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Proper Punishment

By Lynn Brown

About a year ago my wife, Betty, and I returned from a trip to Sanibel Island in south-ern Florida where we had celebrated our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. We flew down to Tampa and drove to the island, spending three nights before returning. 

Betty was twenty-five and I was thirty when we married. During our years together, we were very content with our relationship even though lately sex was limited to once or twice a month. In fact, during our vacation we indulged only once after having several drinks while dancing. We walked along the beach in our bare feet, hand in hand while the moonlight reflected upon the breaking waters. 

Returning to our room, I opened the glass door so that we could hear the waves breaking along the beach. Even though the atmosphere lent itself to romance each evening, Betty was only in the mood once. Within minutes we were finished and both of us drifted off to sleep, listening to the waves as they broke along the beach. While I had hoped that this trip would be something special for us, it turned out to be disappointing, like all our other attempts over the past ten to fifteen years. 

***

I did not know what was wrong. Betty was five foot seven and weighed about 135

pounds. At 50, she was pretty, had a very nice firm figure, a full bust, nice hips and a nearly flat stomach; she toned her body three times a week at the local spa. Her brunette hair was soft and silky and glistened in the sunlight as it tossed from side to side as she walked. 

Having turning fifty-five earlier that summer, I stood five foot nine and I weighed ap-proximately 160 pounds. While I was starting to grey at the temples (the grey would disappear when I received a haircut), I still had a full head of soft fine hair. In order to keep Page - 3
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trim and fit, I would walk several miles each morning before going to work as a staff sales engineer for a medium-sized chemical company. Although I shaved every day, I could sometimes skip a day without appearing too grubby. My skin was tan from being outdoors and my light body hairs would fade as the sun turned them to a golden hue during the summer. 

Betty and I had no children; we never regretted that decision, as we had a good life. We were free to do as we pleased. Although we were not wealthy, we had a more-than-adequate income to enjoy life and we lived in a nice secluded neighborhood. We had, as they say in an old song, grown accustomed to each other over the years. 

***

Several weeks after returning from our anniversary trip, Betty learned about a luncheon date I had at an intimate restaurant with an attractive female customer (pretty, young and single). It seems that one of Betty's closest friends was there and recognized me holding hands across the table with this pretty young lady. After I gave her a gift of a small gold chain with a diamond pendent, she responded by giving me a short kiss to show her appreciation. 

That evening after dinner, Betty confronted me, wanting to know who I had taken to lunch and what I was doing holding hands and kissing another woman. Of course I denied that any luncheon had occurred, but after intensive questioning, I finally confessed that I had seen this young lady on several occasions. My wife was very upset and deeply hurt. She felt humiliated and betrayed by my actions. Several of her close friends had been questioning her after they had learned that I had been with another woman. 

Her friends were curious; they knew that we had been married for many years. They asked Betty many questions. How long had I been dating other women? What was happening to our marriage? How was she going to handle this affair and was she considering a separation? 

While her friends thought that they were being concerned for Betty’s interest and feelings, Betty felt nothing but humiliation and anger. 

She said to me, “If you are truly sorry, in order to be forgiven and continue with our marriage, you will have to atone for your misgivings by submitting to any punishment I deem necessary.” 

Deciding that it would not benefit me by arguing with Betty and sensing the need to ease her anger, I replied, “I am really sorry for the hurt, shame and embarrassment I have caused you. I shall abide by your decision as I certainly do not wish to lose you.” 

Several days later, on a Thursday evening, she announced that she had devised a plan that would guarantee “That I could be assured of your future fidelity and that you would cause yourself greater embarrassment should you have an affair with another woman.” 

She stated, ”Starting this Friday evening, you will spend every evening and the entire weekend in feminine clothing from head to toe. In addition, you will be required to wear women's underwear beneath your male clothing during the week while working at the of-Page - 4
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fice. This will assure me that you will never be in a position to have an affair, as I believe that you would not care to expose your feminine undies by undressing in front of another woman.” 

When I hesitated, she reminded me of the consequences if I did not comply with her desired method of punishment. When I agreed, she announced that the punishment would last for a period of six months or more. 

Friday evening, I came home to be met at the door by my wife. Betty instructed me to go directly to the bedroom where I was to undress and take a shower. To my surprise, I was told to shave not only my face, but also my legs and under my arms. After I had dried off, my wife came into the bathroom and proceeded to shave my back, chest, and arms. 

Betty applied lotion to my now hairless body, as well as powder. 

I was then dressed in panties, bra, waist cincher, slip, garter belt, hose, a pink shirtwaist dress and a pair of flat shoes. To fill out the bra, she inserted a pair of my socks into each of the bra cups. Betty had me sit at the vanity table where she applied makeup to my face. She fitted a long shoulder-length auburn wig on my head. 

We then proceeded to the kitchen where I was instructed to cook our dinner. After serving and eating dinner, I was given the task of cleaning the kitchen. Having finishing the chores and reported to Betty in the den, I was subjected to several hours of instructions on walking, sitting and other feminine deportment. 

At bedtime, I was taught how to remove the makeup, utilizing cold cream and moisturizer. For sleeping, a sheer pink full-length nightgown adorned with lace was slipped over my head and slid into place. 

***

Saturday morning, I was awakened at seven o'clock and told to take a bath with scented lotion, and then shave my face closely. Betty took scented powder and applied it over my entire body. She told me to put on “Your new Underwear” which consisted of panties, bra, and garter belt, stocking and waist cincher. 

I stepped into the slip and dress, which I had worn the previous evening, along with the shoes and the wig. Sitting at the vanity, she then applied light makeup while explaining that I needed to pay close attention to what she was doing, as it would be my responsi-bility to apply makeup in the future. 

In the kitchen, I was given an apron, which I had to tie in the back before preparing breakfast. Afterwards, I cleared the table and cleaned up the kitchen. During the morning, Betty supervised me as I did the house cleaning: dusting, vacuuming, changing the bed linens, cleaning the bathrooms, general pickup around the house and preparing lunch. 

In the early afternoon, I went to the vanity spending over 4 hours under her guidance learning to properly apply makeup, taking off the makeup, then reapplying it until Betty was satisfied that I was capable of doing this with a minimum amount of supervision. 

After the makeup lessons, I prepared, served and ate dinner, afterwards cleaning the dishes and kitchen. Betty spent the balance of the evening teaching me to walk, sit and talk Page - 5
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as a woman. She insisted, “If you are to dress as a female, then you must have all the mannerism of a female.” By bedtime, I was completely exhausted. 

***

Sunday morning, I was awakened at eight (instead of ten o'clock as my male self would have been) and ordered to shower and dress in my feminine underwear. After the application of light makeup, I was given a tight, dark blue skirt and light blue long-sleeved ruffled blouse. Earrings, a bracelet and a woman's watch were added. Going to the kitchen, I donned the apron. After serving breakfast and cleaning up, I was shown how to sort the clothes for washing. After finishing the laundry, Betty had me clean my dresser drawers of all male attire, with the exception of socks and pajamas. These clothes were stored in a suitcase and locked in a closet. 

Betty explained, “You will not be using these items for a long time.” I filled the empty drawers with several pairs of female undergarments and several nightgowns. Room was made in my closet by removing all my causal clothing; they were stored in a footlocker, which Betty sealed with a combination lock. Taking the footlocker to the attic, I was left with only five dress shirts, three pair of pants and two sport coats for work attire. 

Following lunch, Betty had me change my makeup and report to her. She critiqued what I had done, giving me directions on how to correct the mistakes. She insisted that I start all over with the application of the cosmetics after cleansing my face. By the third application, she was satisfied and allowed me to relax for a short time. Then we returned to the vanity where I was instructed on combing, styling, and the proper care of the wig. 

After dinner, still in my white frilly apron, I was taught how to iron the clothes, which had been laundered in the morning. When the ironing was completed, all the clean clothes were put in the proper drawers and closets. 

Betty suggested a break since I had finished all my tasks. Thinking that I would be able to enjoy the Sunday paper, I was surprised when she handed me several women's maga-zines to read as I sat down. “These are for your further education!” she remarked. 

While I was reading, Betty went to our bedroom. Returning after a short time, she came to me with a determined look upon her face. In her hand she was carrying a small piece of paper. 

“What is this receipt for?” she demanded. Before I could say anything, she continued, 

“The receipt is for a piece of jewelry you purchased last week. I certainly do not remember you giving me a present. What did you spend two hundred dollars for? I want the truth.” 

Realizing that it was best to confess immediately, I said, “It was for a gift I purchased for the girl I had lunch with. It was just a small token of my friendship, nothing more.” 

***

“Well, maybe it was nothing more, but I believe that you had hoped it would lead to something more. I believe you thought she would reward you for such a thoughtful pres-Page - 6
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ent. So, since she will not be able to provide you with her charms, I will give you a reward for such a thoughtful gift,” she stated with a smirk on her lips. “That purchase will cost you an additional six months in skirts. My, wouldn’t your girlfriend be impressed with you now?” 

Betty added, “You better stop relaxing and start walking. I want you to become graceful as you walk. I am going to train you to comply with my every desire. I believe that you will find it better to offer me your full cooperation so as to make it easier on yourself. I intend to make you pay dearly for the humiliation you have caused me by having this affair. 

“I just hope that with this punishment, you will be humiliated and embarrassed to the same extent that you caused me. I want you to feel the shame and hurt you have given me.” 

Came bedtime, I was completely exhausted from the additional hour of walking, sitting, and walking in the high heels. Donning the nightgown, I brushed my teeth and retired to the bed only to be informed that the makeup needed to be removed; I also had to moisturize my face and apply body lotion prior to going to bed. Although tired, I reluctantly complied with her orders. 

On Monday morning after showering, Betty supervised my dressing which involved a pair of pink panties, a matching pink lacy bra, panty hose and a pink nylon camisole decorated in lace and adorned with small pink satin ribbons and bows. To complete my attire for work, I was allowed to wear male clothing consisting of shirt, tie, pants, jacket, male socks (over the panty hose) and shoes. 

***

During work, there was a constant reminder of the feminine lingerie beneath my male outer garments. When going to the men's room, it was necessary to enter a stall to take care of business. During work, I tried to keep my sport coat buttoned so that no one could detect the bra and camisole beneath the shirt. It was difficult to concentrate during work that first day. 

