project.”

“That’s so cool.”

We went to one of the local restaurants and they gave us a quiet table. I looked at her closely and was enchanted with her deep green eyes and her burgundy hair. It seemed a little darker than before. She caught me looking at her and smiled.

“Do you like my hair?” she asked. “I went to a shop and had them add some color.”

“It’s beautiful. It is a very striking color for you.”

“I hoped you’d like it.”

I looked her over briefly and noticed some other things as well. Her makeup was done with a bit more flair, and her eyes were bright and clear. She just looked happy. The first couple of times I’d seen her she looked down, but now she was bright and beautiful. I hoped I might be part of that transformation, but that meant a lot of responsibility as well.

“I talked to granddad this afternoon.”

“Is everything good with them?” I said, maybe radiating a bit of worry.

“Oh, they’re great. They love Bordeaux and they want me to come over for a visit.”

“I’ve never been to France but I’ve heard it’s beautiful.”

“Apparently granddad talked to Bennie and he shared our video with him. He really got a kick out of it.”

“That was a lot of fun.”

“They want to know if you can come over to France with me,” she said, biting her lower lip.

My heart about jumped out of my chest.

“That could get interesting,” I hedged, knowing this would be Kimber visiting the wine country and not Steven.

“I told them I’d ask and see what you thought.”

“I need to go back to school in August.”

“You could fly back before classes start.”

It sounds like she’s actually serious about this.

“I don’t know, Bree. There would be a lot of challenges.”

“And we’d face them together. Don’t you want to go to France with me?” she asked, a tear forming in her eye.

Oh FUCK.

“It’s beautiful there. I could show you around and we could be together. They have wine!”

“You drive a pretty hard bargain. Let me think about it, okay.”

“What’s there to think about?”

“I’d need stuff to wear.”

“They sell clothes in France. I’d love taking Kimber to the shops and buying pretty things for her.”

“I don’t know if your grandparents would accept me.”

“Why not?”

“Well, you know…”

“Oh, I get it. You’re worried about your plumbing.”

“A little.”

“My grandparents know.”

“Oh. Did you tell them?”

“No, it was uncle Bennie. Look, he can listen to a recording and hear the reflection of a bass string. He could certainly tell you weren’t a girl.”

“I see.”

“Granddad isn’t keen on guys after my asshole ex, but he wants great-grandchildren. This is a perfect solution for him.”

I was quiet for a bit, knowing that I really wanted to do it, but worried about all the issues it could cause.

“So, what do you think?”

“I’d love to go to France with you,” I said. Shit, what have I gotten myself into?

“I’ll let the grandparents know and they can start making plans. We’re going to have so much fun!”

She waved for the server to come take our order. So much for going back to being Steven next week. I might be trapped being Kimber for a while.


Chapter 16

Friday, June 12th

I woke with Bree teasing her finger across my lips, her eyes bright and happy.

“You come here, you. I need more kisses,” I said, grabbing at her.

“Well…okay.”

She dropped her lips to mine and gave me little teasing kisses. I rolled her onto her back and straddled her with my body. I teased her nose with the end of my braid, then leaned forward for a closed-mouth kiss. I dropped down to hug her tightly and thought how much I loved being here with her.

“I’m trying to decide if I’m going to stay here and keep you as my captive or whether I need to get up,” I said, whispering the threat into her ear.

“You eventually have to feed me.”

“High maintenance little creature, aren’t you?”

“Besides, you have a bunch of recordings to make and Bennie will be out this afternoon.”

I leaned back and looked into her eyes. “Okay, I’ll let you go, but don’t you dare try to get away from me.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” she said, her eyes misting.

We got cleaned up and dressed, meeting up in the kitchen. I wore a skirt and a blouse and she talked me into wearing my pumps because she said it made my legs look hot. I couldn’t argue; she was right. She wore a black knee-length dress and had her hair pulled back in a long black patterned scarf that set off her burgundy hair.

We were both being amazingly silly as we made breakfast. Our breakfast was cut up fruit and some yogurt and granola plus toast and jelly. I have so much fun doing things with her, and she seemed to like being around me as well.

As we finished cleaning up, I walked up behind her and hugged her around the middle and whispered into her ear.

“Hey, pretty lady. Would you like to go to the studio with me? I’ll let you listen to me cut an ad for a new pet store. You might be able to provide some sound effects.”

“Maybe I can rub up against your leg and purr.”

“You are totally wicked.”

“But then, you’ll need to help me with a project,” she said, turning to face me.

“Maybe I can give you a hand,” I said, rubbing my finger across her cheek. “What kind of project is it?”

“A new song.”

“Sounds great. Pickup trucks and heartbreak?”

“No, travel to a romantic destination. It’s a work in progress.”

“Sounds like something fun to work on together,” I said, following up with a big kiss as I felt her arms close around me.

—————

The pet shop spot was fun. Even though we didn’t need the sound effect, she did spend a lot of time rubbing my leg. My tape was getting a workout.

We did new recordings of all her songs, including the new one. She had the melody and chorus, plus some lyrics, and we laid down some backing music and her guitar track. It was a little too early for me to be doing accompaniments, but I had some ideas what I could do to provide some backup for her. It was going to be a very compelling song when she was done.

We also practiced our number for tomorrow night, even though we had it down pretty solid.

About noon we went upstairs and had some lunch. She said she expected a food delivery this afternoon, and the housekeeper would be here. Bennie would also be coming later so the afternoon was going to be pretty jam-packed. It didn’t look like we would be able to get away to take break food to Kerry, even though she said that sounded like fun and she was all up for doing it.

I sent Kerry a text and told him we wouldn’t see him today, but I was free if he wanted to call. I got a call back instantly.

I gave him the bad news that he was on his own for break and he said that was no problem. He mentioned some of the guys were wondering when I’d be coming back in.

“We’ve been working on one of Sabrina’s new songs. It’s going to be great,” I told him, catching him up on what we were doing. I didn’t mention France because it would probably bum him when he heard it. He’s always said he’d like to travel.

We talked for a bit more and he told me that Gina and he never went out last night; they just ordered in pizza. I thought that was kind of sad since he had cleaned up to see her.

“I’d better go. Be sure to tell Darren Hi for me.”

“That’s just evil. I thought we were going to have to resuscitate him yesterday.”

I laughed. “See you soon, Kerry.”

“Same to you, Kimber. I love you.”

“Love you too,” I responded automatically, hanging up then wondering what I had just done.

—————

About one the delivery driver from one of the local groceries brought out a bunch of stuff for Sabrina. I helped her put everything away best I could but didn’t know where a lot of it went. She spent quite a bit of time showing where to put everything, and there was quite a bit of groping to go with it. There was a big package of paper towels and she pointed to a high cupboard and said it needed to go there. I stretched as far as I could but there was no way I could reach it. She gave me a devilish smile and brought out a step ladder and unfolded if for me. I figured I was going to get grabbed while I teetered on the top step and I wasn’t disappointed. It was to stabilize me, she explained, but it was a lot more like I was getting felt up.

Shortly after we finished putting away the delivery, the housekeepers arrived. There were two of them and they introduced themselves as Kathy and Karen and headed upstairs. There was the sound of cleaning machines and we decided to go out on the patio, stopping by the kitchen on the way for a couple glasses of cola.

She looked over at me lustfully. “You know, if the housekeepers weren’t here, I’d be jumping your bones right now”

“The things we give up to remain tidy.”

“Oh, nothing’s been given up, just delayed.”

“I like the sound of that, but we still have uncle Bennie,” I reminded her.

“Bah. Let’s go for a walk.”

We walked around the pool and out near the tennis court. This place is amazing. She showed me the pool house that besides having a changing room and shower for the pool, had all kinds of furniture and even a television and stereo. When we got inside, she locked the door and made a grab for me but I ducked away.

“Stop that. You’re going to mess up my makeup. Kathy and Karen will see it and tell granddad,” I warned.

“I’m coming after you later,” she said, pouting her lower lip. “I don’t remember ever making out in the pool house. Sounds like fun.”

“We’re going to have to wait and find out,” I said, coming up close to her. “If you close your eyes, maybe I’ll give you a kiss on the nose.”

She closed her eyes and I leaned forward and gave her a light kiss on the lips.

“Oops, missed,” I teased.

“Hey, you tricked me,” she said, laughing.

“I said maybe I would. I changed my mind.”

With that, her phone chimed and Bennie’s face came up on the video. She told him we’d meet him out front and she buzzed him in.

“Come on, troublemaker. Let’s go see what uncle Benny has for us,” she said, grabbing my hand.

—————

We walked out front and Bennie gave us both a kiss on the cheek.

“Hi, girls. I have the stands that I ordered that I think will work better. I also brought out another DAW computer for you to try. It will support some of the advanced features of the digital mixer.”

Holy shit. The stands were amazing and I couldn’t wait to see what he had for a computer.

“I also brought along some bass traps to put in the corners of the room. They will work for both the home theatre and the studio.”

“That’s so cool.”

“And I brought a MIDI keyboard in the event you want to add some other instruments to the backup tracks.”

“Sounds great, Bennie,” Bree said. She grabbed my hand and started toward the house, signaling that I wasn’t supposed offer help. This was a tough adjustment for me.

Bennie moved the shock mounts from the old stands to the new, which were heavier, better quality, and had more adjustments including using it as a boom. He had a desktop boom for my USB microphone. On his next trip in, he brought the computer that had a pro-level audio software. He also brought in a nineteen-inch monitor. It made my setup look pretty lame. Next, he brought in a short ladder, then put the foam bass traps in the corners. He said this would make the instruments sound better.

“Kimber, I put a GarageBand on this, but I’d like you to experiment with this other program. It will interface with the digital mixer, the keyboard, and you can control a lot of things through the app on the tablet.”

“Wow, Mr. Rickets. This is fantastic.”

“Call me Bennie, please. We’re family here.”

“If you’d like to sing something, I could show you how to get started,” he offered.

I looked at Bree and she said sure and suggested the new song. She took her place behind the microphone and I showed Bennie where the click-track was on my computer and he converted it over. Soon we had everything running through our ear-pieces and she started her new song. I added some backup and we did the couple of verses that she had, then nodded to Bennie.

“Girls, that’s going to be fantastic. I love it already,” he gushed, then played the recording back through the speakers. It was magic.

We spent some time doing some equalizing and effects and the result was brilliant. Both Bree and I hugged him and said how amazing this was. The only thing he said was he hoped we had fun with it. With that, he grabbed his stuff and left. Still no invoice. I can’t even imagine how much all this stuff would cost. Apparently he must have a deal with granddad.

We continued to mess around with her songs and did some more karaoke until she got a text from the housekeepers saying they were done. She looked at me and pointed up the stairs.

“Pool house.”

Apparently we were going to experience some making-out there. I grabbed my purse because I had the feeling I would need some makeup repair by the time we were done.

—————

She dragged me to the pool house, locked the door and stuck the key in her purse.

“You’re not going anywhere,” she said.

“Oh dear, I’m trapped,” I said, theatrically as she closed the blinds and adjusted the lights before sitting on the sofa beside me.

“If you close your eyes, Maybe I’ll give you a kiss on the nose,” she smirked.

I closed my eyes, heard her move around a bit and felt my hands being tied in front of me.

“Oops,” she said.

“You tricked me!” I said, opening my eyes. Her hair now cascaded over her shoulders as she’d used her hair tie to bind my hands.

“You better be nice to me,” she warned.

“I’m always nice to you.”

She leaned down toward me and my eyes closed as her lips met mine. They were soft and sweet and I decided make-out sessions in the pool house might be fun. The kiss morphed into something much more dramatic, featuring her tongue which I greedily accepted. I hummed in delight.

She broke the kiss and leaned back to look at me with her beautiful green eyes as her hand dropped to my stocking-covered leg.

“I really like the pool house,” I whispered as I used my bound hands to explore her leg as well.

“I have something under this dress I bet you’ll really like.”

“Oh, I bet you’re right about that,” I said, lustfully.

She rose, dropped the zipper on the back of the dress and pulled it off. Underneath she wore a black lace teddy with thigh-hi hose.

“Do you like?”

“Oh, yes. Can I have a closer look?”

“You’re not going to get makeup all over my underwear, are you?”

“Hmmm, that might be a problem, maybe you could take it off.” I pleaded.

“You could help me remove it.”

I raised my hands to display my bonds. “My girlfriend has captured me and I’m totally helpless.”

“Okay, I’ll see what I can do to assist,” she said as she dropped one of the straps and exposed her beautiful breast.

“Oh, that is so pretty. Can I kiss it?” I asked, and she nodded in response. I used my bound hands to hold her breast as I first covered the nipple with kisses, then licks, then tender bites, and finally sucking. Her hand stroked my neck and the back of my head as I worshiped her.

She dropped the other strap and I moved my devotion to the other side, leaving my bound hands to tweak the nipple of the first one. Her breathing became irregular and she started to shiver. I could feel the warmth of her excitement.

Her hand left my leg and went to the clasp on the bottom of her teddy, opening herself to me. I dropped to my knees in front of her and moved the teddy out of the way, slowly moving my lips to her molten center. She gasped as I brought my tongue to her clit and she wrapped her legs around me and drew me closer. I licked and sucked and teased until I felt her tremble, then I drove my tongue deeply into her. She cried out and shuddered as she orgasmed, followed rapidly by several more. When I felt her loosen her grip on me, I changed to gentle kisses and licks as she returned from that high place that I had taken her.

“Did that feel alright, sweetie?” I asked.

“I’m never going to feel the same way about the pool house again.”

I excused myself, took my purse and went to the washroom. I cleaned up with a washcloth that Kathy and Karen had left, then fixed my makeup best I could. I would have killed for a makeup wipe. Things were made a bit more challenging with my hands tied, but I managed. It was loose enough that I could probably have slipped free, but I liked the symbolism.

I returned and sat next to her. She’d replaced her teddy, but hadn’t put the dress back on yet. She looked at my bound wrists.

“Here, let me see your hands,” she said as I raised my bonds to her. I thought she was going to untie me, but instead she put in another knot.

“It looked like you were getting loose. Can’t have that.” She said, grabbing her dress and purse before heading for the washroom.

While I waited for her, I looked around the pool house. There was a bar in one corner made of a light wood covered with a marble top. There were the changing rooms as well as a shower area, all in marble with a gold fleck. The floor was dark tile with thick rugs everywhere. The room walls were a coral color and there was a beautiful ivory tray ceiling with indirect lighting, currently dimmed to give a romantic atmosphere.

I sat on a leather sofa, and there was a matching loveseat adjacent, plus two chairs forming a conversation area. There were windows on three sides with thick roller shades that Bree had closed earlier, giving us privacy. It all spelled money, just like the rest of the house.

