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Dedicated to those who have rendered aid and support to someone who has fallen victim to crime.


Prologue

Sometimes a situation comes up in your life and you look back and wonder how that could ever happen. Things are going well, good job, promising future, love life that is a bit of a shambles but may pick up, and then it happens.

Walking back from an evening symphony performance, the cool autumn air caressing your legs as you walk back to your car in your black leather pumps. You love the swish of your dress, the silk-like fabric brushing against your body as you head toward the parking ramp only a block away. Conscious of your safety, you chose this well-lighted street, however you still hold your purse close and your cell phone gripped tightly in your other hand. There is a noise behind you—a poorly maintained bicycle perhaps. You turn and see a young man on a beat-up bike coming up behind you, his direction causes you some concern. You move further away on the sidewalk, but at the last moment, the rider jumps the curb and heads directly toward you. Reflexively, you hold your arms out, and he uses your distraction to rip your purse from your shoulder, a sore being left where the strap is torn from your body. The force causes you to fall to the ground, phone skidding across the sidewalk as the thief pedals away into the night. Raising from the ground, you shout, but there is no one around to help. After a short pursuit in three-inch heels, you review your options. Your ID, keys, credit card, as well as about a hundred bucks are gone. The phone that you carried in your hand is lost somewhere on the sidewalk. Regrettably, this type of violence happens to ladies all the time, but what happened tonight will mean major trouble for Chris.

My full name is Christopher Jenkins, and I’m a man.


Chapter 1

Two years earlier

My senior year at college looked great and I was one happy guy. Even though I still lived in the dorm, my chemistry lab-partner and I had hit it off and we had been spending a lot of time at her off-campus apartment studying. Some of the study was chem, and we studied other classes as well, including some anatomy. Had I mentioned that we were getting along well! I’m Christopher Jenkins, by the way, but most people just call me Chris. I enjoy the gender confusion that I cause with my fem nickname, the five-foot seven-inch stature and my long brown hair. My girlfriend Cheryl has a roommate Sandra, or Sandy as most people called her, and we all got along so we hung out a lot together.

I was trying to put together my courses so I could graduate with an IT degree. I had struggled and switched around some science and engineering classes and had pretty much messed up my course requirements, not to mention my grade point. This left me taking a core chem course as a senior and it was kicking my ass. Cheryl was a sophomore and was comfortable with the pace and challenge of the core courses. I leaned on her a lot as five-credits of chem, in addition to the classes to complete my major, kept me nose down in the books.

With all the studying, we spent a lot of time either in my dorm room or at her apartment. The apartment is a better choice as a slim five-foot eight-inch blonde with a great shape and stunning good looks generally caused all the dorm nerds to stare a hole in her, especially my roommate. Poor Kendall didn’t have a chance to do any studying when Cheryl was around. To his credit, he tried to concentrate on his lessons, but he couldn’t make it work. If she wore anything more revealing than sneakers, jeans and a sweatshirt, it would send Kendall into a spasm. She had flair for style and her wardrobe would generally be a bit trendier, which limited any study at my dorm to when Kevin was away. To make it easier, we did a lot of studying at her apartment to avoid the drama.

Roommates Sandy and Cheryl couldn’t be more different. Sandy was about the same height as I and slightly thinner, her highlighted brown hair falling to her shoulders. She was more reserved than Cheryl, and somewhat more intense. They both had wicked senses of humor and they enjoyed messing with each other, and with me as well. Cheryl is the force-of-nature type that is always ready for an adventure, is quick with a comeback, and really keeps me on my toes.

It was the Wednesday before Thanksgiving break and I was looking forward to having some time to myself without a roommate. I didn’t want to spend hours on the road to go home for the four-day break, but Kevin was heading home to have Thanksgiving dinner with his folks. That sounded good to me. Illinois weather at the end of November could be kind of tricky, and there was always the possibility for an ice storm to make being on the road a nightmare. Cheryl was staying in town also, and since Sandy lives close, she could pop home to be with the folks, then come back to the apartment when the family started to drive her nuts. That usually didn’t take long.

I was walking back from my car with a couple boxes of stuff that I didn’t want to keep in the dorm when I got a text from Cheryl.

“Where R U?”

Oh shit! “Headed back to dorm.”

“Cool, I’m in front. I’ll wait here.”

I thought about the problem it would be if she saw what I had in the boxes, so I checked them to make sure they were sealed. I had them tuck-folded so I figured I could get them to my room as long as Cheryl didn’t get too nosy. I saw her in front and tried to wave, almost dropping one of the cartons. I needed to watch that.

She was dressed in dark blue slacks and a light blue sweater. She wore silver jewelry and looked very nice.

She’d mentioned me putting some things in a duffel and coming over to her apartment for the break since there would be no one at the dorm. I figure that’s why she was here.

“Oh, do you have your stuff ready?” she asked as I approached.

“Ah- no, this is something I was keeping in my car.”

“What is it? Something for me?!?” she said excitedly.

I was having to think fast. “No, just some recycling.”

We went to the desk to sign her in, and as we walked to the elevator, she made a grab for the top container. “Here, I can help,” she said as she took the one, then knocked the other box from my hands. It hit the floor and the top came open, briefly exposing the contents before I could get it closed. I’m certain she saw the pink panties and some of the other items that I kept in my car to keep my roommate from seeing them.

“Let’s go upstairs and take a look at this recycling,” she said as I turned 5 different shades of red.

—————

She continued to talk normally as we headed up the elevator to the ninth floor and my dorm room.

“After we get your stuff put together, we’ll head over to the store to find something for our Thanksgiving dinner,” she said brightly. “I need a couple of things at the drug store as well.”

“Sounds good,” I croaked, wondering how I would explain what was in these boxes.

“And since Black Friday is coming up, we may try the mall and do some shopping. I know someone who needs to buy some presents.”

I accompanied her to my room in silence, opened the door and she put her container on the bed. I went to put mine in the closet and she stopped me.

“Go ahead and put it here with this one. I want to see what you have,” she eyed me suspiciously.

I did as she asked and she opened one of the containers.

“Recycling, huh. This looks like it’s in pretty good shape. They belong to a cousin or something?” she asked with an impish smile.

I froze for a moment, trying to think of some credible lie, but I had nothing. “I probably should just tell you; they are mine.”

“Okay, let’s see what you have.” She pulled out several bra and panty sets, then organized them on the bed.

“Size 5 panty and a 34-C. I need to remember that in case I see something to get for a Christmas gift.”

“Cheryl, will this be a problem for us?”

“It’s a bit of a shock, but I had my suspicions. Not too many guys keep their legs shaved unless they’re on the swim team. Your brows are always nicely groomed—no unibrow for you, and your bush is always tidy. So, what else is in here?”

She continued searching and pulled out my makeup case, opening it and going through the contents.

“I’m sorry, I should have asked, but I was excited to see what you had,” she explained.

“It’s uncomfortable for me to buy stuff and what I have is probably not the best. I normally look on the web and see something that I think will work, then go to the store to try to find it. Usually they don’t have what I’m looking for.”

“That is always a problem. You find something you like and the next time it’s gone. Not ready for the cosmetics counter yet, huh?” she said.

“I would love that, but I haven’t been brave enough.”

“I’ll introduce you to Julie. She works at one of the makeup counters at the mall and I’m sure she’ll help. I see some moisturizer, foundation, some mascara,” she opened it to see it was all dried up, “and some pencils. Do the colors work?”

“Not sure. I’ve never had much feedback.”

She shook the foundation, opened the cap and put some on her finger. She put some on my cheek and frowned.

“It’s a little dark and way too heavy. We’ll get you some help with this.”

She zipped the case closed, then continued to look in the box. There was a panty girdle, my gaff, some pantyhose; both loose and some still in the package. She put everything on the bed.

“These pantyhose are DKNY!” Cheryl said.

“I don’t get a chance to wear them often, but when I do I like having nice ones,” I explained sheepishly.

“But twenty dollars for hose is a bit much for me, but I understand what you’re saying. Oh, these are nice,” she said, pulling out my black three-inch pumps. “Do they fit?” she asked, eying the size— nine wide.

“Yes, they fit really well,” I said.

“Cool. You have breast forms!” she said, pulling out my silicon falsies, the glue and solvent. “Do you glue them on?”

“I have all the stuff, but I’ve never been brave enough to try.”

She was reaching the bottom of the box when she found a couple of night gowns. One was a short blue satin gown with a matching robe, and the other a long pink lace. There was also a smaller carton that held my brunette wig with a wig-cap, a brush, some spray and the stand.

She opened the box and looked inside. “The wig is beautiful. The color matches your natural hair really well, plus I love the highlights.”

I wore my hair long enough to get it into a ponytail, but not quite enough to put in a feminine style. When I dressed, I would use the wig to feel a bit more authentic.

She carefully put the items back into the box and tuck-folded the lid again. Then she started through the other one. She pulled out a denim short skirt and a red floral top. She looked at them approvingly and put them on the bed. She found my aqua-colored midi-dress, and another longer dress in maroon.

“These are all very nice. You have good taste. I need to take you shopping with me and amp up my wardrobe. I don’t see any pants here.”

“I wear pants all the time. Just not girl’s pants.”

“A nice pair of dressy slacks would go great with your red blouse. Dress it up with a belt, some jewelry and those pumps and it could be a sexy look,” she said with a smirk.

She continued looking and found some dark tan huarache shoes with a wedge heel, a pair of white wedge sandals, some white walking shoes with a pink trim, plus several belts.

“Looks like a good basic wardrobe here,” she said as she put everything back in the box and closed it. “Do you have any jewelry?” she asked.

“I have a couple of things, but not much. Never knew what would look good.”

“Well, this looks like it will get us started. Let’s put it in my car and head over to the apartment. You can leave it there rather than keeping it in your trunk. Why don’t we get you ready?”

I pulled down my duffel bag and started stuffing in some underwear and socks and she stopped me.

“I hoped we could do a girls’ weekend if that would be OK.”

I sat on the bed in a state of shock. This was a fantasy come true, but at the same time I was scared out of my mind.

“Think about it. You would just spend your time here dressed up anyway, which I imagine is why you were bringing up this stuff. This way we can get dressed up together and I can help,” she bargained with me. “Also, you don’t run the risk of getting caught by someone in the dorm.”

“I would love that more than anything, but I really need to be sure you’re good with it. I trust you, but I just want to know you wouldn’t be freaked.”

“It’ll be fun, you’ll see. I’ll call Sandy to let her know. She’ll be cool, no problem,” she assured me.


Chapter 2

She smiled at me sweetly, “Go take a shower and shave everything really close. Leave the door unlocked and I’ll leave some things in there for you.”

My dorm room shared a bath with another room, but all the others were gone for break. I could take my shower in private.

As I showered, I heard Cheryl come in and say, “I’ve put some things here for you to put on. I’ve got a couple of calls to make then we can head out.”

I didn’t know what to expect when I left the shower, but I was pleased to see a pair of chinos and a gray sweatshirt with the dorm logo. I looked for some underwear but was shocked to find my gaff, a pair of panties, and some tan pantyhose. At least there were some white socks and my gray sneakers. It looked like I would be doing some under-dressing which was unusual for me, but I could deal with it.

I stepped back into the dorm room as Cheryl was finishing up a call.

“I’ve got my toothbrush, toothpaste, hairbrush and some deodorant. Anything else I need?”

“Don’t bother with that. We’ll be making some stops and I’ve come up with a list of what you will need. Leave that stuff here and let’s take your clothes to the car.”

I shrugged and put my toiletries back in the bathroom.

“I’ve set you up with a couple of appointments, so we need to get moving,” she said.

My head was spinning wondering what appointments I’d been signed up for. I remember her talking about Julie who worked at the makeup counter at the mall. I wonder if that would be one of the stops.

“Do you have a purse and a lady’s wallet?”

“No.”

“Something to add to the list. Ready?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be.”

—————

We put the boxes in the trunk of her car along with another shopping bag that she’d put some stuff in.

“What I’m planning is to use the family restroom in the mall and get you changed, then we’ll go over to see Julie so she can help with your makeup,” she announced. “While you are getting your face fixed, I need to find some more things for our girls’ weekend.”

I wasn’t in a position to argue, so I nodded in agreement as we headed to a local mall. It was the Wednesday before Thanksgiving and school was on recess, so the mall wasn’t too busy, which was a relief.

Julie worked at one of the makeup counters at a large department store, and as we walked by, Cheryl waved, getting a big smile and a wave back. We went around the corner to the unisex restroom and headed in the door together, locking it behind us. The room was good sized with a baby-changing table, plus the normal sink and stool. It was painted a generic cream color with white tile halfway up the walls and on the floor.

She had me strip to my panties and handed me the bra as she folded my chinos and sweatshirt. I put on the bra and adjusted the straps, then she had me put the breast forms in the cups.

“Nice,” she complemented. “Here, slip on the top.”

I put on the red floral blouse and buttoned it up. She frowned when I started to button the top two buttons, so I stopped with just a bit of the blouse covering my bra. Next it was the skirt, and the huaraches over the tan pantyhose.

“That is a nice outfit for you. Everything fits great.”

Next she brushed out the wig and put it on over the wig cap. She followed up with a bit of spray and shaping.

“Julie said she could do some styling for your wig when she is done with your makeup. What she sells is kind of expensive, so hopefully there’s some room on your credit card.”

I gave her a shocked expression, and she snickered.

“She said she would help you out with a new-customer discount and she would give you some samples.”

“Phew. Good to know people who know people,” I said.

“Oh, yeah.”

She put some lipstick on me, then refreshed her own with the same color. She looked at me excitedly.

“Good to go?” she asked.

“Let’s do this.”

We walked into the mall in what was a world’s first for me; being dressed in public.

—————

Where I figured every eye in the place would swivel around to stare at me and a security detail would immediately appear, nothing out of the ordinary happened.

“Back straight and take smaller steps. You’re doing great,” she whispered in encouragement.

I made the proper adjustments as we walked toward Julie’s counter. I was amazed that I wasn’t causing any kind of a stir and got a big smile as we approached.

Julie was beautiful, her dark eyes and complexion spoke of southern European ancestry. She had straight dark hair that fell past her shoulders. She wore a floral-print dress covered by the uniform pink smock.

“Hello, Julie,” Cheryl said as we approached, “This is Chrissie.”

“Hi, Chrissie, I’m looking forward to helping you today. Cheryl gave me a pretty good idea what we need to do,” Julie responded brightly.

“If it’s alright, I’d like to leave for a bit to pick up some things. Will you be okay Chrissie? I promise Julie’s not going to bite, or if she does, she won’t leave a mark.”

“I’ll be fine,” I whispered. Cheryl gave me a brief hug and left the store.

“So, Cheryl says you don’t use a lot of makeup and need a new look,” Julie said, giving me a wink.

“That sounds great!”

“I can’t leave the counter, so we’ll need to do this here,” she said, pointing me to a tall chair. “Will that be a problem for you?”

“Not at all. I’m anxious to get started.”

I was nervous but wanting to get started wasn’t the cause of my anxiety. I was terrified but there was no one around that seemed to be giving me any notice so I tried to relax a bit.

“Before we get started, I’ll put some hairpins in your wig to keep it in place, then use some clips to hold the hair back while I work on your face.” She must have used twenty hairpins to attach my wig to my natural hair, then brushed the hair out of my face.

“I want to do just a bit of work on your brows, but don’t worry, it won’t be a problem after the weekend.”

I assumed Cheryl told her about our girls’ weekend since she was giving me the signals she knew I would need to go back to class as a boy next week.

She took out the tweezers and started to pull out a few stragglers.

“You have such pretty brown eyes, honey. This will be so much fun. I’ll have you watch in the mirror and tell you what I am doing. Afterwards, I’ll write down all the products I use for when you need more.”

“That’ll be great,” I whispered, trying to modulate my voice up a bit.

“I’ll give you a sample of a scrub I like, but we won’t have time to do that today because it takes a while to work. I’ll start with an astringent, then moisturizer and some concealer.”

After the moisturizer, she used a brush to stipple an orange-colored lipstick around my mouth and chin to reduce some of the beard-shadow. It is a trick I had seen before, but by the time she was done blending it looked good.

“I’ll use some concealer around your eyes and the side of the nose, then use a medium liquid foundation. A heavy foundation doesn’t look natural and your skin is clear enough that you really don’t need much coverage. We just need to even out the skin tone and give a base for some powder.”

She worked the foundation in with a brush followed by a sponge until my skin looked clean and clear. She then added some powder which softened the look.

“Now, let’s contour and add some blush. There are special contouring products, but since we’re on a budget, I’ll just use an eyebrow pencil.”

She used the pencil on my jaw, the sides of my nose and the hollows of my cheeks to darken the area, then feathered it with a sponge.

“Here is a blush that will look great on you. Since it is day, we’ll just use it lightly, but for evening you will use more.”

She added a bit of the pink blush to my cheekbones and it really looked great.

“We’ll do some work on the eyes next. We’ll start with a brown with a slight pink color in the crease, then a plum on the eyelid, then go to a lighter shade on the brow-bone. Then we’ll add a charcoal liner and mascara. You’ll love it!”

I watched her work and was amazed how my eyes became more expressive as she added all the different colors and blended them. The liner looked pretty severe, but she smudged it out with a cotton bud and softened it beautifully. With the eyebrow pencil she used earlier for contouring, she darkened my brows and I was amazed.

“Just about done. Some lipstick and we’ll style your hair. Cheryl is going to be so jealous.”

I looked at myself in the mirror and was shocked.

“One more thing, fragrance. This one is popular,” she said, holding a test strip for me to sniff.

“I love it.” The scent was a very intense mix of floral and spice. It was heavenly and I recognized the name as I had seen ads for it. Julie used a tester to put some on me, then gave me a small sample.

“I don’t imagine you will use a lot, but the sample vial should keep you going for a bit. Come back when you run out.”

Julie wrote down all the colors that she used and made a drawing of my face showing where the different products were. She grabbed a bunch of samples and put them in a bag, then asked me which of the items I wanted to buy. I bought what she suggested, and my credit card would be pretty badly injured after we finished.

We were checking out when Cheryl got back with my wallet and a bag full of stuff.

“You look fantastic, Chrissie,” Cheryl gushed.

“Julie did the magic. I hope I’ll be able to do it as well,” I said.

“I can help some,” Cheryl said, “but Julie is a pro. Did she get what she needed?” Cheryl turned to ask Julie.

“Yes, you should have just about everything. I included some samples of stuff to keep the cost down.”

“You’re the best. Well, we need to be going. Chrissie is off to get her nails done.”

“Thanks a million,” I said to Julie, giving her a hug.

“Come back any time. It was a lot of fun. You are a lot less high-maintenance than some of my other customers. Have a great weekend!”

“Bye for now,” Cheryl said as we both waved and headed out the door.


Chapter 3

I looked at Cheryl quizzically. “Nails?”

“I was thinking something like a French manicure, maybe adding some acrylic since your nails are kind of short.”

“Oh, what the heck, let’s do it!” I said, hugging her closely. “Thank you for everything.”

“This is a lot of fun. Sit over here for a second,” she said, motioning to a bench.

We sat and she opened a bag and pulled out a white purse and a red lady’s wallet. She tore off the tags and took my brown wallet from her purse and moved the contents to the red one, then we added my new lipstick and mascara to my new purse.

“How long before my appointment?” I asked.

“The shop is on the other side of the mall and down one floor. We have half an hour so let’s do some shopping while we head over there.”

On the way, there was one of the jewelry kiosks and Cheryl stopped to look at earrings. She put some up next to me and I noticed they were for pierced ears.

“Are your ears pierced?” she asked.

“No.”

“I bet we can fix that,” she announced as she called the attendant over.

A few minutes later I had starter studs in my ears and a beautiful pair of earrings for when my ears healed. There was a bottle of antiseptic and care instructions in a small bag.

“Those will look great. They’ll take a couple of weeks to heal, but you will love the piercings,” Cheryl said. “Time for Cassie to fix your nails.”

After a brief wait, Cassie took me to her nail station and we all three discussed what I wanted. Since it was only for the weekend, Cassie suggested a press-on nail attached with glue rather than full acrylic as they could be taken off easier but were still strong. We decided on a mauve color rather than the French nails we talked about earlier. With that, Cassie started filing and getting ready to put on the nails.

“I’ll use a career length since you aren’t used to wearing them,” Cassie said as she filed.

It took just over half an hour before I left with 10 beautiful nails, the bottle of polish, and a bottle of nail remover for when I needed to take them off.

“Let’s hit the girls’ room then I want to get something to eat,” Cheryl announced as she dragged me toward the woman’s restroom.

“Just make sure you sit, then wash your hands and fix your lipstick,” she whispered as we went toward the door with a big W.

There was no problem since a couple of stalls were open and I followed instructions to the letter, meeting Cheryl at the sink. I washed my hands and dried them with a towel, then touched up my makeup even though not much was needed. I got a nod of encouragement, then we turned and headed for the food court. She ordered us a couple of wraps, some salads, and some colas to drink. I waited at the table watching our purses as she ordered our food. I got some looks, but they were looks of curiosity and nothing hostile. I checked that my dress was tucked in modestly and crossed my legs at the ankles, placing my hands in my lap.

“Don’t you look pretty,” Cheryl announced as she arrived with our tray. “It looks like you are getting some attention.”

“Stop that,” I said as I felt my face turn red.

“Enjoy it. You look great.”

—————

We were putting our trash on the tray and getting ready to leave when a couple of guys approached our table. We rose and put our purses on our arms, and I grabbed the tray.

“Here you go fellas,” Cheryl said, “the table’s free.” I’m not sure whether they wanted the table because there were others empty or were there to chat us up, but we were able to make an escape. One of them took our tray to the trash and I gave him a big smile and my most feminine thank you. We headed off to do more shopping.

From there we stopped at a drug store to get some things for Cheryl and Chrissie. We found some makeup essentials like cotton buds and makeup sponges, plus some polish remover. Cheryl was surprised how many things I already owned, such as tweezers, eyelash curler, and razors. We did get Chrissie a floral-scented shaving foam, a lady’s deodorant, a pink toothbrush and some toothpaste.

The next stop was the grocery store where we grabbed some things for our Thanksgiving dinner. She sent me to the freezer case to get some frozen peas and some ice cream. It was such an experience when I opened the door and felt the frigid air from inside the cooler stream down my legs.

Cheryl got us a turkey roast and some stuffing mix, as well as some instant mashed potatoes. We also chose half an apple pie as we both decided our waistlines didn’t need a full one. She didn’t think I saw her, but she snuck a floral-print apron into our order, so I assumed I would be helping prepare our big meal.

—————

Cheryl continued to coach me on my movements and my voice and by the time we made it back to her apartment, I was starting to feel rather girly. I’d spent years watching women, how they walked, moved, and the gestures they used, but my opportunity to practice was limited. It was a chance for me to practice what I had longed to experience and Cheryl didn’t seem to mind my experimentation.

She opened the door to her apartment and let me enter first. I always loved Cheryl and Sandy’s apartment. It was a two-bedroom with a nice-sized living area and a well-equipped kitchen. The walls of the living room were a dusty peach color and was furnished with a light brown sofa and chair. The floors were wood with a beautiful oblong rug in the center of the room. There was a wooden coffee table and matching side tables with ginger-jar lamps. There was a television, stereo and a game system along one wall. The area was very feminine and inviting.

We continued to her bedroom which maintained the peach color scheme, with a queen-sized bed, a chest of drawers and a dressing table and chair in light oak.

We put our purchases on the bed and Cheryl asked me to get my boxes out of her car. I gave her a troubled look.

“Don’t worry, honey, it’s a pretty safe neighborhood and no one will bother you. I need to make some space in the closet for your things.”

It took several trips to the car to get it all as I didn’t want to try carrying everything at once. She was right; there was no problem going to the car and the only looks I got was a glance while I passed someone on the sidewalk.

Cheryl was in the process of organizing her closet to make room for my things. She’d pulled out some clothes that she said she needed to donate, freeing up some hangers for me. I only had the two dresses and the skirt and top that I was presently wearing, but she had opened quite a bit of space in one side of her closet.

“I’ll keep your things here so you don’t get caught with them in the dorm. I assume you don’t sleep in your nightgown in front of your roommate.”

I shook my head no.

“No underdressing or anything like that?” she quizzed.

“No, I’m either all boy or all girl.”

“OK, so we can store all your stuff here. I think I can free up a drawer in my chest to put your girl-things in. Would that work?”

I sat on the bed, tucked in my skirt and crossed my legs.

“Can we talk for a bit?” I asked.

“Sure,” she replied, sitting beside me.

“I just want to make sure you are comfortable with this. It was kind of sprung on you and I haven’t had a chance to ask.”

She looked away for a moment, then her eyes met mine again. “I admit this is a bit of an adjustment, but I like pushing our boundaries a bit.”

“I have longed for a chance like this, but I need to know what our limits will be. I want to experiment, but not push you past your comfort level.”

She reached out to take my hand. “I would like to keep it girlfriends for right now. I’m struggling about if I can relate to the Chrissie person romantically, if that makes any sense.”

“I understand completely, Cheryl. It’s easier for me because when I look at you, I see a woman and a desirable partner. For you, especially as I develop a more feminine image, it is hard to see your boyfriend Christopher. I am having fun becoming more feminine, but I know this will create an even bigger problem for you.”

“You don’t think I’m being silly?”

“You’re not being silly at all. I know I’m still a guy, but I sometimes feel there is a softer, more feminine side that I want to explore. I assure you that I don’t want to be a woman. I don’t want to have cramps, get pregnant, or have a baby. I really like my boy bits and what I can do with them. I just like the soft and clingy clothes. I like it when I look in the mirror to see a pretty girl looking back at me. I know how selfish I am wanting all the good parts of being female without any of the bad.”

“I don’t want to lose my boyfriend Chris, but I don’t mind hanging around with his sister Chrissie. Can we do it like that for the time being?” she asked.

“I want to warn you, Chrissie is rather affectionate. Can we hold hands like this, give each other hugs and kisses on the cheeks, that kind of thing? I especially want to share girl secrets with one another.”

“Girlfriends!” she said, holding her hand out to shake in agreement. I brushed her hand aside, gave her a big hug and whispered in her ear, “Yes, girlfriends.”

—————

We made a light dinner and spent a few hours watching videos and listening to music. There were some awkward moments, but as the evening went along, Cheryl started to lighten up.

“Hey, didn’t we buy a bottle of wine at the store?” I asked.

“Yes, I put it in the fridge.”

“Would you like some?”

“Sure, that’s sounds great. There are some cheese and crackers, let’s make a plate to share.”

We went to the kitchen and I opened the wine and found a couple of glasses in the cupboard while she worked on a cheese plate for us. We took everything back to the living room and I proposed a toast.

“To new friends,” I offered.

“To girlfriends,” Cheryl replied as we clinked our glasses and enjoyed the dry red wine.

—————

By the time the wine was gone, it was getting late and I started to think about heading back to the dorm. The one problem would be the fingernails. Cheryl yawned and I nervously opened the discussion.

“I should get changed and go back to the dorm,” I offered.

“Why can’t you stay here. I have a queen bed,”

“I didn’t want to impose, but if I went back to the dorm, I’d need to take off the nail polish at least.”

“Don’t be silly, but can I suggest it be Chris that stays the night. I’ll just ignore the fingernails,” she said, smiling brightly with an eager look in her eye.

“Chris would love that!”


Chapter 4

I accompanied Cheryl to the bathroom and she helped me take off my wig, brushed it out and put it on the wig stand. We took off my makeup and she explained the process as we went along.

She had earlier put my makeup case on the bathroom vanity and showed me where she had put my new makeup inside.

She pointed toward the trash can. “I took some of the dried-up makeup and the other awful stuff you had and threw it away. What you have now is what you got from Julie.”

“Thank you. I can never bring myself to throw anything out,” I admitted.

“All these products are good and the colors work. I’ll let you finish up. Let me get Chris’ underwear for you.”

“Thanks.”

I was saddened I couldn’t wear one of the gowns, but I would let Cheryl decide when that should happen.

I slipped off my forms, cleaned them and stored them under the vanity where Cheryl had made a space. I washed out the gaff and hung it in the shower and put the bra and panties in the clothes hamper. About that time, the bathroom door opened slightly and my boxers and tee-shirt were handed in to me, along with a rather plain white terry robe.

I put them on, brushed my hair back and tied it into a low ponytail, and Chris walked to the bedroom anxious to find out how the night would progress.

—————

When I walked in the room, I was greeted by a soft glow of candles plus a dim electric lamp on a corner table. There was a magnificent fragrance from the candles and in the dim light I could see Cheryl sitting up against the headboard, a sheet coming up to her waist. She wore a beautiful pink nightgown and she gave me a radiant smile as her eyes sparkled with the twinkling light of the candle flames. I closed the door and moved toward the bed, removing the robe before slipping between the covers. She slid down beside me and I was wrapped in her arms as my hands investigated her gown. I kissed her gently, not wanting to rush our time together.

“I want to let you know I had a great time with your sister today,” she whispered as I nuzzled her neck.

“Chrissie wants you to know she had a fantastic day as well.”

I pushed the shoulder strap of her robe to one side, exposing a breast, and took a tentative lick of her firm nipple. She gave a sharp intake of breath as I blew some air across the moist nipple, causing it to harden even more. I began to suckle as she grabbed my head, pulling me closer to her as I felt her start to tremble and her breath turned ragged. It seemed like she wanted to speed up, but I proceeded at an unhurried pace. I returned to her mouth for another kiss, continuing my caressing of her breast with my long fingernails.

“I like that,” she purred between kisses, “… and I even like the fragrance. It is quite a bit different than your regular after shave.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t know it would still be noticeable.”

“It’s not a problem… I kind of like it,” she admitted.

“I like your scent too. I need to do some exploring to find out where you used it.”

I opened the tie on her gown then searched her body for the scent, starting by kissing her neck, then back to the breasts, then tracing down her body with a line of kisses. While I kissed, I used my long nails to graze her skin as she continued to yield to my advances. I was unhurried and deliberate in my exploration of her soft flesh, covering her body with touches from my lips and the tip of my tongue. She shivered as I continued to move down her body.

