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Bonnie Too! 

By Lynn Brown

Synopsis Of Previous Story (# 676) After informing my girlfriend Bonnie that I enjoyed wearing womens clothing, we had a date at my apartment where I had prepared supper and was completely dressed en femme. After an interlude in bed, we discussed my crossdressing and Bonnie found out that I had gone out completely dressed for a Halloween party and that I had a grand wish that I could venture out fully dressed. At her suggestion, we spent a weekend together out of town where I dressed up and we went to the movies. 

Bonnie had requested that I wear my feminine outfit driving home the following day. Arriving back to Memphis, we met her roommate Jo Ann who was sur-

prised but accepted my state of dress. For the next year, Bonnie and I dated where I was almost always dressed as Lynn. Jo Ann joined us on many dates as well as our weekly golf outing. 

At the urging of both Bonnie and Jo Ann, I entered and won the All-Male Beauty Contest. Not only did I win the first prize but I was given the role of the bride in the teachers production of a crossdressed wedding. 

About to be transferred to Atlanta by my company, I asked Bonnie to marry me. She did not want to leave her job as a school teacher nor did she wish to leave Memphis. We dated for six months; I would fly to Memphis for a weekend and sometimes I would send a plane ticket to Bonnie to visit me in Atlanta. Finally we broke up since she did not wish to leave Memphis. 

I had been living in Atlanta about a year when I received a phone call from Jo Ann. She had started an all-girl country band and had moved to the Atlanta area. After we had talked for a long time, she asked,  I was wondering if Lynn and I might get together for dinner this next weekend?


***

MORE BONNIE

I had made a reservation at one of the Italian restaurants that I had previously gone to during a dinner with a group from my crossdressing club, Sigma Eplison of the Tri-Ess Society. I also made arrangements to have my nails done as well as a facial with makeup for Friday afternoon at the beauty salon I sometimes frequently before my monthly Tri-Ess meetings. 

I had scheduled my sales calls in South Carolina that week so I could be home by noon on Friday. Having unpacked from my trip, I took a shower after using the depilatory, shaved my legs and gave my face a close shave before getting dressed in a casual shirtwaist dress and flats for my appointment. I only put on lipstick as the girls knew me as Charlie whenever I came to the shop for treatments. I enjoyed being pampered by Crystal whom I enjoyed talking to as she did my nails and facial. Learning that I had an important date for the evening, she spent considerable time applying my makeup. 

Arriving at my townhouse apartment, I changed into my black undies, Merry Widow waist cincher and smoke-colored stockings before donning my petticoats and the black strapless taffeta knee-length cocktail dress. I finished by adding a single strand faux pearl necklace with matching dropped screw-type earrings. 

Slipping into the black three-inch narrow heels, I completed my dressing by adjusting the long auburn wig and pinning it into my natural hair. 

Taking my White Diamond perfume, I sprayed my neck, shoulders, behind the earlobes and wrist before lifting my skirt and spraying my knees and ankles. 

In the mirror I looked very pretty and very feminine. 

After gathering my purse, I went into the den to await the arrival of Jo Ann. 

Promptly at seven-thirty, the door bell rang. I was as nervous as a young schoolgirl going on her first date. Walking to the door, I heard my heels clicking on the tile foyer. Glancing in the hall mirror, I checked my face and skirt making sure my petticoats were not hanging below the hem of my dress. I patted a strand

of hair down the side of my head, making sure everything was perfect. 

Jo Ann was dressed in a bright red silk, full-skirted, knee-length after-six dress, along with red three-inch heels. She was wearing a red stoned gold necklace with matching teardrop earrings. In her hands was a red clutch purse and red wrist-length silk gloves. The red dress set off her bright long curly blond hair. You look great, I exclaimed, letting into the foyer. 

She leaned forward, giving me a womanly touch to the cheek, as women normally greet each other while not wishing to smudge their makeup. You look absolutely beautiful, Lynn. Each time I see you, you are more glamourous and more feminine. It is so good to see you again. I have been looking forward all week for our date. I hope you have been looking forward to tonight, too.

After I showed Jo Ann my townhouse, we left hand-in-hand and walked to my car parked in the driveway. I opened the door for Jo Ann. She laughed, stating, There still is a male side to your personality, Lynn. We both smiled and enjoyed my slip into manhood for an instant. 

During the drive to Aldos, we made idle talk .At the restaurant, after ordering our dinner and a round of drinks, Jo Ann told me that she had decided at the start of the school year not to teach but wanted to give her dream of country singing and starting an all-girl country band a chance. She had found several girls in the Atlanta area who were young and wanting to get into country music and show business . In the meantime, Jo Ann had some success in publishing several country songs she had written. One song was among the top twenty on the Country charts. She had been extremely

busy getting the band together, hiring a manager and setting up an apartment in Burford, Georgia, a small town North of Atlanta. 

I told her about my new sales territory and the amount of time I spent traveling. My territory consisted of North and South Carolina, Georgia and Florida and the Western part of Virginia. My main accounts were tile manufacturing plants and some plastic injection molders for which my company made colorants to use with natural resins. She asked if I had an opportunity to go out while wearing ladies clothing. 

I told her about finding a support group for crossdressers that had a chapter in Atlanta which met every second week of the month and how my experiences with the group were how I became knowledge-able about Aldos; we would dine there on the weekend. Both the manager and the wait-staff accepted our group. 

Dinner was excellent and we enjoyed catching up the news from Memphis and what Bonnie was doing. 

On the drive back to my townhouse, Jo Ann became a little amorous, playing under my skirt and rubbing my nylon-covered legs. At home, I poured us each a Scotch and water. Sitting side by side on the sofa, Jo Ann reached over pulling me closer to her. With her hands on my neck, she gave me a long, sexy, kiss. 

Shortly thereafter, both Jo Ann and I had removed each others dress, tossed off our heels and were standing body-to-body in our undies, Jo Ann in a red pushup sexy bra with matching high-cut red, lace trimmed, nylon panties with matching garter belt and smooth glistening silky stocking. I was in the black Merry Widow corselet with black panties and dark

smoke-colored nylons attached to the long four garters hanging from the corselet. 

Soon we headed into my bedroom and to the pink laced canopy bed. I had put pink satin sheets on it earlier in the day .It was not long until I felt Jo Ann reaching around my back and lowering my panties. Before I could roll over, she had removed her panties as well as her brassiere. 

When we had both climaxed and were in each others arms, Jo Ann confessed, I always found you attractive as Lynn but never realized how much more intense our sexual activity would be. I see why Bonnie enjoyed having Lynn around. I always preferred Lynn to Charlie when I went on outings with you two. I enjoyed being with a man who could pass as a woman and I loved having you around. But this is the ultimate!

I offered Jo Ann one of my nightgowns after we had showered together. She took the long, red, full-length nylon, low-cut, split-sided gown while I chose the powered blue baby doll set. We slept until noon. 

Dressed in our nighties, we fixed breakfast together and sat at the kitchen table, 

discussing plans for the rest of the day. Jo Ann asked to borrow a robe as she had left her suitcase in the car. 

Once in the house, she changed while I did the dishes. When I entered the bedroom, I found Jo Ann at the ruffle-covered dressing table, putting up her hair in a pony tail. She was wearing her short yellow golfing outfit. I thought we might play a round of golf. Since it is the middle of the afternoon, we could play nine holes before darkness sets in. Lynn, do you still have your pretty pink outfit?

I was not ready for this turn of events but it had been almost nine months since I played golf in a skirt. 

Quickly I changed and shaved closely before adding daytime makeup .I put on my short sports wig, tying it securely with Bobbie pins into my own hair. Calling the city course close to my house, we got tee times without any difficulty. I took my car as Jo Ann transferred her golf clubs to my car .It was a beautiful day on the course. The slight wind blew under my short skirt, sending goose bumps up my bare legs as we played. I became accustomed to the wind and started concentrating on my golf game. Afterwards, we found a pleasant deli and had a small salad and shared a club sandwich. 

Back at the townhouse, we showered separately; I put on a simple skirt and blouse before going to a local movie. Returning, we went directly to the bedroom, where Jo Ann insisted that she undress me for the evening activities. It took over thirty minutes before my panties were lowered, After bathing together, Jo Ann changed to return to her apartment. I was wearing a short knee-length, yellow, lace-trimmed scooped neck and hemmed nightie. We kissed at the door and made plans for the following weekend. 

On Friday afternoon, I was late returning from Florida and called Jo Ann to tell her I would be late but should be picking her up at her place after eight for dinner. By the time I came through the Atlanta six oclock Friday traffic, I had just enough time to go directly to her apartment. Jo Ann was dressed in a sweater and skirt with heels. She was somewhat surprised that I was not in Lynn mode. Although she was disappointed, we enjoy each others company for dinner. I suggested that we go to a nightclub for dancing and drinks but she declined, stating she was tired and

thought it would be better at a later date. We kissed on the front porch as she did not ask me in. We did decide to go out Saturday evening and she planned to spend the night. I trust that Lynn will be with us tomorrow night as well as Sunday for golfing. I will bring my overnight bag. Looking forward to tomorrow night.

It took awhile for me to realize what had expired. 

While she tolerated Charlie, she preferred Lynn as a companion. It was confirmed the next evening as I shaved and applied lotion to my body. Dressed in my lavender undies and wearing my girdle, I decided on a very tight-fitting sheath dress in purple and white along with white heels. Even though it was early Fall, I did not have shoes that would match my outfit. I took extra effort in applying the makeup and polishing my nails. Checking the clock while drying my nails, I discovered I had spent close to two hours preparing for the evening .It was worth the time . Opening the door, Jo Ann looked me up and down for a few seconds, then planted a long lingering kiss on my painted lips, saying, Lynn, you look incredible. Sorry to spoil your makeup but I just HAD to kiss you. Lets enjoy dinner tonight and I will use my rain check for dancing.

After golfing on Sunday, we returned to my townhouse to shower, have sex, and shower again. Dressing causally, we rode to a nearby Chinese restaurant for dinner. When I brought up the subject of dating next Saturday, Jo Ann said,  Lynn, I would love to see you but finally my manager has gotten the band a spot at the Grand Ol Opry Friday night in Nashville. I hope that this will lead to more concerts. Can we get together on Monday evening when I return?

Sadly, I replied, I will miss you but I hope that you do well in Nashville. Unfortunately, Im scheduled to

leave Monday for Alabama and western Florida. How about the next weekend?

Two weeks passed before I saw Jo Ann again. Her performance was well-received and her manager had managed to book her for another show in two weeks. 

He also arranged for a one-night performance in Chattanooga at a small Western bar which featured live entertainment. We dined and played golf since the weather was nice. 

That weekend was also the weekend of the Tri-Ess meeting in Atlanta at the Double Tree Hotel. I had reserved a room for Saturday and requested that Jo Ann join me that evening as well as spending the night She enjoyed meeting our group and quickly made friends with two of the wives. Sunday morning, I was still dressed as Lynn as we joined the group for breakfast. 

After eleven, we said our goodbyes, returned to our room and changed into our golfing outfits. 

While I enjoyed golfing in a short skirt during the summer, it was nothing compared to having my skirt blow slightly up during a breeze across the course in the early Fall. It was hard to concentrate on my game with the tickling sensation caused by my pleated skirt raising, showing my lacy panties which I wore over my tight panty brief. 


***

On the ride back home, Jo Ann received a call from her manager who had good news for her. A major country singer had asked for her to open at the Grand Ol Opry and wanted to sing one of the songs Jo Ann had composed and sung at her last show in Nashville. 

In addition, he had two clubs, one in Chattanooga and

the other in Greensboro, N.C., that wanted her for Friday and Saturday night performances after next weeks show in Nashville. 

While I was happy with Jo Anns success, it became harder for us to see each other as I would normally leave Atlanta on Monday morning and return sometime Friday. She would be traveling from Friday and return on Sunday late afternoon. We would do our best to see each other on Sunday evening for dinner and spend the night together. I would call her during the week as I traveled. Finally I rearranged my schedule so I would do paperwork on Monday, leave on Tuesday morning and return to Atlanta on Saturday. 

One weekend when Jo Ann was playing in Nashville, I decided to see her perform and stayed at the same hotel. I remembered to pack a nightgown for the trip as I knew that she wanted to spend time with Lynn. We spent the night, then returned to Atlanta together as the band members rode with the manager in a rented van. We enjoyed our time together during the trip to Atlanta. It had been over six weeks since we had seen each other for a weekend. 

During November, Jo Ann mentioned that she would not have any shows for the weekend and thought we could spend quality time with each other. I was scheduled to make my Florida trip which included Jacksonville, Orlando, and Lakeland. There were major ceramic tile manufacturing plants which purchased my companys product in those towns. I told Jo Ann that we could make the trip by leaving on Monday and spending the weekend in Clearwater, Florida at a hotel located on the beach. We could drive back on Tuesday which would be an all-day trip. 

I would enjoy a brief vacation. Lynn will be joining us, I trust, Jo Ann questioned. 

Yes, however there will be times when Lynn can not be present as Charlie has to make some sales call as well as having to take the plant manager and Chief Engineer along with their wives to dinner one night. Also, it will have to be Charlie making the sales calls. Lynn will be there the rest of the time, I promise.

Then lets plan on a great week together, Jo Ann responded. 

Fine, I replied, we shall plan for the third week in November, leaving Monday morning and coming back the following Monday. We will spend the long weekend at the beach. Nothing but relaxing, eating and sex, I joked. 

Two weeks later, I picked up Jo Ann early in the morning. When she opened the door, she seemed surprised until she kissed me and felt that I was wearing a bra under my Oxford cloth shirt. Im sorry, I thought you forgot that Lynn was joining us for the week.

Since I have several calls to make during todays trip, I just wore Lynns undies and Charlies outerwear. 

Lynn will join us tonight, I promise! I replied. I thought it best to beat the traffic out of Atlanta this morning. We will stop south of town for breakfast. Let me carry your suitcases.

During breakfast, we discussed my schedule, stopping at several plastic molding plants along the way and spending the night in Jacksonville, Florida. The following day I would make sales calls in Orlando and spend the night. Wednesday, we would head for Lakeland, Florida and call on the ceramic tile plant, then entertain the engineers and management for din-

ner on Wednesday evening. Thursday, I would call in Tampa and Clearwater in the morning. The rest of the time we would be alone, enjoying the weekend together. 


***

Early afternoon, we checked into the motel in Jacksonville. After taking our luggage to our room, I made two sales calls at plastic plants and one glass bottling plant that used my companys colorants to decorate the Pepsi Cola bottles they manufactured. Getting back to the motel, I found Jo Ann had taken a nap and changed into her bathing suit. Quickly I put on my trunks and we went out to the pool to swim and get the last warm sunshine of the day. Returning to our room, Jo Ann asked,Do you have a womans bathing suit? When I replied in the negative, Jo Ann smiled and gave me a kiss on the lips. It is time for Lynn to take her shower and shave her legs. Wear something sexy for tonight,

she teased. 

Jo Ann showered as I was putting on my makeup. I had painted my toenails a bright red but decided to use a blushing pink shade of polish on my finger nails as I needed not to have any red polish remaining in my cu-ticles the next day. Once my makeup was finished, Jo Ann had finished her shower and starting dressing for the evening. She wore a red and green-striped on a yellow background halter sun dress. She put her hair into a ponytail which she secured with a bright yellow ribbon and bow that matched her dress. 

My bright pink, fluffy, nylon, long-sleeved blouse was transparent so that the decorated lacy pink slip as well as my bra was clearly visible. There was ample

cleavage that could be seen as the cups of my brasserie squeezed the silicone breast forms attached to my chest. My tight red Dacron skirt showed off my slim waist and padded rear. After I put on my red heels and picked up my purse, we headed to a seafood restaurant

.Returning to the motel, we both stripped to our undies and made passionate love for over an hour. 