She returned a while later with her dress back on, makeup fixed and with a bright smile. She sat beside me and I turned to face her. I put my bound hands over her neck and looked deeply into her eyes.

“I never did get the kiss on my nose,” I joked. I closed my eyes and she made good on her promise.

“I think I’ve found a way to keep you out of trouble,” she said. “I may need to keep you like this.”

“I think TSA might get suspicious when we fly to France,” I mused.

“I’ll have to think about that.”

“And the grandparents are probably going to ask questions.”

“Once I tell them what a troublemaker you are, they’ll understand.”

“I’m not a troublemaker! I’m sweet,” I told her, teasing her lips with little kisses.

We kissed for a while, then I settled onto the sofa with my head in her lap. She arranged my hair over my shoulder and stroked my cheek. I looked up at her and smiled. I was so happy being with her.

“So, you’re really going to come to France with me?” she asked.

“I’d like to do that.”

“My grandparents are really wanting to meet you.”

“I’m looking forward to meeting them too. Can I ask you about your parents? I never hear you talk about them.”

She was quiet for a little while, then she spoke.

“It’s kind of a sad story. Both my parents and my brother were killed in a plane crash.”

“Oh, honey. I’m sorry…” I said, not knowing how to respond.

“My dad was on a business trip to New York in a corporate jet. He took my mom and brother along and they were going to go to a Broadway show. Bad weather came up and they crashed into the water during landing. Everyone was killed, including the two pilots.”

“I don’t know what to say. How long ago has it been?”

“Almost five years. I would have been with them, but my boyfriend and I had a gig we were doing at a local place and I didn’t want to go.”

“I’m so sorry. None of this is your fault. If you would have been with them, I’d never have met you.”

She gave a deep sigh.

“And I would have never met you. I like being with you Kimber, even though you can be a handful.”

“Good thing you figured out how to keep me out of trouble.”

“Yes, good thing,” she said, leaning forward to kiss me and hold me close. “I’m never going to let you go.”


Chapter 17

Saturday, June 13th

Yesterday evening I finally convinced Sabrina that if she would let me loose from the pool house that I would stay out of trouble. I told her that I needed to get back to the apartment and spend some time with Kerry so we could practice our song for tonight. She said she would miss me like crazy and I promised that I would stay with her Saturday night after the costume party. I’d be stuck in Kimber mode at least until Monday when I could get back to the school and get everything removed. Something about that saddened me. When I analyzed the pros and cons of being Kimber vs Steven, Kimber usually won out. There must be some cognitive bias involved because any rational person would see remaining as a woman would present a million difficulties. Still, if you are going to have fantasies, go with the really satisfying ones.

When I got back to the apartment, Gina was there and they were trying to decide what they wanted to do for dinner. Kerry wanted to go out somewhere, but Gina wanted to just hang at the apartment and order in. I walked into this negotiation and I broke the tie with going out.

Gina complained she wasn’t dressed up, but she looked fine in her jeans and a patterned blouse. Kerry must have planned to go somewhere because he was dressed up and was covered with after shave. Of course, I was dressed in a skirt and blouse with my three-inch pumps and I had refreshed my makeup before I left Bree’s place. I could sense a little jealousy from Gina, but it was Friday night and people go out. We had a nice dinner at an Italian place.

—————

I got up, slipped into the bathroom and took a long shower, including a little stress relief courtesy of my palm and the bath gel. I didn’t want to have a bulge when Kerry and I did our duet tonight because the last few practices were pretty intense. My routine with Sabrina was fun, but Kerry and I were raw passion and simmering desire. I hoped that Gina wouldn’t be pissed.

While I was in the shower, I thought about how Kerry and Gina related to each other. She definitely would play her woman-card, but it was limited to having Kerry open doors and help her with her seat in the restaurant. It all seemed somewhat mechanical. I would smile and say thanks when he did things for me but for her it was flat-affect. Where I thought maybe she would liven up when they were alone, it didn’t seem that was the case. I was kind of sad for them because they could be doing so much more together with what they have. Maybe it was the perils of being together for so long that the magic just slowly seeped out of the relationship without them even noticing.

I wanted to feel flirty today because it was a big day for me. I put on my makeup, fixed my hair and donned a fun green dress. It was just a bit tight, knee length with a rear slit. I classed it up with my drop earrings, a matching necklace and bracelet and wore nude hose and my black kitten heels. I checked myself out in front of the mirror and liked what I saw.

I went out to the kitchen and Kerry was there, his mouth dropping open when he saw me.

“Kimber, you look fantastic,” he said as I did a spin for him.

He looked pretty good himself. He had on his dress slacks and a button-down shirt in a dark gray color.

“Is Gina coming over for breakfast?” I asked.

“No, she says she’ll be over later this afternoon, so it’s just us. I put on some coffee.”

“Sit and I’ll bring you a cup. Would you like some eggs?”

“That sounds great.”

“Coming up,” I said as I twirled and headed for the kitchen with just a bit of a wiggle. The seduction-mode thing seemed to be stuck again. No wonder the poor guy is confused.

I made him a full breakfast with bacon, over-easy eggs and toast with jelly and put the plate in front of him, returning to the kitchen for my plate. I made another trip with a glass of juice for each of us, plus the necessary silverware.

“This looks fantastic, Kimber.”

“I hope you enjoy it.”

“I’m enjoying everything about this morning.”

I smiled brightly as I ate my breakfast with small bites. Kerry watched me intently as he ate, making me wonder what he was thinking about.

After breakfast and cleaning up the dishes, we went to the living room. He sat on the sofa and indicated that I should sit beside him. I sat in my practiced fashion, turned toward him and crossed my legs at the ankles. I gave him a smile and it was returned.

“I really like being with you, Kimber,” he said, his hand dropping to my knee. It wasn’t a grope, just being close so I didn’t object.

“We spend a lot of time together, Kerry. I enjoy being with you as well. I like it when we sing together, go out for pizza and beer, those things are special.”

“I guess…” he said, struggling with what to say next.

“So, next week, everything will go back to normal and we can just be roommates again. I’m sorry about all the girly stuff.”

He looked at me closely, carefully choosing his words.

“But I like the girly stuff.”

“Kimber is just a joke we are playing with the people at karaoke. I don’t want this to get weird for us.”

“It’s way more than a joke for me, and nothing about what I feel is weird.” He reached over and gave be a brief kiss on the lips.

“But what about Gina?” I asked, hoping to derail him from this pretty dangerous path.

“I’m not sure what’s going on with her?”

“Have you asked her. One-time you guys were talking about getting married.”

“Just when we thought she was pregnant.”

“Oh, I didn’t know about that.”

“I don’t feel the same way about her as I do you.”

“Of course not, you dummy. She’s a woman!”

“She has girl parts, but she’s more like a best friend then a girlfriend.”

“Have you ever done things with her like you do me. Do you ever sing together, maybe a hot and heavy song where you can sex things up?”

“She says she can’t sing.”

“Yes she can; everybody can sing. She probably can’t do a warm-up act for a national band, but she can sing well enough for you guys to have fun with just the two of you.”

“I guess I could ask her.”

“Have you ever done anything romantic with her, like take her over to watch the fountain at the park?”

“I wanted to do something impulsive with you. Did you like that?”

“Yes, I liked it a lot.”

“I don’t know if that would work for her.”

“Well, you don’t have to ask for permission. Be spontaneous like you were with me. I bet she’ll love it.”

“Are you trying to fix me up with my own girlfriend?”

“Maybe give you a shove in the right direction.”

“Would you like to practice our song?”

“Sure, but you better be ready for me. Just pretend I’m Gina.”

—————

We ran through the song several times, every time I got a little more bold. He played it up and the kisses at the end of the song went from subtle to soul-stealing. With me wearing that short red dress and the high heels, that song was going to be smoldering.

We just messed around with some other songs, most of them boy-girl duets because I didn’t want to mess up my voice for tonight. There were fun ones, some romantic, but no kissing like in our song for tonight. We figured Kerry and I would come on first, then me and Sabrina would be called up later so I could change clothes. The costume night usually has a good crowd so I’d ask Eric if I could change clothes in the bar office. He’s pretty cool about that stuff. We’d also make a big deal about him introducing me as Kimber Parsons and see if anybody would recognize me.

About four O’clock, Gina came over to help us get ready. She was dressed in her normal blue-jeans and cotton pullover, but had a great looking shirt for Kerry to wear. She helped him spruce up while I took a quick shower and washed my hair. I noticed my forms were getting a little loose so I removed them, shaved, cleaned everything up and put them on again to make sure there were no costume malfunctions this evening. Next came makeup and hair. Some time with the barrel roller gave me a great looking curl.

I carefully put on tape, the sheer black hose, then finally the black briefer. I carefully adjusted the pads so they wouldn’t show under the short dress. Gina came in as I was finishing up and helped me with the dress, my earrings and jewelry. She helped me put the twist in my hair and doused it with hairspray. I finally put on the platform pumps and twirled in front of the mirror. She looked me over and told me I looked amazing. I glanced at the mirror and saw she wasn’t exaggerating a bit.

I put a couple spare pairs of hose, my makeup, wipes, tissues, hairspray and anything else we thought we would need into my tote bag, and grabbed the other dress and shoes.

I walked into the front room where Kerry was waiting. I gave him a spin as his mouth fell open. I strode up to him, stroked my finger across his cheek and asked him how I looked using my sexy voice.

“You look amazing, Kimber. Absolutely spectacular.”

I looked at Gina and asked, “Do you need a place to change? You can use my room.”

“I’ll just go like this. Nobody is going to see anyone else but you tonight anyway.”

This is such a big night for Kerry. I wish she would have done something to glam up. I need to have a girl to girl talk with her.

I sent a text to Bree saying I would be over and pick her up in a few minutes, receiving an immediate thumbs up response.

When I pulled into the drive, she walked out to the car wearing her beautiful short turquoise dress. She had her hair fixed in some side braids and her makeup was amazing.

“Oh honey. You look so beautiful. I think I’m going to faint,” I told her.

“No fainting until after our number.”

I told her how bad I wanted to kiss her, but she said I’d have to wait until later. She warned me that I wasn’t supposed to make any trouble because she knew how to handle that, tapping her purse.

We drove to the bar and we were fortunate to find a place to park close in. As we walked toward the entrance, a couple of guys looked like they were going to knock one another over holding the door for us.

“Thank you, fellas. I’m Kimber and this is Sabrina. Be sure to cheer for us tonight so we can win first place,” I said in full seduction mode.

“Will do,” they responded.

We walked inside, Sabrina looked at me and started to giggle.

“What?!?”

“You are an impossible flirt, you know that.”

“We needed them on board to win.”

We looked around and saw Gina and Kerry at a table for four. We walked over to them and Sabrina kissed them on the cheek.

“Well, this is it. And Kimber has already been working on our cheering section.”

While we were sitting there, Bennie came up to say hello. We both gave him a hug and asked what he was doing here.

“I came to see you sing. I also found a couple of friends. You might know them,” he said, pointing at a nearby table. Sabrina’s mouth dropped open and she rushed over to one of the people at the table. Bennie took my hand, excused us from Gina and Kerry and took me over to meet his people.

“Kimber, this is Rolland Sanderson, my agent,” she said, as we shook hands, “And this is Gabriel Rollins from RoadRash records.”

“Very nice to meet you. I’m Kimber Parsons.”

“We’re looking forward to hearing you girls tonight,” Rolland said.

“It should be a lot of fun,” I responded, not knowing what to say.

“What brings you here? Certainly it’s not us.” Sabrina asked Rolland.

“We’re here to listen to an act that we have been following; Lisa and Roberto. You might have heard them.”

“Yes, they were here last week. They’re very good,” she said as I nodded along.

Eric started walking around the tables so we told them we needed to get back.

“Enjoy the show,” I told them as we walked back to the table.

I had wondered about Lisa and Roberto. They were a little too polished to be just doing karaoke. It sounds like they are just working the venues to get stage experience on the cheap. Eric was moving around assigning slots, giving preference to those in costumes. There were some rather campy costumes, but when he dropped by our table, it took him a bit to figure out what was going on.

Kerry asked if we could take an earlier slot, then Sabrina and I later so I could change in between. He finally figured out who I was.

“Steven?!? Holy shit!”

“It’s Kimber Parsons tonight, please.”

“Oh, sure, no problem. Wow. I’ll put you and Kerry third and you with Sabrina in the sixth slot. Will that work?”

“Perfect. Can I use the office to change between our numbers? It won’t take long.”

“Oh, no problem.”

He wrote down our names, our songs, and the slot and headed for the other tables. It was actually going to be a pretty full night.

A few minutes later, Eric went to the front and said for everyone to get set up with their beverages because we were about to start singing. It would be interesting to see who would go on first. I looked around and didn’t see Lisa and Roberto and I wonder if they were going to make it. After everybody got their drinks, Eric went up and thanked everybody for coming to costume night and explained that the contest was going to be decided by acclamation. Hopefully we’ll get a good response to our songs.

At the last minute, Lisa and Roberto came up beside the stage and Eric introduced them as the first song. They were decked out in country garb, maybe a little over the top, with Lisa covered with sequins and Roberto wearing a big felt hat. They did a Garth Brooks and Trisha Yearwood number, but Roberto’s voice was just a little thin to be able to pull it off. Lisa did a good job holding up her end of the solos. They weren’t playing to the crowd, so I expect this was all for the record company guy. When they finished up, they got a good response, but nothing explosive.

The second song was a high-energy solo song by one of the regulars. He hit all the buttons and had everyone singing along, and got a great response.

Eric took the stage and pointed for us to come up.

“And now, here is one of our regular performers, Kerry Carpenter with a special partner, Kimber Parsons. Give them a big welcome.”

As we walked to the stage, I stood and gave everyone a big wave and got some ohhs, aahs and wolf whistles. I gave a little leg show as I took Kerry’s hand while walking up on the stage. The music came up and we moved close as the bar moved toward the right of the overhead screen.

Kerry started the first verse and I came in later to add some harmony. We had practiced enough we didn’t need to watch the lyrics, so we looked at one another. We oozed sensuality as we went into the chorus, our voices blending into one.

I took the lead on the second verse with Kerry coming in halfway through. During the instrumental breaks, we moved close and Kerry put his arm around me, me looking at him seductively as we vamped along with the music.

As we ended up the song, we sang to one another, finally exiting with “Sail Away” as I wrapped him in my arms, leaned back and he gave me an epic kiss as the song ended. We held hands and bowed and waved at the audience as they whooped and hollered. I turned toward Kerry and made a show of wiping the lipstick from him as we exited the stage. Of course the guys we met coming in were stomping and cheering as I waved to them and blew them a kiss. They made even more noise when I did that. Gina gave me a huge hug, then hugged Kerry as I hugged Bree.