I continued past her pussy, the moistness there unmistakable, and kissed and licked her thighs. She spread her legs for me, granting me entrance to her privileged region. My hands continued to explore her soft skin, alternating between the pads of my fingers and my long nails.

I moved up slightly and approached her center, licking and kissing the soft skin between her thighs. I asked her if I could continue and she eagerly agreed. Where I would usually use my fingers to please her, with the long nails I didn’t want to risk scratching a tender place, so I used my tongue instead. She stiffened and her nub hardened as I gave her a tentative lick through her thin panties.

“Oh, my!” she exclaimed as her back arched toward me to increase the sensation. I provided a bit more pressure on her clit as she opened her legs even wider. I was pleased to find the panties had a side tie, so I used my teeth to loosen the knots, exposing her beautiful sex to my eager mouth. As I flicked my tongue against her softness, I used my hands with the long fingernails to caress her supple rear. I was witness to the first of many of her orgasms as I finally entered her with my tongue. A few deep thrusts with my tongue, then some tender licks of her nub, then deep again would result in another shattering orgasm. Her body was on the edge of oblivion as I broke off my oral devotions, wiped my mouth, then returned to her waiting lips.

“Oh, WOW!” she said as she panted to reclaim her breath. “That was wonderful.”

We continued to kiss as she pushed her tongue deeply into my mouth, followed by my tongue moving into hers. She continued to hold me tightly against her, then I felt her roll me over onto my back, straddling me.

“We’ won’t need this anymore,” she announced as she helped me remove my tee-shirt, quickly clamping onto my exposed nipple with her teeth. My rod was rock hard as she slid it along her molten pussy, separated only by my underwear. She alternated between my nipples, sometimes kissing, then occasionally she would give me a sharp bite. It was magical.

She knelt beside me and helped me remove my boxers.

“Impressive,” she said as she revealed my turgid cock. “That looks uncomfortable. We need to do something to relieve some of this pressure.”

She removed a bottle of flavored lube from the side table and put a dab on my swollen shaft. After a few teasing strokes, she enveloped me with her soft lips and slid her mouth the length of my tool. It was my turn to tremble as I tried to extend the pleasure. She used a slow pace to keep me on the edge, alternating between her fingers, nails and her lips.

She again reached toward the side table and drew out a foil envelope, deftly placing a sheath on me. She straddled me and I entered her in one long thrust. She rode me with an unhurried pace, driving deep against me as she experienced a series of orgasms. I used my long nails against her butt, back and hips as she continued to ride my long cock.

“Your turn,” she announced as she dismounted me, brought me between her legs as she fell on her back. I entered her fully, then hovered down and traded more deep kisses. I felt her arms move to my hips, urging me to go faster but I continued at a measured yet quickening pace. In the dim light, she watched me intently as I raced toward a point of no return. Then we both closed our eyes sensing what was about to happen. My heart raced, my body stiffened, and I cried out as I felt my body pulse into her. She gave a long moan of delight and she gripped me like a vice, the throes of an incredible orgasm washed over her as I continued to pump.

I collapsed on top of her, my body no longer able to support itself.

“Thank you so much, Cheryl”

“It was wonderful, Chris, but now you need to get up. I’m being crushed,” she said with a laugh.

I rolled onto my side, then she exited the room to clean up. When she returned, I did the same, tying off the used condom, wrapping it in tissue and putting it in the trash.

When I went back into her room, I noticed she had put back on her nightgown, and I put back on my boxers and tee-shirt. I spooned up next to her and we fell fast asleep.


Chapter 5

Thanksgiving Day

When I woke up, Cheryl was already in the bathroom with the shower running. I remembered what day it was, Thursday, but it was also Thanksgiving Day. I thought back to what an amazing day yesterday was. Spending time as Chrissie, then having an incredible sexual encounter with Cheryl as Chris. Sometimes our sessions were a bit more perfunctory with my giving less attention to her desires than mine. After she allowed me to spend time as Chrissie, I consciously kept things more romantic and sought to be more in tune with her desires and was delighted with her response. I accepted it as the Chrissie part of my personality rather than Chris always trying so hard to prove myself as a male. Spending a day in a skirt and blouse, pretending to be some big macho dude was going to be a hard sell. I liked being able to skip all the pretense and be more sensitive and gentle.

A few minutes later, a freshly scrubbed and clean smelling lady walked into the bedroom. As I sat on the side of the bed, she walked up to me and put a finger in my chest, pushing me back onto the bed. She straddled me and gave me a big kiss.

“I want to thank you for last night,” she said.

“You liked that, did you?”

“Yes, I did. I didn’t hear you complaining either. We don’t have time to stay here kissing, even though I might like that. We have dinner to make.”

“We could make it Thanksgiving Supper,” I teased, reaching toward her.

“Oh no you don’t, you need to get ready. I have some stuff in the bathroom for you. You can do your makeup in there and I’ll use the mirror in here. Before you put on your hose, let’s do your toenails, sound good?”

“Great!”

“Then me and my girlfriend will make breakfast, get dinner in the oven and watch the Thanksgiving Parade on TV.”

“I better get moving,” I said, stealing another long kiss.

I guess that answered my question, Chrissie would help with Thanksgiving Dinner then we were going to watch the parade together.

—————

I took a long shower and shaved my face, legs, chest and bush. There was not much there, but it felt so exciting for me to do it.

I dried off, put on my gaff, then the bra and panties Cheryl had left. I inserted my forms in the bra cups and adjusted the straps. I polished my toenails, allowing the first coat to dry while I tried my hand at makeup.

My attempt to duplicate the makeup job the way Julie showed me was a mixed success. I could tell I needed more practice, especially with the eyeliner. After a second coat of polish, I brushed out the wig and put it on over my wig cap. I attached it with about a dozen hairpins. I’d never seen this before Julie showed me yesterday, but I liked how it felt when my wig was securely attached. There was a pink robe hanging on the hook behind the door and I put it on, then joined Cheryl in front of her makeup mirror.

“You look nice,” I said, eyeing her green silken robe over a black bra and panties.

“So do you!” she responded as she carefully inspected my makeup. “Are you ready for your dress?” she asked.

“Yes, which one do you think?”

“Let’s try the maroon one and save the other for shopping tomorrow. Do you have a slip?” she asked.

“Yes, I have one, but the dress is lined. Do you think I’ll need it?”

“Let’s try it.”

I opened the zipper and stepped into the dress. I drew it up my body, put my arms through the sleeves and adjusted it over my bra.

“Some help with the zip?” I asked.

“Sure. That fits great and you’re right, no slip needed. I’ll check my closet to see what I can wear,” she said with a wink.

Cheryl went to her closet and brought out a black dress in a jersey fabric. It was slightly shorter than mine with a rounded neckline and cap sleeves. She held it up in front of her and turned toward me.

“What do you think?”

“I love it!”

My nails were dry, so I worked my nude pantyhose up my legs and onto my waist. I put on my pumps and twisted my head to look at the back of the dress in her mirror.

“Great legs, sister,” she said with a smile. “I suppose you expect me to wear hose too?”

“It’s only fair.”

“And heels?”

“Of course!”

She went to her closet and found some 3-inch pumps in a bone color, and then took some nude pantyhose out of her dresser. She pulled the dress over her head, then sat on the bed and slowly worked the hose up her legs, sensually stroking them to remove any wrinkles. Then she stood and pulled her dress above her black lace panty, settling the top of the hose around her waist. My heart was pounding so hard I wondered if she could hear it. She knelt and picked up the shoes, then dipped to the bed to put them on. Her movements were unhurried and sexy. I need to practice moving like that. She added some jewelry and a metallic belt, then did a twirl for me and my heart stopped.

—————

I went to the kitchen with Cheryl and she gave me the brand-new apron and put another on herself. We decided on a breakfast of yogurt with some fruit with toast and preserves. I oversaw the toast, and I was pleased I could add my talents to preparing our meal.

We put our breakfast on the dinette and I was tasked with silverware and cups. She poured the coffee from the glass pot into a carafe for us to share.

There were three chairs at the dinette table, and she had me sit on the one at the end. I settled onto the chair and smoothed my dress under me. She sat in the chair to my side and gave me a wide smile.

“Breakfast looks healthy,” I teased.

“And look at that toast. Perfect,” she responded. I stuck my tongue out causing her to laugh.

She blotted her lips on the napkin and folded it in before placing it on her lap. I followed her lead, assuming the lipstick would come off during breakfast anyway, so why not get it out of the way now.

Our conversation was light, just local happenings, upcoming concerts and shows, and the like. I watched how she moved, her gestures and how she spoke, trying my best to internalize those feminine nuances. I was making more eye contact, used gestures while I spoke, and if I was saying something humorous, I would give her a light tap on her shoulder or a hand. I was conscious to avoid anything that would betray my male nature. I listened intently yet would say things that indicated I was following the conversation. When not speaking or eating, I kept my hands in my lap.

After an unhurried breakfast with lots of juice and coffee, we put the dishes in the dishwasher, then started preparations for our lunch. I put my apron back on and looked in the refrigerator. She had some carrots, celery, and some broccoli and cauliflower, so I prepared us a veggie plate. I found some hummus and put some in a small bowl, then placed a few chips and crackers on another plate and set it all on the coffee table so we could nibble during the parade.

Cheryl looked over the instructions for the turkey loaf, adjusted the oven, and put the foil tray in to bake. She also mixed up the dressing and put it in the oven as well, then set a timer.

I put the frozen peas in a bowl, added a pat of butter, covered it with plastic wrap, storing it in the refrigerator to heat later. We would wait with the mashed potatoes until right before we were ready to eat.

—————

With dinner preparations made, we went to the living room and Cheryl turned on the television and clicked to the channel with the parade coverage. There was about fifteen minutes before everything started, and the talking heads were gabbing about what we were going to see. Cheryl muted them and looked at me thoughtfully.

“I’m really enjoying spending Thanksgiving with you, Chrissie.”

“It’s very special for me as well,” I told her, reaching out to give her hand a quick squeeze.

We talked a bit more while waiting for the activities to start, and a broad smile crossed her face.

“Maybe I shouldn’t tell you this, but I had a great time with your brother last night.”

I decided to play along and not break the fourth wall. I would pretend that Chris was Chrissie’s brother.

“Ooooo, deets, I want to know everything!” I said excitedly.

She blushed a crimson color, and I pressed again.

“Did you go out for dinner or something?” I asked, pretending that I wasn’t there.

“No, he came over later, after you’d left.”

“Oh, for a night-cap, or did you skip drinking all together?”

She laughed warmly, “No drinking involved, all of the activity was in the bedroom.”

“Tell me and leave nothing out!” I demanded with a big smile.

“Well, I felt really feminine after our spending the day together, so I thought I would do a seduction number on him. Dim light, candles, sexy nightgown and some of my best perfume.”

“You hussy!”

“I was kind of lustful. I figured he would just jump my bones, but it didn’t turn out that way.”

“Oh…”

“Chrissie, it was really something. He was so gentle and considerate. Quite different then normal. I was anxious at first and wanted him to go faster, but I decided to let him set the pace. I’m so glad I did.”

“This is exciting.”

“I could tell he enjoyed the soft lighting and my scent, both the perfume and my natural scent, if you know what I mean.”

“Oh, yeah.”

“He’s let his fingernails grow out a bit, and it was a real rush for me as he caressed me with his hands and then the long fingernails. I’m getting wet sitting here thinking about it.”

“I’m getting turned on having you describe it,” I joked.

“He went down on me, Chrissie. He doesn’t usually do that. And it wasn’t just to get me started, but he made me come a dozen times. I thought I would pass out!”

“Seriously?!?” I asked, trying to maintain the illusion as I got to see everything from her perspective.

“I finally rolled him over on his back and fucked his brains out.”

“Cheryl, you didn’t,” I mocked.

“Oh yes I did, but I didn’t make it easy on him. I held him on the edge until I knew he was about to explode, then I told him I needed him. He flipped me on my back, but even as turned on as he was, he still held back waiting for me.”

“Wow,” I said, fanning myself with a napkin.

“We kissed as he continued to drive into me, then we both had massive orgasms at the same time. By the time we finished, we were both so spent I didn’t think I’d be able to make it to the bath to clean up.”

“You were safe, weren’t you?”

“Yes, we are always good about that.”

“Cheryl, this is so exciting. Thank you so much for sharing this with me. Our friendship is new and I’m so happy you trust me with this.”

“I knew you would understand, and thank you so much for listening,” she said, giving me a big hug and a kiss on the cheek.


Chapter 6

It was time for the parade to start, but my mind was having a hard time concentrating on the character-shaped balloons.

I was blown away by the amazing girl chat we just had, and I went to the refrigerator to get us both something to drink to cool down. I was so happy that my change of approach met with her approval, and it was great to see the session from her point of view. I was enjoying the role-play and she appeared to like it as well. I wanted to be very careful to not use this situation in a way that might harm our boy-girl relationship but was relieved none of the things that happened last night bothered her. Quite the contrary, she liked how things turned out. I was worried about the fingernails and what remained of my perfume, but that didn’t seem to be an issue. The softer approach was a hit. I resolved to experiment with some other things, and then she might give Chrissie a report if she liked them or not.

—————

After watching the parade and making catty comments about some of the more garish floats and costumes, the timer let us know that dinner was ready.

I put on my apron and Cheryl handed me the instant potatoes, the milk and the butter. I followed the directions carefully and was proud of the way they came out. I had almost forgot the peas, so I put them in the microwave for a couple of minutes.

I set the table carefully, and included a couple of water glasses, plus some champagne flutes for the split of bubbly that was chilling in the fridge.

Cheryl warmed up some plates and cut up servings of the turkey, giving us each a portion of dressing. She complimented me on the potatoes as she spooned some on the plates, adding a pat of butter. She finished up by adding the peas as I popped the cork on the champagne and poured.

As she set the plates on the table, I put some water in the glasses and we were ready for our Thanksgiving meal. We both sat and I raised my glass to toast.

“To my magnificent host. My Thanksgiving would have been nothing without her,” I toasted, followed by the clink of our glasses and a sip of the delightful bubbly.

“To new friends, and new beginnings with old ones,” she proposed.

“Hear, hear!” I answered, with another sip of the champagne. I blotted off my lipstick and dug into our delightful meal.

—————

After our meal and a slice of pie with ice cream for dessert, we cleaned up the kitchen, put away leftovers, then went into the living room to sit on the sofa.

“The meal was delightful, Cheryl. Thank you so much.”

“It was my pleasure, but you did a lot of it yourself. I should be thanking you.”

“Doing things with you is a pleasure for me,” I said.

“Oh, thanks for reminding me, I need to clean the bathroom and do some laundry. I could really use some help.”

I glared at her, and she started laughing.

“You are wicked,” I said with a wide smile.

We watched some RomCom movies on TV and continued to chat back and forth most of the afternoon. We both decided it was wine o’clock and I went to get us some glasses of red as she hit the restroom.

We sipped the wine as I thought back to some of the scenes in the movies we’d watched. I was looking for ideas of new things that Chris and Cheryl could try together to spice things up. There was no indication that Cheryl and Chrissie would develop a romantic relationship, but it was great being best friends.

—————

Dinner was leftover turkey sandwiches, some chips and cottage cheese, plus the rest of the pie. After cleaning up, she surprised me by getting out the balance board for her video game.

She looked at me with a devilish look. “Challenge time. Surf’s up,” she said.

“You’re on!”

“You go first. I’ll set it for beginners’ level.”

“Bring it!” I said, boldly as I slipped off my shoes.

“Nuh-uh, shoes stay on,” she said with a laugh, then she started the game.

I had no chance, shoes or no shoes, but she did a good job even with her heels on. She credited it to yoga, but I claimed she was just lucky. We tried several other games and my abilities were going from bad to worse. Maybe she was right about the yoga. We finally collapsed on the sofa laughing.

She grabbed my hand, “I have the best time hanging with you, Chrissie,” she said, giving me a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“But you’re SO competitive.” I whined, “I really enjoyed losing to you.”

“I’ll make it up to you tomorrow when we go out shopping. We will have you try on so many pretty things.”

“Can’t wait to go shopping with my best girlfriend, but maybe we could consider a movie in the afternoon to get off our feet for a couple of hours.”

“Deal,” she agreed, grabbing her phone to check what was playing

—————

We watched TV for a while, then Cheryl excused herself and I could hear the shower running. A few minutes later she appeared in a terry-cloth robe and said she was going to head to the bedroom as her boyfriend would be over later.

“I’ll see you in the morning for some power shopping,” I said.

“I’m looking forward to it. Goodnight.”

I went into the bath and my stuff was laid out, but I didn’t see any boy underwear. I figured she just forgot, so I decided I would slip naked into the bedroom after my shower since I wanted to be nude pretty quickly anyway.

I took off the makeup, wig, forms and girl underwear, then took a short shower to freshen up. Cheryl had a pink shower-cap hanging on the towel bar, so I put it on to keep my hair dry. The cap was wet, so I figured she’d used it as well.

While I was in the shower, I shaved everything even though my face was all that had much growth. I used her shower gel which didn’t leave a very manly scent, but I hoped she wouldn’t mind.

I toweled off and checked around to make sure everything was ready, then started toward her bedroom naked.

—————

The door was closed, and as I opened it there was some soft lighting, but I didn’t see her on the bed. I walked in the room stark naked, then heard the door close. She came up behind and wrapped a blindfold over my eyes.

“Gotcha,” she crowed as she knotted the blindfold behind my head.

“Oh my, I’ve been captured by some wicked woman. I wonder what will happen to me,” I said, theatrically holding the back of my hand to my forehead.

“Well, you have been a naughty boy,” she said as she tied my hands in front of me.

“What did I do?” I whimpered.

“I’ve spent the whole day soaking my panties thinking about what you did to me last night.”

“Oh, that.”

“Yes, that. And you know what happens to naughty boys, don’t you,” she whispered into my ear, giving me a lick on my earlobe.

I shook my head no.

“Well, you are about to find out.” She reached down and found my rod sticking out proudly from between my legs. “Hey, what’s this?!?” she questioned me with a firm squeeze.

“I’ve been thinking about you as well.”

“So, you were holding out on me last night, is that what you’re telling me?” she teased. “That deserves a spanking,” she announced as she used my member to pull me across the bedroom. I couldn’t see anything, but I assume she sat on her makeup chair, then I felt her guide me across her lap. She was wearing a satin gown and she trapped my hard cock between her legs. The sensation of the soft material against my hardness was amazing as she clamped me between her thighs.

“You need to help so I don’t lose count,” she said, giving me a swat with a flat object.

“One,” I said. It was just a playful strike, but it caused a sting on my bare bottom. The next one was slightly harder.

“Two,” I continued to count as the object again struck my rear.

“Three,” I said, as she took a break to tenderly rub my rear before continuing.

“Four,” I said.

“No way, that was only three! You’re not trying to cheat, are you?” Another blow landed. The spanks were getting harder, or maybe I was becoming more sensitive. It wasn’t painful, still just a sting.

“Three!” I chuckled to myself as I was already two swats down, and I didn’t know how many I was in for.

“That’s better,” she said, then landed another.

“Four!” I counted, my stem really enjoying the feeling of being trapped between her legs. She stopped and rubbed my rear again, and I started to pump against her silky gown.

“I think you like the satin, don’t you? I hope you don’t lose count,” she said as she gave me a very hard smack.

“Five!!!”

“So, I think you’ve learned your lesson,” she said, rubbing my backside with a cool lotion. It wasn’t painful, but there was a slight sting and some warmth. The feel of her hand and the lotion was pleasant, and the sensation caused my rod to grow even harder.

“Thank you. I need your help to be a better boyfriend,” I said trying to curry favor.

“I used the back of my hairbrush this time. If you continue to be naughty, next time I’ll use the bristles.”

“I’ll be good!”

“Stand up. You still have work to do!”

Using my hard cock, she led me to the bed, then pushed me down on my back. I was reminded of my spanking as I settled down on the bedsheet. I was hard as iron.

She straddled my chest, grabbed my hands and started untying them.

“I’m going to let you loose, but don’t you dare run off on me. I’m not done with you yet.”

Still blindfolded, I lay there in shock. She spread my arms wide, then put her knees over them, pinning me to the bed. She lowered her sweet pussy to my mouth, drenching me with her juices. She still had her robe on, and I felt the soft material cascading down as she presented herself to me. She quivered and I sensed her arousal as I started to lick her center. She moved herself around on my mouth, directing where she wanted me to concentrate next. Some teasing on her clit, then some licks of her pussy lips, then tongue deep inside her. Her breath was coming in gasps and she trembled like she was in the middle of an earthquake. The orgasms started, strong and noisy as she moaned above me.

She finally slid down my body, her pussy separated from my raging hardon only by her robe. She kissed me tenderly, then whispered a thank you in my ear, spending some time nuzzling my neck while she was in the vicinity.

She turned around in a sixty-nine, granting me access to her sex once more. As she settled down on me, her robe covered the upper part of my body. My blindfold had moved from over my eyes, but I still couldn’t see anything because of the robe. My hands were free to roam on her thighs, waist and ass, and I took the opportunity to explore her body. I caressed her through the satiny material, alternating between my fingers and my nails.

As I enjoyed myself to her moistness, I felt a finger working the pre-cum around the head of my raging organ.

“Does that feel nice?” she asked, as I mumbled something unintelligible in response. I was having a bit of trouble focusing.

I heard the click of a container, then the sensation of lube being dribbled onto my rod. A few long strokes to cover everything, then some rapid strokes which included a slight twist across the head. Another dribble, then the sound of the container closing.

I was lost in the sensations that my cock was feeling as she stroked me.

“Having some problem concentrating?” she asked, grinding her pussy against my mouth.

I tried to multi-task, seeing to her needs and enjoying the sensation of her hand gripping my swollen rod. I sensed her change position, then felt a breath of air across my member. It took everything I had to continue to pleasure her as I felt her take me into her mouth. My breath was coming in gasps as she tightly gripped the root and slid her mouth along the length of my swollen penis. She was edging me on the brink of coming, when I felt her move away.

“Do you think you are ready for me?” she asked.

“YES!”

“No holding back on me tonight,” she warned as she continued to lightly stroke my rod, keeping me on the verge of coming. “I want you completely drained”

“I promise.”

She rose and removed my blindfold the rest of the way, took off her robe then covered my member with a condom. She laid on her back and pulled me on top of her, taking me in a single long stroke. I lustfully drove myself into her, quickly bringing her to a profound sense of excitement.

I kissed her thoroughly, then leaned back to look deeply into her eyes in the dim light. I felt her body stiffen beneath me as I drove myself into her. A monster orgasm crested in me as I heard her cry out, her carnal bliss coming in sync with mine.

I collapsed on the bed beside her, toying with her hair and telling her how much I loved her. We enjoyed a period of afterglow, then I arose and went to the bath to freshen up and get rid of the condom.

As I walked back to the bed, she stared at my shriveled dick and smiled.

“I think we might have got that thing settled down for a short time.”

I crawled in beside her and hugged her closely, telling her that I was indeed drained as she wanted.

“I’m leaving that hairbrush on top of the dresser as a reminder for you to be good,” she said, pointing to a large wooden brush.

I rubbed my tender rear, remembering my earlier spanking.

“I think I’ve learned my lesson,” I teased, actually looking forward to being a bad boy again in the future.

“I hope you haven’t. That was kind of fun.”


Chapter 7

Black Friday

I awoke the next morning on my back, holding Cheryl against me. Her blonde hair spilled across my chest and her hand was wrapped around my waist. I gave her a closed-mouth kiss on the lips to wake her.

“Let me get a quick shower, then you can have the bathroom,” she offered, then headed off and leaving me to reflect on the last couple of days.

I liked the adventurous Cheryl who seemed to relish keeping me off balance. I enjoyed the spanking warm-up last night, and the follow-up orgasm was amazing. It was great that she wanted to take the lead. The blindfold and having her tie my hands was a first for us, and I hope it is not the last. I was blown away when she told me she was soaking her panties the whole day yesterday thinking about the night before. I can’t wait to see if she will tell Chrissie about what happened.

My time as Chrissie was amazing as well. The time we spent being girlfriends, sharing secrets and cooking together was a treat for me. I didn’t even mind losing the video games as we had such a great time together.

—————

She came into the bedroom, her hair wrapped with a towel in a turban. I sat on the side of the bed, naked except for a white terrycloth robe. I was surprised as she was carrying the forms.

“Does Chrissie glue on her breast-forms?” she asked out of the blue.

“Not usually,” I admitted.

“It might be a good idea today as we’ll be in and out of the dressing rooms trying on clothes. Do you think she would try it?”

“Sure. She might need some help to get them positioned, but yes, let’s do it.”

“Why don’t you get cleaned up and I’ll hit the computer and look at a couple of videos on how to attach them.”

“Sounds great,” I said, heading toward the bath with my head spinning. That is something that I longed to do but never had the chance. It looks like the opportunity has presented itself.

Cheryl had left a bra and panty on the vanity along with my wig and makeup stuff. There was the pink robe hanging on the hook.

I did my makeup and put on and secured my wig. I was pleased with the makeup today. With some practice, especially with the eye liner, I looked good. I cleaned between my legs and my chest with alcohol, then did a tuck with a T-Tape kit since I wanted a little more security than I have with the gaff. The tape gave me a very smooth line and I made sure everything was in place so I was protected.

I put on the empty bra, covered myself with the robe and walked into the bedroom.

“Great job on the makeup,” she gushed.

“I am getting better at it. The eyeliner is still a challenge.”

“It is still tricky for me. Putting on the liner holding just one eye open so you can see what you are doing is hard, but you are getting better. I checked out a couple of videos and I think I can help you get everything on correctly, Chrissie.”

I took the forms and put them in my bra cups, then adjusted the straps with Cheryl’s help. When we were satisfied, she turned up the bottom edge of my bra and used an eyeliner pencil to mark several places around the lower edge of the form for reference. I removed my arms from the bra and dropped it down around my waist while removing the forms. I wiped my chest again with alcohol, then cleaned the back of the forms, letting everything dry completely. She sprayed some adhesive on the forms, put them on my chest using the marks as a guide, then removed them again, leaving some of the adhesive on my chest. She sprayed another thin layer of adhesive on the form and set a timer for five minutes.

When the timer went off, she attached the forms where the marks were, then pressed the seams flat and removed the excess glue with a tissue. I pulled up my bra over the forms, putting my arms through the straps. It was an amazing feeling with my silicone breasts pulling down on my chest.

I put my aqua midi-dress over my new shape. It is a wrap dress that comes just above my knees, has a surplice V-neck and long bishop sleeves. It has a matching cloth tie belt and I really like how it fit. I wish I had the hips to do it justice, but I liked how everything looked. I wore it with the dark tan huaraches and nude hose.

Cheryl wore a flirty shirred-waist dress that rode a few inches above her knees. It had long sleeves and was a floral pattern in whites, pinks and blues with a back tie. She wore it with nude pantyhose and white kitten heels.

“Let’s eat breakfast out, then head to the mall,” Cheryl said, and I eagerly agreed. I was really happy with my appearance, though I know if someone looked close they might suspect I was not a woman. I wasn’t going to worry about it and spoil my day. I figured if I kept my head up, my back straight and looked people in the eye, no one would give me any trouble.

—————

We stopped at a chain pancake restaurant and ended up with a fifteen-minute wait. We found a place to sit and we talked together while we waited. She asked me what I thought I needed for clothing, and I admitted that I really didn’t know.

“Have you thought about a padded brief?” she asked. “That and a waist nipper might give you a bit more shape.”

“That sounds like a great idea!” I said, telling her I was disappointed with how my dress fit because I didn’t have any hips.

When we were finally seated, the waitress gave us great service. I had a yogurt parfait and Cheryl had a breakfast wrap. Cheryl smiled as I dug into the parfait with a long spoon.

—————

After breakfast and a trip to the ladies to freshen up, we decided to go to one of the department stores at the mall. We wanted to work on my shape before we started trying on clothes so shopping for the padding was first.

We approached a consultant at the lingerie department and Cheryl explained what we needed. She was quite specific about my situation and Trish, the associate, smiled and said she could help me find something.

Trish was a younger Black woman with a magnificent smile and a great sense of style. She wore a cream pantsuit with a rose-colored top under her jacket. She matched it with some clunky stone jewelry in browns, and ivory mid-heel pumps.

She recommended a shaper with some side and rear pockets that would hold silicone pads to add shape. The brief section was sheer in a nude color, but the waist section contained a wide elastic band that acted as a nipper. It was expensive but the consultant assured us it would do a good job in rounding me without looking fake. She carefully measured and selected the proper garment and the appropriate size pads.

“Can Chrissie put it on now? We plan to do some shopping,” Cheryl asked.

“Sure,” Trish said and removed the tags to ring them up.

Trish put the pads in the pockets of the briefer, then took us both to a large dressing room. I took off my dress and Cheryl helped me get the garment in place. I was amazed what a little shaping could do for my figure. I put my dress back on and went out to show Trish.

“That works great, Chrissie. You’ll love it,” Trish said.

We rang up the sale and I presented my card. I’m sure Trish was happy with the commission, but I was equally happy with my rear. This shaper plus the tape would make trips to the bathroom a real hassle, so I needed to limit how much I drank to avoid too many visits to the ladies room.

“Shopping!” I said, as Cheryl took my arm and we headed for the woman’s department.

—————

Walking was a definite adjustment with the combination of the stuck-on forms and the fanny pads. I found myself moving with a bit more flair and Cheryl continued to compliment me on how good I looked. I was able to swing my lightweight dress in a flirty fashion, and I enjoyed seeing my reflection with every mirror and store window I passed. I would sometimes stop and fuss with my hair or adjust my dress, much to Cheryl’s amusement.

“Chrissie, you are such a girl,” she teased.

“I like looking nice like this.”

“You are beautiful, but we need to check out a few more stores.”

Cheryl found a pair of black slouch boots with a blocky heel on a sale rack and talked me into them. They fit perfectly and I decided to wear them out of the store. We tried on several fall and winter dresses, but finally spotted a three-quarter sleeve blue dress with a white geometric pattern on the sale rack, and it was my size. I tried it on and it fit great so it went with us. I also found a burgundy scoop-neck sweater that was so soft and would go great with my jeans skirt and added that to my stash.

