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First Time Out

By Lynn Brown

Five years ago, I was dating a young lady named Bonnie. She was a school-teacher in her mid-twenties, standing 5 foot 7 inches, weighing about 130 pounds with a great figure, 38-25-36. She had been married for a brief period, but when she and her husband parted ways, she finished college and became a Junior High science teacher. 

I had been working for several years after finishing college. I was twenty-six, five foot nine and 160 pounds; I had recently moved from Cleveland, Ohio, to Memphis, Tennessee, to become a sales engineer for the company headquartered in Cleveland. 

The wife of one of my customers taught at Bonnie's school and arranged a double date, with Bonnie as my dinner date. We were both the same age and similar backgrounds. Needless to say, we hit it off and dated for several years. 

At Valentine's Day we exchanged presents. In addition to her gift, there were two boxes from Cupid, one for Bonnie and one for myself. Bonnie opened her box to revel a pair of white-laced panties. She was surprised when I opened my box which contained a matching set of panties in my size. Bonnie took it all in stride and asked if I would like to model the panties for her. I was embarrassed and declined as we were at her apartment and her roommate was in the other room. I explained that I was a crossdresser and enjoyed wearing women's clothing on occasion. She said that she would like to see me dressed, so we made a date for the first weekend in March for dinner at my apartment where I would be dressed in feminine apparel. 

On Saturday, I finished shopping at the stores for our dinner and wine. After setting the table and fixing salads, it was time to take a shower. Letting the water run over my body for a good long soaking, I took the razor and shaved my legs. It Page - 3
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felt smooth and silky after all the hair was gone. Patting myself dry with the towel, I then applied lotion to the arms and legs before powdering the rest of my body. 

Returning to the bedroom, I dressed in the panties, which Cupid had delivered at Bonnie's, as well as a long white “Merry Widow” corselet which hooked and zipped up the front. This is a foundation garment, which helped shape my male form into a feminine silhouette, made of stiff polished cotton with lace covering the cups of the brassiere section. The garment is boned vertically with stays which reduced my waist and the crisscrossed satin panels flattened my tummy. The corselet extended down over my hips to my upper thighs. There were two garters on each side dangling from the hem of the garment, which I attached to each sheer beige nylon stocking. Stepping into a long high-waisted girdle with satin panels in the front and rear, I secured the side zipper. This girdle reduced my waistline by a little over two inches. To the three garters hanging from each side of the girdle, I attached the hose. It seems strange that I can still recall the wonderful feeling of the stocking caressing my bare legs as they were snapped and held into place by the garters. This was followed by an additional pair of laced panties, a lace-trimmed slip and a pair of black patent leather three-inch heels (my only pair of shoes at that time). 

Putting on my male bathrobe, I went to the kitchen starting the dinner and to await Bonnie's arrival. Hearing the doorbell ring, I opened the door letting Bonnie into the apartment. 

She saw that I had on heels and asked, “Are you fully dressed?” 

“No,” I replied, “I only need to put on my dress and wig to be ready. I will be back in a few minutes, turn on the television if you care to.” I excused myself and went to the bedroom where there was a two-piece pink suit and a white silk dickey hanging on the closet door. Donning the suit, I reached under the skirt, pulling the slip into place, then returned to the living room where Bonnie had the stereo playing soft romantic music. 

“Let me apply makeup to your face so that we can complete your transformation,” Bonnie suggested. We sat at the sofa where she applied eye shadow, liner, mascara, blush and lipstick. She then brushed the wig until she was satisfied that the auburn shoulder-length hair properly framed my face. Reviewing the results, she sprayed perfume on my neck, wrist and behind my ears. 

“Check yourself in the mirror. How do you like your face?” she asked. “It would be nicer if you had a pair of earrings." 

Returning from the bathroom, I replied, “Thank you, it really looks great! I appreciate your assistance. Let's celebrate with a glass of wine.” 

While Bonnie sipped her wine, I took mine into the kitchen and continued cooking dinner. When the food was put on the table, Bonnie held out my chair as though I was a lady. After eating, when the dishes were cleaned, we relaxed on the sofa for over an hour, talking and kissing. 

Bonnie took me by the hand, leading me into the bedroom. She took off her blouse, slacks, loafers and white socks, leaving her standing at the bed dressed in Page - 4
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only panties and bra. She watched as I took off the two-piece suit and heels, revealing the full-length laced slip. 

“That is really a beautiful slip you are wearing,” observed Bonnie. 

“Thank you,” I quipped, “you’re welcome to borrow it any time.” 

Climbing into bed, we started caressing each other, when Bonnie suddenly exclaimed, “You’re wearing a girdle. Take it off!” 

As I complied with her wishes, she watched as I released the garter straps holding the nylons and then pulled down the long side zipper. allowing room for my hands to pull down the girdle. She laughed as I wiggled, trying to get out of the girdle until I could slide it down my nylon-covered legs. 

“It’s amusing to watch someone else having to go through the same manipula-tions removing a girdle as I do,” she exclaimed. “Now come to bed.” 

We proceeded to make love. It was a thrill having my smooth nylon legs wrapped around Bonnie's, feeling the interaction of her legs rubbing against my nylons. Only as she pulled down my panties, did I receive a bigger thrill. Having finished, we were resting when the doorbell rang. Bonnie put on my robe and answered the door. It was the neighbors living in the apartment directly below. The two young girls evidently had heard a commotion and were curious about the noise. They inquired if there was a pair of pliers that they could borrow. Bonnie politely said “no,” sending them on their way. 

She came into the bedroom, finding me beneath the sheets and laughed, saying, “I started to ask the girls to come in so that they might ask you in person but thought that they would not appreciate the way you look!” We both had a good laugh. 

We dated for several months after that and occasionally Bonnie would inquire if I had dressed lately in women's clothing. I told her that I had on several occa-sions in the evenings during my travels but never had the nerve to leave the motel room. 

She asked, “Have you ever been dressed out in public?” 

“Only during Halloween did I dress and venture out to a bar, but to be able to dress and go out for an entire evening is a dream I have,” I replied. 

Talking at length, Bonnie proposed that we should plan to have some fun by my dressing for an evening out. She mentioned that she would be glad to assist in the fulfillment of my dream. It was decided that we should plan to go out of town where no one would recognize us. We had also discussed purchasing a recliner chair for Bonnie. 

There was a discount store carrying Lane recliners, factory seconds, selling at a terrific discounted price in Okolona, Mississippi, where I had purchased one earlier in the year for myself. We also decided to play golf that Sunday morning at a local club in the nearby town of Houston. I made motel reservations for Saturday at the Holiday Motel, in Houston, where I would stay during my monthly sales calls in the area. 
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During the two weeks before our scheduled weekend, I went to several stores to purchase a nightgown, several pairs of panties, a lace-trimmed white brassiere, and some jewelry for this outing. 

Friday evening, I had two suitcases packed, one with feminine clothes, the other with my regular male attire. I also packed a bottle of Scotch for additional entertainment, as Mississippi was a “bring your own bottle” state at that time. 

Saturday at noon, we were ready and on our way to Okolona after stopping for a sandwich at a local Memphis eatery. Arriving at the furniture store a little before three o'clock, we found the perfect chair for Bonnie. I paid for the chair and made arrangements to have them deliver it the next week to her apartment. We then drove about twenty miles to Houston and checked into the motel. 

Unpacking and hanging up our clothes, I got some ice so that we could enjoy a drink as we watched the news on TV until Bonnie said, “It’s time to change for the evening. While I take a shower, you lay out the clothes that you plan to wear tonight on the bed.” 

Shortly after, Bonnie emerged from the bathroom and I took my shower while she dressed for the evening. Entering the room after drying, Bonnie looked at me and said, “Go back and shave your legs and also under your arms. We want you to be a proper lady tonight.” 

When I had completed the shaving, Bonnie came into the bathroom and applied lotion over my entire body. Returning to the bedroom, she handed me a pair of my panties, which I put on. She held out the lace-trimmed bra as I inserted my arms through the shoulder straps, before she hooked the bra in back. Picking up the lifelike breast forms, I placed them into the bra cups. Next came the long high-waisted girdle. Blushing, I struggled, pulling the girdle into place before closing the zipper. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I guided the long dark black nylons over my smoothly-shaven legs, bringing the tops of the hose to the highest point upon my legs. Standing, I fastened the nylons to the garter straps attached to the girdle. Then came the slip; I lifted it over my head, then slid the slip down the body, over the filled bra, until it rested in place below my hips. I stepped into the black three-inch heels which slid gracefully over my nylon-covered feet. 

Sitting at the dressing table, Bonnie mentioned that tonight I would receive the full treatment. She brought her cosmetics over to the vanity and started by applying moisturizer over my face. 

Wiping off the excess, she applied a foundation base followed by setting powder. Next came a brow pencil liner, blue eye liner, and blue eye shadow, both light blue for the top of the eye lids and darker blue for the lower portion of the lids. 

As she finished with the eye shadow, there was a knock on our door. “Oh, I forgot to tell you. I decided to order room service for dinner. I hope that you don’t mind.” 

“No, charge it to the room. Since I do not wish to be seen like this, I will go into the bathroom while he sets up the dinner,” I exclaimed, scurrying for safety behind the bathroom door. 
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When the waiter left, Bonnie finished putting blush on my cheeks, although I was naturally reddish in the face. She took an eye curler, compressing the lashes to give a curved effect before applying mascara. When the mascara had dried, she combed the eyelashes to eliminate any lumping. We then had dinner as well as a glass of Scotch and water with our meal. 

As we finished the meal, Bonnie said, “Let's complete getting you dressed so we can go to the movies.” 

She then applied a creamy red lipstick after outlining the lips with a pencil, following with a glossy sealer coat. Stepping into a petticoat, I donned a multi-shade, belted, vertically striped, blue silk shirtwaist dress. Bonnie placed the long auburn wig on my head and brushed it until she was satisfied that all the curls were in place before applying hair spray. She took my light blue cardigan sweater, placing it over my shoulders and buttoned only the top button. Bringing out a vial of perfume, she sprayed it liberally. Adding a pair of earrings (clip-on), a bracelet and necklace, she completed my outfit. 

“Before we leave, look into the mirror. I want you to see a very attractive woman who is now ready to venture outside and fulfill her dreams. Don't you agree?” she asked. 

I was amazed by the vision in the mirror as I could not believe that the reflection was really me. “What an incredible transformation!” I exclaimed, “You certainly worked wonders. Thank you so very much. I cannot believe that this is me standing here.” 

We both pick up our purses, mine containing money, lipstick, comb, tissues, license and room key. Bonnie took the car keys and drove to the theater. As we parked the car, I suddenly became very nervous and hesitated leaving the safety of the car before going out in public dressed as I was. Bonnie came over to my door. “What is the matter, is there a problem?” she asked. 

“I am scared, what if someone would recognize that I was not a girl? What would we do and what would happen? Please, can we just return to the motel?” I pleaded. 

“Nonsense, you look pretty and quite feminine. Just talk in a whisper and relax. No one will know anything. You are what you seem, an attractive girl attending the movies with a girlfriend,” Bonnie reasoned, calming my nerves. 

She had convinced me that everything would be all right. Leaving the safety of the car, we walked to the ticket booth (Bonnie reminding me to take smaller steps). She purchased our tickets as I stood to the side. Entering the theater, we found some seats and settled down before the movie started. Bonnie was correct as no one paid any attention to us. 

As we were leaving the movie, Bonnie asked if I needed to stop at the powder room. Hesitating, I replied, “I need to go but I’m afraid to enter the ladies' room.” 

“It’s better that you go to the powder room rather then the men's room dressed as you are,” she teased. “Just make sure that you sit down rather than stand.” 
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We entered the powder room, walking past the vanity section into the stalls. 

Fortunately, I did not have to wait. Entering and locking the stall, I raised my dress, unfastening the garters from the stockings before unzipping and pulling the girdle down. Lowering my panties, I completed my business; reversing the procedure on finishing. 

“No wonder it takes a woman longer in the rest room,” I thought. Leaving the stall, I washed my hands. Bonnie suggested we sit at the vanity and freshen our lipstick before going to the car. 

“Well, now that you have been on the other side. How does it feel?” she kidded. 

“Shall we stop for some dessert and coffee?” she asked as we headed towards the car in the parking lot. 

Stopping at a restaurant, we had dessert without any incident. As we were leaving, two young men approached us, trying to feed us a line, thinking that they might get lucky by picking us up. I was frightened that they might discover that I was not a female, but Bonnie handled the situation and nicely sent them on their way. I had to laugh as now the shoe was on the other foot.” 

As we were returning to the motel, Bonnie asked, “How was your first night out on the town as a woman? Did you enjoy yourself and wasn't it fun being accepted as who you appear to be, a pretty young lady?” 

“Yes, thanks to you I have really enjoyed myself. I appreciate what you have done not only for me but also  to  me. I feel so pretty and also so feminine,” I replied, giving her a kiss on the cheek. 

As we changed for bed, I removed my feminine apparel as well as all the makeup. While Bonnie changed into a pink short nightie, I slipped into a simple knee-length aqua gown, well-trimmed in lace. Bonnie entered the room, noticing how I was dressed and said, “I am glad that you are wearing a nightgown as it is a finishing touch to end a wonderful evening. Here, let me add a little perfume,” as she sprayed my neck, bodice and wrist. We enjoyed a very romantic evening with both of us attired in nylon nightgowns. 

We awoke about eight in the morning only to find ourselves wrapped in each others arms engulfed in nylon and lace. We made love again before showering and having breakfast. Afterward, we prepared for our golf outing. 

Wearing shorts to play golf, I experienced a strange sensation with my bare hairless legs exposed to the cool breeze. No one seemed to notice that my legs had recently been shaven. We enjoyed our round of golf even though I had lost the golfing bet to Bonnie, which was a favor to be honored by the loser at the winner’s request. 

We returned to the motel to shower before returning home. I had previously made arrangements for a late check-out time. Stopping at the front desk to pay our bill for the room, I mentioned to the desk clerk that we needed to shower before leaving. This was agreeable with her. Arriving at the room, Bonnie suggested that I should shower first and afterwards I could pack my suitcases. 
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After showering and shaving my face, I came out of the bathroom to find that Bonnie had laid out a complete set of my feminine underwear on the bed. “This is the favor from winning our bet which I now wish to claim. I would like you to dress in the outfit you wore last night for the rest of the day,” she requested. “You were convincing as a girl last night and I think you will be surprised that you can pass just as well in the daytime. You need additional confidence during the day-light, plus I think it would be a fun thing to do and this is our FUN weekend!” 

She entered the shower as I donned the panties, bra, falsies, girdle, nylon stockings, petticoat, shirtwaist dress and high heel shoes. Taking the wig off the stand, I brushed it so that the curls would be set in place. Bonnie had completed her shower and was putting on a blouse and slacks over her bra and panties. 

Having me sit at the vanity, she then applied foundation, setting powder, frosted pink eye shadow, mascara, blush and a medium shade of pink lipstick, completing my transformation. While she applied light makeup to herself, I completed the dressing by adding the bracelet, necklace and earrings. Bonnie suggested that the blue sweater be worn. She tied a silk scarf over my long auburn wig and under my chin, securing the wig from the wind while we drove back to Memphis. 

The drive was very relaxing as I sat in the passenger seat while Bonnie was at the wheel. We had a pleasant drive talking and listening to music. Bonnie suggested that we stop for an early dinner, as we had not eaten since breakfast. She pulled into a quaint restaurant. After being assured that every thing would be all right, she suggested that I take off the scarf and fluff my hair before leaving the car. We were seated by the hostess at a small booth in the middle dining section. 

While there were several full tables around our area, no one seemed to pay any attention to us. 

The young waitress asked if we had made our choices. Bonnie replied, “My girl friend will have the house salad with ranch dressing and the baked fish with steamed vegetables. She is watching her waistline. I will have the pork chops with a baked potato and carrots. We will both have iced tea.” There was no sign of any recognition by the waitress as she left, turning in our order to the kitchen. The meal was very enjoyable as we talked over dinner. 

When the check was presented to us, the waitress said, “It was a pleasure serving you ladies. Please come back soon.” Her comment sent a warm thrill through my body. I left her a larger tip than my male counterpart would. 

Returning to the car, Bonnie said, “See, there was NO problem. Everyone accepted you for what you appear to be, a pretty young lady. I am proud of the way you conducted yourself while in feminine attire. Did you enjoy your first complete weekend in your feminine finery?” 

“It has been an exciting weekend, more than I ever dreamed of, or imagined,” I responded." I enjoyed the pretty clothing, makeup, but most of all your company and your acceptance of me during these past two days." 

Shortly thereafter, we arrived at Bonnie's apartment. As I was retrieving her suitcase and golf clubs from the trunk of the car, her roommate, Jo Ann, saw Page - 9
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Bonnie in the parking lot and came over to car, asking, “What happened to Charlie? I thought that you had planned to be with him this weekend.” 

Bonnie laughed. “Can't you recognize him standing here?” 

“So,  this  is why you said that you had a very unusual weekend planned. He is absolutely gorgeous. Both of you come inside. I want to look closer at this lovely creature under a better light.” 