“That was spectacular, sweetie,” Bree whispered to me.

“I think they liked it,” I said. “Just wait ‘till they hear us.”

It took Eric a bit to get everything settled down then introduced the next singer as Sabrina and I ducked into the office so I could change.

She helped me undress and I teased her saying I would love to do some making out with her. She said there would be plenty of time for that later and we needed to stick to business. She helped me convert the briefer to a halter, changed hose and I slipped on the black dress. I didn’t remember it being this short, but at least everything was covered as we went back out to the table with Kerry and Gina.

“Holy shit, you guys look amazing,” Gina whispered as I sat carefully and kept my knees together. She got up and did a little something to my hair, adjusted my necklace and told me I was perfect.

As Sabrina and I waited, I held her hand nervously as she rubbed her thumb across my knuckles. The act before us was a guy and gal with some pretty campy outfits doing a ballad. It was okay and clapping of the crowd died down quickly.

Eric took the stage and pointed to Sabrina and I. Kerry helped us with our chairs and as we walked up, Eric introduced us.

“Ladies and gentlemen, a warm welcome for Sabrina Reynolds and Kimber Parsons.”

Our cheering section went wild again as we blew kisses to them and hammed it up waving to the rest of the crowd. I let Sabrina take center stage an stood off to the side as she would be leading the first couple of lines, then she would signal at me to join. The bar came across and she sang Come on Eileen a couple of times, then started with Poor old Johnny Ray singing the first two lines. She crooked her finger at me and I picked up the verse and walked onto the stage. We started to sing together, first facing one another, then turning to face the crowd. Tooh rah looh rah tooh rah looh rah hey… we sang together over the saxophones on the background track.

We sang the chorus together, then the instrumental bridge came on and we bounced around like silly school-girls.

As the second verse started, we had a lot of people singing along with us, clapping and tapping their feet. It was a really fun song.

We traded the melody back and forth and when she got to one line, she changed it to That pretty black dress… and fanned herself.

On the tempo change, we turned to the crowd and encouraged them to clap and they played along. As the tempo kicked up again, we sang to one another and closed out the song with You mean everything… but Sabrina added To me, looking directly into my eyes. I gave her a big hug, we separated and looked out at the crowd, waved and I said “Thank You” in my Steven voice.

“Holy Fuck. That’s Steven,” someone said. I executed a flirty pose and gave them a leg show and the crowd went wild. I pointed toward Sabrina and the noise of our cheering section came up for her as well as she gave them a little shake. Bennie and his table-mates were on their feet clapping and whistling as we left the stage, panting.

I kept hearing unbelievable and amazing as I returned to the table, both getting hugs from Kerry and Gina. We looked over and Bennie gave us a thumbs up and we both went over to hug him as well.

“You girls were outstanding,” he said as we shook hands with her agent and the record guy. Lisa and Roberto came over and told us it was wonderful as we headed back to our table to catch our breath.

We continued to watch the rest of the acts and clap for those that showed some promise, but there wasn’t a lot of talent left. We noticed that Sabrina’s agent and the record guy left with Lisa and Roberto, but Bennie stayed. I’d convinced myself that he wanted to see Sabrina and I win the contest. I ordered a pitcher of cola for the table as I didn’t want to drink beer dressed as I was.

As it got late and the talent got short, Eric called for everyone to help judge the contest. I didn’t really know how he would handle that, but he’d done some preliminary selection and he called up five acts. He put Kerry and I on one end, three other acts in the middle, and Sabrina on the far side. I figured I would duck behind and stand with Sabrina while Eric highlighted the other acts.

He came to me and Kerry and introduced us as Kerry and Kimber and we got a rousing applause. He checked the sound level on his smart phone and made a note. I ducked behind and stood with Sabrina as he introduced the other acts and it looked like Kerry and I might have a chance. When he got to Sabrina and I, we both struck poses, showed a lot of leg and otherwise hammed it up as Eric introduced us. The place went nuts so I don’t think there was any argument as to who first place was going to.

Eric checked his notes and his face registered a bit of a dilemma.

“Third place goes to Kerry and Kimber for Islands in the Stream!” Kerry and I walked up front to get our check and a small trophy. I gave Eric a kiss on the cheek, gave a strut over to hug Kerry and we walked hand-in-hand back to the line. We got a big applause from the crowd.

“Second place goes to Robert Casey for Have You Ever Seen the Rain.” Robert walked up and got a good round of applause. I crossed to stand with Sabrina and held her hand tightly.

“First place goes to…” he mimed drumming, “Sabrina and Kimber for Come On Eileen.” We walked up to Eric, both kissed him on the cheek and he gave Sabrina the check and me the trophy. The crowd went nuts as Sabrina waved the check in the air, I held the trophy up, and we did a hip-bump. I held her hand tightly as we bowed and waved to our cheering section, mouthing thank you to the crowd.

Eric requested a round of applause to all the finalists and there were whoops and hollers from the crowd. We left the stage and everyone came over to congratulate us.

“I still can’t believe it,” Eric said as he went to shake my hand. I brushed his hand aside and gave him a hug.

“Thanks for everything, Eric. This has been great fun.”

“It’s been an amazing evening, that’s for sure.”


Chapter 18

Sunday, June 14th

Sabrina was quiet as we shared our fresh-squeezed grapefruit juice on her patio. We were both still in our nightgowns, both still wrung-out from karaoke last night. I’d put on some brief makeup to cover some of my boy features, a bit of lip-gloss and even added fragrance.

We were so amazed at everything that happened last night that it still felt unreal.

“Gina was kind of pissed about that kiss,” Bree said with a laugh.

“Well, if she would kiss him like that every once in a while, maybe he wouldn’t have enjoyed it so much.”

“That is kind of a strange relationship. I think they really like one another.”

“The magic is gone is all. I’m trying to talk Kerry into doing some unexpected things with her, but he is hesitant. He thinks he knows what she likes and what she doesn’t.”

“It is always dangerous to assume you know what a woman is going to like. It is almost guaranteed that you don’t because she might not even know herself.”

She was quiet for a while, then she cleared her throat.

“Kimber, am I going to lose you tomorrow?”

“Well, Gina said she was booked solid tomorrow and she couldn’t take me.”

“Really!?!”

“But she says I can come in on Tuesday.”

“Oh…”

“Does this mean I may get locked in the pool house?” I joked.

“Would that work? I’m willing to try anything.”

“You’re crazy.”

“But you still want to go to France with me, right?”

“I haven’t thought of anything else since we’ve talked about it.”

“So, will you stay Kimber for me until you get back from France?” she said, stroking my lips with her finger and making it very hard to say no.

“What about going home to see my folks on July 4th.”

“You’ll be in France on July 3rd. See how easy that was. I’m really good at solving problems,” she said as she kissed her finger and put it on my nose.

“You can’t be serious!”

She dropped her hand to my knee and started to explore my bare leg. “Oh, I can be very persuasive.” She leaned over to kiss me. “If that doesn’t work, there’s always the pool house.”

We kissed for a little while until her phone chirped with a text message.

“Oh, damn,” she said, her mouth scrunching up in annoyance.

“What’s wrong, honey?”

“It’s my agent. He wants to drop by and see me at noon.”

“I’ll just disappear into the studio and you guys can talk.”

“No, I want you there as backup. I figure he’s trying to set me up an audition.”

“That might be cool, don’t you think?”

“I really don’t want to go back to Nashville. It is a soul-killer. I just want people to leave me alone so I can take you to France,” she said, grabbing my hand.

“But wouldn’t the money be nice.”

“I can live here pretty cheap. Granddad pays most of the bills and I get some money every month,” she said.

“What are you going to do?”

“I have to meet with him I guess, but I’m not interested in an audition.”

“We’ll meet with him together. If you want to, I’ll be the bad guy, er, bad girl.”

“Bad girl. I kind of like the sound of that! I know how to handle bad girls.” She gave me a lecherous grin. “We’d better have some breakfast and get dressed. I don’t want to meet with him in my nightgown.”

—————

Bree wanted to dress up business, so I put on the dark blue pleated skirt and my blue and white top. I had my hair down with a little curl, hose and pumps. She was dressed quite similar to me with a black skirt, white shirt and a blazer.

Right at noon, Rolland Sanderson rang the buzzer at the gate. She let out a sigh and pressed the button to let him in. We met him at the door and he had Gabe, the record company dude, with him. I could sense that Bree was not happy with this development.

We gave them hugs and brought them into the house to sit in the front room. I knew this room was here, but we never used it preferring the more casual locations in the house. The room was a color that bordered between rose and red, quite masculine, with heavy leather furniture, dark wood side tables and thick drapes. There was a very elegant chandelier on the ceiling and a marble fireplace on one wall. Sabrina and I sat together on the sofa and the guys took chairs on either side of us.

Her agent started talking first with the type of familiarity that jarred me.

“Ladies, we really liked what you did the other night at the costume contest. That was an outstanding cover and we both liked what we saw.” Gabe nodded his head in agreement. Starting out with the compliments before setting the hook.

“We really enjoyed it. That was why we were there; to have fun,” Bree said, grabbing my hand.

“But there’s a lot of talent there. There was energy, stage presence and your ability to play back and forth and to work the room was quite impressive.”

“Thanks, I guess,” Sabrina said, suspiciously.

“I’ll get to the point. Lisa and Roberto are going to be doing a nightclub act next Friday and they’d like to have you warm-up for them.”

“I’m not really that interested. Kimber and I are busy getting ready to go to Europe.”

“How interesting. When are you leaving?” Gabe asked.

“Dates are still being worked out.”

“Professional trip?” Rolland asked.

“Nope, just for fun.”

“This would only be the one night. You could do the song you did last night,” the agent pressed.

“I don’t think that would work for a nightclub, plus we’d need enough music for a set. Besides, these things are seldom only one night. There’s always another nightclub, or a bar, or a festival or something. It will take over your life.”

“This would really help Lisa and Roberto out. They want you in the worst way,” Gabe said.

“Why didn’t they ask us then?” Sabrina challenged.

“That was me. I thought it would be better if I was there to help. I could work out the details,” Rolland admitted.

Sabrina was quiet, but her body language was screaming no.

“I don’t really think we can help. I’d like to support Lisa and Roberto, but it’s not going to work for us.”

“So Kimber, who is your agent?” Rolland asked.

“I don’t need an agent for karaoke. I sing for my own enjoyment, that’s all.” I was getting a bit annoyed with him.

“You two are an amazing talent, and I know something about that,” Gabe said.

“We keep hearing that, but that doesn’t mean we need to go pro and ruin our lives. I know something about that,” Sabrina growled.

“What can we do to convince you?” Rolland asked.

Sabrina leaned over and whispered in my ear. “Do you want to do this?”

I whispered back, “Only if you want to, and I mean that.”

She thought for a little bit, then stiffened.

“We will do two shows as long as they are before July 1. We’ll do some of my songs and work on some covers, coordinating them with Lisa and Roberto. We’ll use our own backing music and we don’t want any money. We are only doing this for Lisa and Roberto so we only work with them.”

“That’s crazy,” Rolland growled.

“What part?” Bree hissed as Gabe grinned in the background.

“Well, I think we’d be okay with the July date and you could sing whatever you wanted as long as it was okay with Lisa and Roberto.”

“So where’s the problem? Is it the no money part?”

“Well, yes.”

“Oh, that reminds me,” she said, grabbing her purse and taking out $5 and handing it to Rolland.

“What’s this?” he sputtered.

“It’s your commission for my half of the karaoke contest last night. It sounds like you’re worried about money.”

Gabe burst out laughing, causing Rolland to turn and give him a dirty look. It was everything I could do to keep a straight face.

“I’ll talk to the others and we’ll draw up a contract,” Rolland said.

“There’s no contract. We’re only doing this as a favor to Lisa and Roberto. Talk to them and have them call and we’ll work something up for Friday,” Sabrina said, flatly. “I think we’re done here.”

“Look Sabrina…” Rolland started, but Gabe patted him on the shoulder and told him he was okay with everything, stood and directed him toward the exit.

—————

I walked the guys to the door and Gabe said thank you to me as Sanderson walked out without a word. I closed the door behind them and returned to find Bree still on the sofa where I left her. She looked up at me with tears in her eyes.

“Kimber, I’ve really screwed you over. I’m so sorry.”

“What do you mean, honey? What you did was very generous.”

“I wasn’t being generous; I was being selfish. I probably stole your chance to go pro.”

“And miss going to France! No way.”

“I’ve also trapped you into staying as Kimber.”

“You said you could be persuasive. I just didn’t know how tricky you could be.”

“That’s not being tricky. That’s being a rat.”

“Stop that. I’d already made up my mind anyway.”

She looked at me stunned, then looked down and wiped away her tears.

“So, I wondered why you didn’t want to get paid. You could have used the money.”

“I saw what that slimy bastard Sanderson was doing. If we got paid, there would have to be a contract and you would need an agent. He wanted to sign you.”

“Oh.”

“I’d like to see you get an agent, but I want you to have a choice and not have one shoved down your throat. Not just to help some people we hardly even know. I’ll help you get an agent if you want one; a good one.”

“So, that’s why he didn’t want Lisa and Roberto asking us directly. They wanted to get in the middle.”

“Exactly.”

“Do they even know about our opening for them?”

“It wouldn’t surprise me if the whole thing is a setup. We’ll see when they call; if they call.”

She was quiet for a while, then she looked at me, distressed.

“I hate this room,” she said. “Can we go out on the deck. I want to hold you.”

“I’d like that,” I told her as I rose from the sofa and gave her my hand.

—————

I walked with her to the patio, got her settled then went back to the kitchen to get a couple of glasses of soda. When I came back, she was looking at something on her phone.

“It’s a message from a law office,” she said, her face unreadable.

“Trouble?”

“Oh, sorry, nothing like that. They want me to come in for a job interview.”

“Fantastic!”

“I don’t know. I can’t take a job. Granddad is working on tickets for us.”

“What are you going to tell them?”

“I want to think about it. Right now, I want to cuddle with you and have the rest of the world go away. I’m turning off the phone,” she said, pressing the power button until the screen went black. I sat beside her and she wrapped her arms around me, gripping me closely. She was quiet for a long time as we just shared one another’s company.

She looked up at me and gave me a weak smile.

“Kimber, are you going to stay with me?”

“I don’t have anywhere to go for the next little bit.”

“No, I mean stay with me. Move into your room and be my steady girlfriend. I want you here with me as my inspiration and to help me record my songs.”