Arriving home immediately after work (complying with the instructions given to me in the morning dressing session), my wife led me to the bedroom where suitable feminine clothing (pink slip, waist cincher, dress and flats) were laid out on the bed for the evening dressing session. After changing and shaving my face (Betty informed me that, during the week, I was to shave in the evening as the application of makeup would look better on a smooth face rather one with beard stubble), I sat at the vanity applying makeup; then I completed my wardrobe by adding the wig, earrings and jewelry. 

The procedures became routine every day. During the week, I wore lingerie to work under the supervision of my wife; evenings and the weekends, I was completely dressed as a woman. 

During the evening, more lessons in applying makeup were given until I was competent at the task. Additional deportment lessons were given until Betty was satisfied with the way I handled myself in dresses and heels. When I had put on the nightgown Betty Page - 7
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had selected that day, I took the lingerie to the washer to be cleaned. Putting the clothes in the drier, I returned exhausted, ready for bed. 

***

Tuesday morning, I donned my lingerie, which I had cleaned the previous night, consisting of pink panties, bra and camisole. In addition, Betty had chosen a small pink sports brief, which I pulled over the panties before slipping on the garter belt and attaching the dark nylons followed by the lace camisole. A blue Oxford cloth shirt, tie, pants and jacket completed my dressing for work. 

As I was about to leave the house, Betty informed me that we were to meet at 3:00 PM

at the South entrance of the mall, and she warned me not to be late. 

Going to my boss shortly after getting to work, I asked if I might leave early, as it was very important that I meet with my wife that afternoon. He asked if there was anything wrong and if he could be of any assistance. 

Thanking him for his concern, I said, “I certainly appreciate your asking but this is a private family matter I promised Betty that I would take care of. You know that we must keep our wives happy.” 

I could not tell him the humiliation I was being subjected to in order to keep her happy nor the reason for our meeting today. I was not totally sure why we were to meet at the mall, actually. I did not wish to ask her that morning. 

Leaving the office, I took a bus to the mall and met Betty at the appointed place. We entered the mall. 

***

The first stop was the jewelry store. Using the receipt she had found, Betty asked for the clerk who had sold me the necklace. 

“My husband was here last week and purchased a necklace and diamond pendent. 

Here is the receipt. I would like to purchase another, as I was not the recipient of the necklace he bought. Would you please bring out an identical one?” 

The clerk looked briefly at me, realizing the situation, as I had been very friendly with him when I brought the necklace. He could tell that I was in trouble with my wife. He quickly located the same necklace and handed it to Betty. 

Betty looked carefully at the necklace before asking, “ Do you have a chain that is smaller in diameter and slightly more feminine?” 

The clerk took out several chains, placing them in front of Betty. “Yes, I believe this chain will be fine. Could you place the diamond pendant on the chain?” 

Page - 8
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***

The clerk did as requested, holding the chain before Betty. 

“Yes, I believe that will be fine. We better try the chain on to make sure the length is correct.” When the salesman held the chain in front of Betty, she said, “This is for him. I wish to see that the chain is the proper length so that the pendant rests properly. Charlie, put on the necklace,” she ordered. 

Doing as told and not saying a word, I could see a puzzled look on the clerk’s face as the chain was clasped around my neck, hanging down in front of my tie. 

“Take off your tie; I will put it in my purse. Now, let’s see if it’s the proper length.” 

Looking at the necklace, she said in a loud demanding tone of voice, “Unbutton your shirt so I can see where the pendent will rest.“

I hesitated, being afraid of reveling my pink underwear, but Betty demanded that I do as told. Not wanting to attract more attention, I unfastened the first three buttons to my shirt, reveling the lace of the camisole. Betty was not satisfied until I had undone three more buttons. She then opened my shirtfront so the clerk could see my chest encased in the pink lacy camisole decorated with ribbons and bows as well as the outline of the brasserie beneath the camisole. 

Betty observed where the pendant was resting on my chest before telling the clerk, “I believe that we need the chain to be an additional two inches longer. Charlie, take off the chain and give it to the clerk. Leave your shirt unbuttoned so we can measure where the pendant will lay with the new chain.” 

***

The clerk took off the necklace, changing the pendant to a longer chain before returning to the counter. I stood there, embarrassed, with my shirt partially opened, reveling my undies to the other salespersons who had been signaled by our clerk. They were wondering what was happening. As he returned, he put the chain around my neck while getting a long look at my undies. 

Betty took her time examining the pendant, which fell below the top of my bra, between the cups, resting on the lace trim of the pink camisole. 

”That is perfect, we will take it.” Turning to me, she said, “Button your shirt except for the top two buttons. You will wear this necklace at all times unless I tell you different. This will serve as a reminder of what you did.” 

Blushing, I replied, “Yes, dear.” 

Our next stop was at a woman’s fine apparel shop specializing in lingerie. A young sales clerk approached us. “Hello, my name is Holly. How may I help you?” 

Betty told the clerk, “We are here to purchase several items of underwear which will include 4 brassieres, 8 pairs of panties, a full length panty girdle in white, 3 lacy camisoles, Page - 9
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2 slips and several pair of stockings and garter belts as well as pantyhose. However, I am not sure of the sizes we require.” 

***

The young clerk very eagerly replied (thinking no doubt of the amount of the pending sale), “I will be glad to measure for you. If Madame would go back to the dressing room and remove her outer garments, I’ll be able to obtain your correct measurements before showing you a selection of apparel to choose from.” 

“Oh, gracious NO!! Holly, I am afraid you misunderstood me,” replied my wife. 

“These items are for my husband! We are here to purchase clothing for him, as he is to wear ladies’ underwear at all times. This is his penance for his having an affair with another woman. He has agreed to this punishment to help erase the humiliation and deep pain he has caused me. 

“His new underwear is to be as feminine as possible with frills and laces,” she continued. “I want him to look dainty and sissified. The more feminine the lingerie we choose for him to wear, the greater satisfaction I will experience, in the knowledge that he shall have maximum awareness of the punishment and discipline he is receiving for his past indiscretion.” 

I was floored at Betty's comments; she knew that there was not a thing that I could say nor do. It became apparent that she was going to have her husband humiliated to the full-est degree during the enforced punishment. Her determination to embarrass me without consideration for my feelings was apparent. 

***

Holly was slightly taken back at Betty's statement. She looked at me and said, “You both may go into the changing room and I will measure him as soon as he is ready.” 

When I had taken off my outer clothing, Holly entered the booth. She laughed at the sight of me standing in front of a mirror, wearing nothing but pink feminine lingerie. 

Never have I been so embarrassed; I could not say a word nor look directly at the clerk for the shame I was feeling. She proceeded to take the necessary measurements for my new underwear. 

“Would your husband like to choose his purchases or will Madame make the selection?” asked the clerk. 

Betty hesitated a moment, then replied, “Since he is undressed, I will choose several items so he can stay in the booth. We will bring the pretty undies to him. That way we can make sure that we have found the proper sizes for him.” 

It seemed like an eternity while I waited, dressed in panties, bra, garter belt, waist cincher and stocking, until the clerk and Betty returned with several garments for me to try. When I had finished donning the new bra, panties and slip, Betty and the clerk agreed they all fitted properly. Betty told me to change back into the pink undies, put my street Page - 10
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clothes back on and bring the new underwear to the counter. Thinking that the worst part of this ordeal was over, I completed dressing by putting my male attire back on over the pink lingerie I had been wearing all day. Little did I know that the worst was yet to come. 

Reentering the store, I saw the other clerks gathered around the counter, whispering among themselves. Surely they all knew what had transpired in the dressing room. That soon became obvious as Betty and the clerk took me by the hand to the various counters in the shop, pointing out items of apparel for me to select. Handing me the garments to feel, they made a great show of pointing out all the lace and ribbons on each article of lingerie. 

The clerk, now on good terms with Betty, made comments like, “These are darling and just YOUR size.” “Doesn't this material feel nice and soft?” “Can you imagine how much nice it will feel when you wear them?” “What colors do you prefer?” “Which item do you like the most?” “I can hardly wait to see you in these panties and slips as they will do  so much to bring out your feminine side.” “Aren't you fortunate to have the pleasure of choosing such pretty and soft underwear for yourself?” “Don't you think that this color will go very nicely under your new dresses?” 

I was so embarrassed and ashamed that I started to cry. Betty noticed and immediately took advantage of the situation so that she might embarrass me even further. 

She said, “Girls, look! My husband is overwhelmed in the knowledge that all this beautiful and lovely lingerie is for HIM. He is SO thrilled at having the opportunity to wear such pretty and dainty feminine undergarments, he can’t help weeping for joy.” Everyone laughed. 

***

All the clerks and customers were now fully aware that the beautiful soft ultra-feminine items being purchased were meant to be worn by me. The most embarrassing moment came as the clerk brought out a selection of girdles and I had to choose one while every one in the store watched. I was then told by the clerk (so every one could hear), “Go back to the dressing room and try on this panty girdle. Your wife and I want to make sure it fits you properly. Put the girdle on over the panties you are wearing.” 

All I could do was comply with her instructions, hanging my head in shame and humiliation. I walked as quickly as I could into the changing area while avoiding eye contact with anyone. 

Betty and Holly came back into the changing room to inspect the fit of the girdle. Betty said, “Walk on your tip toes, pretending you are wearing heels, so we can get the full effect of your walk and figure.” I did as she instructed, walking around in the small room on my toes, wearing the girdle over my panties, along with my brasserie and waist cincher. In the meantime, Holly had the sales manager come into the room to get her opinion on the fit of the girdle. While I thought the girdle was too tight, all three agreed that it fit well. I would soon become used to the tightness; I needed a figure if I was to wear dresses. 
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***

I was then instructed to keep the girdle on, put my shirt and pants back on, but leave off my socks. Complying with my wife’s orders, I finished dressing before returning to the counter, carrying the socks in my jacket pocket. 

When all the lingerie was packaged and paid for, Holly thanked Betty and told her that she was glad to be of help and she should return any time. To me she said, “Thank you so much. It was a pleasure helping you select your purchases. I am sure that you will enjoy and love your beautiful new undies.” 

As I picked up the packages containing my new lingerie, Betty said, “Thank Holly for all her help.” 

All I could do was whisper, “Thank you.” 

Betty decided we should have a sandwich for dinner at the mall food court. I was still embarrassed as everyone could see that I was carrying bags with “Memphis Ladies' Exquisite Lingerie Boutique” printed on them in large letters. I thought that everyone would know what had transpired in the shop and that the contents of the packages were mine. 

Fortunately no one paid any attention to my packages or us. 