In the morning, we ordered room service. Over my white satin bra, panties, garter belt and nylons, I put on my blue Oxford cloth shirt, gray tweed sport coat and navy pants. It took several hours to get to Orlando. Jo Ann stayed in the car while I made my first sales call. 

We checked into the Marriott Courtyard. I went to call on the plastic molder in Kissimmee where I received an order for a thousand pounds of tan dry color(about $3000.) Returning to our motel, we enjoyed a short nap until time to eat. That evening we chose a small Italian bistro. I wore a white lambs wool sweater set with my red skirt and red heels. Jo Ann wore her silky, power blue nylon blouse and a dark blue side-split skirt. The wine and live singing was enjoyable, putting us in the right mood for a wonderful evening. After enjoying sex, we rinsed our faces and donned our long nightgowns before going to sleep. 

We slept late as we only had a two-hour drive to Lakeland, where we checked into the Holiday Inn and unloaded our luggage. My appointment was for two oclock with dinner scheduled for 7 to 7:30 with our company Jo Ann was disappointed that I did not wear lingerie this morning. I told her that this was my larg-est account. I could not risk the chance of someone noticing I was wearing a bra or garter belt and stocking. 

She suggested I could wear panties but I told her I could not chance discovery when I went to the bathroom . 

As I was getting ready to leave, Jo Ann asked if she could borrow the car for the afternoon as she had some shopping to do. She suggested she could drop me off at the tile plant and pick me up later. I should be finished before five; that would give us time to get ready for the dinner party. At 1:45, I was at the front door of the tile plant. 

The ceramic engineer, plant supervisor (also a ceramic engineer and the companys vice-president of manufacturing) and I met for several hours, discussing some new colorants I had to offer. They also wished to bring a new line of tile into production and needed my recommendations for the glaze required to give the de-sired structure and design to the ceramic tile. I received an order for six truckloads of glaze to be delivered one every three weeks. We agreed to meet at the local steakhouse along with their wives for dinner and drinks. I told them I had brought my girlfriend along for this trip. After making our final plans, I went to the office lobby where Jo Ann was waiting for me. 

We made small talk while returning to the Holiday Inn. I showered after Jo Ann. She chose a simple silk dress in maroon and red along with matching heels. I put on my wool blended dark grey suit along with a white shirt and red striped tie. 

We arrived several minutes before the other three couples. I introduced Jo Ann to them. After several rounds of drinks, everyone relaxed and we had a wonderful dinner. Jo Ann and the wives got along fabulously. After dinner, all the wives took me aside to thank me for dinner and to convince me that Jo Ann was a keeper and that I should hang on to her. The men had expressed their feelings toward Jo Ann as she was gracious as well as intelligent and pretty. The plant

manager whispered to me, She is a real keeper, Charlie.

Back at the motel, Jo Ann went to the refrigerator and retrieved a bottle of fresh-squeezed orange juice. 

From her suitcase she brought out a bottle of Myers Jamaican rum, my favorite drink. I had taken off my suit, shirt and tie. We sat on the lounge chairs sipping our drinks, Jo Ann in her slip and undies, discussing the evening events. 

Soon I had finished my drink. Change into your pink baby dolls tonight and add some pink lipstick,

she said in a very authoritative voice as she slipped into her short red silk pajamas. Soon we were on the bed, caressing each other until we both climaxed. 

Thursday morning, I dressed in a pair of high-cut panties and my white lacy teddy. As I put on a long sleeve white dress shirt, I could see an outline of the teddy under my shirt. I had only three sales calls and would be wearing a sport coat while calling on the customers. They were all small plastic molders, one in Tampa near the causeway and the other two on the highway towards Clearwater. By two oclock, I was finished and we drove forty-five minutes to the Marriott Courtyard along Clearwater Beach on the Gulf of Mexico. 

After bringing in all our luggage, we unpacked for the long weekend. Jo Ann suggested we walk the beach and swim in the Gulf to relax. First, I think you need to use Nair on your back, arms, and chest before we go out, Jo Ann suggested. Without questioning, I retrieved the Nair and Jo Ann spread it over the areas that had a little bit of hair. After rinsing, I lathered my legs, giving them a close shave as I knew I would be wearing a dress tonight. 

After my shower, I dried myself before coming into the room . Jo Ann had her two-piece bright yellow suit along with a yellow straw hat and sunglasses ready to go. I will be with you in a minute as soon as I put on my trunks.

I was surprised when Jo Ann handed me a ribbon tied box. You told me that you did not own a ladies bathing suit, so yesterday I went shopping. I hope you like my selection, she said. Once unwrapped, I held a one-piece multicolored womans swim suit, a bright yellow with dark blue lines running from under the bust line to the legs. The suit was made of Lycra. 

It is beautiful! I exclaimed, However I dont think it would hide my scrotum. I will be hanging out and someone will be sure to notice.

Jo Ann laughed. Lynn dear, I thought of that so I also purchased a small, high-cut panty brief. You can tuck your maleness between your legs and the brief will give you support. Many women also wear a brief under a full cut suit, some to hide the pad and others for additional modesty. This flesh-colored brief should eliminate your concerns. She watched as I struggled into the brief, pulling my manhood back between my legs and holding it there in one hand while pulling the brief into place. After a few extra tugs, I was satisfied that my balls would not come loose. I then struggled into the swimsuit and inserted the foam rubber weighted falsies into the padded cups of the swim suit. 

Jo Ann pinned my short wig to my own hair, added lipstick, and handed me a rubber yellow swim cap to carry and a pair of ladies sunglasses. She took her beach bag with money and the room keys .We both wore tennis shoes. 

Walking to the elevator, I was scared someone might realize that I was a man wearing a womans swimming suit. Several people entered the elevator on the second floor as we went to the main floor and ex-ited to the beach. No one said a word. We just smiled to each other. Once at the pool, we found several beach towels and headed to the beach. Finding a spot, we set our belongings on the towels and went into the water. 

Jo Ann showed me how to put on my bathing cap, making sure all my hair was concealed and covered. 

While the water was not cold, it wasnt warm either, just refreshing. We played for a while, then headed to the white sandy beach to lay on our towels while soaking in the sunshine. We put lotion on each others backs and shoulders. After an hour sunbathing, we rinsed off in the Gulf, then took a long walk hand-in-hand along the nearly empty beach. 

Back in our room overlooking the water, we stripped from our suits and rinsed them, hanging them over the shower rack. Jo Ann had put on a pair of lacy pink panties. I did the same. Shortly we were in each others arms on the bed, making love. 

Jo Ann suggested that I take the first shower . The rest of this trip, I do not want to see Charlie, just Lynn as you promised. Lets plan to eat at that seafood restaurant down the road that the desk clerk recommended. I understand we can eat on the outside deck. 

We can enjoy the sunset and the fresh breeze coming off the water. I suggest you wear your yellow sundress and a petticoat. You might want to wear stocking and your low heels tonight. Also take a sweater in case it gets chilly.

Out of the shower, I chose my yellow satin panties, matching bra and garter belt to which I attached my

long, sheer, beige nylons. Sitting at the vanity, I polished my fingernails red, matching the color of my toenails. Once the polish was dry, my makeup followed: brown eyeliner, brown shadow and black mascara along with some rose blush and cherry red lipstick. I went a little overboard with the perfume; we would be outdoors but I wanted Jo Ann to still be able to enjoy my scent. We had decided earlier that we would both wear the same perfume. 

By the time I had finished, Jo Ann had showered and gotten dressed in her strapless orange sundress with matching sandals. As she put on her makeup, I stepped into my petticoat and yellow halter-top sundress and my white heels while carrying a white clutch purse and my white cotton long-sleeved sweater on my arm. 


***

Our restaurant was not fancy but very quaint. We had a table next to the railing on the deck. As we were finishing our first drink, the sun was setting over the water. Once the sun had set, there was a slight breeze coming off the water. We both decided on having a Florida lobster tail for dinner and a salad along with fresh steamed vegetables. The dinner and atmosphere were wonderful. 

Driving back to the motel Jo Ann suggested that we walk along the beach for a while. Her suggestion sounded wonderful. We took off our shoes and I removed my hose, putting them in my purse. An arm around each others waists, we strolled the beach for an hour, pausing many times to kiss. Once back at the motel, we changed into our long nightgowns, both of us

leaving on our makeup (and I my long wig). Jo Ann fixed two glasses of Myers and orange juice which we enjoyed on the small balcony outside our room. That evening we kept the balcony door opened and enjoyed the sounds of the surf as we feel asleep in each others arms. 

It was slightly after nine when we awoke. I shaved closely with my safety razor and added a little Cover Girl foundation Quickly we dressed in our sundresses, mine with the petticoat, which we had worn the previous night. Putting on only lipstick and brushing our teeth and hair, we hurried to the buffet breakfast the motel offered. We enjoyed fresh fruit and fresh orange juice as well as bacon and sweet rolls. It was well worth the hustle we had to endure getting ready in such a short time. 

Donning our swim suits, we again went to the beach to take in the suns warmth while sun bathing and walking along the sandy beach. We also swam in the hotel pool, which was heated. Back in our room, we decided to nap before dinner. As we changed into our undies, I noticed that I was slightly sunburned. Looking in the mirror I was stunned as I had white marks on my shoulders where the shoulder straps of the swim suit covered as well as a white breast area and torso. At the base of my thighs to the tip of my toes, I was tan as well as above the breast area. There would be no way to explain how I had received such a tan. 

We decided to dress up for dinner this evening and go to an quaint Italian place l had frequented during my travels. I had gone there several times when in Clearwater. The food was great; the atmosphere wonderful, and it had live music Since it was a fancy restaurant we decided to dress for the occasion. Jo Ann

had donned her bright red silky panties with matching lacy bra and garter belt, dark hose and a form-fitting red silk print dress with a very plunging neckline and her three-inch red pumps. Her jewelry was a simple red and blue stoned necklace with matching dropped earrings and a matching bracelet. 

I decided to wear the black cocktail dress that Jo Ann and Bonnie had chosen for my formal gown for the womenless beauty contest several years ago. I shaved my legs and face closely before pulling on the long black Merry Widow corselet , dark stockings, two pairs of black panties and the black crinoline . It took me about twenty minutes to apply makeup before I stepped into the gown. Jo Ann pulled the snap shut in the back and pulled the zipper into place. Sitting at the vanity, I added the long dangling rhinestone earrings and a single-strand rhinestone necklace as well as my three-inch black open-toe sling-back pumps that allowed my painted toes to show through the opening. 

Arriving at the restaurant, we walked hand-in-hand into the hallway. In my best feminine voice, I said, 

You have reservation for Lynn Brown, party of two.

Because the hostess saw us enter hand-in-hand, she took us to a cozy booth. We ordered a bottle of chilled white Chablis along with the Veal Marsala. While we were having our wine, two young men came over from the bar and asked us to dance. I looked over to Jo Ann and she nodded her approval to me. They escorted us to the dance floor where I enjoyed having my skirts swirl about my knees. After two dances, the men returned us to our booth as we thanked them for the dance. 

At the table, Jo Ann exclaimed, I was surprised that you were such as good dancer and that you could

follow your partner. You looked very pretty as your skirts twirled about you. I am surprised that you dance so easily in heels. I would love to be able to dance close with you but I dont think this would be the proper place. I will just have to be content holding your hand as we sit. With that, she reached under the table until she had the palms of her hands resting under my dress above my stocking-clad knees . 

We enjoyed our dinner and went into the bar for a cocktail. Sitting at a table, we sipped our drinks, listening to the music. We were chatting when I heard a man ask, Would you ladies care to dance again? Looking up, I recognized the same two fellows we had danced with before. Smiling, we both responded positively to their invitation. At the end of the first slow dance, the band played a swing tune which I danced with my partner while Jo Ann sat out the dance. Returning to our table, I thanked the young man and told him, It was a pleasure dancing with you. My girlfriend and I have an early morning trip so we must say goodbye.

It was sweet but I left no doubt in the two fellows that we were not going to have sex that night. 

They thanked us for our company and headed back to the bar to seeing if they could score with some of the several other single women in the lounge; it was Saturday night and the lounge was crowded. 

You handled them very well, Jo Ann exclaimed,you let them down nicely while being very firm. Where did you learn that trick?

I laughed and replied, It reminded me of my first time out in public with Bonnie. After the movies, we went to a café for coffee and cake. Two young boys tried to pick us up. I was scared to death as I thought that they would find out I was a male wearing a dress. 

Bonnie very politely turned them down. It just stuck in my memory, I guess.

Once we had returned to the motel parking lot, Jo Ann suggested that we stroll the beach before going to our room. Sorry, but I have to use the powder room quickly. Too much liquid and dancing, I laughed. 

Once I had completed my toilet, I came into the bedroom. Jo Ann had poured us a Jamaican Rum and orange juice. Lets sit on the balcony and enjoy the night air and breeze. She also turned on some music on the radio. Shortly, she asked, Lynn, may I have this dance? Even though the balcony was small, we moved our chairs into the bedroom and danced cheek-to-cheek for over fifteen minutes. As Jo Ann twirled me around, my skirt would lift slightly above my knees, The breeze off the Gulf caught my skirts and blew them slightly above my thighs, causing a cool sensation on my panty bottom as well as the exposed part of my legs between my stocking tops and my panties. Adding to the sensation caused by the wind and twirling dress, Jo Ann planted a long sensuous kiss on my freshly-painted lips. 


***

We moved inside together as our lips were pressed against each others. She led me to the middle of the room, saying, Relax and do to me as I do to you. Follow my lead. With that, she unzipped the back of my dress while her lips were against mine. I did the same to her. Her tongue flickered on my lips. I could taste her lipstick on my open, painted lips. I felt her open the clasp to my black cocktail dress. I did the same to her. 

In a few seconds, she took her lips from mine and, us-
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ing both hands, she reached to my shoulders and pulled my dress down to a heap on the floor. As soon as I duplicated her moves, she stooped over, lifted my dress and draped it across the chair. I did the same with hers. 

We were standing again in each others arms in our lingerie. Jo Ann was in her red lacy nylon slip and I in my petticoat. Soon those delicate pieces of silky lingerie were across the chair. Jo Ann stood in the matching red, lacy, undercut bra, garter belt, nylons, heels and high-cut panties; I was in my black Merry Widow corselet, dark nylons, heels and two pair of black nylon panties. While standing opposite each other, Jo Ann held out her hand. As I took her hand, she gently pulled me toward her. Again our lips met in a deep, passionate kiss. Her hands were running across my falsie-covered breasts, squeezing and kneading them. 

Without hesitation, I reciprocated. 

Still kissing me, she pulled down both pair of my panties. Quickly, I put my thumbs into the waistline of her panties, pulling them down to the tops of her ankles, letting the panties rest on the tip of her high-heeled shoes. She bent down and put her lips to my penis, gently kissing it while blowing gently between breaths. Standing upright, her lips met mine again for a quick kiss. Kneeling down, I put my face between her legs, darting my tongue in and out until I heard her moaning. I felt her hands release the grip around my neck. She dropped down to her knees, finding my ridged shaft. I had never had such a large erect penis. The combination of oral sex and the thrill of wearing a sexy corselet and tight nylon stockings as well as the strain of my calves in the high-heeled shoes and the smell of our perfumes caused me to have the hardest erection I had ever experienced. Jo Ann dropped to her knees and completed giving me oral sex. I was screaming as I released my juices. 

She pulled my panties back into place and I did the same for her. We kept the balcony door open, listening

to the surf hit the beach as we went to our bed. Kicking off our heels, 

we lapsed into each other arms while wearing our undies for a long sleep. 