The three of us went into the apartment. Once inside, Jo Ann examined me very carefully as I walked and turned at various angles per her bidding for several minutes before saying, “His lipstick needs to be touched up a bit but otherwise he looks absolutely wonderful, every inch a woman. I love his outfit and I admire how well he manages to walk in such high heels. The three of us must go out together some evening to dinner or hear a concert or see a movie as three girl friends.” 

Bonnie replied, “It would be fun but the decision is up to Charlie. What do you say, Charlie?” 

“If neither of you have any objections, then I am game anytime. It would be a pleasure to party with both of you.” 

As I was leaving, Bonnie gave me a long kiss before saying, “Let's touch up your lips before you leave, my girlfriend must look her best.” She applied additional lipstick then walked me to the car. “Be careful going home. Maybe you better take off your heels before driving.” 

Doing as she had suggested, I drove in my stocking feet. After arriving home, putting the high heel shoes back on my swelling feet was very difficult but I did manage, so that I could bring the luggage from the car to the apartment. 

Since it was still early, I decided to have a drink before disrobing and watch some television. Instead of using my recliner, I sat on the edge of the sofa, as Bonnie had taught me, admiring the hem of my dress with the petticoat showing as well as the long shapely smooth hairless legs encased in nylons and heels. I decided to wear the nightgown to bed as well as the makeup that had been on my face since the afternoon. 

That night I experienced marvelous dreams, of the three of us enjoying dinner and attending a jazz concert while I was completely feminine in appearance, wearing dresses and cosmetics. At the same time, I was aware that these dreams would come true in the very near future. 

Monday morning found me packing for the week’s sales calls as well as a second suitcase for my girl self. During the evenings, I would change into my small feminine wardrobe and stay in the motel room as I was still afraid to venture out on my own. 

One late afternoon, I had finished early with my sales calls and was in Columbus, Mississippi for the evening. Columbus, a small town, is the home of a women’s college and therefore has several nice boutiques that catered to the college crowd. After checking in at the motel, I decided to shop at one of the stores where I had seen a beautiful pink girdle displayed in the window. 
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Putting on a pair of white nylon panties over a white panty brief and a soft white bra trimmed heavily in lace and a pair of beige panty hose, I completed dressing with my shirt, pants, shoes and socks. At four o’clock, I was parked and walking into the store. 

A middle-aged woman met me as I entered and asked if there was anything that she could do for me. The day before I had composed a letter to help me purchase feminine clothing without too much embarrassment. The letter, dated the previous day, was as follows:

Dear Salesperson:

My husband, Charlie, is at your store to purchase items for HIS new wardrobe rather than use mine. I have caught him cheating on me and as punishment, he is to wear women’s clothing during his entire time at home. While he is traveling, he will wear lingerie under his business suits for the next year. He has agreed to this rather than my obtaining a divorce. 

This letter is written to cover all purchases I have asked him to make. Please see that whatever items he is buying properly fit him. In addition, please help him select the most feminine and frilliest clothing. I wish to humiliate him as much as possible during his shopping trips as he has humiliated me by his insensitive behavior. 

Please note that for modesty purposes, my husband will be wearing a panty brief under his panties at all times. 

If he fails to cooperate with you, please make a note on this letter with your store name, telephone number and your name. I will punish him. 

I thank you for your cooperation in advance. 

Sincerely, 

Betty Brown

Once she read this letter, the clerk said, “I do not like your wife’s letter nor the way she is treating you, but I will be happy to assist you if this is what you want.” 

“Yes,” I replied, “I need to purchase a girdle, with matching panties and bra in a pastel color. I noticed that you have a pink girdle in the window.” 

“Come with me and I will show you what we have.” Taking me to the counter, she opened three drawers, taking out several different girdles. “This girdle is a small panty type which is popular with many of the girls. It has tummy control but allows for maximum freedom at the waist. This next garment contains a satin panel, reinforced boning for tummy control and a high waist nipper combined to enhance the look of a smaller waistline. This is the same girdle that is in the window. We also have a long-legged panty girdle that many girls like.” 

She held each type in front of me as she told about the features of each. When she showed me the three types, she suggested, “From your wife’s letter, I believe Page - 11
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that the girdle in the window would be the type that she would want you to have. 

Let me measure you.” Taking out the tape, she measured my chest, waist and hips. Picking out two girdles in pink, she escorted me to a dressing room and handed me one of the girdles. “Put this girdle on, then call me when you are ready, and I will check the fit. My name is Helen.” 

I was embarrassed taking the girdle from Helen, but I thought that the letter was a clever idea and it certainly helped in obtaining a proper fit. Stripping down to my underwear, I pulled the girdle into place and managed to easily hook the side and close the zipper. Going to the curtain, I called for Helen. 

Helen checked the fit from all angles. “As I thought, this is probably too large. 

Try on this one. This has a built-in fanny booster which helps some girls needing to obtain a better hipline,” she said, handing me the other girdle. 

Not only did it have a false posterior but the girdle was smaller. 

I managed to close the hooks but I needed to suck in my stomach before closing the side zipper. Catching my breath, I called for Helen. 

Coming into the dressing room, Helen checked out the fit. I told her that it was rather tight at the waist. “I believe the girdle is a proper fit. After a while you will become accustomed to the tightness, as the girdle is doing exactly what it is designed to do, giving you a smaller waist and removing the bulge from your tummy. 

Keep this on and I will select a matching panty and bra set in your size. In the meantime, remove your bra.” 

Several minutes passed before Helen returned with the fanciest pink matching bra and panty set I had ever seen. Both the bra and panties were soft pink nylon bedecked with pink lace and pink satin ribbons intertwined running through the garments. Helen handed me a size 6 panty which I stepped into, pulling it up over my girdle until the band rested at my waist. She held out the size 38 B bra so I might slip my arms through the straps. She went around to my back and fastened the hooks. Coming to the front, she checked the fit. “Something is wrong. Just a minute while I get something to correct the bra,” she said. 

In a minute she was back in the dressing room, carrying a pair of rubber falsies. Stuffing one in each cup, she proceeded to adjust the bra straps. “Yes, that looks a lot better. I believe that you have a perfect fit. Do you have falsies?” 

“Yes, I replied, “but they’re at home. She did not pack them in my suitcase for this trip.” 

“I took the liberty of bringing you several nightgowns to try on. This pink satin nightie with a full skirt is very feminine. Look at the detail in the bodice. The lace and ribbons certainly add to the allure of the gown.” Before I could say a word, she slipped the gown over my head and slid it down over the pretty pink bra. The skirt was flaring from the bottom. It was beautiful. I was embarrassed to say so, but I nodded in agreement. 

Taking my arm and leading me towards the mirror in the main dressing room, she had me standing before a three-way mirror. “I’m sure your wife would approve of the selection. When you wear it, leave on your bra and falsies. The gown cer-Page - 12
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tainly is becoming on you. Now, let me help you remove the nightie and have you try on this lovely blue waltz-length nightie. The blue sheer overlay adds so much to the beautiful baby blue nylon.” 

Once again, I was looking in the mirror, admiring the gown. “Yes, I think that maybe buying these gowns will soften my wife’s anger as she may realize that I am really sorry for hurting her. By trying to anticipate her wish for a future purchase, maybe I can manage to please her.” 

“Would you like me to wrap your other delicate undies so you can wear your new girdle home?” 

“No, I will change back into what I was wearing. I will not be home until tomorrow, so please put these items in a box. My wife is expecting me to bring this to her.” 

I went back into the changing room to remove the beautiful blue nightgown. I was looking forward to sleeping in it. After removing the gown, I took off the panties and bra. Struggling for a while, I was finally able to take off the girdle. Taking the white bra off the hook on the door, I snapped the bra shut before entering my arms through the straps. Once my shirt, pants and shoes were on, I opened the door to hand Helen my purchases and return her falsies. 

Helen proceeded to the register with me following behind. Totaling the sales, she asked, “Is this cash or charge?” I gave her my credit card, which she processed before wrapping my purchase. She put the two nighties in a large box, then took a smaller box for the undies. Before closing the second box, she excused herself for a minute and left the register. 

I saw that Helen had several small packages in her hand. She stated, “I do not know if your wife has had you purchase any stockings but you will need them when you wear your girdle rather than the pantyhose you are now wearing. I wish to make them a gift to you, thanking you for your business. Also, I thought that you might enjoy wearing this lovely pair of white satin panties.” She held the panties so I could see them. They glistened as the light reflected from the satin finish. The waistband was decorated with small white satin flowers and lace with matching lace on the legs of the panties. 

I was stunned as Helen wrapped the additional gifts in the second box. “Thank you so much for the stockings and panties. That is very kind and generous of you, but it is not necessary. You have been very helpful and I appreciate your assisting me in selecting the items I needed to buy. You are most kind.” 

“It has been my pleasure to assist you. I certainly can empathize with your wife since my husband cheated on me. Her making you atone for your actions in this manner is very appropriate. I am glad that you are trying to resolve your problem even though the manner is quite bizarre. I trust it will be very effective. Wearing women’s lingerie every day will be a constant reminder of your infidelity. Any time you require additional feminine articles, please see me as I will be glad to assist. 

Good luck,” she said. 
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A little after five, I left the shop carrying two pink and white bags with the shop name and logo containing my new clothing. I was looking forward to bedtime wearing one of my new nighties. 

Waking up late Friday morning, I had enjoyed wearing the wonderful blue silky nightgown. I stayed in bed as long as possible until I needed to take my morning shower and make the one sales call scheduled for nine o’clock. Afterwards, I returned to the motel, changing to my new pink bra and panties under my sport coat and pants as well as the pantyhose. I was not wearing my male socks. During my return drive to Memphis, I stopped at an outlet mall and decided that I would use the letter again and try to purchase a pair of women’s slacks and a blouse or sweater. 

Browsing the mall, I found a small store which had dresses and slacks displayed in the window. I decided to enter. A young clerk about twenty asked if she could help me. I responded, “Yes, I need to purchase a pair of slacks and a sweater or blouse. I would certainly appreciate your assistance.” 

“What size do you need?” she asked. 

“I don’t know the size. Please read this letter from my wife. I hope that you can help me in the selection.” Handing her the letter, I waited while she read. 

The pretty young girl giggled as she read the letter. Returning the letter to me, she said, “Now I understand why you do not know the size. It will be my pleasure to help you. Is there any particular color slacks you need?” 

Since I wanted to be able to dress in public in full women’s attire and shop without arousing curious looks at my outfit, I replied, “My wife wants me to have a pair of slacks and a shirt that are feminine but can be worn shopping without arousing too much attention when I wear them. I was told that they would not be worn while I am in the house, but only when I have to run errands.” 

Taking the tape measure to my waist, she said, ”You will need a size 12 or 14. 

Let’s see what we can find. Perhaps a pair of gray slacks will do.” As we looked through the selection, she pulled several pairs of slacks from the rack but returned them until she came upon a medium gray pair. I wondered why she went through so many pairs until she said, “Come back to the dressing room and try these on. The label goes on the left side.” 

Following her to the room, I took the two pairs of slacks, one in each size, and closed the curtain. Taking off my shoes and pants, I took the first pair. Something was wrong. I put on the pants but there was no fly in the front. I questioned the clerk waiting outside the curtain, “There must be a mistake with the label as there is no front fly.” 

“According to her letter, your wife wants you to have as feminine an outfit as possible. Therefore, I have selected a pair of slacks with a zipper in the back. 

Please put on the pants and come out so I can see the fit.” Zippering the size 14, I stepped out into the hallway. “Please come over to the three-way mirror. Yes, these fit you perfectly. The length is good for flats or low heels but you may wish to lower the hems if you are wearing high heels.” 
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She continued, “What height heels do you wear?” 

I replied, “Last Saturday, we purchased a pair of black three-inch heels. That is the only pair of shoes I have.” The clerk smiled and giggled again. “Come with me and we will find a shirt or sweater that can be worn with these pants.” 

Going to the rack of blouses, she soon chose a light blue blouse with a rounded collar. On first glance, the blouse looked like a man’s shirt as the material was a Dacron cotton blend. However the collar was rounded rather than pointed and the shirt buttoned to the left. Going to the sweater rack, we chose a bulky long sleeve white pullover with a mock turtleneck in a large size. 

Returning to the dressing room, I put on the blouse. The medium was slightly tight while the large size was slightly too big. The clerk saw that I was wearing a bra under the blouse and

asked, “Are you supposed to

wear a bra every day?” 

When I answered in the

positive, she continued, “Do

you wear anything to fill out

your bra?” When I told her

that I wore a pair of falsies

when at home, she contin-

ued, “Then the large blouse

will fill out and should be a

good fit for you.” 

She took the other blouse, 

returning it to the rack but

giving me the sweater to try

on. I removed the blouse

while she stood smiling at

my flat chest encased by a

pink lacy bra. Again there

was a giggle from the young

girl as I put the sweater over

my head. The sweater fit fine

and gave the appearance of a

unisex sweater. 

As I took the sweater off

so she could record the sale, 

she asked, “Would you like

me to wrap your pants, 

jacket and shirt so that you

can wear your feminine outfit

home? Too bad you do not

have your heels so the outfit

could be complete. I think
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under the circumstances, your wife would prefer you being completely dressed in feminine apparel when you arrive home. It might make her happier to see you are fulfilling her demands.” 

I hesitated before speaking. “You are probably right since I talked with her this morning and she was still angry with me. Perhaps I should wear the blouse and slacks. Thank you so much for your suggestion.” She removed the price tag and handed me the blouse. I was having some difficulty in buttoning the blouse which was not only reversed from what I was used to but the button holes and buttons were more delicate. 

“Here, let me help you with buttoning your blouse. My, but I cannot help admiring your pretty bra. Are you wearing matching panties?” she giggled. 

My face turned slightly red with embarrassment even though I knew that what I was wearing was by my own choice and that this young lady’s perception was based on the letter. “Yes, my wife has seen that all my new underwear matches,” I whispered. 

She took my male clothing and the white sweater to be wrapped while I followed in my all female attire. It seemed strange having a rear zipper in my pants. I stopped, looking at my profile in the mirror, while walking to the counter. The slacks smoothly hugged my bottom while my front view was flat. Again the letter has helped me purchasing clothes and assuring that I had a perfect fit. This would save me from having to return items that were not the proper size. 

It occurred to me that women seem to bond together in a crisis particularly against the male sex. 

Once again giving the clerk my credit card, I signed the receipt, saying, “Thank you for your assistance and understanding. I appreciate your suggestion and hope it will work.” 

“You are more than welcome,” she said, “the slacks and blouse look nice on you. Please stop back when you are ready to purchase some skirts or dresses as I would be more than happy to assist you and your wife.” With that, she pecked me on the cheek. 

Walking through the mall on my return to the car, I was nervous as someone might realize that I was in feminine blouse and slacks. No one seemed to notice. I continued my drive back to Memphis. Arriving at my apartment, I unloaded the car, picked up my mail and put my clothing away. I decided that with the new nightie and dresses that perhaps I needed some padded hangers and would purchase them tomorrow to keep my clothes looking nice. If my male clothes were kept on wooden hangers, then the least I could do is keep my feminine clothing hanging properly by using padded hangers. 

That night I put on my heels and padded my bra with the falsies before fixing dinner. Afterwards, I checked my mail before getting ready for bed. I took off my slacks and blouse, hanging them in the spare closet with my suit and dress. I decided to take Helen’s suggestion, keeping my padded bra and panties on while donning the soft pale blue waltz-length nightie. I was pleased with the reflection in Page - 16
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the mirror and decided to put on some lipstick. Going to the phone, I called Bonnie, checking with her about our date for Saturday night before retiring for the evening. 

After cleaning the apartment in the morning, I went shopping, picking up the padded coat hangers and groceries. Bonnie and I were going to dinner before hearing some jazz at Beale Street. After showering and shaving, I was ready to dress for the evening. I had considered wearing my new pink panties and bra but I thought that I better wait until the proper time. 

We had a great dinner before walking the street, listening to the vibrant music emitting from the clubs. We finally reached the jazz club that Bonnie wished to see. After an hour of music, we decided to return to my apartment for the evening. 

While driving home, Bonnie asked about my week. We discussed my travels and I decided to tell her about my new purchases. 

Bonnie listened intently as I told her that I had seen a lovely pink girdle in a shop window and after some debate I changed into a pair of panty briefs, panties and a bra at the motel and decided to venture forth to buy the girdle as well as matching panties and bra. Omitting the part about using the letter, I told her that I was surprised at how helpful the woman at the shop was as she had me try on various girdles until I had the proper fit. Bonnie asked several questions about what the woman said and did. I told her that Helen, the clerk, suggested that I also try on several nightgowns and that I had brought two. She wanted to see them when we got to the apartment. 

Going into my bedroom, I opened the spare closet, revealing my feminine wardrobe. She took the hanger with the pink full-length nightie, looking at it carefully. 

Putting back the pink nightie, she looked at the pale blue nylon nightie. 