We went into one of the lingerie stores and started looking through panties and bras.

“I need some help with my underwear to keep up with you, Chrissie,” Cheryl said as she looked at some sexy panties. “I bet my boyfriend would like these,” she said, showing me a beautiful pair of red satin panties with lace accents. I dodged commenting what her boyfriend might think of the panties, but I knew he would love them. I looked around and found her the matching bra in a couple of different sizes and styles. We looked around for a set for me and she found some in royal blue. She said we should go try them on.

“Ah…” I hesitated.

“No problem, come on,” she said, grabbing my hand and walking toward the shop attendant to get a card for the fitting room.

The dressing rooms were a decent size so we ducked together into one of them. I helped her take off her dress, and she put the panties over the ones she had on to check the fit. I helped her get out of her bra and she tried on the new one. She settled on a B-Cup with a 32-inch band. She checked them over for any defects and after she was satisfied, set them on a chair. I helped her on with her dress, then hesitated just a bit before slipping off mine. She unhooked my bra and I can see now how much better it was to have the forms glued on. The bra in 34-C worked great for me. I took off my pads and tried the panties on and they worked fine as well.

“I love that your shaper is sheer. You will be able to see the panties right through them,” she commented.

—————

We continued to shop and Cheryl headed us into one of the sportswear stores.

“You need a sports bra,” she said, walking toward the rack.

We looked for a few minutes and she found one in beige that had wide straps and a front zip. No underwires or anything, but it supported the forms well and gave me a soft rounded shape.

“I think this one will work great,” she said.

“Why do I need a sports bra?” I asked.

“For when we go to the gym and to yoga class, silly. Let’s find you a top and some shorts.”

Apparently Chrissie was about to start yoga. Who knew? It might help me with playing video games.

Next we went to a jewelry store to look at some things. We found a couple of costume items for me, then started looking at the fine jewelry. I pointed out a couple of necklaces for Cheryl that we thought looked great, but she hesitated because of the price.

“It’s Black Friday. Everything is discounted,” I assured her. “Plus, Christmas is coming up.” We found a bracelet that matched the necklace she liked best. I pushed them across the counter along with my things for the clerk to ring up and presented my credit card.

“Merry Christmas.”

“Oh, Chrissie, thank you,” she said as I fastened the necklace into place. She followed up giving me a big hug as the clerk smiled at us.

—————

We found a storage locker to put our purchases in, then before heading to the movie, we stopped at the food court to grab something to eat. We shared a sub sandwich and some chips, and we each had a small drink. I had them put extra ice in my drink trying to limit my fluid to avoid restroom stops. I had some extra tape in my purse, but it would take a bit of time to get everything put back together, especially with the added complication of the briefer. I had already scoped out the family restroom as I needed to completely undress to go to the bathroom, then get everything put back on properly. My bladder was signaling that I would need to do that before going to the show.

—————

There was a bit of a wait for the family restroom as a young woman with two small children, a boy and a girl, went in just before I arrived. I let Cheryl know that I’d like to wait for the bigger room and she asked me if she needed to help. I said no as I really didn’t want to have her see me messing around with the T-Tape, so I said she was free to use the regular ladies room and I would wait. I wondered if it would be a bigger challenge for a lady with two youngsters or a CD having to completely undress so they could use the toilet. I assumed it would be about the same.

They finally left and I was able to get in and start the process of emptying my bladder. Take off dress, enhancer and hang everything from the hook on the door, pull down panties and hose, peel forward the tape and finally start to pee. After a bit to tidy up with TP plus a fresh-wipe from a dispenser on the wall, I re-secured the tape, pulled up panties and hose and had to get completely dressed again. I checked the hair, makeup and refreshed my lipstick and I was finally ready to go to the movies.

—————

We selected a Romantic Comedy that hadn’t received the best reviews, but it was enjoyable. A newly married couple had the female lead host an old college roommate for the weekend. The male lead fell hard for the guest and a lot of drama ensued. There were a lot of cute lines and double entendre which made for some laugh-out-loud moments, interspersed with some hot love scenes and some heart wrenching moments as well. At least there was a happy ending that did not lead to divorce.

Toward the end of the movie after one of the poignant parts, Cheryl took my hand and held it the rest of the show. It was nice in a girlfriend sort of way and I really liked the feeling of closeness. For a while I leaned my head against her shoulder, and she responded favorably by leaning into me.

At the end of the movie when the house lights went up, Cheryl helped me from my seat and led me to the aisle, finally dropping my hand.

—————

We went to the locker to get our stuff and while we walked to the car, Cheryl got a text.

“I wondered how long it would take. The parents were driving Sandy crazy and she came back to the apartment,” Cheryl reported.

My heart jumped. “Will it be a problem the way I’m dressed?”

“No, not at all. I told her we were having a girls’ weekend and she is looking forward to seeing you.”

“I just don’t want her to feel weird.”

“I should let you know that you’re likely to be more attractive to Sandy as a girl than a boy anyway. She kind of swings toward the feminine.”

My mind whirled as I never realized that Sandy was into girls. As I thought about it, I could recognize some of the traits. She was very dismissive toward her boyfriends and they usually didn’t last long. She liked going out with a guy to a nice restaurant or a concert, but it usually never came to the point of her putting out. Cheryl and Sandy had a very close relationship and shared a lot of secrets and it would be interesting to see Sandy’s reaction to Chrissie.

—————

We stopped for a pizza and some drinks to take back for supper. Even though my boots were comfortable, I was looking forward to getting off my feet.

Sandy met us at the door and Cheryl introduced me as Chrissie. Sandy had a big grin and made a show of introducing herself and saying she was glad to finally meet me.

Sandy was dressed in a purple sweatshirt and dark blue yoga pants with black ballet flats.

“I’ve heard so many great things. It’s great you are able to stay with Cheryl this weekend so she doesn’t get bored or into trouble.”

I gave her a brief hug and a kiss on the cheek, telling her I was very glad to see her.

“And we brought food!” Cheryl announced as I went to the kitchen to get some plates, silverware and glasses. I found some parmesan cheese in the refrigerator and joined the roommates at the table. I opened the pizza box and put a slice on everyones’ plate, then sat down in my usual spot, adjusting my dress under me.

“So, a day of shopping?” Sandy said.

“We found some nice things, and some pretty slutty things,” Cheryl said as I blushed all the way to my toes.

“There were a lot of good sales and I needed a few more clothes,” I said between bites, “and Cheryl found a new bracelet and necklace.”

She raised her new necklace so Sandy could look it over. She also shook her hand where she wore the new bracelet.

“Those are beautiful,” Sandy gushed.

“They were a present from Chrissie.”

“Nice,” Sandy said, giving me a smile.

—————

We told Sandy about the rest of the stores we went to and what we found. We skipped the mention of my new enhancer.

I caught Sandy staring at me quite a few times and I started to get nervous about whether she was uncomfortable with me. She must have sensed my concern.

“I want to tell you, Chrissie, you look great in that dress, and the boots really complete the look.”

“Thanks Sandy. I don’t get a chance to fem-up very often, and this weekend has been really special for me.”

“I hate to be so nosy, but how did this come about?”

I laughed along with Cheryl as she provided some of the details leading up to our girls’ weekend. Sandy’s eyes widened as we talked about our trip to see Julie and Cassie, our Thanksgiving and our shopping today.

“Well, you guys both look great, and I’m looking like a lump.”

“You look like someone who spent the past couple of days with their parents,” I said. “I’m surprised you look as good as you do.”

“That’s about right,” she said, smiling brightly.

—————

We finished our pizza and Cheryl took care of clearing the table as Sandy and I went into the living room. Sandy sat on the chair and grabbed the remote for the television, bringing up the channel guide as I sat on the sofa.

“Is it OK if I take off my boots? My feet are killing me.” I announced.

“Sure, no problem. Make yourself at home,” she replied.

I took off the boots and set them beside the sofa, then folded up my legs under me. I caught her giving me a cute smile as I adjusted my skirt.

“What?” I teased.

“You look so girly, Chrissie. I’m having a problem getting my mind around it.”

“Be good, Sandy,” Cheryl chided as she joined us.

“This is a girls’ weekend,” I reminded her.

“Well, I’d go put on a dress, but I’d have to shave my legs.”

“You’re fine the way you are,” I said. “We’re just messing with you.”

Sandy looked through the channel guide and found a couple of movies we might be interested in. There was one coming on in about half an hour, so we started chatting while we waited.

“Any boy action this weekend?” Cheryl asked Sandy.

“No, I need to take the weekend off. My last few dates have been disasters.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, Sandy. What happened?” I asked before I thought about how awkward this conversation might get.

“Well, I’ve gone out a couple of times with this guy Darren, I’ve mentioned him to Cheryl.”

“Is he the one with the pickup truck?” Cheryl asked.

“That’s him. Well he drives up in this big black jacked-up monster to take me out for dinner. I was dressed nice in a pretty blouse, dress slacks and wearing pumps. I thought I looked nice, but I think he was disappointed that I didn’t wear a dress so he could leer at me as I got into the truck.”

“Was he all dressed up?” Cheryl asked.

“He was in chinos and a cotton button-down shirt. He looked nice but nothing special.”

“Where did you go?” I asked.

“Rather than taking me somewhere nice, we went to a sports bar and he spent most of the meal staring at some game on TV. It was so noisy that I didn’t really need to worry about holding a conversation, so I spent most of the time messing with my phone.”

“Pretty much the same as your last date,” Cheryl said.

“When we finished our meal, he settled up the bill and was going to stiff the waitress with a crummy tip. Before we left, I put a five on the table because we got decent service.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I know some people who waitress and it’s a big job.”

“When we got back to the truck, he decides he wants to feel me up in the parking lot. I lied to him and told him I was having my period and I was sore. I asked him to take me home and he gave me an evil look but brought me back.”

“Do you think you will see him again?” I asked.

“He hasn’t sent me a message, and I sure won’t be contacting him.”

“That sucks,” Cheryl said. “Too bad you can’t find someone nice like my boyfriend. We’ve been getting along great together.”

I must have stiffened up, then I started to cough.

“Don’t worry, Chrissie. Sandy knows about me going out with your brother,” she said, taking my hand briefly and squeezing it.

I saw Sandy give Cheryl a nod of understanding and a wink, so I assumed she was ready to play along.

“So, what’s been happening with Chris?” Sandy asked.

“Well, I’ve told Chrissie about this, but the night before last…” and Cheryl proceeds to tell Sandy about our Wednesday night adventure. Sandy was fanning herself as Cheryl related the details of the late-night visit.

“That’s what I’m looking for in a guy. Someone who will give some thought to me rather than it all being for himself.”

“You’ll meet someone,” I assured Sandy. “When he shows up in a pickup truck, however, I don’t think he’s the right guy for you.”

They both started laughing.

“Has Chris been coming over every night?” Sandy asked. I turned crimson as I was afraid where the conversation was headed. We still had fifteen minutes before the movie comes on.

“The last couple of night, yes. I don’t think he will be here tonight though. It will take him a couple of days to rest up after what I did to him last night. Chrissie hasn’t heard this either, so I’ll tell you both.”

I let out a deep sigh and Sandy gave me a wink. “We need to hear everything,” Sandy demanded.


Chapter 8

Cheryl proceeded to tell about how Chris came over after Chrissie left. She smiled broadly as she talked about setting her trap.

“I had a great Thanksgiving with Chrissie, but I had been wet all day thinking about the session Chris and I had the night before. I was still horny and wanted to do something unexpected, so I did some searching on my phone for ideas. There is some pretty creepy stuff out there, but I did find a site with some things that sounded like fun.”

“And your Social Media feeds probably looked interesting today,” Sandy said with a laugh. I sat there stoically.

“I was hotter than hell, and I figured he was as well, so I snuck up on him as he entered the bedroom naked and blindfolded him with one of my scarves.”

“I bet that got his attention,” Sandy snickered.

“He was hard as stone, and I used another scarf to tie his hands. Nothing BDSM, just playing around. I told him he was a bad boy for keeping me hot all day and that he deserved a spanking.”

I decided to play along like last time. “Did he try to get away?” I asked, getting a wink from Sandy.

“He was so excited he would go along with anything. I put him over my lap and used my grandmother’s wooden hairbrush on him. Nothing hard, just playful.”

“That’s hot,” Sandy said, fanning herself.

“I gave him five swats, but he might have got messed up counting them so there were a couple extras. His losing count was my fault, but I don’t think he minded,”

“And…” Sandy leaned forward and pressed her to continue.

“Action moved to the bed as I put him on his back and untied his hands after warning him not to run off.”

“Oh, I bet he wasn’t going anywhere,” I said with a laugh.

“I straddled his face and grabbed the headboard as he used his very talented tongue on me. I was beside myself with lust and I’m sure he got drenched I was so wet. I must have come a dozen times.”

“Oh my god. Now I’m all wet too!” Sandy said.

“I looked back at him and his rod was long and proud so I turned around in a sixty-nine so I could tease him a bit. He was hard as steel and I had to be careful to not bring him off too soon.”

Sandy and I looked at one another, stunned.

“I added some lube then used my own skills to bring him to the edge; many times.”

“Hussy,” I said, laughing.

“He didn’t complain. When I knew he was ready, I put on a condom, rolled over and pulled him onto me. We were both so hot after a few pumps we both came together with very powerful orgasms. It was wonderful.”

“That’s amazing,” Sandy said.

“I did warn him that could happen again in the future. I think we are both looking forward to it.”

“I need something to drink after that,” I said, heading to the kitchen.

“Wine, and bring the bottle, maybe two!” Sandy said as I left the room.


Chapter 9

I opened a bottle of wine and looked around for some glasses as Sandy and Cheryl continued to talk about the hot sessions with Chris. I could have died with embarrassment, but I’d told Cheryl I wanted to share secrets. I just never thought about Sandy being there as well.

To her credit, I didn’t get the sense that Sandy was going to ridicule me about it. After all, we had just discussed her tragic love life, and she seemed quite fascinated in Cheryl’s adventures with Chris. I think she might be slightly jealous.

I brought in a tray with the open bottle of wine and three glasses, pouring everyone a drink. I put some crackers and chips in a couple of bowls to snack on as we watched the movie. I sat down, tucked my feet under me and adjusted my dress around my legs.

“Okay, Chrissie, I have to ask; Pantyhose or stockings?” Sandy said.

“Sandra! Are you checking out my legs?!?” I responded in mock outrage as Cheryl lost it with laughter.

“Yes I am! Answer the question.”

“I guess I should be proud of myself that you couldn’t tell. I must be doing a good job of not flashing my panties. They’re pantyhose.”

“You should be proud. It’s not fair. No one should have legs that look that good.”

“Are those the Donna Karin?” Cheryl asked.

“Yes, nude and sheer to the waist. And my legs are shaved,” I teased Sandy as I put my legs out in front of me and sensually ran my hands over them.

“You just wait! I’m taking a shower tomorrow, shaving my legs and I’ll show you. I have a leather skirt that will knock your eyes out.”

“And here I thought Cheryl was competitive. It’s girls’ weekend after all. You are welcome to join in,” I said.

“Yes, it’ll be fun,” Cheryl said.

“Sadly my wardrobe isn’t as deep but I got a couple of things today that I would like to try,” I added.

“Joining the girls’ weekend sounds like fun.”

With that, it was time to watch the movie.

—————

The movie was kind of a formula romance with lots of longing glances between the main characters, some pretty hot scenes but nothing to compare with last night. Cheryl took my hand occasionally during some dramatic scene and when Sandy saw it, she would smile. I caught Sandy checking me out every now and then and I would give her a big smile. I was having fun flirting with her and one time I blew her a kiss. She turned red and looked away.

During one of the breaks in the movie, Cheryl took me by the hand and guided me to the bedroom. She slipped out of her dress and took off her bra, then put on a red lace nightgown and some fuzzy slippers.

“That’s pretty. It will go with your new panties,” I said, giving her a big smile.

She nodded in agreement and exchanged her panties with the new ones.

“Why don’t you put your satin gown on. Here, I’ll help,” she said, helping me out of my dress, my enhancer and my bra.

“You might need your sports bra to support your forms,” she said, helping me put it on.

“Leave your hose on so Sandy can continue to drool over your legs,” she snickered, giving me a pair of white ankle socks to wear since I didn’t have any slippers. I pulled on my blue satin nightgown, finishing the look by adding the matching short robe. We fixed our lipstick and we went back to the living room to join Sandy.

—————

“Wow, you guys are serious about this girls’ weekend, aren’t you?” Sandy asked, looking us over.

“Do we look alright?” I teased, holding my hand up and striking a pose while Cheryl shot up her hip beside me.

“You’re kidding me, right?” Sandy chuckled. “I’m going to go put on some PJs at least to try to fit in with the theme.”

Sandy left the room and Cheryl gave me a big hug and we started laughing as we sat on the sofa.

“I’m having so much fun with my girlfriend,” she said.

“I’m having fun with you guys too. I’m glad we were able to do this.”

“Is it any problem if you spend the night, Chrissie?” she asked.

“That would be great!”

—————

Sandy returned wearing a pajama set that looked like silk. It was a matching cami, pants and robe with a rose and leaf print over pink. It was extremely flattering. She had added some more makeup and lipstick.

“No problem with you fitting in with girls’ weekend,” Cheryl announced.

“Do we need more wine before we do a mani-pedi on Sandy?” I asked.

“What?!?” Sandy exclaimed.

“Cheryl and I thought you needed some color on your nails. She has some pink that would go with that outfit.”

“More wine sounds good, and the manicure as well.”

—————

We polished Sandy’s nails and while she dried, we played some Truth or Dare. They were careful about what they asked when I called Truth, and Sandy got me to show my panties on one of the Dares. I could sense Sandy’s curiosity how I got the smooth shape in my panties, but she didn’t ask for details. The T-Tape is quite effective and I’m sure I will be asked to explain if I said Truth.

“Dare,” I said.

“Show us your tits!” Sandy responded.

“Hey, wait! Is this Mardi Gras or something?”

“You said Dare,” Cheryl laughed.

I took off my robe and lowered the shoulder straps on my cami and pulled the front down below my sports bra. I unzipped the bra front and held it open just a few inches.

“That’s all you get,” I announced.

“Nice sports bra, and the rest is pretty fine as well,” Sandy said, her eyes riveted on my front.

“The bra is new. Cheryl and I bought it today,” I said, zipping up and replacing my shoulder straps. I left the robe off for now. I couldn’t wait for the next time Sandy said Dare.

—————

We messed around fixing Sandy’s nails and playing some video games until it got late. While giving Sandy a pedicure, I learned she was really ticklish. Sandy took the bathroom first, leaving Cheryl and I on the sofa.

“Today has been great,” Cheryl said, giving me a hug, which I returned without reservation.

“I’ve had a great time as well. Do you think Sandy is okay?”

“Did you see her checking you out!?! She’s fine, but I may have to put her on a leash to keep her away from you,” she said with a laugh.

“She’s a lot of fun, but I didn’t want to do anything to spoil our girls’ weekend.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll protect you,” she said, her eyes sparkling.

I let Cheryl have the bathroom next as Sandy headed for her room. She gave us both a hug and kiss on the cheek and told us she would see us in the morning.

I was able to take a few minutes to think about what was happening. This was almost like some romance novel with a complicated love triangle. There was a girlfriend relationship between Cheryl and Chrissie, but I sensed there could be the chance of a romantic relationship between Chrissie and Sandy. It was hard to describe, but as Cheryl said, Sandy had been watching me closely. At first I thought it was just because she was looking for male traits, but as the day went on, I think it was more than that.

There was a definite romance with Cheryl and Chris, but I had never sensed any attraction between Chris and Sandy. It made my head hurt thinking about the possibilities, but for right now I was having a ton of fun hanging with the two of them. I wanted to make sure whatever happened, I didn’t mess up what I had with Cheryl. I’d try to keep things in check with Sandy while still letting her have some fun.

“Next,” I heard Cheryl call as she made her way to the bedroom.

I took off my hose, makeup and wig, then brushed my longish hair back into a high pony for sleeping. I washed my hose and hung them on a towel beside Cheryl’s. I got the sense there would be no sex tonight, so I checked the tape to make sure it was secure, then put a colored lip sealer on my lips. I didn’t look too girly, but then again with a blue satin nightgown, I didn’t look very boyish either. I stuck my wig and makeup kit in a cupboard under the vanity, opened the door to the bath and took the short walk down the hallway to Cheryl’s room.

—————

At least tonight I didn’t get blindfolded when I walked in the door. Cheryl was sitting up in the bed, a lamp on her bedside stand providing a soothing radiance for the room. I practiced moving with a feminine grace, motions more fluid, back straight and smaller, more deliberate steps. I hung my robe in the closet, then sat on the side of the bed and rotated myself between the covers, settling in beside Cheryl.

She gave me a cute smile and had me sit up next to her, putting her arm around me as I nestled against her.

“I thought we would talk about what you want to do tomorrow,” she started.

“Well, we could go to the park and maybe rent some scooters, go around and take a bunch of selfies.”

“That sounds like fun. I was thinking an art gallery or something like that.”

“We could do both!” I said.

“I have a friend that is doing a poetry reading tomorrow evening. Would that interest you?”

“Those sound like very good girl activities. I’m in!”

“And of course, there could be shopping,” Cheryl continued.

“Of course.”

We continued to add some more details to our day plans.

“Do you think Sandy would like to join us? I’m good either way,” I asked.

“As long as you wore a short skirt, I’m sure she would.”

“You’re embarrassing me,” I laughed. “I don’t want anything to happen that would mess things up between us. What we have is very important to me.”

She hugged me closer and kissed me on the forehead. “I’ll be watching you. I get the biggest kick out of how you flirt with her. It’s very cute.”

“I wasn’t aware I was doing that, although I admit I like turning on the girl-charm and seeing how she reacts. I’ll watch myself from now on.”

“Don’t worry, honey. Have fun. I’m sure Sandy knows where the limits are. You may have given her a different idea about what she is looking for in a boyfriend.”

“How so?”

“She’s been having a pretty bad run of boyfriends, and totally unsuccessful with girls.”

“Is she like bisexual then?” I asked.

“I think the best way to describe Sandy’s sexuality is confused. She hasn’t really found what she is looking for yet.”

We settled down in the bed but because of the forms, I was pretty much limited to sleeping on my back. Cheryl cuddled up next to me and put her head on my shoulder.

She kissed my cheek. “Is this alright, Chrissie?” she asked.

“Wonderful.”


Chapter 10

Saturday after Thanksgiving

As I awoke, I could hear the shower running. Cheryl was still beside me and I wrapped her in my arms and she snuggled in against me. I didn’t know how much affection was appropriate between two girls, one straight and the other with a more complex situation. I definitely like girls, so I guess that made me a lesbian.

I kissed her forehead.

“Good morning, beautiful,” I whispered as she started to wake.

“Good morning yourself. How did you sleep?”

“I slept great, and I woke up with my favorite lady beside me. Life couldn’t be better.”

“You are such a charmer. I hear Sandy in the shower.”

“I wonder if she’s going to shave her legs?” I mused.

“Oh, you can bet on that. She will put us both to shame today, count on it.”

We heard the shower turn off and a few minutes later a knock on the door.

“I’m done in the bath,” Sandy yelled through the door, “I’m going to go put on some makeup and get dressed.”

“Thanks,” Cheryl said as she headed toward the bathroom.

I got up, made the bed and started laying things on top of it. I put out my blue-jeans skirt with my new cranberry sweater, as well as my new blue and white dress. Maybe Cheryl could help me decide. I took off my nightgown and put on my new blue bra and panties as they would work with either outfit. I really liked the feel of them. I pulled on my enhancer and was still amazed with the difference just a little padding made to my shape. I had a nude camisole that I slipped on which would go with the skirt and sweater. If I went with the dress, I would want my beige full slip.

As I studied my choices, Cheryl entered and looked at what I had laid out.

“I think the skirt and sweater, especially if we go with your scooters in the park idea.”

“I like that also. Give me a bit for my makeup. It will take me longer than it did for you.”

“I was thinking breakfast out like we did yesterday. Does that work?”

“Sounds great,” I said as I headed toward the bath.

—————

I took a shower and shaved everything, then dried off. I forgot the shower cap, so it looks like I would need the hair-dryer on my hair.

Makeup went well, and then I attached my wig. I used the antiseptic on my ear piercings and they looked like they were healing quite well.

My hose were dry so I put on a fresh T-Tape, the panties and carefully put on the hose. They made my legs look great and so far I’d managed not to snag them. Finally, I struggled into the enhancer.

I put the camisole back on over everything and went back to the bedroom. I could hear Cheryl and Sandy talking in the living room.

It didn’t take me long to get dressed and I was pleased with how my new sweater worked with the skirt. I put on my huaraches and was anxious to see what Cheryl and Sandy were wearing.

As I walked into the living room, my breath caught when I saw Sandy. She wore a chocolate leather pencil skirt with a burgundy long-sleeved sweater. She had a pair of sling-back pumps that was a perfect match for the outfit.

“My god, Sandy. You look amazing!!!” I said.

“And I even shaved my legs,” she said with a smirk. “Check them out,” she offered, stretching them out in front of me.

She wore tan colored fishnets with a tight weave.

“Your legs look fantastic. Fishnets?”

“Yes, fishnet stockings layered over nude pantyhose. You like?”

“Amazing. You said stockings.”

She hiked her skirt just enough to show me where the stockings attached to the garter clips.

“Garter belt?” I smiled.

“A lace teddy with garter tabs.”

“That is so sexy,” I looked at Cheryl, “We need to go shopping again.”

“I told you…” Cheryl said.

“Stand up and give me a spin,” I told Sandy. She stood and did a cat-walk across the room with a twirl like she was a model on the runway. My heart started skipping beats.

“Does this mean I can be part of the girls’ weekend?” Sandy asked with a pout.

“Only if I can borrow that skirt some time, provided I can get it zipped.”

She gave me a wicked smile. “I don’t know. It’s awfully tight,” she said, looking me in the eye as she sensuously rubbed her hands up and down the buttery leather.

“Cheryl, make her stop!”

They both burst out laughing.

Cheryl wore a beautiful green dress with puff long sleeves. It fell just above her knee and she wore sheer black hose and black boots with a short blocky heel. She looked great; the perfect girls’ weekend outfit.

—————

Sandy had a favorite breakfast place and we went there and got seated immediately. I ordered a breakfast bagel sandwich with some orange juice. Cheryl had a scrambled egg plate and Sandy ordered a veggie omelet. The food was great plus the service was amazing. I know why this was Sandy’s recommendation.

After a trip to the ladies where I fixed my makeup, we headed for one of the local galleries. The weather was warm, dry and beautiful, even though it was November.

The gallery was at the college and was a rather eclectic collection of historical items, stones and fossils, stuffed animals from all over the world, and a collection of rare books. The staff was a bit curious about the three girls in skirts and dresses giggling and taking selfies in front of the stuffed grizzly. Even though there were no-photography signs everywhere, we turned off the flash and they just ignored us.

There was an exhibit of old computer equipment that intrigued me and was surprised that Sandy was interested as well. I never realized that her major was math, so she had taken some computer courses. Sandy moved in close while we were looking over some of the vintage gear. Her proximity, the scent of her perfume and the occasional brush of her hand was thrilling.

Cheryl was more interested in the geology stuff and she was fascinated in some of the raw gemstones.

There were the normal dinosaur exhibits which resulted in another round of selfies.

I admit that I was enchanted watching Sandy move around in her leather skirt. Her movements were so feminine and fluid. Where Cheryl moved with grace, Sandy moved with seduction and it was hard to take my eyes off her. She caught me looking a couple of times and would give me a smile and a little extra shake. I loved it and I think she liked teasing me as well.

—————

The next stop was the botanical garden where we got a light lunch and ate at tables in the rain-forest area. There were a few live birds to provide atmosphere plus some piped-in sounds of larger animals. It was a rather nice place to have our lunch.

Conversation ranged from classes to fashion to future to boys. I didn’t really have much to offer about boys, but the thought of future was a rude awakening for me.

“I’m looking at a local company and I hope I can do an intern next semester.” I responded to a question about future plans. “If it works out, I might be able to get a perm job there. If Cheryl can get me through chem class, I might be able to graduate in the summer.”

Sandy was a junior and Cheryl a sophomore, so there was some time before they had to make firm plans.

Cheryl was currently in education, but she was not thinking about a teaching job. She was looking more at school administration or something like that, so her coursework included some accounting.

“I’m thinking about cryptography or maybe forensic accounting, but haven’t made my mind up yet,” Sandy said.

“There is a lot of work in crypto currency and blockchain right now so it might be a good area. There is a company in the incubator here at the college so you might be able to get in as in intern,” I informed her. I had considered them when I was looking at my internship.

“It would be great if I could stay in town, but don’t know about a startup. I’ll give it some thought.”

—————

We cleaned up our trash and decided to go to the park next. We’d brought along some comfortable shoes and I got a treat when Sandy showed me some stocking tops when she put on her canvas sneakers. I think it might have been intentional because she gave me a wink, but I still enjoyed it. Cheryl had a pair of running shoes that looked really comfortable, even though her boots didn’t look all that bad. I switched to my walking shoes.

We went to the park and did a bunch of selfies, but we didn’t try the scooters. There were only a few things blooming, but the fountains were still running so we got a bunch of photos of us, trying not to get wet in the process. There was a sign that said they would be drained December first, so we lucked out.

I considered what might happen if maybe a classmate or future employer saw a photo of me all dressed up, and I expressed the concern to the girls. They assured me that they would keep them to themselves and certainly would not post them anywhere public.

“I don’t think anyone would even recognize you as anything else but Chrissie,” Cheryl assured me.

That satisfied me somewhat, and I noticed that I did a good enough job with my makeup and actions that no one gave me a second look. There was the occasional long glance, but I’d look them in the eye and smile which usually caused them to look away. I was doing a better job with my voice. I sounded more like a girl with a cold than a boy. I was continually watching my girlfriends and noticing things they did and tried to mimic them. I was having such a good time as a girl and was already saddened about having to go back to the dorm next week.

—————

We discussed what we wanted for dinner, go out or eat in, and everyone thought eat in sounded good.

“How about making tacos,” I suggested.