Morning came and we were awaked by the pound-ing surf since there had been a thunderstorm during the night. The sun had come out and the sky had cleared, leaving some white cumulus clouds highlighted by the bright blue background . 

Quickly, we took our showers and put on fresh panties and bra along with simple sundresses. I had shaved my face very closely before putting on foundation, mascara and lipstick. 

By the time I had pinned and brushed my short wig, Jo Ann was ready. It was ten oclock as we arrived at the motel dining area to enjoy a nice breakfast of fruit, juice and sweet rolls along with bacon and eggs. 

Since this was our last day at the beach, we quickly changed into our swimsuits, mine with the nude pantie brief to hold my manhood in place. As we were about to leave the room, Jo Ann looked over and said, Lynn, dear girl, I believe that you have forgotten something.

I looked in the mirror over the dresser, wondering if I had forgot to apply lipstick. Jo Ann continued, You must not forget to fill out the top of your lovely swimsuit. Maybe you need to consider growing your own breasts so you wont have this problem in the future

We both had a good laugh as I took the falsies and placed them into the padded cups of my swimsuit. 

We spent the rest of the day at the pool and laying on the beach in the cabana chairs. Since it was cool, we did not bother to apply sunscreen. Later during our drive home, we both paid for this mistake. We swam

several times in the pool since the Gulf was a little rough. Each time we swam, Jo Ann reminded me to put on the swim cap to help hold my wig in place. We decided to return to the pier restaurant again to enjoy the sunset and dine on lobster tails. 

Back at our room late in the afternoon, I made dinner reservations, then wiggled out of my swimsuit and panty brief. With a towel around my waist, I took a long shower and decided to shave my legs; not that they were hairy but I knew what would be on the agenda for tonights entertainment. I noticed that Jo Ann had shaved her legs during her shower. 

After drying off, Jo Ann rubbed moisturizer over my body and legs. I went to the dresser drawer, taking out my silicone breasts; I used the adhesive to glue them to my chest. Soon I had on my white lacy panties (two pair) and matching underwire bra along with garter belt and stockings. Jo Ann had said earlier that most girls would not wear stockings under a sundress but she thought that nothing looked more sexy than a pair of nice-looking legs in sheer hose and heels. She had dressed the same, using white undies. Earlier I had polished my toe nails before showering. After applying makeup for the evening, I took the bottle of crimson polish and did my fingernails while sitting on the balcony, enjoying the breeze and the sounds of the waves as they broke at the shoreline. Once the nails were dried, I put on the pink full-skirted sundress as well as a flounce white lace-hemmed petticoat to give fullness to my dress and my white three-inch heels. 

We arrived at the pier and were seated on the outside deck. Soon, we were sipping our rum drinks as the sun was setting over the Western Gulf. About the time the sun had set, dinner was served. 

Arriving back in our room, I had to hurry to the bathroom. I still had not gotten the courage to use the ladies restroom outside of the clubs or restaurant in Atlanta that were gender friendly for crossdressers. We decided to stroll along the beach for a final time so we both removed our stockings and garter belts. We put on our tennis shoes to walk through the motel and out to the beach. Once on the beach, we carried our shoes in one hand while joining our other hands as we lei-surely walked in the sand and through the water that washed across our feet near the shore. 

The beach was well-lit from the motels and houses close to the shore. I stopped, turned to Jo Ann and pulled her against my protruding chest, giving her a long sensuous kiss which she quickly returned As we kissed, a sudden breeze came up, raising our skirts above our waist. We both stopped kissing and started to lower our skirts when Jo Ann suggested, Lets relax and let nature give us a thrill .I like seeing your skirt rise so I can catch a glimpse of your pretty undies. I am so glad that you wish to dress this way; I enjoy seeing you all dolled-up. You make a beautiful woman and it thrills me to death to know that under your lacy petticoat, panties and bra, there is something special that makes you stand out from other women. I guess that was what attracted me to you that first night after your weekend with Bonnie. While she is a close friend, Im happy that she did not want to marry you and live in Atlanta. I love Lynn and like Charlie, Lynn is who I de-sire. This has been a great week together, I just hate that it will be ending tomorrow.

As the full moon was rising over the Gulf, we returned to the motel and quickly changed into our sleepwear. I decided on my short lavender Baby-Doll with the matching panties, along with leaving on my

short wig and all my makeup . While Jo Ann was in the bathroom changing into her long, pink, see-through nightie, I added perfume to my neck and chest and reapplied a thick coating of the bright red lipstick. 

Propping up the pillows and turning down the sheets on our king-sized bed, I lay waiting for Jo Ann. 

Emerging from the bathroom, she stopped at the vanity and added perfume and fresh lipstick. We made love for almost an hour. Soon we were asleep in each others arms until the alarm woke us up. 

I had planed to drive back to Atlanta as Charlie. 

Three full days of wearing only pretty lingerie and womens clothing had been the longest I had ever stayed dressed as Lynn; it was one of the best weekends of my life. After what Jo Ann had told me regard-ing her love for Lynn, I decided to spend another day in skirts as it would make Jo Ann happy. 

Since we were heading back North and the weather would be cooler, I chose to wear a straight red knee-length skirt and my pink lambs wool sweater set. 

I thought that the short sleeve sweater would be just right; I would carry the cardigan if I needed additional warmth. Since the skirt was tight, I would have to wear my pink open bottom girdle along with the nylon panties and brassiere. 

After showering and shaving my face, I did not remove my falsies but put on the lovely pink panties and bra before entering the bedroom. Jo Ann was putting on her makeup, took one look at me and said, Im happy that you decided to remain as Lynn during our return trip. With that, she gave me a hard kiss on my lips. After pulling up my girdle and donning the stockings, I lifted the heavily lace-trimmed pink slip over my head and smoothed it across my shapely body. Sit-

ting at the vanity, I applied my daytime makeup and secured the long auburn wig . Carefully, I lifted the short-sleeved sweater over my head and pulled it down over the silky slip, then stepped into the back-zipper skirt. Jo Ann came over and closed the zipper, then gave me a love pat on my girdled rear. Slipping into my red pumps, we were ready to leave. 

Since I was in the feminine mode, I found a luggage cart, loaded all our suitcases and took them down to our car. Soon we were on the road, heading back to Atlanta. During the return drive, Jo Ann insisted on shar-ing the driving. I enjoyed being in the passenger seat, having the freedom to move about and enjoy the scen-ery. Jo Ann and I discussed our problem of being together as our work schedules conflicted. I proposed that perhaps we could spend more time together if she would move in with me. For the next hour we discussed the pro and cons of my idea. 

Jo Ann found a rest area along the interstate, pulled in and parked the car. She had been thinking and finally made a counterproposal. I have been consider-ing your suggestion. It would help our relationship if we could spend what little time we have together. 

Since you travel during the week and I do the same on weekends, living together would give us more time with each other. However, I would like to suggest something a little different from what you may have been thinking about. I would like to move in with Lynn, not Charlie. 

I realize that Charlie has to work and his presence is required for his job. Heres what I suggest: if I am to move into your house, I expect Lynn to be my roommate. Charlie can be present when he needs to change for work. Otherwise, I want Lynn at all other times! I

guess that Charlie will be present in the early morning and when he returns from work. If I am gone during the weekend, Charlie can stay but I expect to find Lynn upon my arrival and no trace of Charlie in our bedroom.. Do you think I am asking too much?

Pausing a minute to think, I replied, I understand what your terms are. Because I want to be with you, I will agree. Sometimes Charlie may have to be present in the morning before leaving for a trip or if I make local sales calls. I guess I can move Charlies belongings into the spare bedroom and bath. I promise that he will not enter our bedroom unless it is absolutely necessary. 

If I should forget, all you have to do is to remind me and I will comply.

Jo Ann moved toward me and kissed me sweetly, saying, I look forward to being your roommate. With that, she reached under my skirt, pressing her palms over the satin panels of my girdle, rubbing my scrotum as her lips pressed against mine. 

I would like to seal our arrangement with something special but we better wait until we get back to Atlanta!

We stopped for a light dinner and arrived home close to eight. I unloaded our suitcases and took them into the canopy-covered bed in the master suite. Jo Ann showered and put on a fresh nightgown while I emptied my suitcases and put everything away. After showering, I changed into my lavender long v-neck nightgown. I decided to keep on my falsies; I would remove them using the solvent the following day. We re-tired to watch television for a while while sitting on the satin-sheeted bed. That night Jo Ann sealed our bar-gain, saying,I love you, Lynn. We should plan for me

to move next week. I have to give my landlord a weeks notice.

We awoke early Tuesday morning and enjoyed oral sex before returning to sleep. I gave Jo Ann my velour robe as I put on the matching peignoir to my nightie. Jo Ann was barefooted but I had on two-inch slippers. I prepared breakfast as Jo Ann made a call to her agent to check on her upcoming schedule. She showered and dressed in a blouse and slacks as I used the spare bathroom to shower and remove the falsies. Stepping out of the shower, I felt odd not having a set of breasts on my chest. In order to please Jo Ann, I put on a pair of high-cut nylon panties and my lacy white teddy. Jo Ann smiled at the way I was dressed but her mood changed as she saw I had put on a sport shirt and male pants and socks. She was pleasant but rather cool. 

Noticing her mood, I said, I will move all of Charlies belongs to the spare bedroom later today. I just needed to change this morning as I have a few errands to run after I take you home. This is just one of those times when you have to accept who I really am . The outside world is not as open-minded as you are. Please forgive me!

Jo Ann smiled and gave me a kiss on my cheek. I will have to get used to the times when you have to be Charlie. Im sorry. I just hated that this week has to end. It was a lovely weekend and I so enjoyed your company.

It was a little awkward as we drove to Jo Anns apartment. She tried to make small talk and apologized again for getting upset. She had a club engagement for Friday and Saturday in Athens, Georgia, so we decided to meet Sunday evening for dinner at my townhouse. 

She was also going to give her landlord notice to vacate her apartment. 

I spent the rest of Tuesday running errands, taking my clothes to the cleaners, having the oil changed in the car, grocery shopping, and writing up my sales reports for the previous week .In the evening, I changed into a nightgown to do the laundry of which the majority was Lynns lingerie .I soaked my swimsuit in warm water using Woolite to keep the colors from fading . I had taken my sundresses and sweaters to the cleaners along with my male slacks. 

The following morning, I packed my suitcase for a short trip and included Lynns nighties and panties and bras to wear in the evening while watching television. During my packing, I remembered that I needed to move Charlies things to the spare bedroom. The thought occurred that since I enjoyed wearing nightgowns while traveling and Jo Ann expected me to wear them whenever we were together. that I really had no use for male pajamas. I gathered all the pajamas and put them in a bag which I would give to Goodwill. My sales route took me to Opelika, Alabama and the lower Georgia area which was a two-day trip. 

Friday after doing my office work, I started moving my clothing into the spare bedroom. Leaving the large double closet for Jo Ann, I put all of Lynns clothing onto the smaller closet. Lynns wigs and cosmetics were already on the pink ruffle-skirted vanity in the master bedroom. Since Jo Ann would be the primary user of the master bathroom during the week, I left all the room on the counter top for her cosmetics and toi-letries. By Saturday I had cleaned out the dresser drawers, leaving only Lynns clothing in the dresser and dedicated the chest to Jo Anns belongings. 

Sleeping late on Sunday, I fixed breakfast and read the paper while wearing my pink nightgown with the matching peignoir and heeled slippers. Finished washing the dishes, I took my shower after applying the depilatory to my arms, shoulders and legs. Once I had shaved under my arms, I applied my feminine deodor-ant ( which I started using exclusively a year ago), then rubbed moisturizing lotion on all my body including my face to soften my beard. Using the safety razor, I removed all the hair from my face. I am fortunate that I have light facial hair. 

Stepping into the high-cut panties and tucking my genitals, I pull the bright pink lacy nylon panties over my legs, enveloping the first pair. From the second drawer in the dresser, I removed the matching satin-trimmed garter belt, secured it around my waist and threaded the long garters under the legs of the panties I was wearing. Opening a package of red, thin, sheer stockings, I kneaded them over my legs and fastened them to the garter tabs. I decided not to glue the falsies to my chest as I would have to remove them Monday morning since I was traveling to Northern Virginia for sales call; I slipped them into the cups of the pink satin brasserie. I raised the lace embellished pink satin slip over my head, pulling the slip gently into place over the protruding mounds and smoothing the slip about my body. 

Moving to the dressing table, I took my time applying makeup. I waited to add lipstick until the very end after pulling on the soft pink cashmere short sleeve pullover sweater and stepping into the maroon wool side-zipper skirt. After outlining my lips, I applied both the deep red lipstick and a clear glossy sealer. 

Turning on the vanity stool and reaching to the side, I slipped the three-inch red pumps over my stock-

ing-covered feet. I sprayed perfume and added my pink faux pearl draped earrings and a double strand necklace. I was now ready for the long simple style wig. Securing the Auburn wig in place with several hair pins, I brushed out a few areas of hair until I was satisfied. 

Earlier in the afternoon, I had prepared a dish of lasagna and made a nice combination salad which was being chilled in the refrigerator along with a bottle of white Zinfandel. Preheating the oven, I started baking the lasagna. Taking out the broccoli, I removed the heavy stalk and started steaming the vegetable. Opening the wine, I poured two glasses. My timing was perfect as Jo Ann rang the doorbell. Without taking off my white bib apron, I answered the door. Jo Ann came in and smiled as she gave me a long kiss on my painted lips. I had to pull a tissue from the apron pocket and wiped the lipstick imprint off her face. Walking behind me as I returned to the kitchen, she whistled softly as she admired my wiggling rear, tightly confined in my form fitting skirt. 

Holding her a glass of wine high, she toasted the occasion. To a wonderful dinner, may the evening be as lovely as the hostess.

We sipped wine as I finished cooking. The broccoli was soon cooked. Draining the water from the pan, I emptied the pan into a serving bowl adding a little salt and butter. Jo Ann took the salads and ice water to the table which I had previously set. She lighted the candles and turned off the overhead light. Soft light classi-cal music came from the sound system. After setting the lasagna on the table, Jo Ann pulled my chair as I smoothed my skirt and sat. We both enjoyed the dinner and wine. 

The conversation was about my trip and her gig in Athens. It seemed that the college crowd enjoyed the concert and the band was well received. Her agent had arranged for someone from the Grand Ol Opry to view the show. He was quite impressed and scheduled the girls to be the opening act for one of the lesser known country singers in two weeks. He had also gotten them a gig to play at a small Nashville country bar the same weekend; the girls would have a full schedule. They would play from Thursday night through Saturday night after they finished at the Grand Ol

Opry. Upon their return to Atlanta, Jo Ann would have the next weekend free so I made arrangements to help her move into my place that weekend. 

Jo Ann spent the night. The following morning after I prepared bacon and eggs, we both dressed in our golfing outfits. Along with the short, pleated, pink one-piece dress, I took my pink sport windbreaker as well as my pink ball cap. I pinned the cap extra carefully since the wind was blowing and I did not wish to be exposed from being careless about my attire. We enjoyed playing but decided we had better wait until better weather before playing again. To ward off the chill from playing, we stopped for hot soup and a salad for dinner. Back at the apartment, we showered together, then dressed in our nightgowns for another round of sex. 

Jo Ann changed in the morning after eating the breakfast I prepared. Afterwards she gave Lynn a goodbye kiss and thanked me for a lovely weekend. 

After she left, I showered and changed into my male clothes, packed and headed for North Carolina for the week. 

I talked with Jo Ann on Wednesday evening. She had started packing some of her things for the upcoming move. Since the Tri-Ess group was planning on having our Christmas formal the weekend after her trip to Nashville, we made tentative plans to attend. 

She thought that she would not have a performance until New Years Eve when the band had a booking at a local club in Atlanta. 