After eating, we went to the local department store. We reached the Misses department where I was to try on several dresses, skirts and blouses to insure a proper fit. Betty instructed me to insert my socks in the brassiere cups before trying on dresses in order to add to the fullness of the dress. We basically went through the same procedure as at the lingerie store. 

***

Betty explained, “This way you will have your own clothing which will fit properly so you will not need to depend on my wardrobe. You are to pay for your new clothing with money from your personal savings account.” 

The clerks in the department store were amused and smiled when told why I was to be the purchaser of woman's clothing. Betty gave the full details, the reasons and length of time I was being subjected to this punishment. The salesladies became very involved and brought many dresses, skirts, blouses, and sweaters for me to model. With each outfit, I was ordered to come out of the dressing room and into the store area, where there was a three-sided mirror, to be inspected by Betty and the clerks. We repeated this ordeal until Betty had chosen 7 complete outfits. 

On the way home, Betty noticed a discount shoe store and decided to stop. This time we had a male clerk. Betty cut through the chase by informing him, “We are here to purchase several pairs of high-heeled shoes for my husband. Would you please measure his feet to determine the correct size for him.” As I took off my shoes (we had discarded the male socks earlier at the department store), he measured my nylon-covered feet. He returned with two boxes of black heels in different sizes, which he slipped on my feet. 

Page - 12
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***

Betty had me walk around the store to make sure that the heels would be comfortable. 

“You will be wearing these shoes most of the week,” she commented to me in front of the salesman. Again, I was embarrassed but not nearly to the same degree as when we made our purchase at the lingerie store. We (I should say Betty) chose a pair of blue 2-inch heeled shoes as well as a pair of 2-inch pink heels. 

She told the clerk, “He will take these two pairs. Please wrap the pink pair with his male shoes as he will wear the blue heels home.” 

Betty laughed as I struggled out of the shoe store and into the parking lot. Of course, she had parked the car in the furthest parking spot from the store. I did manage to get safely into the car without falling—barely. 

Once we arrived home, Betty had me sort the new clothing in my dresser drawers and closet. She said, “Since you will be wearing only nightgowns, put all your pajamas in my dresser drawer; I shall wear them from now on. Take my nightgowns and put them in your empty drawer as they now belong to you.” 

***

One Friday about five weeks after the start of my ordeal, I was required to come home early. When I arrived, Betty was waiting at the door where she instructed me to take a shower, also to shave my arms, legs, and, of course, my face. After I had finished, my wife came into the room and handed me a pair of new snow-white laced nylon panties with a matching bra, a new white satin panty brief, a waist cincher, and a satin garter belt and sheer hose. 

While these items were now my standard weekend attire, I was completely surprised when she handed me a pair of dark blue women's slacks and a plain light blue shirt-blouse which buttoned on the left side, rather than a dress or the blouse/skirt combination I had become accustomed to wearing. After dressing, I was given a pair of loafers to finish the

“pseudo-male” outfit, although in reality, I was dressed completely in feminine clothing. 

She then sprayed me liberally with perfume. When I sat at the vanity to apply makeup, Betty handed me a tube of light pink lipstick. “This is the only makeup you are to apply to your face,” she said. 

Having learned my lesson well, I did not question her orders, but I wondered why she just required me to wear only lipstick in a shade which was barely noticeable rather than the normal bright Cherry Red which was on the vanity alongside my other cosmetics. 

***

I was informed that I had a four o'clock appointment to get a manicure. I was also to bring home my wig, which Betty had taken in earlier for cleaning and styling. I realized the reasoning behind the pink lipstick: for all practical appearances, I looked like a male. 
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Betty handed me a bottle of crimson red nail polish to be applied to my nails by the girl at the beauty shop. 

I left the house thinking, “OK, you’ve been through worse and probably nobody will notice that you that you are dressed in women's attire. Just relax and maybe no one will think anything unusual is occurring. It’s just a man receiving a manicure. Maybe no one will even notice the color of the polish.” 

Betty let me out to keep the appointment while she did some shopping. I met the young lady assigned to do my nails. After filing and manicuring, she proceeded to polish the nails, using first a clear coat and then two coats of the bright red polish I had given her to use. Before the application of a sealing coat of clear polish, and while the red polish was still drying, the girl asked if I would move to another chair as she needed her table for the next customer. Thinking nothing of her request, I gladly moved. She proceeded with the final clear coat. 

While waiting for the nail polish to dry, the manager of the salon informed me that my wife had given her instructions earlier in the day that I was to be given a full facial. A cape was draped over my shoulders before I could protest. At that point, a beautician appeared, reclining the chair so that she could administer the facial. 

When the girl had finished, my face felt clean and relaxed. Another operator came over to the chair and proceeded to completely make up my face starting with foundation, liquid makeup, powder, mascara, eye shadow, liner, and thinning out the eyebrows prior to outlining the brows with pencil. A weird looking instrument, an eyelash curler, pulled tightly on the lashes, creating a huge curl before additional mascara was added. Blush was then applied, followed by bright red lipstick (matching the nail polish) to complete the make over. 

All the operators in the shop had come over to review the work done by the others. 

Meanwhile, the customers wanted to know who was causing all the commotion. Soon everyone had come over to the chair to see what the excitement was about. They all applauded when they viewed me, a man whose face was as feminine as possible and whose nails were colored bright red. 

***

To add to my embarrassment, the beauty salon manager approached the chair and placed the newly styled long auburn wig upon my head. Everyone thought that I looked cute. One woman remarked that I appeared to be about 45 years old. It was a compliment as I was almost 55. 

About that time, Betty entered the salon to pay for the services and review the results of the make over. Someone asked why I was being punished. Happily, Betty explained the reasoning for the punishment. Betty then led me to the car. She informed me that she had made several purchases which I was to model for her after we returned to our house. 

In our bedroom under her watchful eyes, Betty had me take off the slacks and blouse I had worn to the beauty parlor. I was instructed to hang the blouse in my closet and the pants in her closet, as that would be the last time I wore pants except to work. 
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***

She gave me a box that contained a pair of realistic breasts which she had me hold in place while she attached them to my chest. Then she told me to lean forward while insert-ing the falsies into the new white lace bra. I removed the waist cincher and garter belt and replaced them with the white panty girdle from my dresser, then attached the black nylon stockings to the garter straps suspended from the girdle. A floor-length, lace-adorned white slip was slid into place over my head. A new pair of 3-inch black heels was placed on my nylon covered feet. 

Another box contained a beautiful dressy white ruffled nylon see-through dressy blouse with full sheer sleeves. After slipping on the blouse and fastening the pearl buttons, I noticed the blouse allowed a good view of the slip and bra. I stepped into a set of long petticoats then into a full-length black satin evening skirt secured by a long zipper in the back of the skirt. 

Looking in the mirror, I was aghast, as I did not recognize the reflection of the woman staring back at me. Betty then clipped a pair of long fancy rhinestone earrings on my ears, then fastened a matching necklace which rested upon my chest, framed by the blouse's low-cut open collar neckline. She then applied an additional dose of perfume behind the ear lobes, into the plunging neckline of the blouse and on both wrists. I raised my skirt and petticoats, as directed, while Betty sprayed perfume on both calves and knees. 

Admiring how I looked, Betty remarked that it would be silly to have me prepare supper in such a beautiful outfit and that we would celebrate my “new look” by going out to dinner. I must confess that deep down I did desire to go out in public dressed in the beautiful clothing and makeup, which I was wearing. 

***

In less than 30 minutes, Betty came into the room wearing a black silk suit over a white satin blouse. She had completely changed her makeup to match her dressy eveningwear. 

She handed me a small purse containing lipstick, tissue and a vial of perfume. She took the lipstick from the purse and touched up my lips before leading me to the car so that we might keep a nine o'clock dinner reservation. 

As she drove into the restaurant parking lot, I was stunned to realize that Betty had made the reservation at the same restaurant where my earlier indiscretion had been committed, and which contributed to my present state of dress and behavior. Needless to say, I was frightened that I might be seen by someone we knew, or by a former girl friend while in my present mode of dress. 

***

Betty surprised me at the table by taking control, ordering wine and selecting our dinners. She seemed to be her old self and very pleased with the person that she had created, Page - 15
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sitting next to her at the table. She even started rubbing my nylon-covered legs under the table during dinner. 

Dinner was enjoyable. Betty paid with our credit card when the waiter brought the check to the table. As he returned with the receipt, he thanked Betty, saying, “It was a pleasure serving two such beautiful women tonight. Please come back again and do enjoy the rest of the evening.” 

As we entered our house, she suggested that we have another glass of wine before bedtime. While I poured the wine, Betty selected soft music on our home entertainment system. Betty kissed me for the first time in over six weeks. This was the first sign of affection I had received since she had learned of my indiscretion. 

***

She said, “For some strange reason, I find you irresistible tonight. I don’t know if it’s your ruby red lips and finger nails, the sexy outfit you are wearing, your new hair style, or all of them, but you are incredibly attractive, and I want you!” 

Taking me by the hand, she led me to the bedroom. Betty brought out a very frilly lavender lace-trimmed nylon nightgown from her closet. The nightgown was floor-length with a very full skirt. Betty handed the nightgown to me and told me to wear my bra beneath the gown. She then took out a pair of pink silk pajamas. 

“When you undress and slip into your nightgown, keep your makeup on and come to bed,” Betty demanded. 

Returning to the bedroom, I found that the lights were lowered. I took off my panties and climbed into bed while soft romantic music played in the background. 

For the first time in over two months, we made love. With Betty controlling the pace and taking the lead, we had a tremendous night of sex, the best in twenty-five years of marriage. 

***

The next morning, we slept in for the first time; it was late morning before I awoke. 

Betty was still in bed after I went to the bathroom. After brushing my wig, I proceeded to apply fresh lipstick before donning a sheer robe. I had Betty return to the bed so that I might serve her breakfast in bed. Betty said, “Thank you for being such a dear. It is nice to have a maid to serve me.” I acknowledged her compliment. 

I thought that since everything had gone so well since our dinner, perhaps Betty would have forgiven me and would put an end to my enforced feminine dress and behavior. 

While not shocked, I  was  disappointed when Betty came into the bath to rub lotion all over my hairless body. She suggested that I wear one of my prettier dresses today along with the new high-heeled shoes which I had worn the night before. 

Again I encased my body with nylons, girdle, silk panties with matching bra and slip. 

Betty stood by. I then proceeded to apply makeup before stepping into the red silk linen Page - 16
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dress, which made me look as if I

had a figure. Betty exclaimed, 

“It’s a shame that the curves are

man made.” 

