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Chapter 1

Wednesday morning, November 25th

Springfield Illinois

“Well, that sucks,” I said to myself as I read the incoming text. It was from one of my friends at work and they just announced they would be suspending activity at our division effective immediately. I sent a message back,

Shit, Kevin. I take a few days off to eat up some PTO before the end of the year and they close the company! Are you serious?

I know, Reese. I thought something like this might happen but everyone here is in a state of shock.

It’s like the day before Thanksgiving. This is crazy. So, what’s happening?

There’s a cop car out front and management is asking for everyone to go to the shipping department, pick up a box and put our personal stuff in it. Internet has been shut down and nobody’s logon is working.

Shit

I need to drop off, Justin just walked up.

Got it. Let me know if I can do anything.

As I pressed end, I see a call come in from HR. Last thing I want to do is talk to that slug Mitch Cornell so I let it go to voice-mail. What can they do; Fire me?

I drummed my fingers on my desk as I thought about what I could do. I had only been at the company for a few months so I figured I would be one of the first to get canned. At least with my month-to-month lease on a furnished apartment, it wouldn’t be a problem when I couldn’t pay the rent- I’d just move out. As I came up with a bunch of other things to worry about, I decided to do what I always do in these situations; call my older sister Casey. She was twenty-four, almost four years my elder, but we always got along great and I respected her advice.

As I scrolled through my contacts for her number, another call came in from Mitch that I sent to voice-mail as well.

“Hello Reese,” Casey said after the second ring. “How’s the vacation?”

“Vacation has been great, but the rest of my life sucks.”

“What’s wrong?” she asked, an edge of concern in her voice.

“I lost my job. Well, everybody did. They shut the whole company down!”

“Oh, damn. When’s your last day?”

“Kevin sent me a text and said they were shutting everything down today and escorting the employees out. HR keeps calling me but I wanted to come up with some kind of plan before I talked to them.”

“Firing everyone right before the holidays! That’s harsh. I imagine there will be some kind of severance, don’t you think?”

“I’m not sure. I’m pretty new to the company and fresh out of school.”

Another call came in from HR that I ignored. I’d get back to them later.

“Are you going to keep your apartment?” Casey asked.

“I don’t think I can afford it unless I find another job. That might be tough this time of year unless I want to work retail during the Christmas season. Not many other companies in Springfield Illinois are looking for a welder recently out of trade school. There’s really nothing keeping me here except my job.”

“What about Chicago?”

“I might need to try that, or maybe Peoria or Rockford.”

“If you found something in Rockford, maybe you could stay with the folks.”

“In that little house with three dogs. No way. They’ll be out of town anyway. They’re headed to Hawaii for a month. Must be nice in the middle of the snow and ice here to be in Hawaii.”

“I wish you could stay here, but I’m not sure we could make it work,” she offered, cautiously.

“I don’t think I want to live in Fargo. The winters are bad enough in Illinois. Besides, you only have a small apartment and what would your room-mate think.”

“She’d be okay. It would be like when we were small and stayed in the same room before the parents moved to the bigger house. Maybe we could be sisters again.”

I laughed out loud when I thought back to what she was talking about. She always wanted a baby sister and when she ended up with a brother, she was really disappointed. The parents had told her the ultrasound showed I was going to be a girl and she was really happy. Casey had even come up with my name Reese. There were a lot of shocked people in the delivery room when I showed up male.

“You’d throw me out the first weekend.”

“It would be great to have my little sister around to torment. I love how cute you are in a short dress and pigtails.”

According to my mother, when they brought me home from the hospital, I was wrapped in a pretty purple blanket and I wore pink for the first couple of weeks because they had bought me all girl stuff.

“That was a long time ago,” I reminded her.

Casey would often dress me up in her clothes, fix my hair and we would play with her dolls. Even now I keep my brown hair long and pulled back in a ponytail.

“I’d love hanging around with my sister again,” she said.

We always had a lot of fun being sisters, but after we got caught by our mother a couple of times, we had to be more careful. We continued to have occasional dress-up sessions when the parents were away up until she graduated and moved out of the house.

“I don’t know…”

“Come on. It would be fun. I think the parents still have some of my old clothes at the house you could use. I bet they would fit. You’re about the same size as I am.”

She was right, of course. We were a similar build with her being just a bit taller.

“Why do you still have clothes at the folks’ house?”

“Mom said she wanted to donate them but never got around to it. They are still in the garage.”

I had another call come in from work, from Justin this time. I probably better listen to some voice-mails and see what’s going on.

“I’ll give it some thought. I need to drop off because they keep calling me from work and I’m afraid they are going to fill up my voice mailbox.”

“I can’t say how sorry I am this happened to you. Let me know if I can do anything to help.”

“Talk to you soon, Sis. I love you.”

“Love you too, Reese. Hang in there.”

I dropped off the call and looked at the list of voice-mails. There were five of them. I connected to the first one and heard Mitch clear his throat, then start talking in his gravelly voice.

Reese- There has been some activity here at the company and I need to have you come in so we can visit. I know you are on PTO, but if you can come in as quickly as you can, I’ll bring you up to speed. Call when you get this message and we’ll make a time to get together.

God, what a weasel. That’s actually being mean to weasels to compare them to Mitch. There’s been some activity; what a crock. Everybody’s lost their jobs, except for him and the executives, that is. I wonder if that’s what he wants to bring me up to speed about.

The other two were about the same, each subsequent one expressing more urgency.

The final two were from Justin.

Reese, this is Justin. Say… Mitch has something important he needs to talk to you about. Please call him so you can get together.

The final one from Justin just said, Call me!

Out of curiosity, I logged into my work e-mail. Invalid username or password was the response. I kind of expected that.

I decided I would rather talk to Justin than Mitch, so I punched up his number. After a couple of rings, he answered.

“Reese. Good to hear from you. Did you talk to Mitch?”

“No, the last voicemail I received said I was supposed to call you. What’s this all about Justin?”

“Ah, I really can’t say, Reese. Mitch has all the details.”

“So, do I still have a job?”

“You really need to talk to Mitch. I can’t say any more about it.”

“So why did you call if you couldn’t tell me anything?”

“Mitch said you weren’t answering his calls. He really needs you to call him.”

“He doesn’t want me to call, he wants me to come in. That’s a little inconvenient. You realize I’m on vacation, right?”

“Shit, shit, shit… Look, just call Mitch and get something set up. I need to drop off. There’s a lot going on right now.”

“I went to check my e-mail and I can’t get connected. What’s that all about?”

“Just call Mitch,” he said, before hanging up on me.

I resumed drumming my fingers on my desk when a call came in from someone that I wanted to talk to even less than Mitch. This is going to get weird in a hurry.

“Hello, Mom.”

“Reese, honey. I just talked to your sister and she told me about your job. I feel terrible.”

“I know, Mom. Everything will work out.”

“Your dad and I are heading to Hawaii tomorrow morning and your aunt took the dogs to stay with her in Aurora. You could stay at the house while we’re away.”

“Thanks, Mom. I’m not sure what I’m going to do yet but I’ll keep the offer in mind.”

“Well, you have a key so if you need to stay here, just let me know so I can tell the neighbor. They are going to watch the house.”

They lived out in the suburbs and didn’t have a lot of neighbors. “Which neighbor?”

“Cindy. She’s such a nice girl. She was asking about you the other day. Wondered if you were going to be back for the holidays.”

“Oh, really.” Cindy was asking about me, huh. She is about my age, blonde hair, beautiful blue eyes and drop-dead gorgeous. It didn’t bother me to think she was asking about me because I’ve had a crush on her for years.

“She complains about being lonely in that big house since her parents are gone. That was really tragic. She comes over almost every day for coffee.”

Cindy’s parents’ car was Tee-Boned by a drunk driver and they both died at the scene. Of course, the drunk survived to kill another day. I imagine Cindy got some kind of settlement.

“Is she planning to stay there?” I asked.

“I think so. She started a part-time job as a receptionist at a vet clinic. She says she really likes the work.”

“What about her beauty school?”

“After she graduated, she planned to move away when her parents got killed. Now she’s talking about setting up her own shop at the house. I’ve given her some equipment and supplies to get her started.”

“Can she do that?” I asked.

“The house would be perfect. Her dad had his tax office on the main floor. It is all set up for a business and has the proper zoning and permits. It has a separate entrance and a place for parking. It would be perfect for a small salon.”

“That would be cool.”

“She wants me to work with her, but I’m happy to be away from it. I told her I might be able to work occasionally if things got busy. I’d need to go to class to get my continuing education credits because my beauty license is up for renewal.”

“You need to keep your license, Mom,” I said, shocked to think she would not want to stay current.

“Your dad tells me the same thing. I need a couple of days of continuing education credit to do the renewal.”

“It’s worth it, Mom.”

“I suppose you’re right, and besides I could help Cindy at her shop when she gets it started.”

While we were talking, I got another call from Mitch.

“Mom, I need to drop off. A guy from HR at work keeps calling.”

“Okay, honey. Let me know if you need to stay at the house.”

“Will do,” I said, dropping her and picking up the call from Mitch.

“This is Reese Robertson,” I announced.

There was some throat clearing then Mitch finally spoke.

“Reese, this is Mitch at Ferimetal.”

“Yes, Mitch. I’m away from work on vacation for a few days. What can I do for you?”

After some more throat clearing, he continued, “There has been a Reduction in Force here at the company and I’m afraid you have been impacted.”

I’ve been impacted, huh. What a slime.

“I see, how big is this RIF?” I asked.

“Well, actually, the whole division is being wound down. I need to meet with you at my office, this afternoon if possible, so we can discuss some details. What time would be convenient?”

“Actually, Mitch, no time is convenient but when would you like to meet?”

There was some more throat clearing and shuffling of papers. “How about three o’clock. Just tell the officer outside that you have an appointment with me and he will open the door for you.”

So, apparently this means that my key-card no longer works.

“I’ll try to make it,” I said as I disconnected the call. What a tool this guy is!

—————

Well, after my meeting with Mitch, I found out that I will have ten weeks of severance pay to be deposited to my bank account weekly. I can also apply for unemployment even though I am receiving the severance. Mitch thought this was a really good deal since I hadn’t been with the company that long, but I told him that I would much rather continue to have a job. He didn’t really get the fact that after ten weeks, things were going to get ugly in a hurry. I guess he assumed that a twenty-year-old, fresh-out-of-school welder would have no problem getting another job over Christmas. What an ass.

I went back to drumming my fingers on my desk when a message box popped up. It was from Cindy, my parents’ neighbor.

Hey Reese. Your mother told me what happened. Are you going to be okay?

The timing sucks, but I have a couple of months to figure out what to do.

Your mom said you might be coming to the house to stay. It would be great to see you.

I could see my mother’s fingerprints all over this conversation. She has always wanted to get Cindy and I fixed up.

Things are still being worked out. Mom told me about your job at the vet clinic. That must be cool.

I hope it’s just temporary. I’m planning to open a salon at my house. Hey, if you are in town, you could help me get stuff set up!

There’s not much welding required in setting up a beauty salon.

I’m sure I could find something you could do. I’d make sure you weren’t bored.

I continued to chat with Cindy for a while, and I promised I would call if I came to Rockford.

—————

After spending some time on one of the online job sites, I started to get bummed. Time to call my sister again.

“Hi Reese, is everything okay?”

“Yes, I found out I have ten weeks of severance and that I could start collecting unemployment after a few weeks. That will get me by for a little bit.”

“I talked to Mom. She said you were planning to stay at their house.”

“I’m thinking about that. I’m going to look at my lease and see how much notice I need to give. I have a month’s rent paid in advance, so I think I can just give notice, pack up my stuff and move out.”

“I’m sure you could get work in Rockford.”

“Over the Christmas season pretty much everything dries up, but I could give it a try. Cindy wants me to help her set up her beauty salon.”

“Cindy?!?”

“Cindy Armstrong, Mom and Dad’s next-door neighbor. She is watching the house while they’re out of town.”

“Oh, that Cindy. This could get interesting.”

“Be nice. Cindy and I are just friends. Nothing more than that.”

“So, how much stuff do you have?” she asked.

“Not much. A couple of suitcases of clothes, some electronics, my laptop and some kitchen stuff. It can easily fit in my car.”

“So, what are you thinking?”

“I’ll load everything up tomorrow and maybe drive to Rockford on Saturday.”

“With the Thanksgiving holiday, the roads will be jammed tonight and Sunday, so Saturday might be a good choice. Also, have you checked the weather?”

“There is supposed to be some snow moving in, but I need to get out of the apartment as soon as I can so I don’t have to pay another month’s rent.”

“Just watch yourself. This time of year, things can get pretty messy.”

“It’s only three hours to Rockford and all on the Interstate. No big deal.”

We talked for a bit more, then I dropped off and started packing. I’d made up my mind that I would spend some time in Rockford while the parents were in Hawaii and look for a job. I started going through more online job listing services for positions in Rockford and it looked like this might be a bigger problem than I expected. At least I would have a couple of months of money coming in and only have my car payment, food and insurance. I should be able to make it.

Something else Casey had mentioned had me kind of excited. She still had some of her clothes at the house and I might be able to spend some time as the girl Reese. I didn’t have much in the way of girl clothes here, just some underwear, a couple of tops, jeans and a little bit of makeup. If Casey’s old clothes fit, it might be fun. I’m actually a little shorter than her and my hair is long and full. I usually pull it back in a pony, but it is down past my shoulders when I leave it loose. I thought a little cross-dressing might be fun to do while I was working on my resume and looking at help-wanted sites.

—————

It took me most of the evening, but I got my stuff in the car and ready to head to Rockford on Saturday. I figured the traffic would be better on Saturday than on Black Friday or on Sunday.

I contacted the leasing company and told them I would be leaving the apartment as of the first of the month. They were pretty cool about it when I told them the reason for leaving was that I’d lost my job. They probably thought it was better that I left with a month rent prepaid than if they had to kick me out when I stopped paying. They said that I could use them as a reference and wished me the best of luck.

It looked like there might be some snow moving in over the weekend but I should be able to make it okay since everything was on the main highway.

I contacted the parents to ask them if I could stay at the house and of course they said sure. They would let Cindy know I would be there. They also warned me there wouldn’t be much food in the cupboards as they had been cleaning everything out in preparation for the trip. They said I could help myself to what I found in the freezer.

I kicked back in my chair and watched some TV to pass the time, trying to get my mind away from how bad my life sucked right now. My thoughts crossed over to spending some time in girl mode and I thought about what I would need to do to get ready.

I started by taking a long hot shower then washing and conditioning my hair. I shaved everything close and put on some moisturizer. I figured what the hell, I might as well drive to Rockford in what girl clothes I had. I went through my stuff and found a pair of girl jeans and a purple sweatshirt that I would wear over a rather plain bra and panty set. I had some breast enhancers that would fill the B-cup of the bra and I’d tape my boy-bits up to not mess up the line of the tight jeans. I had some pink trainers and some trouser socks. I also had a little bit of makeup; foundation, mascara, an eyebrow pencil and some lipstick. It would be good enough until I got to the parents’ place to go through some of Casey’s old stuff. I thought about polishing my nails, but couldn’t because my polish was all dried up. Since the parents said I needed to get groceries anyway, I’d pick up some polish and more makeup at the grocery store. I did file down my nails so they looked nice.


Chapter 2

Thursday, November 26th, Thanksgiving

After being bored and falling asleep in the chair last evening, I crawled into my bed and woke up early. This was stupid. I had taken off the bedclothes so I slept with just a blanket and a pillow without a pillow-case. I didn’t have anything to do today, or tomorrow for that matter, so I might as well head for my folks’ place. It was Thanksgiving so traffic shouldn’t be bad. The parents had left on an early flight this morning and they had a long layover in Denver waiting for their connecting flight to Honolulu.

I got dressed in the girl clothes I’d picked out and did a little bit of makeup. Since I didn’t have a purse, I stuck my tube of lipstick in the pocket of my jeans.

I was ready to put the rest of my stuff in the car, but before I packed up my computer, I logged onto Facebook to see what was new. Cindy must have been watching for me because the minute I got on, she messaged me.

Hey Reese, your folks said you might be coming up this weekend.

I’m pretty much packed up here, so I’m thinking of starting out this morning.

How cool. When you get here, give a call and we’ll have Thanksgiving together.

Bah, so goes my plan to go through Casey’s things the minute I got there. I considered whether I should change into boy clothes, but everything was packed and in the car. I’d change when I got to my parents’ place before going over to see her. It sounded good to have Thanksgiving with Cindy.

Sounds great. I’ll let you know when I get in and we can make plans. It will take me a bit to get settled.

She gave me her phone number and I just scribbled it down on a piece of paper and put it in my pants pocket, telling her I would call when I got there.

I put my computer in my backpack and looked around the apartment for anything else that I needed to take. I checked that the refrigerator was empty and turned it off, propping open the door as the leasing company recommended. After a last look around, I left the keys on the kitchen counter, closed the door to my past in Springfield and headed toward my new life in Rockford.

—————

It was just before noon as I walked out the door and I groaned as I noticed it had started to snow. At least it hadn’t started to stick yet. Maybe I could beat any really lousy weather as it wasn’t supposed to get bad until tomorrow.

Even with the lighter traffic on Thanksgiving Day, with the snow it was likely to be a miserable trip. I checked my gas and I would need to stop to fill up. There are a lot of places along the way to pull off, but I’d probably head off the main road where the prices were better and maybe I could grab a little food. I put the car into gear and started north toward my folks’ place.

Just outside of town, the traffic started to build as the snow started to accumulate. This was going to get messy. To occupy myself for what was likely to be a long trip, I plugged my phone into the car audio to let it charge and also listen to some tunes. I got a text from Cindy saying the roads were getting bad, but the salt trucks were out so I should be able to make it through okay.

After some ugly stop-and-go driving, I was about 45 minutes from my folks’ place and down to less than a quarter tank of gas. I saw a sign ahead for Chicago Road and a Casey’s General Store. That would work, I could get gas, a slice of pizza and some snacks. I fished my wallet out of the tiny front pocket of the girl’s jeans to see if I had enough cash or if I had to hit an ATM. I had about thirty dollars so I should be good. With my exit coming up, I just put my wallet in the center console next to my phone as I took the exit.

When I approached the intersection at the bottom of the ramp, I was in for a bit of a surprise. As I pulled up to the intersection, I started to slide and had to pump my brakes to get stopped. I slid most of the way down the ramp until I got to where they had sanded the main road. I’m glad no one was coming. I started off slow, testing the traction, then turned right to go toward Paw Paw Illinois. Wow, was I out in the sticks or what?

I only had a couple of miles to go and the traction was good so I could take it a little faster. The road was straight and mostly flat. There was some snow building on the shoulder but the roadway was clear; just a little wet.

As I continued, it started snowing a little harder; large flakes that clung to the windshield forcing me to turn on the wipers.

I was about halfway to town when I saw some brown shapes on the highway as I came over a slight rise. I slowed and as I got closer, I finally realized it was a herd of deer standing on the roadway and staring at my car. Instinctively I hit the brakes, but started to skid on the wet pavement. The car struck a large animal, causing it to fly over the hood and crash into the windshield resulting in a spiderweb of cracks on the passenger’s side. I felt the car lurch as my wheels ran over another. I pulled the car to the left, away from the rest of the herd, pumping away on my brakes to get slowed down. The car rushed across the shoulder on the opposite side of the road, then started down a steep ditch lined with sapling trees. Just when I didn’t think things could get any worse, they did. In front of me was a large pond covered with a thin sheet of ice that I saw right before I plunged into it.

—————

As I felt the car sink in the ice-cold water, I tried to stay calm and remember what they taught me in Driver’s Ed. I pushed the button to lower the window, but the glass only went down a few inches before it stopped. I unbuckled my seat belt, pulled the door handle and waited for the car to fill with water so I could push the door open. If I was lucky, the bottom of the door wouldn’t get buried in mud. Once the water was up to my neck, I took several deep breaths and tried to shove the door open with my shoulder. After losing count of the number of times I pushed at the door, I was able to wedge it open, filling the rest of the car with water. I worked my way out of the car, splashing around in the frigid water until getting to the bank of the pond. I heard bubbles as my car settled into the depths of the water.

“Are you okay down there?” I heard a voice call.

After a short coughing fit, I yelled back, “I’m here.”

“I’ll get a rope. Is there anyone else in the car?”

“No, just me.”

“Are you hurt?”

“Not injured, just really cold.”

“I’ll just be a minute.”

True to his word, he threw down a rope and appeared a short time later. He was a mountain of a guy dressed in brown Carhartt coveralls. He had close cropped brown hair and looked to be about forty years old.

“Are you sure you didn’t hit your head or anything?”

By now the only thing I could do was shiver, and with a trembling voice responded that I was not injured.

“I’m Derrick Gilbert and live right up the way. Let’s get you out of here and someplace warm.”

Derrick had me grab him around the neck and he pulled me up the steep bank like I was a bag of feathers. As I got to the shoulder of the road, I could see the carnage of three deer carcasses on the roadway along with several people that had stopped to help.

One guy was pulling dead deer from the roadway and onto the shoulder and another came over to check me out.

“That was some ride, honey. Are you okay?” the grizzled old farmer asked as he held out my arm and looked me over for injuries.

I shook my head yes as a bout of shivers overtook me.

“Looks like you’ll live,” he finally announced. “What do you want to do Derrick?”

My teeth were chattering as one of the other Good Samaritans wrapped me in a pink blanket.

“I figure we’ll go back to my place to warm up, then call the patrol.”

Another bystander announced she had called 9-1-1, but they said with the weather it would be a half hour to 45 minutes to get a patrolman here.

“What’s your name, dearie?” the old guy asked.

With my teeth chattering, I finally was able to answer. “Reese.”

“Okay, Reese. Let’s get you to my place and into a hot shower to get you warmed up. My sister will be there and she’ll find you some dry clothes,” Darrick said, guiding me to his silver Chevy pickup.

—————

Darrick drove me to a house about a quarter of a mile away. As I shivered in the passenger seat, he told me about himself and his sister and how they now ran the farm after their parents had retired from farming.

He pulled in the driveway of a very pretty two-story white farmhouse with a beautiful porch that wrapped around the front and one side. The house was surrounded by several outbuildings. This was a quintessential rural Illinois farm.

“Lana, my sister, is about your size so I’m sure we’ll be able to find you something that fits.”

“I’m really sorry to be all this bother,” I sniffed.

“Don’t even think about it. You are in trouble and were glad to help. We’ll get everything set right.”

He drove around the side of the house and helped me out of the truck.

“It looks like our folks have gone. They were here for Thanksgiving Dinner but probably left to beat the bad weather and get back to Aurora,” Darrick announced as we stepped inside the rear door.

“Lana, could you come here a minute,” he yelled into the house.

A lady appeared at the door of the entry room and gave me a worried look as Darrick told her what happened. She was probably thirty-five or forty with short dark hair and a kind face.

“Oh, honey, let’s get you out of those wet clothes and into a warm shower. Wait here for a minute and I’ll get you a towel.”

“I’m going out and tend to the truck. I’ll be right back,” Darrick told me. Tend to the truck probably meant cleaning up the giant wet mess I’d left on the front seat.

As he was leaving, Lana returned with a couple of big towels and a purple robe. She removed the blanket from around me and asked me to remove my clothes and she would put them in the washer. We both agreed they probably couldn’t be saved. I had even lost one of my shoes climbing out of the pond.

She wrapped my hair in a towel as I took off everything but my underwear before putting on the soft terrycloth robe. It smelled like fabric softener.

“Come with me and we’ll get you into the shower. Then I’ll throw these in the wash and find you something to wear.”

We walked into the bright kitchen that still had some dishes and pots on the counter, probably from the Thanksgiving Dinner. She had me wait as she put the wet clothes and blanket in the laundry room, then directed me up the stairs. The house was large, probably four bedrooms upstairs and a huge kitchen, dining room and living room on the main floor. She showed me into a bedroom that had a beautiful queen bed with a multicolor quilted bedspread. The walls were a peach color with white lace curtains. The room felt quite feminine.

“Right in here,” she directed, showing me the bathroom. “There is some shampoo and conditioner in the holder inside the shower. Here are some clean towels.”

“Thank you so much,” I said, my teeth still chattering from my time in the pond.

“I’ll put some things on the vanity for you to try, then we’ll see if we can salvage what you were wearing.”

I closed the door, not locking it as it sounded like she would bring me some clothes. After I removed my wet underwear and put them in the sink, I started the shower and in a short while I was in heaven as the warm water splashed over me. I lathered myself with a fragrant soap. After rinsing off, I washed my hair twice, followed by a conditioner. It felt fantastic. I heard the sound of the door opening.

“Reese, I’ve put some things here for you to try.”

“I can’t thank you enough, Lana.”

“There is a highway patrolman downstairs. I said you were in the shower but they wanted to get your full name and birthdate for the report.”

I shut off the water and gave her the information then heard her close the bathroom door.

I turned on the water, finally starting to feel warm again.

After a marathon shower, I reluctantly turned off the water and dried myself with the soft towels. I was careful to completely dry my tape so I didn’t end up with a bulge. I exited the shower and on the vanity were a pair of pink panties and a matching bra. Beneath them were a pretty blouse and a pair of dress slacks. There was also a tube of pink lipstick and a mascara. On the floor she had left some house slippers. I noticed my underwear was gone and my heart began to race wondering what Lana thought about the enhancers that I had in the bra I was wearing. When I looked under the bra on the vanity, the enhancers were there.

I found a hairdryer and dried my hair, then got dressed in the borrowed clothing. Everything fit pretty well with the exception that the panties were a size larger than I usually wear. I put on the bra, a 34-C, and put my enhancers in the cups. They didn’t quite fill things out, so I wadded up some TP and put it behind the enhancers and it helped a little.

I left my hair down, added lipstick and the mascara and looked at myself in the mirror. I liked the outfit and so far, everyone was playing along as if I were a girl. I wasn’t sure what was going to happen next, however.

I stepped out of the bath and Lana was sitting on the bed.

“Do you feel better?” she asked.

“Much better,” I responded, trying to raise my voice a little without sounding fake. “I may have swallowed some water. I’m still a little hoarse,” I told her, coughing after I started to speak.

“Have a seat and let’s talk for a bit,” she said, patting the bed beside her then wrapping me in a blanket. It felt wonderful to be warm again.

“I can’t thank you enough for all you have done,” I said as I sat on the bed beside her.

“Oh, that’s nothing. You had a pretty close call. The cops were here while you were in the shower and are going to see about retrieving your car. It doesn’t look good.”

I was thinking about that while I was in the shower. Everything I owned was in that car, including my computer, wallet and cell phone.

“They left an accident report for you to fill out and the officer said he would call me the first of the week to give a status on the car.”

“I hate to put you guys in the middle like this.”

“Don’t worry about that. I put your other clothes in the washer but they are in pretty rough shape. When I was going through the pockets, I found this,” she said, handing me the slip of paper with Cindy’s phone number. “There was also a tube of lipstick but it was ruined so I threw it away.”

“The number is a friend in Rockford. My phone and all my other contacts are at the bottom of the lake. At least I have someone I can call.”

“So, Reese, you’re not really a girl, are you?”

My heart jumped to my throat as I thought about where this might go.

“No, ma’am, I’m not.”

“Okay, let’s keep that between us for right now. Darrick’s not too cool about things like that. Can we do that?”

“I don’t want to cause any trouble.”

“There’s no trouble as long as we keep this as our secret.”

“Okay.”

“So, let’s talk about what we need to do.”

With the magnitude of this finally breaking through, I started to cry.

“Oh, Reese honey, don’t do that. That won’t help anything. Here…” she said, handing me a box of tissues.

I brought Lana up to date on what was happening in my life; losing my job, moving out of my apartment and going to stay at my parent’s place.

“So, all of your stuff is at the bottom of Fischer’s Pond, is that right.”

“Uh-huh.”

“The patrol said it will be next week before they can pull your car out of the pond. Of course, everything is already ruined. When they get your car, there will be an insurance appraisal. They warned it will be some time before you get a check.”

I was silent for a while, not really knowing what I could do.

“Is there anyone we can call,” she asked.

“I suppose I could call my friend Cindy in Rockford. She has the keys to my parents’ house and I can stay there.”

“Do you have her number?”

“It’s the one on that piece of paper.”

“So, why don’t I call her and tell her what happened. While we get things worked out, I’ll let you have some lunch. Maybe we could drive toward Rockford and meet half way. How does that sound?”

“That would be incredible. What about your clothes?”

“I’m not worried about those old things, but let’s see if we can find you some shoes and socks. Then I’ll call Cindy.”


Chapter 3

About a half hour later while I was eating some Thanksgiving leftovers, including an amazing piece of peach pie, Lana said she was able to reach Cindy.

“We are going to meet up at the truck stop at Rochelle in about an hour. Is that okay?”

“That’s fantastic.”

“We’ll need to leave in a little bit. Oh, and I kind of made up a story about what you are wearing. She was pretty cool about it. I hope that was all right.”

“Sure. I appreciate everything you are doing for me.”

“Well, I’ll go out to the shop and tell Darrick what we are doing, then when I get back, we should probably go.”

“Can I go with you? I want to say so long to Darrick. He saved my life.”

“Sure, honey.”

“And Lana. I’ll never forget what you’ve done for me.”

“It was nothing.”

—————

After my saying goodbye to Darrick, complete with a big hug, we came back inside to get her keys. Lana also gave me a jacket to wear and we headed toward the garage.

“We’ll take the Tahoe. It has good traction and the roads are getting kind of messy.”

We struck up a conversation about her parents and her life on the farm. They were fourth generation on the farm, but every year it was harder to make ends meet. They were both having to work part-time in town because the farm was no longer paying the bills.

About half an-hour later, we pulled into the Flying J Truckstop in Rochelle, Illinois. We parked and Lana gave Cindy a call and put it on speaker.

“Hey, Cindy. It’s Reese and Lana. We just pulled into the Flying J and are in the silver Tahoe parked in front of the restaurant.”

“Hi guys. I’ll be there in just a few minutes. I’m right up the road.”

“I can’t tell you how much I appreciate you doing this,” I told Cindy.

“What!?! Lana told me what happened. It’s the least I can do.”

“Well, I owe you both big time.”

“Forget it, we’ll get you fixed up in no time. I’m just pulling off the ramp now. See you in a bit,” she said as the call dropped.

My eyes threatened to tear up. “I can’t believe how great everyone is being about this.”

“This is what people do when someone is in trouble.”

“Well, I’m in some kind of trouble, that’s for sure. It is going to take quite a bit of fixing, but I’ve had a great team so far.”

I reached over to give Lana a hug as we saw Cindy pull up. We both got out and stood beside the Tahoe. Cindy parked alongside us, exited and came around the car.

“Lana, this is my friend Cindy from Rockford. Cindy, this is Lana Gilbert. She saved my life.”

“Nice to meet you Cindy,” Lana said. “And I had nothing to do with saving the drama-llama’s life. That was my brother.”

We all laughed.

“Would we want to go in and get some coffee before we head back?” Cindy asked.

I was a little uncomfortable going into the restaurant dressed like I was, but I was kind of stuck because Lana said a cup of coffee sounded good. I nodded my head in agreement.

—————

We were seated at a table and I soon was filling both Lana and Cindy in on my job situation, my trip to Rockford, and my literal run-in with a herd of deer outside Paw Paw while going to the Casey’s General Store for gas.

“At least I didn’t crash the car with a full tank,” I joked.

“That’s awful, Reese. This hasn’t been your week,” Cindy said.

“I’ll say. I did get to meet some terrific people. Lana and Darrick are great and a lot of people stopped to help.”

“And it’s lucky that you and Lana are the same size,” Cindy said, causing Lana to choke on her coffee and me to turn red in embarrassment.

After finishing up our coffee, I gave Lana a big hug and thanked her a million more times before she climbed into the Tahoe and started south toward home.

Cindy and I walked toward her gray Toyota Camry and I settled into the passenger’s seat and buckled up. Where I expected Cindy to give me a ration of shit about the way I was dressed, it didn’t happen.

“That’s a nice outfit,” she said as she buckled herself in.

“Thanks. I’m a little light on clothes right now. Lana was able to help me with something that would fit.”

“She mentioned that everything you owned is in your car at the bottom of a pond. You didn’t even get a chance to grab your phone?”

“No, even my wallet was in the car.”

“I’ll try to help however I can. Do your parents know?”

“I didn’t have their number. Casey doesn’t know either.”

“Okay, we’ve got some time. Let’s make a couple of calls.”

With that, she first called my parents but I think they must be in the air as the call went to voicemail. We left them a message that I was involved in an accident, but I was okay and for them to call Cindy’s number whenever they could. The next call was to Casey.