I was quiet for a while, going through in my mind what this would mean. Being here and living in his huge house with this amazing lady was the dream of a lifetime. Then I started thinking of all the issues; Kerry, my parents and siblings, school and all of the rest. As I pondered, her eyes welled up in tears.

“Oh honey, what’s the matter,” I asked.

“You don’t want me.”

“Don’t ever say that! I want you in the worst way, but I want you to be happy and not have me coming into your life and wrecking everything.”

“You’re not wrecking anything. I’ve never wanted to be with someone so much in my whole life. Whatever is wrong, we’ll fix it.”

“Well, right now, my lips are getting a little dry,” I said, trying to lighten the mood.

“Let me help you with that,” she replied, leaning forward to give me a mind-numbing kiss.

—————

We started out with a warmup on the patio, then went to her bedroom for some more serious play.

By the time we were done, I had given her an oral assault from one end of her body to the other. There was a pretty complete assault of me as well. The session included some latex-glove anal play which for me was a new experience. She used a lot of lube and was very gentle. She gave me an amazing prostate massage which led to a sensation like an orgasm would feel for a woman. The interesting part is that I wasn’t limited to just once. She kept massaging and I kept coming. I was still taped up so there was no penis play, making it a delightfully feminine experience for me.

As we lay curled up beside one another, she grabbed her phone and finally turned it back on.

“Bah,” she said as the screen populated with text messages and missed calls.

“Good thing I turned the damned thing off,” she said. “I would have killed someone if they had messed us up earlier.”

“I would have been right there to help.”

“There’s a voicemail here from Lisa and Roberto. Let me put it on speaker.”

Hi guys, Lisa’s voice came over the phone. Gabe said you wanted to open for us next week. That’s so cool!

“Making it sound like our idea. Cute,” Bree said.

He said you wanted to get together and get our ideas about what to do for covers. We’d love to do that for you.

“Are all these people assholes?” I asked.

“We didn’t play the game. This is a micro-aggression; kicking down to put us in our place.”

We’ll make sure you get good exposure.

“So now they’re doing us a favor.”

Give us a call and we’ll get together somewhere and sort everything out. Chao!

“I’ll sort something out,” I growled.

“Don’t blame Lisa and Roberto. They haven’t seen the inside of the beast yet. They’ll learn.”

“But everyone is lying to them.”

“Look, in this business the first liar is at an extreme disadvantage. There is always a cascade of lies so it gets to the point where no one can even recognize the truth anymore.”

“What do you want to do?”

“I’ll send a text and pitch getting together at the nightclub so we can look over the venue. I don’t want them here because there would be too many questions.”

“Sounds good.”

“We’ll work on some covers, then I’d like to do some of my songs.”

“How many songs do we need?”

“We’ll ask them how long their set is. We should probably prepare five or six songs, then have some extras ready in case we need them. Do you think we could put together eight to ten songs by Friday knowing we’d only probably need half of them?”

“So, does this mean spending lots of hours with you in the studio working on love songs. I just want to be sure I’ve got that correct,” I asked wolfishly.

“You’ve got a pretty clear picture of our week ahead.”

She grabbed her phone and sent Lisa a text, then she went through the rest of the messages.

“You’ve got a passport, right?” she asked.

“I got it a couple of years ago. Should be good.”

“Granddad needs a copy of it for the airline.”

“It’s at the apartment. I can get a picture of it next time I’m there.”

“I suggested we fly over on July 1 and he’s trying to work that out. Will that work for you?”

“It’ll get me out of going to Minneapolis to see my parents over the fourth. Sounds like a winner.”

“So, do you speak any French?”

“Je t’aime beaucoup,” I said, stroking her cheek.

“Je t’aime aussi. I think we’re covered with French. Let’s go work!”

—————

We ran through recording her songs, including the third which she had added a couple of new verses. We did guitar and vocal tracks and added some effects until we had what we liked. She still wasn’t happy with the lyrics, but that was to be expected. They were great songs; very moving and evocative.

We did a backing track for the KD Lang song, putting in some of the accordion using the MIDI keyboard. She ran through some ideas for her guitar during the instrumental parts and pretty soon we had a good sounding cover. We had played around with it for karaoke, but doing it for real added a few more steps. We shared the leads and she led the chorus and I did backup. When we were satisfied, we played it through the surround-sound speakers and it sounded great.

“I love the backup track, Kimber. I didn’t know you did keyboards.”

“I’ve played piano since I was little, just don’t have room for one in the apartment. It’s really fun to work with this software. I can do just about anything.”

“I want to do it once more, but you need one other thing. I’ll be right back.”

I continued to add some effects and equalization to our tracks and she brought me a small wooden container.

“I made you a shaker. Try it?”

She gave me the thing and I gave it a shake. Very cool.

“It’s just a wooden tea container filled with dried beans, but we’ll go to Bennies shop and get you some egg shakers and maybe a tambourine.”

We cut the song again with me providing some rhythm with the shaker. We ran it through the big system and we were really pleased.

“So, what’s next?” she asked.

“You’re going to think I’m crazy, but I have one that I would do with Kerry that I think we could try. You’ll never find…”

“You mean Lou Rawls!?! That would be interesting and the lyrics would be great,” she said, excitedly.

“I’d like to bring it up-tempo a bit and give it a try. Give me a few minutes to make a backing track. We’ll just trade the melody back and forth to play with it.”

“Bring it on.”

It took us a bit to find a key and tempo we were happy with, and with the DAW it made it really easy to change around and experiment.

You’ll never find…another love like mine…someone who loves you…tender like I do.

“I like it! It’s very romantic, just like my girlfriend,” Sabrina said, “And no guitar needed. Oh, that reminds me; bring the guitar stand.”

“I’ll be interested to see what they have there for audio. Does your guitar have a pickup?”

“No, I usually use an instrument mic.”

“Something else to check for at the nightclub.”

We worked on several other songs and prepared backing tracks with the loop library.

“Oh, now I get it. When you told Rolland we would do our own backing track. No need for a contract,” I said when the light bulb finally went on.

“Exactly.”

“So, we use the sound library on our software with no royalty, perfect.”

We bounced all of our projects to MP3 and she put it on her phone. There were six songs in all, her three and three covers.

“We’ll wait for a text from Lisa and see when they want to get together and we can show them what we have,” she recommended.

“Sounds great!”

“One thing. Don’t tell them too much about how we made these or they’ll start asking too many questions. You’ll see what I mean.”

“Got it.”

“Right now, I want to take you out to dinner.”

“As a reward for working me to death all afternoon,” I said, theatrically holding my hand to my forehead.

“No, the reward comes later.”


Chapter 19

Tuesday, June 16th

Yesterday we continued to work on our music for Friday night, plus we put together two more covers. She was a little happier with the lyrics for the last song, so we recorded it again, plus I added some shaker.

At lunch today we went over to Bennies store and got some decent egg shakers and a tambourine. He was interested in what we were working on and we explained the deal with us opening for Lisa and Roberto at the nightclub.

“I’m familiar with their setup. If I were you, I’d take over your mixer, your wireless microphones, the instrument mic and some stands. The mixer has an XLR output you can plug into their audio system. I think you’ll be happier than with their crummy microphones.”

“Hey, would you like to hear what we’ve been working on?” Bree asked.

“Sure! Come into my office and we’ll put it on the big speakers.”

We went to his office and he gave our tracks a listen.

“Wow, these are fantastic, and great work with the recording and mixing.”

“The equipment really gives us a pro setup. Thanks for all the help with that.”

“No problem. That’s what I’m here for.”

—————

A little before five we all met at the nightclub and talked with the manager and asked if we could look at the stage.

“Sure, there’s nobody here right now so if you need to power up and soundcheck, go ahead.”

“Sounds good,” Roberto said.

I could see what Benny was saying about the setup. There were three wired microphones on straight stands, but nothing to use as an instrument mic. We powered up and the audio system wasn’t bad, but there were no monitors. I guess we’d need to bring the In Ears as well. Roberto thought everything looked great, and Bree and I looked at one another in shock. This was pretty pathetic.

“So, do you think there will be any time between the open and your set, or will we be introducing you?” Sabrina asked. I thought it was a curious question and made a note to ask her about it later.

“We’ll need some time to set up, so I think we’ll have a break to clear the stage and have the manager introduce us.”

“That works. Is Gabe sending someone over to set up and run the audio.”

“He didn’t say anything about it,” Roberto said, looking puzzled.

“Let’s have a seat and we’ll discuss what we plan to do and see what you think,” Sabrina said sweetly, with the subtext that we would be planning our own music. Smooth.

We sat but we were having a bit of trouble hearing the music from her phone. Since there was still nobody here, we pulled over one of the cables to the audio system and ran her phone through that. The place filled with our music and Lisa and Roberto’s eyes about bugged out. The manager came out from the back and listened from the doorway.

“How did you guys do this?!?” Lisa asked.

“Oh, we were just messing around in GarageBand. No big deal,” Bree said, giving me a wink.

“Holy shit. That sounds great,” Roberto said.

“It’s just software. So, does Gabe have you in the studio and working on your backing tracks?”

“We’re supposed to drop by tomorrow. Is he putting together something for you guys?”

“No, we’ll just remove the guitar and vocals and bounce these. It should be good enough,” Bree said, deliberately making it sound pretty basic.

“Bounce?” Lisa asked.

“Output an MP3 with just the background instruments,” I explained.

“Oh. We’ve never done anything like that. It must be cool.”

“Just part of making music,” I said, remembering what Sabrina said about feeling like just a voice with everything else being done for you.

“So, do you guys have anything for us to listen to?” Bree asked.

“Not really,” Roberto said.

“With you being headliners, it’s really not necessary. Just wanted to make sure our sets didn’t clash is all.”

“Nope, we should be good.”

“How long is your set?” I asked.

“We’re doing five songs.”

“Sounds good. If we’re set, we’ll be headed out.”

“I think so, we’ll keep in touch if anything changes.”

“When do we go on?”

“At seven.”

“Great, we’ll see you on Friday. Ready Kimber?”

“Ready.”

—————

We went to a local Mexican restaurant and got a quiet booth. She ordered us a couple of draft Dos Equis and they put a bowl of tortilla chips and salsa on our table.

“I predict a disaster for them on Friday night. Gabe is jacking them around. Did you hear them say they aren’t in the studio yet?” Sabrina huffed.

“What’s that mean?”

“Unlike us, they’re not even practicing. They can’t be. I bet they don’t even have a set list. And five songs for a headline act. Pathetic.”

“Why were you asking about someone to set up.”

“Gabe should have a roadie to set up and run the sound. I can’t believe he’s going to make his headline act set up their own equipment. Us, yes, but not them.”

“And what was it about our introducing them?”

“We want to remove our equipment. Since he said they wanted to clear the stage, set themselves up and have the manager introduce them, that’s perfect.”

“They want to play like they are some big deal.”

“Exactly. I didn’t want them to use our equipment anyway. Let them deal with the shit that is there.”

“Yeah, that’s pretty basic.”

“We’ll practice set up and tear down and figure out what kind of road case we need. I wish there was a roadie because that would be a big help.”

“Can I get Kerry to help?”

“Do you think he would?”

“Sure, he’ll be there anyway.”

“Fantastic. I’ll text Lisa and make sure to get him a stage pass.”

We signaled the waitress to take our order. It sounded like we had a pretty good plan in place.

“So, what are you going to do later?” Bree asked.

“I probably better go back to the apartment and spend some time with Kerry and Gina. They are complaining they never see me.”

She grabbed my hand, “I’m really going to miss you.”

“I’ll come back in the morning after I make breakfast for Kerry. Then we’ll work on some more songs. I want to do a bit more work and when you are satisfied, bounce our backing tracks and practice with them. Also, we need to practice the setup.”

“Remember to grab your passport.”

“Oh, thanks for reminding me.”

“Bennie is going to bring the van out sometime tomorrow with some road cases for us to look at.”

“So no fooling around then,” I said, pouting my lip.

“No problem, I told him he had to text first.”


Chapter 20

Wednesday, June 17th

“Good morning, beautiful,” Kerry said to me, grabbing me around the middle as I stood in front of the stove frying some bacon.

“You better stop that or Gina is going to pound us into the ground.”

“Having you around is starting to make her jealous. She even wore a dress when she came over the other night.”

“Go Gina!”

“I took her out for a drink and we stopped by the park on the way home. There was some pretty serious kissing going on until the cops rolled through the park and spotlighted us.”

“You sit down and I’ll bring you your coffee,” I said, still laughing about them getting rousted by the cops.

“Hopefully you brought the kissing home.”

“Yes, but I’m a gentleman and I can’t provide any more details.”

“No problem. Next time I see Gina I’ll get a full report. We girls share stories.”

“I also talked her into doing some singing with me. She’s actually pretty good.”

“That’s fantastic!”

“She’s not ready to do karaoke at the bar, but that will come.”

“I’m looking forward to that. Sucks they only have two mics or we could do a trio.”

“I’m looking forward to seeing you perform on Friday. Do you think you’re ready?”

“We’re more than ready for the venue. I don’t think the expectations are very high, but we want to make an impression.”

“I’m looking forward to being your roadie.”

“Sorry there’s no money in it.”

“I understand. I know why you did that and glad to see you’re not getting roped into anything.”

He was quiet for a bit as he ate his breakfast, then he looked up at me.

“Are you going to be at karaoke on Saturday?”

“I got so busy; I didn’t even think about that. I’m kind of stuck in girl mode for a while.”

“I wouldn’t mind doing a duet with Kimber. Everybody enjoyed it the last time.”

“Let’s try it. It’ll be fun. But no short skirt and kissing. I don’t think Gina was happy with the last time.”

“We had a pretty serious discussion about it but I think she’s good now. I reminded her that she came up with the idea in the first place.”

“Sure, jump out of a burning building and into quicksand. I’m surprised you are still breathing.”

“It wasn’t the best strategy. At least I heal quickly.”

“You go get ready for work or you’re going to be late.”

“Will you come over for break?”

“I can’t today, but soon.”

He headed off to get ready as I cleaned up the breakfast dishes. I walked him to the door and he got quiet.

“Kimber, I really like it when you’re here in the morning.”

Oh boy.

“It’s probably good so I can make sure your hair is combed,” I said, pushing a stray lock of hair back on his head.

He took my arms and put them around his neck, held me and looked into my eyes, his expression a combination of hope and confusion. He leaned forward and kissed me; a solid and passionate kiss that caused my mind to reel. This was not where I wanted to go right now.

When the kiss broke, I teased him about messing up my makeup as I wiped my lipstick off his mouth.

“You have a good day, Kerry. I’ll be thinking about you.”

“I love you, Kimber. I’ll be thinking about you too.”