Betty suggested that we go to

a restaurant for dinner and then

to the movies. Before leaving the

house, Betty again sprayed me

with her perfume. Gathering the

necessary items required for a

woman's night out, I put them

into one of her purses that com-

plimented the red linen dress. 

Adding a light pink sweater, 

which I draped across my shoul-

ders, we were ready to go. 

After my experience of the

night before, I was only slightly

nervous going out in public

dressed as I was. Once again, no

one seemed to pay any attention

to us and soon I relaxed while our

meal was served. 

I was not allowed to order the

steak I really wanted; my wife or-

dered me to get something that

would keep my figure “trim and

slender.” At the movies, we both

had only a Diet Coke. 

For bed that evening, I donned

a short pink baby-doll nightie

while Betty dressed in a pair of

my pajamas. 

***

Under the covers as the lights were turned out, I could feel Betty's hand caressing my chest over the baby doll and her lips pressing hard against mine. Again, she maintained complete control over my body until she slipped down the baby doll panties, further arousing my manhood. Again, we fell into each other’s arms and made love. After comple-tion, Betty said, “Not only do you make a wonderful maid, but you are a wonderfully sub-missive partner in bed. I look forward to maintaining our new relationship.” 
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Sunday morning found me again putting on clothing, which Betty selected. As I stepped into a pair of high-cut pink panties which held my manhood firmly in place, Betty gave me an additional pair of pink fully laced panties “for show" as well as a matching lace-filled bra to which I added the falsies. 

After slipping a flowered, trimmed pink camisole over the bra and putting on a waist cincher, I rolled a pair of beige pantyhose into place. Going to the vanity, I proceeded with my daytime makeup routine before putting on a shirtwaist dress. 

Betty came into the kitchen about the time that I had breakfast ready. After we ate, I put the dishes into the washer. Wearing an apron to protect my clothes, I proceeded with cleaning, dusting and changing the bed. As Betty came to inspect my cleaning she made reference again about how nice it was to have a maid in the house. Again I thought nothing of her comments until later that afternoon after I had completed the house cleaning. 

Betty came into the and announced, “Change your dress and put on your pink long-sleeved blouse and the dark blue skirt. I cannot have my maid ruining her good clothes, working around the house. We are going to the uniform store in the mall to purchase several proper maid uniforms.” 

Finally it became clear to me what her comments the prior days had been leading up to. 

Entering the “Uniform Shoppe,” Betty turned to the clerk. I stood silently next to her as she stated matter-of-factly, “My husband is to be properly fitted for two uniforms, one in black and another in a pastel color.” The sales girl gave Betty an odd look. Betty, sensing the clerk was puzzled at the request, stated, “These uniforms are for my husband. He has consented to wearing feminine clothing while at home as his punishment for his past behavior.” 

Once again, I was taken to the racks of clothing where Betty chose several uniforms for me to try. Betty told me to take off my skirt and blouse. Both Betty and the clerk stood by as I complied with her instructions. After I unzipped the skirt from the side, they both laughed while I was struggled to unbutton the blouse in the back. 

***

Betty was laughing as she said, “Honey, when they are shopping for clothes, girls must wear something that is easy to take on and off rather than struggle with buttons. You should wear a blouse or sweater that you can easily remove rather than struggling each time you try on new items.” 

The clerk was standing nearby silently until she saw the lovely undergarments I was wearing. “Let me get him a uniform that should be perfect for him with his beautiful lingerie," she said loudly as she exited the dressing room. In a minute she returned, carrying a pink, full-skirted uniform adorned with a pink lace collar, puffy short sleeves and pink front bib. “Try this on; it will compliment your lovely underwear,” she said. 
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Betty was pleased with the pink uniform. As I was trying on the black uniform, Betty kept looking me over from head to toe. “Something is missing with the black outfit,” Betty said to the clerk. 

***

The clerk looked and said, “Yes, he needs an apron and cap. That will add to his domestication. Come out in the store and I will show you the accessories,” she said. 

I was still wearing the black uniform and Betty told me to follow the clerk. The three of us went into the store area and over to a counter. I stood by as they decided upon the

“proper” apron. I modeled several of them until Betty choose a frilly fitted nylon apron. 

As I took the apron from Betty and put it over my shoulders, the clerk tied the strings into a large bow. “Walk to the end of the counter and return,” she said. They were both enjoying my compliance. Upon my return, Betty said to the clerk, “Do you have a cap that will complete the outfit?” 

The girl brought out a cap that matched the apron. Betty placed it on my head. “Walk back and forth so that I may see how you look,” Betty remarked, “Yes, you make a very pretty maid.” Once she was satisfied, Betty told me, “Go to the dressing room and put on your street clothes, unless you would rather wear your new uniform home.” 

***

Returning to the dressing room, I struggled with buttoning the blouse before stepping into my skirt and pulling the zipper closed. At the counter, Betty and the clerk were in deep conversation. It seemed that the clerk had some problems with her husband and was inquiring how Betty had decided on her idea to feminize her husband and how she had managed to get me to submit to such a punishment. 

I stood quietly by as Betty explained in detail the parameters of our understanding. 

Betty was pleased; not only with our purchase, but that she had been able to suggest a solution for someone in a similar situation. I thought to myself, “I wonder how  he  will react to her demands, and if he has any idea what is in store for him.” 

That evening as I was preparing for bed, Betty reminded me to remove the red nail polish I had been wearing since late Friday afternoon. “It’s a shame that society will not let a man wear red polish; it does so much to improve your look. Maybe they would accept polish on your nails if you wore dresses to work. Come to think of it, that may not be such a bad idea,” she exclaimed! I shuddered at such a thought and tried to put it out of my mind. 

The following morning I was awakened by the alarm. After finishing my shower, Betty reminded me to apply lotion over my body before dressing. She went to my dresser drawer, selecting two pairs of white panties, a matching bra, a garter belt and natural-toned stocking which I pulled into place, fastening them to the suspenders. A shirt and tie was given to me, followed by my trousers and brown socks. 
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***

Betty, laughing said, “It is such a shame to have that heavy male clothing covering such beautiful underwear. Would you like to go to the office in your pretty dress rather than wear that ugly drab clothing? No, don't answer. I don’t really want to know the truth.” 

The week went as usual. Arriving home, I would change into a dress or blouse and skirt, apply cosmetics, brush and fit the wig on my head. Putting on heels and perfume, I would go to the kitchen, fix a cocktail for Betty and prepare dinner. I would then clean or do laundry and ironing. If I finished with my duties before bedtime, I was allowed to watch television. 

Every evening I would remove the makeup, moisturize my face and apply lotion to my body before pulling a nightgown over my head. Mornings started with a shower, followed by lingerie and male outer garments for work, always under Betty’s supervision. 

The following Saturday, however, things changed somewhat. Right after waking up and walking into our living room, I saw Betty sitting in a chair, holding a package. 

***

“I want you to put on your new maid's uniform today for the housework. You are to wear the black uniform. I have gone to the store to purchase you the proper underwear,” 

she informed me. 

Opening the box, I found a black bra. I slid my arms through the straps. Going to my drawer I took out the silicon breasts and inserted them into the bra cups. Betty reached into the package and handed me a pair of black satin briefs, which fit tightly. I tucked my maleness between my legs and pulled the briefs to my waist. A black satin waist cincher with garters attached was put around my middle and fastened with a series of hooks. 

Sheer dark black stocking were handed to me. 

“Pull them taught and snap the hose tightly. I do not want to see baggy hose on my maid,” joked Betty. “Come over here. I want you to notice all the detail in this beautiful black satin slip which will help show off your girlish charms.” 

There was a very wonderful sensation passing through my body as I slid the fitted black satin slip over my head and pulled it into place around my waistline and down to the top of my knees. I think Betty realized the effect of the black lingerie had on me. She smiled. “It looks wonderful on you and I can tell that you are pleased with my gift.” 

While I was afraid to admit that she was right, I did thank her. 

“It is a very nice present and it feels very comfortable.” 

Betty grinned and said, “Proceed with your makeup and hair before putting on your uniform. Spray some perfume on your neck, wrist, and behind your ears. Come to me and I will help you with your apron.” 
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***

Finishing with my face and hair, I stepped into the black uniform and the three-inch black heels that Betty had given me last week before our dinner outing. Taking the apron off the hanger, I went to Betty who proceeded to tie the apron in place with a huge bow in the back. While I kneeled in front of her, she clipped a pair of silver earrings on my lobes and pinned the cap on my head. 

“This is what I call a very pretty and well-dressed maid. Now Maid, I am going back to bed. I wish you to fix me a breakfast to show your appreciation to your mistress for your lovely new outfit.” As I turned away to leave the room, Betty called, “By the way, while you are dressed in a maid's outfit, you will address me as Madame. Do you understand?” 

Floored by this announcement I turned on my heels, almost falling. After a pause, I replied, “Yes, Madame”. 

As I started to leave, Betty called to me, “Charlie, come back here; we need to have a discussion.” 

Not knowing what she had in mind, I answered, “Yes, Madame,” as I returned to her bedside. 

***

“I can not call you Charlie when you are dressed as you are. We must decide on a feminine name. Do you have any suggestions?” she asked. 

I answered without too much hesitation, “What about Charlene?” 

“No, that is too simple and I might mistakenly call you Charles. I was considering

‘Sissy’. Let me think a minute,” she hesitated. 

“What is the name of the woman you were with?” 

I said, “Her name is Lynn.” 

Betty smiled. “Then Lynn will be your name for the remainder of your punishment. It is only proper that you adopt the name of the woman who is responsible for your present status. As of now, your name is Lynn. 

“Lynn, you may finish cleaning the kitchen and start dusting and vacuuming the house. Report to me after I shower as I wish you to assist me dressing. This will be a new task befitting your new weekend role. You may leave now, Lynn,” Betty commanded. 

***

“Yes, Madame,” I answered, almost in tears. “Please call me when you need my services.” Turning on my heels, I left the room as quickly as I could before Betty could realize the effect of her pronouncement. 
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***

The rest of the day, I did light housekeeping, waited on Betty, and fixed supper. After cleaning the kitchen, I was allowed to watch television for a short period until bedtime. 

Sunday, after showering, shaving and applying my makeup, Betty had me dress in the pink uniform along with the one-inch heeled pink shoes. “This outfit is to be worn when you do the housecleaning while the black uniform is to be used when you perform as a personal maid,” Betty remarked. “I will tell you which uniform is to be worn, depending on our schedule. You will clean and iron both of them during the week so they are fresh for the weekend.” 