“Hello,” Casey said, not recognizing Cindy’s number.

“Casey, this is Cindy Armstrong and I have Reese on speaker with me.”

“Hello, Casey,” I said. “I’ve had a bit of car trouble and Cindy is helping me out.”

“What kind of car trouble?” Casey asked.

“The kind where your car is at the bottom of a pond with all your stuff.”

“Oh, the serious kind of car trouble. Are you okay?”

“Oh yeah, just have no money, no ID, no cards, no cell-phone and no clothes. Besides that, everything is great.”

“Did you get hurt?”

“No.”

“Well, everything else we can fix. Is there anything I can do?”

“We’re south of town heading toward the folks’ house. I don’t know of anything much that can get done over the holiday weekend. They say it will take some time for the insurance to get back to me about my car.”

“So how did this happen?” Casey asked. I went through the high points not wanting to bore Cindy with having to hear it all again.

“We called the folks but couldn’t reach them. If they call you, have them give Cindy a call.”

“Remember, there are some of my clothes at the house. They should fit you and you might be able to find something that will work. There might be some jeans, sweatshirts and stuff.”

“I’m wearing a borrowed outfit right now,” I quipped.

“And Reese is looking really cute,” Cindy added.

“Cute, huh…” Casey said.

“Reese has a pretty blouse, dress slacks and black shoes with a kitten heel,” Cindy announced. “It’s a very nice outfit.”

“Borrowed girl’s clothes I take it.”

“Yeah, the guy that pulled me out of the pond was as big as dad. There was no way I could wear any of his stuff. I got these clothes from his sister,” I said.

“Underwear?”

“Pink bra and panties.”

Both Casey and Cindy started to laugh, and I soon joined them.

“I’ve got some stuff at the folks’ house that would look really good on you. Since you don’t have anything else to wear, you guys might as well do a girls’ weekend.”

“Hey, that sounds like a blast,” Cindy said.

“Wait a minute…” I huffed.

“You want to do this, I know you do,” Casey said. “Cindy, you get Reese all fixed up and let’s do a Zoom call. I’ll even shave my legs and put on a dress. I’ve really missed spending time with my little sister.”

“I’m in,” Cindy said. “And I know just the beauty consultant that can help with the transformation.”


Chapter 4

We dropped off with Casey after she told us exactly where her clothes were stored at the parents’ house. She was really getting into the whole girls’ weekend thing, including the Zoom meeting. Her enthusiasm had infected Cindy, but I was still a bit more hesitant and hoping they were just messing with me. The rest of the trip to Rockford was Cindy catching me up on what she was doing in her beauty salon.

“I had the area painted a really cute rose color, and they delivered some of the equipment yesterday. I have a beauty chair, a nail station, a shampoo bowl with chair, plus a really nice hair dryer.”

“Much less butch than the tax office,” I quipped.

“Oh yes. I want it to radiate femininity. Are you going to help me get things set up?”

“I think so. I can’t do much else without a car, ID or money.”

“Don’t worry. I can help until you can get everything worked out. It sucks that the house is so far from the bus line. You don’t dare drive until you get a replacement driver’s license. That would be a great way to end up in jail. Right now they are doing a lot of spot-checks looking for DUIs during the holiday party season.”

“My life keeps getting better and better.”

“Oh, Reese. Stop worrying. I’ll do what I can. I don’t need to go back to work at the vet clinic until next Thursday.”

We continued to chat about her work at the vet clinic until we pulled into her driveway, then parked around the back of the house.

I could see what mom had meant about the setup of the beauty shop. There were three parking spaces in front of the shop and a sign that announced that Classic Beauty was opening soon. There was a main entrance to the house, and a separate entrance for the shop. It would work great for her.

“So, let’s go inside and get the keys to your parents’ house and go through Casey’s clothes. We can maybe do a fashion show,” Cindy said, excitedly.

“Ah… Cindy, can we talk for a little bit.” I said, a little apprehensive about this whole fashion show thing. I was a little concerned this would end up being some kind of humiliation trap or something.

“Okay, sure. How about I make us a cup of tea. I have some really nice Jasmine.”

“Sounds fantastic,” I said, even though I don’t think I had ever had any other tea except Lipton.

We entered the house, she turned off the alarm, then she proceeded to show me around. It was a two-story three bedroom with a partial basement. The bedrooms were upstairs, and there was the beauty shop, a really nice eat-in kitchen, a formal dining room and a very comfortable den and living area complete with a fireplace on the main floor. In the basement there was a game-room and television area. Even though my parents had lived next door for many years, this was the first time I had been in the house.

“This is a really beautiful place,” I remarked as we walked into the kitchen. I could hear the sound of my kitten-heels as I walked across the tile floor.

“Have a seat and I’ll make us some tea,” Cindy said, indicating a chair at the kitchen table. I sat down and was immediately conscious of the way I was sitting.

“Reese, honey. We need to work on your posture. You sit like a guy,” she said with a chuckle.

While we waited for the tea to steep, she instructed me how to sit; on the edge of the chair, cross my legs at either the ankles or the knee, and to keep my legs together. If I really wanted to look elegant, she said I could cross at the ankle and turn my legs to the side. “That looks really good when you’re wearing a dress, hose and pumps,” she counseled. We tried a lot of different combinations until I thought our tea was going to get cold.

After our tea, she cleared away the cups and grabbed the keys to the parents’ house.

“Do you want to go see what Casey has for you to wear?”

“Ah, can we talk about this a little bit,” I said uneasy.

“What’s a matter, honey,” she said as she sat on the chair next to me and held my hand.

“Are you sure you are okay with this?” I asked, gesturing with my hand toward my blouse and slacks.

“Right now, you really don’t have a lot of choice, am I right?”

“Well…”

“Look, I can help you buy some food and maybe give you a ride to the DMV, but I don’t know about getting you a complete new wardrobe.”

“I know,” I said with a sniff.

“Casey says you can use some of her things for the weekend. I think that will be all right, don’t you think?”

“I just don’t want it to get weird for you is all.”

“Well, what is weird is that you are there dressed as a girl, but you move like a zombie, your hair is straight as a board and your makeup is all wrong. Let’s go look at what Casey has for you to wear, then curl your hair and put on a little foundation and lipstick that suits your color. What do you think?”

“I guess…”

“You can be Reese, my girlfriend that’s up from Springfield for the Thanksgiving weekend. We will do all kinds of girl activities and have a lot of fun.”

“Are you sure?”

“Oh, of course there will be some work. My girlfriend is going to help me put together my beauty shop and then I can try all of my beauty techniques on her.”

“Are we really going to do a Zoom call with Casey?”

“Girl, Casey is talking about shaving her legs and wearing a dress. This is serious!”

We both started laughing and I agreed to be Cindy’s girlfriend for the weekend and that we would do girl things together.

“So, let’s go find you something to wear. I’m thinking something short and slutty.”

My mouth dropped open, then I realized she was messing with me again. We both had a good laugh as we headed over to check out Casey’s clothing.


Chapter 5

“Look at this,” Cindy shrieked. She was finding all kinds of interesting clothes in the several boxes that mom had stored in the garage.

“What is it?”

“It is a plaid skirt, almost like a girl’s school uniform. They were a style a few years ago. The size would be good for you.”

“What about this?” I asked, holding a white blouse with pink piping.

“Kind of dull. My girlfriend has a lot more style. Something like this,” she said, holding up a beautiful navy-blue blouse with a red and silver geometric pattern.

“That is really pretty.”

“Ah-HA! Pay dirt,” she announced, holding up a white body briefer that looked almost new. “Somebody would look really sexy in this!”

I felt my face turn red; something that was happening quite a bit this afternoon.

—————

After going through most of the boxes, we had a pretty complete and very feminine wardrobe. We also found some jeans and slacks, and a tee-shirt or two, all that looked to be in my size. We selected some dresses, tops and skirts, plus there were some underwear and hose that were still in the packages. There were some bras and a nice selection of shoes that would fit. Cindy gushed over a pair of red pumps and was bummed that they were too large for her, but fortunately they fit me fine.

“Let’s head back to my place and try some of this on, what do you say?” Cindy asked.

“Sounds like a fun girlfriend activity,” I responded, trying to get in the spirit of the girl’s weekend.

When we got back to her place, she looked at me quizzically.

“How about a shower so you can do some shaving.”

“Ah, I just had a shower earlier today and actually, I shaved everything yesterday.”

“Wait. I need more details.”

I told her about how I planned to spend some time at my parents’ place in Casey’s clothes and how I was dressed as a girl when I drove down this morning.

“I wondered. Lana was a little cryptic about how you ended up in her clothes. I was curious how that happened.”

“Her brother thought I was a girl, and I just went along until Lana finally confronted me about it. She was cool, but said her brother would probably not react well. That’s when she asked if she could give you a call.”

“So, how is it that you have such a girlish shape in those slacks?”

“Tape.”

“It must be some pretty good stuff to hang in there after you went wading in the pond.”

“It’s kinesiology tape and yes, it sticks pretty well. I probably will need to replace it by tomorrow.”

“Is it drug-store stuff, like CVS?”

“No. It’s athletic tape. You can get it at Dick’s and places like that.”

“No problem. There’s a store right over in Forest Plaza. It’s not too far away and there’s a beauty supply place as well as some clothing stores in the same shopping center. Sounds like some Black Friday retail therapy for me and my girlfriend!” she said eagerly.

“You think?” I said, hesitantly.

“Take it from me, girlfriend. So, let’s take this stuff up to the guest room and see how you look.”

—————

We went up to a pale-green guest room and I put my stuff on the beautiful floral-print bed-spread.

“This is a pretty room,” I said as I looked around at the beautifully appointed space. There were light green curtains with white sheers and an antique white bed set with a chest and a dresser that had a large makeup mirror.

“My girlfriend can stay here while she is in Rockford,” she said, biting her lip.

“Oh, honey. I don’t want to be any more of a hassle to you.”

“But I want to hang with you.”

“We’ll see. Where should we start.”

“How about these,” she said, handing me a nude bra and panty set.

“Ah…”

“It’s just us girlfriends here. Besides, you said you were all taped.”

I turned my back to her and started to get undressed. When I got the blouse off, she complemented me on the pretty pink bra.

“What do you have to give you shape?” she asked.

I removed the bra and turned to show her the enhancers and the big wad of TP I had placed behind them.

“We need to get you something better. When we are over at the shopping center, we’ll see what we can find. Do you want to stay with the C-cups.?”

“The bra I was wearing was a B, but it got messed up in the accident. These came from Lana. I usually don’t use the tissues.”

I unzipped the slacks, dropped them to my knees then sat on the edge of the bed and removed the shoes and socks. I then pushed the slacks off and rose, removing them completely.

“Nice job on the shaving. Turn around for a minute.”

I turned as she felt the smoothness of my legs. The tape was getting a workout because having her this close was having a pretty dramatic effect on me. I think she knew it because when she had me turn around, she gave me a wink.

“There are a few hairs on the back of your legs you missed. It happens to all of us. Change your panties and I’ll get my razor.”

She walked into her bathroom as I quickly exchanged the pink panties for Casey’s nude ones. I noticed that the tape was starting to loosen so I would need to replace it pretty soon.

When she walked back into the room, I was putting on the bra and stuffing the cups with the enhancers. The bra was a B-cup so it worked a lot better than Lana’s.

Cindy held a pink electric razor and a bottle of lotion. She asked me how the bra and panties fit.

“They’re really comfortable,” I responded.

“They look nice. Turn around and let me take care of some of that hair.”

She started the razor and shaved behind my legs, knees and my thighs. She announced that it looked much better, then spread a fragrant lotion over both of my legs while checking for any other stray hairs. I was really starting to worry about the tape.

“That’s better, don’t you think?” she asked.

My head was spinning but I was able to agree that it looked and felt much better.

“So, what about some hose? We have this pair of nude hose here that are quite sheer. Would you like to try them?”

“That would be great,” I said as she removed the hose from the package and handed them to me. I had filed my toenails and removed the heel callus yesterday so I wasn’t worried about causing a run. I sat on the side of the bed, balled the hose up over my hands and slid them up my legs to my thighs, standing to pull them up the rest of the way. I smoothed them and made sure they weren’t twisted.

“Not your first time doing that, huh,” she teased.

“Oh no. Not at all.”

“So, how about the red-plaid skirt and this dark gray sweater. You have a jacket that will make a great outfit.”

I searched through our pile of clothes and got the skirt she was thinking about. I also grabbed a cream-colored camisole that I put on first, then put on the skirt. I pulled it high on my waist and cinched it up with the belt, then slipped on the sweater.

“What do you think?” I asked Cindy.

“That is a great outfit,” she said as she adjusted the collar on the sweater. “So, are you ready for some hair and makeup?”

“I think I’m ready,” I muttered as I continued to stare at myself in the mirror.

“Try these shoes,” she said, handing me a pair of dark gray pumps with a stubby Cuban heel. It fit the outfit perfectly but the heel wasn’t so high as to be a trip-hazard.

“That outfit would look great with a pair of boots. While we are shopping, we need to watch the sale racks to try to find some.”

As I continued to stare at myself in the mirror, she gave me a grin. “Come on, girlie, let’s go down to the shop and see what we can do for a makeover.”


Chapter 6

It looked like the shop was still a work-in-progress, but it had recently had a coat of beautiful dusty-rose paint and a shampoo bowl had been installed. There were several un-opened boxes around, but she made quick work of un-boxing her beauty chair while I took the cardboard off of the nail station and a large mirror. Luckily there was a nail on the wall and we worked together to hang the mirror. We placed the beauty chair in front of it. We also unpacked a rolling trolley where she could put her tools and supplies.

While she arranged her trolley, I assembled the nail station, attaching the legs and locating it by an adjacent wall. She had a rolling cart where she stored the nail supplies and I set up the hand-rest, an adjustable work-light, nail grinder and the UV light source on top of the nail station. I plugged everything in, made some adjustments and it all worked like a charm.

After only a couple of hours, she carried a bunch of cardboard to the curb for the recycling crew as I did some minor adjustments setting up the hair dryer. Cindy now had a pretty good-looking beauty shop.

“This is fantastic, Reese. I think I’m ready for my very first customer. Have a seat and I’ll go grab some towels,” she said, directing me to the chair in front of the shampoo bowl.

It seemed like I had been in the middle of a whirlwind for the past couple of days and now has been the first time that I could get my mind around what was happening. I’d lost my job, was in a wreck that totaled my car and have lost everything that I owned. I was now at my parents’ house sitter’s place, dressed in my sister’s clothes and about to get a makeover. Even with all of that, I was curiously excited about what was happening.

Cindy reappeared with a thick stack of towels and a smock.

“Here Reese honey, put this on,” she said, handing me the hot-pink coverup. I slipped on the garment and sat on the chair as she wrapped a soft towel around my neck, then started adjusting the temperature of the water. When she was satisfied, she put her hand on my shoulder and lowered my head into the sink. She wet my hair with the sprayer hose, then started washing my hair with a wonderfully fragrant shampoo.

“You have really nice hair, girlfriend. I’m going to do a deep conditioning then we’ll cut your hair a bit.”

“Ah, Cindy…”

“Don’t worry. I’m just going to cut off the split ends and do a little layering. You’ll be able to pass as a guy when you pull your hair back.”

“Pass as a guy, huh,” I groaned. What am I getting myself into?

“Oh, cool. Your ears are pierced.”

“Yes, but it’s been a while since I’ve worn any studs or anything.”

“No worries, I can open the holes, use some antiseptic gel and I have some great looking earrings that will go with that outfit.”

We did a lot of conditioning, then finally a rinse. She turbaned my hair and led me to her beauty chair.

As I settled into the chair, she pulled the trolley close to her and grabbed out a pair of scissors and a comb. She allowed me to watch in the mirror as she looked over my hair carefully, then began to cut. She was not cutting much, but she was being very methodical in what she was doing. As she worked, she would explain what she was doing, which relieved me somewhat. It didn’t look like I was going to end up with a Pixie cut or anything.

She parted my hair in the middle, and gave me layers with some fringes at the side of my face that looked very cute. She showed me how it could all be pulled back into a low ponytail so I wasn’t too concerned when I have to revert to boy mode next week. My hair was shoulder length and it looked very full and thick after she used the blow dryer. The fringe that outlined my face gave me a very feminine look.

“So, how about some makeup?” she asked.

“Ready when you are,” I responded enthusiastically.

“Your mom very kindly gave me this fantastic kit of makeup colors. Let’s play.”

She started trying some different foundation colors and we found one that we both liked. She took a bit of concealer that was a red-orange color and used it around my mouth and chin, then she blended that in and started with the foundation. It was professional-grade stuff and went on like a dream. I had used makeup before, but it was always the drug-store variety and I could definitely tell the difference.

After blending in the foundation, she used some contour color, then followed that with powder and blush. Wow, I now have cheek-bones.

“I’m going to do a little work on your brows. Nothing too much, just cleaning them up a bit. You’ve done pretty good at keeping them thinned.”

She used a tweezer and picked out a couple of stray brow-hairs, then trimmed them to an even length. They looked better, but not over-the-top fem.

“Now my favorite part- eyes,” she said, pulling out a container of eye colors. “You have such beautiful hazel eyes and long eyelashes. You should have been a girl.”

“I was supposed to be, but I gave everyone a shock in the delivery room.”

She used a dark plum and blue eyeshadow with a brown gel eyeliner. My eyes looked so amazing after she was done.

“For lips, I’m going to use a brick-red liner and a mauve color lipstick. I think that will be very dramatic.”

“Okay.”

“We’ll outline your lips a little bit with the liner to give you a bit more thickness.”

After a few sweeps with the lip pencil and some work with the brush, she pronounced me done.

“Oh Cindy, honey. I’m beautiful.”

“Yes you are, girlfriend. I can’t wait for our Zoom call tonight. Casey is going to be amazed.”

While I looked at myself in the mirror, she crossed to the nail station and turned on the work light. It looks like I get nails as well.

“If you’re done staring at yourself, you can come here and we’ll work on your nails.”

I took a seat in front of her and put my hands on the rest as she started looking through the tips and trying them on my fingers. I was getting the whole beauty package.

After some gluing, grinding and painting, I had ten beautiful blood-red nails. I was worried at first as they stuck out like talons, but she cut them back quite a bit. They still had some length to them and it was going to require an adjustment to manage normal tasks.

“So, since my girlfriend is all prettied up, would you like to help me pick out something to wear?” she asked.

“Sure, if you think it will be okay.”

“We’re both girls here, remember.”

“Exactly. Let’s go find you something pretty to wear. Not too pretty; I don’t want the competition.”

“You are such a girl.”

We went to her bedroom and she removed her jeans and sweatshirt, put on a pretty purple robe and started looking through her wardrobe. When the robe gapped open, I could see her beautiful ivory-colored bra and panty. She pulled out some skirts and dresses and asked me what I thought.

“The floral dress is pretty,” I said as I checked out the beautiful garment, “but I think it would be more suited for a little warmer weather.”

“I agree, what about this?” she asked, showing me a beautiful blue and silver sweater dress with a cowl neck.

“Oh, I like that. That would look great on you with your long blonde hair.”

“Tights or hose?” she asked.

“I’m a sucker for nude hosiery,” I said as I held a leg out to the front of me.

“Okay, so for shoes then, these or these?” she said, displaying a pair of black pumps and a silver pair with a kitten heel.

“Tough choice. The pumps would make your legs look stylish, but the silver would probably be more comfortable.”

“Okay, we’ll save the silver ones for later and go with the pumps since we will be staying here tonight. Who needs comfortable? Would you like to help with my hair and makeup?”

“Sure!”

“So, can I have you brush my hair and help me put in this clip?” she asked, handing me a leather hairclip with a bamboo stick to hold the hair in place. I picked up a heavy wooden hairbrush and started to brush her long, blonde hair. It was heavenly to be this close to her and my tape was starting to chafe. After several minutes of brushing, I attached the clip to the back of her hair giving her a high ponytail. I pulled out some tendrils of hair and left it to fall over her ears.

“Do you have a curling iron, sweetie,” I asked.

“Of course,” she said, pulling one out of a drawer and plugging it in. It was a high-quality iron and in no time it was ready. She demonstrated on one side how to curl the hair and let me do the other. When we got done, she looked great.

“Let’s take off my makeup and start over,” she said, pulling out a makeup wipe and removing the little makeup she wore for the day.

She started with an astringent, then foundation, blush, contour, eyes and lips. The colors were so much different than mine due to the difference in her skin tone and hair color. She let me help her put on liner and lipstick and I enjoyed being so close to her.

By the time we were done, she was gorgeous. I had to admit she was a very striking package of grace and beauty.

She finished up with some jewelry and then took a look at my ears.

“Would you like to try some earrings?”

“Great!”

“Let’s see what I have.” She pulled out a gold drop pair that attached with a post rather than a wire as she said that would be better since I hadn’t worn earrings for a while. She put some antiseptic gel on the post and handed it to me to put in. I stood in front of the mirror and worked the post around in my piercing and all of a sudden it just pushed in. Cool. Same thing happened with the other side.

“I’ve got a matching necklace. Here, let me find it.” After a brief search, she had me turn and she fastened the necklace around my neck. It was so stylish. I couldn’t help but stare at the two beautiful girls in the mirror.

“Thank you for doing this for me. This is so much fun.”

“I can’t wait to see Casey’s face when we introduce you.”

“That will be great.”

“I’m hungry. Let’s go find something to eat.”

“Sounds good.”

We went to her kitchen and warmed up some left-over fried chicken and mashed potatoes that she had in the refrigerator.

“Tomorrow we’ll do a make-up Thanksgiving dinner. I’ve got a small turkey in the refrigerator ready to go in the oven.”

“I was lucky and Lana gave me some turkey and dressing for lunch but it will be great to have a belated Thanksgiving with you.”

We casually chatted over dinner and cleanup, then Cindy sent a text to Casey about our Zoom call.

I’ll be ready at nine o’clock, was her immediate response.

“We’ve got another hour, what would you like to do?” I asked.

“Let’s work on your moves some more,” she suggested as we walked into the living room.

“That sounds good.”

“We’ll see what you say in a little bit. Give me a second,” she said, leaving the room and going up the stairs.

A few minutes later, she returned with some three-inch, high-heeled black pumps and put them on the floor in front of me.

“Try these on and let’s see what we can do to improve your walk.”

The shoes fit fine, but walking in them was another matter. She accused me of walking like a gorilla. It took a little work, but we got me walking in a straight line with one foot in front of the other and with a bit of hip sway. Then we went to sitting, standing, turning and picking items off the floor. She started by putting her purse on the floor and having me dip from my knees to pick it up, then put it under my arm with the strap over the shoulder. Then she started with smaller items, finally dropping a dime on the floor and having me dip and pick it up. With the combination of the skirt, the shoes, the finger nails and bending at my knees while keeping my back straight, it was quite a challenge. She finally proclaimed me an excellent student. I was equally enchanted with the way she moved as she coached me. Her motions were so fluid and sensuous and I was having a hard time keeping my mind on my lesson.


Chapter 7

A little before nine o’clock we got a meeting notice from Casey.

“Let me start the meeting, then I want to introduce you. I can’t wait to see her face,” Cindy suggested.

“I hope we don’t make her keel over.”

“Life is full of risk,” she said with a laugh.

She settled in front of her laptop, did some adjustments and connected to the meeting. Casey’s face came up on the screen and she was all made up and, like she promised, she was actually wearing a dress.

“Hi, Casey. I haven’t seen you for a long time. Great looking dress,” Cindy told her.

“You look nice, too,” Casey responded.

“Just wait until you see my girlfriend that’s visiting me from Springfield.”

“I can’t wait,” Casey responded.

I moved into the camera frame and said hello to Casey.

“OH MY GOD. You didn’t tell me your girlfriend was a movie star!” Casey gushed.

Cindy had me move to the center of the room and adjusted the camera to give a full shot.

“Do you recognize this outfit, sis?” I asked.

“That’s fantastic. I always loved that skirt. Wait a minute,” she said as she moved her laptop to the side and walked in front of the camera to give a full view of her beautiful linen dress.

“Oh, sis, I love that dress. Are those panty-hose? You actually shaved your legs?”

“Yes, all nice and smooth. I even used Nair.”

“You look incredible,” I said to her as I beckoned Cindy to move into the camera.

“What about my girlfriend? I helped her pick out the outfit.”

“You guys both look fantastic.”

We both moved back to the sofa and re-adjusted the laptop as Casey did the same.

“So, what are you guys doing for your girls’ weekend?” Casey asked.

“Well, there’s going to be shopping, but I’m on a bit of a tight budget,” I responded.

“Do you need me to wire you some money, Reese?”

“I don’t think you can. I don’t have any ID.”

“Oh, man.”

“First thing we need to do is get a replacement driver’s license,” Cindy added. “Then we can go to the bank and get replacement cards. I don’t think the bank will give you a credit card without some ID.”

“They say it will probably be a couple of weeks before the insurance comes through,” I continued.

“Good thing you have plenty of clothes to wear,” Casey teased.

“We’re going to go shopping and check out the sales tomorrow. I’ll be able to loan Reese a little money if we find something good.”

“I can wire some money to you, Cindy?” Casey said.

“Don’t worry. I owe Reese for all the work in the shop today.”

“Cindy is building a beauty shop where her dad’s tax office was. It is really cool.”

I described the beauty shop to Casey and Cindy filled her in on her plans for the space.

“That sounds so cool,” Casey said. “How long before you open?”

“She’s already had her first customer,” I said causing them both to laugh.

“I’m going to try to open before Christmas to catch all the party-goers.”

“Hey, I have an idea. I have to take some time off before the first of the year. Why don’t I come down over Christmas and we girls can all hang out together?” Casey suggested.

“That would be great,” Cindy responded before I could say anything.

“I wouldn’t want to be a bother,” I started, not quite sure of how far Casey and Cindy were planning on taking this. By then I should have a car and some clothes and hopefully have found some kind of job already.

“There’s no bother. It sounds like a lot of fun,” Cindy said as Casey shook her head in encouragement.

“By then Reese will have a credit card and we can go out and do some serious shopping. There will be good sales after Christmas. We can get some really cute things,” Casey continued.

“Let’s plan on it!” Cindy said as I sat there stunned at what was happening. “We’ll have a great time.”

“Okay, I’ll put in for some time-off on Monday and plan on coming down. It’s like an eight-hour drive so I’ll opt for a plane ticket. I’ll get on the computer tonight and get booked.”

“We’ll pick you up at O’Hare,” Cindy offered.

“This sounds like so much fun. What do you think, Reese?” Casey asked.

“I’d love to spend some time with my sister,” I said, knowing just how much craziness she was going to get me into.

—————

We continued to visit for another half-hour then dropped off about ten. It was so much fun chatting with my sister and we were all laughing like crazy for most of the call.

“Well, I think my girlfriend had a pretty big day. Are you ready to turn in?” Cindy asked as we shut down her computer.

“I think so. If I can borrow the keys to my parents’ place, I’ll go find a place to crash.”

“Is your mother going to be okay with you using her makeup remover?” she teased.

“Ahh, I don’t know.”

“Why don’t I help you remove your makeup and give you some night cream. You can stay upstairs in the guest room. We found that cute nightgown in your sister’s things.”

“I hate to impose…”

“Reese, honey. It’s no imposition. We need to be up early to go shopping. I’ll let you make me breakfast.”

“If you’re sure…”

“I’m sure, come-on. Let’s get you ready for bed.”


Chapter 8

Black Friday, November 27th

I woke in strange surroundings and it took a minute for me to adjust. I looked around Cindy’s beautiful guest room while thinking about all the craziness that I’ve went through the past couple of days. Then reality sunk in; I had no money, no car and didn’t even have the keys to my parents’ place. I was sleeping in my sister’s nightgown and the only thing I had to wear were woman’s clothes. Cindy was talking about going shopping today at the Black Friday sales, but I didn’t have any money or credit cards so I would have to mooch off her.

I began to think about Cindy. I was really attracted to her and am hoping after I got my life back on track that we could do more things together. I did enjoy pretending to be her girlfriend and we were having a lot of fun together. If she was bothered about her girlfriend actually being a guy, she didn’t let on. My plans were to spend some time as a girl and it was actually happening, so this is what I wanted, right?

I heard her in the hallway, then came a light tap on my door.

“Reese, honey, are you awake?”

“Yes, I’m awake and thinking about all the fun I’m having.”

“Can I come in?”

“Sure!”

She opened the door, gave me a big smile then came over to sit on the side of the bed. She had on a beautiful short lace nightgown and looked fantastic. I could see the outline of her panties through the light material and could see her nipples pushing at the front of the gown. Her magnificent legs were on full display.

“How did you sleep?” she asked.

“I was really tired and just crashed. I appreciate my girlfriend putting me up like this.”

“It’s no problem. What would you like to do today?”

“We mentioned something about shopping. I really need to get to the sporting goods place, then maybe we might look around from there.”

“Your parents called late last night. They are five hours behind us now so it was late and you were sound asleep. You were so tired I didn’t want to wake you. I told them what happened to your car.”

“What did they say?”

“They wanted to know what they could do to help and I told them we wouldn’t know much until next week.”

“I’ve been thinking about that. My birth certificate and passport are in the car along with my DL. I really don’t have anything to prove who I am.”

“I got to thinking, if they find your wallet, the driver’s license is plastic and should be okay. The rest of the stuff is probably toast.”

“Do you know what the holdup is in getting the car out?”

“If the car is underwater, they will probably need a diver.”

“Oh…”

“I also had a text from Casey this morning.”

“What did she say?”

“She wants me to get you something, a surprise.”

“What is it?”

“It’s a holiday present. What kind of surprise would it be if I told you?” she said with a grin.

No matter how much I pressured her, she wouldn’t tell me what the surprise was other than it was for when Casey came down over Christmas.

“Are you ready to go shopping?”

“I’m a little short of money for shopping.”

“Your parents gave me fifty dollars in case I had anything come up at the house. They said I should give it to you to get you by. They’ll wire some more money to me to help you out.”

“The fifty bucks will help. I’ll be able to get something to wear if I need to go somewhere.”

“Okay, lazy bones. Out of bed and we’ll find you something sexy to wear for today.”

We went through the closet where Casey’s clothes were hanging and found a nice skirt and sweater. She bemoaned that it lacked a lot of sexy, but at least it would be warm. The skirt fell just below the knee and I wondered just how warm it would be, but I didn’t argue because I really liked the look. It was a burgundy chamois skirt with a white, long-sleeve top and a black cardigan. It made for a really cute outfit.

“That’s another outfit that just cries out for some leather boots,” she said. “Keep your eyes open while we are shopping.”

We finished off the outfit with some black pumps with a low heel and my nude hose.

“Do you still have that purse we found yesterday? The one with the matching wallet.”

“Yes, do I need it?”

“You need some girl stuff; tissues, lipstick, powder compact, mirror, tampons,” she said with a grin.

“Tampon, huh,” I said, knowing she was messing with me. “A girl always needs to be prepared,” I smirked.

“And you’ll need the wallet to put your money in.”

I grabbed the purse and she helped me put in all the girl stuff, including the tampon and a couple of panty-liners. I also included a package of alcohol wipes that I would need when I had to re-tape. She got her wallet and pulled out the fifty dollars the parents had given her. At least I didn’t feel like a vagrant.

“Now, let’s go find you something to wear,” I said, sorry to think she would be changing out of the skimpy nightgown.

We went to her room and found her a really nice leather skirt that she coupled with a white blouse and a cream and brown bulky-knit sweater. I brushed her hair again and she showed me some tricks with her makeup and soon she was looking great.

“Let’s go to the salon, put some curl in your hair and fix you up,” she said.

“Sounds great.”

After a little curling of my hair, some makeup and a different pair of earrings that accentuated my outfit, we were ready for breakfast.

“Would you like to go out for breakfast? My treat,” she offered.

“That sounds good. I’m starved.”

“Before we leave, we should probably let your insurance company know about the car. They’ll probably be closed today anyway, but at least they won’t be able to growl about the fact that you didn’t let them know.”

“I forgot about that. If I can get on your computer, I’ll send them a message.”

—————

We went to a local breakfast place and after a short wait, we were seated at a quiet table.

“They have a breakfast special that is usually good for a reasonable price,” she said.

Still being embarrassed with having to sponge off her, I told her that sounded good.

When the waitress came, she ordered two of the breakfast specials with some OJ and coffee.

After the waitress left, she looked at me closely and gave me a big smile.

“I’m sure glad you are here this weekend. It would have been really boring to be home all alone for the holiday.”

“I was so sorry to hear about your folks. I’m glad that you are going to be staying in Rockford so we can hang together when I’m in town.”