—————

Bennie came over early and brought in a series of road cases and put them in the game room. He had a drawing of the stage at the nightclub and he measured out an area on the floor and outlined it with masking tape. He also brought over a small stand that was just the size of Sabrina’s tablet so she could run the mixer.

Sabrina gave him the set list for the six songs we planned, plus five more we had for reserve. She’d explained that we wanted to have some extra music in the event something happened that the main act wasn’t ready in time.

Bennie put the tracks on a jump drive and also put it in the memory of the mixer and showed us how to run everything during the performance. We pulled the condenser mics and the pop shields off the stands and put on the holders for the wireless mics. We adjusted Bree’s instrument mic and set up a stand for my shakers and tambourine.

“Let’s do a test,” Bennie said, handing us the In Ears.

Sabrina pushed the start button on her tablet and the music started coming out of the surround sound as Bennie used his phone to video us. We ran through the first couple of songs, did some adjustments and ran through the full set. I was stunned that he spent the whole time working with us and I couldn’t imagine how much this was going to cost.

“Ladies, this is going to be fantastic. Let’s do a teardown and setup test and see what you will need for a road case.

We tore everything down and wound up the cables and put it all on the floor. We put Bree’s guitar in her case and Bennie looked over the cases he brought and picked out one that he thought would work. He showed us the best way to pack everything and in no time we had it all in the one case. I went to lift it and he said no and asked if we had a roadie.

“Yes, Kerry will be coming over to help.”

“It’s going to be a bit heavy, but I have a wheeled dolly that will help. I’ll let you use the van.”

Holy shit.

We set it up and tore it down a couple more times until we could do it in just a little over five minutes. We set up for the last time and he asked if there was anything else we needed.

“I don’t think so. We’ll practice but everything looks good.”

“You guys are going to knock them dead. I’ll try to be there but if I can’t, I’ll drop the van off Friday afternoon so you can use it.”

“You’re a treasure, uncle Bennie. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“You would still be amazing. You both would,” he said, giving us both hugs, grabbing the unneeded cases and heading upstairs.

—————

We continued to run through our music, becoming very comfortable with the setup. Bree’s vocals were solid and her guitar solos were amazing. We practiced our extra music which wasn’t quite as tight as our main set, but we probably wouldn’t need it.

“It’s always good to have extra stuff. We once had a gig where the musician following us got into an accident coming to the event. We ended up playing another half hour to cover for him. Hopefully something like that won’t happen this time.”

We broke for a late lunch and after we cleaned up the dishes and freshened up in the restroom, Bree said she wanted me to help her with something upstairs. As I expected, I got locked into her bedroom and was on my back in the middle of her bed staring up as she hovered over me.

“I think a few kisses to start with, then we’ll see what happens next,” she mused, dropping her lips to mine. She gave me an amazing kiss, lighting my passion on fire. She is so exciting and stimulating. I wish I’d taken care of things this morning because things were getting very uncomfortable for me.

“Do I make my little girlfriend hot? I think I do,” she teased.

“Yes, you definitely make your girlfriend hot.”

“Would you like me to help out? I’d be happy to do that for you.”

“That’s a little difficult for me. I have some body image problems.”

“Oh, I’ve seen your big clitty. I bet it’s getting really swollen right now, isn’t it?” she said, reaching down to stroke my front.

“A little,” I said, feeling my cock strain against the tape.

“I have an idea. Why don’t we go take a shower together,” she said, continuing to stroke the front of my panties. “I have a nice big shower and we could go in and have some good clean fun. I’ll even wash your back.”

“You make a pretty tempting offer. As I remember you can be pretty persistent.”

She continued to rub my front, the stroking becoming more intense.

“I’m just going to continue to torture you until you say yes.”

“Only if you promise not to laugh at how funny I look.”

“Deal, as long as you don’t laugh at my funny looking feet.”

She stood and put out her hand, lifting me from the bed. She pushed my hair back and started kissing my neck, grinding herself against my aching cock. I felt her drop the zipper on my dress, pulling it free of my arms and dropping it to the floor. She helped me step out of it and put it on the bed. I helped her remove her dress as well, kissing her deeply as I did so. We helped each other remove our shoes and hose, then she grabbed me by the hand, crossing to her bedside table. She pulled out a foil envelope and a tube of lube and handed them to me, “Just in case we need them,” she said with a smirk. She led me to her bathroom and we continued to kiss as we removed each other’s underwear. She braided my long blonde hair, wound it up and covered it with a shower cap. She put on a cap as well. We continued to caress each other’s bodies, the action unhurried and sensuous. I stroked her beautiful breasts and she did the same for my forms, checking the seams.

“We need to get you implants. They would be a lot less hassle,” she said, kissing the nipples of my silicone boobs. “Plus they would feel much better when I kiss them.”

“Would they be as soft as yours?” I asked, duplicating the action on her firm nipples.

“Oh, yes.”

She looked at me with fire in her eyes, her scent betraying her level of excitement.

“Can you take that off. I want to see you,” she whispered, pointing at my tape.

I reached down and carefully loosened the tape from my man-bits, finally letting myself free. I stood long and proud as she stroked the length.

She turned on the shower and set the temperature at 100 degrees; it even had a digital readout. The indicator turned green and we entered, stroking and kissing each other. Our makeup was going to be a mess, but I was too hot to worry about that right now, and I’m pretty sure she was the same. She took a lather-builder sponge and added some gel from the wall dispenser. She started at my upper body, leaving a trail of foam in her wake. I borrowed it and repeated the procedure on her, then turned her around so I could wash her back. I spent a lot of time on her neck and shoulders, then moved to her back and finally her butt. I carefully lathered every inch of her soft behind. I stooped down to lather her legs and feet. I didn’t think her feet looked funny at all.

I turned her again so she was facing me, then lathered up her legs, and her front, using the sprayer to rinse before giving her a taste with my tongue. She opened herself to me as I tasted her delicious pussy. After I gave her an orgasm, I lathered her center again and stood. She took the sponge from me, added more gel and had me turn and face away. She lathered my back and spend a long time on my butt.

She turned me and lathered my legs and up to my swollen man parts. She rinsed, took me into her mouth and treated me to a delicious blow-job. She made sure not to let me get too close, then retreated and cleaned the area again, using a palm full of the slippery gel, stroking me to assure complete cleanliness. We pressed against one-another enjoying the sensation of the slippery bath gel as we rubbed our bodies against the other.

We rinsed each other completely, exited the shower and wrapped one another in thick towels. She took me to her vanity and used a wipe to remove what was left of our makeup. She then coated both of our lips with lip gloss, we removed our bath caps and let our hair fall. We kissed some more as she stroked my aching member.

“I want to fuck you, Kimber. Are you ready for me?”

“Yes, Bree. I’m ready.”

She covered my rod with the condom, added some lube then led me to her bed, pushing me on my back in the middle of it.

“I’d like to borrow this nice big cock of yours and screw you with it, Kimber. Okay.”

“Please fuck me with my cock, Sabrina.”

I was beside myself with lust as she crouched down in front of me. She pushed my legs high over my head, pulling my cock back behind my legs, squatting then dropping her pussy onto my rod in the Amazon position. She started with slow strokes, then stepping up the pace as we adjusted our positions for better penetration. I grabbed my legs with my arms and hugged them to my fake boobs, giving her more of my cock to fuck me with. Her orgasms began with small ones, then getting larger and noisier as she increased the tempo. I felt an oncoming explosion, her beautiful body bouncing above me and her face twisted in passion.

“Oh, fuck me, Sabrina. Fuck with that big hard cock. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.”

“I’m going to fuck you, Kimber, like you’ve never been fucked before.”

“I’m going to come, Sabrina. You are making me come with that big hard cock.”

“Come for me, Kimber. Come for me.”

We both screamed in unison as a load of cum was blown into the condom from her borrowed cock.

It took a while to uncouple from the complex position and making sure the rubber didn’t become dislodged. She finally raised herself and whispered to me that I could have my cock back now.

“I’m sorry, but it’s not as big as when I borrowed it from you,” she said with a chuckle. She was right. It dangled there pathetically with the rubber about to drop off. I grabbed it and rushed to the bath to get rid of the rubber and clean up a bit. I wrapped myself in a towel, collected my underwear and went out to find her smiling at me from her bed. She held the key to her bedroom door in her hand.

“If I can borrow that, I’ll go to my room and get all pretty for my girlfriend. I’m kind of a mess right now.”

“You do that, then you come back. We’ll do something nice. A surprise.”

“I love surprises. I’ll be right back, I promise.”

“I’ll trust you. I need to clean up a little myself. My girlfriend got me all hot and sweaty.”

She threw me the key and I let myself out the door, crossing the hall to my room. My room; I still can’t get used to that.

I took yet another shower, washed my hair this time and wrapped it in a turban. I put on makeup, blew my hair dry and gave it a bit of curl. I completely renewed my makeup and amped it up because I wanted to look good for Sabrina. I put on the silk dress, nude designer hose and my tall pumps. I looked at myself in the mirror and gave a twirl. I looked and felt like a million bucks.

I crossed the hall and gave a light knock on Bree’s door.

“Come in sweetie.”

As I entered her room, I saw her at her makeup table, finishing up her lipstick. She looked amazing.

“Oh, Kimber, I love the dress. I think we should go out for a nice dinner so I can show you off.”

“I’d be happy to stay home eating hotdogs as long as I’m with you.”

“Sorry, all out of hotdogs.”

She grabbed a small box from her dresser and put it in her purse, then turned and asked if I was ready.

“Let me grab my purse and we can go.”

—————

We went to an Italian restaurant that was quite nice and romantic and we got a quiet table for two. Bree ordered us a bottle of wine and a brochette appetizer.

I gave her a long look and took her hand.

“I love you, Sabrina.”

“And I love you, Kimber. That’s going to make the question I want to ask you much easier.”

Just then the waiter came over to refill our water glasses and she asked him to give us a bit, so he wandered off.

She reached for her purse and took out the small box, opened it and inside was a beautiful diamond ring.

“This was my mother’s ring, Kimber. I’d like for you to wear it for me. I want you to marry me.”

“Oh my god, Sabrina. Yes, yes. Of course I’ll marry you.”

She took my left hand and put the ring on my finger and curiously it fit perfectly. She refilled our wine glasses and proposed a toast.

“To us,” she toasted.

I clinked her glass and said “To the luckiest girl in the world… Me.”

My subconscious was down there screaming about all the ways this was a bad idea, but I didn’t care. I looked over at Sabrina, she smiled at me and I pushed back all of my worries. She was really good at fixing things. I took a look at the ring in shock. It was a beautiful diamond solitaire in a white gold mounting. I was too blown away to ask what she meant about it being her mother’s ring, but that made it even more special.


Chapter 21

Thursday, June 18th

I slept with my fiancée last night, feeling on top of the world with her close beside me. We were pretty sexed out after the afternoon, but I cuddled her close and told her how much I loved her, and she did the same with me.

When I asked her what kind of engagement ring she wanted, she said just a plain band; nothing fancy. I tried to argue but she wouldn’t hear of it. “You can get me a used one if you want. The one I gave you is used.”

I told her we would go next week and get her something, all the while trying to figure out how I was going to pay for it.

I got a text first thing this morning from Gina asking if I was going to come over to the school today. She had a couple of things she wanted to try to get me ready for the nightclub. I checked with Bree and she told me to go ahead and have fun. We’d run through everything one last time tonight and tomorrow morning and pack up the stuff getting ready for Bennie to bring over the van. I texted Gina and said I’d come over to the school about one.

“What do you think we should wear to the nightclub?” I asked.

“How about that silk dress you wore last night. That’s beautiful on you.”

“Okay, what about you?”

“I have one somewhat like yours with a geometric pattern and a tulip hem. It will be perfect.”

“Do we want to check with Lisa about what she and Roberto are wearing?”

“Honestly, I want to be as different as possible from them. I figure they will be all fake country, so that will be perfect,” she said. She has given a lot of thought to this with a bit of micro-aggression thrown in as well.

—————

Prior to heading over to the school, I removed the forms and tape and took a long shower that included a lot of hair remover. Even though it smelled really bad, I liked the smoothness that it left since the hair was dissolved and not cut. I reapplied the tape and the forms, making sure everything was secure.

I dressed in a casual skirt and blouse and headed over to the beauty school. I had all my makeup supplies because Gina wasn’t too specific as to what we would be doing. When I got there, I was greeted warmly and a few of the students actually congratulated me on my song at the costume show. Gina had taken a video of my song with Sabrina and showed it to them. None of them mentioned my song with Kerry so if she had a video, she didn’t show it to anyone.

They were interested about why I was still dressing up and I mentioned our performing at the nightclub so they could understand why I’m not going back to being a guy right away. Gina was a little more skeptical and when she got me alone, she took me back to the workroom for a chat.

“So, am I right that I’m going to have you as a customer for a while?” she asked.

“Probably until I go back to school in the fall.”

“What’s with the ring?” she probed.

“Sabrina and I are engaged.”

“She works fast,” Gina said with a chuckle.

“If I tell you something, can you keep it to yourself. Just a secret between us girls. She wants me to go to France with her to meet her grandparents.”

“Okay… That’s an interesting development. They’re the ones with all the money?”

“Yes. Apparently it’s their house where Sabrina is living.”

“Do they know about your special circumstance? It’s likely to come up sooner or later.”

“Yes, there’s no surprise about that.”

“Okay, that being the case, I think we can do a couple more procedures if you are ready for that.”

“What do you have in mind.”

“We can shape your brows a little more and maybe some laser hair removal.”

“Sabrina is talking about implants. What do you know about that?”

“That is a pretty big and permanent step. Going back to being Steven would be a bit more difficult. I can try to get you some more information so you know what’s involved.”

“Thanks, Gina. I mean that.”

“Is there a date for the wedding?”

“We haven’t discussed it yet. Probably won’t know until we get back from France.”

“You’re going back to school this fall, right?”

“Yes. I just have one more year to get my degree.”

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but are you going to continue rooming with Kerry?”

“I haven’t given it much thought.”

“My lease is coming up and he was wondering if I wanted to move in with him. I’m not trying to throw you out. I just wanted to know what your plans were.”

“Sabrina has a room for me at her grandparents place. So, are you and Kerry thinking more about a future? He mentioned you guys were doing more things together.”

“Oh, yes. We are definitely doing things together.”

“He told me you got spotlighted by the cops the other day, but he wouldn’t give me any details.”

“That was so cool, Kimber. He took me over to the park as a surprise. He’s never done anything like that before.”

“Did you give the cops an eyeful?”