“That sounds great,” Cheryl said as Sandy nodded enthusiastically.

We stopped at the store and picked up what we needed, including some different cheeses, wraps, shells, plus the lettuce and tomatoes. We found some pre-made taco filling and added some different sauces. We bought chips and salsa of course, plus a six-pack of cold Mexican beer.


Chapter 11

We opened a couple of the beers and sat in the living room, getting off our feet for a while.

“It’s been a great day,” I said.

“I’ve had a lot of fun. Girls’ weekends are a great idea,” Sandy continued.

“Yes, we need to do them more often!” Cheryl said, putting up her beer to seal a toast.

“Since we are going to be eating tacos, I need to put on a different top,” Sandy said, standing. “Chrissie, stand up for a minute.”

I stood and she unzipped her leather skirt, dropping it to the floor. “Try this on.”

My heart was racing as she stood in front of me in her fishnet stockings. I pulled down the back zipper of my skirt and stepped out of it. I took her leather skirt and pulled it up, adjusting the zipper. It fit surprisingly well, just a bit snug.

“This is magical,” I said as I stroked the soft leather.

“Here, try the shoes,” she said as she gave me her sling back pumps.

I was able to get the shoes on, but they were a touch narrow for me.

“Give us some strut,” she prompted.

I tried to match her walk and spin from this morning, but I still felt a tiny bit stiff. I was also having trouble concentrating with her standing there with just the stockings, her panties and the bottom of the teddy showing. She definitely had my attention.

She slipped on my jeans skirt and zipped it up. It was slightly loose on her, but she cinched it up with the belt.

“This works. I have a top that will go with this that I don’t mind getting tomato sauce on,” Sandy said.

“Chrissie, your brother has a sweatshirt he left in the bedroom. It should fit you, but he’ll be mad when you stretch out the chest,” Cheryl said, smiling. “It will keep you from getting taco sauce on your new sweater.”

I went to unzip the skirt, but Sandy told me to wear it to see how I liked it. I could tell already that I liked it a lot, then went in to take off my sweater and put on Chris’ sweatshirt.

—————

By the time Sandy and I had changed our tops, Cheryl had put on her apron and was working on the tacos.

I put some of the chips in a serving bowl, then put the salsa in some small bowls so we each had our own. I brought out some plates as Cheryl arranged the makings for the tacos on a serving tray. I heated up some refried beans in the microwave, then warmed up the taco wraps and shells.

Soon we were all around the table having fun building our tacos. Sandy and mine were just normal tacos in the corn shells, but Cheryl was building some amazing looking concoction on one of the burrito wraps. She cut it in half and raised it to her mouth. Sandy and I looked on with amazement.

“What?!?” she said as we both burst out laughing at her.

“You don’t know what’s good,” she responded as she continued to nibble on her masterpiece.

“Chrissie, the tacos were a great idea,” Cheryl said, and Sandy agreed.

“You can tell a lot about someone with how they make a taco,” Sandy said.

—————

We cleaned up supper dishes and put away leftovers, then went to the living room and switched on the TV. I was still loving Sandy’s leather skirt, but the boy sweatshirt didn’t suit me. I went in and put on my red floral top and I felt much better. I refreshed my lipstick and put on some more perfume before returning to the living room.

“Didn’t like the boy shirt?” Sandy teased.

“It didn’t go well with the skirt and I want to look sexy like my roommates.”

“That’s sweet and yes, honey, you do look sexy,” Cheryl added as Sandy fanned herself with a magazine.

I took off the tight shoes and pulled my legs up under me, smoothing the leather skirt over my legs. I need to get one of these for myself, but I can only imagine how long it will take to save up for it.

We watched kind of a trashy movie and I held hands with Cheryl. I was careful but I didn’t get a sense that my touching was making her uncomfortable. She would occasionally look at me and smile, then squeeze my hand. The closeness felt good, but I knew it was too soon to expect any romance with me in Chrissie mode. That would be a big conflict for a heterosexual woman.

During one of the breaks, Sandy looked over at us and smiled. “You two are just precious.”

“My roommate’s hand was getting cold. I was just helping out,” I explained.

“That’s sweet. My feet are starting to get a little cold,” she muttered.

I looked at Cheryl and winked, and she nodded her head. I sat on the floor in front of Sandy’s chair and put her feet in my lap. I wrapped her stocking covered feet with my hands and gave her a glance.

“Is that better?”

She gave me a shocked look, then settled back.

“That feels nice,” she said with a long sigh. “Thanks for being such a good roommate!”

“Thanks for letting me borrow the skirt.”

—————

I warmed and gently stroked Sandy’s feet until the end of the movie. I had the sense it was turning her on a bit as she would sometimes rub her feet along the leather skirt, then look at me and smile. It was a sensual experience for me being that close to her alluring legs, but the T-Tape did a good job at keeping my excitement in check and controlling any awkward bulges.

After the movie, Cheryl stood, grabbed my hand to help me up, and led me back to the bedroom. We took off our clothes and dressed in our nightgowns. Since I was planning to wear the long pink lace one, I changed to my sports bra and the pink panties that got me in trouble in the first place. I left my hose and the blue panties on the bed so I could wash them later.

When we got back to the living room, Sandy gave us a wicked smile.

“That was quick!” she said.

“Sandra, be good,” I chided, handing her back the leather skirt, “We were just putting on our nightgowns.”

“Sure, okay, fine,” she teased, then turned off the news program she was watching. “I’ll change, then how about some Truth or Dare?” she said, heading to her bedroom.

—————

Sandy came back with a short turquoise nightgown and a matching robe. She had taken off her fishnets, but it looked like she still wore her nude hose. It was hard to tell as she had great looking legs. She wore sheepskin lined moccasins and was very pleasing to look at.

We talked about what we wanted to do tomorrow, and Cheryl brought up the idea we could go to church.

“Do you have one you attend?” I asked. I hadn’t been to church since I’ve been away at college.

“There is a new one close to campus where a lot of students go. They are very friendly and the building is pretty.”

“What do you think, Sandy?” I asked.

“What time are the services?”

Cheryl checked the church website on her phone.

“Services are from 10 AM to 11 AM.”

“Great, I should be awake by then. Do you have anything you can wear, Chrissie?” Sandy asked. “If we need, we could go look in my closet.”

“I have a new dress that will work if they aren’t too fancy.”

“A lot of the women wear pants,” Cheryl reported. “That new dress you have will look fine.”

“Anybody for some Truth or Dare?” Cheryl said. A spin of the bottle meant Sandy goes first.

“Dare,” Sandy said, feeling bold.

“Show us your panties,” Cheryl dared.

“What if I’m not wearing any?”

“You’ll need to prove it,” I challenged.

She rose, took off her robe and pulled up the short gown. My question was answered, she was wearing pantyhose, sheer to the waist, but she did have on turquoise panties. She turned around and bent slightly forward.

“They’re thongs, in case you were wondering, size 6.” she said with a snicker, shaking her bum at us.

“And they look very nice too.” I said, my eyes checking out her magnificent cheeks through the sheer hose. The tape was getting a severe workout.

We continued to play for a bit, but Sandy was careful not to let me get her with a dare. It was fun and some of the answers were quite revealing. After a while, Sandy spun and landed on me and I said Truth. She asked me when I started dressing up. Cheryl tensed, but I told them I felt comfortable talking about it.

“I never dressed until I was about 14 because I didn’t have anything to wear. My mother was a large woman and nothing she had would fit me. I finally got the courage to buy some pantyhose from a self-checkout, then started getting more clothes whenever I got brave and had some money.”

We continued to play for a while, but I received no more questions about the cross-dressing, even though I felt secure enough with the girls that I didn’t mind talking about it.

We finally ended the game and went back to watching television until it got late.

The girls wanted me to take the bathroom first. I assumed they wanted to talk so I bid Sandy goodnight with a hug. When I went to kiss her on the cheek, she turned and gave me a light kiss on the lips.

“Good night, Chrissie.”

—————

As I gathered the things I would need in the bathroom., I thought about the day. I had a ton of fun being one of the girls, and they seemed comfortable including me with their activities. Their wanting some time to themselves was interesting since it was the first time today they were alone together. I tried not to get nervous, but it was my nature to worry about things.

I was dazed by the kiss that I received from Sandy, even though I should have known something like that might happen. She’d been teasing and mischievous all day, although I was flirting with her as well. It was exciting seeing her in the leather skirt and fishnets, being close to her, having her occasionally brush against me, rubbing her feet, her glancing at me and smiling. I sensed an attraction there and I was attracted to her as well, but I needed to avoid creating a problem with Cheryl. I viewed Sandy as being someone who wasn’t seeking long-term relationships, or at least there haven’t been any up to now. To me, Cheryl was someone I might have a future with, where Sandy would be there until she got bored and moved on.

I washed out my hose and was happy how well they were holding up. They were very sheer and I had never worn hose for so many hours before in my life. I checked to make sure my heel callus was smooth, hoping the nylons would last the entire weekend.

I removed my gown and added some extra tape to make sure it would make it through the night. I took off my makeup and hair, stowing it out of sight as usual, and combed my natural hair back into a high ponytail. On a whim, I added a bit more perfume, trying to emphasize I was Chrissie and not Chris.

I replaced my nightgown, called out the bathroom was available, then went into the bedroom to wait for Cheryl.

I turned on the light on the bedside stand and slid beneath the covers, leaning against the headboard trying to stay awake until Cheryl came in.

I was a bit troubled about attending church in a dress. I didn’t know much about the congregation and how accepting they would be so I would need to avoid getting clocked. Hopefully the Sunday after Thanksgiving and with all the students out of town, there wouldn’t be many people there. I was fortunate that my short height and soft features didn’t betray a lot of masculinity, but my voice and some other aspects of my body aren’t perfect and I didn’t want to create a scene.

—————

Cheryl came in about fifteen minutes later, and fortunately I was still awake. She settled in beside me and gave me a hug.

She seemed to be struggling to say something, so I looked at her and smiled.

“Is something wrong?” I asked, hoping to get her talking.

“Oh, I ahhh…I was wanting to make sure you were okay…I mean stress wise and stuff.”

I couldn’t figure out what she was talking about, but I assumed she was asking me if I was getting horney.

“Oh honey, I’m not stressed at all. Nothing to worry about.”

“It was just that it looked like Sandy was trying to get you going, and…”

“And I’m here with you, right where I want to be. Sandy is nice to look at, but it’s you I want to be with. You don’t have to compete with her because you’ve already won.”

“I’m sorry, I know this must be difficult…”

“Cheryl, what was difficult is spending years not having the opportunity you have given me this weekend. I am so happy we’ve had this time together. There is nothing you could do to make me any happier.”

She squeezed me tighter. “Good night, Chrissie. I love you.”

“I love you too, Cheryl.”

With that, we slid down under the covers and she cuddled up against my shoulder and we drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 12

Sunday, November 30th

We woke up to the alarm on her phone, and she sat up quickly.

“Oh, damn!!!” she said, then hurried off to the bathroom. She returned sometime later and started looking in her closet.

“Is everything alright?” I asked, remembering how she rushed off a bit ago.

“My period started a little early,” she said, then looked at me and gasped, holding her hand over her mouth. “I’m sorry.”

“I think this is probably good news. I know my brother will be relieved,” I said, trying to joke about it.

“The timing sucks.”

“Do you still want to go to church?” It occurred to me that I didn’t know if she had bad periods or not. “I know some women have really ugly cramps.”

“Mine usually aren’t bad. I’ll just take some drugs. We should be able to go as planned, but I’ll need to stay put this afternoon,” she said.

“I’m so sorry. Can I give you a hug?”

“That would be nice, then you should go get ready before Sandy goes in and hogs the bathroom.”

—————

I grabbed my beige full slip, a bra and panties and the enhancer and headed for the bath. I took care of some things, tidied myself up, got out my makeup kit and wig as I waited for the shower to warm.

I took a quick shower, remembering the shower cap this time, and shaved everything closely.

After drying off, I did my makeup, hair and tape, put on my hose, the slip and headed for the bedroom. Sandy was sitting on the bed in her bra and panties as Cheryl pulled clothes from the closet and laid them on the bed, deciding what to wear.

“Bathroom is free,” I announced, trying not to stare at Sandy with her sheer beige bra and panty set. I went to the closet and got out my blue and white dress, stepping into it and pulling it into place. Sandy rose and helped me with the zipper and the pearl button on the top. She spent some time adjusting and smoothing the dress after she got the zipper in place. Cheryl smiled when she saw her fussing with the dress and I figured it was just wanting to touch me. It was classic Sandy.

I pulled my white wedge sandals out of the closet, sat on the bed delicately and made a show of putting them on. I had been practicing moving with a bit more grace, and a glance toward Sandy confirmed that she’d noticed. She returned a cute smile.

My shoes had a cork heel with a three-inch height with about three-quarter inch of platform. There was a wide strap on the front, plus an ankle strap with a bright metal buckle that made the shoes stylish and comfortable. They went great with the dress. I adjusted the seam on the foot of my pantyhose so the sheer toe showed off my mauve colored toenails. I really liked my look.

“How’s this,” I asked, doing a twirl.

“Perfect,” Cheryl responded as Sandy nodded in agreement.

“I’ll let you guys get ready while I put out something for breakfast. Cereal and fruit good for everyone?”

“Sounds great, Chrissie,” Sandy replied as Cheryl gave me a thumbs up.

—————

I put on an apron, unloaded the dishwasher and straightened things up in the living room. I put cups, glasses, bowls and silverware on the table. I found two cartons of dry cereal in the cupboard that would allow for some variety. I filled the glasses with orange juice and started a pot of coffee. There were some apples that I pealed and cut, sliced up some bananas and put them on a plate.

I was puttering around in the kitchen and I sensed someone behind me. I looked over my shoulder as Sandy walked up, put her hands on my waist and gave me a light kiss on the lips.

“Thank you, honey. This looks wonderful.”

“Go ahead and sit down,” I told her. “I’ll get you some coffee. Do you like cream or sugar?”

“Just a touch of cream,” she said, walking toward the dinette table.

She wore a beautiful royal blue dress with a rounded neck and capped three-quarter sleeves. She had matching shoes and nude hose. She had given her brown hair a bit of curl and she really looked nice. I could hear the shower running so I assumed it would be a bit before Cheryl was ready.

I put the coffee in a carafe and then filled Sandy’s cup, leaving room for some cream. I handed her the creamer so she could put it in to her liking, then took the creamer back to the refrigerator. I joined her at the table, sat, adjusted my dress and crossed my legs at the ankles. Sandy watched me intently, a smile crept to the edge of her mouth.

“So, will we see more of Chrissie in the future?” she asked flatly.

“Ah, I don’t know. I haven’t thought much about it. I’m really enjoying the girls’ weekend,” I responded.

“Cheryl asked me if we could do this again and I said sure!” She reached out and took my hand. “I like spending time with you, Chrissie. I hope you’ll consider doing it again.”

As she spoke, she rubbed her thumb across my knuckles. It was a small gesture, but it served as a constant reminder of her proximity. She looked at me intently, waiting for my response.

“I’ll talk to Cheryl and see when we can do something together again,” I said, not really knowing how I would pull this off.

“Wonderful!” she replied, then we started talking about other things.

She told me a about herself. She was raised in a little town just north of here, about a twenty-minute drive. She had a sister and a brother still living at home, and an older brother who worked at an investment firm in Chicago.

“I could live at home and commute to class, bit I really like living on campus,” she explained. “Plus, with the younger siblings, there is always a lot of drama.”

“I live in the southern part of the state…” I explained, “and it is several hours drive, depending on the weather, to get home. I don’t have any siblings at home, and my father and mother both work so a lot of times there’s really nothing to do.”

“Do you usually stay in town over break?” she asked, sipping her coffee and leaving a delightful lipstick mark on the rim.

“Unless it is a long break I usually stay, especially when the weather might turn bad.”

Sandy and I continued to visit until Cheryl arrived. She wore an asymmetrical-cut black bodycon dress with a red and silver diagonal stripe. It had a half-sleeve and she wore sheer black hose and a black strappy sandal with a bit of heel. It was a striking look with her blonde hair pulled back in a beautiful gold pin. My eyes bulged out when I saw her.

“Have I seen that dress before?” I asked.

“I haven’t worn it much but I love how it looks. It is pretty unforgiving so there is a lot underneath to make it look good,” she said with a grin.

“Wow!” Sandy exclaimed. “At least we know the guys won’t be checking us out Chrissie. All eyes will be on Cheryl.” She blushed and took a seat as I poured coffee and got her some cream.

“Would anyone like a slice of toast?” I asked.

“Sure,” Cheryl said, and Sandy gave me a thumbs up as well.

“Be right back.”

They talked about plans for the upcoming week as I waited for the toaster. When a couple of slices popped up, I buttered and cut it and served them on a small plate. I made two more slices and we continued to talk while we watched the clock move closer to the time for church.

—————

Cheryl was right, the church was beautiful inside and out, but given the cars in the parking lot, it didn’t look like services will be full.

We were greeted warmly by one of the ushers as we walked in and were directed to some seats center toward the front. We felt like VIPs. I did some snooping of the other ladies as they entered and styles went from dresses to things slightly more formal than UGGs and yoga pants. We had definitely dressed appropriately.

The service was brief and since I hadn’t been to church in many years, I noted they were still against sin. Nothing had changed, not even the music. The acoustics were good and the sanctuary was bright and pleasing. The deep voice of the preacher illustrated how a bible verse he selected was appropriate to modern day. To me his analogy was a bit of a stretch, but it worked for the crowd.

After the service we stopped at a restaurant for lunch, but it was packed and we weren’t willing to wait. We went to a sub shop, ordered some sandwiches and went back to the girls’ apartment.

During lunch, the question about future visits from Chrissie again surfaced. It was Cheryl asking this time, leading me to think it was a genuine option.

“I’ve had the best time with you guys, but I don’t want to be a bother.”

“Well, we won’t always be able to go out as much as we did this weekend, but I think it would be fun if you could come over from time to time,” Cheryl said, “All your clothes are here.”

“We may need to get you some slacks and tee-shirts so I don’t feel so shabby,” Sandy said.

“Sandy, there’s nothing shabby about you, but I did like how you looked in that leather skirt.”

“So, it looks like I’ll need to keep my legs shaved,” Sandy joked.

“Next weekend is probably too soon, but what about in a couple of weeks. Will you be here Sandy?” Cheryl asked.

“No plans for the weekend yet, unless Mister Pickup Truck sends me a text. My sister’s birthday is that Friday so I’ll be going home for dinner and cake.”

With that, Chrissie started coming over occasionally on weekends.


Chapter 13

We watched television until the afternoon when I started thinking about returning to the dorm for some studying.

“I think I need to take off my nails and forms,” I said. “I don’t think I want to go back to the dorm like this.”

“Do you need some help?” Cheryl asked.

“I don’t think so. I’ll need some time in the bathroom. Does anyone need in there?”

“I’ll go first, Cheryl next, then you can take your time,” Sandy said, heading for the bath.

I went to the bedroom to arrange what I needed, along with my boy clothes, and got ready for the metamorphosis. While Cheryl was in the bathroom, Sandy came in and give me a big hug and a kiss on the lips.

“I’ll be anxious to see you in a couple of weeks, Chrissie. Don’t forget about me.”

“Oh, I won’t forget you Sandy.”

After Sandy went back to the living room, Cheryl exited the bath. As I walked past her, she undid the top button on my dress and lowered the zip.

“Let me know if you need help,” she said.

“It should come off easier than it went on.” At least I hoped that was the case.

I went to the bath and took off my wig, placing it back in the box along with the wig stand, brush and styling spray. Next off came my makeup. I checked my brows and they were neat, but not too feminine. Julie did a good job.

The breast forms looked intimidating as I gave them a tug and they held firm. I sprayed some of the solvent around the top edge, then worked them off slowly with more solvent until I could remove them. I then used the solvent to clean the forms and my chest. The area was pink and tender, so I put on some lotion. Not too bad but it felt different not to be wearing them.

The nails took some soaking and prying, but the tops came off without damage to my natural nails. I considered taking off the polish on my toenails, but I decided to leave it on as a reminder of the girls’ weekend.

I removed the tape, cleaned that area as well, and dressed in my male clothes. I looked at myself in the mirror and felt a wave of disappointment. I would be looking forward to the weekend after next when I could see Chrissie in the mirror again. I took a short shower and washed my hair, pulling it back into a low pony.

I organized all my stuff and headed back to the bedroom. Cheryl had made some places for me to store everything and I put it in the proper spots.

As I was putting things away, I heard Cheryl come in behind me and close the door. She went to the shade and pulled it down, then looked me over.

“We can’t really do anything together…” she said, “but I thought I could do something for you.”

My body betrayed my feelings about her idea as she pushed me back onto the bed. I reached for her, but she flinched and mentioned she was a little sore.

“I’m sorry, Cheryl. I forgot.”

“Just lay back and let me have fun.”

She unzipped my fly and my rock-hard member came jutting out of the zipper through the slit in my undershorts.

“Did you have an exciting weekend?” she teased. “You appear to be eager.”

“I’ve had an amazing weekend,” I said as she undid the button on my chinos, sliding them and my underwear down.

She exposed my sensitive parts and began to slide her hand along the length. Her touch was firm, but she was unhurried. She stroked me for a short time, then stopped and rose from the bed.

“I’m need to take off my dress. I hope that won’t be a problem.”

“No problem at all,” I croaked as she pulled her dress over her head. I was amazed at the nude-colored shaper she wore underneath. Now I understood how she got that amazing shape with the dress. She eased off her thigh-high black hose, then grabbed a hand towel and lube from her bedside table. She sat beside me on the bed, opened the lube and put some on my raging hardon.

“I think he is going to like this.” She started again with the long slow strokes, then some quick, followed by more slow ones. Occasionally she would use her fingernails to graze my rock-hard cock. I started to pant and moan, but she told me I had to be quiet or Sandy would hear us. She put her left hand to my mouth so I could suck her fingers to keep me still. There was a taste of strawberries from the lube and I sucked her fingers greedily. She continued to stroke, and as I got close, she removed her hand from my mouth and reached for the towel. She gripped me tight as I neared my climax, her hand sliding quickly across my hardness. When I started to pulse, she covered me with the towel to catch my substantial spurt as my hips bounced up and down on the bed to increase the sensation. She continued to stroke me until I was completely spent, then she cleaned up my mess with the towel and fastened my pants. She leaned down and gave me a big kiss.

“Mmmmm, strawberry,” she said.

“Thank you so much, Cheryl. This has been a perfect Thanksgiving.”

“It has been amazing for me as well. Thanks for being such a great sport about everything.”

“I would hug the stuffing out of you, but I know you’re sore so a rain check.”

I watched her carefully as she slipped out of her briefer and put on jeans with a sweatshirt.

“We’d better get you back to the dorm.”

—————

Sandy was reading as I walked into the living room. She had changed out of her dress and was wearing stone-washed jeans and a gray sweatshirt.

“Hi Chris, how are things?” she asked, giving me a crooked smile.

“Everything is pretty amazing. How was your Thanksgiving?”

“I had a terrific time. Did a bunch of girl stuff. It would have bored you to death.”

“Yeah, you know me. Mister Macho. None of that femmy stuff for me,” I said as Cheryl chuckled behind me.

“I’ll run you back to the dorm,” Cheryl said, getting out her car keys.

“Thanks. Nice to see you Sandy,” I said, leaning over and reaching out my hand to shake.

“Catch you later,” she replied. She remained sitting, responded to my handshake then went back to her reading.

—————

Cheryl dropped me by the dorm and I got a big kiss before getting out of the car. I got out my wallet for my keycard and let myself into the dorm, waving to her as she drove away. It was late enough that there were several guys in the lobby waiting for an elevator. I finally caught one and made it back to my room.

Kevin wasn’t back yet so I didn’t need to fill him in about what I did this weekend. Anything involving Cheryl he was keenly interested in. I wasn’t sure how I would spin that.

I fired up my computer, then while waiting for it to come alive, I sent a text to Cheryl with a bunch of kisses. She replied likewise a minute later.

I stretched out on my bed and thought about the weekend. My chest was still a bit tender where the forms had attached, but it was such an amazing experience. They felt so completely different as I moved while they were attached. I would certainly want to do that again.

The fingernails were also intriguing. What I had weren’t that long but doing anything with them required an adjustment; a continual reminder of their presence. I looked at my natural nails and resolved to stop biting them and let them grow out.

Sandy’s reaction to Chrissie was intriguing. I assume going from hugs and kisses as Chrissie to a handshake with Chris was all theatre. She was not normally very touchy-feely with Chris, but often a hug when I left was offered. The awkward handshake and the subtext about me being bored with the girls’ weekend I assumed was just meant to draw a distinction. I didn’t know if it was directed at me or Cheryl. Hopefully I could get Cheryl to give me a better read on this when we saw each other at class next week.

I wondered if there was some setup between the girls to play up the difference between Chris and Chrissie. They seemed to want to emphasize the brother/sister thing, right down to discussing in front of Chrissie how I related to Cheryl in my male persona. It was somewhat embarrassing, but it did give me an idea how women talked among themselves.

I thought about the weekend after next and how that might play out. I wouldn’t have enough time to get false nails, but if my natural nails grew out some, maybe I could do a bit of polish. I also need to order more T-Tape kits because I’m down to one, unless I just stick with my gaff. I like the additional security of the tape, and it is more comfortable. The twins have the habit of getting in the wrong place when I wear the gaff for a long period, which doesn’t happen with the tape. Sticking on the boobs is another question. If I put them on with adhesive, there isn’t likely to be any playtime with Cheryl because she really doesn’t respond sexually to Chrissie. Having some perfume or colored nails she can ignore, but I don’t think she could look the other way with the C-cups. With that, Kevin came in the door carrying his suitcase and started asking me about my weekend. Time to start making up a story.


Chapter 14

Friday, December 13th

I was somewhat nervous heading over to Cheryl’s apartment knowing that Chrissie would soon make an appearance. Cheryl and I had been together several times in the past two weeks, and this week she had been particularly clingy. After she finished her period, our time together in bed was great. I continued being more sensitive and relaxed when we made love, taking more notice of what she liked and what turned her on. She did like my oral attention and I was pleased to accommodate. We also talked, whispered actually, while we made love, allowing us to guide one another to more fulfilling sessions. The hairbrush remained on her dresser and she made up an excuse to use it when I got a ‘C’ on one of my chem quizzes. We had an incredible interlude after, but I wouldn’t press my luck with any more bad quiz scores.

As expected, Cheryl and I were alone when I arrived at her apartment and she gave me the option of studying or coming with her to the bedroom.

“I can study later…” I said, “but I have a chem quiz next week and I need to get a good grade.” With that, she pulled me into her bedroom, shutting and locking the door behind her.

She was dressed in jeans and a heavy blue tee-shirt with a Celtic knot symbol. I took off my shoes and she helped me take off my shirt and jeans. I slid off her clothes slowly, kissing the flesh I exposed as I removed each article. Eventually we stood beside the bed wearing only our underwear. I took the clip out of her beautiful blonde hair and ran my fingers through her tresses. I told her how beautiful she was as I started kissing her neck, then her forehead, her nose, then finally reaching her sexy lips.

While we kissed I caressed her bottom, finally putting my thumbs into the waistband of her panties, pushing them down her legs. I broke the kiss and looked into her eyes as she gracefully stepped out of the beautiful red panties.

“I really like those,” I said as I nuzzled her neck.

“Your sister helped me pick them out.”

I kissed her again, distracting her as I undid her bra, causing it to fall loosely over her elbows.

“Let me help with that,” I said gallantly as I removed the bra from her arms. Once I had it removed, I worked my thumb over her nipple, causing it to immediately jump to life.

“Does that feel nice?” I whispered, continuing to fondle her hard nipple.

“Oh yeah!”

“What about this?” I dipped down and took her other nipple into my mouth. She must have anticipated what I would do because her breasts had the fragrance of her perfume and it tasted like strawberry. I continued to suckle until she started to quiver.

I turned her and had her sit on the edge of the bed, then dropped my head between her legs. She was as wet as a river. There was a delightful fragrance here as well, but the musky scent was not perfume. As my tongue touched her nub, her quivering intensified and I brushed the area with long strokes of my tongue. I used my tongue to enter her and she shook, softly crying out as an orgasm consumed her. After several more climaxes, she pushed me away and I felt her grab my tee-shirt and pull it off my body. My boxers were next and I felt myself being roughly dragged onto the bed.

She gave me a towel to wipe the moistness from my mouth, then pushed me onto my back. She sat on her knees beside me, tracing her finger over the head of my rock hard member.

“Thank you, that was wonderful,” she said.

“I’m enjoying what you are doing as well.”

“Oh, just you wait,” she warned, raking my hardness with her fingernails.

—————

She slowly and completely carried me to an urgent state of desire, then we coupled and enjoyed a massive simultaneous climax.

Afterward, I collapsed beside her and wrapped her in my arms. I enjoyed her softness, her warmth and her fragrance as I regained my ability to breathe normally. I stroked her soft body and covered her back with light kisses as we spooned together, enjoying the afterglow.

She turned around to face me.

“Was that okay?” she asked, her eyes glistening in the dim light.

“Oh, honey, that was magnificent.”

“So, Sandy will be back later and a girlfriend is coming over to spend the weekend. I need to scoot you out of here.”

“What if I don’t want to go?!?”

“Where’s that hairbrush?” she mused.

“Alright, I’ll leave, but I’ll be thinking of you a lot.”

“Let me use the bathroom then I need to get dressed. I’ll leave some things in there for you,” she said as she unlocked the door and went toward the bathroom.

I folded my clothes and put them in the lower shelf of the closet, put on a white terrycloth robe, and went to the living room to wait for her to finish in the bath.

—————

A few minutes later I heard the shower turn off and she returned to the bedroom, closing the door behind her. I went into the bathroom and found all Chrissie’s supplies laid out, including a red bra and panty set, my makeup supplies, and my wig. There was a T-Tape kit, but I didn’t see the forms. I think this means that I’m about to get a boob job for the weekend. I secretly wanted that to happen anyway.