“I’d like that a lot.” She reached over and took my hand and gave me a sad look. “I lean on your mother a lot and she has been a really good friend through this time, but it’s nice to be with someone more my age, if you know what I mean.”

“I understand, Cindy, I really do,” I told her, squeezing her hand.

We continued to hold hands and talk until our coffee arrived. The waitress brought a carafe of coffee and two cups, plus the orange juice. I served her coffee and we talked about her beauty school and my recent graduation from trade school.

“I know you will be able to find a good job here in Rockford. There are a lot of companies that are expanding and adding employees.”

“I sometimes wish I had gone to college and got a degree in computers or something, but the high-school adviser thought a skilled trade was a better fit for me.”

“If you’d gone to college, you would still be in school and no better off than you are now. We just need to find you the right place and you can be making money rather than spending money on school. It will all work out.”

“I hope you are right, it’s just scary for me right now.”

“Well, we’ve got each other… oh, that might have come out wrong,” she said, a worried look coming over her face.

I gave her a big smile. “Don’t worry, sweetie. I know what you mean, and you’re right; we have each other.”

The worried look left her face, replaced by a bright smile.


Chapter 9

After our breakfast, we headed for the sporting goods store. Who would have thought that Dick’s would be completely full of shoppers on Black Friday? They had some good specials that were bringing shoppers in. I bought only one roll of the K-tape as it’s kind of expensive and I only had the fifty dollars. I bought the red-colored tape as it was on sale and I wanted to save what money I could. I gave the clerk a ten-dollar bill and she gave me a few coins in change. I put the roll of tape in my purse and returned my change to the wallet.

“There is a Sally’s Beauty store close. Let’s go there and look at some stuff,” Cindy suggested as we left the sporting goods store. When we walked outside, I could see the beauty store only a short distance away.

“What are you looking for?” I asked.

“I wanted to look at some hair extensions. We could make your hair a little longer. I’ve attached them when I was in beauty school, but it would be great to get some more practice. That, and I know you would love them.”

I nodded, not really sure if I even knew what she was talking about. From what I knew about hair extensions, they were kind of a big deal.

“This will be so much fun!” she said as she held the door open for me.

We went to the area of the store that had the wigs and the hair extensions and she started looking through what they had.

“These are clip extensions. They can be kind of fussy and hard to keep in place, so let’s look at what they have in tape.”

She looked through several different types and selected some that were about my hair-color, but they had a lot of highlights.

“These will work great. We’ll experiment and see if we need some foils to add highlights to your hair.”

“Do you think that would be okay?”

“I’m a professional. You’ll look fantastic, I guarantee.”

“Never argue with a professional,” I said aloud, but I had this sinking feeling that going back to being plain old butch Reese might be a bit more of a challenge after the professional was done with me.

She grabbed several sets of extensions and some other supplies. We went to check out and she put everything on her account.

“Cindy, keep track of everything and I’ll pay you back.”

“Don’t worry, sweetie. I’ve got this. I need to keep in practice.”

After we checked out, we walked a short way to the Kohl’s store. We went into the men’s section and I found some Chinos, a sweatshirt, some socks and some inexpensive sneakers. She also reminded me that I needed a belt. I thought about buying some underwear, but I was running out of money.

Since I had gone over the forty dollars I had left, I asked Cindy if she could loan me a five.

“I’ll just put it on my card and you can pay me back later,” she said, passing her card to the clerk.

“I can’t thank you enough.”

“I can’t believe you aren’t going to try those on.”

“The pants are my size and everything else should fit fine,” I told her. The truth was I didn’t want to go into the boys fitting room dressed as a girl, and the girl’s fitting rooms were a floor up.

After I checked out, she grabbed my hand.

“Let’s go upstairs and look for sales,” she said, excitedly.

“Sounds like fun.”

As we stepped off the escalator, the shoe department was right in front of us. Cindy pulled me over to the sale rack and pointed to a pair of boots in my size. They were a black leather slouch boot with a short, blocky heel and would stop just above my calf. I looked at the price tag and they had started north of a hundred bucks, then after several other prices that had been marked through, they were now down to twenty-nine.

“You HAVE to try these on!!!” she cried.

I sat down and pulled on the boots and they worked great. I walked the length of the aisle and up to one of the low mirrors. They looked fantastic with the skirt, were comfortable, and best of all, warm.

“What do you think?” I asked.

“You’re a dope if you don’t get them. Too bad we don’t wear the same size. How do they fit?”

“They feel fantastic; very comfortable. I think I’d like to get them.”

I went to take them off and she gave me a puzzled look.

“Don’t you want to wear them?”

“Ah, yes. Do you think I could do that?”

“Just take the sticker off the sole and give it to the clerk. Shouldn’t be a problem.”

I took out my wallet and she told me that she would go ahead and put it on her card.

“I can use the points. You can pay me back later.”

I gave her a hug and thanked her again.

“Glad to do it, sweetie.”

We checked out and the clerk gave me a bag with my other shoes and we headed out of the shoe section, my stacked heels clicking on the hard floor.

“I’m looking for something, let’s go to the intimates so I can see what they have.”

She grabbed my hand and we walked into the lingerie section.

“I’m going to leave you here with the panties while I look for your surprise.”

“Okay, are you sure you don’t need my help?” I said with a smirk.

“Nice try. You stay here and be good.”

She walked to one of the assistants and they went around the corner into the bra section but I couldn’t tell what they were looking at. A few minutes later she returned.

“Are you finding anything you like?” she asked.

“I like them all, just not in my budget. Did you get my surprise?”

“Nope, but the lady told me where I could go to find it. Let’s head back to the car. Where we’re going isn’t far.”

We drove for just a few minutes, then she pulled into the parking lot of a medical supply store. I was surprised to see them open on Black Friday.

“Come with me. I’ll probably need you to get the right size,” she said.

We walked in and there was a loud chime and a young girl came from behind the desk and walked toward us.

“I’m Robin. Can I help you find something?”

“Hi, Robin. We are looking at breast forms for Reese here.”

“Sure. Give me a minute and I’ll introduce you to Margo. She has a lot of experience with forms.”

“Breast forms!!!” I whispered to Cindy. “Those can get wicked expensive.”

“That is your surprise present from Casey.”

“But, wow…” I whispered as a lady in a white smock walked toward us.

“Hello, I’m Margo. Robin said you were interested in breast forms. Are you Reese?” she asked me.

“Um, yes. Hi Margo.”

“Okay, let’s go back into my exam room and take a look and see what will work for you.”

“Can my friend Cindy go with us?”

“Sure. Hi Cindy,” Margo said, reaching out to shake her hand.

We walked together past the gray curtain hanging behind the counter and back into a good-sized space. There were racks on the wall with many brightly-colored boxes; the breast forms I imagine. She had me sit on a reclining chair while Cindy took a seat on a chair beside me. Margo sat on the edge of her desk.

“Can I have you take off your sweater and blouse, Reese.”

I hesitated for a bit, and Margo reached out and took my hand.

“I know you are anxious, Reese, but don’t worry. I help all kind of girls here. There’s nothing to be worried about.”

I removed my sweater followed by my blouse, folding both items carefully and putting them beside me on a small table.

“What size bra are you wearing, honey?” she asked as I removed the enhancers and pulled the straps from my shoulders. I twisted the bra around to unhook it and handed it to her.

“This one is a 34-B.”

“Is that the size you would like to stay with?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Actually, the B or C fits your body size quite well and would give you a broader range of fashion compared to something bigger. Why don’t we look at a full B size first and see what you think?” Margo suggested.

I shook my head in agreement.

“This is a little awkward, but can I ask if you will be wearing the forms regularly and for long periods?”

“I’m not sure.”

“The reason I ask is that I have different types, like ones that you use with a pocket bra, others that you have the option of either using them dry or with adhesive, and there are some newer types that have a contact adhesive.”

“My aunt has one with the contact adhesive and she really likes it. She says it makes her feel very secure and the shape is much more natural.”

“I’ll let you think about that Reese while we get the size and the shape selected. I’m going to start with a triangular that will give you a good shape with the B-cup that you are wearing.”

Margo went to the wall of boxes and selected two and brought them over and put them on the desk.

“Reese, put your bra back on but don’t put the straps over your shoulders yet. I’ll show you the best way to put these on.”

She centered my bra with the cups loose and had me bend forward. She put the form in my bra, then had me lean back and put the strap over my shoulder. We did the same thing on the other side.

“What do you think, honey?” Cindy asked.

“A little heavier than I’m used to, but they feel great.”

“Go to the mirror and take a look,” Margo encouraged.

I got up and walked to the mirror, giving myself a look-over from the front and the sides. Wow, these looked great. Margo handed me my blouse and I put it on. It looked a hundred percent better with the fuller breast size.

“I really like that look, Cindy said.

“Do you think you want to see the next size larger? I can give you a bra to try it with.”

“Let’s try it, but I really like these ,” I responded.

I put on the bigger bra and we put in the larger form, but I felt they were a bit too big. I tried on the blouse and it gapped in front so it would mean I would need a larger size blouse. It would also mean that I would have a bigger chest than Casey which I didn’t think would be good.

We all agreed the B-cup looked better, and Margo asked if I wanted to try the adhesive forms.

“Are they more expensive?”

“A little bit…” Margo started, but Cindy cut her off.

“Reese, these are a gift from Casey. You don’t have to worry about how much they cost.”

“But…”

“But nothing. I’d like to have you try the contact ones and see what you think.”

We tried some of the self-adhesive forms and they were really cool. They clung to my chest and made them feel like they were part of me.

“As you wear them, they will warm to your body temperature and seem more realistic,” Margo said.

I stared at myself in the mirror, moved around and everything felt so natural; natural for a girl that is.

“What do you think?” Cindy asked.

“I love them,” I responded.

“I think we’ve found what we were looking for, Margo,” Cindy said.

I got dressed while Cindy went with Margo to do some serious damage to her credit card. ‘This will probably mean another Zoom meeting with Casey,’ I thought to myself.


Chapter 10

We did some more shopping with me trying on all kinds of stuff, but not buying anything but a few pairs of panties, a new bra and some hose. There was a stop at Sephora where I got some different makeup and found a fragrance.

“Every girl should have their signature fragrance,” she said, helping me find something I liked.

On the way to find a restaurant, Cindy spied a used clothing shop.

“Let’s go in and see if we can find you a men’s coat and maybe a heavier pair of shoes. You’re going to need something warm when we check out your car on Monday.

We found exactly what I needed in a coat and shoes, and she also talked me into a stocking cap with a big orange ‘I’ on the front for the University of Illinois. I also got a pair of winter gloves. It all came to just over thirty dollars so I could pay for it out of what I had left.

After shopping we went for an early supper at a chain seafood restaurant. Everything tasted great.

We arrived back at her place in the early evening and she wanted to go into the salon.

“I’d like to try to amp up your makeup; show you some tricks,” she told me.

Indeed, she made me look a lot more dramatic with a darker colored eye makeup and more intense contouring. There was more work on my lips and a couple of spritzes of fragrance and I was amazed with how I looked. She had me brush her hair and help her with her makeup as well and after no time we both looked super.

“Let’s go downstairs and watch some television. I want to get off my feet for a bit,” she suggested.

“Sounds good.”

We found a movie that we both wanted to watch, a chick-flick, and she dimmed the lights in the room, making it feel really cozy. We sat together on the sofa and during one of the breaks, she muted the television and looked over at me.

“I really like how you look, Reese. You’re quite beautiful.”

She held my hand and looked deeply into my eyes. She leaned forward and I closed my eyes and she put a sweet kiss on my lips.

“Was that okay?” she asked, putting her hand on my stocking-covered knee.

“That was wonderful. Thank you for all the help today. It made me feel really special.”

“You are really special, honey,” she said, leaning forward for another more substantial kiss.

It’s at this point that I wish I had replaced my tape because things started to bump out in the wrong places. When she noticed the lump in my panties, she gave me a cheeky smile.

“I’m sorry, Cindy.”

“What’s to be sorry about. With you being so beautiful and with that delightful perfume, you are making me a little hot myself.”

She leaned forward for another kiss, moving her hand farther up my leg.

The kiss deepened, and I felt her tongue against my lips, requesting entry. I opened my lips and allowed her to explore. Her left hand continued a slow trek upward as she wrapped her right hand behind my neck. I yielded and felt my body press against her closely. As her exploration reached my panties, I tensed a bit, not knowing where this might be going. I was certainly enjoying the make out session, but was a bit concerned with how she would react to the boy-junk between my legs.

She broke the kiss and looked at me closely, continuing to run her finger over the front of my panties.

“Is everything all right sweetie?”

“I’m sorry that I can’t control myself better.”

“Nothing to be sorry about, Reese. You are very attractive to me like this, and I hope I’m attractive to you.”

“Oh, Cindy, you are a dream come true for me.”

“Can I kiss you some more? I really like your kisses.”

In lieu of an answer, I closed my eyes and felt her lean forward for another fiery kiss. She continued to press her hand against the front of my panties and my hand searched out the front of her panties as well. They were warm and moist.

She broke the kiss and we were both having to catch our breath from the intensity. She rose from the sofa, put out her hand and beckoned me to come with her as the television still played on mute.

“Let’s get into our nightgowns, sweetie,” she said, leading me into the guest room. She took the nightgown out as I tried to figure out where this is going.

“Let’s leave our makeup on. You look so pretty like this,” she told me as she unbuttoned my blouse. She helped me remove the blouse and cami, then the skirt, leaving me wearing just my underwear. Cindy slid the nightgown over my head, then gave me a sweet kiss.

“Would you like to help me with my nightgown?”

“Oh, yes.”

She grabbed my hand and led me to her bedroom. As she had done for me, I helped her undress, but she removed her bra and gave me a view of her beautiful breasts. I stroked her arms and told her how gorgeous she was, then helped her put her beautiful white-lace nightgown in place.

Cindy took hold of both my hands, turned me and steered me backward toward her bed. She guided me to sit, then to lie on my back. She straddled my waist and looked me over sensuously.

“You look even more beautiful like this, Reese,” she said, dropping forward to give me a kiss. My tape was almost gone and I felt my rod bump up against her rear as she ground herself into me.

“I really like my girlfriend,” she said as she came up for air. “You are so pretty and you excite me like crazy.”

“I think my girlfriend is beautiful and I really like your nightgown,” I said, reaching up to stroke her breast through the beautiful garment. Her breath caught as I caressed her firm nipple. We kissed some more as she dry-humped me and I think once she actually orgasmed. I was sure when she continued to push against me, crying out in pleasure. God she was hot.

She rolled off me and sat to my side. She gently and sensually pulled up my gown and dropped my panties and hose. The tape was only half-stuck to me and did nothing to keep my erection in check.

“I need to get rid of this yucky tape,” she said, reaching for a packet of makeup remover cloths and carefully removing what tape was left. I reached down to help and she pushed my hands away.

“Let me take care of this, honey. I feel a little guilty that some of this problem is my fault.”

She was certainly right about that as my cock was hard as steel as she carefully removed the tape. She cleaned the area and started to run her thumb and forefinger up and down my rigid stem. I reached toward her and she stopped what she was doing.

“Be good. You just lay back and think about how good this feels.”

I put my hands down to my sides and she slowly began to stroke me again, alternating fast and slow rhythms as my excitement built.

“I’m in control here, so don’t you dare do anything until I say you can.”

She would go fast for a while until I would start to pant, then stroke achingly slow until I regained control.

“Don’t do anything messy. I don’t want you to get anything on Casey’s nightgown,” she warned as my heart thumped in my chest.

She continued to edge me, then when I felt myself losing control and starting to pulse with an oncoming orgasm, she abruptly stopped stroking. A tiny bit of cum dribbled out the end of my cock and I lurched up and down trying to find something to hump against to finish myself off. She made sure not to let me get close enough to her and get any stimulation. I reached down to stroke myself and she told me no.

“No messing up the nightgown or I’ll tell Casey.”

It took me a while to shrink after the ruined orgasm, then Cindy took the used makeup wipe and removed the little bit of cum from the head of my tool and replaced the panties and hose.

“I think I messed us up for our movie,” she chuckled, “Let’s go down and see if there is anything else we can watch.”

She took my hand and we went to the bath where we refreshed our lipstick then we went to the kitchen where she got us a couple of glasses and opened a bottle of white wine. We took the glasses and the bottle downstairs to the TV room.

We found another girl movie and I sat close to her as she wrapped me in her arms. There was no kissing or anything heavy, just some tender stroking of bare skin as we laughed at the silly movie.

After I finished my wine and another more serious movie came on, she had me lay with my head in her lap and she covered us with a light blanket. She would brush her fingers through my hair and I lightly stroked her nylon-covered leg under the cover as we quietly watched the movie. She politely ignored the unsightly bulge in my midsection.

After it got late and we both started to yawn, we decided it was time to turn in.

As we reached my room, she gave me a quizzical look.

“Are you going to tape yourself again tonight?” she asked, biting her lip.

I hesitated with the answer. Actually, I’d intended on pulling myself off after that hot session we had earlier, but I didn’t want to admit that to her.

“I’m not sure…” I said, dodging the question.

“Can I watch how you do it?” she continued, along with more lip biting.

“Ah, I wouldn’t want to make you feel uncomfortable.”

“No problem. I’m just curious how it works.”

“Okay…”

“Let’s take off your forms and clean them. We also need to take off your makeup and moisturize. After that you can show me how the tape works,” she said brightly.

We removed my gown and bra and pulled off the forms as Margo had shown us. I cleaned them, dried them and put them in their special containers. I also spread a lotion on my chest that Margo had suggested. Cindy used my hairbrush on my hair and put it up in a high ponytail with a thick red band.

She gave me a package of makeup wipes and I removed my makeup and added a fragrant moisturizer. I put on my purple robe and sat on the side of my bed and removed my panties and hose, exposing my half-hard beast.

She sat on a chair opposite me and it looked like she was serious about watching me tape. I reached for my purse and got out the new roll of red tape and some alcohol wipes. I wiped everything down, telling her the alcohol helped with getting a good adhesion with the tape. The coolness also helped soften things a bit. I removed the tape from the sealed box and cut four pieces of varying lengths, rounded the edges and put them sticky-side up on the bed.

“This is the tricky part where I push the boys up into my body,” I explained as I directed my cock back and used my thumb and two fingers to grip the loose skin on each side of my stem, causing the testicles to push up into my body. I felt my pubes so I could make sure everything had been pushed into place. I placed a small piece of tape crosswise to hold things properly. I took the longer piece of tape and cut a hole about two-thirds of the way from the end, stuck one end to my pubes and smoothed the tape down, directing some of the loose foreskin out of the hole. I pushed my cock back to just behind the hole so I could use it to pee, then secured the tape tightly the rest of the length to keep everything in place.

“With your skin pulled out like that, you actually look like you have pussy-lips,” Cindy teased as I turned red with embarrassment.

I took the remaining two pieces of tape and ran them longwise over each side where my testicles were pushed up inside me, tightly fastening them in place.

“That looks really secure. I wondered how it held up during your time in the water.”

“It’s great tape. It has a little bit of stretch and the adhesive holds really well. It’s meant to remain secure when an athlete sweats as it wicks the moisture through so it can evaporate.”

“How long will it last?”

“If I don’t end up in a frozen pond, three or four days.”

“Can I see the roll of tape and the box?”

I handed them to her and she tore off a little bit and tested the stretch and the adhesive. Then she put the tape back into the box and carefully looked at the brand name and the sales copy.

“Okay, I’d better let you get to bed,” she said, standing and taking the box of tape with her.

“Ah, Cindy. Can I have you put the tape in my purse?” I was afraid she would take off with it and I’d have no way to replace it after giving myself a hand job.

“I’ll hold onto it and see about getting some more, maybe something a different color. I wonder if they have it in pink or nude rather than the awful red?”

“I think there are other colors…”

“I’ll do some surfing and see if I can find something. If you need it tomorrow, just let me know,” she said with a grin. “That way I’ll know if my pretty girlfriend does any bad boy things tonight. I don’t want her messing up Casey’s nightie.”

Busted. The way I was taped there was no way I could get any relief without wrecking the tape and having no way to replace it.

She gave me a big smile. “I’ll be in early tomorrow and we’ll get dressed and go out to breakfast, then we’ll find more girl things to do. Can I get a kiss goodnight?”

I put my panties on, stood, closed my robe and crossed to her. She directed my arms around her neck and gave me a mind-numbing kiss.

She said goodnight, closed the door and I thought about the long night I had in front of me.


Chapter 11

Saturday, November 28th

At about eight, I heard Cindy moving around in her room just as I came out of a fitful night’s sleep. After our session last evening, I was totally horny but with the way I was taped, I couldn’t do anything about it without her knowing. I think that was her plan all along as I thought about what it might mean. Maybe she enjoys being a little dominant. That doesn’t bother me much as long as there is no cruelty involved. I didn’t get the sense she is hostile or angry or wanted to cause me any pain. I kind of enjoyed the teasing and I was really enjoying my time as her girlfriend. Besides, I’m still kind of stuck as I don’t have any ID, car or money and I was kind of dependent on her right now.

I heard her tap on my door and I told her to come in.

“How’s my pretty girlfriend this morning?” she asked.

“I didn’t sleep too well. I’m a little tense.”

“Oh, you’re just worried about your car is all. We’ll get that fixed next week.”

“That’s probably it.”

“Things still taped up tight? Do you need to borrow the roll of tape?”

“Everything’s secure,” I said, pulling up the bottom of my gown and showing her the smooth line in the panties.

“My Reese is such a good girl. Say, I did some searching on my phone and found they have that brand of tape in a lot of different colors. There is pink, blue, and even nude.”

“The nude would probably be better so it doesn’t show through my underwear,” I said, indicating how you could see the red tape through my panties.

“We’ll get some, but what you have is good for a few more days so there’s no hurry.”

I shuddered a bit thinking about having many more days without getting off.

“I thought this morning we could have a little breakfast in our nightgowns, then maybe later play with the hair extensions,” she said casually. “Does that sound like fun?”

“That sounds great!” I said, even though I was a little concerned about having the extensions glued into my hair. I’d see what she had in mind before I said anything.

I made her sausage and scrambled eggs for breakfast. I rounded out the meal with some toast, jelly and OJ. She said everything tasted good. I had her make the coffee but watched her so I could do it in the future.

She looked at the news on her tablet and we discussed some of the things that were happening in the world as we ate. I also had a great view of her in the skimpy nightgown as she moved around the kitchen.

After breakfast and cleanup, we headed back to her room.

“I’m going to put on some work clothes, then we’ll find you something cute to wear,” she announced as she crossed to her chest of drawers. She pulled out panties, a bra, some skinny jeans and a pink sweatshirt. She took off her nightgown and stood in front of me in only a pair of panties. The vision of her beautiful breasts was magical.

“Here, let me help,” I offered, picking up her bra, standing behind her and reaching around to position it, then fastening the hooks behind her back. I reached around and adjusted her breasts in the cups, then helped her draw the straps over her shoulders. I turned her around and adjusted the straps just slightly.

“How does that feel?” I asked.

“That felt great… I mean everything feels good,” she squeaked. Her face was a little flushed so I think she might have enjoyed my teasing.

I continued to help her dress; helping her change her panties, step into her pants and then fastening the front button and very slowly pulling up the zipper. I assisted her with the sweatshirt, adjusting it on her shoulders. I had her sit and helped her put on, then tied, her brown sneakers. I included a little leg feel-up for good measure.

“Can I brush your hair, sweetie?” I asked.

She nodded and I picked up the brush and sensually pulled it through her hair, finally tying it back with a tortoise-shell hair clip.

She was quiet for a while, then she asked me if I would like to help with her makeup.

“Of course,” I told her.

She helped me apply her makeup and I spent a lot of time brushing myself against her and doing anything I could to be provocative. I did a running commentary on how pretty she was, how soft her skin was, how beautiful her eyes were, her ears, her lips; pretty much all of her. It was a lot of fun and I hope it didn’t end up blowing up on me later.

When we were done with her makeup, she gave me a long look.

“Okay, you wicked little thing. Let’s go find you something to wear, then go put some extensions in your hair. You’ll love them. I know I will.”

We found some ivory dress-slacks for me along with some suntan knee-highs and beige flats. After attaching my forms, she helped me put on a rose-colored cowl-neck sweater. It was a very cute outfit.

We went to the salon and she did a wash and condition of my hair, spending a lot of time rubbing up against me. She wrapped my hair in a turban and sat me in her salon chair.

She pulled out the extensions and held them beside my hair. I noticed the basic color matched my hair quite well, but the extensions had a highlight that my natural hair lacked.

“Well, little girl, we’re going to use some foils to add some highlights so they match the extensions.”

“But what about Monday when we go after my car?”

“That’s why we bought the hat.”

She pulled her cart toward her and started mixing up a foul-smelling liquid.

“This is a lift. It will lighten your hair just a bit to match the extensions,” she explained.

When she was satisfied, she pulled out some foil and started cutting it in long strips. She started at the bottom of my hair, combing and clipping, then continuing to the top of my head. She separated out a small section of hair, put it in the foil, then brushed the lift onto it, wrapping it in the foil after she was finished. The process took a long time but finally I looked like a cell-phone tower with all the foils in my hair.

“We’ll put you under the dryer and let you process,” she said, seating me under the machine, positioning it and starting the heat. The warmth felt really nice.

I noticed she was talking to someone on her cell-phone, but with the noise of the dryer I couldn’t make out who it was.

—————

I had actually drifted off after my crummy night’s sleep when she touched my shoulder, turning the machine off.

“Let’s see how you look,” she said, opening one of the foils. “Perfect!”

She led me to the shampoo bowl and started washing and removing the foils. I was happy that I didn’t have a mirror in front of me because I was terrified how I was going to look. It was going to be a big challenge for me to go in for a job interview after this.

“This is going to look fantastic. Let’s blow you out and start adding extensions.”

She took me to her beauty chair and I got a chance to see what I looked like. Actually, it didn’t look too bad. It reminded me of when I spent some time on the beach on Hawaii and my hair got sun-bleached. Pretty much the same thing.

“I’m not going to put in the full set of extensions, just enough to give you full looking hair and that you can pull back in a pony tail when you have guy things to do.”

She started low on my head, adding rows of extensions on the back and the sides. The hair fell down to the middle of my back and matched my natural hair exactly. Reese the girl is loving this, but the guy part of me was a bit troubled.

She would pull my hair up, comb it, then remove the tape on the extension and glue it to my natural hair. When she brushed my hair down to do the next row, it completely disguised the tape. I was excited to see what I would look like when she was done.

After a lot of combing and gluing, she said all the extensions were in.

“I’m just going to trim them a bit to make them even, then will put in a little curl. These turned out fantastic!”

“I’m looking forward to seeing what I look like after they’re done.”

After a few minutes with her scissors and a barrel-roller, she pronounced me finished.

“Now let’s do some makeup, then we’ll go out and have some fun.”

“I’m ready.”

—————

It took a bit to do my makeup as she wanted to try some other things, but when I was done, I looked like a freaking model. She handed me a necklace and some matching earrings, and a couple of costume rings. Damn, I couldn’t get over how I looked.

“Before we do anything, I need a picture,” she said, holding up her phone and I gave her a big smile. I heard the woosh sound of an outgoing message.

“Yikes, did you send that to someone?” I asked, concerned.

“Only to Casey. She wanted to see how you looked with your hair and your new shape.”

“Oh…” I said, relieved.

Her phone dinged and she showed me the message. Casey said that I looked beautiful and that she hoped we had fun today.

“Let’s go out and get into some trouble,” Cindy said, then she stopped and looked at me closely. “You are really beautiful, Reese honey.”

“You are too, Cindy. Thank you for helping me with this,” I said giving her a big hug.

—————

Before we left the house, we put the turkey in the oven on low to bake for later. She planned on having turkey, dressing, some instant mashed potatoes and green beans. She had pie and ice cream for dessert.

We started driving toward town although we didn’t have a good idea what we were going to do. We were driving along when Cindy asked, “Do you bowl?”

“A little.”

“Cool.” She said, pulling into the lot of a bowling alley. There was a neon sign that announced ‘Open Bowling.’

We went inside of the bright and clean bowling center and looked around. There was a large snack bar, a game area and 15 lanes for bowling. We walked to the desk and Cindy said we wanted three games for the two of us and shoes.

“Sure, honey. What size shoes do you need?” he asked.

“Seven for me and nine for my friend here,” she responded.

He put the shoes on the counter for us and told us we had lane eleven.

“Have fun!” he shouted as we walked around to select a ball. We both found the perfect ball and walked to our lane. We were lucky that the lanes on either side of us were empty. The scoreboard was up and we put our coats on the back of the chairs and added our names to the lines. Cindy let me go first.

“It’s been a while since I’ve bowled, but we’re just here to have fun, right?”

“No, I’m going to write down what I will win on this piece of paper.” She wrote something, folded the paper over and put her name on it. She set it on top of the desk.

“Now you,” she said, handing me the notepad and a pen. My mind reeled at the possibilities, such as to get my roll of tape back, but I wrote that I wanted to watch a romantic movie with her. If it was anything like last night, that might lead to some more kissing and maybe I could talk her into a little more fun without the tape.

I walked to the lane and picked up my ball, looking down at the head pin. I swung back and sent the ball toward the head-pin and it did just that, hit the headpin square. I was left with a 4-6-7-10, which was a hard spare to pick up. I took the safe route and picked off the 4-6 which left me with an 8 for the first frame.

Cindy took her ball, stood over on the second arrow to the right and sent her ball flying. It continued straight, then hooked into the pocket at the last second, giving her a strike.

“Done this before, huh?” I asked.

“Just beginners’ luck,” she responded with a grin.

The game went pretty much the same way with my getting eights and nines while picking up the occasional spare. I was proud that I was able to get a strike in the seventh frame, but I clutched in the tenth and was left with a total score of 112. Cindy’s game was much better, with mostly strikes and spares with just a couple of open frames with a strike and a spare in the tenth- total 187.

“You’ll catch up. Do you want to add something else to your piece of paper?”

“NO! you’re going to cream me as it is.”

“This will be your game; I just know it.”

I felt pretty good about my two spares in the first two frames, but Cindy had a spare and a strike. I had open frames in three through five, finally getting another spare in the sixth. I finally got a strike in the ninth and a spare and a seven in the tenth, for a 142. Cindy was pretty much matching me, then she caught fire and had strikes in 8, 9, and three strikes in ten for a 204. I was getting killed, but she was making it a lot of fun for me by cheering me on and being excited when I got a mark.

The last game was more of the same with me having a 122 and her having a 184.

“Tough luck,” she said as we changed back into our regular shoes.

“Cindy, is that you?” a man called out.

“Hello Mark. Mark, this is my friend Reese,” she introduced me. “And Reese, this is Mark, he manages the bowling alley.”

“Nice to meet you Reese,” Mark said with a big smile.

“Are you coming back for leagues? Your team really needs you!” he told Cindy.

“I don’t know. I’ve been kind of busy at home and the thing with my parents’ kind of threw me off my game.”

“Well, your team really needs you. I hope to see you back.”

“I’ll try.”

“Nice to see you again, and great meeting you, Reese,” he said as he walked away.

“I’ve been totally hustled,” I growled.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve bowled. You did good.”

“Bah, so what did you win, I asked as I picked up the paper.”

“A movie date,” she announced.

“Hey, that’s not fair. That was the same thing I had written down,” I said, showing her the other slip of paper.

“Well, you got what you wanted anyway,” she said with a wink. “Even when you lose, you win.”

I got to thinking about that. That has pretty much been my life for the last few days.

—————

By the time we finished bowling, it was after noon. We ate a bite of lunch at the snack bar, then tried our luck with the foosball table. My skills were holding up better and I won a couple of games. We tried some air-hockey and she killed me again. She is a very aggressive player.

After our time at the game-room, we headed off toward the mall. I wasn’t sure whether we were headed for the movie theatre or not, but I kind of hoped the movie date was going to be at her place. I liked how it worked out the last time, even though it only resulted in a ruined orgasm for me. Maybe next time there will be more. I need to keep my mind off of things like that because the swelling it causes can get really uncomfortable.

We walked around the mall for a bit, then we came up on one of those photo-booths.

“Hey, this will be fun. Let’s go vamp for the camera and get some good shots for Casey,” she said excitedly.

“Do you think I look good enough?” I asked, pulling my long hair over my shoulder and oozing sensuality with the question.

“Oh yes, honey. You are quite sexy.”

We entered the booth and put in several bills and the machine started a countdown. We vamped for the camera as the machine did its thing. The well-worn booth felt kind of old-school since every smartphone had the capability of doing selfies, but it was fun and we were laughing our heads off. After a few minutes of silliness, the machine spit out a sheet of photos for us.