“They are both beautiful,” she exclaimed, “now let me see the new girdle and lingerie you brought.” Going to my dresser, I removed the girdle and undies. “This is a wonderful girdle, the satin panels are reinforced, and I love your hidden fanny. The waistband is similar to your other girdle. I am sure it will give you more of a feminine figure.” 

“Thank you” I said, “I don’t believe that I could walk into a women’s shop and be able to purchase such nice undies if you had not encouraged me during our fabulous weekend.” 

After having a scotch and water, we listened to the soft romantic music from the sound system while cuddling on the sofa where we had both stripped to our underwear. Shortly, we were ready for sex. I pulled down the sheets and started into bed when Bonnie asked, “Charlie, be a dear and put on your new pink nightie before we make passionate love. I want to see you in the lovely gown tonight.” 

How could I reuse such a wonderful request? Quickly, I stripped off my shorts and T-shirt, slipping the long gown over my head and letting it slide down my body. The fullness of the skirt swayed as I moved. The lovely lace and ribbon bodice was slightly loose but I did not care. I climbed into bed with Bonnie as she wrapped her arms around me saying, “You certainly look lovely tonight. The gown Page - 17
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is beautiful and looks great on you. The material is so soft and the gown is so full. 

Let me feel you close to me.” 

As her hands brushed across the gown, she became startled as she felt a huge piece of my flesh protruding from beneath the nylon gown. “Oh,” she exclaimed, 

“this really turns you on, doesn’t it, my love? Let’s enjoy this to the maximum.” 

After a leisurely breakfast, we decided to play a round of golf at the city course. 

Bonnie suggested, “Next weekend, would you enjoy dinner and a play at the local dramatic club?” 

“Sure, why not?” I replied. “Is this something special?” 

“Yes, I thought that you would like to join Jo Ann and I on this outing as an all girl get-together as we discussed last week. Jo Ann and I were talking about you dressing in your feminine clothing and we wondered if you would like to venture out with us as a female?” Bonnie asked. 

“If you girls do not mind being with a cross dresser, than I’m game. What do you suggest I wear?” 

“Since it will be on a Saturday night, I thought that the pink suit you wore the first time would be perfect for dinner and the theater. Since we invited you, it will be our treat,” she suggested. 

During the week, I called Bonnie several times, making arrangements for my Saturday night outing. It was decided that I prepare at home, putting male clothing over my lingerie. Bonnie suggested that she and Jo Ann do my makeup and style my wig for the evening. Dinner would be before seven and the play at 8:15; therefore, I should be at their apartment close to five, bringing my dress, slip and accessories. 

Thinking that Saturday would never come, I managed to get through the week. 

Saturday was busy as I decided to buy a pair of flats to complete my pseudo-male attire. After getting out of bed and removing the blue waltz-length nightie , I showered and put on a panty brief, a pair of pantyhose, white lace-trimmed panties and matching bra before donning the blue blouse and gray slacks. Since I was going to a shoe store, I decided to wear my tennis shoes without any male socks. I took the letter, thinking it would come in handy. 

Entering a discount shoe store, it became evident that the customer could try on the shoes without the assistance of a clerk. I felt at ease as I wandered down the aisles looking for shoes in my size. Finding several pair of black flats, I sat down, trying the new shoes for a fit. Both pairs I tried on were small. Finding the same styles in the next size up, I found a pair that was a good fit. None of the customers paid any attention to me, so I decided to buy a pair of pink three-inch heels as well. Once I found a pair that fit, I tried them on, walking up and down the aisle to make sure the shoes were comfortable. Taking my selections to the check out stand, the clerk just took my credit card and put the boxes in a bag before thanking me for shopping at their store. 

I began getting ready for this evening by taking a long soaking bath. Sitting on the edge of the tub I proceeded to shave my legs and under my arms. Since I had Page - 18
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a slight amount of hair on my arms and hands I took the Neet and waited for ten minutes. Turning on the shower, I rinsed the hairs off before patting myself dry. 

Lotion was applied to the arms, legs and torso. After slipping into my new pink panties and bra, I took a bright red polish to my toes. Once they were dry, I finished my preparation by stepping into the new pink high-rise open-ended girdle I had purchased from Helen. Struggling, I was able to hook the sides and close the zipper all the way up to my waist which must have been reduced by at least two inches. After resting for a few minutes, I took the silk stocking from the package and carefully rolled one stocking on the left leg, smoothing the stocking from ankle to the thigh before securing the tops to the three garters suspended from the girdle. I repeated the same procedure with the right leg. 

Walking over to the full mirror on the bedroom door, I was able to view myself in a beautiful pink set of lingerie, showing a curved figure with the help of the padded and waist-cinched girdle. A curve was missing. Going to the dresser, I took out the falsies and inserted them into the bra. Looking again into the mirror and checking my profiles, I was pleased with the results. As there was time before leaving, I took the pink heels and slipped them over my nylon-covered feet to practice walking. 

The tug of the nylons from the tight girdle and the wonderful feel of being compressed in such beautiful lingerie sent chills down my back while I walked around the room. I decided to practice sitting and standing in this tight girdle. 

Soon it was time to leave. Taking off the falsies and shoes, I put on my gray slacks and white bulky sweater as well as the flats. I was in an all-girl outfit now. 

Gathering my hanging bag, I put in the pink two-piece suit and slip. Into the pockets I inserted the pink heels and jewelry. 

Bonnie let me in. She gave me a short kiss before saying, “Let me look at you.” 

Standing back a few paces, a smile lit up her face. “You are wearing a woman’s sweater and your pants have no front, turn around.” I did as she requested. Bonnie exclaimed, “Why, you’re also wearing woman’s slacks and your shoes are flats. 

I would not have noticed except I had a funny feeling when I kissed you. We are about ready. Come into my bedroom and put on your slip.” 

Inside her bedroom, I took out my clothes, hanging them on the doorknob and emptying the shoes and jewelry from the pockets of the hanging bag. Sitting on the side of the bed, I slipped off the flats, then I removed my sweater and the slacks. Bonnie let out a whistle. “Your girdle is beautiful and such a formfitting garment. It does so much for your figure. Let’s put in your breast forms to complete your shape. Your bra is lovely. I love the details of lace and ribbon. Such a feminine shade of pink. Your bra is so much more feminine than any of the brassieres I own. I assume that you are wearing matching panties under your delight-ful girdle. Do you mind if Jo Ann comes in to see you in your pretties?” 

Soon, Jo Ann entered the bedroom with oh’s and ah’s about how lovely my undies were. She stood there while I put on my slip over my head, sliding the bodice over my protruding breast, secured in the wonderful pink bra, until the hem of the laced slip was hanging at my knees. 
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“Jo Ann is going to apply your makeup while I finish getting ready” advised Bonnie. “Go into her vanity. You may wish to put on your heels now to become accustomed to them.” After I put on the pink heels, Bonnie exclaimed,” I see you have purchased new heels. They will look lovely with your suit, much better than the black heels.” Doing as she suggested, I followed Jo Ann and sat down at her vanity. Taking a cape from a cabinet drawer, she placed it around my neck. Starting with a cleanser, she scrubbed my face before applying moisturizer and all the necessary makeup. She finished by painting my lips with a deep pink glossy lipstick. During the twenty-five minutes spent having my face done, Bonnie came into the room wearing a long black taffeta skirt with a single petticoat, long-sleeved white satin blouse, black high heel pumps and pearl jewelry consisting of a double strand necklace, pearl drop earrings and a pearl bracelet. 

“Jo Ann has done a fabulous job with your makeup,” she said. “Finish putting on your suit and I will do your wig.” 

Going into Bonnie’s room, I took the two-piece pink suit off the hanger then I stepped into the skirt, bringing it in place and I fastened the side zipper. Bonnie held the jacket as I placed my arms through the sleeves. Once it was buttoned, the scalloped collar of the jacket laid comfortably around my neck. Selecting the pink and white stoned necklace with matching flowered shape earrings, I completed my dressing. While I sat on a stool with my back to the mirror, Bonnie completed styling the auburn wig, gathering the side and bringing the hair to the back. Pinning the hair, she then sprayed to keep the hair in place. Once she finished, she took out her perfume, spraying me quite liberally. She then polished my nails with two coats of pink polish matching the color of the lipstick I was wearing. 

“Now stand up and turn around. You are simply beautiful. Jo Ann did a re-markable job with your face. You look even lovelier than you did the night at your apartment.” 

Looking in the mirror, I was stunned. I had never before looked as feminine. 

My lashes were long and curved, my eyes were large and bright, while my face was smooth and appealing. My hair looked very feminine, complementing my pretty pink suit. Not only did I look feminine but I felt wonderfully sexy, knowing that the lovely lace undies and the feminine formfitting garments I was wearing underneath were mine. I remembered Bonnie one time telling me that a woman is as sexy as the lingerie she wears. 

Jo Ann, wearing a medium blue silk dress, her hair done similar to mine, with a gold necklace and matching plain earrings, joined us in the living room. 

“I wish to thank both of you now for the wonderful job you have done with my hair and makeup.” Picking up my black purse, I said, “Are you girls ready? Bonnie, I will let you drive if you do not mind.” 

“Before we go, Jo Ann and I have a little gift for you I thought would be very appropriate for this evening,” Bonnie exclaimed. 
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Opening the package, I found a pair of pink linen wrist-length gloves that matched my outfit. I placed the gloves on my hands and thanked both girls; we left for a night on the town, three lovely ladies. 

Bonnie drove us to a bistro in midtown. Dinner was excellent and the three of us chatted away, enjoying each other’s company. We had several men looking at us but they took us for three pretty, well-dressed women. When the bill came, I opened my purse, taking out cash. I left a larger tip than I normally would. 

Women tend to over-tip, I thought to myself. 

Walking from the parking lot to the main entrance of the theater, I felt very comfortable as I had learned to speak in soft tones. Everyone was dressed for the play so we did not feel out of place. At intermission, the lights came up and people were leaving their seats. Bonnie asked, “Would you care to join us at the powder room to freshen your makeup?” 

Since I went before leaving the bistro, I declined with a smile and a whisper, 

“No thank you, but you two go along.” 

“At least join us in the lobby for a glass of punch. You need to stretch your legs. Besides, you need to show off your pretty suit,” she joked. Joining the girls, we went to the lobby.” Wait here and we will be back shortly,” Bonnie added. 

I was standing holding my purse in my gloved hands, watching all the people, but I was still afraid that someone might look very closely at me and discover that I was a man wearing a dress. About the time my thoughts were at their peak, a middle-aged woman came up to me, saying, “I have been noticing you and I wanted to say that I admire your lovely suit. It is very becoming on you.” 

Softly, I replied, “Thank you very much.” I gave the lady a big smile. With a sigh of relief, I knew that I was being taken for a woman. My face was beaming as Bonnie and Jo Ann approached. 

Bonnie smiled at me and asked, “Why the big smile?” I told them of my fears that I might be recognized. “Silly,” she teased, “if we had the slightest notion that you could not pass 100% as a female, we would not have even considered bringing you out in public. You are a very attractive girl with a nice figure and pretty face and lovely legs. Now, let’s enjoy the rest of the evening.” 

I felt a large weight had been lifted off my shoulders. Now I could relax and enjoy myself for the balance of the evening. I smoothed my skirt as I took my seat, hearing and feeling the smooth nylons brush together. 

The concert was very enjoyable. We returned to Bonnie’s apartment. While Bonnie went to get her suitcase and mine containing the clothes I had worn earlier, I thanked Jo Ann for her help as well as the gloves, which I was still wearing. 

She replied, “I really enjoyed being out with you tonight and look forward to the three of us girls being together very soon.” She excused herself and went to see Bonnie. Soon, Bonnie entered the room carrying the two suitcases. 

At home, after turning on the music, I poured us each a drink of Scotch and water. Sitting on the sofa, we discussed our evening together and she mentioned that Jo Ann wanted to go out with us again. Bonnie excused herself and went into Page - 21
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the bathroom. Returning to the den, I saw she had changed into a long yellow full-length spaghetti strap gown straining at the bodice holding in her lovely large creamy breast. 

“Let’s get you ready for bed, Charlie. On second thought, I cannot call you Charlie when you are so feminine. Can I call you Lynn when you are dressed this way?” asked Bonnie. 

“Lynn, yes, that is an attractive name. I think I would like that name,” I replied. Getting off the sofa, I took Bonnie’s hand, following her to the bedroom. She watched as I carefully removed my suit, slip, heels, girdle, hose and jewelry. Remembering what Helen had mentioned when I purchased the gown, I did not remove the pink bra and panties. Taking the pink full-length nightie from the hanger, I draped the gown over my head. Once the gown was in place, I reached under, removing the panties. After turning back the satin sheets, we started making beautiful music together. 

Bonnie woke me up in the late morning. She had fixed us breakfast and was bringing it into the bedroom. She asked, “Do you have a robe?” After I answered in the negative, she continued, “I guess we will have to do some shopping soon to see that you have a complete wardrobe. Jo Ann and I talked earlier this morning and she would like for you to join us at all times as Lynn. Would you like to accept?” 

“As you know, I really enjoy being dressed this way. I really enjoy being feminine in looks and dress. As long as you and Jo Ann are willing to have me this way, I can only say thank you. I would love being a girl whenever possible, if you are not offended by my dressing in dainty lingerie and pretty clothing.” 

Bonnie reaching over to me giving me a hug and a kiss,” Silly girl, you should know that I accept you as you look now. In fact, I believe that our lovemaking has heightened over the last three weeks with you as my lovely Lynn.” Again we made love. 

After Bonnie removed my makeup and we were showering together, she said, 

“Jo Ann and I are playing golf today at two and would like you to join us.” 

“Of course, I would like to play golf. Why the look?” I asked. 

“The invitation is for Lynn,” she stated hesitantly, “You are about Jo Ann’s size, and she has offered to loan you one of her golfing outfits for today. I think it would be nice for the three of us girls to play. What do you say, Charlie?” 

“Just call me Lynn,” I answered, giving her a big smile and a kiss. 

After we emerged from the shower together, Bonnie took out the body lotion, rubbing the creamy liquid over me while I did the same to her. She put on a clean pair of panties and bra, telling me to do the same as well as my white panty brief and falsies. From her suitcase she removed a yellow one-piece golfing outfit consisting of a short overlay skirt, solid front with short puffy sleeves. 

Handing the outfit to me, she said, “Jo Ann thought this would be very becoming on you. Step into the outfit and let me zip the back. Yes, it does look nice and fits you. Wear these yellow socks and your flats. You can wear your male golf Page - 22
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shoes. Since they are white, they are considered unisex. Now, let me do your makeup and hair.” 

Bonnie, wearing pink shorts and a white sleeveless shirt, sat me down on a bedroom chair and proceeded to apply light foundation, mascara, blush and pink lipstick. She said, “In daytime we do not need too much makeup, just a touch to showoff your features. Now let me pin this ladies golf hat on your wig, securing it to your own hair. Yes, you look very nice. When we go shopping, we also need to pick up a vanity stool. It will make applying your makeup and repairing your hair much easier.” 

“Let’s go over to Audubon Park. Jo Ann will meet us there. She is bringing my clubs and shoes. I believe your clubs and shoes are in your car.” With that, we started for the door. I went to get my wallet. “This is our treat today, Lynn, so you will not need a wallet.” 

After meeting Jo Ann at the golf course where she had already purchased our tickets, we took our pull carts with clubs and started our round of golf. After playing nine holes, we all went into the club house to use the ladies room. I needed help in unzipping the back of my outfit. Bonnie giggled as she helped me. Finishing in the stall, I washed my hands while waiting for them. Bonnie washed her hands, then applied lipstick to her mouth before handing me the tube so I could do this same. 

We decided to stop at a nearby deli and have a sandwich before Bonnie and I returned to my apartment. Once again we made love after removing each other’s golfing outfits. Bonnie suggested, “Put on your slacks, sweater, pantyhose and flats before you take me home. Let me freshen your makeup and fix your wig. Remind me to give you polish remover for your painted nails.” 

While I was driving Bonnie home, she asked what my schedule was for this week. Since I would be in town, she suggested that one evening we meet for an early dinner then do some shopping for items I would be needing. We also made arrangements to go to the outdoor concert in the park on Saturday and golfing on Sunday morning followed by dinner and a movie. 

During the week, I did not wear my feminine clothing. But I thought, since I was meeting Bonnie early Friday evening, I should wear white laced panties with matching bra, pantyhose and brief. We had a brief dinner and went to the mall. 

Bonnie mentioned, “We need to buy you a golfing outfit, sun dress, robe, slippers, wallet, garter belt, hose, vanity stool and makeup.” 

At the department store, we first went to the lingerie area, finding two garter belts in white satin. While we were looking around, Bonnie spied a slinky black nylon nightie, formfitting and bedecked with a ribbon and lace bodice and sheer transparent sleeves. “This is just too lovely to pass up, you will look sexy in this gown,” she said, going to the rack and finding one in my size. 

“If it will look sexy on me, think of how it will look on you,” I jested as I starting trying to locate an identical gown in her size. We found a lightweight pink robe decorated with red roses and a pair of pink heeled mules. The clerk had a strange Page - 23
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look as she rang up identical gowns in two different sizes but she said nothing, just took my credit card and gave us our packages. 