The weekend of Jo Anns move went smoothly. She had made arrangements to have her clothing packed in cardboard wardrobe boxes and her few personal items and furniture to be delivered to my place in the late morning. Since she had arranged for movers, I thought it best that I dressed as Lynn and start us out on the right foot, so to speak. I had, after all, promised her that Lynn would always be present when we were together. 

I did think that Jo Anns request for me to be in semi-permanent Lynn mode was somewhat unusual but I was glad to have someone who accepted me and the way I preferred to dress. Since she could accept me and enjoyed going out in public in my company when I was in the Lynn mode, I was happy and never questioned her motives. 


***

After putting on a shirtwaist dress and heels as well as my makeup and wig, I was ready for the movers. It only took thirty minutes for them to carry and place all the boxes and furniture in the proper rooms. After they left, I helped Jo Ann put away all her clothing in the large walk-in closet and the dresser. I offered to let her have full use of the dressing table but she insisted that I use the vanity. Its a little too feminine for my taste,

she replied. Looking at the white dust ruffles with pink ribbon trim, I realized that it was quite feminine. 

Bonnie had intended it to be when she decorated the canopy bed as a housewarming present last year. 

I observed when we were moving Jo Anns clothing to the closet that she had a lot of pantsuits and her blouses were not frilly nor very feminine. Although she was tall, graceful and feminine, there was a certain masculine aura about her. Her panties and bras were plain nylon, not lacy or ribbon-entwined. My wardrobe was ultra-feminine in comparison. Even though she owned several nightgowns, she preferred sleeping in nylon pajamas. While she had several pairs of flats, she did prefer to wear two- and three-inch heels. 

Jo Ann had four guitars and several music stands and instrument stands which we put in my office. We discussed the use of my office and decided it best to move my desk, computer and shelves into the second bedroom and let Jo Ann use the office as her studio. 

We also rolled the piano into the room so she had an area to compose her music. 

Late in the afternoon when we had every thing in place, I suggested to Joan that we should celebrate our new beginning by going to a fine French restaurant in downtown Atlanta.  We should dress up as this is a very fancy place. Would you like me to make the reservations? I asked. 

The place sounds wonderful. I will make our reservations. Would eight be good? she asked. When I responded in the positive, Jo Ann called and confirmed dinner for two in her name.This will be my treat tonight, she announced. 

I went into the shower first after having Jo Ann apply the body hair remover on my back, chest and arms. 

While in the shower, I shaved my underarms and legs with the safety razor. After drying off with a large pink fluffy towel, I stepped into a pair of plain black high-cut panties after tucking my maleness between my legs, then into a second pair of lacy black nylon panties. Going to the bathroom vanity I attached the falsies on my chest, then slipped my arms through the satin pushup bra and secured the hooks around my back. As I went into our room to finish dressing, Jo Ann showered and shaved her legs and underarms. 

From my lingerie drawer, I took out a wide black satin waist cincher with four dangling garters. To these I attached my long, sheer, black denier stocking after having pulled the garters under both pairs of panties. 

Stepping into the black crinoline and pulling the waist-band in place, I slipped my nylon-clad feet into the black three-inch pumps. Walking to the decorated and padded chair to my dressing table, I sat and carefully applied my evening makeup. Once I had finished and added lipstick and a sealer, I opened my jewelry case and found the small, long, dropped pearl earrings and a single stand necklace with matching bracelet securing them in place. Finally I added perfume on my wrist, neck and behind each ear. 

Swishing over to the closet, I took out the black, dressy. off-the-shoulder cocktail dress and slid it down over my head. Jo Ann closed the eyehook and zipped up the dress up in the rear. Returning to the vanity, I took the long wig from the stand, put it on my head and pinned the base into my own hair. 

***

By the time I completed my primping, Jo Ann was dressed and had finished her makeup which consisted of a light touch of eye shadow, pink lipstick which matched the color of her nails, and mascara. She had brushed her hair, pulled it back and tied a black velvet ribbon in the back. She was dressed in a satin, black, tailored pantsuit. Under the mannish-cut jacket, she wore a plain black nylon brasserie. On her neck was a small gold chain and she wore small gold studded earrings. Her shoes were two-inch heeled open-toed pumps. While I had an evening patent leather clutch purse, she put a wallet containing two credit cards, a small amount of cash and her drivers license into the inside pocket of her suit jacket. There was no doubt that Jo Ann was a woman and her outfit was feminine but she came off as slightly mannish in appearance . 

Since it was chilly, I took a jeweled black long sleeve sweater which I draped over my shoulders and I secured the top chain clasp. 

We strolled hand-in-hand to the garage where she opened the door to her car for me. After I smoothed my skirt and fastened my seat belt, she shut the door. 

Coming to her side of the car, she took the keys from her pocket, fastened her seat belt and started the car. 

We had a pleasant thirty-minute drive downtown. After Using the valet parking, we walked hand-in-hand into the building and went to the fourteenth floor to the restaurant . At the desk she said, Reservations in the name of England for two. We were escorted to a cozy table for two at a window over looking the city of Atlanta. She ordered drinks for both of us. Studying the

menu, she asked what I would like. When the waiter came, she placed the order for both of us. 

After dinner she ordered another round of drinks. 

The small band started playing and Jo Ann asked, 

Lynn darling, would you care to dance? I accepted and she led me out to the dance floor. Naturally, Jo Ann led and I followed. She held me tightly against her while we danced cheek-to-cheek. I loved how she led as well as the feeling of my skirt and crinoline swishing around my sensitive legs. After several songs, we returned to our table and finished our drinks. She insisted on a last dance. I was not surprised when she held me closer to her as we danced; her knees kept coming closer to my body, pushing the crinoline out in the back. She was blowing softly in my ear and nib-bling on the ear lobe behind the screw-clasp earring. 

When the dance was over, she kissed me softly on the lips and led us back to our table. I gathered my purse and we left the restaurant with our arms around each others waist. On the drive home, her hand was playing under my skirt as she caressed my silken covered legs. 

Returning home, Jo Ann built a fire while I fixed a round of drinks. It was not long before we were on the sofa in just our undies. Jo Ann was wearing anklets while I had on full hosiery. Her plain black bra and panties were a contrast to my lacy bra and panties. She initiated our lovemaking. Soon we had given each other oral sex. With my hand in hers, we headed to the canopy-covered bed and had intercourse with Jo Ann on top. We showered together and changed into our nightclothes; Jo Ann in red pajamas and I in a short waltz-length, red overlay nylon nightgown. 

Sunday we spent the day around the fireplace, enjoying several movies on video while casually dressed. 

Monday morning, I fixed us breakfast. Jo Ann had put on a sweater and slacks while I was wearing my negligee and matching nightgown. Jo Ann did the dishes while I went to the guest bathroom to shower, shave and dress in my sport coat and pants for my work week. Jo Ann kissed me briefly on the lips as I left, carrying my suitcase and customer files. I would be gone all week and she had a contract to play in Nashville for the weekend. 

Sunday afternoon, I spent considerable time with my makeup and hair which I wanted to be perfect for Jo Anns viewing. Dressing in my pretty pink laced panties with matching bra and girdle with the slippery nylon lacy bodice slip, I pulled the pink long-sleeved lambs wool sweater over my head and tucked the sweater into the tight, red, wool straight skirt. Adding some dropped earrings, bracelet and necklace I finished by spraying Red Barn perfume over me neck and wrist. Checking myself in the mirror, I brushed on some lipstick and patted a few stray hairs of my long wig into place. Sitting at the vanity, I slipped my feet into me red pumps. 

It wasnt long until I heard Jo Ann open the door. 

She dropped her suitcase and gave me a long hard kiss and patted me on the butt. I see you are wearing a girdle tonight, Lynn. You look so lovely and so girlish. I just love the way you look tonight. Its nice to come home to a beautiful companion and lover. My, you smell so heavenly. Is that my perfume youre wearing?

I know you are tired, so take a shower while I prepare dinner. We are having shrimp cocktail, broiled white fish and vegetables for dinner, It will be ready in forty minutes. I hurried to the kitchen, put on an

apron and started dinner. After setting the table, I changed my apron to a fancy white nylon bib apron, tying a large bow in the back. Jo Ann came into the kitchen wearing a yellow sweater and dark brown tweed skirt along with white socks and loafers. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail. She was wearing eye makeup, blush and red lipstick. She pulled me close to her and gave me a short sweet kiss. Dinner smells good and you look absolutely lovely.

As I took the shrimp to the table, Jo Ann carried the two glasses of white Zinfandel. I took off my apron and started to sit. Jo Ann pulled out my chair while I smoothed my tight skirt as I sat. Once our appetizer was finished, I returned to the kitchen and prepared our dinner on the plates. Once again, Jo Ann held my chair for me. After dinner, I replaced the apron and cleared the table, stored the food in the refrigerator, and cleaned the kitchen by rinsing and putting the plates and utensils into the dishwasher. 

Taking off the apron, I returned to the den. Jo Ann had poured us another glass of wine. We talked about the events of the week. I mentioned that I loved the note she had attached to the nightgowns and panties she had placed in my suitcase prior to my leaving Monday morning. We talked about her show and the Country performers she meet. 

During the weekend, we went shopping for linens and towels as well as groceries. Sunday night, we went out for a light dinner and took in a movie at the local theater. I had planned to do paper work and make local calls around Atlanta on Monday and Tuesday. 

Jo Ann slept as I got up early to shower and change into my business suits. I left early and came home close to three each day, changing into a shirtwaist dress with

a full petticoat and heels. Once I had applied my makeup and straightened my wig, I went into the den, sat and talked with Jo Ann until it was time to prepare dinner. Jo Ann helped clear the table while I put away the food and washed the dishes. After television, we changed for bed, enjoying both oral and regular sex. 

Wednesday morning before the alarm went off, Jo Ann woke me and we enjoyed lovemaking before it was time for me to change for work. I would be gone until Friday; she had several gigs starting Friday evening so we did not see each other until Sunday afternoon. 

The following week, I made the Florida trip and was gone until Friday evening. Jo Ann had left again on Friday and returned Sunday late afternoon. Since it was late, we ordered takeout and enjoyed each others company the rest of the night. 

Christmas was nearing so I made my out-of-town trips late in the week so wed have more time together. 

She had engagements each weekend through New Years Eve. Two weeks before Christmas, I purchased a freshly cut pine tree and brought it home. After putting the tree in the stand and bringing it into the house, I changed clothing, putting on my shirtwaist dress, petticoats and heels. That evening, Lynn decorated her first Christmas tree while Jo Ann decorated the house. Between us we had over two hundreds ornaments and many small decorative pieces. We finished late that night. The house looked very festive. 

Christmas morning, I put on my best negligee over my nightgown, brushed my wig and added full makeup before calling Jo Ann. By the time she changed, I had breakfast ready. After enjoying our

fresh strawberries and coffee cake and coffee, we opened our presents. 

Jo Ann was pleased with the sweater set and red waltz-length nightgown I had gotten her. All my gifts from Jo Ann were, of course, feminine. There was a very pretty lavender lacy nightgown, a soft white cashmere long-sleeved slipover sweater, sexy lace deep purple panties with white ribbons and bows along with matching brasserie, garter belt and camisole. 

I had brought a small turkey breast along with prepared stuffing which I put in the oven. Once the turkey started, I took a shower, shaved my face carefully as well as my arms, underarms and legs. I put on my pink panties, bra, open bottom girdle along with stocking, pink shell sweater, form-fitting red skirt and red three-inch heels. Taking my time, I applied my makeup, finishing off my face with a bright cherry red lipstick which matched my nails. In my wig I tied a red ribbon and bow. For my ears, I had found a set of clip earrings that were jeweled stone on a gold Christmas tree. 

In the kitchen the turkey was still cooking as I put on a festive Christmas apron. After putting the stuffing in the oven, I prepared mashed potatoes, cooked car-rots and gravy. Jo Ann came into the kitchen in a sweater and skirt and said how good the food smelled. 

She offered to set the table and fix water and wine. She set a Christmas disc on the player, dimmed the lights except for the Christmas tree and a single candle on the table. 

Once dinner was over, she offered to do the dishes while I put away the food. We went into the den to enjoy the rest of the evening before the fire. After petting on sofa for a length of time, we were soon stripped na-

ked on the rug in front of the fireplace. We left our clothing over the chairs and on the floor that evening as we went back to the bedroom. The following morning I picked up our clothing and put most of it in the hamper and hung the sweaters and skirts in our closets. 

Jo Ann had a New Years engagement in Athens, Georgia, which I decided to attend. Her band was great and well-received. At midnight they played the tradi-tional New Years song. After the band finished, she came over to my table and gave me a long lovers kiss The band played another hour before the bar closed. 

While the girls drove home together, Jo Ann and I drove by ourselves. While we were too tired to welcome in the New Year, we made up for it in the very late morning. 


***

During the winter, we continued our busy schedules. Jo Anns agent had gotten her quite a few bookings for the weekends, as well as some engagements as an opening act in Nashville. I was busy as the economy had dropped and I had to find new customers to make up for the weaker demand for my companys products. 

When we could be together, we enjoyed each others companionship. During my traveling, I was taking only one pair of male underwear on my trips as an emergency. Otherwise I wore panties, bras, camisoles and pantyhose during my sales trips and nightgowns when I was along in my room. .It was Jo Anns suggestion that I wear lingerie all the time. So with her en-couragement and my loving to wear soft dainty

garments close to my body, I got rid of all but two sets of shorts and T-shirts from my wardrobe. 

It was the middle of Spring when Jo Ann decided to join me again for a trip to Florida. As before, Lynn was present most of our free time. We enjoyed the beach where we both stayed out too long and got sunburn. I would have to wear a shirt any time I was in the yard as my swimming straps and chest line were an indica-tion that I was an extreme crossdresser. 

During the return trip to Atlanta, Jo Ann opened up to me about her country band and the fact that she did not know where much of the money was going. She paid her girls a set salary but after a year, she had made only a thousand dollars profit for herself. I suggested that I review her books along with her receipts and expenses. She thanked me and relaxed as we finished our trip. 

It took a month before I had finished going over her accounting. It seemed that the manager had been spending more than he should. I looked at a receipt from the local car rental agency where he had rented a mini-van for the weekend. I called the agency to find out what their rate on a full-size van was and compared it to the rate on the receipt. I asked Jo Ann the type of van they used during the most recent trip. It was a Honda Pilot; she was billed for an Odyssey which was twice the price of the mini-van. The girls shared two rooms, Jo Ann had her own room and the manager had a room. He was renting a suite for him-self and regular rooms for the girls. 

With this information, I started looking into other expenses and the total revenue they received. I called several of the clubs where she had performed, asking for the owner, I pretended I had a Country band I

would like him to hear and asked what fee we could expect. In all cases, the draw would be twice as much as had been reported, plus a percentage of the cover charge. 

It was evident to both of us that he was pocketing the additional money. Jo Ann told me that she had a one-year contract with this man and it was due for re-newal in three months. He was drawing twenty thousand dollars as his commission for his services, plus expenses on the road. 

Jo Ann decided that she would let her manager go but that presented another problem. When she first started, she controlled her bands activities off-stage. 

The girls always had excuses why they were late or needed to leave rehearsal early. 

Suddenly she smiled as if a light bulb had come on in her head. I have a great idea. Lynn could do the job as she can keep the girls in line and your business knowledge and salesmanship could take care of the business end. That would free me to compose and work on arrangements for the band. I know that I can trust you. Would you consider being my manager? Of course, I am referring to Lynn. I can afford to pay you the same which is about the salary you currently are making. You now receive a bonus but its based on all sales in your managers territory. That is why your bonus was less this year even though your sales had increased. As my manager, you would receive a 15%

commission with a guaranteed salary of twenty thousand. What do you have to lose? We would be together all the time which I believe will enhance our relationship. It means that Lynn would be here permanently, or at least the majority of the time.

