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The construction job ends before I realize I didn't save a dime of my pay. I had rented at one of those rooms by the week motels near the interstate. My old truck barely starts these days too. I figured Mr. Alumbaugh would have more work for me, so I didn't sweat it. Too many nights of partying with Tommy caused me to forget about saving anything for the just in case moments. 

"Well, Justin, you're a fine worker, but I'm slowing down on the home remodels. The misses and I are wanting to travel some. This was my last hoorah for a while. I'll give you a good recommendation," Mr. Alumbaugh says as he pats me on the back. As if that will pay my rent which is due in three days. I hardly made enough to pay for another week's rent let alone gas for my truck and food for my belly.

"Do you know of anyone looking for a construction worker?" I ask in hopes of the glowing recommendation right now.

"Well, now I have some connections I'll put in a few phone calls over the next couple of weeks and let you know. I have your number," he says.

My heart sinks. By the end of this week, I'll be living out of my truck. In fact, I may just go ahead and start that now, get back the remainder of the week's rent. That might help tide me over until I can find something else. At twenty-one, you'd think I'd have more sense than this. I wasted two years in community college studying auto body work and found out I hated it. I started doing odd jobs and found out I made more doing that than flipping burgers at the Burger Barn.

"Well, all right. Thank you, sir," I say. I have to bite my tongue because the man is a bit patronizing to me. Patting me on the back like that will be food enough to feed me until he can get back to me.

"Don't you go worrying none about this. Something will come up just when you need it," Mr. Alumbaugh says.

I walk away with the last of my pay and clutch it in my fist. I can't let it go for a week's rent at the motel. On my way back to my room I stop at the office and speak to Mr. Lin, the owner. Within ten minutes I'm walking out with a partial refund and the promise to vacate the premises right now. It doesn't take me long, I'm a man of few means. I have a giant duffle bag stuffed with my jeans and tee shirts, underwear and socks. I carry my work boots and sneakers and the toiletry bag to my truck. 

First thing's first, I need some non-perishable food. I figure I'll park at the swim area and use the public showers for a day or two before moving on to somewhere else. I need to purchase another phone card, so I will at least have that luxury item. Living out of my truck won't be fun by any means. Maybe I can find an old tent and sleeping bag at the second-hand store and set up in the free camping zone at the river. They also have public showers and restrooms, although the last time I was there the water was cold, no running hot water. I shrug, beggars can't be choosers. At least it's clean water.

At the dollar discount store, I'm looking for the phone cards. "What are you doing here?" a female voice says around the corner. I take a peek and smile. It's Belle Calhoun, Tommy's gorgeous mother.

"Hiya, Belle. Looking for a phone card. I need to keep my phone going even to the point of not eating so I can hear back from job prospects," I say as I choose the card I need.

"Oh no, you lost your job?" she asks. She's been a great friend since Tommy is my best friend. She's more like one of us due to her young age. She had Tommy when she was only fifteen years old. When Tommy was six she put herself through nursing school and works as the school nurse at the elementary school in town. 

"Yeah, Mr. Alumbaugh retired and is hitting the road with his wife. He said he'd refer me to some other job prospects in the next two weeks." I sigh heavily as I shake my head.

"Well, that good, you need work then," she says.

"Yeah, but I was a dope and didn't save my money, living week to week. I left the motel and plan to live out of my truck until I get a job. I have it planned out though. I'll sleep in the parking lot at the swim area for a couple of days, then I'll move down to the free camping spots by the river. I may look for a pup tent at the second-hand store tomorrow. I'm sure I can find some used quilts or maybe even a sleeping bag," I say. 

"No, you will not!" Belle shakes her head vigorously at me, her big blue eyes peering up at me. She reaches out and grabs my wrist. "You will come to stay with Tommy and me. We have a den with a hide-a-bed and it's comfortable too. You'll have hot running water, though you will have to share the bathroom with Tommy. And food. We always have plenty of food in the kitchen. I have a good steady job and so does Tommy. We will not stand by while our friend is in need. I won't take no for an answer," Belle says.

She's super convincing. I mean it's not like I was looking forward to living in my truck. This is a welcome relief. "Okay, well, thank you. I can't offer any rent or grocery money until I have a job," I say apologetically.

"As I said, Tommy and I have good jobs. Besides, you will be looking for work, right?"

"Yes, ma'am," I say.

Belle blushes. "Please don't call me ma'am. Makes me feel old," she says. She's only thirty-nine and looks twenty-five.

"Okay, sorry about that, Belle," I say and wink. "And again, thank you. I'll be looking for work immediately and as soon as I have my first paycheck, I'll chip in for the rent and food."

"Well, we'll work out those details later. For now, rest assured in having a roof over your head and food for your belly." Belle winks at me this time. I blush and shift in my shoes.

"I'll purchase this card and will be right over if that's cool?"

"My home is your home," Belle says warmly. 

Belle and Tommy live in a nice apartment on the good side of town. She can afford the rent and now that Tommy works, they split the utilities. Tommy has never lived on his own because he feels protective of his mother. When I arrive, Tommy's car is there. He manages one of the taco joints in town. I know as a last resort or perhaps I should make it a first resort, I could always work the taco line for him. He hires mostly high school teens though and the pay is minimum wage. Maybe he'll let me work for him just until I hear back from Mr. Alumbaugh.

"Knock-knock," I say. The door is open, and the screen door is shut. Tommy is sitting in the recliner in the living room. He sits upright and comes to the door to unlock it.

"Justin, come in, man," Tommy says as he opens the door. I have my bags with me. He eyes them and me as confusion rides across his face.

"Yeah, long story. I lost my job today. Well, actually the job ended, Mr. Alumbaugh retired. I ran into your mom at the store and she insisted I come to stay with you guys. I was planning to live out of my truck until I had another job," I say.

"Oh shoot, no! Mom's right. You can stay with us as long as you need. We have a hide-a-bed in the den," Tommy says.

Belle comes in with bags in both hands. I jump up to help her unload her car. She bought groceries. "See, I knew having you around would be handy," she says as she bumps into me at the trunk of her car. I eye the goods and realize she must have purchased more than she normally does just because I'm staying with them now.

"You're a doll and Tommy is a dandy friend," I say as we climb the steps.

"What? Why? Because we offer you a place to stay?" Belle pauses and turns to me. "You're a good friend. This is what friends do for each other."




"Yes, m... Belle." We both laugh. 



I settle in the den as Belle shows me where the linens are. "Sheets and blankets are here. Pillows are in a bin under my bed. Help yourself to however many you need." She hands me a small laundry basket. "That's for your dirty clothes. You are on your own to wash, dry, and put away. I'm















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DRESSED IN

HUMILIATED AND PARADED IN PUBLIC
)

Ai

A TALE OF FEMINIZATION AND CROSSDRESSING
i A\

SO RN





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png
SCARLETLIRSIFELE