“I was wearing a dress and he might have been exploring my thigh. Of course, I was exploring him as well. After the cops ran us off, we went back to the apartment and it got a little intense. He has quite a talented tongue and many other talents as well.”

“Go you!!!”

“I made sure I didn’t have anywhere to go, turned off both of our phones and asked him to go slow. We started on the sofa then finally ended up in his bed after an extended play session.”

“That is so cool.”

“I had Kat give me some longer nails and I was afraid that I was going to draw blood, but he didn’t mind a bit. It was very intense.”

“It sounds like it.”

“We’ve also started singing together. He keeps telling me that I’m doing good, but I get so nervous I lose my place.”

“When that happens, there’s a back button. Just do it again. It happens to everyone.”

“That’s what he says. He’s really patient with me.”

“Gina, he loves you.”

“It’s taken me a while to understand it, but I love him too. We’ve just spent so much time together we think we know each other so well. We don’t know anything.”

“It’s time to shake things up,” I said.

“We’re starting to date again; not just go out for a meal, but a real date. No pretense and more spontaneity. I love it when he does things that challenge me and pushes me off balance, Like the singing and dancing.”

“Dancing?!?”

“Yes, he took me out dancing the other night. I never realized what a great dancer he is. He’s teaching me.”

I reached out and hugged her.

“This is such great news, Gina. I couldn’t be happier for you guys.”

“We’re planning to come see you tomorrow night.”

“That’s great, but we may need to steal Kerry away to have us move some stuff.”

“As long as you let him come back when you’re done with him.”

“No problem.”

“So let’s get you out and get you plucked. And Kat is interested in having you come by. She has a bunch of brushes she needs cleaned.”

—————

When I got back to Sabrina’s place, she was on the patio talking to someone on the phone. I waved at her and she blew me a kiss, then went back to her conversation. I went to the kitchen and got us both something to drink, then left her drink in front of her. It sounded like she was talking to the grandparents.

She gave me a look and her mouth fell open seeing my arched brows, my amazing makeup and the braids Gina added to my hair.

“I want a pose,” she said, and I put my hand on my hip and gave a big smile while she snapped a photo. I didn’t realize until after she took the picture that you could see the ring clearly. I hope that didn’t wreck things.

“Grandpa says you’re beautiful, Kimber.”

I gave a thumbs up and walked out around the pool and the tennis court to think about things. I had gone around the corner with the eyebrows, so going back to boy mode for the next few months was out of the question. I talked to Kat a little about the implants and she said her sister had them and was happy with the result. They would definitely be less of a hassle then the forms. Where the process was reversible, it would be more surgery and would leave scars.

I also started the laser hair removal for my beard. I never wanted to grow a beard anyway so I wouldn’t mind having it gone and not have to disguise the dark area around my mouth.

I sat on one of the chairs next to the pool enjoying the slight breeze of the warm afternoon. I felt so happy here with Sabrina.

After her call, she walked out to sit with me.

“How’s my beautiful fiancée,” she said, giving me a light kiss.

“I’m very happy.”

“Grandpa sends his congratulations. He really liked the picture.”

“He’s okay with everything? I mean, me and all?”

“I love you, and he loves you too. End of discussion.”

“And I love you, Sabrina. I really mean that.”

“Are you just saying that so I won’t lock you in the pool house?” she said, grinning.

“Not yet. We have to practice! Maybe later.”

She took my hand and led me to the studio so we could run through our music again.


Chapter 22

Friday, June 19th

Morning came early with an e-mail from Sabrina’s grandfather. Attached to the note were two airline tickets from Chicago to Bordeaux France with a stop in Paris on July 2nd. Wow, this was for real. My concerns about her grandfather knowing that I was a guy were relieved by the name on the ticket; Steven R. Patterson. I should know better than to let my paranoia rule me. Sabrina said he knew about me and didn’t have any trouble with it.

“I just fell in love with you all over again,” I told her as I kissed her and held her close.

“Why?”

“Why not?”

“Okay, if you love me, then you’ll make me breakfast.”

“As long as you show me how to turn on the stove, I’ll do it.”

We went to the kitchen and we both struggled with the stove for a bit before we got the right temperature for the bacon.

“How do you like your eggs?” I asked.

“Oh, a Florentine omelet fried in butter sounds great!”

“That may sound great, but you’re getting scrambled.”

“While you’re in France, we’re going to enroll you in cooking classes.”

I surprised her with a mushroom and Swiss omelet with bacon crumbles which resulted in a big smile.

After breakfast, we went to the studio and I did some voiceover work that had built up, plus ran through all of our music. When we thought we had everything solid, we tore down and put it in the road case. Just a little over five minutes which we were happy with.

About four in the afternoon, Kevin, one of the guys from the music store, dropped by with the van.

“Do we need to drop you anywhere? I asked.”

“No, no. Mr. Rickets said I should load the road case and bring it to the nightclub at six. He says he will send someone to pick you up.”

Bree and I looked at one another, then she nodded in understanding.

“We can’t thank you enough, Kevin,” Sabrina said as we led him to the studio to get the case. Is this really happening?

—————

We sent a text to Kerry and said for him to meet us at the nightclub at six, then went up to get dressed.

It took quite a bit of time to get ready because everything had to be perfect. I had my tote bag with makeup supplies, our backup flash-drive and an extra pair of hose for both me and Sabrina.

About 5:45 there was a message from the gate from our driver. Sabrina smiled as she let him in and we headed for the circle drive. Bennie sent a freaking limo for us!!! This was amazing.

The limo driver must have had photos because he greeted us by our last names and helped us into the car. The dark maroon limo had tan, glove-leather seats that felt like they were going to swallow you alive.

“I’m going to kill him,” Sabrina said. “But you have to admit, this is nice.”

“We’re going to look like movie stars showing up at this dive nightclub.”

“This is what Gabe should have arranged if he hadn’t been such a cheap-ass.”

We arrived at the nightclub right on time with Kerry and Gina out front both staring at us, mouths agape. Both of them were dressed up, and Gina was even in a dress.

The driver handed Sabrina a card and said he would be waiting for us and to give him a text when we were ready to go back to the house. Okay, fuck. I’ve died and woken up on a different planet.

We hugged Kerry and Gina and the stunned expression continued.

“It pays to have friends in high places,” I told them, not choosing to provide many details about what exactly was happening because I really didn’t understand it myself.

About that time, Kevin pulled up in the van and Kerry helped him unload the road case and took it into the nightclub. Gina just shook her head as I gave her another hug and told her that I really didn’t understand what was happening either but I was so tickled to see her.

Kevin told us he would be back at seven-thirty, which is when Lisa and Roberto were supposed to go on, but if something happened to give him a call. He handed Sabrina another card. We both gave him a hug and headed in to start setting up.

Kerry had the road case open, but like a good roadie he waited for us to come in and supervise setting up the gear. We showed him where we were going to stand, where to put the mics and the mixer, and he wired everything up. We pushed the wired mics behind a curtain, making sure they were turned off. We did a preliminary sound check by tapping all the microphones, checked battery levels and located the extra batteries, then set up our stands for the tablet, my tambourine and Bree’s guitar. It took a little longer than it would have taken us alone, but there was no real hurry. Well before the first audience member arrived, we had completed our sound check including singing a few bars of the first song.

The manager came over and asked us if everything looked okay and we assured him that it did. He brought us a couple of bottles of water. Sabrina gave him a sheet that had our names, some biographical information and the set-list. He looked kind of shocked.

People started to come in and we looked around, surprised not to see Gabe and the headliners. We asked the manager and he said they were on the road.

“On the road!!! From where?”

“They’re coming back from Chicago. They had a meeting there today.”

“You’ve got to be kidding. Okay, we’ll try to drag out the set as long as we can, but we may need a break after the first six songs to kill some time. Call us up at about five after. I don’t think we want to stall much more than that.”

“Will do.”

Sabrina crooked her finger at Kerry, he came over and she whispered something in his ear. He shook his head and gave her a thumbs up.

“Okay, sweetie. It looks like we are going to be doing a lot of music tonight, probably all of it. They are going to get tied up in traffic on a Friday night, the dumb-shits. We’ll probably need to interact with the audience, find out where they are from, etc. That can chew up some time.”

“I’ll follow your lead.”

“If they are clapping, let them go and don’t say thank you until they are done. It can eat up a bit more time.”

I shook my head in agreement.

“I notice that Bennie put Come On Eileen on the box. We can use it if we need to. We’ll make it work. We’ll try not to hang them out to dry, but if we run out of stuff, they’ll just have to own it.”

The time was getting close to seven as we went backstage to get in the zone. As promised, the manager called us up a little late, giving us a few minutes to spare, then we heard him start the show. He was doing a good job of stalling, introducing the staff and talking about the drink specials then he started our introductions,

“And now, without further ado, the Lincoln Nightclub is proud to introduce, Sabrina Reynolds and Kimber Parsons.”

There was a smattering of applause since no one beside the people at the karaoke club had ever heard of us. We walked on the stage, hugged the manager and gave a big wave to the crowd. The applause grew a bit louder as Sabrina grabbed her guitar and we started our first song, one of hers.

Her voice was as clear as crystal through the In Ears and I was able to provide a solid backup for the beautiful song. I was hitting the rhythm with the egg shaker and the backing track was probably one of the most professional this place has ever seen. As the song ended and the track faded away, the audience was quiet, then they started to applaud loudly. It was great and we let them go until they started to fade off, then we both said thank you.

“I’m Sabrina and this is Kimber,” she said as I waved, and we’re both from right here in the Midwest.”

There was a bit of applause.

“Illinois, actually,” she continued as the applause grew louder.

“How many Illini do we have here tonight?” she said as a few hands went up.

“Well, I’m originally from Rock Island,” which caused a bit of applause, “Kimber here is from Carbondale, but is now living right here in Springfield,” which resulted in a lot more clapping.

She introduced one of our covers and that one went perfectly; solid sharing of verses and good harmony on the chorus. Afterwards, she started messing with the audience again.

“Is anyone here from Tennessee?” she asked, and a couple of hands went up.

“Nashville, by any chance?” she called out.

“Chattanooga,” they called back.

“Anybody heard of Nashville?” and there was a smattering of applause.

“How about the Grand Ole Opry?” which there was a rich sound of clapping.

“I was there once…” she said, with a series of ohs and ahs, “well, not exactly at the Opry, but in Nashville. I played at a place down the road called the Music City Bar.” There was a series of laughs. “I did get to stand outside and wave as the limos went by. It was quite a night.”

After they stopped laughing, she cued up the next song which was a little more up-tempo. I raised my hands in the air to get the audience to clapping along. It worked and by the time the song ended, we received a rousing response. I looked over at Bree and she gave me a wink, looked around for the second act and they were a no-show. We cued up Constant Craving to finish out the set. As we ended the song and the audience gave a fantastic ovation, the manager walked up to the microphone.

“The ladies are going to take a short break, but we’ll be right back.”

We waved and threw kisses to the crowd, then followed the manager off the stage.

He stopped us backstage and told us how great we were.

“Have we heard anything from Mr. Rollins?” I asked.

“He called and said they were just coming into town and it would be another ten minutes or so.”

“Okay, we’ll take a few minutes to relax and drink some water, then introduce us for the second set. You’ve got the lineup, right?

“Right here,” he said, waving the paper.

“We’ll do them all if you have no objection.”

“That would be great. Fantastic.”

The manager walked away and I looked at her, “All of them?”

“Yes, even if they show up, they can wait for us. Assholes. I’ll give Kevin and the driver a text and let them know what’s going on.”

The manager came back about ten minutes later, shrugged his shoulders and asked us if we were ready to go on.

“Let’s go.”

He introduced us and we went through the music, padding a couple more times where we got the audience to interact with us. After the third song, we saw Gabe sit down in the audience and Lisa and Roberto head back to the manager’s office.

We hadn’t planned on using it, but our last song was Come On Eileen which we really pumped up and had a lot of fun. We took the wireless mics off the stands, and during the instrumental breaks, we started bouncing around and engaging with the audience.

When the tempo changed, Sabrina was doing lead and I clapped my hands in the air getting the audience to join in. They did and by the time we finished the song and wished the audience good night, we received a thunderous applause.

The manager came to the mic and said that we would be a couple minutes setting up for Lisa and Roberto and he killed the lights on the stage.

Kerry joined us and we packed up our stuff in record time, leaving the stage bare. When Kerry was carrying the road case off the stage, Roberto came over to him and asked if he could help them set up.

“I need to help the girls right now. I’ll try to make it back,” he said.

We texted Kevin and the limo driver, and they were at the curb just after we made it out the door. There were a lot of well-wishers that told us how much they liked our music and wondering if we had a card or a website or anything. We told them we were at the karaoke bar every Saturday—might as well give them some free publicity.

As we approached the limo, Gabe came out of the bar and walked up to thank us.

“It was great you were able to cover for us,” he said, not seeming too apologetic about putting us in that situation.

“It’s something that a pro is expected to do. And we were here right on time too,” Sabrina growled.

“Yeah, we got hung up.”

“That’s what we heard. Look, we’re kind of tired and we need to get going.”

“Good looking limo.”

“Probably not as nice as the one you got for your headliners, but we get along.”

“I’d like to talk to you ladies…” he started.

“It’s late, Mr. Rollins and we’re both really tired. We’ll get back to you,” I told him as Sabrina walked to the other side of the limo and the driver opened her door for her. The driver hurried around and opened my door and I got in.

I noticed Kerry standing by the side of the building, obviously making no attempt to help Roberto set up. I blew him a kiss and he caught it, putting his hand to his lips. We both waved to him as we moved away from the curb and headed back to Sabrina’s place, Kevin following behind us with the van.

—————

After we got home and Kevin helped carry the equipment in for us, we were both wrecked.

“Kimber, that went great and the crowd really ate it up.”

“I wonder how Lisa and Roberto got along,” I pondered.

“I’ve got a bad feeling they flopped. They don’t have enough talent to pull off a headline act like that. And coming in late like that, their heads weren’t in a good place to perform.”

“Yeah, I feel sorry for them.”

“That is a worthless emotion in this business. No one ever feels sorry for anybody else. Being screwed over is a continual life lesson. Rollins is teaching them all the dirty tricks right up front.”

“You saw a lot of this coming.”

“I’ve been through some of the life lessons. I couldn’t predict all of it, but enough to keep us out of trouble.”

“Speaking of trouble…” I said, running my finger across her chin, “I feel like getting into a little trouble with you.”

“Oh really. Let’s see how that works out for you.”


Chapter 23

Saturday, June 20th

I woke late with my hands tied in front of me and my butt still tingling from a spanking. I enjoyed the price I paid for messing with her and she warned me that she would do that whenever I got out of line.