I took a quick shower, wearing the shower cap to keep my hair dry, then dried off and wiped myself with alcohol to prepare for the forms and the tape. I refreshed the polish on my toenails and noticed a set of temporary nails and a bottle of glue in my makeup kit. I checked out the instructions and put them into place, holding off on the polish until I finished with my makeup.

After tape, wig and makeup, I put everything back in my case, taking the nail polish and a file with me. The nails were quite long so I would need to cut them back a bit.

I opened the door to the bath and noticed the bedroom door was open. As I walked down the hall, Cheryl called out.

“Chrissie, I left an outfit on the bed for you. I hope you like it.”

“I’m sure I will, Cheryl. Thank you,” I responded in my girl voice as I noticed my red top and a pair of white capris on the bed with my enhancer and my sheer hose. My white sandals were on the floor beside the bed.

On the dresser were my forms and the adhesive and I was able to get them into place with no problem.

“Next time, put on the nails last,” I muttered to myself, trying not to snag the delicate fabric of the nylons as I cautiously put them on and checked them in the mirror; no runs.

I was a bit concerned about using the enhancer with the capris, but everything looked great. The pants cropped just longer than mid-calf and they weren’t super tight. I put on my red floral top, checked myself in the mirror and liked what I saw.

I was vamping to myself in the mirror when I looked around to see Cheryl standing there.

“You look nice, Chrissie.”

I stopped showing off to myself and gave her a brief hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“Thanks for letting me stay the weekend. We’ll have fun and get some studying done too.”

“Did you have anything for dinner?” she asked. “I’ve made us a sandwich and a salad.”

I told her that sounded great and that I was starving. I followed her to the dinette table where I sat and crossed my leg at my knee, keeping my upper leg pointed down. It was nice not to worry about flashing my panties like I would in a skirt.

She caught me up on Sandy’s new boyfriend.

“The first date went pretty good. They went out to dinner and he treated her like a complete gentleman”

“She deserves to find a nice guy,” I said.

“Ah, but then the second date got off to a rocky start. I haven’t heard the details yet. Maybe she’ll fill us in later. Hey great job on the nails,” she said, noticing my unpainted fingernails.

“I need to file them down a bit and polish them, but they worked great.”

“I’ll get some remover and a cotton ball, then I’ll help.”

“That would be super.”

—————

After the polish had dried, we cleaned up the dishes and went to the living room. Since I needed to study, I pulled out my backpack and got out my chem book and notepad. Cheryl put on some soft music.

“That is a pretty ugly backpack, Chrissie,” she said with a frown.

“I borrowed it from Chris.”

“We need to get you something a little less butch.”

“More shopping!” I said with delight.

I tried to concentrate on chemistry, but the opposing fragrances of my and Cheryl’s perfume, the tug of my breast forms on my chest, the sensation of the sheer hose against the fabric of the capri pants and the sight of my feet in the sandals all competed for my attention. Cheryl appeared to be drifting as well as she paged through the chemistry text. Our quiz grades next week might be a problem for both of us.

I shut down my sensory overload and started looking over my notes and adding some detail that I remembered from the lecture. The class was about determining the energy yield from the mixing of different chemicals, so the lecture threw a lot of detail out and my notes were a mess. I re-wrote them to make them easier to review.

I studied chemistry for a bit, then got out my book on databases and started looking at an assignment I had on developing a database schema. It was more interesting to me than chem, so I was able to focus. I pulled out my laptop and brought up my test program which allowed me to do some simulations.

—————

After some time, we heard the key turn in the door and Sandy entered. She took off her coat and hung it on the coat tree, revealing the ivory blouse she wore over dressy black slacks and black ballet flats. She gave Cheryl and me a big hug.

“How was the birthday party?” I asked as she settled in the chair.

“Did you bring us any cake?” Cheryl asked.

Sandy smiled, “Party was so-so, but no cake; Sorry. By the time my relatives were finished, I was lucky to get a piece for myself.”

“Did your sister get a lot of cool gifts?” I asked.

“She is kind of hard to buy for. Everybody just gave her gift cards. That’s what I got her as well.”

“That sounds pretty sweet,” Cheryl said as I nodded in agreement.

“And I take it you guys just studied. Didn’t order pizza and drool over the delivery driver?” Sandy teased.

“Cheryl made us a healthy dinner and we have been studying ever since,” I said.

“Besides, the last time I ordered pizza the driver was hardly drool-worthy. I was afraid to eat the pizza knowing the guy touched it,” Cheryl explained. “I’ve switched to buying frozen.”

We all laughed at the thought.

“Oh, Chrissie, those crop pants look great. I’m glad they fit.” Sandy said.

“Are they yours?”

“Yes, I hoped they would fit you. They work well with that top.”

“Thanks for the loan. They fit perfect,” I said, standing so I could turn around.

“Oh yes girl. Those look great. Damn!”

“So, what is this about a new boyfriend?” I asked Sandy, returning to the sofa and crossing my legs seductively.

“I don’t know if it’s going to work.”

“Cheryl said the first date was OK.”

“It was, but last week we went out again and he was like a totally different guy.”

“What happened?” Cheryl asked as I leaned forward.

“He picks me up. I’m dressed like tonight with the exception I was wearing pumps rather than flats. First thing he looks me over and says I look hot. Is it me, or is that kind of a turn off? I’m not dressed in a crop top with high-rise shorts like I was headed to a bar. I’m not trying to look sexy. I wanted to look nice, or maybe pretty, but not hot.”

“That’s a tacky thing to say, especially on a second date,” I said with disgust.

“Then he gives me a kiss that is all hands and tongue. He was so far in my mouth I thought I would smother.”

“Yuck,” Cheryl added.

“Did it get any better?” I asked, hoping there was something about the date she liked.

“I wanted to do something casual, so we went to a movie. We were between showings for the show I wanted to see, so we went to a gritty dystopian thing. The movie was OK, but I had to keep pulling his hand off my thigh. I didn’t really get to watch much of the movie. I think he even got popcorn oil on my beige pants.”

“That sounds awful,” Cheryl said.

“By the time the credits started to roll, I was out of my seat and on my way to the lobby. I decided if he didn’t come out right away, I would call an UBER.”

“Date over, huh?” I said.

“Oh, yeah. I told him I wanted him to take me home, and thankfully he did. No goodnight kiss. I got out of the car and headed for the apartment door and didn’t look back.”

“That sucks, honey. I’m sorry to hear this. I know you will find someone,” I said.

“The right guy is out there,” Cheryl added.

She was answering Cheryl, but she was looking at me, “I’m sure you’re right.”


Chapter 15

We spent some time trying to assure Sandy that the problem was not her when she closed off discussion about her boyfriend trouble.

“Enough about me, did Chris come over today?”

Cheryl blushed a bit and said he was here earlier, but he left before Chrissie arrived.

“I assume it was all study, then.” Sandy teased.

“Last thing on my mind was study, and fortunately he thought the same way.”

“We need details! Chrissie and I are in boy limbo right now. You’re our sexual surrogate,” Sandy said as I looked on in amazement.

“It has been so wonderful between us lately. He’s been so sensitive and romantic, and I fall in love with him again every time I see him.”

“No tongue down your throat then?” Sandy asked, somewhat crassly but I know why she said it.

“Oh, there is plenty of that, and other things as well, but only when we are both ready. We talk about what we like, and we listen to each other.”

“Sharing your desires are what people do when they are in love, Cheryl. I’m so happy it’s working out,” I said.

“Today, he even made getting me undressed special. I know he was aroused, but the actions were not frenzied; it was wonderfully sensual. We stood beside the bed wearing just our underwear when he started to stroke my hair and telling me I am beautiful. His touch was electric as he whispered how special I was to him. I was turning all gooey inside,”

“That is so amazing, honey,” Sandy said.

“He removed my underwear while we stood kissing. My head was buzzing in anticipation. He stroked my breast and a burst of excitement went right to my pussy.”

Sandy fanned herself with a magazine.

“I had set a trap for him. I put perfume on my breasts and some of the flavored lube on my nipples. It wasn’t long before he fell into the trap. He suckled me until I thought I might topple over. He must have sensed it because he had me sit on the side of the bed, he tenderly spread my legs and went down on me. I lost count of the number of times I came.”

Sandy looked at me and grinned.

“When I couldn’t take it anymore, I pulled him onto the bed and laid him on his back. I teased the head of his cock until it was wet with pre-cum, then I raked him with my fingernails, causing him to suck in a sharp breath.”

“Go you!” Sandy exclaimed.

“I had a scrunchie hair-tie that I wrapped around his penis and balls to get his attention, then I tried the thing you mentioned, Sandy.”

“What was that?”

“Where you use a knuckle to press into him in that spot right behind his balls. It was amazing how excited he got.”

“Oh, I bet,” I said, laughing. She was right, it was an incredible sensation and it was the first time I had experienced anything like that.

“I lubed him up and edged him for a long time, then put on a condom. I straddled him, pressed myself onto him and stayed perfectly still. I was worried that he was so hot he would start to thrust but he didn’t. I hoped that he would let me lead and that is what happened. I leaned over and started kissing him, biting his neck, pinching his nipples then I whispered to him that I was going to fuck him silly.”

“Oh my god, Cheryl. That is hot,” Sandy said, her face flushed.

“I told him I wanted him to lay still, be a good boy and let me do the work. Then I started to move in long slow strokes. As I pumped against him, I flicked his nipples with my fingernail. His breath was coming in gasps.”

“Oh, I bet he was over the moon,” Sandy said.

“He tensed, but I told him I wasn’t ready yet. I was about to crumble but it felt so good I wanted to wait just a bit longer. I quickened my pace and hammered myself down on to him. When I couldn’t hold it together any longer, I whispered for him to come for me. We both had a bone-crushing climax and I was slightly concerned we might break the rubber. It held up, which was a relief because we were both pretty frantic toward the end.”

Sandy stared at me and I could feel my face bright red with embarrassment. She gave me a wink and told Cheryl, “That was amazing. Thanks for letting us be a part of that. If you hear a buzzing and some heavy breathing from my room tonight, don’t be concerned. It will just be me and the BOB.”

“The BOB?” I asked quizzically.

“Battery Operated Boyfriend.” She laughed and I blushed down to my toes.

—————

When Cheryl finished her story, we were all quiet for a few minutes.

“After that, I need something to drink.” I announced, “Anyone else?”

The girls both raised their hand.

“I’ll grab the wine and some glasses.”

I uncorked a bottle of white wine and made a plate with some chips, cheese and crackers. I put three glasses on the coffee table, filled them and left the rest of the bottle. I brought out the snacks as well as some small plates and everyone helped themselves.

“So, what are you guys planning this weekend?” Sandy asked.

“We need to study, but I’d like to make a run to the mall. Cheryl is teasing me about my backpack, and I’d like to look for a leather skirt.”

“Could I tag along?” Sandy asked.

“Sure, but you’d have to wear a dress,” I said flatly.

“You realize it’s December, right?” Sandy challenged.

“We’ll be inside. We’re not going skiing,” I shot back.

“Did you sign up for this?” Sandy turned and asked Cheryl.

“First I’ve heard of it, but it works for me.”

“My life with the girly girls. Okay, I’m in.”

“Yea,” Cheryl and I said in unison, clapping our hands like a couple of silly schoolgirls.

“You two are impossible!”

—————

We watched some TV then we noticed Sandy starting to drift off.

“It looks like somebody had a long day,” I told Cheryl, pointing to Sandy.

“Yeah, I’m ready to turn in. It might take me a while to get to sleep, however,” Sandy said with a wink.

“You take the bath first, then we’ll see you in the morning,” Cheryl offered. Sandy gave us both a hug and headed for the bathroom.

—————

After everyone was ready for bed, Cheryl and I cuddled next to each other in our nightgowns.

Since I was wearing the forms, I was forced to sleep on my back, with Cheryl having her head on my shoulder. It was very nice. About that time, we heard a buzzing coming from the room next door. Both Cheryl and I started to chuckle.

“Hope she got fresh batteries,” I said as Cheryl shook with laughter beside me.

“It’s great you are able to spend the weekend, Chrissie. It is always fun to have you over.”

“It is amazing to spend time with my best girlfriends.”

“Do you really want to go to the mall tomorrow?”

“That would be great. I was just teasing about wearing dresses, but that is about all I have. I need to expand my wardrobe.”

“I have a surprise for you. Sandy gave me some things that should fit you. I think you’ll look good in them. There are a couple of dresses, some skirts and some tops. I put them with your stuff in the closet.”

“That is so cool. I can’t wait to see them. I know she let me borrow the capris I had on tonight.”

“She gave those to you as well. It’s great that you two are about the same size. I don’t think you could fit into any of my stuff.”

“I feel like I’m taking advantage of her or something.”

“Oh, don’t worry. You knew that Sandy’s parents are loaded, didn’t you?”

“I wondered how she could afford to keep the apartment in town when her parents lived so close. I still don’t want to feel I’m scamming her.”

“If she feels that way, I’m sure she will let you know. Goodnight,” she said, kissing me on the cheek.

“Sweet dreams,” I said, kissing her forehead and wrapping her in my arms as I listened to the buzzing sound coming from the next room.


Chapter 16

Saturday, December 14th

I got up early to take the bathroom. I took a quick shower, replaced the tape and got ready to go to the mall. I was really pleased with my hair and makeup and was getting faster with practice. When I went back to the bedroom, Cheryl was up and I could hear her in the kitchen starting coffee.

On the bed I found a breathtaking black polyester dress with a stunning white and dark green floral and bamboo pattern. I put on a black bra and panty, my hose, enhancer and my black full slip. I was shaking in anticipation as I slid the dress over my head.

It had a round neck and vee in the back that fortunately stopped above the level of my bra and slip. It had short sleeves and was knee length, fitted with a rear split that would flash my legs seductively as I walked. I was in heaven. I slipped on my black pumps and twirled in front of the mirror. Perfect!

I joined Cheryl in the kitchen. She still wore her nightgown with her robe. I gave her a hug and wished her a good morning.

“How did you sleep?” I asked.

“There was some racket from next door, but I felt warm and safe and I was able to drift off. I was lonely when I woke up.”

“I wanted to get all pretty for you,” I said as I gave her a twirl.

“And honey, you look beautiful this morning. I love that dress. I’m so glad it fits.”

“Do you want to use the bath or should we let Sandy go first.”

“Why don’t you check on her to see if she’s up.”

I knocked on Sandy’s door and I heard some mumbling that sounded like come in. I poked my head in the door and she was in bed, curled up under the covers with her hair covering her face. I sat on the bed beside her and brushed the hair back.

“Oh Sandra. Is there a Sandra under here somewhere?” I teased in a sing-song voice.

She opened her eyes and gave me a big smile. She looked radiant, even without makeup. I dropped a kiss on her forehead.

“Good morning, sweetie. How did you sleep?” I asked.

“It took me a while to get settled. I blame Cheryl and your brother.”

I stood up and turned to show her the dress, “What do you think?”

“Oh, honey. That looks fantastic on you. I’m so happy it fits.”

“It feels so nice and I love the style and the way it hangs. I turned with my back to her and looked over my shoulder. I moved my leg so that it showed in the back split.

“Do you think it shows too much leg?” I teased.

“You tramp,” she laughed, covering her head with the bed clothes.

“You come out of there,” I said, pulling the covers back but I stopped when I realized she was naked underneath.

“If you want to take the bathroom, it’s open. Cheryl has some coffee and I was going to make breakfast.”

“Do we want to go out somewhere?”

“Let’s ask Cheryl but I would be fine with that. I’ll let you get in the bathroom,” I said as I turned and walked out the door with an exaggerated hip sway.

“Sexy little bitch,” she yelled as I closed the door behind me.

—————

I joined Cheryl at the dinette table. We heard Sandy head to the bath as we talked and I practiced sitting without showing my panties. I tried crossing my legs at the knee rather than the ankle. It was a bit more uncomfortable because of the bits that were tucked up between my legs, but I was getting the hang of it.

I loved the way the dress felt, and I was almost afraid to know how much it’d cost. Even though Sandy didn’t always dress to the nines, her clothes were good quality and she always looked good.

Cheryl and I talked about us all going out to breakfast together and she said yes. We thought about where we wanted to go in the mall. I also asked her what she wanted Chris to get her for Christmas.

“Oh, he really doesn’t need to get me anything,” she replied.

“But he wants to. Maybe I could help you find something. He gave me his credit card to buy something for you. We might as well take advantage.”

She blushed and told me if she saw something she would let me know.

—————

Fifteen minutes later, Sandy ducked out of the bath and back to her bedroom. Cheryl took the shower and went to get dressed, leaving me at the table with my coffee. I looked at my phone and there was nothing interesting, so I thought about the strange circumstance I found myself in. I was having a lot of fun being a girl again. I missed this so much the last couple of weeks. I never understood the compulsion I felt. I loved the soft clothes, the lace, the tightness of the bra around my chest, and now the weight of the glued-on forms. I relished when the girls said I looked pretty and the way they supported me as I tried to act girly. I enjoyed being a tease to Sandy as I sensed her attraction to my feminine self. I couldn’t help from doing a small flirtation to see how she would react, and she usually reacted positively. I tried to justify to myself how it was appropriate for me to be toying with my girlfriend’s female roommate, but I rationalized it just gave me an outlet to practice being a bit more risqué.

Sandy entered and did a twirl for me. She wore a light-colored short sleeve shirt dress. It had pink, blue and turquoise flowers over cream and was about mid-calf length. There was a button-down front slit that was presently showing a lot of leg. She wore bone-colored three-inch pumps which coordinated perfectly.

“Too much leg?” she asked with a twinkle in her eye.

“With legs like that, show them off,” I said. “Maybe fasten a couple more buttons to avoid having guys crashing into things. You might be hazardous right now.”

“You’re right about the Donna Karin hose, Chrissie. I like them a lot,” she said, pulling back the bottom of her dress to give me a spectacular show of her fantastic legs in the nude, ultra-sheer hose. My mouth turned dry as toast.

“Oh yes, they are very nice. Have a seat and I’ll get you some coffee,” I said, heading into the kitchen to get her a coffee and to get my blood pressure back to normal. I filled her cup, added cream the way she liked it, and refilled my cup as well. When I returned, she was sitting at the table, legs crossed, and fastening a few buttons on the bottom of the dress. There was still plenty of leg showing so she would attract a lot of attention.

About that time, Cheryl arrived wearing a black and white plaid A-line dress that stopped just above the knee. It had gusseted three-quarter sleeves with a crew neck in a jersey fabric. She looked fabulous.

—————

We took Sandy’s car for our day at the mall. It was an Audi and it was very nice compared to the Toyota that Cheryl drove and no comparison to my Ford.

First stop was Sandy’s favorite breakfast spot and like last time, we were able to get right in to have a satisfying breakfast.

By the time we had finished breakfast, the mall was opening so we headed over and were able to get a parking spot near the door.

When we got inside, Cheryl split off because she wanted to get a gift, so that left Sandy and I to shop together. As I expected, Sandy received a lot of attention which seemed to kind of annoy her. We had a pair of guys approach and wanted to buy us a drink.

“You get that it is ten AM, right?” Sandy challenged. “Still early for happy hour.”

The guys stared at one another but didn’t walk away.

“Besides, we are together and not looking for company,” she said, grabbing my hand and giving me a brief kiss on the lips. That gave them the hint and they walked off muttering.

I giggled as they made their exit.

“Sheesh, not even a ‘Hi, having a nice day’ or anything,” Sandy huffed. “Moved right on to drinks. Guys don’t do romance anymore. It’s all macho ‘doing us a favor by picking us up’ shit.”

I tried to lighten the mood. “I bet they drive around in a pickup truck.”

She brightened and gave a laugh but kept hold of my hand as we started walking. I assumed the holding hands was to establish we were a lesbian couple and keep the guys away, and it seemed to work.

I was surprised Sandy wasn’t interested in meeting any guys. The ones that came up to us were tall, well dressed and good looking, but she didn’t seem at all interested. Maybe if their approach would have been different she might have been more intrigued.

We continued to shop and she found a tan leather skirt for me on sale that wouldn’t melt my credit card. It fit great and she joked since we were about the same size, she would be able to borrow it. It was a lighter color and slightly shorter than the chocolate skirt she had. Wearing it out would attract some eyeballs. We found a top that would go with this as well as my denim skirt.

“Now we need to look for some fishnets,” she announced, pulling me over to the hosiery section.

Since I didn’t have anything with garter straps, she found me some light-brown fishnets in a thigh-high with a grippy top that she said would be good for layering.

“I love layering the fishnets over nude pantyhose. I think it makes them look much better and is easier on the legs,” she advised.

I also got another pair of sheer hose like the ones I had on as it was only a matter of time before I ripped them. I also found some gifts for Cheryl; a leather wallet, and a couple of new hair clips that Sandy assured me she would like. I also saw a ring that Sandy liked and I got it for her.

Sandy spotted a pair of flat Mary Jane shoes in my size at a good discount. They were navy blue and had two adjustable straps. They were really comfortable so they went with us.

I found a book bag in purple so Cheryl wouldn’t tease me about my butch backpack.

About that time, Cheryl rejoined us carrying a couple of shopping bags.

“I got something for you, Chrissie,” she said, holding a small bag that held some beautiful drop earrings. My starter studs had been in for a couple of weeks so I could probably change earrings now.

“Oh, thank you,” I gushed, “Can you help me put them on?”

“Sure,” she said, removing my starter set and threading the new ones into my piercing.

I looked around for a mirror and rushed over to see them. They were a gold-tone with two tear-drop pendants.

“Oh, I love them. Thank you, Cheryl,” I said, giving her a big hug.

It was another new experience wearing the drop earrings. Whenever I would turn my head, they would brush against my skin. They felt so right.

—————

We had some lunch, hit the ladies’ room and checked out the movie schedule. We were in luck because that movie that Sandy wanted to see was coming up in about 10 minutes, so we all decided to give it a try. With matinee prices it was a pretty good deal.

I sat between them but ended up holding hands with Sandy most of the movie. If Cheryl noticed, she didn’t react.

When the movie was over, Sandy kissed my cheek and whispered a thank you to me.

“My hand didn’t get cold once,” she teased as we rose to leave the theatre.

From there we stopped to order a take-out pizza and some cola then headed back to the apartment. We just chatted over the pizza, cleaned up and went to the living room to do some studying.

I was surprised but the girls didn’t change clothes. Sandy changed into her flats, Cheryl put on some slippers, and I took off my pumps and went to pull out my heavy white socks.

“Another surprise,” Cheryl announced as she gave me a pair of fuzzy slippers in my size.

“You are spoiling me,” I said as I slipped them on, giving her a big hug.

I had earlier pulled my books from Chris’ backpack and stuffed them in my new book-bag, then put the backpack in the closet with my boy clothes.

“That’s better”, Cheryl said as I pulled my study materials from the purple bag.

“Sandy helped me pick it out,” I responded as I went to work on my chem notes.

We studied until late, watched the television news then got ready for bed. I let the girls have the bathroom first as it always took me more time to get ready.

—————

I slid under the covers and I settled against Cheryl, both dressed in our nightgowns. I tried to lay on my side, but with the forms it was just too uncomfortable, so I rolled onto my back. Once I was still, Cheryl rolled over and draped her hand across my stomach and laid her head on my shoulder. It was nice to be close, to feel the warmth of her breath against my skin, to feel her hair draping across my body, and the wonderful fragrance of her perfume. I felt satisfied, whole, and complete with this beautiful creature beside me, knowing I could look forward to another day as Chrissie tomorrow. I drifted off into a dreamless sleep.


Chapter 17

Sunday, December 15th

I awoke the next morning in pretty much the same position, however Cheryl’s hand had moved and it was now gripping my breast form through the sports bra. I had only the sensation of pressure on my chest, but I thought about how wonderful it would be to have actual breasts rather than blobs of silicone. To be able to feel the tenderness of a touch, to have the sensation of nipple that would harden when a finger brushed across it. I sighed deeply as she stirred. I brushed the hair back from her eyes as I wished her a good morning with a brief kiss on the forehead.

She awoke, then pulled her hand back from my body sheepishly, turning red with embarrassment.

“How did you sleep?” I asked.

“Wonderful,” she replied, stroking the side of my face with one of her fingernails. “Thank you for being here.”

“I should be thanking you. Spending time with you is a dream come true,” I responded truthfully.

She seemed to be struggling for something to say, but I stopped her with a finger on her lips.

“Let’s just be together for a while; no anxiety and no guilt. Just two friends enjoying some quiet time together.”

She hugged me tightly and settled her head against my shoulder. I focused on the sound of her breathing for several minutes.

She finally uncoiled from beside me and headed for the bathroom. We had slept too late to make it to church, so we would likely be staying in today.

I put on my new slippers and headed to the kitchen to start some coffee. Sandy’s door was closed so she was probably still asleep.

—————

Sandy had given me some navy dress slacks so I thought I would try them for a more casual look. I wore them with a pink crew-neck rayon top I bought yesterday. Luckily I had a nude camisole which worked great with the outfit because the top was somewhat sheer. I did wear the enhancer which filled out the slacks a bit and gave me more shape. I slipped on the Mary Jane flats and looked at my reflection in the mirror. Nice.

Both Cheryl and Sandy were drinking coffee in their nightgowns, I think to let me set the style for the day. I thought that was sweet.

“Would you like me to put out some breakfast?” I asked.

“Sure,” Cheryl responded.

“I really like that look,” Sandy replied. “Those slacks look great.”

“Thank you so much for the gift.” I said, giving her a big hug. “They work great with what we got yesterday. I suspect you were looking for things that would match.”

“Guilty,” she responded with a smile.

They both headed off to get dressed, leaving me to set out some breakfast.

—————

After breakfast, we started a study session with me working on my computer courses, Cheryl looking at accounting, and Sandy looking at some math that made absolutely no sense to me, even after she explained it.

I was enjoying the more laid-back day hitting the books with my girlfriends. There was some playful banter, but for the most part we all dug into our studies.

Sandy made us some sandwiches for lunch, served with chips and apple slices and cola to drink. We ate at the dinette table and chatted about silly stuff. As we were finishing up, Cheryl received a call.

“It’s my folks,” she announced before she answered and walked back to the bedroom to talk in private.

“Do you have any plans for Christmas break,” Sandy asked, out of the blue.

“My folks are planning for me to be home. They are both taking some time off so we can be together.” What about you?”

“I’ll go home until I can’t stand all the distraction, then duck back here to get away. If you are in town early, come over and we can do something together.”

“What are Cheryl’s plans?” I asked.

“I expect that is what the call is about.”

Cheryl came to the living room and sat on the sofa with a shocked expression.

“Is something wrong, honey?” Sandy asked.

“My father is being relocated to the west coast. Over Christmas break they want me to start packing up my stuff so they can ship it to San Francisco. Damn!” she replied, her eyes glistening with tears.

“Oh, sweetie, I’m sorry,” I said, sitting beside her and cradling her in my arms.

“It looks like I’ll finish up the school year here, then transfer to a school on the coast,” she said with a sniff.

“Where will you go?” Sandy asked.

“Some private school close to my parent’s new house so I can live at home.”

“Private school might be good as long as they have a good education program.”

“The school sounds pretty good, but it’s in California!”

I held her tightly as Sandy came over to sit in the chair. Neither of us knew what to say and Cheryl just sat there on the edge of tears.

She finally spoke, “Dad is getting a nice raise and they don’t think mom will have to go to work right away.”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her how much more it would cost to live there compared to Illinois. I figure mom will be headed back to work before long.

“Of course, my younger brother is excited about moving. He is thinking about becoming a surfer. I didn’t even know he could swim,” she sniffed and wiped a tear from her eye. “It sounds like a pretty good area. They are moving to San Jose.”

“I’m sure you will love it,” Sandy reassured her.

“It will be so much different, and so far from my friends.”

—————

We studied some in the afternoon, but it was hard to get past the emotional turmoil that Cheryl was going through.

Later, I excused myself saying that I needed to leave and converted myself back to Chris. I didn’t think given the state that Cheryl was in that any sex was appropriate, but I did want to spend some time as Chris to try to comfort her.

I dressed in my boy clothes, moved my books back into my backpack and stored the book-bag on Chrissie’s side of the closet. I walked into the living room and Cheryl was alone on the sofa. I assume that Sandy was in her room to allow Cheryl and Chris some time to be together.

“Oh, Cheryl honey. I found out from Chrissie that your folks are moving. I’m so sorry to hear that.”

When I said that, she broke down in tears and I sat next to her and wrapped her in my arms. She looked up at me and I couldn’t help but kissing her, and she responded gratefully. I sat with her for a time and reassured her that we would have plenty of time to be together before she moved, and we would work something out after that. My mind was spinning as to what that would be. I would be just out of school by the time she moved, and I wouldn’t have anywhere near the money it would take to live in San Jose.

“Do you want to go to the bedroom?” she asked, although I knew her heart wasn’t in it.

“No, I just want to be here with you. I want to look at you, feel you beside me and let you know that I will never forget you.”

“Chris, I’m so afraid. I’m afraid for me and for us. This is going to mess up everything, Sandy included. She’s thinking about dropping the lease on the apartment at the end of the year and moving back home.”

“We have some time to make plans; to get this all worked out. I promise I will be there for you.”

We kissed some more, and when I thought my being there did more harm than good, I put on my coat, grabbed my backpack and hiked back to the dorm.


Chapter 18

Things were weird for all of us with the end of the term coming up. Cheryl was occupied with getting paperwork together for starting the new school next year and doing other things to prepare for her move. We both knew that the rest of the school year would go fast, with me preparing for graduation, plus I had been placed in the intern position that I wanted. That meant ten hours a week working at the company. I hoped to do well enough during the internship that I might get an offer for full time after I graduate.

I boosted my grade point coming out of first semester, and even ended up with a B in chemistry. I owed Cheryl for that.

Cheryl and I both went home over Christmas break, but we talked frequently during our time off. She was struggling with getting all her stuff packed up for the move and her mood was somewhat brittle. She told me she’d lived in that house her entire life and it was hard to think about leaving. She talked to Sandy and she was bitching up a storm about being stuck home with the family. She didn’t want to go to the apartment and be alone, so she put up with the noise.

—————

The start of classes after Christmas break was completely different than what we had up until now. I no longer had a chem class with Cheryl, so we didn’t have a class to study together. We continued to meet up in the evenings.