After I had given the house a good cleaning, Betty instructed me to freshen my makeup and return to the kitchen were she was writing a shopping list. When Betty finished the list, she handed it to me, saying, “Take off your apron, we are going shopping. I will help you this time. In the future, you will do the shopping alone.” 

At the grocery store, I felt out of place wearing a dress while Betty and most of the customers were wearing pants. While some people took a curious glance at us, no one seemed to recognize us. After we paid for the groceries, a young boy took the cart to the car. When Betty tipped the lad, he replied, “Thank you ladies, have a nice day.” 

***

Monday morning, Betty watched as I put on the lingerie she had put on the bed. 

“Betty,” I pleaded, ”do I have to wear these clothes to work each day? Isn't it enough that I have to dress and present myself as a female in the evenings and on the weekend? 

Couldn’t I wear my regular underwear when at work?" 

“It’s necessary for you to learn a lesson. I feel that this is the best way to remind you,” 

she answered. “It could be a lot worse. Consider the matter closed.” 

Two weeks later, Betty decided that I needed additional clothing for the change of season. 

We gathered our purses and left for the mall. By this point, I was confident in my appearance as a woman and had no fear about being outdoors in feminine attire. 

The first stop was the lingerie store where Betty recognized the sales clerk, Holly, who had waited on us during the first visit. They exchanged greetings while I stood silently by. 

Betty mentioned to Holly that she was here to purchase additional lingerie for her husband. 

Holly smiled and asked, “How is he and does he wear still wear ladies clothing daily?” 

Betty replied, “Why don't you ask him yourself? He’s right here.” Pointing in my direction, Betty remarked, “You remember my husband, Lynn, don’t you?” 

The clerk's mouth opened as her jaw dropped. “I can’t believe this is your husband. He looks incredible, so believable as a woman.” 
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***

We proceeded to select several pairs of panties, bras and another girdle. Betty told Holly, “He is starting to wear girdles more often to achieve a trimmer figure.” 

“I know the perfect girdle for him,” answered the clerk. “We have some old stock on which the price has been drastically reduced. It is a long-line girdle, which can only be worn under a skirt or dress. It has a high waist band, a satin panel in front and back, rein-forced sides with hooks and a long side zipper.” 

“That sounds perfect,” replied Betty. “He wears only dresses and skirts. We will also need another panty girdle for him to wear under his male trousers for when he’s at work.” 

I went to the changing room where I was properly fitted for the two girdles. Betty suggested, “We need two of the long-line girdles, one white and one black if you have them, otherwise two whites will be alright.” To me, she said, “Wear your new girdle as your waist will now be smaller. We need to be sure that your new dresses will fit properly. I bet your dress size will be one size smaller.” 

As we left the store, I said to the clerk, “Thank you very much for your help and assistance.” 

“You are very welcome, Lynn,” Holly replied. “Come back any time. We are glad to have you as a customer.” 

***

To Betty she added, “Your husband has become a very attractive lady. You have done an outstanding job. He certainly does not give the appearance of being a man.” 

We then went to the department store where I selected several outfits. Betty told the clerks, “My girl friend and I are just looking. We’ll call you when we are ready to check out.” 

***

After our shopping excursion, I again mentioned to Betty my concern about wearing lingerie to work under my male clothing. Again I was informed that we were to continue. 

Betty reminded me that I had agreed with her plan. I did as I was told. 

Betty had accepted a part-time office job. She would now arrive home between 6:30

and 7:00. Since I got home shortly before six, I would change, apply makeup and start supper before her arrival. 

It occurred to me that I could put on the lingerie in the morning, as Betty would be watching, arrive at work and change to male underwear without Betty knowing the differ-ence. I could store all the feminine undergarments in my briefcase. After returning home, I would have time to shed my male clothing and put on the lingerie I had worn in the. This seemed to be a good plan. Betty would never know. 
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The next morning, I went to the department store and purchased five sets of shorts and T-shirts. 

***

It was wonderful to know that I could wear normal clothing to work and never worry about any of my fellow employees learning of my penance. 

Betty must have sensed something strange was going on, as I was not complaining about wearing lingerie to work anymore. About three weeks after I started secretly changing underwear, Betty surprised me by coming to the office, asking me to join her for lunch (something that she had never done before). As she came through the door, I became nervous. My briefcase was in the closet and it was too late to change. I thought to myself, “Perhaps Betty will not notice if I slip on my jacket.” 

“I need to have a nice salad and perhaps a glass of wine. I had a busy morning,” she replied. We left the office and went to a nearby café and sat next to each other in a booth. After ordering, the waiter brought us both a glass of wine. Betty told me about her morning. 

Her boss had offered her a full-time position with a large increase in salary. She discussed the details of the new position as an area customer representative with the airlines, calling on travel agencies. 

***

She discussed the job in great detail while we had our meal. It seemed that there not only would be a larger salary but included in the benefits would be free travel to and from any of the destinations that the airline serviced. After lunch, she was so delighted with her new prospects and job opportunity that she ordered a second glass of wine. While sipping the wine, Betty became a little amorous and kissed me while we were sitting in the booth. 

As she came closer, she slid her hands under my coat and started to caress my back. 

Immediately she stopped when she could not feel the bra or the camisole, which I was supposed to be wearing. She reached down the outside of my trouser leg, looking for the garter snaps and the outline of the nylons. “Where are your undies?" she demanded. She waited as I explained what I had been doing. “How long has this been going on?” she asked. 

I told her that it had been three weeks and that I had my undies in my briefcase and changed undergarments every morning at work. “Well, this will not happen in the future. 

How can I depend on you to do as I ask?” Betty exclaimed. While I was asking her forgive-ness and promising it would not happen again, Betty said, “We will go immediately to the department store and purchase you new undies for the office. I want you out of the male clothing immediately!” 
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***

As I paid the check, Betty was waiting at the door. I followed her several blocks to the department store and up to the lingerie counter. As a young clerk approached, Betty said immediately, “My husband has left his proper underwear at home today, so we are here to replace what he is wearing with what he is supposed to wear. 

The clerk looked oddly at Betty who said, “My husband's proper underwear consists of panties, bra, stockings, et cetera. He answers to the name of Lynn. Please show him your most feminine lavish matching sets. He wears a 40-B cup, size 6 panties, and size 11 hose. I also wish for him to have a waist cincher size 28 and garter belt.” 

We went over to the counter where the clerk brought forth several choices. Betty chose one set of panties and bra that were the most feminine undies I had ever seen. 

“This is from our bridal collection, which is called the Honeymoon Series,” the clerk said to Betty. She then took out a matching set of lavender undies, showing it to Betty. 

***

It was the most beautiful, most feminine underclothing that I had even seen. 

“These must be hand washed in lukewarm water and air dried,” the saleslady told Betty. 

“Good,” replied Betty, “it will serve as a constant reminder when my husband rinses his undies to obey my rules rather than sneak behind my back wearing underwear not fitting his new position in our household. 

“This is perfect, he will take a set in lavender, pink, blue, yellow and white. This will give him a set for each day of the week to wear to work. He will need the matching garter belts in each color, as well as matching camisoles. We also need three pair of dark black nylon hose”. 

As the girl gathered all the items together, Betty had me pay for them with my credit card. “I will take your credit card so that you will not be tempted to purchase male undies. 

In the future, I will pack your lunch so you will need only carfare and lunch money. You will not need your credit card. 

***

“Can Lynn use your dressing room? I want him to change into the pink outfit so he can return to work?” asked Betty. The clerk took me to the dressing room behind the counter as I carried the pink outfit in my arms. “Change now and give me that silly underwear you are wearing so I can put it into the trash.” 

I went into the room, took off all my cloths, then put on the panties, garter belt and bra and camisole before attaching a pair of the dark stockings to the garter snaps. I noticed a slight bulging at the chest. The bra was the push-up type. After I handed Betty my shorts Page - 25
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and T-shirt, she said, “Give me your socks, you will not have the luxury of a covering for your feet as you had in the past.” 

As I left the dressing room, the clerk was quite surprised to the way I complied with Betty's demands. I knew that I had no excuse for what I had done and that I was about to pay the price for thinking that I could get around her demands and my promises. 

We walked to the misses department. Betty found several pairs of woman's slacks in brown, grey, blue and black. They all had either side zippers or rear zippers and small matching belts. I went into the changing room and tried on all four slacks to insure that size 14 was a proper fit. One pair was exchanged for a size 12. Betty told me to put on the black slacks, replacing the male pants I was wearing. “From now on, you will wear only male shirts until I can find you a unisex shirt for work.” 

***

Zipping up the black slacks in the back over the pretty pink underwear, I reentered the store where Betty was paying for the new slacks. She took my old trousers, emptied the pockets and handed the pants to the clerk. “Would you please throw these out? He will not need male pants for quite a while,” she said with a big grin on her face. 

Returning to the office, Betty took the package of slacks saying, “I will take these home for you and put them in your closet. Tonight you are to take your other pants and bring them to me. I will be sending them to the Goodwill along with the rest of your male clothing. 

“We are going to restart your punishment as of today. I do not know how long it will last. It depends on your attitude and compliance with the promise you made to me. You will take your pretty undies to your office and bring them home tonight along with the rest of the male underwear that you have stored at your office." 

“What if someone at the office notices that I am carrying ladies garments in these packages?” I asked. 

“You should have thought of that before going against my desires and deciding to change your wardrobe. I would not be as worried about your packages as much as your new slacks and dark sheer hose. I can’t wait to see you tonight in your beautiful new undies.” 

Betty continued, “When you get home tonight, just dress in your new lingerie, put on your makeup and wig with jewelry and perfume along with your negligee until I come home. I will bring dinner." 

Betty then left. I returned to the office, trying to be as inconspicuous as possible. One of the girls noticed that I was carrying packages and asked if Betty and I had been shopping. 

I answered yes but did not tell her that the contents of the packages were mine, not Betty's. 
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***

Arriving home, I took off the slacks, shirt, and coat before going into the bathroom to shave my face and under my arms. Betty had noticed some hair on my legs and I was now under orders to shave them as well. Stuffing the falsies into the bra cups, I sat at the vanity to apply my makeup to the best of my ability, realizing that Betty would still be dissatisfied. 