“How’s my little troublemaker this morning.”

“I wasn’t causing any trouble.”

“Is that so. You were using your talented little tongue and had me teetering on the edge of an amazing orgasm when you stopped and asked if I liked ice-cream.”

“Sometimes you have an important question come to mind.”

She rubbed my still sore butt.

“I hope you got your answer.”

“Now I know you like ice cream, but not really sure if you prefer chocolate, vanilla or strawberry.”

“More questions for you to ask. I’ll keep my hairbrush handy.”

“I may need to leave you this afternoon and go practice with Kerry.”

“It’ll cost you.”

“Hey, wait a minute!”

“If you can be good, I’ll make breakfast this morning.”

“I promise to be good, until after breakfast that is.”

She untied me and I showered and got dressed. I wore a flirty cotton dress with a floral pattern, hose and flats. I really liked the look but I needed to get some tan on my legs so I could try going barelegged.

When I got to the kitchen, Bree was there and had made us some coffee. She looked luscious in her skirt and top, but I needed to focus because I wanted to go see Kerry and Gina.

“I hope you like scrambled eggs,” she said, putting a plate in front of me.

“My favorite,” I responded.

—————

“Hi guys,” I said to Kerry and Gina as they came in the door of the apartment. They were both dressed up; Kerry in a button-down shirt and Gina in a cute skirt and blouse.

“We went out for lunch,” Kerry said, reaching for Gina’s hand and giving it a squeeze.

“I thought we could practice something for karaoke tonight if you’re game,” I said.

“Sure, I’d love that. What do you think, Gina? Can you hang with us while we practice?” he asked.

“Great!”

“So, did you get stuck helping Lisa and Roberto tear down last night?” I asked.

“No, Sabrina warned me about that so we left them hanging. We left early, along with most of the other people there. They didn’t have a very good show,” Kerry said.

“Oh, no.”

“They didn’t know how to work the audience, they couldn’t set up without getting feedback and when they finally figured out how to stop the squawk, they had to stand there like statues,” Gina added.

“When Roberto plugged in his guitar, there was an awful hum so he had to use one of the mics. It didn’t work very well since he didn’t have a stand with a boom. It was a good call using your own gear,” Kerry said.

“We had a heads-up about that. I’m glad we listened.”

“They didn’t have any backing music like you guys did,” Gina added. “It was just Roberto’s guitar.”

“You probably already know this, but your show last night was amazing,” Kerry said as Gina shook her head in agreement.

“Yes, you had them eating out of your hands. There was a lot of growling when the others got up. The crowd was expecting a lot more,” Gina said.

“To be honest, it was probably the plan to put us out there to fail and make Lisa and Roberto look good. It just didn’t turn out that way.”

“I’ll say,” Kerry said. “Betting against you guys is for suckers. Let’s sing!”

—————

We practiced several different songs to make sure we had something unique to sing. It is always annoying to have several people do the same song in an evening because you can’t help but judge them against each other.

I’d also owned up to Kerry about going to France, and they told me that Gina had given notice on her apartment and would be moving out the first of the month and coming to live here. The timing on everything would work great.

“That is so cool, guys. Hopefully the water will be drinkable by then and you’ll have a place to park.”

“They are supposed to be finished up July fifteenth.”

I left and as I got in my car, I sent Bree a text saying I was heading back. It still felt weird for me to say I was headed home.

Let’s meet. I’m in town right now. I’m at the Greek restaurant on State Avenue. she responded.

See you in a few.

It was strange her saying she was in town. She hadn’t mentioned anything earlier.

I got to the restaurant and she and Sanderson, her agent, were standing outside.

“Nice to see you again, Kimber,” he said with a big smile.

“Same,” I responded. The guy gives me the creeps.

“Let’s see if we can get a table on the patio,” Bree suggested as we walked to the hostess.

They put us at a quiet table under a canvas umbrella that rustled above us in the light breeze. We ordered some Gyros, fries and cola as the agent looked around nervously. It was a nice day, but Sabrina radiated anxiety.

“I heard you girls did a pretty good job at the Lincoln Nightclub.”

Sabrina gave him a hard stare. “Actually, we didn’t to a pretty good job, we were effing amazing considering the shit we were dropped into.”

“Yeah, Gabe mentioned there was some mix-up.”

“There was no mix-up. Gabe fucked everyone over.”

“Well, you covered everything really well and the show worked.”

I chuffed.

“Did you want to add something, Kimber?” Bree said, probably knowing where I was headed.

“I heard half the nightclub cleared out after Lisa and Rob’s first couple songs. They stunk.”

“Gabe mentioned they didn’t really hit the mark.”

“Rather than keep lying to us, why don’t you tell us what you really want,” Sabrina challenged.

“The Lincoln Nightclub want’s you back.”

“They’re going to give Lisa and Roberto another shot! Amazing.”

“No, it’s just you guys. The full show.”

“That wasn’t our deal. We cover for Lisa and Roberto!”

“Be realistic.”

“Define realistic. We agree to do one thing and you want us to do something completely different. That’s some version of realistic I’m not familiar with.”

“Lisa and Roberto are headed back to Aurora. They’re done.”

“So, Gabe screws everything up, and Lisa and Roberto pay the price. How do you people sleep at night?” I asked.

“Either on my back or my side,” Sanderson responded with a glare.

“I guess that frees us up. We head for Europe the first of next month so that works out great!” Sabrina exclaimed.

“I can’t believe you are going to walk away from this,” he said.

“Believe it!” I said, flatly.

“With the way Sabrina sings, your musical abilities and the fact you are transgender, that is absolute gold.”

“What!!!,” I hissed when I heard that.”

Sabrina took my hand. “That is how everything is done with these people. They are looking for someone to put a check in a box. Lisa and Roberto; a white chick and a Latino. With us it would be a white chick and a transgender.”

“It’s the business, what can I say?”

“You can say goodbye, Rolland,” Sabrina said. “Leave some money for the check on your way out, including a nice tip for the waiter.” She turned to face me and we started talking about what songs we wanted to do at karaoke tonight, but the agent didn’t leave. He sat there angry and red-faced for several minutes.

“Why are you still here,” Bree finally asked, turning to him.

“We’re not done yet,” he said.

Sabrina signaled for the waiter.

“Sir, this man is bothering us and we’ve asked him to leave. Can you help him find the exit?”

“This way sir,” the waiter said in a loud voice, the manager and another waiter started walking to our table.

“Fucking crazy bitches,” he muttered as he stood, threw down his napkin and headed toward the exit.

“Looks like the asshole stiffed us for the bill,” Sabrina said as we both burst out laughing.


Chapter 24

Sunday, June 21st.

“I don’t know. Can I try the first one again?” Bree asked as I dipped a spoon into a small bowl of vanilla ice cream. She was blindfolded with her hands tied behind her on one of the kitchen chairs. She was naked except for her panties. She had already taken a taste of the chocolate and the strawberry, but she was having a problem deciding which was her favorite.

I dropped a little of the ice cream on her breast, looking forward to cleaning up my mess.

“Oh, I’m so clumsy. I dropped some.”

“That’s cold!” she yelled.

“Let me help,” I said, leaning down to lick the ice cream off of her, plus spending a bit of time warming her breast and nipple while I was in the vicinity.

“I kind of like the vanilla. I think I’ll try the strawberry,” I said, spreading some on the other breast.

“You are in so much trouble,” she warned as I sampled the strawberry.

“It is kind of hard to decide, isn’t it? This may take all afternoon.”

I ran a line of chocolate ice cream down her belly and used my tongue to clean up.

“Mmmm, chocolate.”

I straddled her lap and we traded some ice cream back and forth while French kissing. She said it was difficult to decide. I finally removed her panties and put some vanilla on her nub. Good thing for her it had all melted. I dropped to my knees and she spread for me as I feasted on her delightful flavor.

“If you stop in the middle again, I’m going to kill you,” she said, her breath coming in gasps.

“Oh, I’m not going to stop,” I threatened as I gave her orgasm after orgasm, the sounds of her excitement filling the room.

—————

I finally untied her and removed her blindfold and she gave me an amazing kiss the tasted like all of our flavors. She thanked me, held me close and we went into the service bath where I helped her clean up before we put back on her clothes.

Where I usually enjoy the undressing, we made getting her dressed exciting with lots of kissing and caressing.

Even though it was still afternoon, we decided wine-O’clock can come early on Sunday so we uncorked one of the bottles from the basement wine cellar then went to the game room to play video games. We both started off pretty good, but as we went through the wine, our coordination suffered a bit. We went back to kissing where our skills were holding up well.

“Sabrina…” I asked, nibbling on her ear, “can I ask you about your grandparents.”

“Sure,” she said. “You’re going to be meeting them in just over a week.”

“What did grandad do when he was working?”

“He worked for an investment company during the tech boom. He made a killing with stock options.”

“And your grandmother?”

“She was his executive secretary. They make a great team. She’s a few years younger and still does yoga every day. She will have us both on our yoga mats doing a downward facing dog while we are there. We need to get you some yoga pants and a sports bra. I’ll add that to our shopping list.”

“Can you tell me why your grandfather hated your ex-boyfriend so much.”

She pondered for a bit and I worried I might have pushed her somewhere she didn’t want to go.

“Collin was kind of a creep. It took me a while to understand it, but Grandpa caught onto him right away. When I started showing up with bruises, he hit the roof and told me I needed to get away from him.”

“He hit you?” I exclaimed, horrified, wondering what kind of animal could put a hand on my beautiful Sabrina.

“He said it was just because he got drunk, but he got drunk a lot.”

“I’m so sorry, Bree.”

“Granddad wanted me to get rid of him, and even cut off my allowance trying to force me out of the relationship. Sanderson had convinced Collin that we could make millions in Nashville and I could tell Grandpa to go to hell. Like a complete dummy, I went along with it.”

“So, that’s why you ended up working in a diner.”

“I got a call late one night from Collin and he needed me to take the title to my car to a bail-bondsman. He got in a bar-fight and ended up in jail. I called Granddad and he sent me enough money to get out of town and arranged for me to live in the Springfield house.”

“What happened to your ex?”

“He went to prison. The guy he stabbed ended up dying. He gets out in September.”

With this, a lot of my questions about why her grandfather wanted her in France were answered.

She was quiet for a while then asked, “Are you still going to France with me?”

“Oh Sabrina, of course I’m going to France with you. Where will we be staying? Will we be in the same room,” I asked, stroking her cheek. “I really hope so.”

“There’s a guest cottage.”

“That will be…practical.”

“It has a king bed with a big brass headboard. I can’t wait to practice some of my knots.”

“I think I’m going to like France.”


Chapter 25

Tuesday, June 23rd

I was in the studio working on some voiceovers when Sabrina sent me a text.

Kimber. Can you come up to the front room?

I know she hates that room, so that means something is up. When I got there, there was Gabriel Rollins and a man he introduced as Adam Woodard, the owner of the Lincoln Nightclub.

“If we met the other night, I’m sorry I don’t remember you,” I told Mr. Woodard.

“I was gone that day, but I’ve heard nothing but good things about your performance. Everyone has told me how great you were.”

“We had a lot of fun,” I said, trying to be noncommittal.

“We want you back as regulars,” he said.

“Did Mr. Rollins explain our arrangement?” Sabrina asked.

“He did, but I really didn’t understand it. We don’t need the other act. It didn’t work for the venue.”

Sabrina looked over at me and nodded.

“As we explained to Mr. Sanderson, this just isn’t an option for us,” I said.

“Well, I don’t think Sanderson did a good enough job explaining how much we want to have you,” Mr. Woodard said.

“Oh, he was quite persuasive. So much so we had him thrown out of the restaurant,” Bree countered.

“So what terms are you holding out for?” Gabe asked.

“Maybe moving the nightclub to France. We head there next week,” she said, exasperated.

“When will you be back? You can come work for us when you return,” Woodard asked.

“Kimber will be back in September when she returns to school. My return is open.”

“This is nuts.” He looked at Gabe. “Don’t you have anything to add?”

“Nothing that will help,” Rollins shrugged.

“The trip to France; Gabe says that it’s personal. You can change plans; put it off for a few months.”

“We have tickets already and have made commitments,” I said.

“Okay, I own 5 clubs in the state; the one here, two in Chicago, one in Rockford and one in Peoria. We’ll write a contract for you to appear in all of them for several shows over the next six months. I’ll make you a very generous offer.”

“Mr. Woodard. Please look around. Do you really think you can motivate us with money?” Sabrina said.

“Everyone is motivated by money, sweetie. It just depends on how much,” Woodard said. Gabe flinched and Bree reached for her purse and pulled out her phone.

“We’ll run a bunch of radio to advertise the show. Really bring in a crowd,” Woodard continued.

“How does that help us? You should be doing that anyway.”

“You’ll be famous.”

“We’ll be famous in Springfield Illinois; great,” she said, dismissively.

“We’ll run some television. Everybody will be coming up to get your autograph.”

“So, we have to wear scarves and sunglasses in the CVS when we buy panty-liners.”

“I don’t know what else we can offer you. You need to get real.”

She stood and I did so as well.

“You want real. Well, here is real. I want you off this property in thirty seconds or I call 9-1-1 and we’ll see how real the cops can make it for you.”

“This way, gentlemen,” I said, pointing them toward the doorway.

“I don’t fucking understand. Why did you end up in my place if you didn’t want to perform?”

“Maybe Gabe can explain it if you can get him to quit lying long enough. Good bye gentlemen,” she said, turning and leaving the room as I pointed toward the exit.

“Thirty seconds are up…” I reminded them and they headed out the door, my closing it firmly behind them.

—————

I found Sabrina seated on the patio, curled up holding her knees with her arms.

We sat quietly for a while, and she finally spoke.

“I love music, but I hate the music business”

“I think they got the message.”

“No, they’ll just try a different tactic or worse, try to destroy us altogether. They don’t like it when they don’t get their way.”

“Screw them. No one in France has ever heard of them.”

“I don’t want Bennie or anyone else to get burned by this thing. I hope we’re doing the right thing.”

“Yes, you’re taking me to France. That’s the right thing for us.”

“Do you still want to marry me?” she asked, her eyes red.

“Of course I do. That reminds me, I have something for you,” I told her, pulling a jewelry box out of my purse and opening it. Inside was a plain gold band. I was a little embarrassed, but it was all I could afford.

“I have this for you. Will you marry me, Sabrina?”

“Oh yes, Kimber. Yes, yes, a thousand times yes.”

I removed it from the box and put it on her left hand, then kissed her to seal the engagement.

“You’re not going to get rid of me that easily so don’t even try,” I said.

“This ring is perfect!”

“We’ll get something nicer when I get out of school and get a job.”