At the hosiery counter, Bonnie selected two pairs of beige sheer stockings and a pair of black stocking as well. At the notions counter, we looked at several wallets before selecting one for me. 

She said,”Purses are rather expensive at this store, so we will go to Stein Mart. 

You need a white purse and an evening clutch bag. We can also find a vanity stool there.” 

After Stein Mart, Bonnie asked to drive to our next stop, a Merle Norman Cosmetic store. Arriving shortly after seven, Bonnie explained to me if I wished to wear dresses, I should have my own makeup color matched to my skin tone. She introduced me to Cathy, the store manager. Bonnie had used Merle Norman herself and knew Cathy. “Cathy, I would like you to meet my boyfriend, Charlie. 

Charlie is the person I spoke to you about and scheduled for tonight’s appointment.” 

Offering her hand, Cathy said, “It’s nice to meet you, Charlie. Bonnie has explained that you need to have a free consultation and that you are interested in obtaining your own cosmetics. We have several male clients who have been steady customers for years. Please sit in this chair.” 

For the next hour, Cathy tried several shades of foundation, eye coloring, mascara, blush and lip colors. Once she had decided on the best shades for me, she applied them and taught me how to apply each item. When she furnished, she wrote a brief outline for the proper use of each item. 

While she suggested that we purchase many accessories such as tweezers and brushes, Bonnie spoke up, saying,” I have extra brushes I’m giving to Charlie.” 

I paid for the cosmetics and thanked Cathy for her help. She said, “If you have any questions, or problems please call me. Here is my direct number.” 

While I was walking out the door, still wearing full makeup. Bonnie told me, 

“Let’s go to your apartment so you can change clothes and we can take in a late movie. Afterwards, we can go to Wal-Mart and buy you the necessary brushes. 

They are the same quality as Merle Norman’s, but at half the price.” 

After changing quickly into my gray slacks with the light blue blouse and my cardigan sweater as well as putting on my wig, we left for the movies. Afterwards, we shopped for the brushes, tweezers, body hair remover, perfume, moisturizer, body lotion, lighted makeup mirror, polish, polish remover and feminine deodor-ant. 

Returning late to my apartment, we both decided to wear our new matching black night gowns. Bonnie insisted that I wear my makeup to bed. Being very aware of the feeling of my new makeup and the lovely gown made our lovemaking more intense than ever before. 

In the morning Bonnie mentioned,”We need to purchase a golfing outfit and several dresses if you plan on wearing ladies clothing during the weekends. You Page - 24
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need to have a variety of outfits from which to choose.” Going to my closet, she suggested,” Wear your Merry Widow and your shirtwaist dress without the petticoat. Once you are in your undies, I will assist you while you apply your make up.” 

I choose to wear my new satin white panties which felt heavenly once in place. 

I was constantly aware of the delicate touch of the soft silky material caressing my body. 

Under Bonnie’s guidance, I sat on the new vanity stool in front of the lighted mirror applying cleanser, moisturizer, a light coat of foundation, pink eyeshadow, mascara, blush and red lip stick. After putting on the wig, I brushed the hair as Bonnie suggested. Using enough spray to keep the fibers in place, I finished by wearing the blue shirtwaist dress and flats. 

We decided on several stores: T. J. Maxx, Stein Mart and the Dress Barn. Bonnie suggested a sports outfit consisting of a short pink pleated skirt with a matching white short-sleeved blouse trimmed with pink flowers. Under the skirt was a pair of white tights trimmed with a pink border. I found a pair of ladies pink sports socks to go along with the outfit. Of course Bonnie insisted that I try on all the outfits and model them for her. 

Stein Mart was having a sale. I found a stunning full skirted sun dress, two-piece with a short sleeve jacket, in light yellow. Both the bodice and the jacket had piping in blue, green and red. Piping on the dress ran horizontal while the jacket’s piping was vertical. Bonnie mentioned that the skirt would look even fuller when wearing the petticoat beneath the dress. In addition I bought a white summer dress decorated with embroidery flowers in various colors. The three-quarter length sleeves would be perfect for a summer evening outdoor activity. 

Returning to the department store, Bonnie insisted that I purchase several additional bras and panties. Again I was in luck as the store was having a 50% sale plus “buy two and receive an additional bra through the mail free.” Bonnie suggested, “You need to find a strapless long line bra and a waist cincher, since it will be too hot to wear a girdle during the summer. We need to watch your waistline and perhaps start a diet, particularly while you travel. You need to get more exer-cise to keep a girlish figure.” 

After taking Bonnie to her place, I returned to my apartment. Carrying my new purchases, I saw my downstairs neighbors, but fortunately they did not recognize me. Putting my new clothes away, I took off my dress before taking a nap. 

Sitting down at the vanity, I took out my instructions, touching up my face for our evening outing. Additional mascara, eye shadow, eye liner, blush and lipstick were applied. It took me quite a long time with my makeup until I became satisfied with the results. It was easier to add the makeup rather than starting from scratch. 

Stepping first into the petticoat, then the blue shirtwaist dress, I slipped on the three-inch black heels. After adding earrings, bracelet and necklace, I was then ready to brush my wig. Using the hair spray, I found the one bottle of perfume, spraying my neck behind the ears, back of the wrist and into the crevice of the Page - 25

FIRST TIME OUT

BY LYNN BROWN

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

bra. Picking up the blue cardigan, I was ready to drive to Jo Ann and Bonnie’s apartment. 

Smoothing my skirt under me and sliding behind the wheel of the car, I set my purse in the passenger seat. Suddenly I became aware that this would be the first time that I would be driving while wearing heels. It took awhile until I could become accustomed to reaching the pedals and feel confident regarding my ability to drive. 

I took my purse with me when leaving the car to pick up the girls. They were ready but Bonnie said, “Come with me to the bedroom where there is more light. I wish to check your makeup. I was wondering how you would manage on your own but I see that you did a very good job. Let me widen your bottom lip a bit.” She took out the lipstick from my purse. “You smell divine!” 

The three of us drove to the open-air shell at the park where the concert was being held. We found a bench seat near the middle. After the wonderful concert, I treated the girls to dinner. 

After taking Jo Ann back to her place, Bonnie packed a small suitcase for the balance of the weekend. Saying goodnight to Jo Ann, she reminded us, “Girls, we have a one o’clock tee time. See you at the course.” 

Bonnie and I drove to my place. 

The next morning, after showering together, we both put on our white panties and bras, along with the athletic socks. Bonnie waited as I put on simple makeup consisting of light foundation, setting powder, mascara, and lipstick. Bonnie took the eyebrow pencil to my brows after plucking out several hairs. After pinning my wig in place, she put on her makeup. 

Bonnie watched as I stepped into the new pink pleated golfing dress. She helped by zipping up the rear. While she put on a pair of dark yellow Bermuda shorts with a light yellow shirt, I added a coat of polish to my nails. 

Leaving the apartment, I could see that several of the neighbors were quite curious as we headed to the car. I realized that these past few weekends they had not seen Charlie leave the apartment but there were several girls visiting all the time. Mentioning this observation to Bonnie, she agreed that our weekends could leave some questions in the minds of my neighbors. 

Soon we dropped the subject even though it was still in my mind, and talked about the coming long holiday weekend. “My schedule for that week puts me in Atlanta for sales calls. Perhaps you would like to fly over for the weekend, then we could drive back Monday,” I suggested. 

“That would be a wonderful idea,” Bonnie replied, “it will give us a chance to be on our own with a change of scenery. You know, of course, that I want to spend the holiday weekend with Lynn instead of Charlie. You don’t mind, do you?” 

“I had not planned on Lynn being with us, but why not? You know by now that I am thoroughly enjoying my time wearing pretty dresses, soft lovely undies and Page - 26
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beautiful nightgowns. As long as you are willing have me dress as Lynn, I welcome the opportunity,” I said gratefully. 

Jo Ann was waiting at the parking lot. She had brought Bonnie’s clubs with her. When I stepped from the car, she whistled.” Lynn, you look adorable in your new outfit. The color is very becoming on you. Turn around slowly so I can see how you look from the rear. Beautiful!” she exclaimed. 

I enjoyed our golf game and the swirling of the pleated skirt every time I would swing. I tried to concentrate on my swing but would become easily distracted with the action of the skirt. After the first nine holes, I was able to adjust my thinking. 

My score for the second nine holes was far better than the front nine. 

Even though we were dressed in sports outfits, the three of us drove to a Chinese restaurant for dinner. 

Jo Ann offered to drive Bon-

nie home. We kissed good-

night in the parking without

considering the ideas that

any passerby might have. 

Arriving back at my apart-

ment, I felt that I was being

secretly watched by some of

the other residents of the

apartment. This bothered me, 

I wanted to dress as a girl

and be able to come and go

without feeling guilty. I cer-

tainly was not ready to tell

the world, much less my

neighbors, that I liked wear-

ing women’s clothing and

makeup. 

Since I had scheduled to

do reports on Monday, I

planned to stay in town for

several days. Looking

through the Sunday paper, I

decided it might be a good in-

vestment to purchase a

house where I would be rela-

tively free to come and go

dressed as I pleased. Finding

several ads that were promis-

ing, I decided that in the

morning I would house hunt. 
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Going to three of the new local subdivisions, I found several small three-bedroom houses that were brand new. The mortgage payments would be slightly more than my present rent after a small down payment of five hundred dollars. 

In the afternoon, knowing that Bonnie would be home from teaching, I called. I asked, “Would you like to look at the house today? I would like to get your opin-ion. Afterwards, we can have dinner.” 

Bonnie and I met with the builder. Touring the house, Bonnie was impressed with the layout and quality of the house. This was a single story home on a small corner lot with the garage facing the end of the street. There was a huge family room, a master bedroom with a private bath area containing a large walk-in closet. 

The second bedroom was fairly large and had a connecting bath with the smaller bedroom, which would become my office. The kitchen contained a small eating counter and a space for table and chairs. Since the house was at the end of the subdivision, I would have considerable privacy, especially since I could leave through a side garage with an automatic door. 

Bonnie was impressed. I had told her earlier about my concerns over the neighbors at the apartment seeing me in dresses. This was a good way to continue without feeling the guilt. 

She told me, “You’re right. I think that this would be a very nice home. You and I could enjoy the privacy. You should buy the house.” 

After a brief discussion regarding the color of carpets which had not been installed, we decided that my bedroom should have a rose-colored carpet. Bonnie mentioned that I should have them repaint the bedroom light pink, since this was my favorite color. The other rooms would have beige carpeting. 

I negotiated price, repainting, wallpapering of our choice in the master bath, as well as installing a washer and drier. The builder gave a finish date within three weeks. Bonnie watched as I signed the contract. My apartment was on a month-to-month lease; only a thirty day notice to the manager was required. Bonnie and I celebrated with a glass of wine over dinner. 

The following morning, I gave my notice to the manager. Calling the travel agent, I made arrangements for Bonnie’s ticket to Atlanta for the following weekend. 

Thursday evening, while in Jackson, Tennessee, I put on my blue shirtwaist dress, completed my makeup and went to dinner for the first time alone. I had called the Steak and Ale restaurant asking for the manager, telling her “I wish to dine at your establishment this evening. However, I like to wear women’s clothing and I want to dine while dressed as a woman. Would you have any objections to my patronage?” 

Without hesitation she replied,” No, we would be glad to have you. If you give me your name, I will have a booth ready for you. What time would you like to have a reservation for?” 
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Arriving at the designated time, I went to the hostess stand and gave my name. 

The young lady acted as if everything was normal, showing me to my table. A pretty waitress came over,” Good evening, Miss, would you like to order something from the bar?” I asked for a glass of wine while trying to talk softly. The waitress calmly took my order and returned with the wine. When I ordered the entree, the waitress asked with a smile on her face, “Would you like me to bring you a salad or would you prefer to go to the salad bar?” 

With a smile on my face I said, “Thank you, but I would rather fix my own salad. It was kind of you to offer.” While leaving for the salad bar, I noticed my waitress and another observing me as I walked from the my table to the salad area. 

When I finished my dinner, my waitress came over to talk with me. She was interested about why I wanted to wear a dress. She mentioned, “My manager asked, after you called, if I would mind serving you. She told me that a man wearing a dress would be dining tonight. When you were being seated, I thought our hostess had put someone else at your booth. We were not expecting a man to look so lovely and be able to walk so well in heels. I was not aware until you ordered your wine, and even then I was not quite sure that you were a man.” 

We talked for over fifteen minutes. She was curious as to why I liked to dress in feminine clothing, was I wearing panties, how often did I wear woman’s dresses, did I have a girl friend and did she know about my dress preference? 

As we were finishing, several of the other waitress came over to the table. My waitress, Jenny, introduced me to all the girls. They, too, had questions and were curious. All said that I looked very pretty and feminine. Needless to say, that made my day complete. I now knew that I could probably eat out while dressed without fear of being rejected and pointed out as “man in a dress.” 

During the weekend, Bonnie, Jo Ann and I ate out and went to the movies. 

Again on Sunday, we played golf together. Sunday evening, I packed my clothes for the business trip, which took about fifteen minutes. Another hour passed before I had packed all the necessary outfits, cosmetics, jewelry, shoes, lingerie and nightgowns for the coming weekend. 

The weekend was wonderful. Charlie met Bonnie at the airport. We went to the Double Tree Hotel, where I had been staying the past few days, and went to our room. While Bonnie unpacked, I took a shower, then shaved my legs and arms, making sure I was rid of all body hairs. Once I put on the white satin panties and a lacy bra, I was Lynn the rest of the weekend, including our four hundred mile return drive Monday afternoon to Memphis. 

Visiting Atlanta was fun. We slept late, had breakfast in bed, toured the old ante-bellum homes, walked downtown, dining out, went nightclubbing, and saw a touring company production of a Broadway show on Sunday night. 

During the next several weeks, the three of us girls went to movies, dinner and golfing. I knew that I would be moving; therefore, I was not as worried about our neighbors seeing me in a dress. Bonnie had suggested I let my hair grow longer so that we might be able to style my hair and not have to depend on the wig. 
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It was again time for sales calls in Columbus, Mississippi, so I took my letter with me as I went to Helen’s Shop For Ladies. 

Wearing the panty brief, garter belt, stocking, white lacy bra and the satin white panties that Helen had given me as a gift, I entered the store. There were several college girls browsing as I waited for Helen to finish with her customer. 

Helen said, “Nice to see you again Charlie. Was your wife pleased with your purchases? I assume that you are still carrying out your punishment, so how may I help you today?” 

Even though I had no reason to be embarrassed, I was and my face was turning red. “While my wife enjoyed the nightgowns, she wants me to buy several pairs of baby doll nighties, a yellow bra with yellow satin panties, the same type as you graciously gave me last month. I also need an additional pair of white ones.” 

“Come over this way and I will show you a selection of baby dolls that should be in your size,” she said. My face was flush; I felt the blood running to my cheeks. Glancing over my shoulder while following Helen, I saw the young girls whispering to each other while looking and pointing in my direction. “While the styles are about the same, we need to find you a gown that has a fuller skirt, as they are much more feminine then some. You need a pink set and perhaps this lavender gown would interest you. Come back with me to the dressing room.” 

Helen took both gowns with her as I followed. This time she stayed in the changing room as I removed my shirt and pants. ”Take off your shoes and socks so we can see the full effect of these pretty nighties,” she suggested. I was standing in my feminine undies when Helen handed me the pink nightie. “Leave your bra on but remove your lovely panties. They look wonderful on you. I guess that they feel nice as well. I’m glad you like them. Now put this gown over your head and step into the matching panties. Look in the mirror. Don’t they look nice? In the summer, it’s better to wear these shorties rather than your full-length gowns. 

The pink is very becoming on you. Now try on the lavender set,” she continued. 

Finishing with the baby dolls, Helen had me wait in the room while she found a yellow bra and the yellow satin panties.”Try on this 36 B first,” she said, handing me a satin bra with yellow embroidered flowers. The bra was rather tight so I took it off to try on the 38 B. Once I closed the hook, Helen, looking me over, adjusted the bra strap to the correct length. She handed me the satin panties, the same type as the white ones I had worn under my male clothes. I put them on to complete the outfit. 

“They look adorable on you. Would you care to keep them on and I can wrap your white undies?” she offered. It did not take but a second before I responded with a nod of my head. “Good, I have a gift for you. Take off your garter belt and put this one on,” Helen continued, “This matches the bra and panties,” as she gave me a wide yellow garter belt with three suspenders on each side. The six-inch wide belt was made of satin and elastic. “Let me help you with this,” she said as she wrapped the belt around my waist, fastening the hooks in the back. The garter belt in place, Helen fastened all six suspenders to my stocking, adjusting the length of the suspenders. 
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“Your new set of undies look lovely on you, Charlie. Put your clothes back on, then come to the counter. I will ring up your pretty baby dolls and the new pair of satin panties.” After Helen left the dressing room, I looked into the mirror. Yes, the bra, panties and garter belt did look lovely. I was glad that I stopped by. 