“We’ll scan these and send them to Casey. She’ll love them,” Cindy said. I know she was right.

We continued to walk through the mall and found a store that specialized in fashions for the younger crowd.

“You would look great in that,” Cindy said, pointing out a short dress with multi-colored diagonal stripes.

“You think?”

“Only one way to find out,” she said, grabbing my hand and leading me into the store. There were halogen lights hung from wires on the open ceiling and rock music blaring from tall speakers.

We found the dress in my size and Cindy accompanied me to the changing room to try it on. We agreed the dress was just okay, but her helping me try it on resulted in a lot of rubbing, touching and groping. I enjoyed the experience a lot, despite the tape discomfort.

We tried on a couple of other dresses for me, and some for her, but we didn’t find anything that was a must-have so we headed off to check out some more stores.

—————

We spent most of the afternoon at the mall just looking around but not buying much. Cindy found a couple of small presents for me to buy for Casey when she came down on Christmas. I’d kind of forgotten about that, but apparently Casey had told Cindy she had plane tickets and would request the time off on Monday. It looks like it was going to happen.

Since we only had a small lunch, our upcoming turkey dinner sounded great. When we got back to Cindy’s house, I went to the kitchen and started to set out plates on the dinette table. She gave me a stern look.

“You’re not thinking about wearing slacks for our Thanksgiving dinner, are you?”

“Ah… Oh, no. Probably not.”

“Come with me little girl. Let’s get you all pretty, then we’ll start on dinner.”

We went into the salon and she gave me a bit more dramatic look, put a little more curl in my hair, then directed me upstairs.

“Go put on something pretty while I get things started down here.”

I indeed found something pretty, a beautiful shimmery turquoise-colored dress that fit me like a glove. To give me some shape, I put on a briefer, a nude short slip and ultra-sheer thigh-high hose. I found some white pumps with a three-inch heel, then I sprayed myself with fragrance. Yes, this was quite a sexy outfit.

I walked downstairs with my sexiest walk. As my heels echoed across the kitchen floor, she turned and her mouth fell open when she saw me.

“Oh, Reese honey, that’s a fantastic outfit.”

I walked up to her and put my finger on her chin and turned her to face me. I gave her a brief kiss and said, “Is that what you’re wearing?”

“No it’s not, you sexy little tramp. You make the potatoes and I’ll go change.”

She hurried upstairs and I looked around, noticing she had set out her fine China and silverware in the dining room and arranged some taper candles. This looked like she was planning an elegant and romantic meal.

I followed the directions on the box for the potatoes and they turned out great. I put them in a serving bowl and checked the turkey. It was perfectly cooked so I carved it and put slices of white and dark meat on an oval platter. She had already heated the green beans, so I put them in a bowl and put everything in the oven to stay warm.

I heard the sound of her heels as she walked into the kitchen. She looked stunning in a short black dress with silver threads running through it, causing her to shimmer when she moved. She wore black patent pumps with nude hose and her hair was up with curly tendrils hanging at the sides of her face. She looked absolutely delicious.

“You are so competitive,” I told her with a big smile.

“Don’t you like it?” she teased, giving me a twirl.

“I love it, honey. I think I have everything ready,” I said, taking off my apron.

“I’m starved. Let’s eat,” she said, helping me carry our food to the table.

—————

During the fabulous candle-lit meal, Cindy made me feel so soft, feminine and desirable. I had visions of times like this over the years, and to her credit Casey had tried to indulge my desire, but she was still my sister. This was a woman, an extremely bright and desirable woman, who was relating to me as her girlfriend; but there was more. I felt she had an attraction to me, and I certainly was attracted to her, but my mind reeled as to what might happen next and to where this was headed.

I tried to talk to her about boyfriends, but she said she had been so busy with school and getting her parents’ estate worked out that she hadn’t found time for a relationship. She talked about her desire to pursue her beauty shop, and she certainly demonstrated her skills to me that she could be a success. She hinted she would need help and I inwardly hoped that my mother would be able to come to her rescue.

“Would you like pie now or later?” I asked.

“How about we wait until later, I’m pretty full.”

“A little glass of wine?”

“Yes, that sounds great.”

We cleared the table and as I rinsed and put dishes in the dishwasher, she took care of the leftovers and stored them in the refrigerator.

“I’m going to go up and freshen up, then what about getting together and watching TV?” she asked.

“Sounds great.”

We both went up to our bathrooms and I brushed my teeth, re-did my lipstick and added more perfume. I was intrigued what might happen while we watched the tube together.

We met up in the TV room and she had added some more perfume also. She moved with such style and grace I fell for her more every time I saw her.

“I really like your long hair, Reese honey,” she said, giving me a brief kiss.

“My hair stylist is a magician,” I responded, which caused her to smile brightly.

We sat on the sofa and she grabbed the remote and started surfing through the cable guide. I stroked her ear and neck and she turned toward me.

“You are a cheeky little thing, aren’t you?”

“I want to let you know how much I enjoyed hanging with you today. I really had a lot of fun.”

“I did too, and I liked hanging with you as well.”

She leaned forward, I closed my eyes and soon felt her lips on mine.

“You know, if I start kissing you, we’re not going to get any television watched,” she warned.

“That’s a risk I’m willing to take,” I said, leaning back against the sofa and closing my eyes again. A more passionate kiss soon followed. I put my arms around her neck as I felt her tongue against my lips, eagerly allowing her French kiss.

She broke the kiss and stared at me closely.

“I really like your kisses, Reese.”

I began a kiss attack of my own, starting at her ears, then moving to her neck, forehead, nose, then finally her soft lips. I felt her drop her hand to my knee, then she started to stroke my nylon-covered leg.

“I like your kisses too, Cindy, and I like a lot of other things about you as well,” I said, passing a finger across her breast. The kissing started again as her hand continued to explore farther up my leg. She reached the top of my thigh-highs and started stroking the soft skin there. I now regretted putting on the briefer.

The kiss broke and she put her forehead against mine.

“I have this terrible dilemma. I promised you that we would watch TV, but I’d rather take you to my bedroom. If that happened, would you be mad at me?”

“I kind of like your bedroom.”

She smiled, took my hand and led me up the stairs.


Chapter 12

As she reached the entrance to her room, she stopped and gave me a brief kiss.

“If you get your nightgown, I’ll help you put it on; then you can help me.”

I went to my room, used some mouthwash and grabbed the pink nightgown and a pink sports bra. I didn’t want to mess with taking off the forms, but I would need something to hold them and I figured the sports bra would work fine. I also left my makeup on as I really liked how it made me look.

I hurried to her room and she was in the ensuite tying back her hair. I put my gown on her bed and walked to her, grabbing her around the middle and kissing her neck. She mewed and grabbed the hand that was on her belly and leaned her head forward to give me more neck to kiss. I took advantage of the situation. She spun around in my arms and gave me a sweet kiss as I felt her pull down the zipper on the back of my dress.

“I really like your dress, sweetie, but right now it’s a little in the way,” she whispered as I felt her lift the dress over my head. She took my hand and moved into her bedroom and hung the dress in her closet.

“I can see what you are talking about with the dresses being in the way,” I whispered as I dropped the zipper to her beautiful black dress and helped her remove it. I hung it up in her closet and when I turned, she took me into her arms and gave me a big kiss.

“That briefer gives you a nice shape, but I really want to see more of you,” she said quietly as she helped me remove the tight garment as well as my slip. I picked up my pink sports bra and gave it to her and she helped me put it on, stroking my forms after the bra was in place. I wondered how it would feel to have real breasts like hers.

I helped remove her beautiful black teddy, then kissed her luscious breasts. I took a nipple between my thumb and forefinger on one breast, then sucked the remaining nipple. I dropped to my knees and began to kiss down the rest of her body, past her panty-covered region, then down to her thighs. The scent of her arousal was unmistakable.

“Can I take these off, sweetie?” I asked, grabbing the waistband of the lace panties.

“Uh-huh,” she said as I slid the panties down her legs and onto the floor. I helped her step out of them and was treated to the sight of her beautiful pussy. She was completely shaved and I leaned forward to kiss her region which yielded a contented sigh. I passed my tongue across the front of her and she gave a quick intake of breath.

I rose and took both of her hands.

“Please sit for me, sweetie. I’d like to taste you.”

I helped her sit and dropped in front of her. She opened her legs to allow me access to her private space. I used a couple of teasing strokes of my tongue across her lips which caused a shudder of excitement. I next licked her clit which resulted in an audible gasp as I could feel her body shaking with anticipation. I continued my assault with my tongue until I probed into her tender space, causing a cry of delight and what I thought was a slight orgasm. She grabbed my head and pulled me deeper into her and the orgasms continued as I drove my tongue inside of her. She thrashed and cried out as I brought her to climax several times.

I finally let her come back to earth as she panted in complete exhaustion. I rolled her onto her side and spooned up next to her, driving my fake boobs into her back. She covered us with a light blanket and I wrapped my arm around her and held one of her beautiful breasts in my palm.

We were quiet for a time, then she whispered,

“Reese, honey, thank you so much. That was the most wonderful experience I’ve ever had. You are such an amazing girlfriend.”

I was delighted to be able to do that for her, but troubled that she had not experienced such a complete oral encounter before. I made a note to ask her about that, but now was not the time.

“You are such a wonderful girlfriend and have made me very happy, Cindy. I’m glad I could do something to show my appreciation.”

She held my hand tightly against her breast as I lightly stroked the soft skin there. She was such a beautiful woman.

“I’d like to do something for you,” she announced. “Roll over onto your back and let me get one of my toys.”

“You don’t need to. I’m happy that I could make you feel good,” I said, but knowing it was a total lie as my rod was down there pressed up against the tape and begging to get free.

“Shush!” She said, “Just lay back and enjoy.”

She showed me a pink dildo-like thing about 6 inches long and an inch in width. It had a slight bend at the end and it looked a lot like a very large finger.

“This is my G-spot vibe. It will make you feel really good like the way you made me feel.”

She put a small condom over the end of the thing and spread it with lubricant. She grabbed a square decorative pillow from her bed and had me raise up my hips and stuffed it under me, lifting my hips slightly from the bed.

“I want you to remain really relaxed and enjoy the feel of this, sweetie. Can you do that.”

“I think so,” not quite sure what was happening, but I had a pretty good idea where the pink vibrator was headed. She moved the end of the thing toward my rear opening and told me to relax and breathe deeply.

I felt the tip of the vibrator enter me just slightly, then encounter resistance.

“You need to relax for me and don’t hold your breath. Take a deep breath and then feel the tip start to enter you. Try to pull it into you. I’ll be gentle and I’m not in a hurry, so take your time.”

I did as she asked and felt her move the device in and out of my bottom, going a little farther each time. I felt things relax and all of a sudden, I felt the vibe slide in with very little resistance. I unconsciously clamped down on the intruder, but she reminded me to relax and keep breathing.

“I’m going to try to locate your prostate. Let me know when you feel something,” she whispered.

She moved the toy around and all of a sudden, I felt a jolt of sensation.

“There…” I squeaked, amazed at the new feeling.

“I’m going to move back and forth and rub the area. Tell me how it feels.”

I was quiet for a bit, reveling in the intense experience and feeling my body start to quake.

“Talk to me…” she implored.

“Oh, honey, that feels amazing. My whole body is starting to tingle.”

“Let it go, think about what you are feeling, how I’m here with you and giving you this experience. I’m going to turn the vibrator on low.”

I felt the vibrations carry my body to a supreme state of excitement. There was a sensation like an orgasm, but it kept going. It wasn’t an explosion, there was no cum and no pulsing. It was just an ascending sense of excitement like an orgasm that never ended.

“Do you feel it?”

“Oh yes, honey. That feels wonderful,” I said, panting with exhilaration.

“That is how I felt with what you were doing for me earlier. I want you to push against my little toy; make it give you even more pleasure.”

I felt the vibrations move a little faster as I bucked against the vibe, my breath coming in gasps. I started to cry out and my head fell from side to side as she told me to push faster. I did and the sensation continued to crest and ebb, each higher than the last, until I cried out in unbelievable pleasure.

I was so wiped I had to slow down. I could feel the beads of sweat on my forehead and my body tingled from one end to the other. She lowered the rate of the vibrations but continued to move the toy against my prostate, lightening the pressure and slowing the rate until she came to a halt, then moving the item out altogether.

“Was that okay, Reese honey?”

“That was wonderful, sweetie. Thank you so much. I’ve never felt anything like that before,” I said, truthfully

“Do you still want pie or would you just like to stay here in my arms.”

“Pie can wait until tomorrow.”


Chapter 13

Sunday, November 29th

I awoke sleeping on my back and felt Cindy pressed up next to me. Her arms held me close and I felt her hair as it draped across my body.

My mind was still reeling about our time last evening. I was falling hard for her, although it was still a bit unnerving that she was relating to me as a girlfriend. I continued to be tightly taped, the K-tape doing a good job of keeping my boy-stuff hidden completely. I felt comfortable and confident with my feminine image, although I was aware that some people I encountered were questioning if I was a legitimate girl. My voice wasn’t right, I wasn’t quite as rounded as a girl should be and my hands were a little large, although my long nails made them look quite stylish. If I saw someone paying too much attention, I would look at them and give a big smile, say ‘hello’ then do something incredibly girly like playing with my long hair. Cindy got a kick out of me when I did these things and was helping me with my movements, the way I spoke and the things that I spoke about. I was inwardly sad that this would all come to an end tomorrow when I had to go look at my car and see how much I would be able to salvage.

I felt her move, then watched her eyes open as she gave me a big smile.

“How’s my pretty little girlfriend?” she asked.

“Fantastic. I woke up with the most wonderful feeling.”

“Oh…”

“Yes, the feeling of being in my beautiful girlfriend’s arms.”

“Aren’t you sweet. I’m feeling pretty marvelous myself, but we probably should get up. I know it must be late.”

We got up and I did some shaving and put on some brief makeup to hide some of the guy features. I didn’t get the sense that it bothered her, but it did bother me and I really liked looking in the mirror and seeing a pretty girl looking back. I dressed casually in pants and a sweater as she didn’t say what we were doing today. I assumed sometime today she would make me pay the bowling debt by watching a romantic movie together. I was looking forward to spending more time with her.

We met up in the kitchen and she was dressed similar to me.

“There you are,” she said, smiling. “Are you hungry?”

“Yes,”

“How about some pancakes. You can help.”

“Sounds great.”

She handed me the pancake mix, eggs and milk as she started frying bacon. I made quick work of mixing the batter then while it rested, I set the table with silverware and glasses. I filled the glasses with OJ as I heard the sizzle of the pan as she made the pancakes. I turned the oven on low to keep everything warm until we were ready to eat. I also looked around in her cabinets for the butter and the pancake syrup and put them on the table.

She was busy at the stove when I came up behind her, put my hands on her hips and kissed her neck.

“You stop that! I’m going to get all distracted and burn our breakfast.”

I laughed at her, gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and walked away to let her cook. I really enjoy messing with her.

—————

After our breakfast and a brief period of cleanup that did include a bit of groping, we went to the salon.

“I wanted to try braiding your hair, then when we go out this afternoon it will have a cool texture,” she told me.

“Where are we going?”

“YOU are taking me to a really romantic movie to satisfy your loss at bowling.”

“Oh…”

“We’ll go to a matinee when the prices are better.”

“Sounds good.”

We went to the salon and she wet down my hair, then added some goop.

“I’m adding some mousse then we’ll put in a tight braid. You’ll love it!” she assured me.

“I love everything you do,” I responded, turning on my charm.

“Well, aren’t you sweet.”

She continued to work on the braid as we visited about what kind of movie I would like to see. While she worked, I got the sense she was pressing herself up against me and her closeness, fragrance and the softness of her touch as she tended my hair was quite exciting. I was really attracted to her and I hoped the feeling was mutual.

“You’re pretty quiet there. You didn’t fall asleep, did you?” she asked.

“Oh, no. Just thinking about things.”

“Am I one of the things you are thinking about?” she teased.

“Yes. I’m thinking about how many favors I will owe you after this is all over.”

“You don’t owe me anything. I’m just glad I could help out. Besides, I’m having a great time hanging with you.”

“I feel the same way.”

“There, you’re all done. We’ll let that set for a bit, then when we brush it out, you will be amazed how your hair will look. It’s the closest thing we can do to a permanent.”

“Sounds cool.”

I looked in the mirror and I had long tight braids down both sides of my head. It was actually quite a dramatic look.

“I love braids. There are a lot of things you can do with them. What do you think of this?” she asked as she showed me what they would look like pulled up in a bun.

“Oh wow!”

“Pretty sexy, huh?

“I’ll say.”

She secured the bun with a scrunchy and I spent a long time looking at myself in the mirror.

“I have a really pretty girlfriend,” she said quietly.

“I have the best girlfriend in the world,” I responded, honestly.

She was quiet for a bit, then she smiled broadly.

“So, I think you are ready for a little makeup, then we are going to clean my house.”

“Okay.”

She did what she said was casual day makeup, but it still looked great. Then we headed into the house to start cleaning.

We actually had quite a bit of fun with our cleaning. She tied a scarf around my head and wrapped me in an apron, which made me look like an old-school maid. She gave me a wink, then handed me a feather duster and told me to go find dust.

“I’m going to check your work after you’re done, so make sure you do a good job,” she warned with a chuckle.

I was kind of excited about what might happen if my work wasn’t up to standards. I had the feeling she would find something.

I traced around the baseboards, photos and door frames before starting on the items in the living room. There were quite a few things that I had to move to dust around. Apparently her mother was a fan of Precious Moments figurines, so there was a lot to dust. They were cute, but a hassle for the housekeeper.

While I worked on the dusting, she was scrubbing the kitchen. It was a fairly good division of labor. I wondered if I would get the opportunity to inspect her work. I was fascinated by the way she moved and I tried my best to mimic her feminine movements.

We worked for about an hour before we took a break with some cola to drink.

“You look very cute like that,” she teased. “The feather-duster really makes the look.”

“Your pink plastic gloves are pretty sexy as well.”

“I may have some in your size for when you do the bathrooms.”

I wondered who was going to end up head-down in the toilet.

“Don’t worry. I’ll help,” she said. “You can do the toilets and I’ll do the showers and the mirrors,” she bargained.

“Sounds fair I guess.”

After the bathrooms were cleaned, she said it was time to do floors. She handed me the sweeper and I did the carpets, and she took care of mopping the hard floors.

It didn’t take long for us to complete the cleaning, and I was disappointed that she didn’t find any problem with my work. On the contrary, she was quite complementary.

“Everything looks great,” she said. “Let’s change clothes and head out for a little lunch, then we’ll look for a movie.”

“Can you help me find something to wear?”

“Sure. I’ll make certain you are all pretty.”

We went to the guest room and she started showing me dresses that she thought would be good for a romantic movie date.

“Oooo, I like that one,” I told her when she brought out a beautiful tan dress with a subtle random pattern. I fished around and found my sheer hose and we located a pair of taupe-colored shoes with a bit of heel.

I put on a nude short slip and Cindy helped me put on the dress, zipped it up and tied the cloth belt behind me.

“You better be nice to me. I double-knotted the belt so you’ll need my help getting it off.”

“I’ll be nice. I promise,” I assured her.

“Okay, then. Time for you to help me find something.”
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We found her a really cute orange-colored dress that had a belt at the waist. The belt had a buckle so I didn’t get the opportunity to double-knot it.

After we grabbed our coats, we headed off to find some lunch and located this very quaint diner close to the movie theatre. We both ordered sandwiches and soup with coffee to drink. It wasn’t a fancy lunch, but it tasted good.

“So. Which movie would you like to see?” I asked.

She looked over the offerings and selected the one she liked. It was a new film with some good reviews and she told me it was very romantic. I liked the sound of that.

“Do we need to check our coats?” I asked as we went into the theatre past the coat-check.

“No. I’d like to hold onto mine in case I get cold.”

We bought tickets and she made me pay, but since it was matinee prices, it was quite reasonable and I could afford it out of the money I had left. We’d just come from lunch so we really didn’t need anything from the snack bar.

With it being the Sunday after Thanksgiving, the theatre was about empty and we were able to find some good seats with no one sitting near us.

As we took our seats, I put my coat on the seat behind me and she spread her jacket over our legs.

“So we don’t get cold,” she explained, although I could see this would be a rather practical arrangement in the event we got wandering hands.

As the house lights dimmed and the previews started, I felt her hand come over to take mine, then she covered them with the jacket. I looked at her and smiled and I felt her give my hand a squeeze.

When the movie started, I raised the armrest between us and snuggled up next to her. I looked at her and she treated me to a sweet kiss and then I felt her take her finger and start moving it on my nylon-covered leg as we continued to hold hands. I know I was paying off a debt for my loss at bowling, but I was enjoying the movie and the action under her jacket as well.

She dropped my hand, re-arranged the jacket, then placed her hand back on my leg. I turned toward her slightly to indicate that I definitely approved of her exploration, something she immediately took advantage of. Another kiss came my way as her hand continued its trek up my leg. It was tough, but I did manage to follow the action on the screen as well as enjoying the activity happening under the jacket. I rubbed my leg against hers as she continued to stroke my upper thigh. My heart raced as she continued onward, finally reaching the level of my panties.

“I’m really enjoying the movie,” she whispered. “What about you?”

“I’m enjoying myself too,” I responded breathlessly.

There was a part of the movie that was quite suspenseful, and she took that opportunity to press against the front of my panties, causing even more tension than created by the movie.

“You are just wicked,” I whispered to her.

“Do you want me to stop?” she asked, moving her hand away.

“No!!!” I responded, opening my legs just slightly more as she resumed her teasing.

I considered if I should start an attack of my own but I was getting so much enjoyment out of what she was doing, I thought it would just be an unnecessary distraction. I continued to snuggle up next to her, pressing my body against hers, enjoying the movie as well as the activity under her jacket. The tape was holding me tightly but I had mixed feelings about it being there. I would love to be able to feel her taking my rod in her hand, but I wasn’t sure if this would even be happening if the tape wasn’t there. She turned her head and I kissed her tenderly, pushing away the crude thoughts of the boy Reese and just enjoying the sensual interlude as Reese the girl.

“This is a really good movie,” I whispered. “I’m enjoying it a lot.”

“I’m enjoying myself too,” she responded, giving me a firm press between my legs to emphasize the point.

By the end of the movie, my body was tingling with the tension that had slowly built up during the past hour and a half. As the credits rolled across the screen, she finally retracted her hand to let me cool down for a bit so I could stand without falling over.

“I like romantic movies like this,” I said. “We should do this more often.”

“Do you play pool?” she asked.

“Only a little,” I responded, knowing that it had been several years since I’ve even picked up a cue.

“Maybe we can take an evening and shoot some pool; perhaps make a little wager.”

“Are you trying to hustle me again?”

“What?!? You mean me?” she said with a full measure of fake outrage.

“You have a pool table in the basement of your house!”

“Oh, that old thing. I forgot it was even there.”

“Hah. Well, just to let you know, when I played regularly, I was really good,” I lied.

She gave me a quick kiss. “You’re on! I’ll start thinking about what I want to wager.”

“Same here. No getting off easy this time,” I said, even though I knew I would get slaughtered.

—————

We headed off and stopped at a nearby shopping center to do a little walking around. As we walked hand-in-hand, we spotted a coffee place.

“How about some hot chocolate?” she asked.

“Sounds great!” I replied enthusiastically.

We ordered our beverages and we got a brownie to share.

“There can never be enough chocolate,” I announced.

“You are such a girl.”

We found a table in the corner and sat to wait for our order. I slipped off my shoe and ran my foot up and down her calf.

“You are just a little devil,” she said, laughing.

“I’m sorry. You are just irresistible. I’ll try to stop, but I’m not promising anything.”

Before she could respond, they called our order so I slipped my shoe back on and went to collect our goodies.

We spent some time talking about the movie, plus other ones we would like to see. It was so much fun to spend time with her, our time together went fast.

We continued to look through the mall, but it was Sunday and a lot of the stores were closing up early. We decided to head back to Cindy’s place because she said she wanted my help in baking some cookies.

“We need to get our skills up to parr with the holiday season coming up. We’ll need a lot of cookies in the shapes of reindeer, Christmas trees and Santa Claus.

“You’re going to make me fat,” I groaned.

“That won’t happen. We’re going to be starting on an exercise program. I want to see you in that leotard we found in your sister’s stuff.”

I hugged her tightly. “I love you,” I blurted out, then covered my mouth with my hands in embarrassment.

She was shocked for a few seconds, then gave me a big smile.

“I love you too, honey.”

—————

When we got back to her place, we both put on our aprons as she got her tablet and started looking for cookie recipes. As she searched, I organized the flour, butter, eggs, sugar and some colors and flavorings. I located some baking sheets and a mixing bowl and was ready when she found a suitable recipe.

“What about this one?” she asked, showing me one with a rather simple set of instructions.

I told her it looked great and went to pre-heat the oven as she mixed the ingredients in the bowl. We rolled the dough out and just used a small glass to form the round cookies.

“I’ll make some colored sugar,” I said, using a bit of food color in two small bowls of sugar; one red and one green. She sprinkled the circles of dough with the sugar as I used a cooking spray on two baking sheets. We ended up with twenty-four cookies.

“The next time we’re out, we need to get some cookie cutters,” she said. “These are pretty plain.”

“But with all that butter and sugar, they’re going to taste great!”

The oven was ready so we put the trays inside and set a timer.

“I wonder what we could do while we wait?” I asked.

She smiled and waltzed over to me, putting her finger on my chin and giving me a sweet kiss.

“How’s that for a way to pass some time?” she quizzed.

In lieu of an answer, I closed my eyes and she gave me another kiss that featured a bit of tongue.

“I knew I was going to like baking with you,” I said with a smirk.

“I’m just trying to keep you out of trouble while we wait for the cookies to finish.”

“Cindy. I want to let you know that I really like you a lot.”

“Even when I spend a whole movie teasing you?”

“Especially then.”

After a couple more kisses, the timer started to chime and we needed to check our cookies.

“They should be golden brown,” she announced.

We pulled them out and put them on the range and they looked like they were done, much to my disappointment. I was hoping they would need to go back in and we could do more kissing.

We pulled the cookies off the baking trays and onto a wire rack to cool.

“Oh my. We have some more time to wait until the cookies cool,” she said with a smirk.

I crossed to her, placed my arms around her neck and we kissed while the cookies cooled.

—————

When they were ready, we decided that cookies and milk would be a good combination to test the flavor of our confection.

“These are good!” I raved.

“They are. Thanks for your help and for keeping me from getting bored while we waited.”

“I enjoyed that as much as the tasty cookies.”

After our dessert, we headed for the TV room to see what we could find to watch.

“Would you be up for streaming some TV sit-coms?” she asked.

“Sounds great. Just no reality stuff. Reality has been pretty lousy for me lately.”

“I understand, honey,” she said after she grabbed the remote and sat beside me. “Tomorrow we’ll try to get everything on track again.”

I got to thinking about that. I was enjoying how things were going for me so far. Once I got my ID and could get a replacement ATM card, I’d have some money for a couple of months. I would need to deal with the bank and the insurance company about the loan on the car. After that, maybe I could get another car, but since I’m unemployed, there might be a little bit of trouble qualifying for a loan.

Cindy searched around and found us a comedy show we could binge watch. I pressed up next to her and started lightly stroking her breast.

“You are quite a distraction to my watching television,” she warned.

“It’s streaming. You could just hit pause.”

I stroked the side of her face, turned her toward me and dropped a kiss on her lips. The show stopped playing- she must have pushed the pause button.

—————

We kissed and felt one another up for a while until we were both short of breath. I pressed my forehead against hers and looked deeply into her eyes.

“I think I’m falling for you, Cindy. I hope that’s all right.”

She was quiet for a little bit, then looked away. She sniffed and I think she was crying.

“What’s the matter, sweetie?” I asked, worried.

She turned to look at me, her eyes glassy with tears. “I think I’m going to lose my girlfriend tomorrow, aren’t I?”

I was quiet for a bit, trying to wrestle around in my mind what this meant. Did she really want me as her girlfriend rather than a boyfriend? How was I going to navigate that? I was so fixated on getting my life back together, meaning my life as a boy, that I didn’t recognize she had a totally different idea what an ideal future would be; with me as Reese the girl.

I could sense the tension my delay in answering was causing.

“You don’t want to be my girlfriend any more, do you?” she asked with a sniff.

“Don’t ever say that, Cindy. Of course I want to be your girlfriend. I LOVE being your girlfriend.”

“But you need to deal with your car, the insurance company, the bank, and all that stuff.”

“I have a set of clothes, my hat and gloves. I’ll just pretend to be a boy for a little while when I talk to the cops and deal with my car. I think I can do almost everything else on the phone and the Internet.”

“Could we do that? Would you be willing to do that for me?” she inquired, her mood brightening as I considered what I had just signed up for.

“Of course, honey. What kind of girlfriend do you think I am?”

“Oh Reese, sweetie. You are the best kind of girlfriend,” she said, then giving me a monster hug.

“So, no more crying and talking about me going away. Got that?”

“I love you, Reese honey.”

“I love you too, Cindy. Don’t ever forget that.”
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After I assured her again that I was not going to run off on her, she un-paused the TV and we watched several episodes of the silly comedy. I was having a great time watching the actresses on the show and how they talked and related to each other. Since it looked like I was stuck this way for a while, I needed to study how to be a girl with a bit more intensity.

While we watched, I spent some time caressing her soft arm, her neck, her ears, and stroking my fingers through her hair. She kicked off her shoe and spent some time rubbing her foot against my leg while her finger traced up and down my thigh.

Her phone chimed and she answered it while pausing the program.

“Hi, Mrs. Robertson,” she said, looking at me and whispering the call was from my parents.

“Oh, everything at the house is fine. The weather has been cold, but at least it stopped snowing.”

“Reese… He’s fine. He’s here now if you would like to talk to him.”

“Sure. Hope you are having a great vacation. Here he is,” she finished up, handing me the phone.

“Hi, mom,” I said, then I cleared my throat when I remembered I had to use my male voice.

“Hello, Reese honey. Is everything okay? Did you find everything at the house you needed?”

I didn’t want to tell the folks about staying here, so I would need to lie.

“Everything is working out great. Cindy took me to Kohl’s and got me some clothes.”

“We’re going to go to the bank tomorrow and will send you some money.”

“Don’t do that. I’ll probably have my ID tomorrow and I’ll go to the bank and draw out some money. Don’t worry about that.”

“Your dad and I are concerned. At least you didn’t get hurt. I’m glad you are able to spend some time with Cindy. This is the first holiday since her parents’ accident. Holidays are hard.”

I told mother about my helping her with the salon, our Thanksgiving meal, bowling and baking cookies.

“That’s wonderful Reese. She is such a nice girl.”

We talked for a while, then she put dad on and he caught me up about Hawaii. While I talked, Cindy caressed my arms with her finger and ran her foot up and down my calf. I glared at her and she smiled and blew me a kiss.

I finally finished talking, disconnected and passed the phone back to her.

“My mother told me what a nice girl you are. I didn’t mention how wicked you could be.”

She leaned over and gave me a mind-numbing kiss.

“I love my wicked girlfriend,” I said when the kiss finally broke.

“I love my beautiful girlfriend. I’ll try to come up with more ways to be wicked to you. Hey, what about shooting some pool.”

—————

The game of pool went about like I thought it would. We played eight-ball and I lost all three games, by several balls. She is a very competent player and was able to make some nice combination shots, where I kept scratching the cue-ball. She was gracious about her slaughtering me, but wouldn’t let me see what she had won. I wrote that I wanted to spend some make-out time with her in the guest bedroom, knowing that I would probably get slaughtered anyway. She gave me a rather wicked smile when she looked at what I had written.

We decided that we would have some sandwiches made from the leftover turkey with some chips and a salad. It made for a quick meal and a simple cleanup, after which we went back down the basement.

“I’ll get out my game console and balance board. We can try some video games,” she said.

“Just for fun. No betting!”

“You’re no fun. Okay, just for fun, but I’m not going to promise to play fair.”

We did some surfing games, skiing, and a very fun game of cheerleading.

“You have some pretty good moves. We need to get you a cheerleading outfit,” she teased.

“Uh-huh…” I muttered, knowing that Casey had hers packed down in the parents’ garage.

“Hey, wasn’t Casey on the cheer squad?!? We need to ask her if she still has her stuff,” she said with a wink. I’m so screwed.

It was starting to get late and she said we had to be up early because it was probably going to be a pretty big day. She led me to the guest room saying she would help me get ready for bed.

She took me to the guest bath and asked me if I would be okay taking off my makeup and taking care of my forms.