My intern position kept me busy. I was at a company that made building energy controls and they expected to see a lot of growth as the Green Energy programs started to come on-line. The work was cutting-edge and even as an intern I had a lot of opportunity to contribute. I felt positive about my chances of getting a job out of school as the company was pleased with my performance.

My time for being Chrissie was cut back to just some of the three-day weekends when everyone was in town. Cheryl’s parents expected her to come home quite often as they got ready to make the move to California. They expected the movers right before the end of classes and the family was planning a vacation while the moving company brought their stuff to San Jose.

Cheryl wanted to spend as much time as possible with me and we went on a lot of dates, went to movies, and just hung out. That time together was spectacular, but I did miss the shopping and girl time.

Sandy was taking some statistics classes that were kicking her ass. I tried to help, but I couldn’t make anything out of what she was doing. She spent a couple nights a week in a study group that was helping her keep up with the challenging course, so we didn’t see much of her at the apartment. That did give me a lot of time to be alone with Cheryl.

—————

As finals approached, the three of us started to grow somewhat distant. Cheryl was starting to pack up her stuff so she had me come over to the apartment and retrieve Chrissie’s clothes. I bought some used suitcases so I didn’t have to store my expanded girl wardrobe in cardboard boxes anymore. She planned to sell her car before the end of school. Her parents wanted to have her come home after her last final exam so they could fly to California. We were both saddened she wouldn’t be at my commencement.

It looked like I would be able to graduate at the end of the term with only one hitch; the internship. My program advisor was making some noise saying I didn’t meet the criteria of the intern program. She wanted my mentor at the company to provide detailed evidence on how I met some of the guidelines that was part of my intern contract. The advisor was threatening to withhold the credit for the program saying I hadn’t met the requirements.

I was called into the advisor’s office as she wanted to have a conference call with my mentor at the company.

“I don’t see what your problem is,” Craig, the company mentor, told her.

“There is a contract for the internship program and Mr. Jenkins hasn’t met the requirements,” Mrs. Castle, the advisor, droned on. Something about some reports that the company had not signed off on.

“I have a contract in front of me but I don’t see anything about requirements. My copy of the contract says guidelines,” Craig said, exasperated. “Look, Chris has far exceeded the goals we set for him and he exceeded these guidelines the first week. I’ll check some boxes and cook up some bullshit that I hope will satisfy what you are asking for,” Craig said, his voice dripped with sarcasm. “I never want to hear anything about you withholding credit for his internship or my next call is to the Dean. Are we communicating?”

Mrs. Castle’s face turned pale and she mumbled something about needing to make sure the program requirements are being met.

“Oh, you mean the guidelines,” Craig pressed. “Good day, Mrs. Castle.”

I hoped this battle wouldn’t sour my relationship with the company.

—————

As I walked across the stage to receive my diploma, my future was a mix of joy and sorrow. I already missed Cheryl and she had only been gone a couple of days. I received an offer at the company where I did my intern and start full time in two weeks. Sandy had broken the lease on the girls’ apartment and had moved back home for the summer. I wish I could have picked up the lease on the apartment as I had so many great memories there, but I couldn’t make it work. I did a month-to-month lease on a studio near where I will be working and would look for something nicer once I had the chance to save some money.


Chapter 19

Monday, June 1st

First day at work and I was able to take over where I left off. With my work as an intern, I knew a lot of the people, where the restrooms and the coffee machine were, and so I was able to fit right in. Craig put me on his team of five developers and assigned me a cube where I found the computer that I used during my intern gig. My login, email account and data access where still active, saving a lot of time getting set up. I went to the team meeting at eleven to start my new life as a software engineer.

My team was myself, two women, Kaylee and Marina, guys Connor and Kamod with Craig as the team leader. I knew all of them except Kaylee, who was new, so introductions went quickly. We were able to go right to a software planning session for a feature addition on one of the products.

After work was dull, mostly watching television, listening to music, or surfing the computer to keep up to date on new ideas for energy-efficient buildings that I might be able to incorporate into my work projects.

I would often video-chat with Cheryl, but where my life was good, hers was not so. There was a lot of stress with her dad’s new position, her mother looking for work, and Cheryl hating her new school. She also found out that her brother didn’t swim all that well, so surfing was pretty much of a bust for him after wiping out and almost drowning.

Because she was bored, Cheryl was doing some summer classes at the new school. The private school didn’t have nearly the same depth to the education program as the state university and it was more targeted to teaching than school administration. She was considering a change of major to business administration.

Cheryl talked to Sandy who was back home for the summer. She’d still not found a boyfriend, and Cheryl suggested that I give her a call and ask her out. I was uncomfortable going out with her, it felt like cheating on Cheryl, but I did send her an e-mail bringing her up to speed with how I was doing at work. She wrote back and filled me in on how things were going for her. She mentioned she’d contacted that startup that did the blockchain stuff and they were interested in meeting with her about an intern position when she was ready. Of course, the university was trying to complicate everything saying she wasn’t far enough along with her studies to consider an internship yet. Sadly, Mrs. Castle was her adviser.

At work, Kaylee and I started talking more, eating together at lunch and stuff like that. She was smart but really shy and it was hard to get her to open up about herself. She probably thought the same thing about me as I was so self-conscious talking about myself that I usually wanted other people to tell me about themselves and keep my secrets.

We did decide to go out to a movie one Saturday and while walking through the mall, we came across Julie at the food court. She was cool and I introduced Kaylee, told her about my work and she let me know she got a promotion and was now a senior associate.

“That is so cool,” I said, “Are you working today?”

“Just half the day on Saturday. Open until two-thirty with a half hour for lunch.” She checked the clock on her phone. “I need to get back. Nice to meet you Kaylee.”

Julie gave me a hug and whispered in my ear, “Have Chrissie come by and see me some time,” then headed back to her store.

Kaylee didn’t ask any awkward questions about Julie, which I appreciated, and we headed toward the cinema complex.

—————

With a raise and some diligent saving, I was finally able to afford the deposit on a nicer apartment with a year lease. There was nothing overtly feminine about the space, but it was not masculine either. It was a furnished one bedroom with a nice size closet, an important consideration for me, a comfortable living area and a large kitchen with a dinette. It had a separate entrance to the street which meant I really didn’t have any close neighbors. The sofa folded out into a bed in the event I had an overnight guest, but I didn’t expect that to happen soon. The walls in the living area were a light green with white curtains and blinds. The bath was a peach color, nothing girlish, just a pleasing shade. I wish I had the opportunity to fem the space up a bit, but I didn’t know how I would explain that if Kaylee or someone else from work were to visit.

Because of a lack of things to do, I started taking dance lessons in the evenings and that was a ton of fun.

Kaylee and I continued to do some casual dating, but there didn’t seem to be any spark that looked like a budding romance. When we were together, we mostly talked about things from work.

I was hanging up some of Chrissie’s clothes and the desire washed over and I wanted to get dressed up. I glammed up a couple of evenings in my apartment and I thought about what Julie said and the notion really excited me. Maybe I could go over to the mall dressed in my guy clothes, change in the unisex restroom and get a makeover from Julie. If Cassie were still there, I could have my nails done and maybe eat lunch with Julie. I could go shopping and when Julie got off, we could go to a movie and maybe I’d take her to dinner. The only difficult issue would be how I would change back to my boy clothes, but I really didn’t think anyone would notice if I came back to the apartment dressed as a girl. I started thinking about how much fun that would be and the idea consumed me.

—————

I struggled for several days and finally decided I would call Julie and see what she thought of the idea. I got her card out of my makeup case and called her on a Saturday evening when I knew she had got off work early. I almost lost my nerve as I listened to the ring tone, wondering what I would say if it went to voice mail.

“Hello,” Julie said.

“Hi Julie. This is Chris Jenkins. We met up at the mall the other day with my friend Kaylee.”

“Oh, hi Chris…” she started, and we talked about work and weather for a while as I built up my nerve to ask her to see me.

“Julie, um, Chrissie was thinking of doing a visit to the mall some Saturday morning and she was wondering if she could drop by for a makeover.”

“I’d love to see Chrissie. How would next Saturday at opening work?” she asked.

“Fantastic, then maybe after I was thinking I could go down to see Cassie and get my nails done and I could have lunch with you.”

“Oh, honey, I don’t think Cassie is working there anymore, but I can get you an appointment with one of the other girls. And lunch sounds great.”

“I thought I could do some shopping, and maybe take you to a movie and dinner later.”

“I’d like that, the only issue is it would have to be a girlfriend thing. I’m seeing a guy right now and don’t want to mess that up.”

“Oh, no, just girlfriends,” I replied feeling just a bit of disappointment that Julie already had a boyfriend.

“Let’s do it then. Come by about eleven next Saturday, well do a makeover and I’ll set you up with someone at the nail salon to get you a manicure. Then it is movie and dinner later. Sound right.”

“Perfect. If something comes up, you can reach me at this number.”

“I’ll put it in my contacts as Chrissie. See you on Saturday.”

“Thanks a million Julie,” I said, putting down the phone and thinking about just how many ways this could end in disaster.


Chapter 20

Labor Day Weekend

I was a nervous wreck the previous week running through in my mind all the things that I needed to do to get ready for today.

That week, I had bought a pink nail polish and midweek I had filed and polished my toenails to get ready for the weekend.

This was Labor Day weekend so I had Monday off. I had considered renting a hotel room for the weekend and spend all of it as Chrissie, but I couldn’t think of enough things to do. I reserved a room for Saturday night, and after I finished dinner with Julie, I’d check in, spend the evening and night as Chrissie, then change back to Chris in the morning. I packed the stuff I would need at the hotel in a suitcase and put it in the back of my car.

The trip to see Julie was almost a repeat of the girls’ weekend I did with Cheryl.

I had been thinking fondly of Cheryl lately, but we couldn’t make our long-distance romance work. She started going with a guy several months after she moved. Our chats got less and less frequent until they finally stopped altogether to be replaced by the occasional e-mail. I owed her so much for supporting me with my cross-dressing and I would always hold her in my heart.

I had underdressed in my tape, panties and pantyhose and added my guy clothes over the top. I put my forms, bra, enhancer, camisole, my cranberry sweater and my leather skirt in a shopping bag. I also added my wig, brush and spray, shoes, purse and lady’s wallet. I made sure I had my glasses in my purse.

I had purchased a pair of glasses with plain glass lenses but rather feminine frames to wear when I was in Chrissie mode for a bit of a disguise. Chris didn’t wear glasses so I thought it would make me look different if I ran into anyone I knew from work. Hopefully that way no one would recognize me.

I took everything to the car, locked the apartment and headed for the mall. As I drove, I practiced my girl voice to help me get into character. By the time I arrived, I would have plenty of time to get ready unless the family bathroom was occupied.

—————

I was in luck. It was still early enough in the day that the mall was pretty quiet and the unisex bathroom was available. I ducked in, locked the door and started my transformation. Putting on my bra and forms, a change of clothes, wig, the wedge sandals, a tiny bit of makeup and I was ready to go see Julie.

I should have realized that a Saturday would be somewhat busier than the last time I was here, but it never occurred to me. Julie had another associate there, so that would help. There was a lot more traffic at the counter. Julie saw me, gave me a big hug and brought me around to her tall chair. I put my shopping bag beside me and she looked me over carefully.

“It looks like you’ve been slipping some on your night care,” she chided. “I have a great product that I think will work for you. It is unscented and will keep your skin clear and hydrated.”

“That sounds good,” I said with my girl with a chest cold voice. She understood that I would want something unscented to avoid problems at work. I have less options now than when I was at college. Cheryl and I actually went to a chem lecture once with me dressed up and no one noticed. Labs and smaller classes were more of a problem, and on a five-member team at work, any experimentation would really stick out.

Julie cleaned up my brows a bit, removed the makeup I had on, then started with the makeover. She sold me on some different colors as well as a different shade of lipstick. I mentioned that I would be wearing the glasses, and she gave me a bit more drama on the eyes. She recommended a different perfume for me as well. It was nice that I finally had some money and didn’t have to worry about how much it was going to cost.

When we were done, she again gave me a drawing of what products went where and spritzed me with some perfume out of a tester. She had me put on my glasses and check myself out in the mirror. I looked absolutely stunning and I gave her a big hug. She rang me up, did some violence to my credit card, then gave me a slip of paper with a name written on it.

“Makita is waiting to do your nails. She said you could come in any time.”

“I’ll be back at twelve-thirty, does that work?” I asked.

“See you then, Chrissie.”

—————

Makita was a beautiful lady, Vietnamese parents maybe, but she spoke flawless English with an American accent. She was slight with straight blue-black hair and incredible makeup. Julie had mentioned that I needed something for the weekend so we decided on the caps again. I showed her the bottle of polish that I used on my toes for her to match it.

She was blazingly fast and in no time I was under the UV light curing the polish. They looked great and she wished me a fun weekend as I presented my card for her services.

On the way back to find Julie, I stopped by the lockers and left off my bag so I didn’t need to lug it around all afternoon. I checked my makeup in my compact mirror, then went to take Julie to lunch.

—————

I approached Julie’s counter right on time and she was finishing up with a customer. She gave me a smile and whispered “Just a minute” as she finished running the customer’s card. Then she took off her smock, showing off her beautiful floral print short-sleeve dress she wore with flat shoes. Her makeup was flawless, her hair perfect and she treated me to a delightful scent of perfume as she kissed my cheek. She was a drop-dead gorgeous woman and I was saddened she wasn’t available for a date with Chris.

“Since you only have half an hour, how about something from the food court and I’ll get you a proper meal later,” I offered.

“Sounds great,” she replied as we walked toward the center of the mall.

I watched the purses as she ordered us some sandwiches, chips and a couple of drinks. I was in awe watching her fluid movements as she did mundane things like carrying the tray to the table. She sat on the edge of the chair, deftly arranging her skirt beneath her and crossing her legs. She looked me in the eye, gave me a beaming smile and asked how things were going.

“I’m really happy with my job. I like my co-workers and my supervisor is a great guy.” I went on to tell her the kind of work I did as she continued to watch me with her fluid dark eyes. We talked about me, then she caught me up on her new position at work and her boyfriend.

“That looks like it might work out,” she said, “but it is still early days.”

We finally introduced the elephant in the room.

“Have you heard from Cheryl?” she asked with a bit of hesitation.

“She sent an e-mail last week. She still hates the college and she hasn’t fallen in love with California yet.”

“I called her last week and we talked for a bit. She does miss being here, but she says at least her mother found a job. They had no idea how expensive it would be to live there.”

I smiled weakly because I had considered moving out to be with her. There would be no way I could make it on a starting salary, even assuming I would be able to find a job.

I wondered if Julie’s call to Cheryl was caused by our getting together this weekend. I started to feel anxious about putting Julie in a spot, but then I thought back that it was Julie’s idea to have Chrissie stop by in the first place. I put it up to mere coincidence and my massive insecurity.

The time went quickly and we needed to get Julie back to work. We cleaned up our litter and put it in the bin, returning the tray to the place provided. I walked with her back to the store, she gave me a hug and I said I’d be back at 2:30.

I sat on one of the mall benches, alternately looking through my purse and staring at my reflection in one of the mirrors on an adjacent post. I started to attract some male attention and I didn’t want to have to fend off any guys today. I headed off to do some shopping.

I didn’t have a pressing need to buy anything, so I just did some power looking. As I glanced at one of the sale racks, I came across a beautiful emerald green rayon dress that felt like silk. It was A-Line with short sleeves and about knee length. There was only one close to my size and I decided to try it on. As I approached the dressing room, the associate gave me a big smile and told me she thought the dress would look fantastic.

I was amazed how well the dress fit but the mirror in the dressing room didn’t do it justice. As I was walking in, I noticed a three-panel mirror so I grabbed my purse and walked out to get a better look. The associate, her name pin said Jill, saw me and rushed over to tell me how great the dress looked. She helped me tie the cloth belt which really set off my hips.

“What do you think, matching shoes or black pumps?” I asked, twisting around so I could see the dress from the back.

“Black pumps would be classic, or maybe a cream-colored strappy sandal, depending on the season.”

“I really like it. It’s mine!” I said, heading back to the dressing room to change back into the leather skirt. Now I would have to find an occasion to wear the beautiful dress.

—————

I did a lot more looking but only a little more buying. I found a black purse with a thin shoulder strap that would work with the green dress and bought some more pantyhose. I stashed all my new purchases in the locker.

Right at 2:30 I met up with Julie and we headed toward the cinema. There was a romantic comedy that she wanted to see, and it worked for me also. We took our seats in the center of the mostly empty theatre and watched the coming attractions. Julie played with her phone while we waited for the show to start. I missed the closeness I felt with Cheryl and Sandy. There was no touching or handholding with Julie. It wasn’t that she was distant, but she treated me more like a vanilla girlfriend. There was always something with the other girls; an attraction that was different with each of them, but that was totally missing with Julie. I enjoyed our time together and she was friendly and easy to talk to, but I didn’t think it would ever lead to anything more.

After an enjoyable movie, we headed out to the mall to look around for a bit before heading off for dinner. As we walked, I asked about where she would like to eat. She suggested a restaurant about three blocks away. I recognized the name and we decided we would drive over separately after we were finished at the mall.

I stopped at the locker to get my stuff and Julie wanted to see my new dress.

“That’s fantastic!” she said. “Is something coming up that you plan to wear it?”

“I’ve been thinking about a night at the symphony or maybe a play. I don’t have any plans right now, but I couldn’t pass it up.”

“It will be perfect for a nite out.”

I hoped she would suggest going somewhere together, but the offer didn’t come and I didn’t want to push. I assumed this would be our first and last day together.

—————

We separated and took our own cars to the restaurant. It was early so we were able to get seated right away.

I’d considered getting some wine, but I didn’t want a hassle with having to show ID, so I just stuck with a soft drink. Julie ordered a tonic water with a wedge of lime.

We looked over the menu and I had roast chicken and Julie ordered fish. We did small talk while we waited for dinner to arrive.

“What are your plans for the rest of the weekend?” Julie asked.

“I’m staying at a hotel tonight, so I’ll eat breakfast in the morning, get changed and head back to my apartment. What about you?”

“Ryan and I are planning to drive to Chicago and spend some time. I don’t have to go back to work until Tuesday afternoon.”

“That sounds exciting!”

“Yes, if I can talk Ryan out of going to a Cubs game.”

“I think they are away this weekend, so it’s a matter of keeping him away from the TV,” I said.

“I hope.”

Our dinners arrived and everything was done to perfection. We skipped dessert and had coffee instead. I settled up the check and we walked to our cars.

“I’ve had a great time Chrissie. Thanks for thinking about me.”

“I’ve had fun too. I’ll keep in touch and let you know what I’m up to.”

“Do that,” she said, giving me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “See you soon.”

I drove back to the hotel, changed into my nightgown and watched TV until it was time to go to bed.


Chapter 21

Memorial Day Weekend

My life has been pretty much on autopilot since my ‘date’ with Julie. Work has been busy and I haven’t really been seeing anyone regularly. Kaylee and I go out occasionally, but that’s no more than buddies from work getting together.

Last Christmas I had some vacation days that I needed to take, so I spent the holiday with my parents. My folks had some time off as well, but there wasn’t much to do. We visited some relatives, ate fattening foods and managed to keep ourselves from getting bored. The weather sucked with ice and snow, so we spent a lot of time indoors. It was better than spending time at the apartment alone.

For the past couple of weeks, I’d been planning to do a full Chrissie weekend. There was a parade, some special concerts and there was even a fireworks display. I wish I had someone to share it with, but sadly that was not happening.

I had purchased a couple of tickets to a Friday symphony performance, but I couldn’t come up with a date, so I decided to go as Chrissie. I’d finally be able to wear that green dress I bought last fall along with a shawl that I recently found that matched it perfectly. I’d been growing out my nails but still needed some caps to give me a bit more length. I’d considered having Julie do my makeup, but I had gotten fairly good and thought I could do everything by myself. The performance was at seven PM, so I checked into a hotel room in the afternoon and began the process of getting dressed with a long shower, close shave everywhere, and a deep-cleansing mask for my face.

I put on my wig cap but went the extra measure of using some tape to make sure it was secure. I will hate myself when I take it off after the weekend. I attached my forms since I planned the whole weekend as Chrissie, then dressed in my bra and panties. I put on the hose and my enhancer, then did my makeup and hair. Right before the dress I put on the nails, filed and polished them. Lastly came my silk-like green dress, my pumps and the shawl. I looked myself over in the mirror and was really pleased.

I had half an hour to go before I needed to head downtown, so I practiced walking, sitting, and speaking, getting myself into girl mode. After a spritz of perfume, I grabbed my purse and headed out of the hotel room to drive to the symphony.

—————

I parked in one of the public lots about a block away from the concert hall. There was a space on the end with a light overhead and close to the elevator. I was pleased to see it was one of the glass-sided ones, so you could see if there was anyone lurking in the shadows. It made me feel confident, but I still carried my phone in my right hand and my purse in my left, ready to dial if anything bad happened.

I was surprised that there were not more people walking to the venue. As I got closer, I noticed there was another lot just on the other side of the concert hall and most of the people were walking from that direction. I’ll know next time to use that one because it was closer.

I felt exhilarated with the sensation of my dress brushing against my legs in the sheer hose, the click of the high heels on the sidewalk, and the cooling breeze of the beautiful spring evening. My shawl fluttered around my shoulders and I felt a wonderful sense of rightness.

I approached the usher and gave him one of the tickets. I had seats on the end and the first seat in, and I selected to sit on the aisle with the seat beside me empty. The row beside me was nearly full, so hopefully I wouldn’t have many people passing in front of me to get to their seats. There were mostly couples with the ladies in upscale dresses and the men in suits and ties. An occasional pants suit and sweater over tie could be seen, but most were dressed semi-formally.

The lights started to flash and dim slightly. The crowd quieted as the musicians entered the stage. There was the sound of some last-minute tuning as the conductor entered, raised the baton and the music filled the hall.

I followed along in the program noting some classical pieces, some contemporary, all with a range of tempos and energy. The acoustics of the building were amazing, with the sound of the solo instruments soaring out from the rest of the orchestra.

The last song before intermission was a Chopin piano work, and the piano soloist was an amazing talent. You could hear a pin drop in the large hall, and when he completed the work, the audience went wild with adulation.

During intermission, I tried my luck at purchasing a glass of white wine. I thought the worst that could happen was I would need to show my ID with the male picture. The wine was delivered without a hitch and I took a quick sip. It was nice and I loved the ring of lipstick I left on the rim of the glass.

As I finished the wine, the lights started to flash warning us the second part was about to begin. I took my seat, only having to move once when a couple came in after me. Before the lights went down, I checked my makeup in my compact mirror and added a bit more lipstick.

The musicians again entered the stage followed by the conductor. The baton raised and shortly thereafter music filled the hall.

The music made me feel alive as I followed along in the program. The expressive sounds of the orchestra and the driving beat of the percussion filled me with delight. I resolved to do this more often.

The program finished and the curtain dropped, yet the sound of Encore filled the hall. To our delight, the curtain rose, the piano soloist returned and played an amazing contemporary piece. When he finished, I thought the house was going to come down. The house lights came up and the ushers directed us toward the exits. I followed the crowd out of the hall, yet my nerves went on edge as they all turned in the opposite direction than I was headed. I checked that my purse was tucked under my arm with the strap over my shoulder, my cellphone in my other hand, and I started walking toward my car only a block away. The night was quiet, with a slight breeze. There were stars in the sky that I could just make out as I moved between the bright streetlights. I hummed some of the familiar music that I heard at the concert when I heard a noise behind me. It was a scraping sound and I turned to see a young man on a bicycle about a half block away heading in my direction. I moved to the edge of the sidewalk to leave as much room between me and the roadway as possible. I gripped my purse tightly as I quickened my pace. The scraping sound continued, but it seemed to slow, then I heard a thump and a rattle. I stopped and turned around, my back against a building beside the walkway. The bicycle had jumped the curb about ten feet away and was racing toward me, looking like he would run me over. I instinctively put my hands out to protect myself as the driver swerved at the last minute, reaching out to grab my purse and rip it from my hands. I felt a sharp pain as the strap came down my arm, then broke when it reached my elbow. My cellphone dropped from my other hand, skittering down the sidewalk and finally crashing against the wall of the building. I yelled, but my assailant pedaled away at breakneck speed with my purse under his arm. I screamed again and made a brief pursuit, but in three-inch heels it was a lost cause. I saw him round the corner and continue out of sight, the squeak of the bicycle becoming faint as I sank to the sidewalk and started to cry.


Chapter 22

I sat in a ball crying for some time, then I jumped as I heard a familiar voice.

“Chrissie, is that you?” Sandy asked in alarm. “What happened?”

“I was mugged,” I answered. I looked over and Sandy had leaned down to me. A tall, good looking gentleman stood behind her, eyeing me closely.

“Are you hurt?” she asked, grabbing my hand.

“My shoulder is sore. My cellphone is around here somewhere,” I said, looking around.

“Doug, find Chrissie’s cellphone,” Sandy said. “Here, let’s get you up and under the light so I can look at you. Are you sure you’re okay?”

“Not hurt, but not okay. My purse is gone, keys, card, ID, cash. This is going to be ugly,” I said, my voice quivering and on the edge of tears.

Doug came over with my phone.

“I found it over there,” he said in a deep voice with a slight Missouri accent. “The screen is cracked and it don’t turn on.”

Great.

“Sandy, can I talk to you,” Doug said, pulling Sandy to the side and talking quietly.

It looked like Sandy and Doug were out on a date. She wore dark dress slacks and a turquoise blouse, and he wore black slacks and a dark blue shirt. They both looked sharp.

Sandy looked over at me, then back at Doug. “Look over there, Doug,” she said, pointing toward me. “Where you see a dude, I see a friend that has been the victim of a damn mugging. What the hell is wrong with you?”

Doug tried to quiet her, but Sandy was on fire.

“Take us to my place, Doug. Go get that big damn car of yours and bring it here,” she hissed.

“But what about our date?” Doug persisted. “I have restaurant reservations.”

“Then you better call and tell them it will be dinner for one.” She roared. “Why are you still standing there?”

He didn’t move and Sandy got out her phone. “No problem. You can go to the restaurant and I’ll get an UBER. Good night, Doug.”

“I’ll get the car. I’ll be right back,” Doug said, hurrying away as Sandy looked me over carefully. My beautiful green dress was ripped and there was a long run in my hose.

“I hate to take you away from your date Sandy. I just don’t know what to do.”

“Don’t worry about the date. It was already over. I just hadn’t figured out how to get rid of him yet.”

I hugged her and started to cry. “I’m sorry Sandy. Everything is messed up because of me.”

“No, honey. Everything is messed up because of some punk mugger. We’ll get it fixed. We’ll go back to my apartment and you can call the police and the credit card company.”

About that time, Doug pulled up in a green 4-wheel SUV with dark tinted windows. Sandy and I sat in the back and I whispered, “An SUV?!?”

“Better than a pickup, but not much,” she responded in a quiet voice.

—————

Doug pulled up in front of an apartment building and got out, opening the door for me. Sandy exited on the other side and met us on the sidewalk, pulling her keys out of her purse.

“Thanks for the ride, Doug. I’ll take it from here,” Sandy said.

“Ah, do you need any help?” he asked.

“We just need to be alone and figure this out. See you around.”

Doug took the hint and drove off as we headed for the front of the building. She opened the door for me, turned on the light and had me sit on the sofa.

The apartment was spacious but understated. It had gray walls with darker gray drapes and furnishing. The gray theme continued with the carpet.

Sandy came back from the kitchen and handed me a glass of water.

“I called the cops and they are sending someone over to make a report. Did you check your phone?”

“Doug said it wouldn’t turn on.” I tried it again. “Nope, dead.”

“I have an old one without a SIM card. We can put your card in it and use it until you can get one. Sorry, but the case is pink.”

“I like pink,” I said with a chuckle.

“It may look somewhat strange at work. Your phone is backed up on the cloud, right?”

“Yes.”

“Perfect. We can get all your contacts and apps put on this one and it will get you by for a while. It works OK, the battery just runs down fast. I’ll go grab it and plug it in.”

I started thinking about everything that I needed to do to get the credit card shut down, get my car moved, get into the apartment. I even needed to go back to the hotel and get my suitcase. I got overwhelmed just thinking about it.

Sandy came back, sat on the chair and started taking my phone apart.

“Great, this card will work in my old phone,” she said as she slid my SIM in the other phone and plugged it in.

“We’ll let it charge for a bit and get you on the Wi-Fi and pull your data from the cloud.”

About that time, there was a knock on the door. I figured it was the cops. Now this gets interesting.

—————

The cops were caring and efficient. There was a male and a female officer. Once they were assured that I wasn’t injured and this wasn’t a transphobic attack, they wrote up a standard robbery complaint and had me list the items that were taken.

“There was some makeup and my wallet that had my driver’s license, the card to my hotel room, a credit card, about a hundred dollars, and some change. My keys were also in the side pocket of the purse.”

“What were the keys to?” they asked.

“My apartment and my car.”

“Do you have another set of keys to the car,” the policeman asked.

“Yes, they are at my apartment.”

“So, if we can find a locksmith and get you in the apartment, you would have keys to move the car from the parking ramp,” one of the officers suggested.

“Yes, that’s a great idea..”

“You need to get a secondary lock for your car since the thieves have your car keys and your address. A cable and a padlock will be enough. You still have your phone?” the policeman asked.

“Yes, but it was damaged and won’t turn on.”

“Do you have a number we can have a locksmith call? It may take a couple of hours to find someone.”

Sandy used her cellphone number, they gave me a copy of the report and left, apologizing for what happened to me.

—————

Sandy offered to let me use the bathroom to clean up while she worked on my phone. I wrote down the ID and password to the cloud and took her up on the offer.

“There is a robe hanging on the back of the door. Put that on and I’ll find you something to wear once I get your phone running.”

I stripped out of my dress and threw the hose in the trash. I couldn’t take a shower because I would wreck my makeup even more than it was now. I used a washcloth to freshen up. Sandy had some cotton buds on the vanity so I fixed my eye makeup the best I could. Maybe I could borrow some mascara since we were about the same coloring. I had wrapped myself in the robe, adjusted my wig and was securing it with the pins when I heard a knock on the bathroom door. I opened it and there was Sandy.