About a week before I was to move, I wore my yellow sun dress as we had decided to have dinner downtown, then take in Beale Street for some jazz. Bonnie came over to the apartment, bringing her suitcase for the weekend. I was becoming proficient applying makeup as I would practice during the evening while traveling. Wearing my satin white panties and Merry Widow, I attached the sheer beige stocking to the garter snaps of the corselet. Under the satin panties I was wearing a satin white panty brief and a starched white petticoat over the brief. In fifteen minutes my makeup was perfect, from the foundation to the bright red glossy lipstick matching my painted nails. A simple pearl single strand necklace with matching bracelet and dropped pearl earrings completed my outfit. Bonnie pulled my hair together at the back, then tied a bow in the large yellow ribbon, leaving the two streamers hanging. After I added perfume, the short sleeve jacket and my black heels, we both gathered our purses and were off to pick up Jo Ann. 

Bonnie mentioned, “Lynn, dearest, we must do some shopping for your wardrobe. While the black heels are very fashionable, it would be better if you had matching shoes or white heels since summer is starting. Maybe we can shop tomorrow. By the way, I noticed in the paper that there is a large warehouse sale on furniture as well as some good moving sales. I know you will need another bedroom set for the new house. Perhaps tomorrow we can go shopping.” 

“I understand what you mean about the shoes,” I answered, “Yes, I would like that. Also, you’re right. I could use another bedroom set for the house. Shall we plan leaving early?” 

Jo Ann was waiting for us in the parking lot. She had on a light blue strapless sun dress and was carrying a blue sweater in case it became cooler in the evening. Her two-inch dark blue heels were the perfect choice for walking Beale Street after dinner. “You look very nice tonight,” I told Jo Ann. 

“Thank you, I love your pretty sun dress and jacket. The petticoat under the dress improves your femininity. Your makeup looks great. 

Did Bonnie do it tonight?” she asked. 

Bonnie immediately commented, “No, Lynn did all her makeup. I believe she has been practicing as it looks wonderful. Lynn suggested tonight we have sea-food, is that all right with you?” 

I drove downtown, parking the car in a lot. Listening to the clicking of our heels on the sidewalk, the three of us walked the two blocks to the restaurant. 

Having made reservations, we were seated almost immediately. 

Ordering a cocktail before dinner, we studied the menu until the waiter returned with six drinks since it was “happy hour.” Bonnie ordered for the three of us since the place was crowded and noisy. If I had ordered, my voice would have given me away. Bonnie laughed after ordering, “Lynn, dear, we are going to have Page - 31
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to work on your voice. You look so feminine, but your voice needs to complement your looks.” 

During dinner, we talked, laughed and enjoyed each other’s company. I had to keep my voice as soft as possible, which was hard to do, but no one seemed to pay attention to us. Dinner finished, we walked the three blocks to Beale Street, listening to the music filling the street as we passed from club to club until we chose a small club playing soft jazz. The host found us a table near the trio. We stayed for two sets before leaving. 

Strolling back through the crowd, we finally reached the car. My feet were hurting, so I took off my heels and drove in my stocking feet. This was a mistake for my feet had swollen by the time we reach Jo Ann’s apartment. It took a few minutes before the shoes were on my feet and I walked Jo Ann to her door. I was taken by surprise when Jo Ann kissed me lightly on the lips. “Thank you for the lovely evening, Lynn. I enjoyed being with you tonight.” 

Bonnie and I returned to my apartment and was getting ready for bed when she asked, “Lynn, please keep your makeup on tonight when we go to bed. Wear a bra and yellow long gown tonight, please?” 

Taking off my dress, jewelry and all my undies, I found the new yellow bra and satin panties in my dresser. Slipping them on and leaving my falsies in the bra cups, I went to the closet, retrieving the nightgown. Bonnie had taken her gown from the suitcase, a bright red formfitting long gown with a slit going from the floor to the top of her thigh. Quickly, I turned off the lights, slipping into the pink satin sheets and into her awaiting arms. We made love as we never had before. 

The alarm went off, waking us up. Getting out of bed, I saw our nighties, bra and panties scattered about the bedroom. 

Before taking a shower, we decided to eat breakfast out, then go shopping. 

Bonnie suggested, “Lynn, wear your blue blouse and a skirt along with your low heels. We will be doing some walking.” 

Bonnie chose to wear a white short sleeve blouse and a pair of summer weight slacks. 

After breakfast, we went to the discount shoe store where I purchased a pair of yellow two-inch heels and a pair of white three-inch heels. Bonnie found a pair of tan shoes she had been looking for. After that, we went to the Dress Barn and I brought several house dresses, a skirt and two blouses. Fortunately I had received a nice commission check from my company several weeks before. 

After four hours of shopping for furniture, we finally found a bedroom suite of French Provincial with a canopy, twin dressers, large mirrors for each dresser, night stands and a dressing table. A young woman, recently divorced, was moving back to her home town. She made us an offer that was extremely hard to turn down. I gave her a deposit and told her I would make arrangements to have it moved the first part of the week. 
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Both Bonnie and I were pleased with our find. She mentioned, “As a house present, I would like to decorate the canopy and dressing table, if it is agreeable with you? This set would look nice in your bedroom.” 

I gave her a light kiss on the cheek. “That is very nice of you.” 

Since it had been a long day, I suggested, “Why don’t we rent a movie tonight and have Chinese takeout. We can sit and relax for a change.” 

Taking off our shoes after returning the apartment, sitting on the sofa in our stocking feet with legs curled under, we took chop sticks to our food while enjoying a love story. 

I told Bonnie, “This week, I am taking several vacation days starting Wednesday to move into the house. The movers are coming Thursday. I could really use your help this coming weekend as I would like to have the house in order before I have to travel the following week.” Bonnie and I agreed to not to see each other Friday evening but meet at the house on Saturday morning. 

Getting ready for bed, I donned my new lavender baby doll nightie, leaving on my wig and makeup while Bonnie was in the bath room. The gown felt very sexy, but I was not used to having my legs so exposed. 

Bonnie came into the bedroom wearing her black long nightgown with the bodice straining under the weight of her wonderful full breast. Bonnie, noticing my new sleepwear, whistled softly. ”You are absolutely adorable in your sweet baby dolls. Where did you find such lovely nighties? I simply love your gown, the color is fabulous. You look very desirable. Come to bed, Lynn.” 

After pulling back the sheets, Bonnie and I were in each other’s arms, kissing feverishly. Her fingers played with the top of my gown, stroking ever so lightly, following the outline of the elastic bodice to the thin straps holding my nightie in place. Soon she had her hands pressing into the material surrounding my stomach, kneading her fingers with slight pressure until I thought that I would burst. 

In the meantime, I had been caressing her lovely mounds under the black lace of her nightie. 

Suddenly I felt her hands lifting the short skirt and finding their way to the waistband of the lavender semitransparent panties. While she pulled down my panties, I was reaching for the hem of her nightie, bringing it up to her waist. Immediately, she rolled on top of me, taking my throbbing manhood and placing it deep inside her body. 

We both fell into a deep pleasant sleep after our night of bliss. 

Sunday morning, I replaced the panties to my nightie, put on my pink robe and mules to fix breakfast. Bonnie and I enjoyed breakfast in bed. I was getting in the mood for another adventure in bed when Bonnie patted my buttocks. “We better get a move on as Jo Ann will be expecting us shortly. Remove your makeup before we shower. Redo your face after you shave.” Fortunately, I have a light beard and only need to shave every other day. 
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Monday, I did the required paper work for my company, made arrangements to pick up the furniture I had purchased as well as have the furniture in the apartment moved. Calling the builder, we scheduled for a walk through inspection late in the afternoon so we could close on Wednesday. 

Meeting with the builder, we walked through having several small adjustments and touchups done but overall the house looked nice. I was pleased with my bedroom’s light pink wall, pink blinds and rose carpet. The master bath looked quite feminine, having red, white and pink roses imprinted on the soft pink linen wallpaper. The fixtures and long vanity with double sinks were also pink. 

It took me several days to pack, as I did not realize how many possessions I had accumulated over the years since leaving college. I had gone to Storage USA where I purchased several wardrobe boxes so that I could hang my feminine clothing in one box and the male wardrobe in the other. It made it easier for packing and I would be able to open the box and put the clothes directly into the closet. 

Friday morning, the movers arrived and by noon all the furniture and mirrors had been placed in the new house and I was busy unpacking. 

Bonnie and Jo Ann came over to the house Saturday morning to help arrange all the cabinets and hang pictures. It was Bonnie whose suggestion had me put Lynn’s clothing in the larger master bedroom closet. The furniture I had purchased from the young lady who was moving looked very nice in the master bedroom. I had put my old bed and chest in the second bedroom, using the third for my office. 

We papered all the kitchen shelves. The dresser drawers were lined with a rub-berized cloth matting. The girls helped and by the afternoon, everything was in place. Bonnie and Jo Ann showed me in which drawers they had placed my feminine lingerie, etc. 

While the girls put the finishing touches to the house, I went for Chinese takeout and rented a movie. We were all tired so Bonnie and Jo Ann left, saying, “We will meet Lynn at the golf course Sunday at twelve.” 

Bonnie and I returned from the golf course, showered and changed into casual outfits. I wore a skirt and pink blouse while Bonnie had tan slacks and a yellow short-sleeved blouse. After I finished my makeup, brushed my wig, and slipped on the low two-inch heels, we drove to our favorite Italian restaurant. During our conversation, I told Bonnie that I would be gone for the week, returning on Friday evening. She asked for a key as she wanted to put a canopy on the bed while I was away. 

Over the week, I called Bonnie several times. She said, “I should be finished with the canopy by Friday. Since you will be late, I will cook us dinner and plan to spend the weekend.” 

It was close to six Friday evening when I pulled into the garage. It seemed strange to return to a different place than I had been accustomed to. Bonnie was in the kitchen with dinner almost ready. Leaving my suitcases in the hall, we sat and had a great home-cooked meal. After clearing the dishes, she took my hand and lead me into the master bedroom. 
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To my amazement, there was a beautiful pink transparent canopy on the top of the bed. At the base of the bed was a matching dust ruffle. The vanity table had the same dust ruffle running from the top edge to the floor. The pink and white ruffles were decorated with pink roses and pink ribbon. The white seat of the stool was covered with the same material as the vanity. On the vanity itself were my lighted makeup mirror, brush, wig on the stand, and all my cosmetics neatly arranged. The small side drawer to the vanity held all the makeup brushes. The room was totally feminine. 

“I do not know how to thank you, the room is beautiful. I feel so girlish with these lovely surrounding,” I mentioned. “You have done a wonderful job. How can I ever repay you?” 

“I am happy you like it,” she said. “You can repay me by changing into your lovely pink baby dolls and join me on the bed.” As I changed, Bonnie put on a red full-length nylon nightie which was skintight, divulging all her womanly curves. 

The balance of the summer passed with Bonnie and I seeing each other on the weekends and occasionally on a weeknight. Jo Ann would join us for outdoor concerts, jazz on Beale, dining out, drives, and picnics both in the park and in my back yard as well as our Sunday golf outings. I was always dressed as Lynn when we dated. 

With the end of August, school started. Bonnie and Jo Ann began teaching but we still were together as a twosome or threesome. Near the end of September, over dinner, Bonnie and Jo Ann mentioned that the school PTA was sponsoring a fund-raiser for their school. It was to be a male beauty contest. The older students (9th grade), teachers of the school and husbands or boyfriends of the teachers were urged to participate. The men were to be judged in causal wear, street and evening wear, There would be several prizes for the winners. Both girls suggested that I enter the contest. Several mothers and teachers had volunteered to do the makeup for the contestants. The beauty pageant would be held on the second weekend of October. 

“I am glad you volunteered,” Bonnie laughed, ”I entered your name this week. 

It should be fun and the money being raised is for a good cause.” 

“It seems to me that I was drafted into this. The only problem is that I don’t have anything formal,” I volunteered. 

“That can be remedied this next weekend very easily,” Bonnie stated with en-thusiasm. ”There is a wonderful resale shop where I am sure we can find a lovely formal for you and not too expensive.” 

Both Jo Ann and Bonnie came over to the house on Saturday late morning. I had put on a white panty brief, the my yellow satin bra and panties along with the satin garter belt holding the sheer natural stocking and a full lace-trimmed yellow nylon slip. My outfit was completed with a tan Dacron and wool skirt that fell three inches below my knees and a bright yellow long-sleeved nylon blouse with ruffles down the front. By then my hair was long enough to be styled in a short woman’s cut. After washing, I used the curling iron to style my hair. Wearing a Page - 35
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pair of yellow two-inch heels and carrying my brown clutch purse, I was ready to go shopping. 

At the resale shop, we found a rack of formals in size fourteen and started searching for the perfect gown. Bonnie spied a long strapless satin gown in deep red, a full skirt bellowing out from the waistline falling in a large cascade on the floor. Jo Ann chose a long black formal of satin silk with a transparent overlay. 

The bodice was low-cut but had the overlay covering the top. While I would be covered, it appeared that ample cleavage could be seen. My choice was a black, ankle-length cocktail dress. A satin off-the-shoulder model with a deep V-shaped bodice, with yards and yards of silk tulle. There was a black petticoat sold with the dress which caused the massive skirt to stand out. 

The girls went back into the dressing room and assisted me. I took off my skirt and blouse and, at the suggestion of Jo Ann, took off the slip. I tried on my choice first; the girls and I all loved the dress. Looking at the price tag, I saw it was reduced to twenty-five dollars. Bonnie suggested that it was a very wonderful dress but was to be worn for a cocktail party, concert or very dressy dinner. 

Next came the black formal. It looked better on the hanger than on me. I tried on the red formal, Bonnie closed the back zipper. Since it was strapless, the bodice fit snugly but the skirt was several inches too long. Bonnie mentioned that with my wearing my taller heels, the dress should hang perfectly and with my Merry Widow corselet, the dress would be fine. 

“Wearing a strapless gown certainly would win points for you at the contest. I do not think anyone else would even consider wearing a strapless formal,” Jo Ann added. “The gown is you!” Bonnie concurred. 

The asking price of this gown was thirty dollars. Bonnie suggested, “While you need this gown, the cocktail dress would be a wonderful addition to your wardrobe, as every girl needs a dressy black outfit. Would you consider buying both? 

We can probably receive a discount for a multi-purchase.” 

“Yes,” I replied, giving Bonnie the go-ahead to bargain. Coming back from the store owner, Bonnie, smiling, said, “You can have both dresses for forty dollars. 

Since this is resale, there is no tax.” We left the store carrying the two gowns. 

That evening, Bonnie and I went dinner and a movie. We were both in skirts and blouses and heels. After dinner, Bonnie suggested we go to Dillard’s to purchase the proper undies for the black cocktail dress. There was little choice as the bras were either plain satin or lace-covered. The lace could hardly be seen on the black bra so I settled on a strapless satin padded bra with satin panties trimmed in lace as well as a matching panty brief. At home that night, we climbed into the pink canopy bed between pink satin sheets, both of us wearing full waltz-length gowns. 

Friday night came quickly. Bonnie had driven over to the house and we prepared steaks on the grill with a salad. Over the past several months I had lost eight pounds and slightly over an inch and a half from my waistline by dieting. 

Bonnie had lost five pounds during that time. After eating, I took a shower before putting on the Merry Widow and the rest of my undies. 
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Bonnie thought that it would be a good idea to practice walking in the gown since I had never worn a floor-length evening gown. We did not bother with makeup that evening as she had suggested, “Do not shave until tomorrow evening. We want your face to be nice and smooth for the contest. We will just practice walking, turning and sitting in your evening gown. It does look nice. I have borrowed some rhinestone jewelry for tomorrow night from a friend. Now let’s walk.” 

While I was used to walking in heels, the long skirt did give me some problems. 

Bonnie taught me how to hold out the skirt as I turned and practiced how to climb stairs while wearing such a gown. We practiced for several hours, turning, posing and walking, until I was tired. We did not have sex that night for which I was sort of grateful; it had been a long week and a long night. 

After waking at noon, I put on my mules and robe over the nightgown and fixed breakfast. Bonnie joined me in the kitchen when I was ready to serve. Bonnie showered while I cleaned the dishes. Still in my robe, we talked for a while before Bonnie decided that it was time to prepare for this evening. She had mentioned that all the tickets had been sold. The contest should be a success as well as entertaining. Several male teachers at the school, about fifteen husbands or boyfriends and twenty students were participating. 

Even though my body hair was slight, Bonnie applied hair removal lotion from my neck down to my toes. After waiting for ten minutes, I stepped into the shower to rinse off the lotion. Bonnie filled the bath tub with scented lotion and had me soak for thirty minutes, occasionally adding warm water to the tub. After drying, I donned a pair of white lace panties. Bonnie smoothed moisturizer over my entire body. Rinsing my face with warm water at the sink, I rubbed hair conditioner into my beard, softening the hairs. After rinsing my face, I lathered, shaving twice, once in each direction, leaving my face “baby smooth.” I then applied moisturizer, gently working the cream into my facial pores. 