We discussed her offer over several drinks until the early morning. When I had decided to take her offer, she smiled and kissed me passionately. After sleeping until late afternoon , we talked again. Jo Ann had several suggestions as to how I could improve on my feminine look. The first is to let your hair grow so you wont be dependent on your wig except for special occasions. We have three months; I think your hair can grow long enough to be styled. In the meantime you could have a ponytail and secure it with a rubber band as many males do. The other problem is that while you pass very well in public during the evenings, you need to become more feminine in your thinking, actions and looks. I suggest that you go to a finishing school for young ladies. I know of an older widow who gives charm lessons to young girls whose parents are in the social set. We could arrange for you to receive lessons during the day.

This sounds fine but what about my present job? I have to make enough money to pay our house note, as well as for food, insurance, and entertainment, not to mention the expense of a car, I countered. 

I suggest that you give your company a months notice. That will leave two months before I let Tom go. 

In the meantime, I have enough savings put away that I could pay you for those two months. That way you will be prepared to assume the duties as my manager. I will give Tom his notice a month before contract time. 

If he decides to quit early, we will be ready. This way, you will not miss a paycheck and the bills will be paid, she exclaimed.Also, you may use my car since we will be together.

In that case, I will gladly accept you kind offer. I will worked hard to see that you have more bookings

and we will find out what the problem has been with your income, I replied. 

Im very pleased with your decision and look forward to us being together. I will call and make arrangements for your schooling, Jo Ann said as she went to the telephone. I overheard her conversation. Mrs. 

Sutton, my name is Jo Ann England and I talked with you earlier about my cousin who has come to live with me in Atlanta. While she is a pretty girl, her upbringing is from the hills of Tennessee and she is quite a tomboy. I would like to have Lynn Brown become one of your pupils. She needs to learn how to become more feminine and to adopt the ways of the big city and learn to be a gentlelady. She also is quite naive about men and she needs to learn how to conduct herself around them. Good, we can be at your house on Monday afternoon at four oclock. I look forward to meeting with you.

Hanging up, she turned to me, I hope that this will be all right. I know that you can schedule your paperwork or make local calls in the morning. I figured telling her you are from the hills will give her an idea as to what she has to work with . You are graceful, but if you have to be around the public, you must be as skilled in the feminine ways so you will not attract any suspicion about your true gender. Looks alone do not make a lady!


***

That afternoon, I called my company in Cleveland and gave them my notice. An hour later, I received calls from my mentor in Cleveland from the glaze lab and my sales manager in Nashville. They asked me to

stay but I told them that I was leaving to help a very close friend in the entertainment business as their manager. Both were relieved that I was not going to a com-petitor and wished me well. I was to make a final round of sales calls for the ceramic accounts in two weeks with my mentor. We would be traveling all week together. The sales manager wanted to meet me in Nashville so I could hand over all my records and files the last week. That would work well as Jo Ann was to be the opening act for a well-known country group that weekend so I decided to see my manager, then join her for the weekend. 

The following week I was dressed in a pink shirtwaist dress with two petticoats, three-inch red heels. 

and a red sweater over my shoulders. Jo Ann had applied my makeup using pink lipstick , light blush and pink nail polish but had applied dark liner on my eyes as well as dark blue eyeshadow. As I was looking in the mirror, she explained, I wanted to overdo some features in order to show Mrs. Sutton that you are a novice at applying makeup. I realize that you know better but I would like for her to give you a fresh start. I have met several women here in Atlanta who went to her finishing school years ago; daughters are attending classes prior to the Spring Debutante Cotillion. After her husband passed away years ago, she decided to start a girls finishing school like she attended as a youngster after World War II. Her house is a great antebellum in the old section of Atlanta.

During the drive into the heart of the city, Jo Ann and I discussed her concerns about her band and its upcoming performances. I assured her that I would keep them as busy as they had been in the past but thought that I could do better given a little time. Soon we arrived at Mrs. Suttons. There was an old black

iron fence surrounding the front and side yards, a beautiful plush green lawn and beds full of blooming flowers of all varieties. There were two huge magnolia trees in the front yard and azalea bushes along the house beds. Behind the azaleas I could see a large white porch which wrapped around three sides of the two-story, white, wood-framed house. The house was just like a picture I had seen months earlier in Southern Living magazine. 

Mrs. Sutton greeted us at the door. She was a very striking woman in her mid-sixties, about five foot seven, with beautiful white smooth skin with no wrin-kles. She wore about a size eight or ten dress. She was well-groomed, wearing stockings and medium height tan pumps which matched her skirted suit and light beige ruffled front blouse. Her makeup was tastefully done; medium red lipstick which matched her nails on her long, slender, soft, graceful hands which she extended to Jo Ann, then myself. 

She led us to the parlor, a large room at the front of the house whose furnishings were antebellum; stuffed high-backed chairs,a settee and heavy mahogany tables with doilies and lamps. She asked us to take a seat on the settee while she sat in the chair directly opposite us. 

She watched as I smoothed my skirt and petticoats. I looked at Mrs. Suttons reaction as I smoothed the skirts, a slight smile forming in the corner of her lips. 

When I sat all the way back on the settee, her smiled disappeared and she gave a little nod of her head towards Jo Ann. I latter learned during my lessons that a lady sits forward on a settee or any chair, never with her back against the back cushions. 

As we talked, I was aware that most of the conversation was directed to Jo Ann. I was asked several
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questions which I briefly answered. Mrs. Sutton asked me several times to elaborate in greater detail. She listened carefully as I talked. 

While I answered her questions, she was noting my speech, inflections and the pitch of my voice. I realized I had a long way to go in order to sound like a woman at all times. The longer I talked, the more boyish I became. 

Mrs. Sutton talked to Jo Ann. You were quite correct in your judgement. While Lynn is a striking girl, she has much to learn to be a lady. Her dress is lovely but it is very evident that she needs to learn the proper way to wear makeup and to master the feminine art of beauty. Her skin needs proper attention, her nails need to be lengthened. From what you told me, she sounds and acts like a tomboy, no offense, my dear. I can see that with proper instruction and good study habits, she has the makings to become a proper lady in a short pe-riod of time. If you like, I suggest that we meet three times a week. When would you care for me to start working with Lynn?

Jo Ann hesitated and looking at me, asked, Lynn, when would you like to move permanently to Atlanta and stay with me? I know that you have to return to Newport tomorrow on the bus. I expect you will have to give your employer at least two weeks notice and let your folks know that you will be moving. This is the middle of August. I think you could be settled in my house by the end of September. What do you think?

I understood Jo Anns message as I knew it would be awhile until I had completed my month notice to my present employer. This would allow time to finish getting prepared for my new role as a full-time woman. 

Jo Ann had made arrangements for several visits to the doctor where I was scheduled to have laser treatments to remove my slight beard. I replied in my best feminine voice, I think that the end of September is OK, 

then I can be learned, starting in October. I saw Mrs. 

Sutton look a little acerbated with my use of OK and

learned.Being a real Southern lady, she smiled slightly, thinking she would have a real challenge on her hands. 

We said our goodbyes as she accompanied us to the door. Talking to me, she said,It was a pleasure to meet you, Miss Brown and I look forward to working with you. If you do not mind, I would like to talk briefly in private with your cousin. I took the hint and went to the car while Jo Ann stayed behind and talked with Mrs. Sutton. 

As we drove home, Jo Ann told me of their conversation. She started laughing as she repeated Suttons remarks, Lynn is a pretty girl but I understand why you think she is a tomboy. I believe she has not had enough socializing in a small mountain town. Her looks we can easily correct. I hope her grammar can improve as well. She seems to be a bright girl and should be able to learn without too much difficulty. I have had worse pupils than Lynn and they became proper ladies by the end of our sessions. We do need to teach her proper manners and deportment and really work on her voice, teaching her to be a soft, sweet, gen-teel lady. What do you know about her reactions around boys? Has she dated very much? I assume that I will have to teach her how to handle herself around men and how to protect herself by using her wits.

Jo Ann replied, I think that you have reinforce-ment my thinking. That is exactly what I believe Lynn needs. I do not think that she has dated any boys; as you said she is rather tomboyish. She thinks that boys are her buddies. I appreciate your working with Lynn and I am sure she will be a good pupil. I shall call you

in a few weeks to set up a schedule. I would like Lynn to come maybe three times a week for a crash course.

That is an excellent idea. I look forward to working with Lynn, Mrs Sutton answered. 

The following week I made local calls and started letting my hair grow. Jo Ann reminded me that I might look like the Bearded Lady in the circus but it would be best to get as much growth to my beard for laser treatments. Right before I was to meet my mentor, I had my first session. I also had the laser used on my hands and back. 

During our trip to Florida, Harvey asked me why I decided to switch jobs. I told him that I had offered to help a friend who had trouble with her bands manager; I thought that it was a good opportunity for me as well. The last night we were together, he thanked me and acknowledged that it would be a good move for me. He thought that the sales management team in our company was made of a Good Old Boys Network which I was not a part of due to my lack of heavy drinking and partying which the Boys did more than concentrating on their products and customers. Its not the salesman who knows his product and does an excellent job increasing his sales and customer relationships who gets promoted in this company. You have done an excellent job for the past five years. You can be proud of yourself. I wish you the best and I know our division will sorely miss you. Best of luck in your new venture. I know that you will do well. It has been a pleasure having you in my department.

The following week I went to Nashville, taking two suitcases. My sales manager looked at the short ponytail which I tied with a rubber band and made a derog-atory statement about my appearance. He took all the

files and literature, thanking me for my service. He did not ask what I was going to do or wish me luck in my new job. 

Jo Ann and the band arrived Friday afternoon. I had arranged to stay at the same hotel where the band was booked. I had a late check-out on Friday afternoon which gave me time to change into a dress and heels. 

Once I finished, I walked to the next floor with my female suitcase, knocking on Jo Anns door. She was surprised and very pleased to find Lynn moving in with her for the weekend. I do not know why I had spent so much time with my appearance for soon I was stripped to panties and brasserie as we climbed into bed. 

While the band traveled back on Sunday in the rented van, Jo Ann and I, as Lynn, enjoyed the ride through the mountains back to Atlanta in my car. Monday morning I did all my final paper work for the company and filed my last expense report. In my house robe, I took the papers to the mailbox for pickup by our postman. 

Having let my beard grow all week, that afternoon I had my first laser treatment. I let my skin heal the rest of the day, but I did put makeup on my face for the evening when I prepared dinner for us. Tuesday morning, I did all the laundry, put my male clothing into suitcases. I enjoyed putting my female clothing into the dresser drawers as well as putting Jo Anns delicate undies into her chest of drawers .I thrilled at hearing my heels click on the hardwood floors as I busily hurried about the house. 

Removing my dress and petticoats, I took an hour nap before rinsing my face, redoing my makeup, putting on the petticoats, dress and heels to start dinner. By the time Jo Ann returned from her band rehearsal and

shopping, I had dinner ready to be served. After dinner, Jo Ann gave me a pretty wrapped present, a beautiful silk satin set of lingerie, matching panties, bra, garter belt and camisole in periwinkle blue. The outfit was full of lace and ribbons on the satin material.I just love it! I exclaimed as I gave her a hug and kiss. It is simply beautiful and so delicate. I will wear the outfit next time we go somewhere special.

Good, I look forward to seeing you wearing my gift. This weekend I dont have a performance. Lets plan to go to the Italian restaurant we went to on our first date. Lets dress up for the occasion. I am so looking forward to this weekend, being together and being alone!


***

When the weekend, arrived I took my time in the shower washing my long hair, shaving my underarms and legs. Dusting myself with body powder, I stepped into a nude panty brief before putting on the blue silk garter belt and panties . Once my brasserie was fastened, I put the silicone falsies into the soft smooth satin cups, Adjusting the bra straps, I then slid the soft lacy camisole over my head and pulled it down over the filled bra. Sitting at the dressing table, I rolled my hair in the tight curlers before slipping on the bonnet of the hair drier. Once my hair was dried, I removed the curlers and brushed my hair. Glancing in the mirror when I had finished, I was pleased with the results. My hair glistened from the crown of my head to the ends of the long curls covering my neck and resting on my shoulders. I had painted my nails with two coats of the deep red polish while waiting for my hair to dry. 

Since tonight was special, I spent over thirty minutes applying my makeup. My efforts paid off as Jo Ann came into the bedroom from her shower and exclaimed, Lynn, you look beautiful tonight. If I did not know better, I would think that youve been to the beauty parlor. I love how pretty your hair is. So shiny and clean.

Thanking her for her compliment, I finished by putting on my black taffeta cocktail dress along with the black petticoat. Slipping my stocking feet into the three-inch black pumps, I gathered my beaded clutch purse and put in the items a girl would normally require to keep her face at its best during an important evening with her lover. 

I was waiting in the den when Jo Ann appeared wearing a black silk form-fitting sheath along with white pearl earrings and necklace, dark sheer nylons and three-inch black pumps with pencil thin heels. 

You look absolutely stunning tonight. Are those new heels? I think they really add to your outfit, I commented while looking her over from head to toe. 

Her hair had been cut shorter but she had it waved and curled at the tips. Her makeup was light but showed her femininity. I put on my black satin elbow-length gloves over my painted fingers and picked up my purse as we left the house for our special evening to celebrate my new job. 

We enjoyed our dinner and wine. Jo Ann noticed how gracefully I removed my elbow-length gloves and folded them before putting them in my purse. My posture was very improved as I sat with a straight back and Jo Ann admired how I handled my silver and held my wine glass, sipping the wine instead of swallowing. 

She also noted how I used the corner of my napkin as I

blotted the corners of my lips in a very ladylike fash-ion. My lessons with Mrs. Sutton were paying off. 

When it came time to use the powder room, I backed my chair slightly before gracefully standing up. After reaching for my purse, I excused myself and went to the ladies room as if I had done it all my life. After completing my business, I went to the vanity, rinsed my hands and touched up my makeup. I was surprised to see Jo Ann standing in the corner, watching me as I finished. 

She smiled as she came over to me. You are more than a woman, you are the prettiest Southern Lady I have ever known. Your sessions with Mrs. Sutton have really paid off. I could not help but notice how your posture and attitude has changed since you have been to finishing school. It is remarkable. I love you Lynn!

That night after making passionate love, both intercourse and orally, we were in each others arms. I was fondling Jo Anns breasts. She made a comment. 

Lynn, I wish that you had pretty boobs that were real so you could experience what a woman feels during sexual activity. I would like for you to enjoy the same sensations that I do. Wouldnt you love to have breasts similar to mine? I think it would be fabulous. It would really turn me on as well as you, Im sure.

I do not know why but I replied, Yes, I would love to have breasts as nice as yours. It was a spur-of-the-moment thought; I was still in the after-glow of the events of the evening. I kissed Jo Ann sweetly on the lips, then fell fast asleep. 

The following morning I rose early, put a negligee over my nightie and prepared a good breakfast for us. 

Jo Ann came out in her pajamas and a cotton robe. She said that she had really enjoyed last night and was glad

that we could spend the weekend together. We showered together after breakfast. As I was washing her breasts, I saw her flinch, then start to moan slightly. I continued until she reach a climax in the shower. 

While we were dressing for the day, she watched as I taped my silicone breasts into place and slid the forms into the cups of my lacy white bra. Jo Ann spoke, 

Lynn, darling do you remember last night when you confessed to me that you would like to have real breasts? Well, I have been thinking about it since then. 

It dawned on me that it is possible for you to have a real set of breast, either with implants or through the use of hormones. I took the liberty this morning of calling my doctor and setting up an appointment for us this afternoon to have her advise us. I hope you are willing to discuss the options with her? Please do it for me! With that, she pulled me close to her body and gave me a long sensuous kiss. 