“I got the phone online. Here are some panties and a bra, and I left a dress and some hose on the bed for you. Sorry, the hose aren’t designer.”

I laughed, and for some reason I blurted out that I loved her. She smiled back brightly.

“I love you too, Chrissie.”

I closed the door and put on the cream bra and panty set that Sandy had left. They were well worn, so I figure they were ones she was getting ready to throw out. The panties were a size too large for me, but I would have hose and my enhancer over them anyway so it wouldn’t matter.

I put the robe on again and went to the bedroom. Sandy had put out a standard Little Black Dress about knee length with a round collar. I put on the hose which were a department store brand. They were tan and less sheer than I usually wear, but they looked fine and didn’t have a big run. There was also a black purse, which reminded me that I no longer had one of my own. I put on the dress and adjusted it over my hips and bust. I slipped on my black pumps that only suffered a minor scuff and went out to find Sandy.

She was sitting in the living room sipping on a glass of water. I held out my arms and did a slow turn.

“Thank you so much, Sandy. This works great.”

“You look much better, that’s for sure.”

“Do you have some mascara and eyeliner I can use. I may need a little fix-up.”

“Come with me, sweetie. I’ll pretty you up.”

—————

She removed some of the smudges around my eyes with makeup remover and fixed the liner and mascara. She also had some eye makeup that she could use on my eyelids that was a pretty close match to what I was wearing. She added a bit more powder and blush and I looked a hundred percent better.

“Thank you for everything Sandy,” I said, hugging her tightly. I leaned back and gave her a quick kiss on the lips. I gasped and apologized.

She gave me a big smile.

“Where I wouldn’t mind hanging around kissing you all evening, we’d better get over to the hotel and get your suitcase,” she said, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

I pouted my lower lip. “Okay, if we have to.”

She started laughing and I joined with her. I thought about how much I’d missed Sandy. It was fantastic being back with her; just like old times. Then I started to worry; I hope she felt the same way.

—————

We stuck my new phone, the police report, along with some tissues and a borrowed lipstick in the purse and headed for the door. We went out to her car and I gave her directions to the hotel.

I asked how we would get into the room without the key card and she said we’d go to the front desk and have them make a new one. I was worried, but she assured me it would be alright.

We walked in the door and approached a young girl at the front desk.

“Chrissie here had her purse stolen this evening and lost her room card,” Sandy explained.

She asked the room number, and I responded 345. I was thankful the room number was easy to remember.

“It says here that room is rented to Christopher Jenkins. Is Christopher here? I’ll need to see some ID.”

“Really?” Sandy challenged. “Chrissie, show this lady the police report and why you don’t have an ID.”

I showed her the report and pointed out the name and where the room key and ID was reported stolen.

“I really need to talk to Christopher,” she continued.

In my male voice, I said that I was Christopher.

“Oh, ah, I need to call a supervisor,” she said, picking up a phone.

“You’re shitting me,” Sandy huffed. “Do you have Christopher’s number on the record?”

The clerk put the phone down. “Ah, yes, it’s here,” the clerk responded nervously.

“Call the number and have Christopher authorize you to make us a key,” Sandy said, her voice on edge.

She dialed and my phone started to ring. I answered and told her to just give us a key card. A minute later we were headed for the elevator.

“Well, that was a lot more drama than it needed to be,” Sandy said, causing me to burst out laughing.

“Hopefully it works in the door so we don’t have to go back down there.”

—————

Sandy helped me pack up the stuff that was strewn around the room and get everything into the suitcase and my makeup bag. As we finished, her phone rang; it was the locksmith. I gave him the address and he said to meet him there in about 15 minutes. It would cost about $100, depending on how long it took to get in the door. I looked at Sandy in alarm.

“Don’t worry, honey. I’ll stop by the ATM on the way and get some cash. You can pay me back when you can,” she said quietly.

—————

The locksmith was a grizzled old coot that really didn’t understand why I couldn’t show him any ID.

“You understand the reason why the police called you was my purse was stolen, right? Here is the police report, it’s all I have.” I chuffed, my nerves on edge.

“I just need to make sure,” he responded, then turned to work on the door.

I will feel quite vulnerable in the future given the speed he was able to get into my apartment. He let me in and asked to see some piece of mail in the apartment with my name on it. I produced the water bill and he was satisfied. He re-keyed the lock, gave me two new keys, we paid him the $100 and he left.

I got one of my statements and called the credit card company to report the card stolen. After a few moments reviewing recent charges, we found two small ones made in the past hour that were bogus. They froze the card and said they would express me a replacement. It wouldn’t arrive until next week due to the holiday.

I got Chris’ wallet and got my bank ATM card, something that I rarely use, and put that and my spare car keys in my borrowed purse. I also checked to make sure my company ID card was in the wallet; it was. That could have been awkward if I had lost that.

I glanced around and saw Sandy staring into my closet. She looked pensive.

“Chrissie, let’s go get your car, come back here and put together some things so we can have a girls’ weekend. What do you think?”

I sat on the bed, overwhelmed.

“Sandy. You’ve done so much to help me tonight. I couldn’t have made it without you. I’d love to have a girls’ weekend, but I don’t want to be a hassle. I’ve just fallen back into your life and I’ve been a huge burden ever since.”

She leaned down and took my hand. “Chrissie, believe me when I say that you are just what I need in my life right now. You may be a little high maintenance, but we’ll get past that.”

I smiled, then reached out to hug her tightly, tears welling up in my eyes.

“Sandy, you’re what I need in my life as well,” I whispered, holding her tightly.

—————

I stopped at the ATM and got some cash, paid Sandy back for the locksmith, got my car out of the parking garage and brought it back to my apartment. I was nervous going in and out of the apartment the way I was dressed, but there was no one paying any attention to us. I grabbed enough clothes for the weekend and put it in a suitcase, stuffed my laptop in my purple book-bag, then we headed toward Sandy’s apartment.

“Hey,” I said, “you haven’t had anything to eat! I messed up your fancy dinner-date with Doug.”

“I could use some food, maybe something light.”

“Stop anywhere that looks good and I’ll buy.”

We stopped at a chain restaurant and both ordered a light dinner with a soft drink. Sandy promised me we would break out a bottle of wine at her place.

—————

It was getting late by the time we got to her apartment, but I opened the wine while Sandy put on her nightgown. Her apartment was a one-bedroom with a queen bed and the sofa was a sleeper. I didn’t presume I would sleep in the same bed as her, but I hoped it would work out that way.

Even though I sensed Sandy was attracted to me in my female mode, I wanted to let her take the lead. I knew her to be an amazing package of beauty and brains, yet she was very sensitive and respectful as well. Where Cheryl was adventurous, Sandy was mysterious, and it occurred to me how much I missed being around her.

—————

It took a while for her to change, but I was able to tell why. She had refreshed her makeup, put on some sheer hose and a short purple sleep-chemise with a matching mid-length robe. It had a vee-front and displayed her assets beautifully. She wore a matching purple slide-slipper and added some perfume that was magical. My heart stopped when I saw her and any question in my mind if I was still attracted to her was gone.

“Well, now you’ve done it,” I teased. “I planned to put on my sweatpants and a camo tee-shirt.”

“Don’t you like it?” she said, giving me a sensual twirl. “It’s new.”

“I absolutely love it. Let me see if I have something I can slip on.”

“I put your makeup case on the vanity. Let me know if you are missing anything.”

“Be right back,” I said, knowing it would take a while to fix myself up.

—————

I took off my makeup and started fresh. I had recently purchased a satin gown and robe. The gown was mid-thigh length with a high slit and a butterfly print on a white background. The robe was calf-length in a smoky rose color with a tie belt. Not as smoking hot as Sandy’s, but not bad.

I put on a new pair of nude pantyhose, and the slippers that Cheryl had given me. After a spritz of perfume in strategic locations, I practiced a sexy walk to rejoin Sandy in the front room.

She had turned on some music and sat in the chair. I settled in on the sofa, took off my slippers and tucked my feet underneath my robe. She eagerly watched me as I gave her a leg show while settling myself on the couch. I gave a pat on the sofa cushion beside me, tempting her to sit there.

“I’m afraid my hands may get cold,” I said.

“I’m worried about my feet,” she replied, moving over to sit beside me.

I took one of her hands in mine, and the other arm I wrapped around her, pulling her close. I breathed in her fragrance and enjoyed the warmth of her presence.

My mind was a tangle of emotions. I was at the tail end of the worst day of my life and having Sandy in my arms made me as happy as I could imagine.

“Can we talk, Sandy.”

She gave me a wicked glance. “I think I would rather have you kiss me like you did earlier.”

“Okay, kisses first, then we talk,” I conceded as I dropped my freshly painted lips to hers. She melted into my arms as I felt her lipstick merge with mine. My mind seized up and I forgot what it was we were supposed to be talking about. I broke the kiss and watched as her eyes opened to look at me. I stroked her hair and whispered what a fantastic kiss that was. Ten out of ten.

She told me my kiss was a pretty good effort, but she needed more data to make a final determination. She was a scientist after all.

I lowered my lips to hers to allow for more research. Our lips met, she was so soft and sweet, then I felt her mouth open and her tongue tentatively move between my lips. I opened mine to accept her offering. I mewed slightly to signal that I was accepting of her advance, then pressed my tongue against hers, coaxing her forward. My heart was racing as I felt her hand release from mine and move behind my neck, drawing me closer. She pulled back her tongue and our lips closed again, continuing a tender kiss. She relaxed her grip on my neck and moved her hand to the side of my face, gently stroking my cheek.

“There is definite talent here,” she announced.

“I’m sticking with ten out of ten.”

“Research takes time and repetition. I know that computer types will claim success after it works once, but mathematicians are more cautious with our validations.”

“Take all the time you need,” I said, dropping down for another kiss.

After several more toe-curling kisses, I finally hugged her close to me. I sought out her breast with my hand and she gave a whimper of excitement as I stroked her tenderly through her silky chemise.

“Can we talk now,” I asked, tenderly.

“Oh, Chrissie. I know you are going to ask me a question that will be really hard for me to answer,” she whimpered.

“I was going to ask you if your feet were getting cold.”

She laughed uproariously, pushed me to the floor and put her feet into my lap. I covered her feet with my gown and started to massage. She sighed contentedly.

“What did you think I would ask?”

She paused, then started slowly. “I thought you were going to ask the question I have been asking myself ever since I first saw you as Chrissie. The one that I still can’t figure out.”

“Sandy, what is it?” I asked.

“Why do I feel more attracted to Chrissie than I do Chris,” she said, voice faltering and struggling to get the words out.

“There is no mystery there. Chrissie is a total babe and Chris is a dork. There, problem solved.”

“Stop goofing around Chrissie,” Sandy said, laughing so hard I thought she would cry.

I started to run my finger with a soft touch up and down her leg, enchanted by the softness of her pantyhose.

“You are really making it difficult for me to concentrate. I thought you wanted to talk.”

“It’s more of a statement really. I want to let you know that I like being with you and enjoy our kissing,” I said. “I would like to try other things, but I think it should be you who sets the pace. That way I won’t push you into something that makes you uncomfortable.”

There was a brief expression of shock, then a smile. She told me she could work with those conditions.

“I have some body image problems. There are parts of me that I’m kind of ashamed of,” I admitted.

“I’m sure I will fall in love with every part of you. How about some more kissing?”

“Feet nice and warm?”

“Come here, you tease.”

We did more kissing, then she lowered the strap on her gown and guided me to her beautiful and fragrant breast. It tasted like strawberries.


Chapter 23

Saturday, May 29th

I awoke lying on my back with Sandy in my arms and her hair splashed across my chest. I was blissfully happy being with her, her naked body pressed against me. I still wore my gown, but she told me she usually slept nude.

“Your house, your rules,” I told her, and she pulled off the beautiful chemise before crawling in beside me. Even briefly seeing her bare form let me know what a magnificent specimen she was, and I longed to see more.

Last night after some power kissing, which finally rated me an almost perfect score, we were awake very late catching up. She’d moved back into the city about two months ago since she was spending so much time in the evening at study sessions. She’d landed the internship at the company that did the blockchain systems and they were very pleased with her work. I warned her about what Mrs. Castle tried to do to me, but her mentor was used to working with her and knew what to do to keep her quiet. It looked like Sandy would be able to graduate at the end of the term, and she might be able to take a perm job with them.

It had been some time since either of us had heard from Cheryl. She had changed schools to a place that had a better business program. She’d met a guy at the new school, and they’d become quite close. After meeting someone, she no longer hated California quite as much as she did before.

Sandy stirred, her eyes opening to look at me.

“Good morning, beautiful,” I said, giving her a kiss on the nose. “I’ll give you a better kiss after I brush my teeth.”

“I’ll hold you to that and be aware your rating may be at risk if the quality slips,” she warned.

“And just what would you do if that happened?” I challenged.

“Well, I don’t have a hairbrush, but I do have a large wooden spoon that might be used to provide incentive.”

“You are just wicked. Would you like to take the bathroom first while I explore your kitchen and find us some coffee?”

“Sounds good, then let’s go out for breakfast and decide what we’ll do today.”

She slid out of the bed, sensuously walked naked across the room to her closet and covered herself with a robe. Before she fastened the tie, she turned to face me and lifted her hair out from beneath the collar, the front of the garment opening to display her unbelievable body. She gave me a wicked smile, tied the robe closed and walked out the door. I thought I would have a stroke.

—————

I dug around in the kitchen looking for what I needed to make coffee. While looking through the cupboard, I found several packets of breath mints, so I rinsed out my mouth with some water and put a couple of the candies in my mouth until I could get to my toothbrush.

I finally located the coffee, filters and the measuring spoon and soon the aroma of coffee filled the kitchen. As I unloaded the dishwasher, she came up behind me and started taking something out of a drawer. She put a large wooden spoon on the counter, moved toward me and her hands circled my waist. I was glad I had found the breath mints.

I put my arms over her shoulders and pressed my lips against hers, trying desperately to maintain my kiss rating from the previous evening.

“Mmmmm, mint,” she said as we broke apart. “And that kiss was within specifications.” She pointed at the spoon, “I’ll leave that here just in case.”

“I like the dress,” I said. She wore a forest green midi-length skater dress. It had balloon elbow-length sleeves that she coordinated with nude hose and beige pumps.

“It’s girls’ weekend, so I figured you would like to see me in a dress,” she said as she gave me a twirl.

“I like seeing you in a dress any time. Are there any requests for what you would like me to wear?” I asked.

“As a matter of fact, I laid something out for you. Let me know if it works.”

—————

I hit the bathroom, took a shower and got ready for the day. After makeup, hair and tape were in place, I went to the bedroom to see what Sandy had for me. I was amazed to find a cream-colored shirt-dress with a delicate blue floral pattern. It had front buttons, a point collar and a tie belt. It fell right at knee level and I loved it immediately. I left several of the buttons on the lower edge of the dress undone to display some leg when I walked. It was a light polyester fabric, and I put on my beige short slip, nude hose and huaraches and rushed back to the living room to show Sandy. She gushed when she saw me.

“That looks great on you. Do you like it?”

“I love it, Sandy. Thanks for letting me borrow it” I said as I did a slow turn, stopping to allow my leg to show through the slit.

“I just want to keep you pretty, Chrissie.”

—————

We went to her favorite place, but unfortunately it had become more popular so we had a short wait for a table. The food was well worth it and we discussed what we could do today.

“I have some studying that I need to do this weekend…” she said, “but today we can go out and get into trouble.”

We discussed a shopping adventure, maybe a show or museum visit and the fireworks show later this evening. I promised that I would let her study tomorrow, and I had my laptop so I could do some research as well if I could get on her Wi-Fi.

After breakfast, we went to the mall to do some shopping. I needed a new black purse so I could return the one I borrowed from Sandy, and a wallet. I also wanted to stop and see Julie and get a replacement for my mascara, powder compact and perfume that I lost last night. I was a bit concerned how Julie would react when she saw me with Sandy. I assumed they knew each other.

As I walked up to the cosmetics counter, Julie saw us, finished up her sale, and came around front to greet us. She gave us both a big hug.

“Chrissie. It’s so great to see you.” She looked over at Sandy and greeted her as well. “How is school, Sandy? I’m glad to see you two finally got together.”

I guess that answered if there would be any awkwardness with Julie seeing us with each other.

“Classes are going great,” Sandy replied. “I ran into Chrissie last evening and we decided to bum around for the weekend to keep from getting bored.”

“It’s so great to see both of you. Can I sell you some stuff?” Julie said with a twinkle in her eye. No wonder she is now a senior associate.

I told her what I needed, and she talked me into a slightly different product for the powder compact and a different fragrance. Sandy bought a couple of things as well.

I checked the time and whispered something to Sandy and she gave me a thumbs up.

“Are you free for lunch, Julie? Maybe pick up something light at the food court?”

“That would be great; 12:30 Okay?” Julie replied.

“See you then.”

—————

We shopped for a bit, then met up with Julie right on time. There was something I wanted to ask, so I was happy we could meet for lunch.

I had Sandy and Julie visit while I ordered some wraps for our lunch. While I waited, they were having an animated conversation and it was interesting to notice the attention they were getting from the gentlemen at adjacent tables. They were both very beautiful ladies and I couldn’t believe I was fortunate enough to be having lunch with them.

I carried over our tray, arranged their meals and sat down, carefully adjusting my dress. We talked for a bit, then when there was a pause, I was able to ask my question.

“Julie. I wondered if it would be possible to get rid of my wig and maybe change over to clip-on extensions. I’m planning to go to the fireworks with Sandy tonight and the wig is just so hot when I’m outside.”

“That’s a great idea, Chrissie. I have somebody in the salon downstairs who would be happy to help. She’s a genius. Do you want me to give her a call?”

“How long would it take?”

“You would need a wash and condition, maybe a light trim, then put in the extensions. It would probably be just over an hour.”

“What do you think, Sandy?” I asked.

“I think that would be great!”

Julie called her friend and she could get me in at three-thirty that afternoon.

I was excited to get rid of the wig but to have a bit more volume than my natural hair. I had been growing it out for the past couple of years, only trimming the ends to keep them from splitting. It was past my shoulders and I normally wore it in a low ponytail at work. I was excited to see what could be done to make me look a bit more feminine, but still be temporary.

—————

Kate, the stylist, was ready for me and we talked about what we could do just for the weekend. She had me take off the wig and wig cap, then brushed out my natural hair.

“Were you thinking about a pony tail, or parted and worn down. You wouldn’t want to cut bangs because it might be difficult next week at work.”

“I recommend down with a center part,” Sandy added, “What do you think, Chrissie?”

“I’d like to try something like that.”

“First we wash and condition, I’ll trim just a bit, then we’ll add some clip extensions. I think we’ll use four rows on the back and two on the sides. These should work well,” she said, showing us a kit of extensions. “The color will be slightly lighter than your hair, so it will give you a nice contrast. I’ll show you how to put them in so you can use them any time you want.”

She directed me to a shampoo bowl and washed and conditioned my hair with some delightfully scented product. She wrapped my hair in a towel, directed me back to her station and trimmed my hair with a bit of shape and layers in the back. She finished up with the blow drier.

“Since you usually wear your hair pulled back, you won’t be able to see the shaping, but it will look great with the extensions.”

She put in a bit of curl with an iron and started working quickly, separating my hair and pulling it up in a clip. She teased my hair, added some hairspray, and started attaching the extensions. Sandy and I both watched her carefully so we could duplicate it ourselves. She brushed my hair down, separated it again and added another extension, followed by the others. She repeated the same procedure on the sides. I was amazed with how full my hair was, and it felt so much lighter than the wig. Sandy smiled at me, and when Kate wasn’t looking, licked her lips and fanned herself with her hand. I think she likes it. I put back on my earrings, shook my hair, pulled it back behind my ear and gave Sandy a saucy look.

“Do you think I look good enough to go see fireworks with you?” I teased.

“Oh, there will be fireworks alright,” she responded, causing Kate to chuckle when she overheard us.

Kate gave us the information on how to remove and care for the extensions, we settled up with her and headed out. It was four forty-five as we took our stuff to the car and we started looking around for somewhere to get a light dinner.

—————

While we looked over the menu, I noticed several times that Sandy was staring at me. When I caught her, I would give her a smile or blow her a kiss. Of course I was playing around with her by messing with my hair, adjusting my dress, crossing my legs and doing anything I could think of the be sexy. As she ate, I slipped off my shoe and ran my foot against her leg to see if she would react.

“You are in so much trouble you little devil,” she warned.

“I’m sorry, I won’t do it anymore,” I said, putting my shoe back on. “I just can’t help myself. You are so pretty.”

She leaned over to whisper in my ear.

“Right now I’m pretty turned on, and you are about to fix that.”

“You’re not going to make us miss fireworks, are you?”

“No, but we are skipping dessert and heading back to my place to change,” she said, turning toward the server and calling for the check.

—————

She drove back to her apartment like a mad-woman, parked and led us to the door. As soon as the door closed behind us, she pushed me onto the sofa and landed a passionate kiss on my lips. There was urgency to her kisses as she started unbuttoning my dress. I considered my options to take the edge off for her.

“Sandy,” I whispered between kisses. “I get the feeling…” a light kiss on her lips, “…that you are…” another kiss, “…a little stressed,” I whispered, completing the kiss attack with a passionate finish. “I’d like to help you relax if you want me to,” I told her while stroking her leg softly.

“But what about you?” she asked.

“It’s not the right time for me. This would just be for you. I feel somewhat guilty that I might have caused some of this tension.”

She continued to unbutton the front of my dress but didn’t respond.

“If you go take off your dress and hose, I’ll help you get dressed to go to the fireworks show,” I offered, stroking her hair tenderly. “If something happens while we are getting dressed, that would be fine with me.”

“Would you do that for me?”

“Sure, but you need to understand that I haven’t done this before. You will need to help me; to let me know what you like.”

With that she took my hand and led me to the bedroom. I helped remove her dress, she sat down and took off her shoes and hose and excused herself for a moment to go into the bathroom.

I sucked on a breath mint as I removed my dress, the enhancer and hose. I left the slip on covering my bra and panties. I looked in the mirror, fussed with my hair and sprayed myself with perfume. Sandy entered the room and had put on some perfume as well, along with a blue bra and panties with nothing else. I walked to her, passed my fingers through her hair and told her how beautiful she was. I gave her a light kiss, moving my hands over her body. I kissed her forehead and whispered how lucky I was to be here with her, then returned for another more dramatic kiss. She responded forcefully, driving her tongue into my mouth. I sucked her tongue, then explored her mouth. She tasted like mint. I continued to caress her, then used my finger to push the bra strap off her shoulder. She assisted by removing her arm, and I moved her bra cup down, exposing her. I worked the nipple between my thumb and forefinger, her body responding to my touch.

“Can I kiss it?” I asked.

“Please,” she whimpered, then I dropped down and was treated to the delicious taste of chocolate. Apparently she had run out of strawberry.

“You taste marvelous,” I mumbled while I teased her nipple with the end of my tongue. While I suckled her, I continued exploring her body with my fingertips and my nails. She shivered beneath my touch as my hands sought out her middle. I moved my finger along the edge of her panty.

“Can I kiss you there?” I asked.

She didn’t answer, but her hands guiding me lower was invitation enough. I kissed my way slowly down her body, seeking the heat I sensed coming from her middle. I finally reached my destination, kissing the front of the panties. After several long kisses and a few brushes from my tongue, I looked up at her.

“Can I take them off? I want to see you.”

“Oh yes,” she said, her voice quivering.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of the panties and pulled them to the floor, helping her step out of them.

I rose, faced her and took both of her hands in mine, guiding her to sit on the edge of the bed. I kissed the knuckles of both her hands and settled on my knees in front of her. I stroked her beautiful legs, starting at the ankles and continuing to her waist. I replaced my caresses with kisses as I guided her to open her legs for me.

“Is this OK?” I whispered.

“Wonderful.”

I kissed the inside of her thighs as I explored her middle. Unlike Cheryl who was completely shaved, Sandy had a tuft of soft brown hair on her mons with the rest of the area bare. I was excited to explore further and I brushed the area of hair back with my thumbs. I received a sigh that I interpreted as permission to continue. I felt her start to play with my long hair as I busied myself with her hair below. She guided me toward her beautiful sex, and I gladly complied.

I kissed her nub and heard her sharp intake of breath.

“Let me know what you like.” I said.

“That is good,” she replied breathlessly as the region became warm and moist and her clit swelled. I took it in my lips and sucked gently as she opened her legs even wider. My thumb moved to stroke her clit and used my tongue to enter her. I was instantly greeted by her orgasm.

“Lie back and let me play,” I said, conscious that she was still sitting up and it was likely her head was starting to spin. She fell back on the bed, her breath coming in ragged gasps. I picked up her legs and put them over my shoulders, allowing me to access even more of her. I kissed and licked her gently, then assaulted her with my tongue, yielding an even stronger orgasm.

“Chrissie—Chrissie—Chrissie,” she cried, her body spasming. I knew with her legs up and her body flat, there would be more blood flowing to this area, increasing her sensations. I continued to explore her body with my tongue, leading to countless episodes of sheer bliss for her. Her orgasms were becoming more powerful, her body quaking beneath me. She cried out Chrissie’s name again and again as cries of pleasure overtook her.

When I thought she could take no more, I lowered her legs, helped her to lie on the bed. She was so spent it was like moving a noodle. I briefly went to the bath to clean my face, returned, took off my slip and spooned up against her as much as my forms would allow. I cupped her soft breast and we lay quietly for several minutes.

Looking toward the window, I could tell that it was nearing dark, then I heard the boom announcing the start of the fireworks show.

“I’m sorry. It looks like I was in here screwing around and made us miss the fireworks. Do I need to get the wooden spoon?” I asked.

She spun over, pushed me onto my back and straddled my waist. She gave me a monster kiss, followed by several more just like it.

“Chrissie, thank you. I’ve never felt anything like that.”

“I did okay for my first time?” I teased.

“Yes, you were amazing; you are amazing.”

“Are you more relaxed now?”

“Oh yes, much better.”

“Maybe can we get dressed in our nightgowns and watch the fireworks on TV?”

She laughed and said, “Anything you would like, but there has to be wine involved.”

—————

We took a few minutes to clean up, and I needed to reconnect one of my hair extensions that had pulled loose. We both put on our nightgowns, mine the red satin and hers a purple lace that I hadn’t seen before. While she opened the wine, I found the fireworks display being televised on the public access channel. I had her sit on a pillow on the floor between my legs and I rubbed a scented lotion on her shoulders. “You need more relaxation,” I told her.

We sipped our wine quietly as we watched the fireworks on the television. I soothed her back with the lotion. After I finished with her neck, we traded places and I sat on the floor and rubbed the lotion onto her legs.

“Sandy, you have the most beautiful legs,” I told her as I sensuously worked the fragrant lotion into her skin and she ran her fingers through my hair. Sandy was quiet for a while, then spoke hesitantly.

“Chrissie, I think I love you.”

I moved from stroking her legs to massaging her feet. “I’ve loved you for more than two years, but it has been this weekend that I’ve finally realized just how much.”

“But our relationship is a little unusual, you have to admit.”

“Sandy, the female Praying Mantis gets hungry after sex and eats her mate. Now that is an unusual relationship. Makes what we have seem pretty mainstream if you ask me.”

“You are crazy,” she said, laughing so hard tears formed in her eyes.

“Crazy about you.”

“But, do you think we can make it work?”

I put down her feet, got up, straddled her lap with my knees and put my forehead against hers. I looked deeply into her beautiful eyes.

“Sandy, this has been the happiest two days of my entire life, despite the dickhead mugger that tried to ruin it for me. Yes, I will make it work; whatever I have to do.”

“So, that’s settled then,” she said, her eyes twinkling.

The fireworks show on TV was in the finale as I kissed her with a newfound intensity.


Chapter 24

Sunday, May 30th

I awoke to the dim light coming in the window, Sandy’s naked body pressed against mine. We’d watched television, kissed and I explored her body until after midnight.

Our adventures continued after we went to bed; a session that was tame compared to the night before. It was focused entirely on her, though she offered to help me. I assured her I wasn’t ready yet and she tactfully allowed me to wait.

She showed me her Battery-Operated Boyfriend and how she used it; allowing me to participate in bringing her pleasure. It was a practical size, about the same as me actually, and a design and material that made it close to the real thing. I was fascinated with her reactions and I made mental notes on things Chris could do to boost her enjoyment when we finally got together.

As she slept beside me, I took some time to consider the new reality.

I promised that I would let her study today so she didn’t get behind in her statistics class. Tomorrow evening she had a study session, about the same time that Chris would need to appear and return to his apartment, reprising his man’s role as software engineer.

I assured Sandy that I’d do anything I could to create a lasting relationship for us, but I was having a hard time trying to get around the complicated fantasy world we had created for ourselves. I’d resolved that Chrissie would set Sandy up with a date with her brother. I realized this could fail dramatically, but it was worth a try. I could try to amp up the romance by taking her out shopping for a dress and lingerie before their date.

Chris would take her out to dinner and take her dancing. She never mentioned having danced before, so it would be something completely different. I had taken lessons in both ballroom and club dancing and there were a couple of clubs in town that did Stand Up early and disco late. I regularly went and was a popular dance partner, but I never really clicked with anyone. I took Kaylee a couple of times, but she could never loosen up and have fun. Maybe a comedy show then Chris could teach Sandy to dance; perfect. She certainly had the moves for dancing. Now I had to get Chrissie to talk her into it.

Sandy roused and I hugged her tightly and kissed her forehead, telling her again how lucky I was to be with her. She smiled and pulled down the sheet, exposing the tops of her breasts.

“Would you like to see more?” she teased.

“You little tramp. I thought you needed to study. I’m going to shower, then put on something ugly so you won’t spend the whole day being distracted from your homework.”

She gave me a cute pout and I headed to the bathroom after covering myself with a robe.

I climbed in the shower. washed and conditioned my hair and shaved all over. While I lathered, I found myself stroking with some of the fragrant shampoo, causing a huge sense of excitement. I avoided exposing my man parts to Sandy, but I was getting a bit horney so I decided to relieve some pressure. I lost myself in one of my fantasies and with the aid of the bath gel I spurted against the wall of the shower. That would make it a lot easier to tape.