I took my time to make my self look as nice as I could, so as to not incur the wrath of my wife. Finally finished, I went to the mirror, I saw a very attractive woman looking back at me. Mesmerized by the reflection, I could only admire the beautiful underwear in which I was fully encased. It looked like a picture out of “Bride Beautiful.” As I stared at my reflection, I hoped that my efforts would impress Betty and maybe lessen her anger over the incident this afternoon. Perhaps she might reconsider her new demands. Returning to the vanity, I decided that it might be a good idea to polish my nails. Taking out the pink bottle of polish, I put two coats on my nails. I went into the bedroom and watched the news while the polish dried. 

It was not long before Betty came through the front door, into the den where I was sitting waiting for her arrival. Betty was astonished as she looked through the shimmery coat of the negligee revealing the beautiful pink lingerie purchased earlier in the afternoon and the long expanse of shaven legs encased in the sheer black nylons. 

***

After viewing me for a short while, Betty’s attitude softened as she said, “Words just fail to describe how wonderful you look. The undies are very becoming on you. I like the selection of shoes; your long sexy legs go well with those high heels. You not only look good but you smell divine. Your hair and earrings add to your charms. Your makeup has never looked better. Stand in the light. I want to take in all of you. Wait while I get my camera. This is a moment to be recorded on film.” 

Posing for the camera as directed, I could see that I was pleasing Betty. The time that I had taken in the transformation to a completely desirable woman was well spent. Betty was pleased that I tried so hard to atone for what she had discovered by accident today. 

She had me sit across from her in a straight back chair. I was sitting in a lady-like position, sitting on the edge of the chair with my legs crossed at the ankle while draping the negligee across my legs. 

***

Betty became very relaxed and felt like discussing her new job. Listening as she talked, I was hoping that maybe tomorrow I could wear my male outer clothes to work instead of the female slacks we had purchased at the department store. If I was really lucky, she would also let me wear the male underwear I had brought home from the office. 
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Betty suggested that she would clean up the dinner dishes. “Go to powder room to relieve yourself and touch up your lipstick.” 

She watched as I went to our bathroom. I not only touched up my lipstick, but I also added another coat of mascara and sprayed additional perfume behind my ears, on the neck and between the gaps in my bra. When I returned to the den, Betty, having finished with the dishes, had a CD playing while turning down the lights. 

Joining her on the sofa, slipping off my heels, I curled my nylon-covered legs under my body and rested my head upon Betty's shoulder. 

***

Slowly Betty started caressing, kissing and petting me. Her hands wandered all over my. Her fingers played slowly along the outline of my bra, through my hair and around my neck and arms. 

“I love how wonderful you smell tonight and how becoming you are, Lynn.” As her fingers played with my dangling earrings, she softly kissed my ear while rubbing her other hand over my pelvic area. Our lips met. I was thrilled as I tasted her lipstick and saw the imprint of my lips on her face. 

The petting became more serious; soon I found that Betty had taken off her dress and slip. We now were both in panties, bra, camisoles, garter belts and stockings. Betty removed my waist cincher and proceeded kissing my stomach while alternating her hands between my breasts and rubbing my panties. Taking my hand in hers, she guided it to her breast. 

When I thought she was ready, I started to take off my panties so that I might enter her womanhood. 

“No,” Betty whispered, “keep your panties on. I want you to still look like the beautiful woman you are pretending to be. Kiss me in the loins. That’s it. Keep it up, my beautiful Lynn. I love what you are doing to me.” 

***

As I continued making love this way, I felt Betty grab my panty-covered rear, pulling me closer to her. I kept my tongue working as quickly as I could until I heard Betty scream at the top of her lungs. I continued until she climaxed a second time. Coming up for air, Betty grabbed my face and planted a big kiss on my lips. 

“This is the best sex we have ever had,” she sighed. 

As I regained my breath, Betty started kissing my lobes again while blowing softly in my ears. She sensuously touched the earrings, making them move gently back and forth while her fingertips ran around my ears and neck. She started kissing my lips with short tender touches. Her hands dropped down to my legs as she started running her fingers over my nylons, pausing briefly to play with the garter straps. Her fingers were moving slowly up and down the inner portion of my legs as we continued to kiss. 
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Betty then moved her lips and hands to my breast, caressing the small mounds under the pink push-up bra. I could not believe how stimulated I became, even though she was caressing falsies rather than real breasts. My imagination ran wild as I pretended that my breasts were real. Her touch excited me more than I could ever have imagined. 

***

Letting out a low moan, Betty's hands went to my panty-covered rear, rubbing gently all around until she came to the front. With the palm of her hand, she started rubbing my crouch. The touch of the soft laced nylon fabric against my groin further heightened my li-bido. Her hands slipped around the waistband of my panties, lowering them down my legs. At the same time her lips were at my navel. 

In a flash, I felt her lips cover my penis with kisses. She opened her mouth, licking and stoking with her tongue while I was on my back in complete ecstasy. Her hands wandered across my body. All of a sudden, Betty took my penis into her mouth, stoking back and forth until I exploded. This was the first time in our marriage that either of us had experienced oral sex. 

As Betty held me close in her arms, I said, “That was wonderful! Never have I had such a feeling. I love you very much.” 

Betty replied, “I love you too, Lynn. You are so pretty and irresistible when you are dressed in beautiful clothing and makeup. Seeing you like this brings out the animal in me. 

***

The next morning after a sound sleep, the alarm woke me up. Betty was awake and standing with a set of the new lingerie in yellow in her hands. I took them from her. She watched as I stepped into the panties and hooked the garter belt around my waist. Opening up a new pair of black hose, I rolled the stocking up each leg before standing and fastening the tops to the dangling suspenders. Betty held out the yellow lace bra as I put my arms through the straps. She hooked the bra in the back before adjusting the straps to the proper length. As I put the camisole over my head, I noticed a slight bulge at my chest. I said to Betty, “This bra is making my chest bulge out. People will notice.” 

“Nonsense, the bra is doing its job to give you more cleavage than you really have. Just keep your coat on. Nobody will notice except me.” 

***

She handed me the new brown slacks she had selected yesterday. Meekly I stepped into the slacks and put on a yellow Oxford shirt before pulling the slacks into place by hooking the left side before bringing the zipper to its closed position. 
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“What if people notice these pants or that I am wearing nylons in place of socks?” I pleaded with Betty. 

“If you keep your jacket on, no one will see the bulge or that your are wearing woman's slacks. As for your stockings, they look like men's fine hosiery,” she explained, looking me over very carefully. “While it would be nice to have you go to work with your nails painted, someone might notice. You better go remove the polish.” 

Thanking Betty for noticing, I went into the vanity. Taking out the polish remover, I did the best I could to remove the polish. When I was finished, only a slight hint of pink polish remained around the cuticles. I had a quick breakfast and left for work. 

Some of the fellows asked me to join them for lunch. We went to a deli for a sandwich. 

Reaching into the pocket of my coat for my wallet, I found only a ten-dollar bill. My credit cards were missing. I began to wonder how this happened and suddenly remembered what Betty had threatened the other day. I was now on a limited budget. I thought, “I will straighten this out later with Betty. I need more money or a credit card since my paycheck is directly deposited into our joint checking account by my office.” 

***

At home after work, I had a good dinner prepared and ready to set on the table. During dinner, I asked Betty, “Did you take my credit card and some money from my wallet? I had only $10 today for lunch.” 

“Yes, I’m glad you mentioned that. I took your cards and most of the money so you can’t buy male underclothes. In the meantime, I got rid of the underwear you brought back yesterday. In the future, I want you to start taking your lunch. 

***

“Since you are taking the bus to work, you will carry only five dollars in your wallet. I will write you a check for the monthly bus pass,” Betty explained. “Now, finish up the laundry; I will clear the table and clean the kitchen.” 

Saturday morning came and found me in the pink uniform, apron and pink heels doing the house cleaning. I found Betty writing the grocery list. 

Once again at the store, I was the only person I noticed wearing a dress. Some women were looking at me, probably wondering why a “woman” would be grocery shopping in a dress and heels. I overheard two ladies talking. “I feel sorry for the poor woman, her husband must insist she wear a dress; I’ve seen her here before dressed the same way.” I am glad that they did not know the truth. 
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***

Arriving home, I told Betty about the conversation I heard at the store. She laughed but said, “You should be proud of yourself for passing as a woman and having others feeling sorry for you.” 

She continued, “By the way, you will be receiving electrolysis on your beard until you no longer need to shave starting immediately. We have an appointment in a half-hour. I am certain that not needing to shave each day will far outweigh any problems. I remember that you have mentioned in the past that you wished you didn’t have a beard and didn’t have to put up with shaving." 

I did not relish having electrolysis treatments, although Betty had remembered correctly my complaints about shaving. Betty led me to the office. After an hour, I came out with a red face and an ice pack. Overall, it did not hurt as much as I thought it would. 

Betty said, “Soon you will no longer have to worry about shaving. Won't that be nice? 

Try to relax until we get home, Lynn.” 

After dinner Betty said, “Lynn, take off your shoes and relax. I am surprised that I have not heard you complain about your feet. You do remarkably well in high heels.” 

“Thank you for saying so,” I replied, “the shoes are comfortable as they are much lighter than my male shoes. I guess I have become just accustomed to the higher heels.” 

Betty pulling me closer to her planted a long hard kiss on my lips. 

***

She said, “You really turn me on while you are dressed like this. Come to the bedroom and we will make mad, passionate love.” Leading me to the bedroom, she said," Take off your uniform and undies except for your bra and panties and put on that black long nightgown." 

It was apparent that Betty preferred me in complete makeup and wig. My wearing panties under a nightgown aroused her. 

With my newfound knowledge, I was ready to wear whatever would please her in order to obtain sexual gratification for both of us. “Yes dear,” I replied, beaming with the new knowledge of how to satisfy my wife after all these years. I hurried to our bed, awaiting in great anticipation the rest of the evening. 

In the morning, Betty watched as I donned the new underwear and the slacks she had chosen for the day. This pair zipped in the rear. Betty assured me my coat would cover the zipper. Again, I had to put my wallet in the jacket pocket, as I had no rear pockets in the slacks. 

Tuesday morning as I was dressing for work Betty remarked, “Put on a dress and very light makeup when you get home tonight. Your electrolysis appointment is from 8:30 until 9:30. We will go somewhere nearby for dinner. Have your purse and a sweater ready; when I get home, I will be ready to leave after." 
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Betty came home only a few minutes before I did so we left with plenty of time. During dinner, Betty said, “I noticed that your nails needed attention, therefore I made an appointment for you at the beauty parlor for Friday evening at 7:30 for your nails and a waxing of your legs and arms. We want your skin looking smooth and silky, don't we? Also, I’ve noticed that you need a haircut so they will trim your hair at the beauty shop.” 