Dr. Meadows is a woman our age and she is very discreet. I told her that you are living and working as a woman, but you are still male anatomically and we both wish you to remain that way. She will discuss the option and we can make our decision then if you are all right with this.

I do not know why I did not stop the conversation right then and there but I agreed to talk with her doctor. It would be nice to have breasts, I thought to myself, but I was still a man, even though I did enjoy wearing dresses as well as looking pretty. 

I said, I will be glad to see your doctor and hear what she suggests.

We met with Dr. Meadows who was very courteous and took her time as we explained that I wanted to have breasts and that I had decided to live as a woman

but still wanted to function as a male during sexual intercourse. She listened, then suggested, There are two ways to give you breasts. The first is via implants which are expensive but could be removed by surgery if you decide you do not wish to have them anymore. 

The other way is hormone treatment. We can regulate the dosage so it would overcome your testosterone levels and let the estrogen levels in your body rise. We can adjust these levels so that you can be sexually active as a male when the need arises. This would involve injections of a high dosage of estrogen at first to start your growth. Then we can regulate your male sexual drive by having you take daily doses by mouth and varying the dosage as required. Remember that taking estrogen will give you larger hips but also stimulate hair growth and change your complexion, I understand that you are having your body hair removed by laser applications.

Dr. Meadows continued, Lynn, I understand why you wish to have your own breasts. You are so ladylike and already a very pretty girl. I would suggest that you consider hormone injections. First well need to take a blood sample to check both male and female hormonal levels; all humans have both hormones in their systems. I will take your blood sample and have the tech-nician run an analysis. We should have the results within an hour. You may wait or come back in an hour for the results. We could start your program today.

Jo Ann asked, If we start today, how long before we can see results from the injections?

In several months, his chest will start developing with buds. By six months, he should have the breasts of a real woman his age. His skin will be softer, his hips will be rounder and his complexion will improve

slightly although he has beautiful skin now. If you had not told me that Lynn is a male, I would never have had that thought in my mind. Let me take a sample.

Jo Ann and I left the doctors office and went to a nearby deli for lunch. We both had a salad and water. 

Jo Ann said, We need to cut down on our calories and start exercising to improve our figures. No more Cokes except on special occasions.

We discussed my upcoming hormonal injections. I was as excited about having my own breasts as Jo Ann was. Whenever I dated in the past, I was always aware of the girls breast size, particularly when I dated Bonnie. Jo Anns breast were not as huge but very nicely shaped for her proportions. Jo Ann suggested that I would really enjoy having feelings in my breast. 

She said that actually growing them would be much better than silicone implants that would be nice to look at but never would convey the sensation when having them manually stimulated during sexual adventures. 

By the time we returned to the doctors office, I was ready for my first injection. Good news, Dr. Meadows exclaimed, you have a high amount of female hormones in your system. I feel that by starting treatment today, you will develop your own breasts completely in six months. Are you ready for your first shot? Jo Ann watched as I lifted my skirt and slip and lowered my panties and panty brief. Bending slightly over the table, I was given my first shot. Plan to come back in two weeks for a booster shot, the doctor said. 

She watched as I pulled the brief and the panties back into place, then smoothed my slip and lowered my skirt. She looked at Jo Ann and smiled. He soon will be all the girl you wish for. He already looks pretty. I cannot wait to see the final results.

For the next two months, I went back to receive a shot every two weeks. In addition, I was given a pre-scription for estrogen pills as a supplement. At the last visit, I was examined by the doctor who was pleased with my progress as my buds were developing into small breasts. She asked about my sex drive which had not diminished. She suggested increasing my dosage in the shots and increasing the strength of the pills. A month later, I could fill a size 36 A brassiere with my own breasts. Jo Ann went wild and our sexual happi-ness increased. Jo Ann was as turned-on by playing with my lovely mounds as much as I enjoying her stimulating them. My nipples hardened at the touch of her lips kissing my pointed mounds and nipples. In two more months, I filled a 38-B cup. Using a Wonder Bra gave me great cleavage when wearing a low-cut blouse or sweater. 

Getting an erection was becoming difficult so we suspended the twice-daily pills and cut back to one a day. I no longer required booster shots nor did I require any breast forms. I found that having my own breasts was fascinating. I would fondle them during my showers. I loved lathering my breasts and washing them with my bare hands. Of course when Jo Ann and I showered together, she saw that they were well-cleaned and massaged. 


***

In the meantime I was busy with finishing school and getting ready to take over as Jo Anns business manager. I researched various night clubs where she had performed in the past, who the contacts and owners were and what she had been paid. About two

weeks before her current managers contract expired, I made a road trip to Nashville with Jo Ann. I spent a lot of time observing him rather than watching Jo Ann and the band. 

In Nashville, Jo Ann met with Dolly Parton while I waited in the lobby of her office. Soon Dollys manager came out and talked to me. Jo Ann informed us that you are to become her new business manager and Dolly asked me to give you a few pointers to help you. We talked for over an hour and I took notes as to what clubs we might want to play at, the owners and managers of them and what I should expect. Going to the computer, he printed out telephone numbers and contacts. I wish you the best of luck. Jo Ann is a very talented lady and a great songwriter and will be a star in the years to come.

About that time, Jo Ann came out of the private office and introduced me to Dolly. I was surprised as she was as sweet and down-to-earth as she appeared on television. 

Jo Ann and I returned to our hotel and changed for dinner. While the band ate with the manager at a local steakhouse, Jo Ann and I went downtown to a very fancy restaurant at the top of a tall building. Taking the elevator to the twentieth floor, we entered a very plush dining area with deep red velvet drapes and a view of the city of Nashville. At the desk Jo Ann, mentioned to the hostess, Reservation for England. The hostess looked on her chart and said, Yes, Mr. Miller called and made arrangements. I have your table at the window if that meets with your approval.

After we had been seated, Jo Ann told me that Dolly asked her manager to arrange dinner for us at her favorite steakhouse in Nashville. The waiter took

our drink order. Returning, he mentioned, I trust that it will be alright with you ladies as your meal has been planned by Mr. Miller. This is Ms. Partons favorite table and she wants you to enjoy the evening. The dinner has been paid for by Mr. Miller. I trust that you like shrimp cocktails and a filet steak. 

The service and food were excellent. During my past visits to Nashville to meet with my sales manager, I had never been here but I knew of its fine dining rep-utation. We enjoyed a shrimp cocktail with six jumbo shrimp and a small corn-fed filet as well as a bottle of wine. Jo Ann and I decided that evening when we returned to our hotel to write a thank you note for the beautiful meal and evening. 

We were discussing Dolly while readying ourselves for bed. Jo Ann commented, The first thing you notice about Dolly are her large breasts. However, they are not as large as we are led to believe. Her breasts appear so much larger because of her small waistline.

I asked, What makes you say that?

Well, Dolly wears tight corsets which gives her a slimmer figure. Because of the small waist, her breasts appear to be larger than they really are. I asked Dolly where she buys her corsets. She gave me the name of a shop in Chicago that will make them to custom fit. 

Would you consider wearing a corset? I think it would result in a wonderful figure for you and strongly enhance your femininity. While your breasts are attractive, the corset would give the appearance of larger breast and we can cut back on the feminine hormones as we do not wish to lose that special thing that separates you from the rest of the girls. Would you be willing to use a corset for me, my sweet Lynn?

I had just removed my bra and was ready to put my nightie over my head when she asked the question. Before I could reply, I found myself on my back in the bed with Jo Ann grabbing my natural mounds, kissing them gently and flickering her tongue over my hardened nipples. Another plea and another kiss and I agreed to try a corset for a month. 

Two weeks later, a package came to our house. Jo Ann could hardly contain herself as she found me in the office. Darling, we just received this package. It is your corset, a present from me. It is simply beautiful. 

The white satin garment feels so smooth. The ribs are reinforced and the hooks are strong steel. Dont you just love the long fancy white satin bodice and the lovely garters that are attached, three on each side?

she asked while holding the garment in front of me. 

Soon I stripped down to my panties and bra while Jo Ann wrapped the corset around my middle. Then she came in front of me and fastened the steel hooks. I noticed my waist lose an inch after she hooked the eye-lets. I bent over to pull my nylons up my legs. 

Surprisingly, I had little trouble bending over. Jo Ann attached the three garters on my left leg, then the three on the right leg. My stockings were tighter than when I had worn a girdle or garter belt in the past. 

Putting on my heels, I said, This corset is not as bad as I thought it would be. The satin lining feels nice against my skin and my stockings are taut which gives my legs a nice silky sensation. I do not know why all girls would not want to wear a corset. I thought it would be uncomfortable but I just feel slightly com-pressed.

Jo Ann grinned and replied, smiling, Lynn dear, I glad you like your new corset, it looks lovely on you. 

However, I need to close the back side to complete your dressing. Turn towards the door while I adjust the pullers.

As Jo Ann worked the laces tighter, I could feel the pressure on my waist as I watched it being slowly reduced. Jo Ann took a short rest after putting a satin-lined stiff piece down my back under the laces. 

This is called a tail and is used to eliminate the laces from crushing your back. Now let me continue tighten-ing the laces. After five minutes, Jo Ann was finished and had me walk to the bathroom to view myself in the mirror. My waist had been reduced a little more than two inches and my breast were raised and compacted above the corset. When I was able to see a rear view, I saw the laces were not completely closing the corset. 

There was a little over an inch of slack between the ends. 

I thought you should get accustomed to your corset slowly as it will affect the way you walk, bend, and your posture. Later we can lace you tighter. Put on your dress and lets see the finished product.

My slip was slightly loose around the waistline but my dress was two to three inches too big in the waist. 

Jo Ann exclaimed, I will have to take you to my seamstress and have your clothing altered. It is a good thing we have not purchased your business suits yet as we certainly want to show off your lovely feminine waistline. A tight sweater worn with your skirt will really show off your new figure. Now take off your dress and slip and lets make love. I want both of us to enjoy your girlish looks. I love to caress your waistline and feel the smooth satin and attractive waistline.

***

After wearing my corset for three weeks, I was able to fully close the back. I had to adjust my walk, sitting positions and learn how to bend over without having to grasp for breath. Once my clothes had been altered, I found myself wearing shirtwaist dresses with two petticoats around the house. I would always stop before any mirror and admire my slimmed waistline and my jutting breasts. One afternoon while Jo Ann was rehearsing with the band, I dressed in my tight pink sweater and form-fitting red skirt along with my red heels to prepare dinner. I took my time applying my face and brushing my tresses. 

When Jo Ann came home and saw my outfit and my ultra-feminine form, we forgot about dinner that evening and headed straight to the bedroom. 

Two weeks later, I became Jo Anns manager. The first trip was to Knoxville and Crossville, Tennessee. I realized why Jo Ann never had the money she thought she should from her contracts. At the first club in Knoxville, I approached the club owner to identify myself as her manager. I told the manager that while I was taking over for Jeff, everything he had done in the past would still be applicable to our present engagement. At the end of the evening, I received a check for two hundred dollars and an envelope for myself that had one hundred dollars. Next week, he would send me a check for ten percent of the cover charge. I thanked him with a big smile and brushed my breasts across his shirt-covered chest when I received the envelope. 

The same thing happen at the bar in Crossville the next day. I also found that our motel bills were cheaper as we did not receive the extra suite that Jeff had and
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that our room rates were standard where he had given Jo Ann receipts for the maximum rate charged and his room charges were listed as telephone expenses, even though he had a cell phone. 

The following week I received the checks for the cover charges. It worked out that we had taken in about four hundred and fifty dollars more than Jeff had been reporting. Also, I had rented a passenger van for a lot less than Jeff had. 

I took the van for our next trip and paid the bill which was the price I had gotten on the phone earlier that week but the receipt I received was for an inflated price of forty dollars per day more plus we were charged for additional insurance of fifteen dollars per day. Once I had confirmed where most of the money had been going, I decided to spend more time on making our band professional and setting rules of behavior; some of the girls like to spend the evening with customers after closing and they were constantly late when we were loading the van. Dress code was another item. I discussed with Jo Ann that the girls should wear long suede or polyester skirts and white peasant blouses, off-the-shoulder for more sex appeal, decorated with rose appliques along with nylon stockings and boots. Jo Ann, as leader, would wear a colored blouse. 

Meeting with the girls, I outlined our new rules and dress code. I agreed that the girls could go to the bar but were expected in their room one hour after the show. I told them there would be bed checks. They were very vocal about the new rules. I calmly informed them that we were trying to make our group full-time and that adhering to the rules would greatly benefit them. I also mentioned that I planned to get us longer bookings rather than weekends only, but we had to become a known group that people enjoyed listening to. 

This means more money in your pocket! If you do not want to adhere to the rules, you can be easily replaced although I believe we have a fine group and look for-

ward to being a part of this team! I said, ending my speech

. 

I had obtained the girls measurements, dress and shoe sizes. At the Country and Western store, I was able to get the skirts and boots. I had the seamstress make two sets of blouses for each girl. I had fun shopping for strapless bras in various sizes. The sales clerk was confused until I told her why I was doing that. 

The next weekend we were in Columbus, Georgia, close to the local Army base for two nights. The new uniforms went over great and the band not only looked great but sounded great. The manager paid the standard fee and I met with him early Sunday morning and received a check for 15% of the cover charge of five dollars per person. The manager told me the word had gotten out after Fridays performance and he had the highest total receipts in ten years of business for a Saturday night. We were booked then for a Thursday, Friday and Saturday a month later and I was able to negotiate 20% of the cover charge. 

While in Nashville the following week, we were booked into one club for Friday and Saturday night plus an early performance to do two songs at the Opry. 

At the club, I received the customary kickback from the manager. Jo Ann sang one of her songs made popular by Dolly; the other was an instrumental. Both were well received and the band did an encore. 

In the wings offstage, I was watching when a gen-tleman approached me. He was from Harrahs Entertainment Group and he asked about booking the girls as an opening act. As we discussed terms, I noticed how he strained to get a better look down my low-cut blouse. I said,The pay is fine, however, we will need

accommodations of two double rooms for the girls and a small suite for Jo Ann. I failed to mention that Jo Ann and I would be roommates. I also said that we should be provided with meals. This was not a problem since his mind had been distracted as I leaned forward into him. He booked us on a trial basis for two weeks in June, several months away. He asked for a publicity picture of the group which I had in my briefcase. 

The girls were thrilled when I told them the good news. We would do two shows a day and three on Sunday. I told them that we would share in the performance fee as we would be playing more often. We had been booked into Tunica, Mississippi. 

Our stay in Tunica was very successful. The girls had a great time. The first weekend the married drum-mer had her husband join her. He only had to pay for his meals. The girls practiced during the day between using the gym, pool and sauna. I kept a close eye on the girls and they adhered to all my rules. I was not concerned what happened during the day except I insisted that the girls did NOT gamble. During the middle of our second week, we were offered to return in three months as well an engagement in Biloxi, Mississippi for a two-week stay in July. We had previously booked a night in Knoxville which I had to cancel. 

The following year, we had many extended bookings and finally were the featured act in Tunica for a weeks booking. Jo Ann was busy in her spare time writing songs; finally she was asked to cut a CD featuring her songs as well as three standard country tunes. 

***

At the Country Music Awards in Nashville, Jo Ann was a nominee for Best Country Newcomer Of The Year. I convinced Jo Ann that she should wear a long formal gown for the televised affair. 

One evening we searched the web, looking for gowns. It was mutually agreed that she should wear an emerald green one-shoulder gown with a form-fitting skirt. We found one that had a large rhinestone shoulder clasp with a thin net of tulle green across the open shoulders and bodice. 