Bonnie had earlier suggested that I wear my undies under my male clothing to the school and bring the outfits in a hanging bag in order to change at the school. 

The wives and teachers would assist with the contestants, doing their faces before the show. However, she did give me a manicure before we left the house. My nails were glistening with two coats of bright red polish and a clear coat for protection. 

While my nails were drying, Bonnie went to my closet and started packing my blue shirtwaist dress, the pink two-piece suit with a white silk blouse and the red evening gown and wig, along with the petticoats, heels and the Merry Widow corselet in addition to the necessary jewelry for the three changes to be made during the contest. 

All the contestants had been given a written page of instructions as to what to bring, where to meet, including a basic plan we were to follow, coming to and leaving the stage. 

My nails having dried, I put on the white lace-encased bra with the falsies, the long-legged high waist girdle, and my best white lace slip (the slip I had worn the first time I had dressed for Bonnie). Bonnie then pulled a new pair of sheer silk Page - 37
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hose on my smooth legs and attached them to the garter suspenders of the girdle. 

I put on a pair of wash pants and a sport shirt over my undies. 

Arriving at the school fifteen minutes before we were scheduled, Bonnie and I went to the preassigned class room with my dresses. Bonnie had pulled a few strings by putting me in a room in which one of the mothers doing the makeup was a beautician. Since we were early, she would be able to spend some time doing my face. Bonnie took my outfits from the hanging bag and put them on a rack. 

Taking off my shirt and pants, I quickly put on the shirtwaist dress. Sitting at the makeshift table, Joyce quickly started on my face. She was putting on the finishing touches as other contests started entering the room. In all, about ten males had been assigned to each room. 

Bonnie had been brushing my long auburn wig while I had makeup applied. 

She adjusted the wig, securing it with bobby pins before spraying. She chose a long gold necklace with matching semicircle earrings and several gold bracelets. 

Whispering to me, she advised, “You had better slip on the black heels and pre-tend to practice walking in them as some of these boys probably will be wearing heels for the first time. In the meantime, let me help you with the petticoat.” 

Bonnie had me step into the petticoat, pulling it into place under my dress. At the same time, her hand rubbed the front of my second set of panties, covering the girdle, pressing hard against the satin panel of the girdle. “Wait until tonight,” 

she teased. 

Sitting down on the chair, I slipped on the black three-inch heels and started walking around the room for ten minutes or more. In my room were several husbands and the rest were young boys. For the causal wear portion of the contest, the boys were in shorts and a sweater while all the men were wearing dresses. The adults in my group had flats or one-inch heels. 

Soon it was time to start. The volunteers had done a good job getting everyone ready for the opening. We all walked down the hall to the back door leading into the auditorium. Parents were still coming into the school so we waited for a brief while. In the meantime, we were instructed again as to the procedure. All would walk down the right aisle of the auditorium onto the stage, forming a line across the stage. Upon the MC’s announcement, we would go backstage in a group. Each person would be called out by name and walk across the stage, turn, then walk back to the stairs on the left and out of the auditorium back to the dressing area (classroom). There we would change into our dressy outfits, meeting at the door leading into the auditorium, doing the same routine; the same went for evening wear competition. Of course each room had a monitor who would assist the group in forming. 

The program started. All forty plus contestants walked to the stage and upon cue we walked backstage. My name was near the first to be called, “Now we have Miss Charlie Brown.” I walked across the stage slowly, turned, going back to the stairs leading down the aisle, out of the auditorium and back to the dressing room. Once there, I removed my shoes, took off the dress and petticoat and handed them to Bonnie. She placed them on a hanger, then helped me into the Page - 38
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pink suit. As she buttoned the blouse in the back, I put on the pink skirt. Slipping into the jacket and changing jewelry to a stone-colored necklace with matching bracelet and dangling earring, I put on the black heels and my pink gloves. Bonnie added another touch of perfume behind my ears and on the back of each wrist. She then went to assist one of her students. It was hectic but the mothers had been helping everyone and we were all ready for the second march. 

Back to the room for changing into evening wear. We were given additional changing time as the program called an intermission. Once I had taken off the suit, blouse and slip, Bonnie helped me remove the white bra and falsies. As I stood facing her, she put the Merry Widow around my torso, attaching the hooks and zipping the front closed. She handed me the falsies as I adjusted them into the bra cups. She hooked the garters to my stocking. After holding the large petticoat so I could step into the center, Bonnie pulled the petticoat into place. Then came the full red formal evening gown. When Bonnie closed the back zipper, the gown fit tightly across my bosom. Bonnie opened her purse, bringing out a large rhinestone necklace, placed it on my exposed chest and hooked the clasp in back. 

The bottom tip of the necklace rested just above the top of the strapless gown. 

Matching six-inch dangling rhinestone earrings were clipped on my ears. I sat in the chair and lifted the gown to put on the three-inch heels. Bonnie brushed my hair in place and asked Joyce to touch up my makeup. 

Joyce thought that I looked wonderful in the gown. She added another coat of eye liner, mascara and lipstick. Stepping back, she decided to add more blush and widen my lips. Taking her pencil, she outlined my lips then filled in the space with the bright glossy red lipstick. 

Bonnie looked me over closely and reminded me, “Hold your dress the way we practiced. Slow down when you mount the stairs being sure to bend over, lifting your skirts in both hands. Good luck, sweetie. You look beautiful and ultra-feminine in your formal.” 

We gathered in the hallway again for the last phase. We were reminded that after everyone had walked, we would all come back on stage for the final judging and finale. Several of the students were in formals, but the majority wore party dresses. The husbands had formals and cocktail dresses. None were strapless. 

Several of the men were in long formals but most were wearing ballerina-length gowns. The majority of the formals were short sleeves with several gowns being held up with spaghetti straps. 

The music started and we all filed down the aisle. There was loud applause as we entered the auditorium for the final phase. I lifted my skirts slightly while walking the aisle, stopping at the head of the steps to lift them even higher as I climbed the stairs in the heels. Everyone took to the stage where a round of pictures were taken. A television station was recording this part for the news. We all walked to the rear of the stage until our names were called. 

From behind the stage as my name was called, I walked slowly, holding my dress so the hem was slightly above my ankles. The audience gave me a round of applause when they saw the high heels under the dress and noticed my swaying Page - 39
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walk as I glided across the stage twice, making a great turn at the end of the first run. During the turn, the lower portion of the dress flowed in a large circle. Once at the opposite end of the stage, I gathered the skirt in both hands while slowly descending the stairs, walking down the aisle to the rear of the auditorium. 

After everyone had paraded in their formal attire, we all came back down the aisle to the stage. I was among the five finalists called to the center of the stage. 

Like a Miss America pageant, the MC asked each of us a question similar to those asked at a pageant. 

The questions were rather senseless but keeping in mind that we were in a charade, I decided to answer foolishly. 

Fortunately the MC asked me, “If you had one wish what would that be?” 

Pausing for a moment, I smiled, saying, “If I had one wish to be granted, I would wish for world peace.” As I finished my sentence, I brought my hands together in front of me, opening my arms to the audience. They all laughed in the spirit that I had answered the question, like a true beauty pageant contestant. 

The questions answered, the judges announced the winners from fifth place to third. I was left standing with one of the husbands who was wearing a bright peach short formal gown with a pair of silver flat slippers. The MC, who was the school principal, was hamming up her announcement, stating, “As you all know, if for some reason the winner cannot fulfill her duties as Miss PTA, the first runner-up will claim the title! The first runner up is Bill Hunter. Charlie Brown is Miss PTA. Congratulations!” She came over to put a tiara on my head while someone placed a sash over my shoulder. The president of the PTA came out on the stage and presented me with a certificate and a half-dozen long-stemmed roses. 

All the audience members applauded. The MC asked for the audience’s apprecia-tion for all the contestants, there was a thunderous round of applause. 

The principal then announced, “Remember, in two weeks our teachers will be holding a fund raiser with a mock cross-dressed wedding. Tonight’s winners will be the bride and attendants while the teachers will be the groomsmen and members of the wedding party. It will be a fun evening for all, so be sure to get your tickets early. We will have the wedding on Saturday, October 17th.” 

Bonnie came on the stage and waited until everyone took photographs of the finalist and of their sons, husbands or teachers. In the five finalists were one of the teachers, two husbands, one student and myself. 

Bonnie planted a long kiss on my painted lips. “You were simply beautiful tonight in all three events. Several of the mothers asked if I had a hard time getting you to participate. I told them that it took me a lot of convincing and practicing on your part once you agreed. I am so proud of you, Miss PTA.” 

Going back to the classroom, Bonnie suggested that I keep on the gown for the rest of the evening as she wanted to get some pictures. Others were congratulat-ing me as we were packing. Jo Ann came into the room and gave me a lingering kiss, saying, “Now I know for sure who is the prettiest of them all.” 
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Once Bonnie and I were in

the car, I asked her, “What

did the MC mean when she

said that in two weeks there

would be a mock wedding

fund-raiser with the teachers

and the beauty pageant final-

ist? This is the first time I’ve

heard of this. When were you

going to say something?” 

“I started to tell you last

week but I did not want to

burden you with small de-

tails. After all, you had a one

in eight chance of being in

the wedding. I hope that you

do not mind as I am going to

see that you will make a

beautiful bride. You really

don’t mind, do you?” She

smiled. “Besides, I will be the

best man to your groom.” 

Bonnie drove home while I

was decked out with full

skirts spreading over the

front seat while holding a

bouquet of roses. Once home, 

Bonnie had me posing for

pictures. Going to the refrig-

erator, she took out a bottle

of champagne and poured

two glasses. “A toast to the

prettiest girl in the pageant, 

Miss Lynn Brown.” 

After several glasses of champagne, we started petting on the sofa. 

Kicking off my heels, soon I was on my back while Bonnie’s hands were under my gown. I heard the rustling of petticoats as she skillfully caressed my silk-covered legs and inner thighs, finally rubbing my panty- and girdle-covered crotch. 

In an instant, Bonnie pulled her hands from under my gown, then pulled me to a sitting position and unhooked the back of my gown by sliding the zipper down. 

Soon I was out of the pretty red formal, standing in all my feminine finery. Bonnie soon had the petticoat off. Kneeling at my legs, she was unfastening the six garter snaps to the white girdle, releasing them from the long silky nylons. Carefully, she unzipped and unhooked the girdle, sliding it down to my ankles. As I stepped out Page - 41
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of the girdle, Bonnie pushed me back on the sofa. I was still wearing the wig, jewelry, nylons, panties and the Merry Widow. We made mad passionate love before retiring to the bed. Bonnie and I both put on our matching black nighties. After a short rest, we made love again. In the morning my makeup was a mess, but after a shower, sitting at my new dressing table, I redid my face for the day. 

Picking up my gown after dressing in a dark blue skirt and white sweater set, I noticed an envelope with my prize. It was a gift certificate for one hundred dollars that had been donated by a local lingerie store. Evidently it was intended for the wife or mother of the winner. Also was a note from a beauty salon enclosing a gift certificate for a complete facial, manicure and hair styling for the winner of Miss PTA to be used the Saturday of the mock wedding. 

Bonnie told me the plans by the teachers for the mock wedding. A local resale shop, whose owner was a member of the school’s PTA, had donated a wedding gown. It was suggested that I schedule an appointment no later than Friday evening at seven to be fitted for the gown. The shop had also offered free alterations. 

There would be a rehearsal Friday night at seven o’clock at the school’s gym. 

I offered Bonnie the gift certificate for the lingerie. She replied, “Lynn, you earned that certificate and I think that Lynn should spend it. Remember that next Saturday night there is a symphony concert which we have tickets. It would be the perfect occasion for your new black cocktail dress. However, you need to wear black undies under the dress. Perhaps we can go to the mall today and shop.” 

“That is a wonderful idea,” I replied. “Also, since it is starting to get chilly, I need a jacket for golfing unless you rather have Charlie in the group.” 

“No, Jo Ann and I enjoy having Lynn playing with us. We will find something suitable to wear with your pink golfing outfit. You should also consider wearing pantyhose under your sport dress. I would like to be with you when you select the wedding gown. When do you have the time this week?” 

“We can go Monday afternoon after you finish with your classes. I will be doing paper work all day,” I replied. 

“Great,” she said, “pick me up after school. Be sure to wear your girdle and Merry Widow under your street clothes. Bring your black heels as well for the fitting. Now, touch up your hair and makeup, get your purse and let’s go shopping.” 

Off to the lingerie shop we went. Even though I was experienced shopping for feminine lingerie, I was embarrassed looking over the ultra-feminine and sexy lingerie displayed in the store. Bonnie wanting to tease me a little, kept saying, “Oh Lynn, look at these adorable panties. Are they not the sexiest thing you have seen? I am afraid that this bra would not hold my large breast, but the bra should do wonders for your figure,” as she displayed several garments, holding them in front of me. 

Finally a sales clerk came over to us. “How may I help you ladies today?” 

Bonnie answered, “My girl friend needs a black Merry Widow, either a 38 or 40-B and black matching panties.” 
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The clerk, going to a drawer, retrieved two corselets, one in cotton and the other in black satin. Each could be worn with or without straps. Bonnie and I went into the dressing room together, carrying the two garments in size 40. Looking at the price, I chose the cotton first. Bonnie helping me remove the short sleeve sweater after I had taken off the cardigan. Removing my skirt and slip, she held the corselet close to my body as I unhooked the snaps to my bra. While the garment’s fit was good across the bust line, it did not give me the waist reduction that Bonnie thought was necessary. I tried on the boned satin garment; it fit me about the same. 

Bonnie noticed, “The satin corselet looks so much sexier than the cotton. Since you have a limited amount of corselets, you should really buy this one. However, you need to try on the smaller size in satin. Wait here while I get another corselet.” After she returned with another garment, I quickly put it on. Bonnie fastened the hooks and then the zipper, mentioning, “The bodice seems a little snug but when wearing a strapless bra it needs to be tight to keep a girl from becoming suddenly embarrassed. The 38 also gives you less waist line as it is tucking your tummy. Fasten the garters to your hose.” 

Complying with her instructions, I stood before her, looking in the mirror at my reflection. The Merry Widow clung to my body, giving me a girlish figure. “Take off the corselet and put on your clothes. I will be outside in the store browsing,” she said

Back in my skirt and sweater, with the black satin corselet in one hand and my purse in the other, I soon joined Bonnie at the panty counter. She had selected several pairs of black nylon full-cut panties as well as some hipsters for me to view. I chose the full-cut black nylon embellished with lacy legs and waistband. 

I went over to a display of soft nylon teddies adorned with lace. Taking one in my hands, I held it in front of Bonnie. I said, “This is very sexy, it would look great on you. It will be my treat for you. Pick out your size.” 

Bonnie looked through the rack and chose an all white teddy. She handed it to me. I started towards our sales clerk but Bonnie was not following. She had found an identical teddy in my size. “Now we can have matching outfits,” she grinned. 

Giving the clerk our selections, I said in my most feminine voice, “We will take these. I have a gift card.” I had to pay an additional five dollars. 

We went to the sports store in the mall, finding a light weight pink sports jacket trimmed in white cording, cuffs and collar. 

After dinner, I took Bonnie back to her apartment. I pulled close to her and she kissed me passionately. “Thank you for the wonderful lovely present. I look forward to wearing it while you are wearing yours. Lets wear them tomorrow afternoon. I think that you can wear your summer white heels during the wedding but you better use your black heels for the fitting. We do not want anyone to think that you have such a wonderful feminine wardrobe.” 

Monday morning after showering, I put on a white garter belt, bra, panties, heels and hose, then the sweater and skirt that I had worn the previous day. I spent the morning doing reports and paper work. At slightly past three, I was in Page - 43
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the school parking lot, in my male attire, waiting for Bonnie. She had ridden with Jo Ann so we would not have to worry about transportation later in the evening. 

As Bonnie got in the car, she leaned over and gave me a kiss, asking, “Did you wear your Merry Widow today and bring your shoes?” 

“Yes,” I replied, “I even remembered to wear my girdle as well as the beautiful teddy. Are you wearing yours?” 

Bonnie took my right hand into her hand then placed my hand inside her blouse. She said, “Feel for your self.” While my hand was searching over her chest and tummy, feeling the delicate fabric hugging her body, I gave her a long lingering kiss. 

“We had better get going to the bridal shop before something else develops,” 

she hinted. Removing my hands from under her blouse, I started the engine and followed her directions to the store. 

Mrs. Conners, the owner of the bridal resale shop, recognized Bonnie who had taught her daughter last year. Bonnie introduced me to her. “You look quite different today than you did last Saturday. You made a lovely winner and by far out-shone the other participants. Let’s see what would be a suitable dress for you. I assume that you are carrying your heels in the bag? We will try a size 12 or 14 to see which is a better fit. Bonnie, you may select any dress that I have on the rack for our Miss PTA.” 

Bonnie, Mrs. Conners and I looked at many different styles of gowns until Bonnie found one that caught her eye. “It is a size fourteen that has been taken in a little, but I believe it will fit Charlie. Both of you can go into the dressing room and change. Here are the petticoats and an underdress of taffeta that go with the gown. Call me when you are ready for your fitting.” 