“Sure,” I responded as she went to her room, I’m assuming to change.

She returned a short time later while I was still dealing with my forms. She wore a beautiful red satin nightgown and her hair was spilling down over her shoulders. She helped me put on Casey’s gown, then I found myself on my back in the center of the guest bed.

“Do you want to know what I won at pool?” she teased, showing me the slip of paper saying that I would serve her pleasure. “Since you said you wanted to be horizontal in the guest room, I’ll give you some of what you wanted as well. Win-win for you.”

She straddled me and lowered her lips to mine, giving me a fantastic kiss. I was enchanted as my hands passed over the beautiful red gown. She humped against me for a while as we kissed, then drew up into a sitting position.

“I’m so careless. I think I might have forgotten to put on my panties,” she said. “Would you check for me?”

“Sure. My pleasure.”

She slowly moved her pussy up my body until I could feel the heat and moistness on my face. She moved her gown over my head and gave me unobstructed access to her beautiful center while she pinned my arms beneath her legs. I teased her clit with the end of my tongue as she positioned herself over my mouth, increasing her level of pleasure. Her breathing quickened, first just little ragged breaths, then deeper, then moans and finally shrieks as I drove my tongue deeper and deeper into her. She was wet as a river as I continued to serve her pleasure; paying back my debt. She finally lifted herself from me, shifted to lay beside me and I took her into my arms.

“I can definitely state that you forgot your panties,” I announced.

“Sometimes a little forgetfulness is not that bad.”

“I agree completely.”

We hugged for a little bit, then she said, “I think I should take a shower. My girlfriend got me a little bit damp and sweaty.”

“I think I may need to freshen up as well.”

“After we take our showers, could you come into my room and dry and brush my hair?” she asked, sweetly.

“I’d love to.”

With that, she headed to her room.

—————

I took off my gown and crawled into the shower. I checked my tape and it was getting a little loose and I thought about taking it off. If I did, however, I’d have a hard time not jacking myself off. I thought it would be better to leave it where it was and see where this might go. I was enjoying the chastity aspect of this game we were playing, and I assume that she will service my very substantial need when she felt the time was right. I’m pretty sure that her keeping me on edge was the reason she took my tape away and kept asking if everything was still secure. I was getting critically horny, but I’m sure she had to know that and it was all part of the game.

I tried to take a relaxing shower, but for some reason I was a bit tense. I gave everything a close shave. I knew tomorrow I would be wearing my male clothes to go down to see the State Patrol and to check on my car, but I didn’t have any tighty-whities. I assumed I would be under-dressing in my panties, and maybe wear a camisole under my sweatshirt because I didn’t have a white tee-shirt. I definitely will feel like a girl pretending to be a boy. I also needed to go to the bank to get a new ATM card and the unemployment office to sign up for benefits. Sometime I needed to get a new phone because I figure the one in the center console of the car is now junk.

I finally emerged from the shower, dried off and gave myself a look in the mirror. Not bad, considering everything that I had gone through recently. The fullness of my hair was so cool as I blew it dry and gave it a bit of combing. With the extensions, it was not good to brush it so a special comb was needed. I put a clean pair of pink panties over my red tape, put on my nightgown, and sprayed myself with perfume. After I did that, I wondered if the fragrance would be gone by tomorrow; I hoped so. I put on a pink lip-balm and crossed the hallway to Cindy’s room.

I gave a knock and she told me to come in.

“Hi, beautiful. You smell nice,” she said, giving me a bright smile from her place seated in front of the dresser mirror.

“So do you,” I told her as I hugged her tightly, giving her a kiss on the cheek.

“So, is the tape hanging in there?” she asked.

“Ah, I think so. It might be getting a little loose.”

“Can I see?”

I guess it was good that I didn’t remove it to do anything to myself.

“Okay,” I said, sitting on the bed and lifting up my gown as she turned to face me.

I turned as red as the tape as I lowered my panties and showed her where the tape was starting to pull away.

She bit her lip and asked, “Can we leave it on until tomorrow? I want to stop and get you another color. Maybe we can do the camouflage color this time.”

“Yuck…” I said, sticking out my tongue in disgust.

“Okay, maybe I’ll see if I can find the nude. You’re going to be my girlfriend pretending to be a boy tomorrow, right?”

“As long as you promise me that I can be your girlfriend the minute we get done,” I bargained as I pulled my panties back up and pulled my nightgown back in place.

“I promise.”

I stood and she handed me her hairdryer and a heavy wooden brush and I started drying and brushing her beautiful blonde hair.


Chapter 16

Monday, November 30th.

The alarm on her phone started to ring. I stared at it bleary-eyed; Eight O’clock. Bah. Cindy was spooned up behind me and she started kissing my neck.

“Rise and shine, sleepy head,” she said, far too chipper for this time of the morning.

“Wake me when it’s light outside,” I groaned.

“I’ve been wondering. Are you ticklish?”

“NO, stop it,” I yelled as she dug her fingers into my sides. My laughing was coming in gales.

“Are you going to get up before you make a wet spot on your side of the bed?”

“I’m up… I’m up,” I said, hurrying into the bathroom. Damn crazy woman.

I visited the bathroom, then went to the guest room to change into my boy clothes. I pulled on my nude cami, then put on the jeans, socks and shoes. Last thing was to slip into the sweatshirt. I looked in the mirror and groaned. There was a boy staring back at me where I was used to seeing a girl. I pulled my hair back into a low ponytail and held it in place with a black hair-tie. My hair was long and full, but it didn’t look too girly so I figured I’d be able to get by with it. The one thing that I had to do was to deal with the nails. I’m sure I would need to sign my name sometime today and it would look pretty funny with the long pink nails. I took some acetone and removed the polish and soaked off the tips, then buffed them with an emery block. They didn’t look too bad if you didn’t look close.

I went into the hallway and could hear Cindy in the kitchen humming to herself. I was a little concerned with how she would relate to me dressed as a guy, but I’d take it slow and see if I could pick up any hints as to what our relationship was going to be. As I walked into the kitchen, she gave me a big smile.

“There’s Reese, my girlfriend that is pretending to be a boy.”

“Good morning.”

“Do the clothes fit okay?”

“The pants are scratchy and the sweat-shirt smells like chemicals.”

“No perfume for you today, sorry.”

“I know.”

“I got a call from Lana a bit ago and she said the State Patrol figured they would have your car out by noon. They’ll be taking it to Adam’s Towing that is only about a mile west of where you went into the pond. She gave me the address and phone number.”

“Well, by then we’ll know if I can salvage anything. I doubt it.”

“She also said your insurance company contacted the patrol and they will try to have someone there to do an appraisal.”

“I still owe money on the car, so I figure if I get anything, it won’t be much after the bank gets done with me.”

“We’ll get it figured out. So, how about some eggs and bacon then we can head to the sporting goods store, then into the countryside.”

“Do you need help with breakfast?” I asked.

“No. I’ve got it.”

—————

We ate our breakfast and our discussions were mostly all business, figuring out all the things we needed to do today.

After we finished up breakfast and I finally got her to let me help clean up, it was about time for the mall to open. I noticed she was a bit more distant with me like this, like she was trying to figure out how to relate to me in boy mode. I suspect there was some history with her being somewhat distant with men and I’d try to come up with a way to get her to talk about it. It would probably be the girl Reese that would be able to have that discussion.

We got to the sporting goods store just after it opened, then headed for the display with the K-tape. We looked through all the options and decided nude would be the most practical and she had me buy one roll since that was about all I had money for. We looked around for a bit but we didn’t find anything else we needed, so we headed south toward the towing company in Paw Paw.

As we got closer, she could tell I was getting nervous.

“Reese, I know you’re anxious, but we’ll get through this. After we get the car thing done, we’ll head back and go to the bank and to the unemployment office to get you signed up. That’s about all there is, isn’t it?

“I think so. We’ll see what the cops and the insurance guy says.”

—————

As we pulled into the towing company lot just before noon, I saw what was left of my car parked on a gravel area. There was a state patrolman and another guy in a sport coat, shirt and tie looking at the ugly mess.

I walked up and introduced myself to them.

“Hello, I’m Reese Robertson and this is my girlfriend Cindy Armstrong from Rockford.”

“Good to meet you, Mister Robertson, and you too Miss Armstrong. I’m officer Weeks and this is Daniel Ackerman from your insurance company.”

“I’m sorry this happened to you, Mister Robertson,” Daniel said while extending his hand for a handshake.

“I’ve written down some preliminary information for you that you’ll need for the accident report, and I’ve found these items in the car,” the officer said, handing me my backpack with what remained of my laptop, and a plastic bag with my keys, wallet and cell phone.

“I did look inside your wallet to get your driver’s license number for my and Daniel’s report. Could I have you check it to make sure everything is there?”

I found my DL, my ATM card, along with some other paper stuff that was pretty much wrecked. I also found my money in very soggy bills. The backpack was a much bigger problem. The laptop had water running out of it and I doubt it would ever work again. The other contents of the backpack didn’t fare much better.

I looked at the insurance guy and asked where we went from here.

“I’ll submit a report, but there’s no doubt that the car is a total loss. Here is my card. There is a lot of stuff inside the car. Were you moving or something?”

“Yes, I was moving from my apartment in Springfield to a place in Rockford.” I didn’t want to tell him I was moving in with my parents as that would sound really lame.

“I checked your policy and it looks like the bank has first claim on the proceeds. They will receive a check for the appraised cost of the vehicle, and they will send you the remainder after they pay off your car loan.”

“How long will that take?”

“Probably two or three weeks. With this being the holiday season, everything takes longer.”

“I see.”

“The contents of the car are a bit more of a problem. Your policy doesn’t cover the contents, just the car itself. Do you have homeowner’s or renter’s insurance that might cover your personal items?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“I’m really sorry.”

This was going to be a complete bite. Everything I owned was in the car. Now it’s gone and I find out it is all uninsured. Cindy moved beside me and took my hand, sensing that I was feeling really lousy right now.

“So, what do I need to do with the car?” I asked, feeling even more depressed.

“Are there any important papers or anything still in the car?” officer Weeks asked.

“Just the stuff in the backpack here,” I said, pointing at the soggy mess on the ground in front of me. “My passport, birth certificate and that kind of stuff is in there.”

“Anything in the trunk that might have survived?”

“Let me look,” I said, pulling one of the bags from the trunk and putting it on the ground. I opened the zipper and everything inside the thing was wet and smelled terrible. I went looking for my shoes and belts, but they were all black with mold. I opened the other bag and it was the same story. I zipped them up and threw them back in the trunk. I looked in the back seat and I found some kitchen items that might be salvaged. All of the electronics and the food I had was ruined. Cindy had a plastic trash bag in the trunk of her car and we put the backpack and the few kitchen items that survived in that.

“There’s nothing else here,” I announced.

“I’m sure Adam will throw the rest in the dumpster for you. He’ll also take the car to the salvage yard. The recovery and towing will be paid for by insurance,” Daniel remarked.

“Is there anything else we need to do?” I asked, anxious to get away from this grim sight.

“I have everything I need,” officer Weeks said. “You Daniel?”

“I’m good. And again, Mister Robertson, I’m sorry this happened to you.”

After I said good bye to the two gentlemen, I looked over at Cindy while trying to hold back my tears.

“I’ll take you home,” she said, leading me toward her car.


Chapter 17

I was quiet for a bit as she started north toward Rockford. I finally said, “Can you believe that? Not a penny of my stuff in the car was covered.”

“I don’t know what to say, Reese. I’ll help however I can.”

“At least I have my DL and ATM card. When we get somewhere, can we try the bank card and see if it will work? If it does, maybe we can skip going to the bank.”

“Sure. Then we should go to the unemployment office and get that process started.”

In one of the few things that have worked out for me recently, the ATM card worked fine. The balance was what I remembered, so apparently none of my severance money has been deposited yet. I needed to get my cell phone replaced so I could get into the banking app. Given my bank balance and the cost of a new phone, it may be a while.

Cindy pulled into the parking lot of the unemployment office and we went in together. I received a number and found a seat. We talked quietly and held hands. I was glad she was here with me as it made the wait go faster.

We talked more about what she planned to do with the salon, and mentioned she might be able to use my help.

“You could sweep, wash towels, help make appointments; that type of thing. It would be fun and we could work together. Maybe you could go to beauty school and get your license.”

“You can’t be serious,” I said, astonished at what she was suggesting.

“Don’t you want to work with me?” she said with a pout.

“Let me think about it,” I responded as my number came up.

—————

It was a pretty quick meeting with the unemployment staffer. Showing my ID and giving the name of my previous employer. At least for his part, Mitch had provided the information that they needed so it was a matter of a signature and being presented with a packet of information.

“I’ll point out that Ferimetal did supply some money for retraining as part of your severance package,” Shelia, the unemployment clerk, told me. “There is information about that inside your packet.”

I took a look at the training opportunities and saw computer technology included. I smiled inwardly as right at the top of the list was beauty school.

—————

As we left the unemployment office, we thought about the fact we had skipped lunch.

“Let’s grab something to eat, then decide what we want to do,” she suggested.

We went in to a local sub shop and had a sandwich and chips with a brownie for dessert. Since I now had a little money, she let me pay for lunch. I caught her up from what I learned from the unemployment people.

“How cool! You can get your beauty license and your ex-employer will pay for it!”

“I was thinking about one of the computer courses.”

“Oh…”

I told her about needing to submit resumes and to check in via the website every week.

“Will it be okay to use your computer for that? Mine is pretty much junk.”

“I’ve got one I was going to set up on the desk in the salon. My dad had it for his tax work and I planned to use it for appointments and printing invoices. You can use that. Hey, maybe you can get some programs set up on it for me.”

“I could do that,” I said, thinking about how much I owed her for all of her support during this whole ordeal.

She gave me an idea of the types of salon applications that she needed, and she said she had a list of recommendations that came from her beauty school. That sounded like something cool to work on while I waited for responses from résumés.

Our next stop after our late lunch was the cell-phone store. I thought maybe I could get a used phone so I could get logged into some of the sites that required two-factor verification. My bank and the insurance company required me to respond to a text sent to my phone. Until I had a phone, that was a no-go.

The guy at the phone store was helpful, but he really didn’t have anything that I could afford, so I thanked him and told him I would be back when I had some more money. I assume that I’d have to wait until I got insurance money or a severance check.

After we left the store and got back in the car, Cindy said, “You know, Reese, I have an old phone without a SIM card that might work for you. The only problem is the case is bright purple. It works okay. The screen has some discoloration and the battery runs down kind of fast.”

“That might work for a while. I can tear apart my old phone and try the SIM from that one. I can dry it off and see if it will work.”

“Is your data backed up in the cloud?”

“Yes, as of last week.”

“That might be a work-around until you can afford a phone of your own.”

“You keep saving my life, Cindy. You are like my guardian angel or something.”

“Something like that.”

—————

After the cell-phone store, it was getting toward five PM so we headed back to her place. In a way, I was actually wanting to wash up and change clothes after digging around in the back of my grubby car. I could still smell the stench of my clothes that were in the trunk. Yuck.

Getting changed would probably mean going back into Casey’s stuff since I still didn’t have any other boy clothes. Something about that appealed to me.

As we walked in the door and she silenced the alarm, she asked me if I would like a cup of tea.

“That sounds great. Then, I would kind of like to take a shower and get cleaned up.”

“Okay. I’ll give you a robe to wear. Can I hit you up for a bit of a favor?” she asked, biting her lip.

“Of course.”

“Could you leave the tape on for a bit. I’d like to see how you take it off. I know that seems kind of silly…”

I was a little stunned at this request as I really wanted to get the tape removed and get myself off in the shower. Now that didn’t seem like an option.

“Sure, Cindy, no problem.”

“You get out of those nasty boy clothes and I’ll throw them in the washer. You can wear this…” she said, handing me a plain white robe, “then we’ll find you something cute to wear.”

She helped me undress and put on the robe over my camisole and panties, then I headed toward the shower as she took my clothes away to put into the washer.

The shower felt good and I shaved everything close, even though there hadn’t been much growth, and washed and conditioned my hair with her fragrant hair products. I felt so much better, but was somewhat curious as to how the rest of the evening was going to go. I assumed I would be changing my tape, but I was getting critically horny and was hoping I could get some relief.

“I left some things on the vanity for you,” Cindy called to me. I’m glad I hadn’t locked the door.

“Thank you. Be out in a minute.”

I dried and pulled back my hair in a high ponytail, put on a little makeup, some lipstick, and the beautiful purple bra and panty set she left for me. I spent some time to carefully attach the forms to give me some shape. I looked in the mirror and was so much happier to see the girl Reese than I was when I looked in the mirror earlier.

When I walked into the guest room, Cindy was sitting on the bed and I had to stop for a minute to catch my breath. She wore a beautiful wine-colored chamois skirt with a black see-through blouse over a black cami. Her hair was loose with a little curl and the makeup she wore was stunning. I crossed to her, took her hands and raised her from the bed and hugged her tightly. The fragrance of her perfume was enchanting.

“You look absolutely beautiful, Cindy.”

“You’re looking better yourself, but before we get you glammed up, I’d like to take care of something. I think you’ll be pleased.”

“You said you wanted to help me with my tape,” I said, still not quite sure where this was going.

“Let’s start by taking it off,” she said as she reached to the floor and picked up a zippered bag, opened it and pulled out some alcohol swabs.

I sat on the edge of the bed, pulled back my robe and took off the panties, exposing what remained of the red tape. Even though it had been on several days, it was still stuck tight and it was a little bit of a hassle to get loose. I carefully loosened everything and we put what remained of the tape in a nearby waste can.

“Are you going to need to do any shaving?” she asked.

“It might be a good idea,” I responded after feeling the area and noticing some stubble.

“Come with me. I’ll help,” she said, leading me by the hand to the bathroom. She took out a can of shaving foam, replaced the blade in the razor and looked at me closely.

“Do you trust me?” she asked.

“Of course I do.” I said, emphatically.

“Then let me help,” she said, putting some warm water in the lavatory and having me hold back the robe. She smoothed the area with the fragrant shaving foam and started to carefully shave me, and I mean everything. By the time she was finished, I was smooth everywhere, but my cock was as hard as steel.

“It looks like I got my pretty little girlfriend all excited. Your big clitty is all swollen,” she teased, lightly stroking the length of it. “Come with me and we’ll see if we can do something about that.”

I was in disbelief with what was happening and I was getting light-headed thinking about where this could go. I blame the dizziness on all the blood running out of my head and into my swollen pecker.

She took me by the hand and led me to the bed, then pushed me on my back in the middle of it.

“Do you still trust me?” she asked.

“Yes…”

“I’m going to do some things to your big clitty that is going to feel really good, but I need to be in control. Will you let me do that?”

“Okay.”

“Give me your hands.”

I put my hands in front of me and she pulled a scarf out of the zippered bag, lashed them together, then tied them to the headboard.

“That’s not too tight, is it?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I responded. Actually, they weren’t tied very tightly and I could probably get free, but the symbolism was nice and I think that’s what she was going for.

“Now, let me play,” she said, straddling my head facing downward. She held up her skirt and delivered her beautiful pussy to my face. She wore thigh-high stockings and had on a thong panty and I started kissing her beautiful region. She then dropped her skirt over me, enveloping me in darkness. I concentrated on trying to push the thong to the side so I could tongue her sweet center. My breath caught when I felt her trace her fingers up and down my engorged cock. Her touch was light and teasing, but it felt wonderful.

“You’re not getting distracted there, are you?” she whispered. I went back to the business of trying to thrust my tongue into her pussy as she drove herself down onto my mouth to spur me along.

I kept up the task of tonguing her as she started to rub my cock with more vigor. I heard a click, then the feel of lubricant being added to my stem, a few long strokes, lubricant again, then the click as the container closed.

“You have to promise me that you aren’t going to do anything messy until I tell you. I don’t want to get my nice clothes all sticky.”

I mumbled my assent the best I could with her covering my mouth.

“I mean it. If you can’t control yourself, I’ll have to stop,” she said, halting her stroking.

I whimpered not wanting her to stop.

“Okay, then. You promised,” she said as she renewed her slow stroking. Oh my god that felt good after all this time being stuck in the tape.

I felt myself start to get close, but she slowed and lightened the grip while at the same time pushing her pussy down into my mouth, demanding more attention from my tongue. This pattern continued until I started to tingle and didn’t know how much time I had left before I exploded. She must have sensed my condition as she stopped stroking, rose, removed her panties, then put her naked pussy over my mouth. I tongued her with abandon until I felt a river of her juices flow over my face as I treated her to a series of orgasms.

During this time, I had become a little less critical and she started her slow stroking again, then I felt her lean forward and take me into her mouth as she used one hand to grip my sack and the other to tightly circle the base of my cock. She gave long, slow strokes with her mouth as she kneaded my tight balls from one side to the other. The sensation was amazing and I started to quiver with excitement, trying to hold back my explosion.

She slowed what she was doing and I felt her rise, uncovering my head that required some time for my eyes to adjust. She put a pillow on the bed and sat on it with her legs over my torso, one leg on each side of my raging member.

“Are you able to control yourself? I’m still having fun,” she whispered.

“Uh-huh,” I responded, though my body was on the edge and pleading to come.

Her stroking continued after the application of a bit more lubricant. Several fast strokes, then several achingly slow, then fast again. She used a variety of grips and tempos, sensing my level of excitement. As I began to pant and moan, she would slow. If I would try to buck to have her go faster, she would remove her hand and tell me she was in control. Finally, when I was nothing more than a whimpering mess, she covered me with a condom. She stroked me hard and fast until I thought I was going to pass out, then she said “Come for me, Reese.”

And come I did, filling the rubber with my spunk until I was completely drained.

“Does my pretty Reese feel a little more relaxed now?” she asked.

“Oh yes. I have the most thoughtful girlfriend in the world.”

“I’m afraid you might need another shower. I’ve got an idea. Let’s take one together,” she said, untying my hands.


Chapter 18

Tuesday, December 1

Last night after our shower, applying my tape and a little cuddling, we headed to bed early. I slept with Cindy but was so wiped out with everything that happened, both the extremely bad and the extremely good, I fell asleep almost instantly.

I awoke spooned up next to her, one of my hands holding a soft breast. I was tightly restrained with the nude K-tape, but even without the help, there would be no swelling. I was totally flagged after our session last evening.

I liked the little power-play we were doing with her being in control, yet wanting to see to my desires. I hoped I could get some information about what kind of previous sexual experience she had since she was a very skilled lover.

I was also intrigued with her asking if I trusted her. I had known her for quite a while, but we never had what you would call a relationship. As I thought about it, I actually did trust her, and she has never done anything to abuse that trust. For the past few days, she has always been there for me, maybe pushing my limits, but never making me feel threatened.

Our time together has been a whirlwind of emotion for me, with disturbing lows and incredible highs. Many of the highs have been a credit to Cindy and I am falling for her hard. Being her girlfriend has been an incredible experience for me, even though I didn’t know how far I would be able to take it. My body and features have always been slightly feminine, and once dressed in Casey’s clothes with makeup, hair and the forms, I actually looked quite presentable. I sensed some questioning glances from time to time, but I could generally disarm them with a smile and by doing something incredibly girly. She continually helped me with my voice, my movements and my speech patterns so my presentation as a woman was quite automatic. I feared what embarrassing situations I might get into when I tried to be a boy again.

Cindy began to stir and I hugged her tightly.

“Good morning my gorgeous girlfriend,” I whispered in her ear.

“How did you sleep, honey? A little less stress since you got the car thing settled.”

“Oh, yes. Much less tense this morning, thank you,” I said, kissing her neck.

“I’m glad I could help out.”

“I’m going to get cleaned up and brush my teeth, then I want to spend a little time kissing you,” I teased.

“Oh no you don’t. We need to get your cell phone working and go through the software we need for the salon computer. Then we need to look through the information on your severance package.”

“I guess…”

“We need to find out when the next class at the beauty school starts.”

“You’re impossible.”

“No I’m not. I’m cute,” she challenged.

“Yes, you definitely are cute. That’s for sure.”

We both headed to our respective bathrooms to get ready for the day. I put on a fresh bra and panty set and noticed I was about out of clean ones. It looks like I needed to learn how to use the washer.

I combed my hair, left it down and added a bit of curl. I put on some day makeup and amped up the look with a little more contouring and longer lashes. I adjusted my forms in the bra and stuck them to my skin. It was such a different sensation compared with the enhancers as the shape was so much more full and natural. I looked myself over in the mirror and was really pleased with how I looked. Next I needed to select something to wear.

I walked into the guest bedroom and there was a very cute sweater-dress on the bed. Apparently the challenge of clothing selection was taken care of for me. I put on some sheer black hose over a slip, then slipped the red and black dress over my body. It was a very soft knitted material and felt great as I smoothed it over my hips. It was a bit short and showed a lot of leg. I’m sure Cindy will love it. I put on some black flats, spritzed myself with perfume and headed off to find my girlfriend.

When I went into the hallway, she was in her bedroom talking on the phone so I thought I’d give her a bit of privacy. I went downstairs to the kitchen to start some coffee for breakfast.

When the coffee was ready, I poured myself a cup and sat at the dinette table. I pulled out the information I had received from the unemployment office and looked over what I needed to do. I would start getting a direct deposit the week of January 1st, with the next deposit being on the 15th. I needed to pursue work and register with the job bank. If I started receiving training through the severance program, I would not need to look for another job.

After reviewing that information, I filled out the accident report form and put it in the envelope that officer Weeks had given me. I need to ask Cindy if she had a stamp so I could put it in the mail.

About a half hour had passed and I heard Cindy enter the kitchen and help herself to the coffee.

“Thanks for making coffee,” she said with a smile.

“Thank you for letting me stay here. I got your old cell-phone working with my SIM card. I love the pretty case.”

“Well, you have been busy and I’ve been busy myself,” she said, pulling out a sheet of paper with several notes written in her fine hand.

“I called the beauty school that I attended and they have a class starting right after the first of the year. I had them pencil your name in as a potential student since the class was about full.”

“Ah, Cindy. Will something like that be okay? I mean…”

“They have girl students, boy students, gay, straight, but when I mentioned you were transgender, the instructor was very excited. There are a lot of opportunities for transgender beauty consultants.”

“Wow…”

“That’s why I think this would be a perfect situation for you. When you are not in class, you can help in my shop.”

“Could I really do that? I mean, how long does it take?”

“It depends on how many hours of classes you take a week. Normally it will be a little more than a year before you graduate, take your exam and get your license.”

“When are the classes?”

“You can usually take three or four days per week, and some schools offer courses in the evening. The class that is opening up in January is three times a week during the day.”

“What would I do on the other days?”

“Work with me, silly. Cleaning up, washing hair, handling accounts, ordering supplies. Anything that needs doing to keep me productive.”

“Okay. That sounds good. Are you a really nice boss?”

“The best. I’m sure you will have no complaints,” she said, stroking my cheek and giving me a sweet kiss.

“I’m going to really like my boss. I can tell that already.”

“So, let’s have some breakfast and go check out the school.”

I smiled to myself. It looks like I’m going to be attending beauty school.

—————

After meeting with Clare, the senior instructor, this actually looked like it was going to happen. She had no problem with my being a man presenting as a woman. There were no awkward questions like if I planned to transition or not. I didn’t realize until I asked Cindy later that it is actually not legal in Illinois to discuss details like that during an interview.

At the end of the interview, I had a pretty good idea how long the course of study was, the types of things that I would learn, and the costs of instruction. I was fortunate with the severance package from my employer that the bulk of the fees would be paid upfront. By the time we finished talking, I was really excited about the opportunity and I would end up with a much more in-demand career than I would have as a welder. Cindy was already making plans to add another beauty chair to the salon for when I was ready.

By the time we were finished at the beauty school, it was well after noon and we were both hungry. We found a chain restaurant and the hostess guided us to a quiet booth.

“I really liked Clare,” I told Cindy.

“She is really nice and is an excellent instructor.”

“Do you really think I can do this?” I asked.

“Of course, silly. You’re perfect. If you have any questions, you can always ask me or your mother.”

Her mention of my mother caused me a moment of panic. What are my parents going to say? I know Casey will be supportive, but mom and dad will be a giant unknown.

“What’s the matter, honey? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“I was just thinking about how my parents were going to react to having a daughter rather than a son.”

“They will still have a son unless you are planning on doing something pretty radical.”

“No, nothing like that.”

“I think your mother has suspected this for a long time. She told me that when you were little, she would look in and see you dressed up when you and Casey played together.”

“I remember her finding us together, but I didn’t think it was something she was all that happy about.”

“I don’t think she will be a problem and I’m certain Casey won’t be either. You’ll have no problem with me as I was intrigued when your mother told me you dressed in Casey’s clothes.”

“But what about my dad?”

“I don’t know much about your dad,” she responded with a shrug.

“My dad is a big, strong guy, the man’s man type. He always wanted me to get involved in things with him; hunting, fishing, watching sports on the TV. I tried to get into it, but those things just didn’t interest me.”

“Maybe you can have your mom help you sell it. Anyway, you have until next month before you need to worry about anything.”

Our discussion was cut short when our food arrived. Everything looked great and I was really hungry, but I forced myself to eat slowly, cut up my food in smaller bites and use my napkin a lot. I was patterning myself on the way Cindy ate and she would whisper words of encouragement to me.

After our late lunch and sharing a dessert, we headed out the door and I saw an ATM machine.

“Is it okay if I check my balance?” I asked.

“Sure, honey.”

I put my card in the machine and entered my PIN to bring up my balance.

“It looks like my severance money has been deposited!”

“That’s great news,” she said as we exited and walked to the car.

As we buckled up, she hesitated for a bit, then asked, “Since you have some money, do you need to go somewhere and get some things?”

I thought about the message here. Did she expect me to buy guy things? Maybe I could use some men’s underwear and some more socks, but now I could wear Casey’s clothes all the time, what do I need boy clothes for?

“I’d like to talk to you about that; get your advice on what’s next,” I answered cryptically.

“Anything I can do to help,” she responded.

“The first thing you can do is show me how to run the washer. I’m about out of clean underwear.”

“I need to show you how to do laundry anyway for when you become my salon assistant. You’ll be washing a lot of towels and smocks.”


Chapter 19

Thursday, December 3

Today was my first day alone since Cindy had to work at the vet clinic. She usually worked full days on Thursday’s and Friday’s and a half day on Saturday.

We’d spent the last couple of days in the salon getting things ready for her opening next week. I was able to get the programs she needed set up on her dad’s old computer, got the printer working and set up the reception counter and a workspace where we could put the schedule book. Although we were going to duplicate the information in the computer, she felt better about having an old-school schedule book to mark appointments when we first got started. I got to thinking about what we could do for online scheduling and I was going to spend today looking at how to set something like that up.

Our time together has been magnificent. Even though I was kept tightly taped, we did a lot of kissing and hugging and just being close. I got the sense that the tape was kind of a chastity scheme to keep me on edge, anxious and willing to please her. I hope when she does let me take off the tape, she will treat me to another mind-blowing session like the last time.

It was going on six-thirty and she told me she would probably be home a little after seven. I cooked her a beef casserole and planned some vegetables and a salad. We had a little cake we could have for dessert.

I was feeling kind of domestic and I wanted to surprise Cindy with a nice meal.

Earlier today I went to my parents’ garage to look through some more of the boxes of Casey’s clothes. I found a classic pant-suit that I thought might make a nice change from jeans, skirts and dresses. Plus, I figured I would need to dress up a little bit when attending classes because they didn’t say anything about a uniform. I also found Casey’s old cheerleading outfit. It was tight but I could get into it. I thought that might be fun.

I’d spent the whole week in girls’ clothes and today I had let my hair down and gave it a little curl. I tried one of the pants suits I found earlier, this one navy-blue with a white dress blouse and some casual makeup. I borrowed some gold jewelry from Cindy which really gave me the professional woman look I was going for. I hoped that Cindy would be able to let me know how good of a job I did when she got home.

—————

I heard a car in the driveway a little after seven while I sat on the sofa surfing Cindy’s tablet.

The door opened and she called out, “Hi honey. Wow, something smells good.”

I walked toward the kitchen, my heels echoing on the floor when I got to the hard surface.

“I’ve been waiting to see you. I made you a nice dinner.”

“You are all dressed up like a model from Vogue magazine and I’m still in my scrubs.”

“I think you’re beautiful,” I said, wrapping her in a hug and giving her a welcome-home kiss. I pulled the bamboo stick out of her hair and let it fall out of the clip that held it, combing my fingers through her blonde tresses as I stared into her eyes. She closed her eyes as I leaned forward to give her another kiss.

“I’ve really missed you,” I said, truthfully.