I made myself up, blow-dried my hair, teased it and tried my hand at the extensions. I was really pleased with how everything turned out. I went to the bedroom and Sandy was gone, but I heard her in the kitchen brewing coffee. I pulled on some hose and my enhancer, then dressed in a pair of white crop pants and my cranberry sweater. I selected several pieces of jewelry to class up the look and put in my drop earrings. I slid on my huaraches, checked my lipstick and makeup and headed off to find Sandy.

—————

She was at the dinette table dressed in a robe with a cup of coffee in one hand and her statistics text in another.

“Look at you, in here studying away,” I said, giving her a hug and a brief kiss on the lips. “Would you like me to make you some breakfast?” I asked, “You have enough for bacon, eggs and toast.”

“That would be great!”

“Go take your shower and put on some study clothes and I’ll get your breakfast started.”

While she was in the bath, I wrote out an email from Chris to send to myself and delayed the delivery until eight this evening. If everything worked out alright, I would try to set up Chris and Sandy’s date then.

After a few minutes, she returned in a pair of stonewashed jeans and a beautiful blue sweater. She had her hair pulled back in a clip; casual but fashionable.

“Perfect look for the serious student. Do you need me to do anything for you while you study? Maybe go to the store or something?”

She smiled sweetly and said she would think of something to keep me busy. I didn’t know whether it was a mistake to offer or not.

—————

After we ate, I busied myself in her kitchen loading dishes in the dishwasher and cleaning the countertops and the range that I had messed up making breakfast. I looked over the contents of her cabinets and refrigerator and made a list on my phone of some things I could get for her at the store. I noted something else that I needed to pick up; chocolate.

I grabbed my laptop and got onto Sandy’s Wi-Fi and researched some of the new products that have been announced in building automation. I’ve been thinking about a method of coupling some of the different systems together and bridging them into our company’s products, and Craig was quite impressed with my initial concept. I hoped that I might be able to work with Sandy on some of the security aspects as it would be right down her line. Maybe something that her and Chris could work on together.

—————

I worked for a couple of hours, went over to where Sandy was studying and gave her a hug and kiss. I was forced to squirt away when she tried to grab onto me.

“You’re a grabby little thing, aren’t you? If I can borrow your car, you can stay here and study and I’ll get some things for us at the store,” I said. “I might bring home pizza for lunch and then I’ll make you a nice dinner.”

“Sounds great,” Sandy replied, turning over her keys.

The run to the store was uneventful and I bought what we needed for the weekend. I also got Sandy some nice chocolate. I stopped for a pizza on the way back to her place and we shared it, chips and some cola when I got back. I had bought some breaded pork steaks at the store, as well as frozen mixed vegetables and baking potatoes. I added a small ice cream cake as well. I planned our dinner for seven, and about the time we were finished, I would receive the e-mail from Chris. I decided to play up the separate Chris/Chrissie thing and see if I could get Sandy to fall for Chris, but I still wanted to be in her life as Chrissie. It was a tightrope and I didn’t know if I could pull it off without falling.

—————

About six-thirty I went to change clothes and glam up for dinner. I refreshed makeup and hair and put on my red blouse over my tan leather skirt. Underneath I had my sheer pantyhose and layered with my fishnet stay-ups. I checked my hair, added some perfume and went to the kitchen to fix dinner.

I went in to give Sandy a kiss on the forehead and her breath caught when she saw me.

“Do I look good enough to have dinner with you?” I chided, giving her a flirty pose.

“Oh, my. Study time is over! You come here,” she demanded

“I can’t get into a clutch with you right now. You have been working hard and I bet you are hungry,” I told her, playing up the domestic angle. “I need to get your dinner started.”

“Oh, I’m getting hungry all right.”

“You be good and go change while I make you a nice dinner. I have dessert.”

“I bet you do,” she said, retreating into her bedroom.

I put some pieces of the dark chocolate on a plate for us to share before dinner, then went to work pan-frying the pork steaks, steaming the veggies and baking the potatoes in the microwave. I started everything off with a green salad.

I was proud of the meal and Sandy was very complementary about everything. As we finished up with our white wine and the ice cream cake, I heard my phone chime. I checked it and, surprise, there was an e-mail from Chris.

I asked if I could take a look. She said sure as she stacked the dessert plates and took them into the kitchen.

“That was an e-mail from my brother,” I announced as we took our wine to the sofa.

She gave me a knowing look, probably aware that something was up. “How are things with Chris?”

“He still likes his job, but things in the girl department are pretty iffy.”

“Is he seeing someone?”

“He’s gone out several times with Kaylee, someone at work, but he says there is no magic.”

“I know all about dates that lack magic,” she groused.

“The only thing they end up talking about is work. He’s looking for someone that is a bit more adventurous. Hey, why don’t you guys go out together?”

“Chrissie, are you trying to set me up with your brother?!?”

“Yes! You know he’s always liked you, but the thing with Cheryl made it kind of tricky.”

“I liked him too, but I’ve treated him kind of crummy in the past. Do you think he would go out with me?”

“In a second. Let me have him call. I think it would be great!”

“We’d still be girlfriends, right?” Sandy asked, biting her lip.

I moved closer to her and said, “We will be the best girlfriends ever.” My first kiss was a light one to her lips, and it got more passionate from there.


Chapter 25

Memorial Day

In a repeat of my mornings this weekend, I awoke to Sandy’s naked body next to mine. Today she had herself draped across my chest, her hand cupping my sports bra and the form it supported. Her leg was swung across my lower body and I felt the tickle of her bush against my hip. She was clingy this morning and I was happy that my tape was holding firmly.

I listened to the sounds of her breathing and thought back to our tender time the night before. After we kissed and cuddled while watching television, I took her to bed and saw to her needs. She offered to reciprocate, but I continued to hold her off saying the time was not right yet. She didn’t demand an explanation and was willing to let me wait. I suspected she understood my hesitation; I wanted it to be Chris that took her completely.

We’d talked about the things that her and Chris could do on their date, dinner, movie, romantic walk along the river, but I didn’t mention the dancing; I was holding that one as a surprise.

I felt her stir and I pulled her closer to me.

“Good morning, gorgeous,” I said, giving her a kiss on the forehead.

“I probably look kind of terrible this morning. My girlfriend has been keeping me up late.”

“Well, you better get up and get pretty because your girlfriend is taking you out to breakfast and then shopping.”

“Shopping?!?”

“You need a new dress and shoes for your date.”

“What kind of date requires special shoes?” she inquired.

“Bowling,” I teased.

“You’re crazy,” she said with a laugh.

“I got a text from Chris. He wants to take you out dancing.”

“Chrissie, I don’t dance,” she shrieked, sitting up in bed and exposing her top. She blushed and wrapped the sheet around her.

“Then that’s perfect!” Chris can teach you. He is a terrific dancer and a strong lead. If you’ve never danced, he’s the best partner for you.”

“He’ll think I’m a klutz”

“Sandy, you have the moves of a cat. You’ll be a terrific dancer.”

“Well, it kind of sounds like fun. Do you think he’ll call?”

“Oh, he will call. You go get dressed and wear clean panties. You’re going to be trying lots of stuff on.”

—————

We ate breakfast at our usual place, then headed for the mall. The first thing I wanted to find for her were shoes.

We checked some of the discount places, but they didn’t have anything that would be suitable. They looked good, but much too high and thin of a heel. They would kill her after an evening of dancing. We went by one of the specialty stores and I stopped and pointed, “Those!”

“You think? They’re beautiful,” she responded, looking over the shoe carefully.

“Look at this! A quick-release buckle. Sandy, try them on then we’ll find you a dress.”

The shoes were a closed toe with straps that went across the top of the foot and around the ankle, making them perfect for dancing. They had a Cuban heel; just over two inches tall. They were a variegated tan and brown color that would go with lots of different outfits.

“What is a quick-release buckle?” she asked.

“Even though they have a buckle fastener that allow you to adjust them, you don’t have to unbuckle them to take them off. Great if you need to get undressed in a hurry.”

She blushed and I showed her how they worked.

We found her the perfect size and they looked amazing on her. That left the dress.

—————

We shopped for quite a while and she tried some things on, but we still didn’t find what we were looking for. I hoped to find something flowy and flirty that would show off her incredible figure, would move when she danced, and would float up when she twirled. I hadn’t seen it yet.

We had some lunch, then we were walking by a shop that sold used clothing. We went in on a whim and went to the rack with her size. After pushing back half a dozen hangers, my heart stopped when I found this black dress that was covered with a large red floral print. It was an incredibly light fabric, somewhat sheer, fell just above the ankle on the back and had a high vee-shaped slit in the front. It was sleeveless with a surplice front that would show her off beautifully. If the size worked, we would need to visit the lingerie store because it was quite thin.

“This is it!” I yelled, causing the clerk to glance over at me with a smile.

“Really?!? Well, I guess it would attract a lot of attention. Let’s see if it will fit.”

I was so excited that I followed her into the changing room which resulted in a big smile.

“You are really anxious to see me in this dress,” she said as it dawned on me what I had done.

She slipped the dress on and it fit like a glove. Under the surplice vee top it had a wide elastic waist which would make it very comfortable to move in. I grabbed her purse with my one hand and clutched onto her with the other, opening the curtain.

“Let’s look in the big mirror,” I said, almost panting.

Just watching her walk in the dress was magic. It delicately moved from side to side as her legs alternately peeked through the slit. I sat her on a stool and pulled out the shoes, stooping to put them on and adjusting the buckles. She stood and walked in front of the mirror, then spun around causing the dress to flare up suggestively.

“This is so beautiful, and everything is so comfortable. Do you think I should get it?”

“Yes I do. Remember we are about the same size. When you get tired of looking like a goddess, maybe you will let me borrow it?” I said, inspecting her closely.

“Oh, Chrissie, this is perfect. Let’s get it!”

“Next stop, the lingerie store to get a slip so you don’t get arrested.”

She gave me a hug and kiss on the cheek, then we left to find her a special set of underthings.

—————

Our dress shopping experience was a total success, so we returned to the apartment and I made her change into casual clothes and do more studying. I planned to make her tacos for dinner.

She was being a good sport about everything, and I think she was looking forward to a date with Chris. Of course I kept telling her about all the fun she would have.

We talked over tacos and Mexican beer, then she said she needed to leave for her study session in another half hour. I told her that I had to go also, but I needed to get my stuff put in the suitcases.

“Why don’t you leave your things here?” she offered.

“Wouldn’t it be a bother?”

“Not at all! I left some room in the closet for you, and there is an empty drawer. Put your stuff in there. I hope to see more of you around here,” she smiled.

“That would work great.” I planned to take an UBER back to my apartment after I cleaned up, took off the forms and changed clothes back to Chris. Not needing to jam Chrissie’s clothes in the trunk of a car would be a big help.

“Can I just pull the door closed when I leave?” I asked.

“Here,” she said, giving me an extra key to her apartment as she headed out for the study session.

There was a big hug and kiss, and a few tears as she walked out and closed the door behind her.


Chapter 26

Tuesday, June 1st

After a fitful night’s sleep, I made it to work on time but my mind was a whirlwind. I don’t know why I am so nervous. There was nothing scary about Sandy and I bet she is just as nervous as I am. I smiled at the thought; I bet Chrissie can find out. I need to buy a new shirt, some dress slacks and maybe some new shoes. I also needed to order a corsage, but at least I knew the color of her dress. I might ask her anyway to signal that I planned to get her one in the event she wanted to get something for me.

I thought about when to call her; wait a couple of days or just call tonight when I got home. I would be a nervous wreck if I waited, so I should just call and get it over. Then I’d have a whole load of other things to start worrying about. About that time, my computer chimed with a meeting notice. Back to work.

—————

After getting home from work and a light supper that I didn’t eat most of, I grabbed my phone to make my call.

“Hello,” Sandy said, her voice filled me with delight.

“Hello Sandy, It’s Chris Jenkins.”

“Oh, hi Chris. Your sister said you might call.”

We talked for a few minutes about stuff. We were both having to discuss safe topics like weather and local events to avoid tripping over things Chrissie knew but Chris shouldn’t so we could maintain the illusion.

“Say, Sandy. I was wondering if you had Friday evening free. They are doing a comedy club thing at a local place, and then they would have some disco dancing later. I’d love it if you would go with me.” There, it was out, and not half as awkward as I was afraid it would sound.

“Sure, Chris. That sounds like fun. I need to warn you, I haven’t done much dancing. You might want to wear work boots in case I step on you.”

“I’m sure you will do just fine. I’ll teach you everything you need to know. Hey, what color is your dress in case I see a flower I want to get for you.”

“It is black with a red and pink floral print.”

“Great, I have a maroon dress shirt with black slacks. We’ll look great together.”

“I’m really looking forward to it.”

“Can I pick you up about 6:30? We’ll get something to eat and go to the club about eight. I can’t wait to see you!”

“See you Friday, Chris, and thanks.”

I put my phone away and leaned back in my chair. My muscles were all knotted up from nerves, and I tried to relax. I smiled broadly. Chris had a date with Sandy!

A few minutes later, I received, or I should say Chrissie received, a text.

‘Chrissie, your brother called!!!’

I smiled, responding ‘I told you he would.’

‘We’re going out Friday evening.’

‘Fantastic! You’ll have a great time.’

‘He’s taking me to a comedy club, then dancing. He promises he will teach me how.’

‘He’s a good dancer. Just take his lead’

‘He’s talking about getting me a corsage! Do I need to get him something?’

‘If he’s not wearing a jacket, maybe a handkerchief to put in his shirt pocket. Something to match your dress.’

There were three dots, then they went away, then they came back, then finally a text.

‘I love you, Chrissie XXXXXXXX.’

I told her that I loved her and added a bunch of hearts. Sandy is right; we do have an unusual relationship.


Chapter 27

Friday, June 4th

After a week that seemed like it would never end, my date with Sandy was upon me. I came home from work and showered, unconsciously shaving everything instead of just my face, then used a very manly scented shower gel. I shampooed and conditioned my hair and checked myself out in the mirror. I had my gold ball earrings in, and I was amazed at how quickly I could get ready without having to put on makeup. I splashed myself with some after-shave and went to the bedroom to get dressed.

I had pressed my shirt and pants last night, so I put everything on and was pleased with the look and fit. I combed my hair into a low ponytail and held it with a thick black band. I put on my new black shoes and was amazed how comfortable they were. Great for dancing.

I’d sent Sandy a couple of text messages during the week telling her how much I was looking forward to seeing her. I was always surprised to receive a rapid response saying she was excited as well. I’d ordered a small wrist corsage for her, something that wouldn’t get in the way while we danced and had stopped for it on the way home.

I checked my wallet and keys to make sure I had everything I needed. It was time to go on my big date.

—————

My heart was pounding as I approached her apartment slightly early and found a place to park. I took a deep breath as I pressed the buzzer for her apartment.

The door opened and my jaw dropped when I saw her. She had her hair curled and pulled back with a braid on one side, then everything with the exception of some curly tendrils pulled together in a wide clip in the back. It was so feminine and flirty and matched her dress perfectly. Of course I recognized the dress and she was absolutely captivating. She was walking in her stocking feet.

“Give me just a minute to put on my shoes and get my purse,” she said, taking my hand and drawing me into the apartment, quietly closing the door behind me. I stood there enchanted by her as she sat on the hassock, gave me a little leg show as she put on the shoes, then turned to grab a small black bag with a thin strap.

“Do I look okay?” she asked, standing and spinning around, causing the dress to flare outward.

“Oh, Sandy, you look stunning. I haven’t been able to catch my breath since I’ve seen you.”

She smiled sweetly.

“I have something for you,” I announced, pulling the corsage from the box and placing it on her left wrist.

“It’s beautiful, Chris. I have something for you too,” she said, pulling a square of cloth from her purse. It was a handkerchief with a red floral pattern similar to her dress. She folded it and put it in my shirt pocket, adjusting it carefully.

“This way, everyone will know you are with me and to keep their hands off,” she said. Her presence and the scent of her perfume was intoxicating. I wasn’t familiar with the scent, so I think it was new for the occasion.

Her makeup was flawless, and she wore a silver necklace with matching long earrings that accentuated her hair. She would attract a lot of attention tonight.

“Are you ready for something to eat? I have reservations at a place not far from here.”

She gave me a playful smile, grabbed her wrap and announced she was ready.

—————

We had a brief wait for the table, but while we sat in the bar Sandy focused a lot of eyes. I was honored to even be seen with her. She was spirited and friendly with me, laughed at my jokes and I laughed at hers. It was so great the be with her in this new role, but the feminine aspect of me noticed some nuances that would go right over the average male.

When our table was ready, I took her hand lightly and we accompanied the hostess to the table. I seated Sandy and helped her with her chair, then rather than sitting on the other side of the table, I sat to her side so I could be closer to her. I turned my chair to face her while the hostess arranged my glass and silverware in front of me.

I suggested a split of red wine, and we made a toast to my sister and her efforts to get us together.

Conversation flowed easily between us as I told her about the work I was doing on the building systems, and how she might be able to help me with internet security. She was excited with the prospect of our companies working together on a project.

I ordered a pork loin and she chose a chef’s salad as we sipped our wine and awaited dinner.

Our dinner was perfect, and we finished in plenty of time to make our way over to the club before the show started. I used my shiny new credit card to pay the bill and gave the waitress a good tip for her attentive service.

—————

We arrived at the club and had a brief wait outside as the bouncer checked our IDs. While we were walking in, the manager recognized me and came up and greeted us.

“I have a place for you down front,” he said, giving me a wink. I knew what he was doing as I had seen it before. He would put the good-looking couples up front to class up the place, and Sandy definitely added a ton of elegance. The manager took Sandy’s wrap and her purse to check it, promptly returning with the claim check.

“I feel like a VIP,” she whispered.

“You are the most important person here as far as I’m concerned.”

She stroked my cheek and smiled, my heart went into overdrive as the house-lights dimmed and the spot came up on the stage. I gestured to the waitress and got us a couple of white wines.

The manager introduced the first act that was a brilliant Black comedian who had great timing. He really worked the crowd and they responded with gales of laughter, Sandy and I right along with the rest. Midway through the set, Sandy reached over and started stroking the top of my hand. I took the signal and rolled my hand over and held her’s tightly as she settled in closer. It felt nice to have her near.

The second comic was a bit more crass, but still got a lot of laughs and his set was mercifully short.

They rolled back the stage to reveal the dance floor and the DJ set up his stuff.

I looked around and there was not a large crowd, which would work well for a beginning dancer. I’ve danced on some floors that have been completely jammed and hate it.

“Would you like another glass of wine?” I asked.

“Yes please,” she answered sweetly. She seemed a bit anxious, and I wondered if she was nervous about getting on the dance floor. With the way she moves and that dress, she will stop some hearts once we start dancing.

The first song the DJ put on was really fast and I didn’t think she was ready for anything like that. There were two couples and some solo dancers on the floor, which will work great. The music wasn’t very loud which would let me give her some instruction.

The second song was a bit slower, perfect for a hip-hop or slide, so I rose and offered her my hand to the dance floor. She smiled and followed me hesitantly. I demonstrated a freestyle touch step, and amazingly she started to mimic me perfectly. Her movements were so graceful and fluid, she looked like she’d been dancing for years. We started some rotations, added some arm movements, some diagonals. When she moved in that dress, she was absolute magic. She was becoming more daring with some turns, causing the skirt to flare out seductively. We had plenty of room on the mostly vacant floor, so she could experiment and mimic some of the embellishments that I used. Her sense of timing was impeccable, and I couldn’t wait for some slower dances when I’d get to hold her. When the song ended, the next song was too fast, so we headed back to our table to sip some more wine.

“What did you think?” I asked, excitedly.

“I love it, thank you for suggesting this!”

“You have some great moves. I can’t wait for some slower songs and I’ll teach you some other steps.”

I had a lucky break with the next song.

“Come on, I’m teaching you to Rumba!”

She smiled and took hold of my hand as I led her to the dance floor.

“On this one, just keep repeating Slow—Quick—Quick—Slow—Quick—Quick as I showed her a basic box step. She caught on right away, and I told her that when I raised my hand, for her to walk under my arm and meet me a quarter turn away. The first couple of tries were ragged, but in no time we were meeting together and in time with one another.

“You are doing great,” I said, then I started explaining when we came out of the turn, we would do a side-step on one side, turn for a side-step in the other direction, then back to a box. We were developing a beautiful routine and I was sad that the song was ending. We went back to the basic box step, then when the song ended I had her do one more turn, then I took her hand and bowed to her. She surprised me with a curtsy which fit beautifully.

“Fantastic!” I told her, and I really meant it.

I led her back to the table and asked her if she was having fun.

“I’m having such a great time, and you are an incredible teacher.”

“You have amazing timing. You are a natural,” I told her, glancing at some of the other couples on the floor who if they moved to the beat it was purely an accident.

We waited through another fast song, and then did another hip-hop, which was followed by a slow song.

“Time to teach you another step,” I said, leading her to the floor, placing her hand over my shoulder, then lightly taking her other hand. We took very small steps while I showed her how to do a side step, a step forward for me and back for her, another side step, then reversing until we ended up where we started. In no time she had the pattern, so I told her I would raise my hand and that would be a signal for her to turn by walking under my arm. After a couple of tries, she came out of the turn and into my arms right on the beat.

“There is no reason to be afraid, but let’s try a dip,” I said as we continued the basic pattern. I placed her hand on my shoulder, put my hand behind her back, turned and dipped her just slightly, allowing me to hold her closely and stare into her eyes. I smiled and brought her back upright and we continued the basic pattern. There were a couple more turns, some dips, and the song ended with us both clapping at the DJ. She was radiant with joy. We went back to our table and the waitress came by telling us it was last call. We both ordered a soft drink, and I settled up our bill. Sandy held my hand, squeezing it while she watched some of the other dancers.

We talked for a bit and finished our drinks, then I asked her for one more dance. To our glee, it turned out to be another Rumba and we had the greatest time embellishing our new routine. We were both laughing at the end of the dance, and she put her arms around my neck and gave me a sweet kiss on the lips.

“I’ve had so much fun, Chris. Thank you, thank you.”

“It has been amazing for me as well. Let’s go get your coat and I’ll take you home. It’s getting late.”

We got her purse and coat from the coat check, and I suggested we make a stop at the rest rooms.

—————

We met up a short time later and I took her hand and we walked to my car. I opened the door for her, and she brushed my hand with hers as she gracefully settled in the front seat. She was all smiles but quiet as we went back to her apartment. I found a parking place, helped her out and walked with her to the door.

“I’d like to do this again if we could,” I told her.

“I’d like that.”

“Good night, Sandy. I’ve had a terrific time.” I went to kiss her on the cheek, but she used a finger on my chin to direct the kiss to her lips.

“Chris, why don’t you come in for a while?” she asked quietly.

I smiled and nodded as she opened the door and led me into her apartment.


Chapter 28

I followed her and she had me sit on the sofa as she started some music playing.

“Would you like a glass of wine?” she asked.

“Yes, whatever you’re having.”

“I’ll be right back,” she said as she disappeared into the kitchen. I looked around at the familiar surroundings that had a totally different feeling now. I was totally enraptured with Sandy, but I was nervous what the next step might be. I noticed she might be struggling with that as well.

I tried to decide if I should act totally different than Chrissie, but it occurred that Sandy had fallen in love with my other self, and if I tried being something different, she might not find me appealing. Being Chrissie has taught me what Sandy likes, so why would I throw that away.

The one thing that Chris has introduced is the dancing. There is music, maybe some slow dancing will allow me to hold her close and we’ll see what happens. I know she is not shy about saying what she likes, so why not go where it leads. I unbuttoned the sleeves on my shirt and rolled them up to look a bit more casual.

She returned with our wine and a bowl of chips. Her eyes passed between the sofa and the chair as if deciding where to sit. I moved over slightly on the sofa and she took the hint, sitting beside me.

I raised my glass of wine to propose a toast and she did likewise.

“To my new partner,” I toasted.

She smiled at the double-entendre and said, “To partners.” We both took a sip of the wine and I turned closer to her.

“Sandy, I’ve had the best time tonight. Dancing with you has been an absolute thrill.”

“You’ll never realize how much I worried about learning to dance, but when we were together, it just felt natural.”

There was a song that came on that would be a perfect slow-dance number. “We have some music here, let’s dance some more.”

I stood and extended my hand, she smiled and followed me to the small area between the coffee table and the stereo. It would be tight, but if we stayed close it would work, and I wanted to stay close.

I placed her arms around my neck and put mine around her waist and we started moving to the music. No instruction needed, just two bodies moving together as one. I released her slightly and leaned back, searching her eyes for permission to kiss her. As I drew closer, her eyes closed and we kissed as we moved to the music. It was warm and romantic and I tenderly held the kiss as I felt her move against me. My body betrayed my excitement being so close to her. The sweetness of her kiss, the sensation of the beautiful dress, the tickle of her hair as it touched my face, her fragrance and her warmth all collided and turned my brain to mush. My heart raced as I savored the gentle moment.

The song ended, and the kiss slightly later.

“That was nice,” she purred.

“I liked it too,” I said, stroking her cheek with my hand.

My head was spinning so I returned to the sofa, but she hesitated before sitting.

“Give me a second. I’ll be right back,” she said, giving me a kiss on the cheek. She went into the bathroom, then a short time later to her bedroom.

When she reappeared, she was wearing the purple sleep-chemise with the gown. She had let down her hair and it hung loose on her shoulders.

“I like that,” I smiled, remembering it from last weekend.

“I thought you would.”

I took her hand and guided her to sit in my lap. I wrapped my arms around her and sought out her eyes.

“Comfy?” I asked.

I never got an answer as I was the recipient of a passionate kiss.

We cuddled for a while, then I reached for her glass of wine, giving it to her. I took mine and took a long sip, enjoying the sensation of the beautiful lady sitting with me.

I finished my glass of wine and looked at her.

“I should be leaving,” I said, my voice betraying my true feelings.

“Chris, I wish you would stay,” she said quietly, following the request with another sensuous kiss.

“Are you sure, Sandy. I don’t want you to feel rushed.”

“I’ve never been so sure.”

She began to unbutton my shirt and I pushed the sleeves of her robe off her shoulders. She removed her arms from the sleeves and took off the robe, leaving only the chemise between me and her fantastic body. I could feel her excitement build as I caressed her nipple through the thin fabric. She helped me off with my shirt and tee-shirt, then stroked my bare chest.

“Smooth and soft, I like that,” she said with a cute smile.

Her hand sought out something that was anything but soft, but raging hard. She massaged my cock through the dress slacks as she pressed her lips against mine, her soft tongue entering my mouth. My level of excitement was off the charts as we explored each other.

She stood and knelt in front of me, untying and removing my shoes. Then she rose and took my hand. I stood and followed as we walked toward her bedroom.

—————

We stood beside her bed as she unbuttoned my dress slacks and dropped the zipper. The pants fell to the floor, followed closely by my briefs and she helped me step out of them. She gripped my rigid stem and gave a slight squeeze.

“Nice specimen,” she teased, her other hand tenderly pressing against my sack.

“Sandy, I didn’t bring any protection,” I admitted.

“Don’t worry, Chris. I’ll make sure we are safe, but it will be a while before we have to worry about that.”

She guided me into a sitting position on her bed, pushed me onto my back, and dropped to her knees, covering my hardness with her soft lips.

My guess is I would not be getting much sleep tonight.


Chapter 29

Saturday, June 5th

I awoke to the feel of Sandy’s naked body next to mine. I spooned up behind her, my limp dick nestled between her lower cheeks and my hand cupping her beautiful breast.

Our lovemaking last night, more like in the early hours of today, was unbelievably intense. We explored every inch of the other’s body, and I was proud of the number of different ways I found to bring her to orgasm. Sandy filled the room with cries and shrieks as I kept her on the edge of oblivion, then pushed her over to a state of ecstasy.

To prompt me to an even higher level, she edged me unmercifully, leaving me a whimpering mess before she covered me and brought us to an incredible simultaneous climax. By the time she was done, every nerve in my body was screaming for release, and when release happened, it rolled over me like a wave against the beach, followed closely by another one. When it was over, I was totally spent and I thought we would need a defibrillator to get my heart pumping again.

Based on the light pouring in the bedroom window, the hour was late and Sandy was just now starting to stir. I rubbed my thumb across her soft breast and she let out a gentle sigh.

“Hello beautiful,” I whispered as I nuzzled her neck.

“Hello yourself. How did you sleep.”

“I didn’t sleep, I was in a coma,” I responded.

“You were a little tense. Glad we could get you relaxed.”

I attacked her neck, back and shoulders with a barrage of kisses.

“Before you get too busy there, I’m taking a shower and getting dressed. Then I have a favor to ask.”

“I’m pretty agreeable to favors right now. I’ll stay here and think about how pretty you are.”

She kissed me, grabbed her robe and went to the bathroom, a few moments later I heard the shower running.

—————

She returned a while later, saying I could watch her put on her makeup and get dressed, then she wanted to talk. I eagerly agreed to watch, having an idea what she wanted to talk about. She brushed her hair back, held it in a clip, put on her makeup, then added earrings and a necklace. She put on an ivory full slip then crossed to the closet and brought out a sleeveless lilac-colored spring dress. I remained naked under the covers as she slipped it on, adjusting it over her body. She removed the hair clip and brushed out her hair, allowing it to fall to her shoulders. She looked beautiful as she came over and sat on the bed beside me.

“I’ve had a fantastic time, Chris. I can’t tell you how much fun I had dancing…and other things.” She stroked the side of my face as she talked.

“It has been incredible for me as well. I hope we can do it again soon.”

“I’d like that very much.”

“You said you wanted to ask a favor,” I probed, suspecting it would be difficult for her to tell me what she wanted.

“Well, uh, I was kind of hoping, ah…”

“Were you hoping that Chrissie would come over again this weekend?”

She beamed, then her face turned serious. “Could we do that?”

“Sure honey. You go make some coffee, I’ll get out of here and Chrissie will come over.”

“Tell her she can try on my new dress if she wants. Then I have a lot of girl stuff that I need to talk to her about.”

The End
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