In the large dressing room, I took off my shoes, socks, pants, shirt and sweater. Standing before Bonnie, I was in all my lingerie including the lovely teddy we had gotten the day before. Bonnie smiled, telling me that it looked sweet on me even though it was not filled out. Grinning, I removed my falsies from the bag, putting them beneath the cups of the Merry Widow. Bonnie gave me a short kiss on the lips before I removed the teddy. 

I stepped into the petticoats as they were held out, and pulled them into place at my waist. Bonnie slipped the taffeta underdress over my head bringing it down until it came to rest over the petticoats. Once the underpinnings of the gown were in place, Bonnie opened the bridal gown, lowering it over my head, sliding the gown until the bodice rested tightly across my chest and the huge skirt hung over the underpinning, forming a great circle at my feet. Bonnie buttoned the silk-covered buttons in the back, then she arranged the long train behind me. She slipped on the black heels one at a time as I lifted each foot, trying to keep my balance. 

Bonnie called Mrs. Conners and told her we were ready. Bonnie and I started to go into the mirrored fitting area. I had to call Bonnie. “I have a problem, it’s hard to walk in this gown, I am afraid I will trip.” 
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Mrs. Conners had come into the room and overheard what I had said. She said, “My dear I forgot this is not second nature to you. You must adjust the length of your step. Take smaller steps and try to glide instead of lifting your feet. 

Hold the gown lightly as you did with your formal the other night. That’s good. 

Take daintier steps as you walk. Come, look into the double-winged mirror and see how lovely the gown is. Step up on the platform so I can measure the hem.” 

Looking back at me was a man wearing a beautiful long wedding gown of white satin with a high lace jewel neck rising from my bosom and fitting about the neck. 

The bodice of the gown hugged my torso, clinging to the Merry Widow underneath and descending from the white satin over my breast to which the lace was attached. The short sleeves were also decorated with matching lace. The silk satin gown draped and gathered like waves of whipped cream to show off a tulle underskirt cascading to the floor being held out by the petticoats and a stiff underdress. 

There was a long, detachable full train descending from the small of my back to the floor. The bodice of the gown was covered with rows and rows of glistening white pearls and the lace-encrusted top. The long flowing veil, decorated with pearl embroidery matching the gown, was pinned on my head. I stood mesmer-ized, looking in the mirror at the fantastic gown. I was now aware why women look forward to a formal wedding. The sensation of wearing such a wonder garment is overwhelming. 

Bonnie stood with her mouth slightly open. Very pleased with the gown, she was at a loss for words. Mrs. Conners stated, “The hem must be taken up a bit and the waist needs to be take in a little. I think the gown is lovely on him. Wait just a moment while I see if we can find a pair of gloves.” In a minute she returned carrying a pair of long opera-length satin gloves and slipped them on my hands, pulling them up my arms to above the elbows. After fastening the satin buttons on the wrist, the tight gloves hugged my arms. 

“You will make a stunning bride, Charlie. I look forward to seeing you walk down the aisle. I understand the tickets are almost all sold. There has been such an overwhelming demand that the event will take place at the church next to the school as they have more seating. I have had several customers inquire about the mock wedding from the advertisement in our window. I will have the dress ready for you this coming Friday. I am sure that you will wish to practice walking while wearing the gown.” 

Both Bonnie and I thanked Mrs. Conners for her help and also her donation to the teachers’ fund rising event. As Mrs. Conners was helping me out of the dress, she smiled to herself as she saw my undergarments. She told Bonnie, “I can see why your boyfriend won, you have seen that he was properly clothed. The Merry Widow and the high-rise girdle lend themselves to giving him a passable figure. I wondered why the wedding dress needed so little alteration.” 

Blushing because of her discovery, I was sure she was not aware as to the real reason why I could handle myself in heels and skirts as well as I did during the beauty pageant. Once she left the dressing room, I put on the silky white teddy and my male street clothes. As we were leaving, I looked in the window of Mrs. 

Conners shop and saw a sign advertising the mock wedding including an adver-Page - 46
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tisement stating that the gown was furnished by Mrs. Conners Bridal Resale Shop. 

Bonnie and I stopped for Chinese take-out and returned to my house. She insisted that I start a fire. Both of us took off our street clothes and I removed my girdle. We sat in front of the blazing fire in our teddies enjoying Sake and Chinese food. With soft music in the background, we cuddled in front of the fire place, caressing and kissing each other until we reached mutual satisfaction. After re-dressing in our street clothing, I took her home. 

Friday afternoon I stopped at the bridal shop and picked up the wedding gown. 

Again, I thanked Mrs. Conners for her donation to the teachers. She replied, “They are more than welcome. I’m glad that I could support them. I’m sure that they appreciate your helping them as well as the other men. I look forward to being at the event next week. Good luck, I know that you will be a beautiful bride.” 

Saturday afternoon, with Bonnie’s help, I was in the elegant wedding gown, wearing my white three-inch heels, practicing to walk, turning and how to handle the gown. In addition, Bonnie taught me the proper procedure for walking down the aisle, using a slight pause between each step. Putting on some music, she insisted that we practice dancing, but would not tell me the reason for needing to learn to handle the gown while dancing. She had me gather the train in my left hand by the small loop sewn into the hem while we danced. She insisted on leading. After thirty minutes, I was learning how to handle myself and the gown, taking the feminine role while dancing. 

As the practice ended, she helped me undress and we took a brief nap before getting ready for the evening concert and dinner. In the shower, I shaved my legs and under my arms. Since using the hair remover, the small growth of hair on my shoulders and chest had not reappeared. Soon I was in my new black Merry Widow, lace black panties, black silk stockings and petticoat, sitting at the dressing table, applying evening makeup. Bonnie showered and was ready to apply her makeup after I finished. Sitting at the dressing table, she did her face, while I finished dressing in the off-the-shoulder black taffeta cocktail dress. I added a pearl necklace, pearl drop earrings and perfume then painted my nails while I waited for Bonnie. My black beaded evening purse and black evening sweater were on the chair by the door. Bonnie entering the den looking beautiful in a red and blue silk two-piece dress with red heels and carrying a lightweight evening coat. 

We dined at a small, intimate restaurant full of atmosphere. The sound system played only Sinatra and Dean Martin music softly so we did not had to raise our voices while conversing. Dinner and wine hit the spot. 

After parking in the covered lot next to the concert hall, we took our time walking to the concert and our seats. I enjoyed hearing the rustling of my petticoat not only as we were walking, but also as I smoothed my dress while taking our seats. 

During the intermission, Bonnie and I made a trip to the powder room. Sitting at the vanity, touching up my makeup, I was feeling very feminine. No one noticed that I was a man masquerading as a woman. I was enjoying being in public in a pretty dress, makeup and heels. 
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After the conclusion of the concert, we strolled leisurely to the car, holding hands and humming parts from the concert. Driving home that evening, I asked Bonnie if she would like to stop at a lounge located in the Hilton Inn close to my house for a drink and some piano music. I was enjoying wearing the lovely black taffeta cocktail dress and really wanted to remained dressed in this outfit longer. 

Tapping came from our heels as we walked down the marble foyer of the hotel into the lounge. Having found a table in a back corner, we each ordered a Man-hattan. We were sipping our drinks when the waitress came with two more drinks compliments of the two gentleman at the bar. Bonnie smiled at the men but re-fused the drinks. They started to come over to our table. Leaning over the table, her hands cupping my face, Bonnie gave me a long kiss on the lips. Turning, she smiled at the men who had reached our table. They turned and made a quick exit from the bar. We both were laughing when the waitress returned bringing the drinks with a message from the bartender our first drinks were compliments of the house for ridding him of his troubled customers. 

As the saying goes, all good things must come to an end. After leaving the lounge, we drove to my house. Bonnie, noticing some hesitation on my part as we were entering the back door, asked, “What the is the problem, Lynn? All of a sudden you seem to be depressed.” 

Answering as truthful as I could, I said, “I was thinking of the first time we went out together when I was dressed in women’s clothing. I was afraid but you guided me through and proved that I could venture outside without anyone noticing I was a man in a dress. We have done many things together over the past six months. I love being able to go out with you when I am dressed this way, wearing beautiful soft lingerie, pretty dresses, smelling nice and looking pretty. Tonight, for some reason, I feel  so  feminine. My outfit is  so  girlish and I feel exceptionally good wearing this pretty cocktail dress, being in high heels and makeup. I was wishing that I could wear this dress longer than just for a short while this evening. I guess that I did not want the evening to end. Is it wrong to feel this way?” 

Bonnie, without a moment of hesitation, replied, “No Lynn, you are experienc-ing thoughts that women have about feeling attractive and satisfied with themselves. Some woman really enjoy wearing pretty clothing and being as feminine as possible. Your senses are becoming more female and there is nothing wrong being happy and wanting to wear pretty dresses. Also, nothing is wrong with wanting the night to last, like the night of a prom, or summer dancing under the stars with a handsome man. Sadly, the day must end.” 

Bonnie putting her arms around my waist. Turning me towards her, she gave me a long lingering kiss. Finishing, she said, “Pour us both a glass of wine and put some music on the machine while I change. You get the drinks and start the fireplace.” 

Soon there was a blazing fire as I sat on the sofa, waiting for Bonnie. Wearing her black nightgown and all her makeup and my mules, she sat on the sofa, sipping her drink. For over an hour she stroked my stocking-clad legs, kissing my lips, her hands gently massaging my stomach and back. She kept changing posi-Page - 48
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tions, which caused my petticoats to rustle, sending chills down my back. She insisted that I remain fully dressed and keep on my heels while she continued caressing my body. Her fingers were playing with my long pendant earrings, swinging them so I could feel the pearls touching the nape of my neck, then she lowered her fingers, dragging the tips along my face and outlining my lips while she tossed my hair lightly against my exposed shoulders. When we had been kissing for quite a time, Bonnie suggested that we stop to catch our breath and sip some wine. 

“Lynn, dear, you better go to the dressing table and freshen your makeup. Be sure to add more mascara to your long lashes while you redo your lipstick.” Doing as she had requested, I also added perfume in all the sensual spots. It suddenly dawned on me that Bonnie was making sure that I would fully benefit from wearing my lovely dress; she was prolonging the time I spent wearing these wonderful garments as well as making the most of the sensuous garments to enhance me feeling so feminine. 

Coming back to the den, I could hear the wonderful sound of the petticoat brushing my dress swaying back and forth as my painted nails were brushing against the skirt as I walked. Bonnie had me sit beside her with my legs folded under me, exposing more of the petticoat. She continued stroking my legs and playing with the suspenders holding the nylons to the Merry Widow. She was making sure her hands brushed the petticoat with every movement she made. 

It was more than an hour before she reached behind my back and lowered the zipper of the taffeta cocktail dress. Pulling me slightly towards her so we could stand, she slid the dress down. 

Laying on the carpet in front of the fire, she continued kissing and stroking me with her fingertips and the palms of her hands. Reaching for the waistband of the petticoats, she pulled them down to my ankles then removed my black panties and panty brief. I was in sheer delight as she brought our lovemaking to a wonderful climax. 

As we finished, I expressed my gratitude for a wonderful evening and her being so understanding. Bonnie was sitting on the corner of the bed watching me as I prepared for bed: hanging up the dress and petticoat, removing my stocking and Merry Widow, taking a black bra from my dresser, putting it on while stuffing the falsies into the bra cups, then sliding the matching black nightgown over my bra and panties. We quickly fell asleep in each other’s arms. 

The alarm rang. It was time to have breakfast and get ready to meet Jo Ann for our weekly golf outing. After showering together, we dried each other off before applying lotion on our partner’s body, rubbing the lotion until it was completely ab-sorbed into the pores. I put on my pink outfit and the jacket before meeting Bonnie in the den. We were ready for our afternoon outing. 

After golf, the three of us stopped for a sandwich before returning to Bonnie’

apartment. Arrangements were made for the following Friday evening. Since I would be late returning to Memphis, the girls volunteered to fix a light dinner of soup and sandwiches so we could be at the church by seven-thirty for rehearsal. 
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Friday evening came quickly. I had driven directly to the girls apartment after coming back from a Nashville sales trip. We had dinner and then we all went in my car to the church. Most of the teachers were participating in the wedding. 

Four of the teachers were to sing, while one played the piano and other the trum-pet. One of the PTA mothers was a wedding consultant and had volunteered her services for the event. She outlined the program, guiding us through our parts in the mock wedding. To my surprise, the groom was Jo Ann, as she was the tallest teacher at the school. About eleven, we were dismissed and told to be at the church no later than six-thirty as we were to start at seven-thirty. 

After dropping Jo Ann off at their apartment and Bonnie picking up her weekend bag, we drove home. Bonnie helped as I had to unpack the car from my week’s trip. We both put on nightgowns for the evening but only snuggled together as we both were tired. 

In the morning, Bonnie insisted that we clean the house, do my laundry as well as Lynn’s washables. Within four hours, we were finished. After a quick lunch, Bonnie suggested that I begin getting ready by taking a shower, shaving my legs, and under my arms. She put the hair remover on my back, arms, chest and hands. 

Bonnie spoke, suggesting, “Charlie, since you are going to the beauty parlor, you might wear a regular bra, panties and a slip and your blue shirtwaist dress. 

Since this may be embarrassing for you, I will go to the salon with you and sign you in. Then I will take the wedding gown over to the church while doing the errands that need to be run. I will pick you up at the salon. May I borrow your car?” 

She added an afterthought, “Just put on your wig and lipstick. I will get the dress and all accessories packed for tonight. Wear your flats.” 

At two o’clock, we were at the salon. We walked up to the receptionist area. 

Bonnie told the girl, “My friend is here for the appointment for our PTA event, in the name of Brown.” 

The girl nodded with a knowing look and smiled, saying, “We are expecting him. Please come this way.” 

Following the girl, we were taken and introduced to the owner of the salon who, held out her hand, saying, “Welcome, Charlie Brown. I was at the contest several weeks ago. You are certainly a good sport to do this for the teacher’s benefit. It was wise to come here wearing a dress. When we finish, you would look rather foolish in men’s wear. First, we are going to give you a manicure, so I will introduce you to Betty.” 

Bonnie asked, “When will he be finished? I have several errands to run while Charlie is at your shop.” Bonnie was told to be back at five. With a kiss to my cheek, Bonnie left. 

Betty had me sitting across the table from her while she soaked my hands in a small bowl to soften the cuticles. She worked diligently with each hand until she was satisfied with the results. I had not trimmed my nails for three weeks so they were rather long. Betty filed the nails in an oval shape, not too long but the nails were styled in a feminine fashion. After squirting lotion into the palms of her Page - 50

[image: Image 6]

Copyright by Reluctant Press

All Rights Reserved

hands, she rubbed each of my hands and arms, giving them a good massage. Taking a bottle of bright red polish, she painted each nail with a single coat. Finishing, she introduced me to Carol who washed the wig while it was still on my head, as if it were my real hair, setting curlers, and having me sit under the drier. 

As my hair was drying, Betty came over to the chair and put an additional two coats of polish on my nails. When the dryer finished, the stylist took out the curlers, started brushing and styling my hair. She had pulled hair back from the front sides, pinning the hair up in the back. Then she made two long twisted curls dropping from each side near the ears before flipping my bangs. Admiring her work, she sprayed tons of hair spray to hold everything in place. The girls were friendly, chatting with me as if they knew me. I answered their questions and was pleasant. They were outstanding, doing their jobs professionally. 

Nancy came over to the

chair and asking me to follow

her into her cubicle for a fa-

cial. She asked, “Please un-

button the top of your dress

so we can slip it down off

your shoulders. Also, I want

to remove your wig and put

it on a stand so it will not be

messed up by the facial.” 

She was not surprised to see

me wearing a slip and bra as

she draped a cape around

my shoulders. Starting with

a cleanser, she removed dirt

and grim as well as the lip-

stick I was wearing. Nancy

adjusted the chair to a semi-

reclining position and began

applying a heavy cream over

my neck and face with long

circular motions of her fin-

gertips. I could feel the lotion

entering through the pores of

my face. After what seemed a

long time, she came back

and removed the lotion with

a warm soft cloth, then pat-

ted the face gently until it

was dry. 

Bringing the chair slightly

forward, she started to make

up my face for the wedding. 
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Nancy was chatting while her fingers were feverishly working. She asked me why I was having all this work done. She had only heard bits and pieces. I told her about the beauty pageant and the mock wedding where I was to be the bride. 

“In that case, I want this makeup to be extra special. We want you to be the prettiest one, male or female, at the event.” Special care was taken with every item she used. Several times she removed and redid an area until she was completely satisfied. 

Bonnie had come back to the cubicle just a few minutes before we were finished and took a seat, watching Nancy apply her trade. Nancy took a tube of bright red lipstick after outlining my lips in pencil and began filling in the outline with the luscious cream. When she had finished, she took a small brush and applied a wax sealer to help keep the lipstick from smearing and coming off. She gave Bonnie the tube of lipstick and the small jar of wax, “for later use.” 