“I missed you too, sweetie, in between dealing with cats, dogs and hamsters.”

I softly rubbed my forefinger across her lips and said, “You’ll need to tell me all about it over dinner. It will be just a minute before it’s ready.”

“Do you want me to change?”

“No, I like the professional look you project. Look at us, two powerful professional women.”

“Let me go to the bathroom quick, then I’ll be ready to eat.”

—————

She came back a couple of minutes later, still wearing her rose-colored scrubs, but she had brushed out her hair, put on a bit more makeup and lipstick, plus some amazing fragrance.

“All set,” I announced from the dining room. I had dimmed the lights on the chandelier a little but I didn’t light candles because this was what I hoped would be a regular evening meal for us.

She sat and looked over what I prepared and said how fantastic everything looks.

“I hope it tastes okay. I couldn’t find a couple of the ingredients the recipe called for.”

“I’m sure it will be fine.”

She took a bite of the casserole and her eyes brightened. “This is fantastic, Reese honey.”

“I’m glad you like it. I would often help my mother with cooking while my dad watched sports on the TV. Casey didn’t really like to cook, so mom appreciated my assistance and I learned a lot from her.”

We started on the salads, then dug into the main course and vegetables.

She did tell me all about her work at the vet clinic. Even though she was working as a receptionist, she did get a chance to interact with some of the animals, and the pet owners were generally very nice. Today someone brought in a parrot who cracked everyone up. It was a big clinic and she usually kept very busy.

After dinner and some pie for dessert, she helped me clean up and get everything put in the dishwasher.

“Would you like to go down and watch some TV?” I asked.

“Sounds like fun, as long as we can do a little kissing during the breaks.”

“I can guarantee that,” I told her, grabbing her hand and pulling her down the basement stairs.

We put on a light sit-com and sat close. I stroked the soft skin of her arms and stole quick kisses during the program breaks. I moved my attention to stroking her soft breast over the top of her colorful scrubs and she gave me a wanton look. I reached down and untied the knot on the bottoms, giving her a crooked smile.

“Oh, my. Look what I’ve done!” I teased.

“I’m going to have to start double-knotting them.”

“Don’t you dare,” I responded sharply, putting my index finger inside the elasticized waist of her scrub bottom and started sliding it across her tummy.

“I bet you have some really pretty panties on under these scrubs,” I said.

“Maybe not.”

“Oh, now you’ve done it. Now I’m going to have to find out.”

She raised up her hips from the sofa and allowed me to push the bottoms off.

“Cindy, you don’t have any panties on at all!”

“I was in a hurry to get back and enjoy the delicious dinner you made. I must have forgotten them.”

I stroked my fingers over her smooth legs and up to her belly. I dropped my hand to her center and I felt her open her legs just slightly.

“You are so naughty. What am I going to do about this?”

“I hope you won’t be too mean and make me suffer,” she cooed, stroking my cheek with her finger as I dropped my hand between her legs. Her breath caught and she opened her legs a little more, allowing me access to her sacred space. I lightly brushed across her sensitive region before moving to my knees in front of her. I moved her to the edge of the sofa and put her legs over my shoulder before dropping my lips to her wanton center.

“Oh, I’m going to make you suffer all right. I’m going to bring you so much pleasure you are going to beg me to stop.”

“Oh, no! Not that,” she said, placing the back of her hand against her forehead theatrically.

I started kissing her hairless pussy and could sense the warmth and fragrance of her excitement. I gave her clit a tentative lick and I sensed the taste of orange. The devious little thing had set a trap for me. No panties and the orange flavor; she was hoping this would happen.

As I enjoyed her delicious flavor, both natural and citrus, her breath was coming in quick gasps. I dropped my tongue deep within her and felt her shudder with an orgasm, one of the first of many I hoped to gift her with.

“Oh, Reese honey. Oh, Oh, Eee, Ahh,” she shrieked as another climax washed over her.

She thrashed, her head twisting one way then the other until I finally let her come back to earth.

“Reese, sweetie. That was wonderful,” she said once her breathing had returned to normal.

“I’m glad I could make you happy.”

“Oh, honey. You made me happy making dinner. This is so much more. Thank you, Thank you.”

“You’re very welcome.”

I helped her put on the bottoms to her scrubs and warned her not to forget her panties when she went to work tomorrow.

“Maybe I’ll need to check before you go to work,” I warned.

“If you do that, I might end up being late.”

Where I hoped she would ask me about removing the tape, it didn’t happen. I was not in too bad of shape yet and I assume she wanted me to wait a bit more before doing something about it. I think she wanted to make sure I was keen and ready when we got together for some play without the tape. We did continue to cuddle and kiss while we watched TV until she said it was time to go to bed.

“I have to get up early tomorrow morning to get to work,” she explained, taking my hand and leading me to her bedroom.


Chapter 20

Saturday, December 5th

Since it was Saturday, Cindy was due home from work about 1:30. I spent some time cleaning her house and making sure everything was in order so we could enjoy the rest of the weekend together.

Yesterday had been busy as I finished up the programs Cindy needed on the salon computer. I got her a domain name and set up web hosting so she could put up a website and maybe we could add online scheduling. I also sent out a notice of the opening of the shop to a mailing list she had put together.

I talked to Casey early in the day and caught her up on things that I was doing here, and then spoke to my parents later. They were still liking Hawaii and asked me all kinds of questions about how things were going with getting my life back in order. I told them I hadn’t heard anything from the bank or the insurance company about my car insurance claim.

“Do you have everything you need at the house?” my mom asked.

“Actually, I’ve been staying at Cindy’s in the guest room. I’ve been helping her with the salon and handling the phone while she is at work.”

“Oh, that’s…nice,” she said, with a hint of reservation in her voice.

“It’s the least I can do for her. She has been great helping me get everything fixed after my accident.”

“Have you had any luck finding another job?”

“No. I’ve been watching the online sites and am registered at the job bank, but nothing yet. Not much opportunity for welders during the holiday season.”

“I’m sure you will find something.”

“I’ve actually been looking at going back to school to get into a career with a bit more mobility. My old company will pay for my retraining.”

“What type of course are you looking at?”

I was afraid she would ask this question, so I had come up with kind of a dodge answer.

“I was thinking of barber or beauty school. Something where I could always find work.”

“That could be…interesting,” she responded, the reservation in her voice even more pronounced.

“I have some time to decide and am still looking at schools.”

“I’m sure you will make the best decision. Here, I’ll let you talk to your father.”

I talked to dad about Hawaii and what they have been doing to keep occupied, then after the conversation started to get awkward because there wasn’t much to say, I dropped off. Things were always so strange talking to my dad.

Cindy made it home right on time and I chased her away to get her clothes changed while I finished her lunch. I made her something light and planned a nice meal for dinner.

In the afternoon, I talked her into going to the grocery to pick up some things for our evening meal. As always, it was fun doing things with her.

After dinner, we curled up on the sofa in the front room, skipping watching TV. I wanted to see if I could get into a serious discussion with her as I had been thinking a bit about our relationship and I wanted to get some background.

We started out with kissing and my telling her how beautiful she was and how happy I was when she was around. I admitted that I got lonely when she was at work, but she kind of brushed that off saying it was just because I didn’t have a car.

“Cindy, I will assure you that if I had a car, I would just be driving around missing you.”

“Reese honey, you are just so sweet. I admit that I miss you like crazy also.”

I hugged her tightly and we were both quiet for a bit.

“Ah, Cindy. Can I ask you about something that has been bothering me?”

“Why sure, honey.”

“I wanted to ask you about boys.”

“Okay… have you been thinking about boys?” she asked with a bit of concern in her voice.

“No, I’ve been wondering about your relationship with guys.”

“That’s kind of a complicated subject for me.”

“Do you like men?”

She was quiet for a bit, then took a deep breath.

“I’ve had some rather mixed experience with guys.”

“How so?”

“My last boyfriend was kind of a self-centered jerk. He was big and muscled up and was an ex-Marine. We didn’t mesh very well.”

“Did he hurt you?” I asked, concerned.

“Oh, no. Nothing like that, but he treated me like his property and everything we did was for his pleasure.”

I hugged her closely and said how crummy that must have been.

“He had a lot of experiences with hookers while he was overseas, and he kind of treated me like one. He showed me a lot of the techniques that the ladies in Asia use to satisfy men and wanted me to pleasure him like they did.”

“I noticed you had a lot of skill in bringing pleasure to us.”

“Actually, I have altered a lot of things that he showed me for what we do. He would have never let me tie his hands, allowed me to set the schedule or let me tease him for an hour while watching a movie. Those are my innovations,” she said with a smile. “I hope you like them.”

“Oh, yes. I do indeed.”

“I like what we have. I love that you trust me and that you are so generous at giving me pleasure. My other boyfriend never did anything like that. My pleasure wasn’t something he was worried about.”

“I hate to hear that.”

“There was no gentleness, no softness or any romance with him. He was a big, strong guy with giant hands and a raging libido. Whenever we got together, if we started kissing, the next thing that would happen was he would pull down his zipper, take out his cock and expect me to suck him off…”

She was quiet for a bit, quaking a little from the pent-up emotion.

She continued, “I liked what we did the other night. I felt I had some control over what was happening and where I could make sure it was a pleasurable experience for both of us.”

“I love all of our time together. I want you to know that. So, you’re not bothered by your girlfriend having boy-stuff that he hides in his panties?”

“Are you kidding?” she responded. “I love the fact that my girlfriend is so soft, and sweet and beautiful, but can give me such pleasure when I am ready for it. I have the best combination of girlfriend and boyfriend. I couldn’t be happier. So, what about you?”

I hugged her tightly. “Oh, Cindy. I am very happy too. I have such a beautiful and generous girlfriend.”

“You don’t get annoyed about the fact that I keep you taped up? That is kind of a special thing for me.”

“If I had a problem with it, all I would have to do is pull the tape off. It’s fulfilling for me to keep myself chaste for you knowing that when we do get together, it’s going to be magical.”

“There may be some times where that will be a bit more of a challenge, such as next week for example.”

“I’m sure it will be okay. What happens next week?”

“I start my period.”

“Oh.”


Chapter 21

Friday, December 11th

She was right, the next week was a little bit of a challenge for us. She suffered some cramps and bloating during her period and it was difficult for her to do very much cuddling. I could tell that she really wanted to be close, but it made her uncomfortable so we agreed that light kisses were as far as we wanted to go. She offered to let me take off my tape and take care of things in the shower, but I refused. I told her that I wanted to wait for her, which I could tell pleased her a lot.

She was quite open with me about how her period was progressing. She had quite a heavy flow at the start of her period and would use a super-absorbent tampon as well as a pad. I offered to carry extra tampons in my purse in the event she ever ran out and needed one. I also agreed to wear a thin pad and pretend I was having my period as well. I drank a lot of water to give myself a bloated feeling so we could discuss how we were feeling with each other. We couldn’t be close physically, but at least this way we could be close in other ways.

I also got to model Casey’s cheerleading outfit for her. We ran the video game and I practiced some moves while she watched and cheered for my performance. She said she would definitely like to see more of that in the future and that I was to keep up my training.

She had a couple of clients come in for haircuts, but thankfully the shop wasn’t that busy. We organized things to make it easier to manage and I worked up an inventory system on the computer so I could take care of ordering supplies.

It was her day to go to work and she told me that she was feeling better and that she should be back to normal soon. I made her a sack-lunch so she didn’t have to go out, and included a note telling her what a fantastic girlfriend she was. I decorated the note with a bunch of hearts and kisses, hoping to brighten her mood. I hope no one was looking over her shoulder while she read the note as she would probably have a lot of explaining to do.

A little after noon, I got a call on the Salon phone.

I answered “Classic Beauty. This is Reese. How can I help you?”

As I figured, it was Cindy.

“Is this my beautiful and thoughtful girlfriend?” she asked.

“I think so. Since you are calling the business phone, I assume you want to make an appointment?” I teased.

“Hey, that’s a great idea. How about writing me down for dinner with you at six. I’m feeling a lot better and would like to take you out.”

“I’ll make an entry on the schedule that we will be busy at that time.”

“And thank you for your note. That was so sweet and it made me feel much better.”

“I’m so glad I could brighten your day.”

“I need to drop off, but I’ll see you later. It’s Friday night so be sure to wear something sexy,” she said, reminding me that for this week we had pretty much been in jeans and sweatshirts.

“I’ll lay out something nice for you. Can’t wait to see you.”

“I love you so much, Reese.”

“I love you too, Cindy. Now go back to work before you get in trouble with your boss. Not everyone has a great boss like I have.”

After she dropped off, I heard the dryer beep, indicating that the cycle was complete. I had taken to doing our laundry while she was at work trying to compensate for all the things she has been doing for me. I folded my and her panties, gave hers a light spray of perfume ready to put them in her lingerie drawer.

As I went to put them away, I was drawn to some of the rather exotic items she stored there. I felt a little guilty, but at the same time excited, with what I was finding. She had a beautiful garter belt and some amazingly sheer silk stockings. Toward the back there was a velvet bag with a rather heavy item inside. I cursed myself for being so nosy, but finally opened the bag to find a rather realistic double-dildo and a small pink remote control. I took note of the brand name and figured I would do some research on the item later. I carefully put everything back the way I found it, placed her clean panties in the spot where she stored them, then closed the drawer tightly.

After putting away her and my underwear, I headed for the salon computer to do some research on the dildo. I remembered to use the VPN and an incognito session of the browser to avoid the embarrassment of a bunch of strange ads popping up while we were making salon appointments. After a brief search, I was able to find it; and it was actually a rather expensive thing. It was a convertible strapless or strap-on with two vibrators that could be operated with the wireless remote. It took me a bit to see how it worked, but when I finally found a drawing of how it fit, I was able to understand. It consisted of two portions; a shorter bulb-shaped area that went inside the woman’s pussy, and the other was a realistic shaped dildo about six inches long. The sales literature said it could be used by either a lesbian couple or a male/female with the man receiving the dildo anally. I read a couple of the accounts on how couples used the device and it sounded like both partners received a very fulfilling experience. I began to wonder where Cindy got it as it looked almost new. I didn’t think it would be wise to ask her about it as I didn’t want to admit to snooping in her lingerie drawer.

—————

When it was about time for her to get home, I soaked in the tub full of fragrant bubbles and shaved everything close. I was a little concerned with the tape when I was soaking in the tub, but it appeared to be holding in there. I hoped that tonight it might go away for a while.

I looked through my girl clothes and found a really nice red dress that clung to my body like a glove. I put on the briefer to give me some curves and wore off-black sheer thigh-hi’s with my fuck-me red pumps. I spent a lot of time on my hair and makeup, then spritzed myself with perfume. I liked what I saw in the mirror, and I hoped she would agree that I looked pretty hot. I glanced from the mirror to the clock and saw that Cindy should be getting home soon.

I sat on the edge of the bed and read some news articles on Cindy’s tablet waiting for her to arrive home. I wanted to time it to where I was walking down the stairs when she came through the door.

I heard her drive in, then a couple of minutes later she walked in the back door.

“Hello, sweetie. I’m home.”

“I’ll be right down,” I responded as I walked out of the guest room and started down the stairs, exhibiting my best wiggle. She stood at the foot of the stairs and watched as I descended. She wore her turquoise scrubs today, and looked amazing to me.

“I’m so glad to see you, Cindy. I hope I look alright,” I said in jest.

“Give me a second to catch my breath,” she responded as I walked to her, my heels echoing on the hardwood floor. I took her into my arms and gave her a big hug, followed by a welcome-home kiss.

“I’ve missed holding you like this,” she said as we finally broke apart.

“Yes, but this time has allowed me to realize just how much I love you.”

“Dammit, you’re going to make me cry,” she said, her eyes misting.

“No crying. House rules,” I warned. “Come with me. I’ve laid out something sexy for you.”

I led her to her bedroom where I had laid out a beautiful aqua-colored dress that was one of my favorites. It worked well with her hair color and she looked very striking in it.

“Oh, honey. I love this dress,” she said.

“Go take your shower and I’ll help you get dressed.”

“Be right back,” she said, grabbing the beautiful lace panties that I’d put out for her. I was happy to see she didn’t take the bra and was excited about the prospect of helping her put it on.

After she finished her shower, she joined me back in her bedroom. She was wearing only the panties and had a broad smile on her face.

“Did you offer to help me get dressed?” she asked.

“Oh yes, but I think after your shower you need a little lotion. Sit here for a minute,” I said, pointing to a spot on the side of the bed. I crossed the room to her dressing table and picked up a bottle of fragranced body lotion. I crossed behind her and put some of the lotion on my hands, warming it before placing it on her shoulders.

“You look kind of tense. Does this make you feel better?” I asked.

She made a satisfied mmmm sound as I smoothed the lotion on her soft skin.

“You are spoiling me, honey,” she said as I moved from her shoulders to her neck.

“I love spoiling my beautiful girlfriend.”

I continued to spread the lotion over her back, then walked around front and sat on the floor in front of her. I put more of the lotion on my hands and started working it into her beautiful feet and legs, leaving no spot uncovered. Her eyes were closed as I worked the lotion into her amazing legs.

I added more lotion to my hands, warmed it and started on her upper chest, rubbing a little of the lotion on her beautiful orbs, but avoiding her nipples. I wanted this to be more sensual than sexual, although her nipples where hard as diamonds.

I finished up putting the lotion on her belly, then whispered to her asking if I had missed anything.

“No, you did a pretty through job,” she responded, her voice quivering just a bit.

“So, let’s get you into your pretty dress so you can take me out to eat. I’m getting hungry.”

—————

After we got her beautiful dress on, a process that resulted in a lot of touching and kissing of her soft and fragrant skin, she drove to a new restaurant north of town that she wanted to try. There was a bit of a wait, but they had a nice waiting area and we got a couple of glasses of white wine to drink while we waited. I was totally distracted by looking at her. She had put a bit of curl in her long blonde hair and her makeup was flawless. She had my favorite pair of drop earrings on that glistened when she moved.

We were talking about what I was doing to set up her website and the online scheduling when our pager started to flash. We walked to the reception desk and were escorted to a very quiet table lit by a single votive candle. It was a very romantic venue. The waiter helped us with our chairs and presented us with menus and described the evening specials. I was a little concerned with the prices, but Cindy assured me that it would be okay and for me not to worry about what it would cost.

“The special sounds good. Baked salmon with asparagus and roasted potatoes,” I said.

“I was thinking of the pork medallions with mushroom sauce.”

“That sounds delicious as well.”

We folded our menus and the waiter came over immediately to take our orders, offering us more of the white wine then hustling back to the kitchen to put in our order.

“This place is fantastic, Cindy. Thank you so much for bringing me here.”

“It’s my pleasure, Reese. You have been such a help to me, I wanted to do something nice for you.”

“It’s you that has been a help to me. I don’t know what I would have done without you.”

“It was my pleasure, honey. I’m just glad I could be there for you.”

We talked about small things, then our salads arrived. It was a mixed green salad with a very light oil and herb dressing that really tasted great without overwhelming the greens. Shortly after our salads were finished the entrées arrived.

“This looks fabulous,” I said, poking at the salmon and seeing it flake apart.

She took a taste of her pork and a broad smile came across her face.

“Magical,” she said.

—————

We finished our meals, shared a dessert and left the restaurant both satisfied.

As we walked toward the car, she asked, “So, is there anything my girlfriend wants to do while we’re out?”

I stopped walking, took her hand and looked at her closely.

“Oh, there’s something that I want to do, but nothing that can be done in public,” I responded in a sensual whisper.

“Well, I don’t know…” she teased, “I’m still pretty full from dinner.”

“I bet there is a good movie on. Maybe we could curl up together on the sofa and let our meal settle. We could open up another bottle of wine.”

“I think you are trying to get me loaded and take advantage of me. I need to be careful,” she mused.

“Just a little television and maybe a bit of wine. I’ll make sure nothing bad happens.”

“Can I trust you? I need to go to work tomorrow morning. I can’t deal with cats and dogs when I have a hangover.”

“Scout’s honor!” I assured her, raising my right hand while crossing my fingers behind my back with my left. I wonder if she knew I was never a scout.

“Okay, then. I’ll trust you,” she beamed, her eyes sparkling in the soft light.


Chapter 22

After we arrived back at the house, I popped open a bottle of wine and got a couple of glasses while she looked through the television guide for something to watch.

As I settled into the sofa beside her, she gave me a bright smile. “What would you like to watch, sweetie?”

“Whatever you would like. I will admit, I am probably going to be pretty easily distracted, so nothing serious.”

“Distracted, huh. I probably better see what I can do to keep you focused,” she cooed, stroking her hand up my stocking-covered leg.

“I’m afraid you might be a big part of the distraction.”

“Well, there is a show coming up that I really want to see. It is a nature documentary about harp seals.”

“Sounds fantastic.”

“I knew you would agree.”

We settled in to watch the show, but we were doing quite a bit of playing at the same time. I would stroke her soft skin and brush my hands through her hair. She was doing a lot of stroking and groping of me as well.

“So, is my girlfriend feeling a little frisky? I think you are,” she teased as my heart started to race.

“Yes. I’ve missed being with you,” I responded.

“Well, can we do something kind of adventurous? A little role-play. Would you be up for that?”

“I like adventure.”

“I need to do some things and will be right back. You stay here and watch the show,” she said as she rose and left the room.

I was not exactly sure what type of adventure she was interested in, but I was excited about doing some role-play as she described it. She was always quite creative in her approach to passion.

I continued to watch the documentary but have to admit that my mind was drifting elsewhere.

I heard her re-enter the room and was a little shocked at her appearance. She had removed her dress and now wore a pair of jeans, a flannel shirt and sneakers. She wore very brief makeup and no lipstick. Her hair was slicked back and tied in a low ponytail.

“There’s my pretty little girlfriend. Did you miss me?”

“I sure did. I was having trouble concentrating on the television,” I said as I looked her over.

She slid up next to me on the sofa and put her arm around me, pulling me closely to her.

“I’ve missed being with my beautiful girlfriend as well. You look so pretty tonight you are making me quite excited. Do you realize how much you excite me?”

“You excite me as well,” I told her as she leaned over to place a kiss firmly on my lips. I thought I could smell after-shave. I could predict where this role-play might be going. I think she wanted to be the guy tonight and I would be the girl. I was okay with this development; it actually sounded like a lot of fun.

When the kiss broke, she leaned back and looked at me carefully.

“I like your kisses,” I whispered in her ear. “You are so strong and you make me feel so safe and special.”

“You are very special to me, my dear. You are my special girlfriend and I love how you are so soft and pretty.”

“I like being pretty for you. You work so hard and I like how I can be here and take care of things for you.”

“And I love how when I came home tonight, you looked so radiant. You made me very aroused. Would you like to see?”

With that, she took my hand and guided it to her lap. There was something in her pants that shouldn’t be there; a lump that I guessed came from her double-dildo. My mind reeled at what I knew about the thing and how one end of it was currently pushed inside of her, with the other end being held back by the zipper of her jeans. I traced my finger up and down the solid shaft that was being kept in place by her Levi’s.

“My guy has a pretty severe case of wood here,” I teased.

“All because of you,” she replied, placing a finger under my chin and moving my lips to hers. What followed was a very deep kiss with a lot of tongue that I accepted greedily. While we kissed, I firmly stroked her fake cock, knowing the effect she was getting with the bulb end of the thing buried in her pussy. It made me wonder where she had stashed the remote.

While I stroked the front of her jeans, she started moving her hand across my breast forms. I wasn’t able to feel much, but it was a rather erotic experience none the less. She continued to kiss me deeply, and when the kiss finally broke, we were both panting slightly.

“My pretty girlfriend makes me crazy,” she said, continuing to stroke my fake boobs. “You are so soft, smell so good and taste so sweet. I can’t keep my hands off of you.”

“And my boyfriend is so strong and virile but at the same time gentle and sensitive. I love that about you.”

Another kiss came my way while I struggled with what I wanted to do next. What I wanted to do was to unzip her jeans and pull out the fake cock and stroke it like she did mine last week. That was a little uncomfortable for me as it made it seem kind of gay, but at the same time I was a man relating to a woman, so it was a heterosexual relationship. My indecision was relieved when I felt her take my hand and move it to her zipper. I gripped the pull of the zipper and worked it open as our kiss deepened. I unbuttoned the top of her jeans and felt the fake cock jut out the front of her pants. I took my hand and stroked the length as we continued our kiss.

As the kiss broke, she placed her forehead against mine and was silent for a long while, finally asking, “Are you okay with this, Reese. I don’t want to pressure you.”

I nodded my acceptance while I gripped her dildo and stroked.

“Does this feel good for you?” I queried.

“Oh yes. That is wonderful.”

“Then I’m making my guy feel good after a long, hard day at work?”

“What you are doing feels very nice.”

“What about this?” I asked as I dropped my head into her lap, kissing the end of her fake cock as I continued to pull the bulb in and out of her pussy. She started to moan and shake.

I dropped my mouth over her stem, keeping one hand wrapped around the root and moving it back and forth. She cried out in an orgasm, followed shortly by another, and then another. I slowed and while I held the fake cock in my mouth, I looked up at her. She was staring at the ceiling, her eyes closed and her cheeks flushed. I removed my lips and saw the dildo smeared with my lipstick. I retrieved a tissue from my purse to wipe the red stain from her flesh-colored member, zipping it back into her jeans. I also grabbed my mirrored compact, and looked at myself and groaned.

“What’s the matter, honey.”

“I’m a mess,” I said, wiping the smeared lipstick from my lips and face.

“You are beautiful to me.”

“My guy deserves a really pretty girlfriend,” I said, urgently trying to fix my face. “I even got lipstick on you,” I winced, using the tissue on her soft lips.

“Here, let me help,” she said, taking the tissue and gently wiping the lipstick that was all around my mouth. After she worked for a bit, she gave me a sweet kiss.

“Why don’t you come with me,” she said, standing. “I’d like to try something that I think will feel good.”

She took my hand, raised me from the sofa and into her arms, planting another kiss on my now pale lips. My heart raced thinking about where this role-play might go next, but I trusted her not to take things too far past my comfort zone. My comfort zone; I thought about just where that might be. I wanted to be one with her, to feel her, to have her take me as her girlfriend, but I knew from her history she would not want to take things too fast. She’d shared with me that she didn’t particularly like being forced into doing things and to this point, I have actually set the pace. It was then I realized I wanted her.

She took my hand and guided me to her bedroom, closing and locking the door behind her. She stared at me intently, seemingly trying to make a decision. I would help make the decision for her.

“I need you,” I whispered, wrapping my arms around her neck and grinding myself against her fake cock.

“Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been so sure. Please take me as your girlfriend. Let me feel you inside of me.”

“I would love that. I promise I will go slow and be gentle.”

“I know you will,” I purred, seeking out her lips for another mind-numbing kiss.

As we kissed, I felt her drop the zipper on my dress as she prepared to remove it from my body. My mind was in a fog thinking about what was happening; and how much I wanted it to happen. It was a dream that I had for years, to feel as close as I could to being a woman. To counteract the cruel fate life had inflicted on me to be born a boy.

The kiss broke and I felt her lift the dress and slip from my body. I stood before her in the briefer, thong panties and the sheer black thigh-hi hose that caressed my legs. She ran her hand over my skin, causing gooseflesh to raise due to my level of excitement. I sought out her lips again as I unbuttoned the flannel shirt she wore. The kiss continued as I pushed the shirt from her arms and onto the floor. I opened her jeans once more, feeling her fake cock fall through the opening. I made a trail of kisses down her body, starting at her neck, her collarbone, across her swollen nipples, her belly, and finally her middle as I pushed the jeans off her hips. Her dildo was secured with a lacy nude harness, holding everything securely in place. I took it in my lips, no longer needing to worry about coloring it with my lipstick. I sucked on the phallus as she started to quiver and shake, her breath coming in quick gulps. I rose and took both her hands, guiding her to the bed. I had her sit on the edge as I unlaced and removed her shoes and socks, then the jeans soon fell on the pile of clothes on the floor.

I looked up at her, loving the sight of her sitting naked on the bed, the fake cock jutting proudly from her middle.

“Oh, Reese honey. Come here. I need you.”

“I need you too. Please let me feel you,” I said as I unhooked the gusset of my briefer and pulled it up to my waist. I pulled off the red thong panties and dropped them on the edge of the bed.

She pointed to the tape and asked if we needed to remove it. I’d considered what I wanted to do, but I didn’t want to break the mood by messing around taking it off.

“No, let’s leave it there.”

She guided me to my back in the middle of the bed, grabbing some items from the bedside table. She put a latex glove on her right hand, then smeared the fingers with lube. She rolled me on my side and spread my lower cheeks, gently applying the slick liquid to my back entrance.

“Relax for me, sweetie,” she said as she moved her hand to my puckered opening. She was unhurried, moving the lube around, then carefully inserting and removing a finger, then two, then finally three. She removed her fingers, added more lube, then pressed them back into place. There was pressure, but with her being so gentle, there was no pain.

“Does everything feel okay?” she asked.

I made a mmmmm sound and shook my head yes.

I felt her place a pillow behind my hips, then she rolled me onto it, causing my center to jut up slightly. I spread my legs as she took her place between them.

“I’m going to make sure we are safe,” she said, rolling a condom onto the dildo, then adding more lube. She removed the latex glove, reversing it and wrapping it in a tissue.

“Are you ready for me, Reese honey?” she whispered.

“Please let me feel you.”

She retrieved the pink remote control from a pocket in the harness and pushed one of the buttons a couple of times. I heard a buzzing sound and felt a slight sensation as she pressed her member toward my waiting orifice. I tensed as the slick dildo moved toward my back entrance.

“Relax for me, sweetie. I don’t want to hurt you.”

I went into my zone and felt myself release, taking deep breaths then actually feeling like I was drawing her into me.

“That’s it. You’re doing great.”

I spread my legs wide, then pressed my feet into the bed as she carefully entered. Little by little I felt her fill my virgin hole with her cock. She picked up the remote again and pressed another button. I could feel a more intense vibration. The vibration allowed me to release even more and I felt her move slowly into me, finally feeling her press all the way against my body.

“How does that feel, sweetness?” she asked.

“Wonderful…”

She pulled back slowly and I began to miss the sense of fullness. She slowly slid partially out, then all the way back into me. I gave a contented sigh.

“I love your incredible cock, honey.”

“And I love my beautiful girlfriend. I want you to feel special like you make me feel.”

She continued her thrusting and I felt an orgasmic sensation. I cried out in pure bliss as she continued driving the long phallus into my backside. I wrapped my legs around her to draw her in farther, holding her deeply into me as we both cried out in orgasmic delight. My body was slick with perspiration and I could feel droplets of sweat on my forehead. I grabbed her tightly and pulled her in for a massive kiss as the sensations of the vibrator washed over me giving me an amazing sensation as her phallus rubbed against my prostate. We both slowed and she used the remote to reduce the intensity of the vibrations. I was quivering with bliss as I hugged her tightly, feeling her hardness inside me. She slowly stopped all of the vibration and I loosened my grip, allowing her to slowly move away.

We were both quiet for a while as I took stock of what just happened. I had been seriously fucked by my parent’s next-door neighbor and I absolutely loved it. I looked at her closely and I loved her even more. She gave me a crooked smile and dropped a kiss on my lips.

As she broke the kiss, she whispered “Gotcha my little girlfriend.”

“Yes, you did, and I loved every minute of it. But now I simply have to get cleaned up as I’m sure I am a mess.”

“Oh no you don’t. I’m going to keep you right here in my arms as I drift off to sleep. I’ll let you get cleaned up in the morning.”

I settled in next to her and could feel her dildo press against me as we spooned together. I fell asleep seconds later.


Chapter 23

Saturday, December 12th

I woke in her arms, me on my side and her lying closely behind me. She must have gotten up during the night as she now wore a lace nightgown and I didn’t feel the dildo pressing against me. She was now back to being my girlfriend rather than my boyfriend. In one way that pleased me, but in another I missed the strength and passion that I felt when she was presenting her male persona during our role play.

I thought back to what happened last night, sensing a bit of tenderness in my backside. The sense of closeness, of my yielding myself completely, made a little discomfort well worth it. I was still taped, although everything was starting to feel a little loose. Mentally I was sexually satiated, but my morning boner being restrained by the tape reminded me that I hadn’t had a release in over a week. It was an unusual feeling to have such an intense and satisfying sexual encounter that didn’t result in my getting myself off. I was certainly looking forward to having that happen again in the future.

I felt Cindy stir beside me, her right hand reaching over to stroke my fake breast.

“Good morning, honey. How did you sleep?”

“I had a fantastic date last night, a delightful night’s sleep and woke next to my beautiful girlfriend. I’m very happy.”