While I thought of wearing my new pink, close-fitting, tailored jacket, Jo Ann insisted that I also wear a formal gown for the event. I decided to wear my red strapless gown which I had worn two years ago at the beauty pageant for Miss PTA. Jo Ann smiled as she suggested that I try it on. 

Two weeks earlier, Jo Ann had presented me with a new corset in pink satin which I was wearing that evening. We had just been able to fully close the corsets back lacing. When I tried on the dress, it was several sizes too large for me. It was a size 16 and I now wore a size 12 dress. 

We returned to the computer and searched for gowns again. I found a Donna Karan pink chiffon long strapless gown with layered tulle and a thin transparent half-sleeved jacket which Jo Ann insisted I should purchase. The follow day we went to Atlantas best formal dress shop where we found the gowns from the internet .Mine had to be taken in half an inch whereas Jo Anns fit perfectly as-is. 
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Driving, we arrived in Nashville the day before the awards. The next afternoon we both had appointments at the beauty salon where we each had a manicure, 

pedicure, hairstyling, and a facial with makeup. We spent the entire afternoon, almost three hours in the chairs, but we both looked great. Jo Anns hair had up-swept angel wings, while mine was piled high on my head with my rhinestone crown (which I won at the Male Beauty Contest) perched on the top, holding the curls together. 

At the hotel we both changed into our gowns after Jo Ann gave my corset a yank, removing any slack. We made our entrance into the lobby and to the audito-rium. Jo Ann was called to the red carpet area where she was interviewed and photographed by the press. 

During the presentations, she was shown on the megascreen and was well-received by the audience. 

Unfortunately she lost to Randy somebody, but she looked glamorous during the broadcast of the awards. 

We were invited to several parties afterwards. Another honor was bestowed on Jo Ann as one of her songs, performed by another female artist, was awarded Best Single Of The Year. 

It was early the following morning when we returned to our room. We were both so hyper that we made wild passionate love for the next hour. We slept late and checked out a little after one in the afternoon. 

Jo Ann suggested I wear a girdle to be more comfortable during the five-hour drive to Atlanta. She was overjoyed to find that I had gotten us a headline booking in Mobile, Alabama for a three-week engagement in January at Harrahs and an opening act gig in Vegas for March which would be for two to three weeks plus airfare. 

Since I now had a twenty-four inch waist thanks to corset training, a natural 38-B bustline, and rounder hips due to the hormones, Jo Ann suggested that I pur-

chase a new working girls wardrobe. She suggested tailored business suits with form-fitting skirts in light pastel colors for Spring and Summer and red, blue, and medium grey dress suits for Winter. To look feminine, I wore very lacy camisoles which showed beneath my closed jacket as well as dainty transparent silky blouses which would let my lacy undies be seen in a very con-servative manor. I found that wearing a well-made and fitted ladys suit enabled me to be more businesslike and regarded as an equal with the men I had to deal with in setting appearances and negotiating contracts. 

During our road trips, I wore pretty full dresses,always with petticoats and a corset except when I had a business meeting. Under the suit skirt was always a lacy slip and my high-rise girdle. I always wore two pairs of panties to hold my manhood in place . 

Over the next year, bookings increased and Jo Ann and the girls were making very good wages. I received my fifteen percent agents fee. At the end of our first year, I had made over ten thousand dollars more than at my previous job. My expenses had increased three-fold because of buying my new wardrobe, however. Jo Ann also gave me many gifts of clothing and jewelry. 

She saw her revenues increase due to the better bookings but also because of receiving her full payments from the clubs. Her recently recorded album with songs she had written was being well-received by the public. Revenue kept coming in from songs she had composed, recorded by other country singers. 

One evening in late February, after we had returned from a three-week booking in Florida, we had finished dinner and were at the sofa watching television and sipping a cocktail. During a commercial, Jo Ann got on her knees in front of me, saying, Lynn darling, you know that I truly love you. I am asking you to become

my wife! Will you do me the honor of marrying me?

Jo Ann reached behind her back and pulled out a small ring box. Inside the box was a one-carat emerald-cut diamond engagement ring in white gold. Placing the ring on my hand, she said, Please say that you will be my bride and my wife for the rest of our lives.

I was floored. I realized that we loved each other and were very happy together, but I was a man. How could I be a wife? Trembling, I answered, I would be happy to marry you, but how can I be your wife since I am a man? I may not look very masculine but you know what is under all this pretty clothing. Why can

wet have a regular wedding with you as the bride and me as the groom?

She quickly had a reply. Lynn, you are known to everyone in the business as a female agent, a very sharp and skilled agent at that. How could we keep our bookings and club dates if everyone found out that you have been masquerading as a woman? That would end our career. No one would trust you.

Secondly, she continued, it would destroy our band as you have seen the girls in all stages of dress and undress. Also, the girls know that you and I are a couple. They believe that I am the butch in our relationship. They think that I swing both ways. I do not worry about what they think of my sexual preferences but I care about you, darling. I say that we keep the status quo and you be my lovely bride.

How can we be married in a church and who would perform the ceremony? OK, yes, we occasionally go to a non denominational church friendly to gays but I dont think the minister can legally perform a ceremony with two women, I questioned. 

Lets plan to attend church this Sunday and meet with Jane Miller after the services, Jo Ann suggested. 

That Sunday, Jo Ann and I wore our best dress suits to meet with Mrs. Miller. We explained that we would like her to marry us. 

Rev. Miller replied, Jo Ann and Lynn, I am sorry but while our church welcomes all lifestyles, under state law, I can not marry couples of the same sex. I wish that I could do more.

I looked over to Jo Ann and asked, Should we tell her about Lynns past? It only took a second before she nodded in the affirmative. 

Reverend Miller, I believe that we do qualify to wed in the churchs eyes. I am not who I appear to be. I have known Jo Ann for over three years. When we first met, she learned that I am a male who liked to dress in womens clothing on occasion. Both her roommate and Jo Ann accepted me as a crossdresser and I welcomed the opportunity to go out in public dressed as a woman. When Jo Ann moved to Atlanta, she enjoyed and wanted to be in the company of Lynn, not Charlie Brown, my given name. Many months ago, we decided that I should dress as a woman full-time. I had my name changed by telling the officials that I had wanted to have a sex change operation, which allowed me to get the proper papers and identifications to live as a full-time woman. I believe you are aware that a pre-op transsexual has to live and work as a woman for two years before having surgery.

Mrs. Miller was looking me over very carefully as I continued, Yes, I am still male even though I dress and look feminine. I know that in your church there are several crossdressers beside myself. I have no intention of getting a sex change. Jo Ann and I enjoy having me

masquerade as a female. As far as the members of Jo Anns band and her contacts in the entertainment in-dustry know, I am a woman. You are the first person who knows our secret and I trust that it will remain that way in the future.

But you look and act as a woman. I see that you have real breasts. How can I trust that you are telling me the truth? she asked. 

I have taken hormone shots to improve my figure and I am proud of my lovely breasts. Jo Anns doctor administers the shots to help my body transform. I am glad that you question my true gender as I have worked very hard over the past year at trying to improve my femininity. I suggest that you contact my doctor or I will be glad to visit a doctor of your choosing to have him confirm the fact that I am male even though I do have breasts. I am available tomorrow and Tuesday if you can arrange an appointment for me. I assume that under these circumstances we can be married. What is your opinion, Reverend Miller?

If what you say is true, I see no reason why we cannot marry you in the church. I guess I should also ask, just for sake of clarity, if Jo Ann is a biological woman.

All three of us laughed but Jo Ann assured the preacher that she was. 

I take your word that you are a male, Lynn, but if you went to my doctor, I can stand before my board and assure them that I am abiding by church rules. It would be very assuring if I can confirm your sex. Excuse me for a minute and I will call my doctor.

In a few minutes, Reverend Miller returned and asked if I could wait for thirty minutes in her office; her

doctor was nearby and was willing to give me an examine so we could go on with our wedding plans. 

Within an hour, after I redressed, Reverend Miller came into the office with Jo Ann and the doctor. You may precede with your plans. Do you have a date in mind?

Jo Ann quickly answered, Thank you, Reverend Miller, we would like to get married the second Saturday in June as we do not have a show until the holiday in July. Can we book the church for then?

After the Reverend checked her calendar, we booked the second Saturday in June which would give us four months to get ready. As we left, I heard the doctor telling Mrs. Miller, If I had not examined him, I would never have believed that he is male. His breasts are real and quite sensitive.

Jo Ann and I were on Cloud 9 as we walked hand-in-hand to our car. She assisted me into the passenger seat before going to the drivers side of the car. I mentioned, We will not have to purchase a wedding gown as I still have the one from the PTA pageant.

We drove home rather than stop for lunch. After a quick turn on the bed, I showered and put on the Merry Widow corselet, stockings and panties, then went to the office bedroom to retrieve my old wedding gown. Returning to our bedroom, I took the gown from the dress bag, along with the petticoats. Once I had put on the gown and Jo Ann zipped the back, I looked in the full-length mirror. The gown was too large in all areas except the bust line which was slightly snug. 

Jo Ann smiled and told me, We will have to go shopping this week for a new gown. It would be better than trying to alter your old gown which has turned

slightly yellow. We want you to show off your lovely figure. Now you can experience the thrills a girl goes through choosing her wedding gown. Lets plan to go shopping Tuesday, my sweet bride to be.

Tuesday morning, I arose early to shower, wash and set my hair. Jo Ann suggested that I wear a girdle and regular bra to the bridal shop but I should bring my corset in case we needed it. My natural waist is twenty-six inches but the corset could take several inches off. Soon we were in downtown Atlanta at a very fancy bridal shop which had been recommended to us. The owner, Jane Dixon, was a very pleasant woman in her late forties. Jo Ann told her that I was going to be married in June and we were interested in a gown that would make me into a beautiful bride. 

For the next two hours we looked at many dresses. I tried on four different gowns before narrowing our chose to two lovely full-length wedding dresses. The first was a Parla Lynette with a sleeveless illusion lace bodice and soft shimmer satin skirt in a ball gown sil-houette embellished with Swarovski crystals and finished with a zipper corset closure and fabric-covered buttons. The beaded ball gown was floor-length with a high V-neck with ivory and lace satin pick-ups extending from my hips to the floor. The satin pick-ups were tied at the hips, covering my rear and split on each side of the dress showing the beautiful laced skirt in front. 

Our other choice was an ultra-feminine, fitted sil-houette with embellished corded lace combined with draping layers of fluted tulle which created the flared A-line floor length skirt. Handmade flowers were gently placed throughout the slender bodice with a dipped strapless neckline, a corset closure featuring Swarovski crystals. 

The fluted tulle skirt was ultra-feminine and I loved being able to glide around the shop in such a beautiful fancy dress. If I had been in my early twenties, the dress would have been perfect. Both Jo Ann and I decided that the sleeveless lace bodice dress with its modest neckline was very sophisticated and very Southern in style. I loved the feel of the satin pick-ups as my arms brushed the sides of the dress when I picked them up to walk. 

It was suggested by Ms. Dixon that I gather my hair to the back behind my ears, holding it together with a rhinestone clasp. Long simple rhinestone dangling earrings would add to my femininity thus showing my entire face and the lovely bodice of the gown. She also suggested that I wear my corset to emphasize the narrow waist and strong hip lines of the gown which was enhanced by the satin-draped pickups. 

Ms. Dixon made the necessary adjustments to the dress before I took it off, including the voluminous petticoats which were part of the dress. After I changed back into my sweater and skirt, we went to the register. 

How do you wish to pay for the gown? she asked. 

Jo Ann smiled as she handed Miss. Dixon a check for the entire amount. This is my treat, Lynn. I look forward to seeing you walk down the aisle. You wear the gown like a professional model. It really is lovely on you, my sweet. Ms. Dixon just smiled as she took the check. The dress will be ready in three weeks.

The following months went by rapidly. Between my scheduling bookings for the band and planning for our wedding, we were constantly on the go. Jo Ann and I discussed the size of our wedding. We decided on a simple ceremony with less than forty guests. I thought it would be nice to have two bridesmaids and chose a

couple from my Sigma Epsilon group, a young crossdresser and his wife who were both very pretty. 

They were officers of the group with the wife being the President. When I attended meetings before Jo Ann moved in with me, I always thought that Jim, who went by the name of Janie, was the most passable of the entire group. It was impossible to tell he was really a man because of his natural femininity, looks, and his overall physical features. . His beauty was only out-done by his very pretty wife. Jo Ann would rent a tuxedo for the wedding. She had asked one of the band members to be her best man. After the ceremony, we planned on a catered buffet to be served in the church family area. The husband of one of the band members was a disc jockey who offered to provide music for the reception and dance afterwards. 


***

Jo Ann insisted on making all the arrangements for our honeymoon which would be in Clearwater, Florida. This meant that I would plan to pack summer clothes. Of course, I had to go shopping to obtain a wedding trousseau. I enjoy the thrill of being able to openly shop for womans lingerie without the nagging feeling that it was wrong for a man to want to wear, much less own, such delicate and pretty laced undies, lovely nightgowns and peignoir sets. I also needed an additional bathing suit with coverups. While it was impossible to wear a skimpy-two piece suit, I found an attractive, bright red, one-piece, low-cut suit along with a gauze coverup and matching sandals. Since I did not wish to pack petticoats for our trip, I decided on buying several silk full skirted silk and rayon printed dresses in bright yellow and pink colors. I also pur-

chased two sets of blue denim skirts along with light blue silk semi-transparent sleeved blouses, one for myself and one for Jo Ann, along with matching costume jewelry consisting of a necklace, two bracelets and earrings. My jewelry was white with pink while Jo Anns was white with baby blue. 

Soon the day of our wedding came. I had made an appointment in the morning at our beauty parlor where I was given the full treatment from head to toes. 

When I went to pay the bill, the owner wished me a happy married life and said that her services were my wedding gift. Several of the beauticians had been invited to the wedding. They all knew my true gender since I had used their services for the past three years after moving to Atlanta and had visited them prior to some of the Tri-Ess meetings. 

Returning from the beauty parlor, I changed into my corset which I asked Jo Ann to tightly lace. I rolled the sheer beige nylons over my shaven legs before Jo Ann fastened them to the garters since I did not want to break one of my long fingernails prior to the wedding. I had let them grow for the past month, wanting my hands to be as feminine as my face and body. After Jo Ann left the bedroom, I put on my new satin, white, lace push-up brassiere and changed into the matching satin panties over a pair of high-cut plain satin panties. 

Since the dress was so full, I did not need to wear my girdle nor the gaff to cover my masculine body parts as the panties would hold every thing in place Slowly, I stepped into the huge petticoat and the satin underskirt to the dress. Sitting at the vanity in the bedroom, I clipped the long dangling rhinestone earrings on each lobe before clasping a thin single-strand rhinestone necklace around my long thin neck . My

bridesmaids were supposed to come to the townhouse and help me into my wedding gown. Waiting for their arrival, I stared at my reflection in the large vanity mirror. It was hard to realize that the young pretty woman was me. Staring at myself, I started reflecting upon how I arrived at this point and time in my life as a young bride. While I had been a closet crossdresser for many years, it was Bonnie , Jo Anns roommate, who had first accepted me in womans clothing, then arranged for us to spend a weekend together where I was forced to show myself in public. Losing a golf bet the following day, I returned to Memphis wearing the same dress and lingerie I had worn the night before. 

Upon our return to Bonnies apartment, her roommate Jo Ann came and saw me in a dress and full makeup. 

Upon their insistence, we dated while I masqueraded as a girl. We went to concerts, theaters, dining and playing golf with me always in Lynn mode. We were more than girlfriends. From then until I moved to Atlanta, they enjoyed my company while I was wearing skirts. 