Nancy had me remain in the chair as she summoned the salon owner. 

The owner came into the cubicle; she looked and praised Nancy on a superior job. Reaching for my wig on the head stand, she adjusted it on my head, brushing several stray strands, then used bobby pins to secure the wig to my own hair. She removed the cape so I could button the front of my dress. Releasing me from the chair, she had me stand in front of a large mirror. As many times as I had done my makeup, including the time I had a makeover when purchasing my cosmetics, I had never looked so lovely and so feminine in my life. Even Bonnie was amazed with the results. 

Both Bonnie and I thanked the owner and all the girls, who had gathered around to see the culmination of their work, for the wonderful job in making me believable as a “bride to be.” Bonnie advised, “Be sure to watch Channel 5 News tonight as they will be covering the wedding.” 

It was a little after six when Bonnie parked the car in the church parking lot near the side entrance. She had brought the dress, undies, shoes and jewelry earlier in the day and had hung the dress and petticoats in the bridal dressing room. 

We were the first there, so Bonnie assisted as I changed into the gown. 

After first reaching under my shirtwaist dress and removing my panties and the brief, I put on the lovely satin white lacy panties. Taking off the flats, I unbuttoned the dress, removing the dress and full white slip, pantyhose and bra. Stepping into the high-rise girdle, Bonnie pulled it into place, closing the hooks and zipper. While I was sitting on the edge of the stool, she rolled both sheer silk stockings up my legs. She proceeded to gather the tops of the nylons into the garters, securing the tops and adjusting the length of each suspender, making sure the nylons were taut. 

Wrapping the Merry Widow around my torso, she hooked and zipped the garment then took the falsies and placed them into the cups of the Merry Widow. She decided that the garment was tight enough across my bosom so that the bra straps were not needed. Bending down, she attached the six garters from the Merry Widow to my stockings. 
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Going to the closet, she took out the petticoats and the satin underskirt and brought them to me. Holding my hand, she helped me balance as I stepped into the garments. Once they were in place, she had me sit on the stool and placed the three-inch white heels on my nylon-clad feet. 

“The dressers will be here shortly to assist you into your gown as I have to get ready myself. You look beautiful. I will try to see you completely dressed before the show. Oh, I meant to tell you, after the wedding, there is to be a reception line and dancing for all the patrons until midnight. Since you are in your long petticoats, you may wish to practice walking in your skirts and heels. Save me a dance, darling.” 

Bonnie left and I practiced walking in the small room. Somehow, I always managed to pause before the mirror as a beautiful woman kept gazing back at me. 

I could hear activity in the nearby rooms as everyone was coming to change clothing for the program. Bonnie had told me that several of the mothers had volunteered to help the other male members of the wedding, including the bridesmaids to prepare for the event. Since my makeup had been done, they were only going to assist me into my gown and with any finishing touches. 

There was a knock on the door and two women came into the room. Their mouths dropped open as they were staring at me. “If I did not know better, I would say that we were in the wrong room. I cannot believe our bride is really a male! Who did your makeup and hair?” 

“Let’s finish getting you dressed,” the other said. Bringing the gown from the closet, they both carefully lifted it over my head without mussing my hair. They dropped the gown into place, the bodice fit snugly across my chest and the skirts fell from the waist of the dress. Reaching in the suitcase, they took out the long fancy drop pearl earrings, clipped them on each lobe until they dangled perfectly. 

Next came the single strand pearl necklace, which they clasped around the back of my neck under my wig. The necklace rested on the top of my bosom. One of the ladies reached into her purse and removed an atomizer, spraying Chanel # 5 perfume behind my ear lobes, on the nape of the neck and my wrists before lifting my skirts and spraying behind each knee. They helped me into the long white satin elbow-length gloves, kneading them up until they were tightly encircling my arms. 

Turning me toward the mirror, the perfume lady exclaimed, “You are the prettiest bride I have ever seen. You are simply lovely to look at!” 

The older of the women took a small box out of her purse, saying, “No bride is complete without a set of garters,” as she removed a pair of white lacy garters trimmed in blue ribbon. As each lady slid one garter over each leg, they gave me a light kiss on the check. “We need to touch up his lips since we are about to start the program.” One went to the package Bonnie had left on the dressing table and touched up my lipstick, then she added a coat of sealer wax. Carefully, the women pinned the veil in place on the crown of my head, lowering it down the back of my neck.” 

We want your lovely face to be seen at all times,” one mother mentioned. 
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The coordinator knocked on the door and asked the two mothers, “Is our bride ready?” Coming into the room, she stopped abruptly. “Our bride is simply gorgeous. He will be the star of the show as should be. Charlie, I cannot believe it is you. You are beautiful. Your gown is absolutely heavenly. It looks fantastic on you.” 

“All right, all bridesmaids come into the bride’s dressing room for final instructions,” she called to the men waiting outside. The coordinator had two of the bridesmaid come over to me, showing them how to pick up, spread and place the train of the wedding gown when I needed to move. They practiced several times, as the lady told them how and where to move the train. 

In the meantime, several of the female teachers were selling and taking tickets at the door. They were all dressed in suit and tie, with either short hair or hair slicked back in a man’s style. The four groomsmen were female teachers dressed in tuxedos and wearing hairpieces to make them look more masculine. Several of the teachers looked rather silly as they could not hide their ample bosoms under the tux jackets. One was Bonnie even though she was wearing a sports bra to minimize her breast. 

The crowd was still coming into the auditorium after seven-thirty. It was another fifteen minutes until the program started. Everyone was looking around to see if they could recognize the teachers. 

Soon the school principal came out to the speaker podium in a dark gray man’s suit, blue shirt, red tie and black wingtip shoes. The whole audience clapped their approval. 

Turning on the microphone, she announced, “Ladies and gentleman and students, we the faculty welcome you to an evening’s entertainment. 

“The teachers and staff really appreciate your support of this mock wedding of our lovely Miss PTA and one of your favorite teachers. At the end of our program, everyone is welcome to come to the gym where there is to be a reception line for all of the participants also a dance lasting until midnight. Tables and refresh-ments have been arranged. Enjoy tonight’s performance; we’ll see you at the school gym. We wish to thank the firms and groups you will find listed in the program. Please support these businesses as they have helped us tonight. In addition, we wish to thank Mrs. Hollis and the home economics class for making all the bridesmaid dresses. Again, thank you for your support. Enjoy the evening.” 

A man and woman came from the wings of the stage, the woman wore a long peach evening dress with a peach chiffon overlay. She sat at the piano. It was Phil, the music teacher. The shorter of the two was a history teacher who stepped up to the microphone in a dark blue suit and sang several songs in a lovely so-prano voice. Everyone applauded loudly as she finished. A quartet of four teachers dressed in suits sang several popular songs. 

Phil gracefully got up from the piano and walked over to the organ. As he was trying to seat himself on the bench, he stumbled over his long skirt. He grabbed hold of the organ in an attempt to brace himself to keep from falling. Everyone Page - 54
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laughed. Composing himself, he started playing classical music while the parents of the bride and groom made their entrances. 

The coordinator suggested that everyone walk the aisles very slowly in order for the audience to be able to see and try to figure out the identity of each teacher. 

Since there were only a few male teachers in the school, most could be easily identified. The coach and boy’s PE teacher was the mother of the groom. He was wearing a short cocktail dress, heels and makeup and was escorted by one of the groomsmen. Following behind them was the girl’s PE teacher wearing a dark blue three-piece men’s suit and black shoes. Her long hair was pulled back in a pony-tail. Everyone applauded. The students were snickering at the pair. The mother of the bride, an older teacher, wore a long pink mother-of-the-bride dress and a pair of white tennis shoes over pantyhose as she made her entrance. Slowly walking behind him was a younger teacher, about five foot, wearing a tuxedo. 

Phil started another piece, letting the audience calm down after the mothers of the bride and groom had walked the aisle. Soon came two flower girls dressed in matching pink party dresses and black Mary Jane shoes. The boys in these dresses were wearing full petticoats which made the dresses stand out even fuller. 

They were wearing ruffled lace panties, which were in full view as they walked down the aisle, scattering rose petals. The boys were the seventh grade class president and vice-president. Their hair was one mass of long curly locks. Each was wearing makeup and a little locket hanging from his neck on a gold chain. As each boy spread flowers, the students laughed. I was feeling sorry for them as they were quite embarrassed. 

When the music changed again, the coordinator, reminding us to walk very slowly, gave the first bridesmaid the signal to start. All the bridesmaids were dressed in pink silk organdy long dresses with short puffy sleeves they carried a small plastic bouquet of pink and white flowers. Each was wearing a gold chain with a heart locket but each worn different style earrings. Several of the bridesmaids had shaven their arms, but one had very hairy arms protruding from under the short puffy sleeves. This was one of the teachers. Bridesmaids made the walk down the aisle without a mishap then took their places on the stage. 

The music changed to the bridal march and I was given the go-ahead while being reminded to step, pause and step. When the music began, everyone rose to their feet. I could see flash bulbs from cameras as I slowly walked to the stage wearing the beautiful wedding gown, with the train trailing behind. I was carrying a bouquet of pink roses. I paused at the foot of the stage as I had been instructed, the two bridesmaids came behind me, lifting my train as I climbed the three stairs to the stage. Turning around and facing the audience, the men arranged the train of the gown so that it could be seen by everyone. 

The groomsmen were standing on one side of the stage while the bridesmaids were on the other. Bonnie, standing next to the groom, smiled and gave me a big wink. Jo Ann’s face lit up as she saw me. The drama teacher came out from the wing of the stage, wearing a dark black suit and black tie with a white shirt. With her back towards the audience, she started a short humorous talk about mar-Page - 55
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riage. As expected, she hammed up the presentation to the extent that even I was laughing at her speech. 

Finally, she came to the part, “Charlie, do you accept Jo Ann as you wedded husband to honor?” When I said, “I do,” she continued, “Jo Ann, do you accept Charlie as your beautiful bride, to love him and care for him and to see that he remains as lovely as he is tonight?” With Jo Ann replying in the positive, the drama teacher continued, “Then you may kiss your bride.” 

Jo Ann took my hand in hers and started kissing me lightly. Before I knew what had happened, she had pulled me tightly towards her and was planting a long kiss on my painted lips. All the audience stood clapping as Jo Ann finished her kiss. The organ started playing when Jo Ann took my hand and slowly lead me down the aisle. It seemed that we stopped at every pew to greet her students and their families. We were standing in the vestibule as Bonnie and her bridesmaid came out. She came over to me and gave me a long kiss, saying, “Charlie, you are absolutely the prettiest bride I have ever seen. You are lovely in your gown. You did a wonderful job tonight.” She whispered softly in my ear, “You have never looked as beautiful as you do tonight, Lynn. I am glad you and I going to our bridal bed tonight, Love. I am looking forward to the rest of the evening.” Then stepping back, she took out the tube of lipstick and freshened my lips for the reception. 

We all went next door to the school gym, which had been decorated with pink and blue streamers. The teachers had hired a disc jockey to play music for dancing. Tables were set around the gym with a head table for the wedding party. The coordinator had us form a reception line. Every member of the cast stood in line and greeted all the attendees of the mock wedding. Jo Ann and I were the last persons in line. We greeted everyone for over an hour as all the students stopped to talk with their teachers. I received many compliments on how pretty my dress was. Until I spoke with some of the parents, they thought that I was a female. 

The DJ put on a record, then announced the traditional bride and groom dance. Jo Ann took me out to the middle of the dance floor while I was holding the loop to the train of my gown. We danced until the music changed and the DJ

asked for the whole wedding party to dance. The groomsmen asked the bridesmaids to dance and joined us on the floor along with the two couples posing as parents of the bride and groom. At the conclusion of that dance, the audience was asked to participate in the festivities. 

Jo Ann and I sat down at the wedding table to rest. Soon we were joined by Bonnie and a bridesmaid who was a teacher at the school. Several students approached the table and asked if they could take our pictures. During our conversation, Bonnie told me that the whole program had been taped and that we would also be on the ten o’clock news. She had set the VCR at home so we would not miss the event. 

Bonnie and I danced to several songs. She lead while I followed, holding the train of my gown in my left hand. Bonnie suggested, “Lynn, darling, let’s detach your train, as dancing would be so much easier for you. I know that the rest of Page - 56
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the groomsmen want to dance with the bride. Also, you can remove your elbow gloves so you can show off your lovely nails.” Doing as she suggested, I was soon on the dance floor. After each groomsmen had asked me to dance, it seemed that every teacher at the school in male clothing had me dancing, even the principal. 

Jo Ann and I were called to cut the wedding cake. Punch and cake were being served by the male teachers wearing feminine outfits. Finally the party drew to an end. Bonnie and Jo Ann attached my train to the wedding gown. Bonnie gathered all our street clothing in her suitcase, packed the car and brought it to the school driveway. Jo Ann opened the rear door of the car, helped me into the backseat, spread the gown so it would not get wrinkled. Bonnie insisted that I relax; the night was still young as she drove to my house. 

After pulling into the garage, Bonnie opened the rear door and helped me out. 

She asked, “Why did you not take off your shoes, as I know that your feet should be hurting? You were on your feet a long time.” 

“I was afraid that I would not be able to put the shoes back on, once I had taken them off,” I replied. 

“Sit on the sofa, and I will bring us a glass of wine,” she said, going to the sound system and selecting a romantic stringed music tape. After lighting the fire, she disappeared into the kitchen and poured two glasses of wine. Coming back, she handed me a glass, then raised her glass, toasting, “To the prettiest bride in Memphis!” After the toast, she took my hand and helping me from the sofa. She held me tightly against her as we danced to the soft music in the background. We kissed as we danced. Bonnie, still in her tuxedo, was leading. Still in my gown, I followed while holding the long train of the gown. It was after two as we headed for the bedroom. 

I took off my white heels and long gloves and stood with my back to Bonnie as she undid the pearl buttons, then unzipped the back of the dress. She was holding the gown as I removed my arms from the sleeves before stepping out of the dress. Taking the dress, she carefully hung it on a padded hanger in my closet. 

As she finished hanging the gown, I took off the necklace and earrings. While sitting at the dressing table in my petticoats, I watched as Bonnie removed her shoes, jacket, cummerbund, tie, shirt, and pants. She was wearing boxer shorts and a T-shirt as well as a sports bra. Approaching the dressing table, she pulled me up from the stool, held me close, and planted a long lingering kiss on my lips. 

“This should make you forget your husband’s kiss,” she joked. 

She held my hand as I slipped off the petticoats. I was standing next to Bonnie clad in my Merry Widow, stockings, wedding garters and satin panties underneath the tight girdle. Bonnie, dropping to her knees, started caressing my long stocking-covered legs, kissing them while gently massaging them. Slowly reaching the garter snaps, and opening all the closures she slip each nylon off my legs . 

Then with some effort, she removed my girdle, leaving me in the Merry Widow, white satin panties and wedding garters. 

Bonnie said, “Go to the bathroom and take care of business. On the hook you will find a present for you and one of your white bras. Be a good bride and Page - 57
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change. You had better put your lovely wig on the stand for tonight. I will see you in bed.” 

Closing the bathroom door, I needed to instantly use the toilet. It had been a long time since I had gone. Hanging on the hook on the back of the door was a long, white, formfitting silk nightgown with thin spaghetti straps. I removed the Merry Widow corselet and put on the bra with my falsies and left on the satin panties. I then pulled the silk nightgown over my head; I was ready to join Bonnie. 

The lights were dim but I could see Bonnie wearing a pair of silk pajamas atop of the satin sheets. I climbed into bed next to Bonnie, she gave me a long deep kiss and said, “I love you, Lynn. Tonight you showed your real beauty. We should stay like this forever.” 

***

We dated for six months. Most of the time Bonnie and Lynn would date together; occasionally Jo Ann would join us. However, I was being transferred after the first of the year to a different territory, making it necessary to move to Atlanta. 

Bonnie did not want to leave her job or leave Memphis. Financially, I could not af-ford to turn down the job promotion. For a while, I would see Bonnie about once every three weeks. I tried to get her to change her mind and marry me. She would not. Shortly afterwards, we broke up. 

Just about every weekend I would watch the video of the mock wedding, which the teachers had given me as a thank you present. I had the “Miss PTA” sash framed and hung in my bedroom along with a picture of my being crowded Miss PTA, and another of me in the wedding gown during the mock wedding. Both my formal and wedding dress are hanging in my closet in the hope that sometime in the near future I will be able to wear them. 

After I had been in Atlanta for close to six months, several months after Bonnie and I had broken up, I received a surprised phone call one evening. It was Jo Ann. 

She had just moved to Atlanta. After we chatted for a while, she finally said, “I was wondering if Lynn and I might get together for dinner this coming weekend.” 

“Lynn would really like to see you again and is looking forward to our dinner date. Give me your address and number and Lynn will pick you up at seven-thirty if that is a good time for you,” I replied eagerly. “I am happy you called and I am looking forward to seeing you. There is a wonderful Italian restaurant nearby if that is agreeable with you.” 

THE END
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