“Well, right now your girlfriend needs to get up and get ready for work. It’s only half a day and we’ll find something special to do when I get home.”

I kissed the arm that was holding me, pushing myself back into her.

“Is your tape still holding in there?” she queried.

“It’s getting a little loose and probably needs to be replaced.”

“Can we work on that together after I get back from work? I have something special that I would like to try.”

“I think so,” I responded, curious what she was up to.

She rose and headed for the bathroom. I took the sheets from her bed and replaced them with clean ones, then went to the guest bath to clean up myself.

After my shower, I dressed casually in a skirt and top, then went to the kitchen to make her breakfast. I made coffee and put out some breakfast cereal, milk and a bowl.

I was surfing the news on her tablet when she entered the kitchen. She was in her pink scrubs with a cat and dog motif on the top. She looked cute as hell.

“Hi there. Let me get you some coffee,” I told her, rising from my chair and heading for the coffee pot.

“Oh no you don’t. I need a big hug before coffee.”

“Okay… I guess,” I teased as she wrapped me in her arms and gave me a sweet kiss.

After our hug, I got her coffee as she poured some cereal for her breakfast. I brought her the coffee and a glass of orange juice.

“Do you need the car today? I could have you drop me at the clinic.”

“No, I have plenty to do here, plus I should be near the salon phone in case somebody calls for an appointment.”

“Thank you, honey. I’m so glad to have you here.”

I looked into her beautiful green eyes. “I love being here for you.”

She looked away and focused on her cereal, her eyes misting as she gave a small sniff.

She finished her breakfast, helped me clean up and headed for the door, stopping to give me a hug and long kiss.

“You hurry home. I’m going to miss you like crazy.”

“I’ll miss you too, Reese. I’ll be home as soon as I can,” she replied, exiting and closing the door behind her. I pulled back the curtain and watched her get into the car, giving her a wave which she returned. I missed her already.

—————

To keep from missing Cindy, I headed for the laundry to wash up some things after grabbing the wireless handset for the salon phone. I wanted to be available to take any calls for people needing to make an appointment.

While putting the sheets in the washer, a call came in that had an unrecognized number. Probably a new customer.

“Classic Beauty, this is Reese. How can I help you?”

“Hello, my name is Sharon Cramer and I’m a friend of Cindy’s. Has she started taking appointments for the salon yet?”

“Yes, let me get to the appointment book and see what we have,” I replied, heading for the salon. I turned on the computer, but it would be easier to just use the paper schedule.

“What day would be best for you?” I continued.

“Is there any chance she could work me in this afternoon?”

“Sure. What time would be good?”

“Would three O’clock work.”

“Great. What will we be doing for you today?”

“A cut and style.”

“Okay. I’ve put you on the schedule for three this afternoon. If you need to make a change to the appointment, just give a call back,” I said as I added her name and number to the schedule.

“Thanks a million. I’ll see you this afternoon,” she responded.

“Looking forward to meeting you and thanks for choosing Classic Beauty.”

By this time, the computer had completed coming up and I added her name and phone number to the customer list. Where I was a little bummed that I wouldn’t have Cindy to myself this afternoon, I know she wanted to build the business and the best way was to be able to serve the clients when their schedule allowed. I sent an e-mail to Cindy letting her know about the booking. I would make her a nice lunch and get everything ready in the salon for her new customer.

I went back to the laundry room to start the washer. As I entered the room, I got a reply to my e-mail telling me what an amazing salon assistant I was. That pleased me to no end.

—————

Sharon was a delightful customer and Cindy was able to give her a very cute cut and style. She was very pleased.

I found out that Sharon was a friend of Cindy’s from high school and they had kept up with one another. She was a stay-at-home mom with two young kids, a boy and a girl, aged two and four. It worked out great Cindy could take her on Saturday since her husband was home from work to watch the kids.

After Sharon left, I cleaned up the salon while Cindy went to change clothes. I planned a nice dinner of baked chicken with roasted potatoes and green beans. Everything was in the oven for when she was ready to eat. There was also a bottle of red wine out to breathe.

I was finishing up in the salon when she came in to find me. She had on a very cute outfit of a short leather skirt and a paisley blouse with three-quarter sleeves.

“That’s a fun outfit,” I remarked.

“Indeed. I plan to have a lot of fun later.”

“Well, we better go have dinner so you have some fuel on board.”

“Sounds good,” she said, walking away and executing her best wiggle as she walked toward the kitchen.

She helped me plate our dinner and told me how good everything looked… me included.

After our dinner and a quick cleanup, we went downstairs to watch a little TV while our dinner settled. She was very touchy-feelie, but then so was I so it worked out well. There was a little groping, a lot of kissing, and very little watching of television.

As it got later, she looked over at me and gave me a big smile. “I think we should go up to my room and sort out this problem you are having with your tape.”

My heart skipped a beat as I considered where this might go.

“The tape is looking pretty bad. It is probably ready to be changed.”

She rose, held out her hand and led me to her bedroom. What tape remained was under a lot of strain from my rapidly firming tool. She helped me remove my top and skirt, my panties and hose and pushed me on my back in the center of her bed.

“I see what you mean, this is kind of loose. Let me get something so we can get this fixed.”

I was desperately hoping that I was finally going to get to come. It has been a long week for me.

She returned with a wet wash-cloth and paper towels, plus some alcohol wipes.

“Are you going to be a good girl and let me do this?” she asked.

“I’ll be a good girl.”

She started to remove the tape slowly, and even though it was loose, it was still stuck quite well. She continued to carefully peel off the tape, then rubbed the area with the alcohol wipe which caused a combination of stinging and cooling of my sensitive parts. In spite of everything, I was still hard as stone.

“Looks like someone is a little excited. Would you like me to do something to help?”

“Yes, please.”

“Well, you need to wait just a bit because I’m a little horny myself. Roll over on your front and put your hands behind you.”

I did as she asked and she tied my hands behind me with a soft rope. Where before she had only tied my hands loosely, this time I was quite securely bound. Then she had me roll over onto my butt and sit against the headboard. She wrapped a long webbed belt around me, securing me to the bed sitting up.

“Comfy?” she asked.

I shook my head in agreement as she started to lightly stroke my turgid cock. She reached into the side table and pulled out a tube of lube, her G-Spot vibrator, and a condom.

“You remember my vibrator, don’t you?” she asked, starting it on low and running it up and down my stem. The last time I saw it was when she had used it in my ass. That was quite an experience for me.

“Would you like to see how I use it?” she asked with a twinkle in her eye.

“Sure.”

With that, she put some lube on the end of it, sat cross-legged in front of me and started to use it on herself. I heard the low hum of the device as she worked it over her clit, her breath becoming labored.

My hardon throbbed as she continued to pleasure herself, the scent of her excitement unmistakable. She worked the pink vibe across her breasts, her clit, then I finally saw her drop it to her pussy. Her breathing was ragged as she started vocalizing her excitement. Moans became screams, followed by shrieks, her level of excitement was incredible. I strained helplessly against my bonds wishing I could touch her, kiss her, taste her, fuck her.

“Oh, that was wonderful,” she said breathlessly as she reduced the intensity of the vibrations. “That is an absolutely marvelous device.”

I really didn’t know what to say. I was so incredibly horny as I watched her pleasure herself, I thought I would pass out.

“I was really stressed, but that helped a lot. Would you like me to do something for you?”

“Please…”

“Okay. Would you like to see how I taste?”

I nodded my head yes, thinking she would untie me and let me go down on her. Instead, she delivered her little pink vibrator to my mouth.

“I was really hot, I bet you could tell,” she said. I nodded my head as I sucked her sweet juices from the vibe.

“You look like you are pretty hot yourself. Would you like to try something new?” she asked with a crooked smile.

“Sure.”

“First, we need to make sure you are safe,” she said before rolling a condom onto my swollen cock.

“Next, we’ll add a little more lubrication,” she said, slathering me with lube and stroking my aching cock to the point I thought I would explode.

“So, can you get on your knees at the foot of the bed?” she asked, after removing the belt that held me to the headboard. My mind was reeling with where this might go. With my hands still tied behind me it was a bit of a struggle, but I managed to do as she asked.

“Feet together,” she said as I pulled my feet and legs in tightly. She got on her hands and knees, then started backing toward me. My cock was sticking straight out in front and she positioned herself so that I was in alignment with her pussy. I soon felt her position my stem so that it aligned with her, then she moved back toward me, taking me doggie style. Soon I was deep inside her and could feel her start to grip my stem with her pussy.

“I have been practicing my Kegel exercises. Can you feel that?”

“Oh, yes, honey. That feels great.”

“What about this?” she asked, pushing herself back toward me, bottoming me into her warm space. She continued to thrust back and forth slowly as I tried to maintain my balance. I could hear the distinctive slurp-slurp-slurp as her thrusts drew my dick in and out of her. I started to thrust more quickly to increase the sensation, but she leaned slightly forward, reducing the amount of penetration I could achieve.

“Oh no you don’t. I’m enjoying myself and want to keep doing this for a while,” she warned. “You slow down.”

She pressed back toward me and I matched her slow rhythm, both of us starting to breathe heavily. I felt her pussy grip my cock as she orgasmed, followed by a gasp of excitement. I continued to match her pace, listening to the sounds of her repeated orgasms.

She slowed and said, “Oh honey, you are every bit as good as my little pink vibrator. Are you ready to come?”

“Oh yes, please let me come.”

“Just a couple of more little ones for me, then we’ll see if you are ready,” she said, driving herself back against me. I felt her grip me again, followed by the sounds of her having yet another orgasm. Again and again she pushed against me and I felt the unmistakable sense that I was getting close to an explosion. I started to breathe heavily and my body started to quiver.

“That’s it, honey. Come for me,” she urged, rapidly driving herself against me. “Reese, honey. Tell me you want to come.”

“Oh Cindy, I want to come so bad.”

“I want to hear you; to know you are going to come for me.”

I started to whimper and groan, trying to get just a little more friction so I could bring myself over the edge. I was having some trouble keeping aligned with her and the condom reduced my sensations somewhat. With my hands tied like they were, it required a lot of exertion to thrust into her and I hoped that I would be able to get off before my body was exhausted. As if she could hear my thoughts, she thrust herself more solidly against me as I felt my cock start to throb. I screamed as I drove myself into her molten pussy, the pulsing of my cock seeming to take forever to empty my body of cum. My scream was matched by hers as we had a mind-blowing mutual orgasm. When I finished, I had exhausted myself, pulling out of her and crumpling onto her bed.

She wrapped me in a massive hug as I told her what a wonderful girlfriend she was.

“Thank you, honey. You are pretty amazing yourself. Thank you for letting me try it that way.”

“That was an amazing experience, Cindy. Please, let’s keep experimenting like that.”

She kissed my sweaty forehead and continued to hold me against her chest. We were both dripping with sweat and I would definitely be washing sheets again tomorrow.


Chapter 24

Wednesday, December 16th

The week had been quite busy in the salon with several new customers coming in for a variety of beauty procedures. I had become quite good at the scheduling; making sure she had enough time for her customers without getting behind. She worked with me so I could predict how much time would be needed for the appointments. During the first week, we decided she needed an additional beauty station, so she ordered a chair and another mirror and we got those set up yesterday. She only had a couple of guest chairs for the customers to wait.

While we were in the salon, we both wore slacks and blouses that we covered with a smock while we were working with customers. I would wear my hair down, usually with a bit of curl, and Cindy continued to work with my makeup, voice and mannerisms. If any of the customers recognized me as a boy, no one said anything.

In spite of my best scheduling efforts, plans would occasionally get wrecked with a walk-in customer. Usually the walk-ins were for simple things like a cut and style which didn’t take very long compared with color or highlights and we could work them in without much trouble.

Besides general sweeping and cleaning, I also got to do some shampoo and conditioning for some of her customers. She instructed me by having me wash her hair several days in a row as she taught me the proper technique. She probably had the cleanest hair in the city by the time I was finally doing everything right. Until I had my cosmetology license, that and invoices were the only things I could do for the customers. Even that would help her productivity.

It was the end of the day on Wednesday and we were finishing up the last customers on the schedule when I noticed someone walking toward the salon. I knew right away who she was; Gloria Taylor, a good friend of my mother’s. I was finishing up a shampoo and Cindy was doing a cut when she walked in the door.

“Welcome to Classic Beauty,” I said. “Please have a seat and we’ll be right with you.”

She pretty much ignored me and spoke to Cindy, saying “Cindy, Would you be able to give me a cut and style this afternoon?”

“Sure, Mrs. Taylor. It will be another 15 minutes or so. Just have a seat and we’ll be right with you,” Cindy told her as she found a place to sit.

I finished up my shampoo and had the customer sit in the empty beauty chair after putting her hair in a turban.

I went to the schedule and added Mrs. Taylor’s name.

“Would you like a cup of coffee or some water while you wait?” I asked her.

“No, nothing for me,” she responded gruffly.

I cleaned up the shampoo area and took the wet towels into the back, returning with some fresh towels and a smock for Mrs. Taylor.

When I returned, one of the customers were ready to be checked out so I put the towels and smock on the shampoo chair.

I wrote up the invoice for Chloe and we settled on a date in January when she would return for another appointment. In the meantime, Cindy had started on the cut for Karla, leaving only Mrs. Taylor, presently reading a magazine, standing between us and being able to close up for the day.

Cindy was finishing up Karla’s cut and she nodded her head at me indicating that I could start on Mrs. Taylor’s shampoo.

“Mrs. Taylor. Can I get started on your shampoo?” I asked, passing her a smock.

She regarded me closely and said, “I think I’d rather wait for Cindy.” This was something that never happened to me before but since she was the last customer for the day, it wasn’t a big deal. It only meant it would be even later before we could close.

“Okay, she’ll be right with you,” I responded, trying to sound upbeat.

In just a few minutes, Cindy finished up with Karla and I helped her get checked out while Cindy started on Mrs. Taylor’s shampoo and condition. While they were at the shampoo bowl, I cleaned around the chairs and refreshed some of the supplies.

Of course, Mrs. Taylor was really fussy about the way her hair was layered and it took some extra time before she was finally satisfied. I put out the ‘Closed’ sign and went to the reception desk to start on the invoice while Cindy finished up drying her hair. I added her name to the customer list. When she checked out, I’d try to get her to set up her next appointment rather than having her just show up and screwing up the schedule. I also put a note to allow some extra time for her appointments since she seemed to be a bit high maintenance.

When she was finished, she asked, “What do I owe you, Cindy?”

“I think Reese has your invoice ready, Mrs. Taylor. Would you like to set up your next appointment?”

“I really don’t know how long it will be before I can get back.”

“Well, just give a call and we’ll get you on the schedule.”

I printed out the invoice and presented it to her, but she continued to interact only with Cindy. She gave Cindy some bills that amounted to just a little over the amount and said she could keep the change. It amounted to less than a two-dollar tip for almost an hour’s work. Cindy gave me the bills and I put them in the wedge, gave her a smile and said “Thank you.”

She turned and wordlessly left the shop, and Cindy let out a long exhale as I rushed to the door to lock it and pull down the shades.

“Charming,” I said as Cindy gave me a big smile.

“And a big tipper,” she responded.

“Do you think she will be a regular?”

“I hope not.”

“Well, while the wicked witch was here, I went to the kitchen and put some lasagna in the oven. Are you ready for dinner?”

“Thank you, honey. That sounds great!”


Chapter 25

Saturday, December 19th

Things had developed into a routine this week. There were a couple of full days at the vet clinic, and the schedule was filling up on Saturday afternoon with several customers coming in for styling in preparation for holiday parties. It was pretty easy work and tips were good. I would do the shampoo and conditioning, but depending on the customer’s hair, sometimes conditioning was unnecessary. Cindy and I were used to working together and I was able to anticipate what she needed to keep her productive.

I had just finished checking out one of the customers when I had a call come in on my cell-phone. It was my mom.

“Cindy, is it okay if I take this. It’s from my mother.”

“Sure, honey. I can take care of things here.”

With that, I pressed the button to accept the call and walked into the back room of the salon, closing the door to give us some privacy.

“Hello, Mom. It’s great to hear from you.”

“I didn’t catch you at a bad time, did I? I’m still getting used to the difference in the time zones. It’s still early here.”

“No, it’s good. I was just helping Cindy in the shop.”

“Yeah, about that. I had a call from one of my friends the other day. She had dropped into the shop for a haircut.”

“Yes, that was probably Mrs. Taylor. She was in last Wednesday. She looked very nice when Cindy got done with her.”

“Yes, she was quite pleased. She mentioned that you were there.”

“Yes, I help Cindy out from time to time,” I hedged, not particularly comfortable with where this conversation was headed.

“Look, Reese. She said you looked like a girl.”

“Well, I was wearing jeans and a smock to keep my clothes dry.”

“She said you had long hair.”

“I’ve always worn my hair long.”

“Stop it Reese. Gloria said you were wearing makeup and had on a bra. I thought you had got over that when you were little.”

“Got over what?”

“This cross-dressing thing.”

“I’m sorry you feel that way.”

“Your father will be very disappointed.”

“Have you told him?”

“No. I wanted to let you explain it to me first. I know that Casey and you used to play around when you were little, but this is different. Why don’t you want to be a man?”

“Who said anything about me not wanting to be a man?”

“Well, that’s where this is headed, isn’t it?”

“No. I just feel better when I work in a beauty shop when I’m dressed as a girl. No one seems to have any problem with it; except for Gloria Taylor I guess.”

“What does Cindy think about this. This has to bother her.”

“Cindy has been helping me a lot. She really came to my rescue when I wrecked my car and things just went on from there.”

“So, where are you getting the clothes?”

“Casey told me about the things of hers that were in your garage.”

“What!!! I knew I should have thrown that stuff out.”

“Well, if you had, I would have been in a lot more trouble. At least I had something to wear.”

“So this is my fault?”

“What’s your fault?”

“That you are dressing like a girl.”

“Mom, it just happened. It’s nobody’s fault; unless you count the deer in the road that made me wreck my car.”

“Just how do you expect to get a job dressed like that?”

“I’m starting school in January.”

“Well, at least by then you can get back to normal.”

“I guess you’re right, Mom.”

“Look, Reese. I don’t want to tell you how to live your life, but please don’t wreck your future trying to be something you’re not.”

“Thank you for the advice, Mom. Look, Cindy is busy in the shop and I need to get back to help.”

She gave a long sigh. “Let Cindy know I’ll try to call later.”

“I’ll tell her, Mom. Love you and say ‘Hi’ to Dad.”

“Love you, Reese… and be careful.”

—————

It took me a few minutes to decompress after the call with my mom but I needed to get back to it because Cindy had a shop full of customers. I’d try to get her help to figure things out later. I’d probably need to call Casey as well as I’m sure mom will be dropping all of this on her.

I went back into the salon and changed my smock.

“Is everything all right with your folks?” Cindy asked.

“Oh, Mom’s just being Mom. She said she would call you later. Is there something you need me to do?”

“You could start on April’s shampoo and condition. I’m about done here.”

“Hi, April,” I said to the young lady waiting. “I’m ready for you now.”

—————

The afternoon was busy and time went quickly so I could get my mind off the call with my mother. I got a text from Casey and she said she would call later after I got done at the shop. Apparently mother had already given her a call.

After the last customer had left and we closed the shop, I looked at Cindy. She returned a big smile.

“I need a hug,” I announced, walking to her and wrapping my hands around her neck.

“Is everything okay?”

“Not really,” I said with a sniff. “The call with my mother earlier was kind of a bummer.”

“Well, let’s go sit down in the den and you can tell me about it,” she said, wiping a tear from my cheek.

“Yes. I think I need to talk.”

We walked hand-in-hand to the kitchen, got a bottle of wine, a couple of glasses along with some snacks and headed for the den. After I sat, I was quiet for a bit, then I started to speak.

“Apparently our good customer, Mrs. Taylor, decided to call Mom and tell her about how I was working at the salon.”

“Oh…”

“And she gave a complete report about my wardrobe and appearance. My mother is a little upset.”

“I’m sorry, honey. I feel terrible about this. I hate that I got you in trouble with your folks.”

“You really didn’t do anything. I’m blaming it on Ferimetal and a herd of deer.”

She gave me a big smile. “I’m glad to be off the hook.”

I leaned over and gave her a quick kiss.

“Do we need to discuss this?” she asked.

“I’m not sure where to start. Casey says she will call later. Maybe we can all put our heads together and figure out where to go from here.”

“That sounds like a good plan,” she said, caressing my cheek with her finger.

“Right now, I want to go to my room and put on something pretty for my girlfriend. Then maybe we’ll have some dinner.”

“That plan works for me,” she said, leading me up the stairs to the bedroom.

—————

I found a short little black dress that I planned to accessorize with some silver jewelry. I removed my makeup to start fresh, taking a lot of time with my contouring and my eyes. I wore my mauve lipstick with a shiny sealer and splashed myself with perfume. I put on my briefer, ultra-sheer thigh-highs and black pumps, then slipped the dress over me. I looked in the mirror and was thrilled how I looked. I loved looking like this and to hell with Mrs. Taylor. Last month I was a fresh out of school welder that spent all day soaked in sweat sticking pieces of metal together. I came home at night, showered, put on boring clothes and spent the rest of the evening in front of the television. I had no life, and when I looked in the mirror, I saw a loser looking back at me. Now when I look in the mirror, I love what I see. My eyes are bright, my skin is clear and my hands aren’t all rubbed raw from the heavy welding gloves. I don’t want to give this up no matter if my mother thinks I’m going to ruin my life. My life was ruined before, so how could this be any worse.

I heard a quiet knock on my door.

“Come in, sweetie,” I called out to her, then turned to watch her enter the room. I fell in love with her all over again. She wore a beautiful light blue top with a short, white skirt. She had amped up her makeup and put some side braids in her hair.

“Oh, honey. You look beautiful,” I gushed.

“I like that outfit on you as well.”

“You better take me downstairs so I can find us something to eat. If not, I’m going to spend the whole night falling in love with you and we’ll starve.”

She crossed to me and gave me a big hug.

“I’m not going to let you starve, you silly thing,” she whispered as I melted into her powerful hug.

She held me for a while, and I leaned back and looked at her.

“Cindy, tell me that everything is going to be okay. If you say it, I’ll believe you,” I said, my eyes starting to mist.

“I’ll make sure we get through this, and we’ll get through it together. I promise.”

“I trust you,” I said as she dabbed my eyes with a tissue.

“You are going to wreck your makeup.”

“I used the waterproof mascara just in case,” I said with a smirk.

“You take me down and feed me, you little pest,” as she turned me around, swatted my rear and pushed me toward the door.

—————

About the time we finished dinner, I got a text from Casey.

Hey, sis. Can I call?

Can we do a Zoom call so both Cindy and I can be on.

Sure, you guys aren’t all dressed up, are you?

Oh no, just our normal after-work garb.

I’m serious.

I’m in a dress and Cindy is in a beautiful blouse and skirt.

Oh man. Give me fifteen minutes and I’ll send you a meeting request.

“I hope she is keeping her legs shaved,” I said to Cindy with a smirk.

The meeting request came in about twenty minutes later. Cindy and I huddled around her laptop as we saw Casey’s face come up on the screen.

“Hi, sis. How’s things?” I asked.

“Kind of strange as you might imagine. I talked to Mom today.”

“So did I.”

“So, apparently one of her friends called her all bent out of shape that you were dressed as a girl and helping Cindy in the salon.”

“That was Mrs. Taylor. You remember her, don’t you?”

“Isn’t she the one with all the cats?”

“I’m not sure about that. I could see her raising Dobermans. She did look really nice by the time Cindy got done with her hair.”

Cindy added. “Of course, a cut that should have taken less than thirty minutes dragged on for an hour with her wanting a little more cut here, more feathering there, blah, blah, blah. That and she is a crummy tipper.” Casey and I both laughed.

“So, now Mother is all worried about your future. I tried to convince her that it is no big deal that you want to wear a little makeup, but she is totally freaking out. She is talking about flying home early to do something,” Casey continued.

“What does she think she can do?”

“I’m not sure she knows. Put you over her knee maybe; ground you for life; lock you in the tower.”

“Are you making some of that stuff up?” I asked.

“Well, she’s not too rational right now, so it’s all a possibility.”

“And this is all about me dressing in your clothes?”

“That and what really sent her over the edge was the fact you were wearing a bra.”

“I have to wear a bra because of the breast forms. Thank you again for those. They are amazing.”

“You’re welcome, honey. Maybe best Mom not know about that; what do you say?”

“More secrets between sisters.”

As we were talking, Cindy received a call and whispered to me that it was my mom. She left the room to take the call.

“Mom just called Cindy. This is likely to get messy. Do you think she is going to tell Dad?”

“She hasn’t said anything to him yet. I’m not sure how he is going to take that.”

“I don’t know either,” I replied.

“I don’t think he would be too cool about this, but he has some guys that he works with that are on the gay side of the spectrum. He doesn’t seem to be that bothered by them.”

“I’m really not gay, Casey. I like girls a lot. One in particular.”

“I know, Reese. I was just talking. Trying to figure out what to do.”

“Are you still coming down for Christmas?”

“Yes. My flight is next Wednesday and I’ll be in about noon. Looking forward to spending some quality time with my sister and her new girlfriend.”

“That sounds like fun. Maybe you could tell Mom that you are going to come down over Christmas and talk to me about things. Do you think she would buy that? I’d hate to have her flying back from Hawaii because I figure Dad would probably come with her. I wouldn’t want their vacation screwed up over this.”

“It’s worth a try. I’ll call her after we drop off and tell her that’s what I plan to do. Maybe she will mellow out a little bit.”

“Cindy is talking to Mom now. I’ll text later and let you know if anything comes of that.”

“Okay, Reese. You look beautiful, by the way. You both do.”

“Thank you. You’re not looking too bad yourself. Good thing you are keeping your legs shaved. You’ll be spending a lot of time in dresses over Christmas.”

“You realize it’s winter, right?”

“Be sure to bring your boots.”

“Reese, you are such a girl. I better drop off and call Mom.”

“Okay. Bye, sis. I love you.”

“Bye Reese. Talk to you soon and love you like crazy.”


Chapter 26

After closing the video session, I leaned back on the sofa. How is it that everyone thinks they know what’s right for me? I hardly know what is right myself. I just know that I am happy here, with Cindy, dressed in my sister’s clothes and loving every second of my new life. A new life- that’s what it feels like.

I could hear the muffled sounds of the conversation in the next room, but I couldn’t hear what was being said. I was a little concerned that Cindy was going to get the blame for all of this and I would do everything I could to keep that from happening. It looks like my mother is looking for someone to blame. I wish she would just blame Mitch at Ferimetal.

I heard the call finish, and after a few minutes Cindy opened the door and joined me on the sofa.

“Well, that was an interesting conversation,” she said with a deep sigh.

“I’m sorry, honey. I didn’t mean for any of this to happen.”

“You don’t need to apologize. I am partially to blame, but I want you to know that we are going to take this on together.”

“What did Mom say?”

“Well, she was all over the map, worried about if you were planning on having a sex change, it you were going to start going out with guys, if you were going to start hanging around in gay bars. Just about everything she’s ever seen on daytime TV.”

“I told her that I just liked wearing girl’s clothes.”

“That’s what I said to her as well, but she has worked herself up into such a state she’s not making any sense.”

“Casey is going to call her and tell her about the plan to come down over Christmas. Make it sound like she will be trying to talk to me and get the whole story.”

“That might help some. She asked me about what I thought of you prancing around in women’s clothes; her words. I told her you didn’t prance and that you actually looked pretty nice.”

“Sheesh.”

“She also said it didn’t look good for you to be staying here. She thought it would give you a bad reputation with the neighbors if you were shacked up here- again, her words.”

“I’m an adult for god’s sake. Where I stay is my business. The neighbors can go fuck themselves.”

“I figured you’d say that but she’s worried. Like I said, she is being a bit irrational.”

“Jesus, Cindy. Robbie Carpenter down the street got busted for cooking meth and the neighbors didn’t say a word,” I growled. “Hopefully Casey can talk to her and get her calmed down. Did she say anything about Dad?”

“She hasn’t said anything to him. She figures he will be really pissed and will be ready to kick your ass and have you man-up.”

“Well, he can try.”

“I hate that this happened, but I don’t know what more we can do about it right now.”

“Hey, I have an idea,” I said, trying to brighten the mood. “Why don’t we go out, drive around and look at Christmas lights.”

“That sounds great! Maybe I’ll find somewhere we can get some hot cocoa and make it feel like it is actually the holiday season.”

“Good plan. I’ll get my coat.”

—————

As we were driving around looking at the amazing lights in our area of Rockford, I received a call from Casey.

“Hi sis. Cindy and I are driving around looking at Christmas lights.”

“You guys stop that! We were supposed to do that when I get there.”

“I’m sure we can find some more neighborhoods to drive through.”

“So, I talked to Mom and she is a little more rational now that she knows I’m coming down to talk to you about things. She is giving me all kinds of advice on what I’m supposed to tell you.”

“Maybe you could put it in an e-mail and we wouldn’t have to deal with it while you are here.”

“Oh no you don’t. You’re not getting off that easy. I’m supposed to be firm and make sure you understand the consequences of what you are doing.”

“I’m sorry to put you into this, Casey. I didn’t mean it to turn out this way.”

“I’m happy it is finally out in the open so we can deal with it. She has been hiding away from this for years. There’s something else she won’t tell me about but maybe we can finally get all the secrets revealed. We’ll work through it step by step.”

“Thanks for always being there for me, Casey. My life would be an even bigger mess if I didn’t have you pulling for me.”

“I’m really looking forward to seeing you next week.”

“Same here. Love you, Casey.”

“Love you more, sis. Hang in there. This will all work out.”

“I know it will. Bye.”


Chapter 27

Wednesday, December 23rd

As we waited in the arrivals lounge at O’Hare airport for Casey’s plane, it was a chance for me to do some people watching. Both Cindy and I had opted for pant-suits which made us fit right in with most of the business travelers. Leisure travelers were mostly in jeans and sweatshirts. Even with it being the dead of winter, some were wearing shorts.

Her plane was scheduled to arrive at noon and was right on time; a rarity for travel over the holiday period. The airport was packed and we figured her plane was as well.

Weather looked like it was going to cooperate, both for air travel and motoring which was a relief. A little snow or ice could have turned the trip into a real zoo. I’m a little spooked driving in snow right now for obvious reasons.

It looked like it would be a brown and wet Christmas with the snow last week having melted off and the temps supposed to remain above freezing all the way through New Year’s Day. Like most weather forecasts for this time of year, that could change dramatically from day to day, but it was nice to think it might happen.

Casey’s plane landed a few minutes ago and I was watching for her to come up the escalator. Both Cindy and I were excited to see her and we were both watching intently. I saw her halfway up and pointed her out to Cindy and we both waved. Just a couple more minutes and I could give my sister a hug.

“Hi you guys,” she said as she walked around the rope dragging a small wheelie bag.

“Is that all the clothes you have?” I teased as I gave her a hug.

“Are you kidding. I checked my big suitcase. This is just my makeup!”

“I’ve missed you so much,” I told her. “You know Cindy, don’t you?”

“We’ve met a couple of times plus our Zoom meetings,” she said, giving Cindy a hug.

“Well, let’s find your bag and head out for lunch,” Cindy suggested.

“Sounds great,” both Casey and I agreed.

We drove a little bit away from the airport and stopped at a chain restaurant. We got seated right away and all ordered a light lunch and soft drinks.

“How was the flight,” I asked.

“Not bad. The plane was packed and we were a little late taking off, but they were able to make up the time in the air. The pilots were a kick, the flight was smooth and we were able to get drinks which made the time go quick.”

“So, what do you do in Fargo?” Cindy asked my sister.

“I work for a medical supply company. They had a headquarters in Chicago, but a couple of years ago the company moved to Fargo and I relocated with them. Luckily during the relo I kept my same salary. The cost of living in Fargo is so much less, it was like getting a big raise.”

We continued to visit for a bit and Cindy brought her up on what was going on in the salon.

“Did you guys take the day off?” Casey asked.

“No, we have some customers coming in starting at 4:30. We probably better be heading back,” I responded. “Thankfully these are the last appointments until after Christmas, that is unless Gloria Taylor drops in.”

—————

The drive back to Rockford was uneventful and we arrived back in time for Cindy to get down to the salon for the appointments. When I went to accompany her, she assured me that she could take care of things if Casey and I wanted to talk. I gave her a big hug and Casey and I headed for the kitchen as she went to the salon.

I got us both a cup of tea and we sat on stools at the breakfast bar.

“So, this thing with Cindy; is that getting kind of serious?” she asked.