Bonnie did not wish to leave Memphis. We soon broke up. Sigma Epsilon, a group of male crossdressers in Atlanta, took up the slack for my weekends. When Jo Ann moved to Atlanta, she called, wanting to have dinner with Lynn, not Charlie. 

During our long weekend in Florida where she insisted I remain Lynn during our free time, I learned that she preferred Lynn to Charlie. Jo Ann moved into my townhouse and I promised to be in skirts and dresses whenever I was home. When she needed a new manager for her band, I volunteered. This meant that she wanted me to wear soft lingerie and pretty dresses at all times. Now I was preparing to be her bride. I real-

ized that I was now to live entirely in skirts, makeup and heels for the rest of my life. 


***

As I started to think about what my life had become, the door bell rang. Jo Ann let Janie and his wife, Chris, into the house and directed them back to the bedroom. They were both dressed in pink chiffon, full-skirted, off-the-shoulder, knee-length dresses with pearl studs in their ears and single strand pearl necklaces as accessories. They admired my bedroom and my hairstyle. Both picked up the wedding gown off the canopied bed, lifted the skirt and pulled the dress over my head as I placed my arms through the sleeves. They were careful lowering the dress so my hair would not be messed. Chris took the comb and placed the few messed strands of hair into place. I sat on the stool while they each slipped my white satin, cloth, two-inch heels over my stocking-covered feet. 

Jo Ann had left for the church before I finished putting on the beautiful fitted satin and lace gown. Chris and Janie assisted as I sat in the rear seat of their Lin-coln sedan. Janie pulled my dress fully into the car and got into the passenger side as Chris drove us to the church. A small crowd gathered as we drove up. The girls helped me from the car and to the brides room in the church. Carol, the owner of the beauty shop, came into the room and offered to touch up my makeup. She touched up the foundation, blush, and added another coat of black mascara to my lashes before putting another coat of the crimson red lipstick and a glossy sealer on my painted lips. 

The music began and I walked proudly down the aisle towards Jo Ann who was waiting at the alter wearing a black tuxedo and red cummerbund. Her only makeup was pink lipstick; her hair was in a pony tail tied with a red ribbon. Her smile lit up the church as she watched me slowly come down the aisle doing a hesitation step. Once I arrived at the altar, we joined hands. Soon I heard the minister say, I now pro-nounce you husband and wife. You may kiss your bride!" 

After a long kiss, Jo Ann whispered in my ear, Tonight it will be me taking you home, my lovely bride.

With that, she squeezed my hand and at the same time gave me a love pat on my rump. 

We formed a reception line at the entrance to the all purpose room of the church where the reception was being held. Our guests were the members of the band and their husbands or dates, several of the members of my crossdressing sorority and their wives. Beside my bridesmaid Janie, Laura, who was my sponsor when I first joined Tri-Ess, was the only member of the club who decided to come to the wedding dressed. She was wearing a pink silk form-fitting sheath dress with matching pink three-inch heels. In addition we had ap-proximately twenty members from our church. There were several couples where the dominant partner was dressed in a male suit while her mate wore a dress. The gay male members of the church were all wearing suits. The only people who knew that the bride was male were Jo Ann, the minister, my bridesmaids , my beauticians and Laura. In addition we had invited several of our younger neighbors who were open-minded about gay couples. 

After the reception line was closed, Jo Ann and I danced the first dance together. She held me tightly and close. Our breasts were touching as we danced around the floor. When other couples joined in the dancing, we were limited to twirling around the floor so she held me closer to her and moved her legs into the folds of my large, skirted, gown. I could feel her knees making contact through the multilayered petticoats and my male member started rising. Jo Ann nib-bled on my ear lobe and spoke softly, I have a few more tricks up my sleeve, but I am saving them until tonight.


***

Soon the evening came to a close. Jo Ann helped me into our car before going to the drivers side. As we drove off, I heard cans rattling from behind our car. 

She continued driving until we reached our townhouse. She insisted on carrying me over the threshold of the front door. Once inside, I kissed her lovingly while still being held in her arms. 

Jo Ann helped as I took off the beautiful satin and lace gown. She slowly unzipped the dress in the rear, then opened all the small pearl buttons along the back. 

After I took off the large over-slip and petticoats, she loosened the strings of my corset. She excused herself and went into the bathroom while I removed my bra and stockings. Keeping the satin panties in place, I slipped into my new white satin and nylon, long, white lace, clinging nightgown, then put on the matching white soft sheer peignoir. I chose not to remove my makeup as well as not do anything with my styled hairdo. I had replaced my heels with a pair of

three-inch heeled white satin slippers which had a small satin bow on each toe. 

Going to the vanity, I touched up my makeup, adding another coat of crimson red lipstick and gloss. After spraying White Diamond perfume behind my ears, wrist, knees and into the deep cavity between my small perky bosoms, I sat waiting for Jo Ann. 

I saw her reflection in the vanity mirror; she was wearing an nightgown and peignoir identical to mine except in a soft baby blue. This was the first time since moving into my townhouse Jo Ann had worn a nightgown. She had completely made-up her face with blush, eye shadow, mascara, and lipstick. Her hair had been brushed and her blonde locks hung over her shoulders . My mouth was opened in disbelief as my husband was a beautiful bride like myself. She reached over my shoulder, picked up the perfume atomizer, and proceeded to spray herself in the same areas as I had done. 

I realize that you are the bride, she said, but tonight is your wedding night and you deserve to make love to a bride. You are all-male even though your lovely nightie makes you so feminine, which is what I love about you.

Taking my hand, she took me to the bed. We made love but I was on the bottom while she had mounted me. We held each other tightly in our arms afterwards, professing our love for each other. Going to the bathroom, I rinsed, then refreshed my lipstick and perfume, Jo Ann had done the same. Soon we were making passionate oral love. I serviced Jo Ann until she had two orgasms. She then removed her gown before removing mine. Her hands and lips soon found my hardened nipples. She was kissing and caressing my mounds as

well as rubbing her breasts across mine. With one hand on my face as she kissed me, her other hand was fondling my penis until it was standing erect. Jo Ann moved down my body while making sure her breasts were rubbing against my stomach until I felt her lips and tongue on my erect male member. 

It was not long until I felt her hands squeezing my balls while her tongue stroked my member until I burst into a climax. We held each other while our naked bodies pressed together until we fell asleep. During the night, we both woke up, needing to go to the bathroom. We both rinsed ourselves and put our nightgowns back on before returning to bed. 

In the morning, Jo Ann began fondling my breast through the nightgown. I did the same to her. Soon she pulled my nightie over my breasts as she mounted me until we climaxed together. We both dressed in our peignoirs and slippers in order to fix breakfast. I put an apron over my filmy dressing gown while fixing bacon and eggs. 

After breakfast found us back in the bedroom. As much as I enjoyed wearing a pretty soft feminine nightgown, I enjoyed making love to my wife while she wore a nightgown. While my hands and fingers caressed her body through the nightie, I enjoyed the soft feeling of the sexy material as well as feeling her anat-omy through the soft nightie. When our gowns slid across each others, I sensed a feeling of exuberance from head to toes. 

Jo Ann noticed my sexual passions were intensified during our lovemaking. Our gowns touched and rubbed while our bodies slid over each others, prompt-ing her to say,I may have to change my mind about wearing pajamas to bed. It seems that you are really

turned-on when I also am wearing a silky nightie. I better shop today for some nighties for our honeymoon if they heighten your pleasure so much when we make love. It also adds pleasure for me .

Since we were not leaving for Florida until the following morning, Jo Ann went shopping in the afternoon. I wanted to join her but she said that she wished to surprise me. I should relax and take a nap as we had not gotten very much sleep over the past twenty-four hours. It was decided that we would have a light dinner that she would pick up from our favorite Chinese restaurant. We were going to fly in the morning to Tampa and rent a car for the week. 

For our flight to Tampa, I decided to wear a long-sleeved Dacron pink blouse and my red Dacron and cotton side-zippered full skirt along with pink lace-filled undies and two-inch pink sling heels. I carried a light cotton sweater on the plane along with a pink shoulder purse containing my new drivers license in Lynns name and the cosmetics required when traveling. Jo Ann chose to wear a Dacron and cotton pant suit with long sleeves with matching two-inch pink pumps. 

Our flight was short and pleasant. After arriving on time, we claimed our luggage and headed toward the car rental counter. Jo Ann had reserved a compact con-vertible for the week. We decided since it was so warm we would leave the top up during the drive to the hotel. I was surprised as we arrived at our hotel. She had chosen the same Courtyard where we had stayed during our earlier trip to Florida. This time we had the Honeymoon suite which gave us a wonderful view of the Gulf. We were above the noise from the pool and walkers. The balcony was larger than our previous

room and it had two lounge chairs and a glass top table. In our room was a lovely arrangement of fresh flowers. We were soon unpacked and had our clothes put away and we decided to keep the balcony door open to hear the sounds of the waves hitting the shore. 

After a brief kiss, we were both stripped to our undies. I had to laugh as Jo Ann was wearing pink lacy satin undies identical to mine, only her bra was slightly larger being a 38-C while mine was a 40-B. She grinned, saying, I went to the same boutique as you did and asked the manager which set of pink undies you had purchased. You certainly have excellent taste in lingerie, my dearest Lynn.

Thank you for the compliment, I replied, I love to see you in such lovely lingerie, my sweet husband.

With that, I gave her butt a slight pat as we headed for the king size bed. Afterwards we took a brief nap in each others arms. The sun was beginning to set as we woke up. Dressed in the terry cloth robes furnished by the hotel, we sat on the balcony sipping champagne, a gift from the hotel management, enjoying the end of the sunset. 

Jo Ann suggested we wear the matching blue silk blouses and denim skirts for dinner. We both chose to wear a very lacy bra and camisole under the semi-transparent blouses along with two-inch heeled white sandals. I decided to wear a garter belt and nylon stocking while Jo Ann went barelegged. 

She put on light makeup, lipstick, mascara and blush while I redid my face in full makeup. Since it took me longer to get ready for dinner, Jo Ann went to the parking lot and put the top down on the convert-ible. She suggested earlier that I should bring a head scarf. Gathering my key, lipstick, perfume and some

tissues, I slipped them into my white clutch purse and carried the scarf in my spare hand to the car which Jo Ann had driven under the front entrance canopy. I tied the scarf as though it was second nature to me before she left the hotel. I was surprised when she pulled into the restaurant. It was the seafood place with the large outside deck where we had returned for our last meal during the work vacation almost a year earlier. Since the sun had set, there was a slightly cool breeze coming off the beach. I put the long-sleeved baby blue cardigan sweater over my shoulders. We had cocktails and enjoyed our lobster dinner. Returning to our hotel room, I had to hurry to use the powder room. 

We decided to go for a walk along the beach. I started taking off my nylons so I might walk barefooted along the shore. However, Jo Ann suggested that I wear the nylons for the evening. We walked along the beach in the sand for ten minutes before Jo Ann found a nice flat sandy spot away from the water. 

She spread the beach blanket and helped me sit. It wasnt long before we were laying beside each other in a tight embrace. I felt her fingers playing with the hem of my dress until it was raised, partially by her hands and also from a slight surge of wind. The combination of the two sent a chill throughout my whole body A second chill waved through my legs as Jo Ann caressed them through the nylon stockings. 

It feels nice, doesnt it, to have your nylon-covered legs rubbed. You have thrilled me many times when I was wearing stockings. I believe you need to experience the delightful thrill of being caressed through nylons. I love how nice your legs look, so smooth and silky, as well as seeing your delightful satin and lace garter belt and the long suspenders holding your stock-

ing. Let me adjust them for you as they are rather loose.

Her slender fingers found the clasps and adjusted the length of the garters until my stockings were being pulled tightly up. I was not used to having the garters that tight. I was in sheer euphoria and quickly reached a climax. From her purse, she took out a tissue and wiped me clean before taking a wet wipe to my private parts. Dont worry about that, I wanted you to have a girlish feeling. I know that you will do better in bed tonight, my sweet wife.

Preparing for bed, I decided on a short spaghetti strap baby doll nightie in peach. The skirt had a double layer of transparent nylon while the bodice was a blouse-like nylon top. The matching panties were nylon with a double layer of transparent gauze and bal-loon legs. I took extra time reapplying my makeup and pulled my hair back into a ponytail using a large peach-colored ribbon tied into a bow. Since we had decided to keep the balcony door open, I did not put on my perfume. 

Jo Ann came out of the bathroom wearing her new off-the-shoulder dark blue baby doll nightie. Her blond hair was highlighted due to the contrasting color of her gown. She too had pulled her hair back and tied it with a blue ribbon and bow. She had reapplied her makeup using pink lipstick. We had a long session in bed before falling asleep. 


***

The morning sun peeking through the sheer cur-tains along with the waves crashing the shoreline woke us up. Jo Ann ordered breakfast to be sent up to the

room. We both dressed in the terry cloth robes until the porter arrived with our breakfast tray . After he had served us on the balcony and left, we discarded our robes and enjoyed a long lingering breakfast while wearing our nighties. After another romp in bed, we showered and put on our swimsuits so we could spend the rest of the morning sunning and swimming. 

During shopping for my trousseau, I had decided to purchase another swim suit, a bright red and pink swirled design, a short deep red skirt, with a halter strap which I could remove when sunbathing. Of course, it was necessary to wear the high-cut panty brief underneath my swimsuit. 

We enjoyed the morning swimming in the calm waters of the gulf and sunbathing lying upon the warm, light-colored sand on our beach towels, then lunch around the pool . We sunned for another hour before diving into the freshwater pool. When kids started crowding the pool, we returned to our room, showered and napped. Dressing casually, we had dinner and drinks, followed by a long stroll along the beach. I removed my stockings and we both carried our heels during the walk, occasionally walking along the edge of the water, soaking our feet. We were both tired that evening so we snuggled in the bed watching television until falling asleep. 

The following morning we put on sun dresses and had the buffet breakfast on the outside patio of the hotels dinning room. Tying on our scarfs, we drove to Tarpon Springs and took a tour on a glass bottom boat. 

We saw a large manatee resting along the bottom. The boat stopped in midstream and two young men dove off the boat into the crystal clear water. We watched through the glass windows as they dove deep into a

patch of weeds. Shortly, they returned to the surface carrying pieces of sponge which they had gathered from one of the plants. It was explained to us that this had been the livelihood for many of the natives years ago, harvesting sponges from the bottom of the pond. 

Returning to Clearwater for dinner, we stopped at another seafood bar and enjoyed peeled shrimp along with my favorite: Myers rum and orange juice. After another stroll along the beach, we returned for a full evening of sexual pleasures. While our honeymoon was brief, only one week, I was glad to return to Atlanta. We were tired, tanned and happy. Too much fresh beach air can be exhausting. 

We returned on a Monday morning. By evening I was exhausted as I had unpacked, washed and folded all our dirty clothes. Tuesday I did the ironing while Jo Ann went to pick up dinner, Chinese, which we enjoyed along with a glass of wine. 

I had made bookings for Nashville as an opening act but had spent most of my efforts on longer booking and concerts. We signed the girls for a major cruise line out of Miami for two consecutive weeks a month and booked them into casinos for the third week. Occasionally we would give a concert at a college town for a Friday or Saturday night and play at the Grand Ol Opry for the other weekend. Jo Anns career was going well. 

I was making almost double the income I did as a sales engineer. The most important thing, however, was that Jo Ann and I were deeply in love and remained together as a couple. I never regretted giving away all my masculine clothing and ways, except in the bedroom. I enjoy living as a full-time woman and adore shopping for clothing, taking care of the house and business. My role shall be as a female until I die. There are no mis-

givings. The best part is that Jo Ann is in love with Lynn and we are happy being together, both in private and public. 

THE END
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