***

Saturday evening, I found that Betty had laid out a dark blue silk two-piece suit along with my pale blue “Honeymoon Bridal Collection” undies as well as the high waist girdle. 

I took a lot of time with my makeup for the evening as Betty had said we were going to the symphony. Completing my dressing, I stepped into the suit skirt and then buttoned the jacket over the camisole. I choose small pearl earrings, which I clasped to my lobes and a silver woman’s watch, completing my outfit. Betty sprayed me liberally with perfume, then handed me a purse and dark gloves. Betty wore a pinstriped black suit with a white high collared blouse and black heels. Before leaving, Betty had me pose for several pictures. 

While I was a bit nervous at the symphony, no one really paid us any attention. At in-termission, Betty took my hand while we were in the lobby and took me into the powder room. She whispered in my ear, “Just be calm and act natural. When you finish in the stall, wash your hands and meet me at the vanities.” 

***

Locking the door to the stall, I lifted my skirt to loosen the nylons from the girdle, before raising up the girdle and pulling down my panties. I completed my business in a ladylike manner. It was very hard to pull the girdle back into place and attach the stocking tautly to the garters. Pulling the petticoat and skirt into place, I reached under the skirt, straightening first the petticoat and then the skirt. I joined Betty at the vanity to touch up my face. As we left the power room, I whispered to Betty, “I’m glad that’s over. I was afraid someone would realize that I was a man in a dress using the ladies room.” 

“Lynn, you underestimate how you look and act,” Betty continued, 

“you dress, walk and act as a woman. You have done very well. You have nothing to fear. Relax and learn to enjoy yourself at new ventures.” 

We stopped after the symphony for a dessert before going home. Knowing that Betty was pleased with the evening, I was certain that she was looking forward to sex this evening. “Time to put my theory to the test,” I thought. 

After hanging up my suit and taking out a very frilly nightgown, I removed my undies and put the gown over my flat chest. Going to the bathroom, I removed all the makeup and climbed into bed where Betty was waiting. We cuddled for a while and discussed the evening's events before she kissed me lightly on the lips, saying, “Good night. See you tomorrow.” 
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Waking up late on Sunday morning, I was delayed getting breakfast but I came into our bedroom properly dressed in my Sunday maid's uniform, carrying a tray for Betty. 

Betty asked, “Lynn, would you mind painting my toenails after my shower?” 

I replied politely," Nom Madame, it will be my pleasure. Please call me when you are ready." 

***

While I was polishing Betty's toenails, she mentioned, “Next weekend my office is having a costume party for Halloween. It would be fun to attend. What do you think?” 

“It would be fun, maybe we could go as man and wife,” I joked. 

“That would be a good idea except that I wouldn’t be able to fit into one of your suits,” 

she quipped. 

“That was not what I had in mind,” I answered. 

“I know but I just threw that in to see your reaction,” she laughed. 

“Maybe we can go to the party as a maid and her employer. I could go as a Duchess accompanied by my maid. We would not have to buy anything new as I can use one of my old ball gowns. You already have your maid’s uniform. It would be great fun. What do you say?” 

***

My agreeing to participate as her maid for the party brought a big smile to Betty's face as it would take me out in public to an affair with people she knew while dressed in woman's clothing. 

I completed my work early in the afternoon and Betty suggested that I take a short nap. 

Suddenly I awoke to find Betty next to me, running her hands up and down the sides of my slip and across my padded bra and stomach. She was wearing only panties and bra. 

Awaking to full awareness of the situation, I put my arms around Betty's neck while planting a kiss on her lips. Continuing for almost 15 minutes with our foreplay, I reached down, removing her panties and gave her oral sex until she reached her climax. I was lying on my back, Betty reached under my butt, removing my black panties and raising my slip around my waist. She mounted me. Her fingers ran through my hair while she kissed my earlobes and nape of the neck. As she started to grind faster and faster, her hand and mouth found its way to my black bra and taped bosom. Soon I was letting out a long moan and a deep sigh, signaling Betty to dismount. Taking some tissue, she then wiped my groin area clean. We feel asleep in each other's arms. After a good nap, I went to the vanity and repaired my makeup and wig before slipping the high heels over my stocking feet and putting on my uniform. 

Saturday morning, I completed the grocery shopping early and finished all the necessary cleaning. After a light supper, we started getting ready for the party. After my Page - 33
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shower, powdering and body lotion application, I put on the black bra, panties, waist cincher and a pair of Hanes “Silk Reflection” black pantyhose before donning the black slip. Since Betty had finished her makeup, she supervised as I did mine. 

After I applied the standard foundation and setting powder, Betty insisted on doing the rest. She put black liner and heavy eye shadow consisting of three different shades on me before penciling in my eyebrows after thinning them slightly. She took the eye curler to my lashes before applying several coats of mascara. Following the blush, Betty outlined my lips in pencil and then filled in the outline with a deep red lip gloss that was “kiss proof.” After I blotted my lips on a tissue, I was then sprayed liberally with White Diamond perfume. 

***

Betty took my hand, leading me to the bedroom. “Take off your slip and your bra. You will not need them tonight,” she instructed, watching as I did as I was told. Betty went to the dresser, bringing out a black strapless bra and a pair of white ruffled panties with many rows of white lace. Slipping these on over the black panties, I felt as thought my butt had enlarged, the panties were so dense. Taking the strapless bra from her, I put it around my torso so that I could fasten it from the front. Finishing the hooking, I moved the bra, bringing the cups around so that I could fit my taped breasts into the bra cups. I looked in the mirror to discover that I had quite a bit of cleavage. I said to Betty, “Why is this necessary? Nothing will show under my black uniform.” 

Going to her closet, Betty brought out a small black French Maid's uniform complete with two short full petticoats. “I thought that this would really make a great costume for tonight. Step into the petticoats,” she said as she lifted them into place at my waistline. 

They stuck almost straight out from my body. 

Placing the satin uniform over my head, Betty pulled the dress down as I put my arms through the short length sleeves. Betty zipped up the back of the uniform, and then she reached under the skirt to adjust the petticoats, which stood straight out from the skirt. 

Walking to the mirror, I heard the rustle of the petticoats resting under the bottom of the satin skirt. The reflection in the mirror showed a large expanse of white frills from under the skirt. Betty handed me the black three-inch heels, which I comfortably stepped into. She brought out a tiny white laced apron with shoulder straps. As I placed my arms through the straps, Betty tied a large bow in the back. She fussed with the bow until she was satisfied that each side was even. Then she went to the closet, bringing out a new dark brown wig in a pageboy style. After securing the wig on my head, she brought out a small white lace trimmed cap and pinned it to the wig. 

***

My finishing touches included large faux pearl dangling earrings and a small single strand pearl necklace resting high on my neck above my prominent cleavage. In addition, I was wearing my diamond pendant, which dropped slightly lower on my cleavage than Page - 34
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the pearls. I was stunned at the person I had become. As I stood mesmerized, Betty took several pictures for her collection. 

Bringing out the bright red nail polish, Betty applied two coats to my nails. “While your nails are drying, I am going to finish dressing,” she said. “Practice sitting in a straight back chair so you do not revel too much of your lovely undies. Remember to keep your legs together. You look absolutely gorgeous.” 

As I practiced sitting and bending, Betty finished dressing. As she came back into the room, I could hear the rustling of her petticoats as she walked. She wore a full red satin strapless evening gown. Her hair was in a bun crowned with a rhinestone tiara. Draped around her neck and resting on her breast was a large fancy rhinestone necklace while long matching earrings hung from her lobes. She looked every inch a lady of the realm. 

“You look beautiful, Betty, just like a princess,” I said breathlessly. “It is a pleasure to serve as your maid, Your Highness.” 

***

Betty placed a long red satin cape, matching her dress, around her shoulders, and then draped a black wool sweater across my shoulders. Betty, leading the way to the car, said, 

“Tonight, I think you should be Gigi, a name fitting your costume.” 

When I agreed to Gigi, Betty continued. “You should address me as Princess Betty for tonight. It should be a fun evening for both of us, my little French Doll.” 

Betty pulled the car into the parking area of the Hilton Hotel. A young man came to open my door. His mouth opened wide as he saw a vast expanse of legs and petticoats. I took his extended hand, trying to exit gracefully from the car. I felt a breeze upon my silken clad legs. “Not much protection from the weather in an outfit such as this,” I thought to myself. The boy went to the driver's side and helped Betty emerge from the car. 

Betty handed him the keys, took the valet ticket and put it in her small purse into which she had also put my lipstick should I require a touch-up later in the night. 

As I walked behind Betty in the hotel lobby, many eyes gazed at us. Betty asked directions to the hall her company had rented for the evening. As we walked along the corridor, we received more glances and several whistles. 

***

Every one in the room was wearing some sort of costume from pajamas, to a horse, to elegant royalty. Several men were in female attire. There was a large man wearing a plain dress and several others in evening dresses or cocktail dresses. I wondered if these men were being dressed as a punishment also. 

We danced the evening away. At our table there were five other couples Betty knew; several were her clients and one was from her office. During the evening, we kept up the Princess/Maid routine. I tried to talk as little as possible so I would not give my real gender away. I talked in a whisper when required and gave very short answers. 
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When we danced, Betty led. After several drinks, we both felt relaxed enough to enjoy the music, and games. Several men asked me to dance. Betty would remark, “Take good care of my maid and be sure to bring her back as soon as the dance is over. I might need her to help me soon. Be careful,” as I took my partner’s hand and was escorted to the dance floor. 

***

Most of the men were gentlemen, even though they held me close to them. I caught them all looking down my dress, hoping to sneak a peek at my breasts. A few of the men tried feeling my bottom by reaching under my petticoats and putting their hands on my ruffled panties, using trying to bring me closer as we danced as their excuse. I was surprised the first time, but I quickly learned how to fend off wandering hands without creating an incident. 

When I told Betty about the roaming hands, she laughed and said, “How does it feel to be a sexy woman?” 

Several times during the evening, I accompanied Betty to the powder room. The first time, I waited at the vanity until she emerged from the stall. I took her comb and lightly brushed her hair into place. 

On the second trip I needed to relieve myself. After washing my hands, I came to the vanity and found Betty. She stood up and asked, “Gigi, please adjust my petticoats.” 