I was a bit taken aback by the frankness of the question, but I knew Casey must have spent the past few weeks wondering just what was going on.

“I think so. I really love her Casey, and I think she loves me too.”

“I really don’t know how to ask this without it seeming rude, but are you guys intimate?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Like boy-girl intimate or girl-girl intimate. How does that work?”

“It’s complicated, Casey. Sometimes I’m a guy, sometimes a girl and we have even had some times where she’s the guy. We have a pretty unstructured relationship. I hope I’m making sense.”

“I think so. Ah, this thing with you dressing as a girl is just cross-dressing, right? You’re not thinking about having surgery or anything.”

“I’m happy being a boy. I just like the clothes.”

“So, that takes one of our mother’s big worries off the table. She thought you were going to transition or something.”

“I told her I wasn’t thinking about that,” I huffed.

“She figured you were just not wanting to tell her. She is really hung up about this thing but she won’t explain why. I thought it was just daytime TV, but I think there is something more that she’s not telling me.”

“So, what are you supposed to say to keep me from wrecking my life.”

“She is convinced what you are doing is dangerous and that you are going to get hit over the head with a pool cue or something.”

“This isn’t Afghanistan. The Taliban isn’t going to have me stoned in the town square.”

“I did say she wasn’t being all that rational. Mom said something about you starting school next month. What’s that all about?”

“I’m registered to go to beauty school. Cindy wants me to help her in the salon.”

“Does Mom know?”

“Not everything. I told her I wanted to get into a career that had a bit more flexibility than as a welder. I figure beauty school would be a good choice.”

“Where are you going to get the money for school? That has to be pretty expensive.”

“It’s being paid for by Ferimetal as part of my severance package.”

“That’s cool.”

“Indeed. I will be in school three days a week and be able to continue to help Cindy on the other days.”

“So, you can cut hair and stuff?”

“No, not until I get my license. I can make appointments, wash the customer’s hair and do a lot of sweeping.”

“My sister the shampoo girl!”

“Exactly.”

“It’s great to have some time with you,” my sister said, grabbing and squeezing my hand.

“I’ve missed you so much. My life has seen a lot of ups and downs lately.”

“What is being done about your car?”

“Nothing new from the insurance company or the bank. I ended up having to pay yet another car payment for a car that has been sold for scrap. That was kind of a bite. They won’t close the loan until they get a check from the insurance company. I figured I’d go ahead and pay to not destroy my credit rating.”

“Are you going to get another car?”

“I have no savings or income so I can’t qualify for a loan. I can borrow Cindy’s if I need it, but usually I just stay around here unless we go somewhere together.”

“And you said there was no insurance on any of your stuff.”

“Nothing. I even had to borrow a cell-phone from Cindy.”

“Did you lose a lot of data on your computer.”

“Not much on there, fortunately. I had most of the important stuff backed up in the cloud. The laptop itself is junk.”

“Documents and stuff?”

“I’ve requested a replacement passport and Social Security card. They should come in after the first of the year. I’ve mailed off to get a duplicate birth certificate.”

She was quiet for a bit, then looked at me carefully.

“Are you, um, going to continue to live here? Like when the parents get back from Hawaii.”

“Until I get out of school, I won’t be able to afford an apartment. I guess I’ll need to be really nice to Cindy so she doesn’t throw me out,” I said with a grin.

“Is that going to work?”

“Mom has been concerned what the neighbors will think.”

“Really?!?”

“Really! She mentioned to Cindy that she didn’t think it looked good for me to be staying here.”

“Then you guys just need to get married,” she said with an edge of humor in her voice.

I gave a deep sigh. “I’ve been thinking about asking her to marry me, but I’m afraid, Casey. I might foul up what we have.”

“I was just messing with you, but do you really think you might want to do that? I know you guys have known each other for a long time, but I didn’t really think you have been close until recently.”

“I’ve crushed on her for a long time. I guess I didn’t know she felt the same way about me.”

“Well, there you go…”

“I’m so confused, Casey. She makes me feel alive and she is very accepting of me, and I of her. She has some of her own issues, but we mesh together beautifully.”

“Well, buy her a ring then, stupid. Ask her.”

“What if she says no.”

“I’ve seen the way she looks at you. She’s not going to say no.”

I chuckled. “That would certainly shut Mom up about me staying here.”

—————

Casey and I continued to visit until Cindy finished with her customers about six. When she walked in from the salon, I regarded her closely, thinking about what Casey and I had discussed. Was this someone that I wanted to have a permanent relationship with, to marry, to start a business together and to stay with forever? She gave me a bright smile and I moved over to give her a big hug.

“Awwww,” Casey chided. “You two are just precious.”

“Stop that, Casey. You’re going to make me cry,” I scolded as Cindy laughed out loud.

“No crying. You’ll mess up your makeup,” Cindy said.

“So, what are we doing for dinner?” Casey asked. “If we go somewhere nice, I’ll buy.”

“I know just the place,” Cindy said, grabbing my hand as we headed upstairs.

—————

After putting Casey’s bag in the other guest room and letting her freshen up, we all decided to go to an Italian restaurant for dinner. The service was quick, the wine tasty and the food was fantastic. We had a wide-ranging discussion about all things not related to car crashes and parents.

After dinner, we drove around to look at the Christmas lights. We drove into some neighborhoods we hadn’t seen yet and were thrilled with all the lights.

“Hey, how about going to the conservatory?” Cindy suggested.

“Don’t know anything about it,” I said while Casey shrugged her shoulders.

“Come-on. It’s great!” she said, driving in the direction of the river.

—————

Cindy was right, the lights at the conservatory were fantastic. We walked along the paths near the river and were amazed at the amount of work that had been put into the display. When we got cold, we went inside the botanical center to warm up. It was absolutely beautiful and I was thrilled to be there with my two favorite ladies.

Off to the side there was a big mailbag to put letters to Santa. I grabbed a blank form and a pen and wrote my own note. I told Santa about losing my job, my car and my stuff, but I would like to get a ring for Cindy because I wanted to ask her to marry me. I signed it ‘your friend- Reese.’ There was a place at the bottom of the letter for parent’s signature and phone number but I left that blank. Santa wouldn’t need it.

Of course, the others wrote letters too, but mine was definitely the longest. They wanted to know what I wrote, but I wouldn’t tell them.

“Santa knows,” I told them, but I didn’t think anything more about it.

After a brief stop for some hot chocolate, it was getting late so we headed back to Cindy’s place.

“You’re going to stay here tonight, right Casey?” Cindy asked.

“If it’s no trouble…”

“Not at all. Happy to have you both. Reese makes a killer omelet unless you want to go out to breakfast.”

“Killer omelets sound great,” Casey replied with a chuckle.

“Reese, what do you think about giving Casey a makeover after breakfast!?!”

“Hey, that sounds fantastic. When was the last time you had a facial scrub, sis?”

“Um, I don’t know.”

“Then it’s time. A facial, little layering, highlights and long, colorful nails,” Cindy added.

“Hey, for Christmas, maybe we could do some nail-art!” I suggested.

“Great,” Cindy said brightly. “We ordered that confetti but I haven’t had the chance to use it. That will be perfect.”

“I guess…” Casey said, hesitantly.

We both broke up laughing at her.


Chapter 28

Thursday, December 24th. Christmas eve.

After a breakfast of Killer Omelets, we all went to the salon to start on Casey’s makeover. Cindy showed me how to do the skin treatment, and while we waited for it to work, I started on her nails.

“I’m not authorized to do this, so this has to be our secret or Cindy could get in trouble,” I warned.

“A secret between sisters,” she said. I filed her fingernails. When I finished, I told her to kick off her shoes.

“What?!”

“A pedicure is part of the makeover,” I said flatly.

“Okay then,” she said, taking off her shoes and socks as I got the foot tray and filled it with warm water and a soak solution.

In no time at all she had nails all filed down and ready to add gel. While Cindy prepared the lift for the highlights, I gave her a shampoo and conditioning.

“You really enjoy this, don’t you?” Casey asked.

“I really do. And Cindy is a really kind and thoughtful boss.”

Cindy came over and gave me a hug. “And you are my favorite little shampoo girl.”

I held her for a little extra time. It felt so nice to know she felt that about me.

I turned and whisked a tear out of my eye, then I directed my sister to Cindy’s beauty chair to add the highlights. Cindy showed me how to cut the foils, but actually I had seen her do it enough times I knew what to do already. I prepared the foils as she brushed out Casey’s hair and started to add the lift. I kept her supplied with the foils and in no time, Casey looked like something out of a space movie.

“Under the dryer, sis. I’ll turn it up really loud so I can tell Cindy all kinds of embarrassing stories about you and you won’t be able to hear.”

“You better not you little pest. I have a few stories of my own.”

I turned on the machine. “What, I can’t hear you!”

I gave her a fashion magazine to read while we waited for the lift to add the highlights to her hair.

I cleaned up the shampoo station and Cindy got ready to do her cut.

“Hey, Reese. I have some tape extensions that would match her hair really well. What do you think?”

“That would look so cool. She could use a little longer hair. I bet all the guys where she works will be lining up to take her out for New Year’s.”

“Should we tell her?”

“We’d better level with her, but I’ll show her how mine were done and I think we can sell it.”

—————

We shut down the drier and Cindy opened one of the foils to look at how the highlight worked.

“Cindy, is it supposed to be bright purple like that?” I teased.

“I hope I didn’t grab the wrong tube of lift,” Cindy chided back.

“Guys, don’t do this to me…” Casey whined.

“I’ll wash it out and I’m sure it will be okay,” I said, guiding her to the shampoo bowl. As I washed out the solution, I could tell the highlight worked perfectly.

I turbaned her hair with a towel and directed her to Cindy’s beauty chair.

“Ta-da,” I said, dramatically lifting the towel from her hair.

“That is so cool!” she said, leaning forward to take a closer look.

“Cindy pushed her cart toward her and she had placed the extensions across the top.”

“Reese thought you might like some extensions like hers,” Cindy said.

“Do you think I’d look okay?” Casey said, hesitantly.

“Sis. I guarantee you will love them. You can do some really sexy things with longer hair,” I said, pulling my hair over my shoulder coquettishly.

“Okay, do your worse. But I want you to know that I’m planning to take back the status of being the sexiest Robertson sister.”

“Game on,” I said, handing Cindy a hair clip as we started putting in the full set of extensions.

—————

After hair, nails and makeup, it took my sister several minutes to believe the magnificent creature in the mirror was actually her. She looked like a cover model and I’ve never seen her so happy.

“My god, guys. This is amazing,” she said, still looking at herself from every different direction.

“So, you go up and put on something short and sexy and we’ll go out and try to find some trouble,” I told her.

“Looking like this, it shouldn’t be hard to find,” she responded.

She left the salon and started upstairs and I looked over at Cindy.

“She looks absolutely amazing, Cindy. Thank you so much.”

“Let’s get you fixed up a bit, then go find you something sexy to wear.”

—————

After about half an hour, Cindy and I converged on Casey’s room and gave a knock on the door. She was wearing an amazing three-quarter sleeve dress that showed off her assets nicely. It was an apricot color with a round neck and she wore matching pumps with sheer nude hose. She was staring at herself in the mirror.

“That looks magnificent, honey,” I told her.

“I can’t believe it. I’ve never had long hair like this but I think it works for me.”

“And that dress really works for you,” Cindy added.

“What about you guys. Wow!” she said, looking both of us over head to toe. Cindy wore a burgundy-colored sheath dress and I was wearing a royal blue long-sleeved dress with black pumps and sheer taupe-colored stockings.

“So, it’s Christmas Eve. Let’s go out somewhere to find lunch, then maybe do some shopping,” Cindy suggested.

“That is if we can get Casey away from the mirror,” I said, pointing at her.

“Pictures!!! We need pictures,” Casey said.

“We’ll take plenty of pictures, no problem,” I assured her.

—————

We headed over to one of the local diners to find some lunch and plan our shopping excursion.

“I have a hard-to-buy-for person on my shopping list,” I stated.

“Oh, I’m sure we will be able to give you all kinds of ideas,” Cindy responded.

“But you are the one that is hard-to-buy-for.”

“I am not!”

“Are too!”

“Guys, guys,” Casey said.

“And you’re not much better,” I said back to Casey.

“Well, some people might be easy, but they can be pretty expensive.”

I smiled and shook my rack, “But I look great.”

“Yes you do,” Casey agreed.

—————

After some marathon shopping and my finding many presents for both Casey and Cindy, we headed back to the house. We had purchased a small artificial tree for Cindy’s house and we set it up in the den, scattering our presents beneath it. We agreed we would get up early for opening presents, so we settled in the TV room to find a movie to watch. Where the networks were all playing Christmas movies that we had all seen dozens of times before, we brought up Hulu and found some chick-flicks. We huddled up together with hot cocoa and some of our home-baked Christmas cookies and had a great time being girls together.

It occurred to me that I was quite comfortable in my role as Casey’s little sister, and we were closer than I have ever felt with her before. Where I really missed some of the intimate times that I have shared with Cindy, it was nice just being one of the girls.

After a few hours of television watching, we were all getting tired and decided to head to bed.

“I’m pretty wiped today. I will probably sleep like a stone,” Casey said with a wink.

“Well, sleep tight and we’ll open presents in the morning. No reason to get up early,” Cindy replied.

Before I headed to my room, Cindy whispered, “When Casey gets to bed, why don’t my boyfriend Reese drop over to see me. I have a Christmas present for him.”

I really liked the sound of that.


Chapter 29

Friday, December 25th. Christmas day.

Last evening after I took a shower and turned myself back into a boy, I went to Cindy’s room. We had some vanilla boy-girl sex that satisfied us both completely.

I fell asleep in her arms and I finally awoke with the sound of Cindy in the ensuite bathroom. She came out of the bath and gave me a cute smile and a quick kiss.

“Why don’t my boyfriend take a quick shower and then you have to get out of here. I have some girlfriends coming over in a bit to open presents and you would be hard to explain.”

“Okay. I really liked my Christmas present. I’ll shower and then disappear.”

With that, I headed to her bathroom as she dressed and went down to the kitchen to start breakfast. I wrapped myself in my plain white robe and scooted across the hall to my room to get ready for the day.

I had a very festive red and white sweater dress that I wanted to wear. It was kind of short, so I went with some nude hose but layered them with cable-knit over the knee socks. I wore my slouch boots and was very pleased with the look. A bit of work on my hair and my makeup and I was ready for Christmas day. Cindy had left my roll of tape on her dresser so I secured myself and planned to replace the tape where I found it after I was done. I was still enjoying the chastity game we were playing with the tape and wanted to make sure we could keep it going. Letting her keep track of the roll of tape would make sure there were no slip-ups.

When I got to the kitchen, both Casey and Cindy where there and gave me a big smile.

“Hi, sis. My, that’s a cute outfit,” Casey said.

“And I like yours too,” I responded. She had on a light gray cashmere sweater with a long black skirt. Like me she wore boots, but hers had a three-inch heel. Cindy wore a red and green top with a white long skirt. We all looked very festive.

“So, how about a bit of breakfast, then we can open presents!?!” Cindy said, and we both shook our heads yes.

“I’ll have Casey help me set the table, then I’ll get some toast started,” I said, showing Casey where the plates and silverware were stored.

—————

After our breakfast, we went to the tree and started handing out presents. I had wrapped one of the boxes that my forms came in and marked it ‘To: Reese- From: Casey’ and placed it under the tree as well.

Besides my forms, I had a lot of different bra and panty sets, a new hairbrush and comb set, as well as some other lingerie.

Cindy received some underthings as well, a very cute hat and a really nice necklace. I bought her a rather expensive set of beauty scissors which really caused her eyes to bug out. She recognized the brand name and thanked me over and over.

We’d both got Casey some hair clips since she now had long hair and was something she didn’t have to worry about before. She also got some bra and panty sets, some socks, and a really fun pair of earrings.

After opening our presents, we sat around visiting about this and that and making some plans on what we wanted to do. Casey needed to head back to Fargo Tuesday about noon. Cindy asked her if she bowled and I warned her about making any bets with her.

“Hey, what about some cheerleading practice later. Reese looks cute in your old outfit,” Cindy teased.

“That’s a fantastic idea,” Casey responded as I sat there turning red with embarrassment.

About this time, Cindy’s phone rang.

“It’s Lana from Paw Paw,” she told us when the name came up on the screen.

“Hi, Lana. It’s Cindy,” she answered.

She listened for a bit and then told her it was no problem her calling, then told her I was sitting right here. She handed me the phone.

“Merry Christmas, Lana,” I said as I took the phone from Cindy.

“Merry Christmas, Reese. It’s great to talk to you. I hope I didn’t call at a bad time.”

“Not at all. We just finished opening presents. My sister is here from Fargo for Christmas and we’ve been having a great time.”

I asked her about Darren and she said he was well. She said that the parents were over from Aurora and looking to make up for having to run off during the snowstorm on Thanksgiving.

“Ah, Reese. I received a call from officer Weeks this morning and he has something he would like to talk to you about.”

“There’s no problem is there?”

“Oh, no. Nothing like that. It is actually something unofficial. He gave me his number and would like to have you call.”

I wrote down the number and thanked her for calling.

“That’s interesting,” I announced as I ended the call. “The patrolman who worked my wreck wants me to call him. I probably better go ahead and talk to him.”

“Are there any issues?” Casey asked.

“I don’t think so. It’s something unofficial according to Lana. I’ll give him a ring and see what it’s all about.” I grabbed my phone and walked into the other room to talk in private.

After I called, he picked right up and wished me a happy holiday.

He asked me how things were going and I kind of filled him in the best I could about how I was getting my life put back together.

“One of the great things I get to do as part of my job is volunteering at the conservatory,” he told me. “Each year I get to go through some of the letters the kids leave for Santa. Annually they give us some money to buy presents for the kids that leave letters in the Santa bag.”

My heart stopped when I heard this. I knew that I hadn’t included my name and phone number, but I remember adding enough detail that he would know it was me that had put in the letter.

“As you might have guessed, I came across your letter…”

“I’m sorry, officer Weeks. I was just messing around.”

“There’s nothing to be sorry about, Reese. I was very touched by what I read and wanted to know if I could do something.”

“Really, it’s nothing. I was feeling down by not having enough money to buy my girlfriend a ring so I could ask her to marry me.”

“Well, the conservatory only allows us to buy presents for youngsters up to sixteen years. I’m afraid you might be a little over that,” he said with a chuckle.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Well, hear me out. I called Daniel with the insurance company and we both want to help. We were both so sorry about what happened to you and losing everything you owned. We both wanted to do something.”

“Please. You don’t have to do anything.”

“I know we don’t have to do anything, but we want to.”

“I ah… I don’t know.”

“So, on Monday, we want you to go to Ackerman jewelry and talk to Howard Ackerman. He’s Daniel’s brother and he’ll help you find a ring for Cindy.”

“I…ah…I can’t. I don’t even know if Cindy would want to marry me.”

He laughed. “Reese, I found Cindy’s letter in the same bag as yours. You don’t have to worry about that. On Monday, take Cindy with you to see Howard and I’m sure everything will work out fine.”

“Oh. If you’re sure this is okay.”

“I’ll be calling the jewelry store Monday evening to make sure you made it in. Don’t disappoint me.”

“I won’t, officer Weeks.”

“Just call me Greg. So, will you do it?”

“I guess… I mean yes. Cindy and I will go shopping for a ring on Monday.”

“Fantastic. Let me know if you have any trouble.”

“Will do…Greg. And thank you a million times.”

“I’m so glad I could help. Merry Christmas to you and Cindy. And I want an invitation to the wedding.”

“Of course. And Merry Christmas to you,” I said as I heard the call end.

Shit, what just happened?!?

—————

I joined the girls as they were chatting back and forth.

“Is everything okay?” Casey asked.

“That call was something that I wasn’t expecting but it was a pretty amazing Christmas present, that’s for sure.”

“What is it?” Cindy asked.

“Something Santa and his elves have cooked up. Do you have any plans on Monday?” I asked Cindy.

“No, nothing special.”

“You do now, but it’s a surprise and I can’t tell you what it is.”

“That’s not fair,” Cindy whined as Casey gave me an astonished look.

“I’m not saying another word. I’m going up to change into the cheerleading outfit, then Casey can help me with my routine.”

—————

Cheerleading practice was a lot of fun and I was amazed how much Casey remembered from her time on the cheer squad. I was still pretty tight and didn’t have a lot of moves, but had a ton of fun. Of course, they had me do a lot of high kicks so I could show my pretty red panties.

After I changed back out of the cheerleading outfit, we broke for a light lunch of toasted ham and cheese sandwiches with chips. Not your typical Christmas dinner, but it was what sounded good to all of us. We did round the meal out with apple pie which was a bit more traditional.

We had just cleaned up from the meal and Casey got a call.

“It’s Mom,” she whispered before going to the other room while picking up the call.

Cindy and I went to the front room and after a while, Casey came back.

“Reese. Dad wants to talk to you.”

I took the phone from her and at the last minute remembered to use my boy voice.

“Hi Dad. Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas, Reese. It’s great that Casey was able to make it down and you could all have the holiday together.”

“It’s been great having her here.”

“Reese, there’s been something that came up that I wanted to talk to you about.”

This can’t be good. “Okay…” I said as I stepped into the other room.

“Can we talk for a little bit?”

“Sure, Dad. What’s up?”

“So, your mother has been moping around looking like she just lost a pet. It’s taken me several days of asking her about it before she finally would level with me.”

“What is it, Dad.”

“It’s you.”

“Oh…”

“Apparently one of her so-called friends decided to call her on vacation to pass on something that has bothered your mother a lot.”

“Um, yeah. Was this Mrs. Taylor?”

“The same. Look Reese, your mother is all bent out of shape about what she told her. I finally got her to tell me what it was and I wanted to get your side of things.”

“Well, Mrs. Taylor was in one day to have Cindy give her a haircut. I guess she told mom about what I was wearing.”

“She told your mother you were all dressed up like a girl.”

“Yeah, Dad. I’m helping Cindy in the beauty shop and she has been trying out some techniques on me.”

“Was one of those techniques giving you breasts?”

“Okay, I admit that I’ve been wearing a bra to make the clothes fit better.”

“Yeah, about that. Your mother told me you have been wearing Casey’s old clothes that we had stored in the garage.”

“Yes, I am.”

“And apparently Casey said you could use them?”

“She did. When I lost all my clothes in the accident, I really didn’t have anything else to wear and she said I could use them.”

“But it’s been a month since the accident. Are you still wearing her clothes?”

“Dad…”

“I see. I guess the answer is yes.”

“Yes…”

“Do you think you are going to keep wearing women’s clothes?”

“Yes, Dad.”

“This has upset your mother quite a bit and I probably need to give you some background as to why. A little family history that neither you or Casey know anything about.”

“I’m sorry...”

“Let me continue with the history lesson. You never met him because he died before you were born, but you’ve heard us talk about your uncle Harry, my younger brother.”

“Sure, I’ve seen some pictures of the two of you. He was a soldier and was killed in the First Gulf War, wasn’t he?”

“Yes. Our mother, your grandmother Ruth, had died several years before you and Casey were born and you had never met her. Around 1990, your uncle Harry was just out of high school and living at home with our dad, your grandfather Ben, in DeKalb.”

“I don’t know much about uncle Harry and I’d only seen grandpa a couple of times before he died.”

“That is all part of the history lesson. I had left the house and moved to Rockford to take my apprentice electrical training. Your mother was working in the office at the IBEW and we started going out.”

“IBEW?”

“International Brotherhood of Electrical Workers, the union office.”

“Oh, I guess I never knew how you guys met.”

“My father, your grandfather, really never got over losing your grandmother and he got kind of bitter and was drinking a little too much. He and Harry were having trouble getting along.”

“I’m sad to hear that. It must have been rough on both of them.”

“Yeah, but it gets worse. I had always known that Harry had a fascination with mom’s clothes because I had caught him a couple of times all dressed up. He even once talked me into dressing up with him, but it wasn’t something that interested me like it did him.”

Dad took a deep sigh and continued.

“Harry loved our mother. She was a beautiful woman and she loved him as well. They did everything together and were like mother and daughter. They would cook and clean and Harry would even go shopping with her. My dad thought it was terrible and that your uncle needed to act more like a man. He gave Harry no end of grief about it.”

I could kind of predict where this history lesson was headed.

“Well, one day your grandfather came home early from work and found your uncle all fixed up and wearing your mother’s clothes. He went nuts and tore all the clothes from his body and worked Harry over pretty good.”

“You mean he hit him?”

“Yes, bloodied his nose and bruised him up really bad.”

“Oh, man.”

“Dad made him get dressed in his own clothes then threw him out of the house with just those clothes on his back. Harry called me collect from a pay phone and I sent him enough money to get a bus ticket so he could come and stay with me in Rockford.”

“It’s good you could help him out.”

“I really wasn’t in a position to have him stay with me for long and he didn’t have any good job prospects. I talked to him about going to school in electronics and that interested him. He went to see the people at the community college but there weren’t any programs he could afford to get into. He started looking for work but things weren’t going too well for him. Next thing I know, he’d gone to the recruiting station and signed up to go into the Army.”

“And that’s how he ended up in Kuwait.”

“When he signed up, we were in peacetime so he planned to study electronics in the service then get out in a few years and find a good job. The plan was a good one, the only thing was the Iraq conflict started and it ended up getting your uncle killed. I never forgave my father for that.”

We were both quiet for a while, and I finally asked, “So, where does this leave us?”

“For some reason, your mother felt that I was going to beat you up or write you out of the will because you decided you like to wear your sister’s clothes. I know you, Reese, and I trust you to know what is important to you. There were times that I hoped we could have more common interests in hunting and sports and stuff like that, but that was just not you. You were a lot like Harry that way. I want you to know that I will always love you, no matter if you are my son, my daughter, or something in between.”

“Thank you, Dad. That means the world to me.”

“Your mother says you aren’t looking at any surgery or anything like that, do I have that right?”

“Yes, Dad. I’m happy to be a boy but I have this feminine part of me that I want to explore. I don’t hate being a man. As a matter of fact, there are some parts of being a man that I like a lot.”

“So, am I going to be able to meet this girl Reese some time?”

“Sure. Do you have Zoom on your phone?”

“No, but I think your mother has something on her tablet.”

“What about Mom?”

“She’ll be fine. I’ll talk to her. She was more worried about me than anything. I know the pain and heartache that transphobic hatred can cause. Your granddad taught me that. Like I said, you will always be my special son and I may get pronouns mixed up from time to time, but know that I will always love you.”

“Oh, Dad. I love you and Mom more than I can ever say.”

“So, I’ll talk to your mother and she’ll send you a message when we can do a video call. How’s that?”

“Fantastic!”

“Well, I’ll drop off and let you get back to your other lady friends. Tell Cindy I said ‘Hi.’ She is such a sweet girl and I hope it works out between you two.”

“Thanks, Dad. I’ll be watching for Mom to send a meeting notice.”

“Bye, Reese.”

“Bye, Dad. I love you.”

—————

As I walked back into the den, I had four eyes staring at me intently.

“Is everything okay with Dad?” Casey asked hesitantly.

“I got a rather complete family history lesson.”

“What?!?”

“Do you know the whole story about our uncle Harry?”

“Not really. I wasn’t even born when he went into the Army and got killed overseas.”

I related the details of uncle Harry to Casey and Cindy as they both remained silent.

“So, is Dad going to be okay?” Casey asked.

“He wants to meet the girl Reese- to do a Zoom call.”

“So, all this drama with Mom was because she thought our dad was going to get all bent out of shape; to thump on you like grandpa Ben?”

“That’s what it sounds like.”

“I wish that Mother would just trust Dad rather than always trying to manage him. Dad is a very complex guy and her attempts to shelter him have never worked. In spite of that; she keeps trying,” Casey growled.

“So, you’re awfully quiet,” I said to Cindy.

“Oh Reese. I just hope everything will work out.”

“I don’t think there will be a problem and both Mom and Dad really like you.”

“Really!?!”

“Are you kidding. Mom has been trying to fix us up for years.”

“I kind of thought that but I didn’t want to push you into something.”

“You mean like the way you pushed me into Casey’s clothes?” I teased.

“Oh, that. Well; I kind of like the soft side of Reese.”

With that, Casey went into a bit of a coughing fit. I think maybe she might not have gone to sleep last night quite as soundly as she said. Cindy blushed bright red.

“I know,” I said, trying to get Casey’s mind out of the gutter. “Let me make some hot chocolate.”

Both of them said it sounded great as long as there was some Irish Cream involved.

—————

We sat around drinking hard hot cocoa and watching television until a meeting request came in on Casey’s phone.

“Showtime,” she announced as she grabbed her tablet and sat it on the coffee table.

“Is everyone ready?” she asked.

“No, but let’s do this and see how it goes,” I responded, trying to get the lump out of my throat.

After a couple of minutes of trying to get the connection made with both video and audio, my parents’ faces came up on the screen.

“Hi guys,” Casey said. “Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas to you too,” my mother said. “My, you all look nice.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I responded. “How’s Hawaii?”

“Hot and rainy, but we’re having a great time,” Dad responded as my mother continued to stare closely at her screen.

“That’s a cute outfit, Reese. Is it new?” Mom asked.

“Yes, I picked it up last week during one of the pre-Christmas sales.”

“Very pretty. That’s not a wig, is it?”

“No. Cindy helped me put in some extensions.”

“Same with mine,” Casey said, pulling her long hair over her shoulder.

“I’ve been practicing my salon skills,” Cindy added.

“You all look beautiful,” mom said.

After that, the ice was broken and we talked about what they had seen in Hawaii, the fact they were having a great time but kind of missed home.

“Nothing to miss here. Dark and rainy weather with mud everywhere,” Casey told them. “Not even a white Christmas.”

We caught my parents up on Cindy’s new salon, and I mentioned that I would be starting beauty school in January. There were a couple of awkward moments, but everyone worked to make sure the periods of tension didn’t last. All in all, a very good call with the parents.


Chapter 30

Monday, December 28

After just messing around the rest of the weekend, I awoke this morning a little apprehensive about getting a ring for Cindy. I know I promised officer Weeks that I would go to the jewelry store, but what would Cindy say. Would she really want to wear my ring; promise to marry me in the future? What should I wear- boy clothes or girl clothes?

I hadn’t slept well last night as I had worked myself into a state of panic wondering what I should do. I just had to assume the answer would present itself to me.

I dressed in one of my favorite outfits of Casey’s- the red plaid skirt that I wore with a long-sleeved gray sweater and a black silk scarf. It was comfortable and very practical, but still looked nice.

I walked down to the kitchen and Casey and Cindy were there already; both dressed somewhat similar to me.

“Good morning, sis,” Casey said with a smile. “I really like the outfit.”

“Thank you. You guys look great too. What’s happening today?”

“Well, I had one of my friends from high school text this morning and she wants to get together for lunch.”

“Okay…”

“And didn’t you say that Cindy and you had something to do today?”

“Ah, well, I’m still thinking about that.”

“Well, while I’m gone, you guys can think about it together.”

“Sounds great,” I responded, weakly.

—————

After we finished cleaning up from breakfast and Casey went over to visit her friend, Cindy and I sat at the kitchen table together.

“You’re awfully quiet, honey. Is something wrong?” she asked.

“Kind of. I have a really big decision to make and I don’t want to mess up.”

“Can I help?”

There it was. I was being forced into the corner with the possibility that everything would work out beyond my wildest dreams or my life could be completely wrecked.

“Um, Cindy. Do you think we might have a future together?” I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

“I hope so, yes. Let me go get something. I’ll be right back,” she said, heading up the stairs.

It was the longest few minutes of my life before she re-joined me in the kitchen.

“Do you remember when we were at the conservatory and we all wrote letters to Santa?”

I was struck dumb and just nodded my head yes.

“I wrote Santa and told him that I wanted to give you a ring but I didn’t know if you would wear it. In answer to your question, yes, I think we have a future together because Santa told me,” she said, her eyes glistening. She slid a beautiful diamond solitaire engagement ring across the table to me.

“Oh my god, Cindy,” I said as I covered my mouth with my hands.

“Will you marry me, Reese?”

“Yes, yes, YES!!!,” I screamed, rising from my chair and crossing to hug her.

“Let’s see if this will fit,” she said, trying the beautiful ring on my left hand. The fit was exact.

Tears of joy were streaming down my face. I should have used the waterproof mascara.

“How did you know?” I asked with a sniff.

“Lana told me. We’re supposed to go to Ackerman Jewelry today. I hope you haven’t forgot. Cops can get pretty nasty if you don’t do what they tell you.”

“Okay. Let’s head to the jewelry store and find something for you. But first I have to call my maid of honor. Casey needs to help me find a dress.”

The End
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