“Don’t ever say that! This is just what I wanted and it means the world to me.”

“So, let’s go down and practice something for karaoke on Saturday night. The show must go on,” I said, grabbing her hand and pulling her to the studio.


Chapter 26

Saturday, June 27th.

It had been a busy week getting ready to go on our trip. Sabrina had a list of things we needed, including an outfit for yoga and a swimming suit. She said not to get too worried about a lot of clothing and shoes as we could shop there and look more like locals when we went out.

We had some new music ready for karaoke, and Kerry said he and Gina were going to be doing a number this week. I really wanted to hear them. They had been working hard on the song and Kerry said it was tight if he could keep Gina from freezing up.

When we walked into the karaoke bar, we had a couple people from the nightclub come up and said it was great to see us again. They had some others that would join them later. They wanted to know where else we were going to be playing and if we were coming back to the nightclub. We didn’t want to say much, so we said that things were still being worked out which seemed to satisfy them.

We looked around and Bennie was sitting alone over in the corner, so we went over to join him.

He rose and gave us both a big hug and said it was great to see us.

“I heard the show at the nightclub last week really went well,” he said.

“Thank you for all the help on that. It wouldn’t have gone half as well if we hadn’t brought the equipment. Nobody could make what they had there sound good,” Sabrina said.

“Gabe came over to the store the other day. He had all kinds of questions about what your plans were. I told him you just planned to have fun which was obviously not what he wanted to hear.”

“That’s it exactly. They don’t understand that not everyone wants to be the next big star,” I said.

“He keeps looking for some angle. I heard Woodard is severely pissed at him. The act he brought over that he said was so freaking amazing was a total flop and emptied the house. The act he said was just a couple of karaoke amateurs brought the house down,” Bennie said with a smirk.

“I think Gabe has the opposite of a Midas touch. Everything he touches turns to shit,” Sabrina said with a smirk, causing us both to bust out laughing.

“I’m so happy you ladies kept your distance from him.”

“I get so tired of my agent lying to me all the time, and Rollins is ten times as bad. What a total slime. I hope Woodard roasts him like a marshmallow.”

About that time, Eric started around to organize the evening and gave us a big smile when he saw us.

“Kimber again tonight! Can we put you on first?”

“We’d like to go on after Kerry and Gina,” I said.

“You got it. Number three. What are you singing?”

“Take me the way I am,” I told him.

“Excellent. Haven’t heard that one in a while.”

He headed off and we excused ourselves to go sit with Kerry and Gina.

“We’re really excited to hear you guys tonight,” Sabrina told them as we sat.

“I’m still nervous, but it looks like we are on early.”

“That’s great!” I told them.

I got a couple of white wines for Sabrina and I, then Eric headed for the stage to welcome everyone and get the show going. We looked around and there was no Lisa and Rob. Probably back in Aurora like Sanderson said.

—————

When Kerry and Gina got up, they did a really good job. They sang an up-tempo Fly Me to the Moon and obviously had worked it well enough that they didn’t have to watch the monitor. They sounded great and got good applause; a good bit of it from Sabrina and I.

Eric called us up and we got some applause of the table full of people from the nightclub. We blew them kisses and watched the monitor, sharing the lead on the somewhat light-hearted love song. We did change the lyrics referring to hair loss because it didn’t actually fit for us and that resulted in some snickers from the crowd.

The rest of the acts were a mixed-bag as usual, but some of the regulars were starting to improve their craft and sounding pretty good.

I started to get a little sad. Next Saturday night I would be in France with Bree, probably still trying to find my toothbrush. My return was scheduled on August 15, which seemed a long way away. I hoped grandma and grandpa liked me because I’d have a hard time affording the change fee to get back home. Besides, I wouldn’t have anywhere to live or any clothes. Going back home might be a little difficult to explain. Maybe I could call my sister.

“What is it, honey,” Sabrina asked.

“Just thinking about next week. That’s going to be a big step for me.”

“A big step for us. As long as we are there for each other, no one can stop us. We proved that last week.”

“A force of nature. Maybe that should be the name of our act.”

“Hum; it might need some work,” she grinned, squeezing my hand.


Chapter 27

July 2nd.

I stared out the window of the guest cottage, stroking Sabrina’s hair as she slept with her head in my lap. The flight over was amazing. I guess I should have checked the tickets more carefully; they were First Class. I was a little surprised when Bree suggested that we dress up when we flew out. The only time I had ever flown, I wore jeans and a tee-shirt. Now I know the reason she wanted to glam up.

The grandparents are absolutely as sweet as can be. They had a limo meet us at the airport, and I was surprised when the driver held a sign up for Parsons and Reynolds.

The drive to the estate, that’s the only way I can describe it, was through the beautiful and ancient city of Bordeaux, France that was separated in half by the Garona River. What a place.

Grandma and Grandpa, which they insisted I call them, brought us into the main house and gave us some fresh juice and asked us about the trip. We told them everything went great; even the plane-change in Paris. After a while, both Sabrina and I started to nod off and they suggested we go to the ‘cottage’ to rest up after our trip.

Having our lodging called a cottage was an incredible understatement. It was a three-bedroom stone house with two floors, an amazing kitchen, beautiful dining room and a pool out back. I still can’t get comfortable around all this money.

My ring flashed as I passed my hand through her hair. I was amazed with what had happened in these past few weeks and my finding the perfect woman. A woman who loved the feminine side of me that I always struggled to keep hidden, but always knew was there. I loved every part of her, and she was working to convince me that she liked all of me as well. That was such a hard mental transition for me to make. She opened her eyes and gave me a big smile.

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

“I love France, but I bet you can’t guess what my favorite part is?”

“Well, maybe is it the wine?”

“Nope, keep trying,” I said, giving her a brief kiss.

“Maybe all the pretty churches?”

“My favorite thing is really pretty, but it isn’t a church,” I said, kissing her again.

“Boy, you’re going to make this difficult.”

“Do you need a hint?”

“Maybe.”

I caressed her arm. “My favorite thing is really soft,” moving over to stroke her breast.

“I think you’re trying to trick me with a really hard question. Just to let you know, I brought my wooden hairbrush in the event you get out of line.”

“Oh, I can guarantee I’m going to get out of line. Good work on the packing. So, do you need more hints?” I asked, dropping my hand to her leg.

“You’re making it a little difficult to concentrate on the question.”

I disrupted her concentration even more with a kiss as I continued to move my hand up her leg. I stopped when I felt a garter clip.

“I think I figured out what your favorite thing about France is.” she teased.

“You are so wicked!”

“Let me tie my hair back, then I’d like to show you the pool house.”

—————

The pool house wasn’t as large as the one in Springfield, but it was quite private and her cries of passion didn’t carry to the main house. Of course, the door was locked and my hands were bound in front of me so I was at her mercy, or maybe she was at mine. It was hard to tell.

We finished up getting her relaxed from the trip, then went back to the cottage to change clothes and refresh makeup. We were invited to Grandma and Grandpa’s for dinner. I didn’t know what to expect, but she told me not to worry. They were pretty laid back.

My stomach was still on Illinois time, but about six Grandma asked me if I could help her with dinner.

“Of course. Anything I can do to help.”

We went to the kitchen and she had some chicken breasts in the oven. They smelled delicious. She helped me make a sauce to go over them. Then, she had me cut up some vegetables for the steamer and scrub some potatoes that would go in the microwave to bake.

“Have you kids set a date yet?” she asked.

“Nothing definite. I need to go back to school in August, so it may be next year.”

“Are you going to stay in Springfield?”

“I’m majoring in communications and there’s not much to do there in that field. I may need to move to Chicago, but I haven’t talked to Bree about that yet.”

“Chicago is a great place. I met Grandpa there and still thank the stars every day for finding him.”

“I love a story like that. You guys were definitely blessed.”

“Are you going to continue with your singing. We really enjoyed the videos that Bennie sent.”

“It is something the Sabrina and I enjoy, as long as we don’t try to make a business out of it. Too many shady characters.”

“Exactly.”

We continued to talk about France while we prepared the meal. When we had everything close to ready, we checked on Grandpa and Sabrina.

“I think they went in the office. Doing business probably.”

That was something that I didn’t really understand, I never got the sense that Bree was in any business with her granddad. Maybe they just wanted to talk alone.

They came out a bit later while grandma and I were drinking a very fine glass of wine.

“Is everyone ready to eat?” Grandma asked.

“Yes,” Granddad and Bree responded and we went into the kitchen to serve up the food. I helped her plate everything, then we put it on a tray and I carried it in and served.

“Wine?” I asked Grandpa, and he passed his glass to me and I filled it for him.

“Sabrina?” I asked, and she did likewise.

Once everyone had what they needed, Grandma and I sat and Grandpa proposed a toast.

“To my beautiful granddaughters. Welcome to France.”

“Hear, hear,” we said and clinked glasses.

—————

After our dinner, Grandpa looked at me and said, “Kimber, why don’t we let Grandma and Sabrina clean up and we can go into the office and talk for a little bit.”

I glanced over at Bree and she just winked. I hoped that meant nothing bad was going to happen. He led me through a heavy door into a massive office with a large desk and a couple of leather guest chairs in front of it. The walls were a tapestry fabric with dark-red wainscoting. Thick drapes hung at the windows and a huge chandelier was suspended on the high ceiling. Grandpa sat in one of the guest chairs in front of the desk, and pointed to a bar on the far wall.

“There is some really nice port there, Kimber. Please pour us a couple of glasses and then let’s have a chat.”

I poured some of the ruby-red liquor out of the decanter and into two crystal port glasses. I took one over to him, then got mine and settled into the other chair. I think he chose to sit this way rather than behind the desk to be a little more casual.

“To the newest member of our family,” he toasted.

“To Grandma and Grandpa,” I responded and took a sip of the amazing liquor.

“Kimber, I know you are probably very uncomfortable right now, and there are a lot of things up in the air for you. I want you to know that everything is alright with you being here and you have nothing to worry about. I want you to know that going in.”

“I just don’t want anything to happen that will hurt Bree.”

“Then we are going to get along fine. I wanted to get an idea of what your future plans are. I know you want to marry Sabrina and both Grandma and I think that’s wonderful.”

“I have another year of school, so depending on where Sabrina wants to live, we may want to move. There’s not too much in Springfield for either of us career wise.”

“Sabrina has been talking to me about selling the house. One of the reasons she was staying there was to find out if she wanted to keep it. There are just too many bad memories.”

“I sense there are things about the house that make her uncomfortable.”

“She was there when she got the news about her parents and her brother being killed. There is very little joy in that house for her.”

“She never told me about that. I understand now why things about the place bother her.”

“Since you’re living there, do you have any objection to us putting the house up? It’ll probably take a long time to sell.”

“I don’t have much stuff there. I can move out whenever I need once I find another place.”

“There won’t be a problem with that. Would you like to finish school in Springfield, or would somewhere else work just as well?”

“Haven’t ever thought about that. I’d need to stay in Illinois to keep my in-state tuition.”

“That makes sense. What about moving here to Bordeaux and finish up your degree.”

“Wouldn’t I need to speak French?”

“No, they have a full program of classes in English right here at the University of Bordeaux. We could start the process of getting you a student visa and you two could stay here in the guest cottage.”

“I’d have to check some things and figure out financing and stuff.”

“Be assured, all that can be worked out. Just decide between you guys what is best for you and we’ll make sure it can happen, okay?”

I rose and hugged him. “Thank you so much for believing in us. We’ll talk and figure out what’s right.”

“That’s all we can ask.”

—————

I walked out not knowing what planet I was on I had so many things swirling around in my head. This sounded like the opportunity of a lifetime, but there were a lot of traps and pitfalls, I’m sure.

We had a pleasant evening listening to music, and I found that Grandma could play the piano. She was playing some music that I knew so I sat down and did a piano duet with her, with me playing the low notes. We had a lot of fun with it and Grandpa was smiling ear to ear. They came up with a guitar for Sabrina and we sang some of her songs. It is amazing that they just happened to have a Martin flat top guitar laying around. I expect they had it for when she visited. They both loved music, that was for sure.

We found a song that Grandma knew and we sang a trio, with Grandpa clapping in rhythm. It was so much fun and the evening went fast, but we were very tired from the trip.

“Did you girls find everything you needed?” Grandma asked.

“Yes, everything is perfect. We can’t thank you enough,” I responded.

“We’ll see you in the morning. Don’t worry if you want to sleep in. Travel will do that to you.”

“Good night. It’s been a lot of fun tonight,” Sabrina said as we headed out the door for the guest cottage.

On our way, we walked around a little in the beautiful evening air. It was so peaceful here with just an occasional light in the sky from a distant star or an airliner heading for the Bordeaux airport. We found a bench and she snuggled up next to me.

“Did Granddad talk to you about moving here?” she asked.

“He did. I just don’t know how I would finance something like that.”

“I could help out.”

“I’d never ask you to do that. Besides, you would need to get a job as well.”

“We could continue to record radio spots. I bet Bennie would send us over the equipment.”

I laughed. “That wouldn’t even buy the port Grandpa gave me tonight.”

“We’d have the money from the house.”

“Doesn’t the house belong to your grandparents?”

“Actually, it belonged to my parents. My grandfather is my guardian and is managing the estate until I reach age twenty-five.”

“He said it might take some time to sell, what would we do in the meantime.”

“He gives me a pretty generous allowance and I’ve got some money stashed away. It should get us by.”

“Bree. I don’t want to sponge off you. I’m not like that.”

“When we get married, it will be half yours. I talked to Grandpa tonight and that’s the way I want the prenup written.”

“You can’t do that! I can’t allow it.”

“With an attitude like that, I can tell you are going to be spending a lot of time over my knee.”

“You’re scaring me, Sabrina. How much money are we talking about?”

“Quite a bit. There’s the house, the stock, the proceeds of the life insurance and the stake in the investment firm, plus I’m the sole heir of the grandparents. It’s going to be about…”

“Sabrina, please don’t tell me. I don’t want to know,” I said, shaking my head trying to understand what was happening.

“You still want to marry me, right?” she sniffed.

I hugged her tightly. “Oh yes. I still want to marry you, silly.”

“Really!!!”

“Would you like to live in France?” I asked.

“Yes, I would.”

“Do you think we could swing it? I mean international tuition and all. Maybe I could take on some more voiceover work.”

“If you did, we might squeak by. We could eat cereal a couple of days a week to save money and maybe plant a garden. I bet I can find you a sexy gardening outfit and I’d help you with your sunscreen.”

“And we’d continue to work on our music? Maybe produce some stuff and go independent?”

“That would be perfect. A dream come true.”

“Sabrina, you are a dream come true for me as well.”

The End
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