“Yes, Your Highness,” I answered. Bending down and lifting her skirts, I adjusted her petticoats, and then I helped her adjust the top of her dress. 

“Sit down and freshen your lipstick while I fix your hair,” she ordered. Handing me the lipstick from her purse, Betty removed the cap, straightening my hair. 

A middle-aged lady happened to be watching and, joking, said to Betty, “I see that the roles are being reversed for this evening.” 

***

Betty laughed. “You have no idea to what extent our roles have reversed! It would really amaze you.” The lady left the powder room with a puzzled look on her face while I joined Betty in laughter. 

Around eleven o'clock, an announcement was made that there was to be a judging of the costumes, with prizes for the best couple, the best female and best male costumes and a Grand Prize winner. The Grand Prize was a four-day weekend to San Diego, an all-expense-paid trip for two, including airfare. 

Betty and I were awarded second place in the couple contest, winning a $100 gift certificate to a plush restaurant in our suburb. The winning couple had come as Romeo and Juliet. Betty was delighted that we placed second. The judges than named the three winners in the male competition. I was not chosen. Announcing the winners for best female costume, the judge said, “In second place, our French Maid, Gigi.” 
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Both Betty and I were floored at this announcement. I was beaten by a girl who had painted her body in gold as the “Girl from Goldfinger.” Betty went up to the judges’ stand and told them that I could not accept the prize because the French Maid was her husband. 

The judges had a conference before they made an announcement over the loudspeaker. 

***

“Ladies and Gentleman, we have just been informed that the second place winner for best female costume, the French Maid, is not a woman, but a man. Under the circum-stances, it is the judges' opinion that the Grand Prize winner is the French Maid, Gigi. 

Please come and claim your prize.” 

Everyone applauded loudly as I accepted the certificate for the free weekend. Everyone started asking questions. They wanted to know how she had gotten me to agree to attend the party as her French Maid and told me how convincing I was as a woman. Someone at our table purchased a bottle of champagne and we all celebrated. 

Dancing continued after the contest. Strangely, I was not asked to dance by any men. 

Several ladies, including all the ones at our table, wanted to dance with me. All my female partners managed to touch my petticoats and ruffled panties. All of them asked what I was wearing beneath the uniform that made me so convincing as a female and they all commented on my ability to walk and dance in the heels. 

***

During the last half-hour, Betty was my only dancing partner. I followed as she led. My hands were around her neck and her hands were under the petticoats, rubbing my but-tocks and pulling me closer to her. I felt a sudden breeze under my skirt; I realized that the rear of my skirt and petticoats were being pushed up while the front of the dress was being pushed down when Betty pulled me closer to her. Anyone could get a good view of my undies as we danced. I did not care as both Betty and I had our minds on something else. “Wait until I get you home, Gigi.” 

As soon as Betty shut the front door to the house, she grabbed me and planted a big kiss on my painted lips. Taking me by the hand, she led me to the bedroom. “Gigi, I want you to help me undress after you put your sweater away,” she said with a huge smile on her face. 

Approaching Betty from the rear, I unfastened her cape. Taking a hanger from the closet, I hung the cape in her closet. I unhooked the snaps on the red satin strapless dress and then pulled down the zipper. Coming around to face Betty, I held the dress as she stepped out of it. After storing the petticoats, I came back to Betty who was standing in her red strapless bra with matching red laced panties under the satin garter belt and hose. 
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***

My hands and mouth started caressing her all over. After several minutes of foreplay, Betty unsnapped her bra and I instantly went for her wonderful breasts. I massaged her breasts while alternating kissing her mouth, neck, and ears. 

Grabbing me by the head, Betty told me to kneel in front of her and remove her panties. Understanding what she wanted, I dropped her panties to the floor and serviced Betty until I heard her beg, “No more! That was wonderful, Gigi.” She held me close to her na-ked body, saying, “You are a wonderful lover. Go freshen your makeup and come back to me.” 

“Yes, Your Highness.” I went

quickly to the bathroom to

freshen my face. Returning, I

found Betty clothed in red satin

pajamas, awaiting me. 

“Now let me undress  you!” she

said. Standing in the middle of

the room, she removed the apron

and cap, placing them on top of

the dresser. Betty went around to

undo the uniform, reaching under

the dress and pulling down both

petticoats to the floor. I raised my

leg so that she could scoop up the

white fluffy garments and hang

them in my closet. Opening the

zipper and hooks in the back, she

slowly started slipping the dress

off my shoulders and down to my

knees. Lifting my leg, she com-

pleted her removal of my dress

before slipping the white lace

panties off. 

***

I was standing in the middle

of the room in my black undies, 

hose and heels. Betty took my

hand and led me to the bed. As

we lay down, she started caress-

ing me, rubbing her fingertips

over my bra and the rear of the

black panties while her lips found
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my ears, neck, and mouth. Within a short time, I was ready for her. She pulled down my panties, took them off, and wrapped her legs around  my  legs, still encased in my nylons, before mounting me. 

She made wild love to me such passion yet was still gentle. We lay together for a while until Betty said, “Take off your undies and put them on the chair; I may want you to wear your new maid's outfit tomorrow. Put on your lovely blue nightgown along with a pair of panties. Leave your falsies in place as well as your makeup and wig. Hurry now. I want to make love again.” 

It was one o'clock Sunday afternoon before we awoke. 

We sat around the house in our nightwear for the afternoon. Betty suggested, “Put on a nice dress. We will go out for dinner as a reward. Doesn't that sound better than cooking tonight?” 

***

Answering in the affirmative, I went to my dresser to take out the necessary undies including a panty girdle. As I was making up my face, Betty called for reservations. Betty chose a tailored suit while I wore an “after five” dress. 

During dinner, we decided that we would travel to San Diego on Thanksgiving morning, and return Sunday afternoon. Betty said that she would make all the necessary travel arrangements. 

Back home, I immediately changed into a nightgown, leaving on all the makeup as well as the breast forms and my panties. 

After our love making session, I went to the vanity, and removed the makeup and nail polish so that I would not be rushed in the morning. 

Monday night, Betty came home on time and said, “I have made all the necessary travel arrangements, motel and car reservations.” I was looking forward to the trip, as it would be nice to not have to apply makeup. I would relish being able to dress as my male self for a four-day period. Perhaps after the trip, everything might return to normal, except for the occasional dress-up day. 

***

Time passed slowly until it was the Wednesday morning before Thanksgiving. Having the day off from the office, I awoke and put on the pink uniform as well as makeup so that I could clean the house before leaving on our trip. Betty came home in the afternoon so we had an early dinner before packing for our trip. 

During dinner, I asked Betty, “Dear, do you have the keys to my footlocker and truck? 

I would like to get my clothes ready for our trip. Some of it might need laundering before packing.” 
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Betty smiled her mischievous grin, “Lynn darling, you are making the trip with me, not Charlie. I have made all the necessary arrangements. Remember those men at the party? 

Well I talking with some of them and found out that they belong to a club for crossdress-ers. The club issues them ID cards in both their male and female names. Let me get your new card from my purse. This way you have the information required to travel as a female. Isn't this going to be a wonderful weekend, just us two girls?” 

As she handed me the card, I saw that there was a picture of me as Charlie alongside one of me as Lynn reduced from a photograph she had taken several months ago. The card said that I was transgendered and included my date of birth, name and address. 

I tried to protest, but Betty had made up her mind; I would spend the entire weekend in feminine clothing from head to toe. 

***

Reluctantly, I followed Betty to our bedroom as she supervised my selection of clothing. On the plane I was to wear a matching sweater set and a long narrow skirt with low heels. Setting this outfit aside, I packed the rest of my clothes, leaving room in the suitcase for the makeup kit. 

When the packing was finished, we took bottles of nail polish, and sat in front of the television as we applied two coats of polish to our nails before going to bed. 

The alarm went off early in the morning. It appeared that the electrolysis was doing its job, as there was little beard growth on my face. After donning my undies, I sat at the vanity, applying light makeup for daytime wear. By the time I was finished, Betty started her routine. 

Following a quick breakfast, we loaded the car and Betty drove to an offsite parking lot near the airport. The driver assisted me into the van, asking, “Which airline are you ladies flying with today?” I started to relax. 

***

We boarded the plane and found our seats in the First Class section. The stewardess took our hanging bags and asked us what beverage we would like. In my softest voice I asked for a glass of wine to calm my nerves. The three-hour flight was uneventful. 

Arriving at the San Diego airport, we found our luggage, and then took a cab to the Hilton. Betty checked us in at the front desk while a bellhop took our luggage to the room, which overlooked the ocean. The bellhop thanked us for his tip, saying, “I hope you ladies enjoy your stay and have fun in our city.” 

As the door closed, Betty took hold of me and gave me a long kiss, saying, “He doesn't know how much fun we have already had or what fun we plan to have this weekend. In fact, let’s start now!” With that, she pushed me onto the bed. 

Later in the afternoon, dressed casually, we took the trolley bus tour for two hours before coming back to the hotel. We walked hand in hand down the waterfront until we Page - 40
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found a small but nice seafood restaurant where we could dine sitting at an outdoor patio overlooking the bay. We continued walking and sightseeing the rest of the evening, finally stopping off at a local bar for a drink before returning to the hotel. 

The next morning, we rode to the zoo, where we enjoyed the animals. After seeing several pairs of women holding hands as they viewed the exhibits, Betty took my hand in hers as we strolled the pathways. 

Returning to the hotel, we took a short nap before dressing for dinner. Betty mentioned, “Tonight, we are going to dress up as we have dinner reservations at the Hotel Del Coronado, a very elegant hotel and restaurant. Wear your black dress, black three-inch heels and your pearls.” 

***

“Yes, dear,” I replied while struggling into the long black girdle over my black lace panties. Attaching nylons to the garter straps suspended from the girdle, I put on the black full slip and heels before completing my evening makeup. Betty assisted me by holding the dress above my head while I inserted my arms through the sheer black sleeves of the dress. As my arms came through, Betty lowered the dress down around my hips before securing the snap at the top and closing the zipper of the dress in the back. She had me don my dressy wig for the evening. After brushing the stray hairs into place, I then liberally sprayed the wig with hair spray to hold the wig in place through the windy night. Taking the perfume bottle in hand, I sprayed all my vital points thoroughly, before deciding to apply perfume liberally on Betty. Betty then clipped the dangling pearl earrings on my lobes and secured a two strand pearl necklace around my neck. Putting on the matching gold necklace and earrings which complimented her blue silk suit, she said, “Touch up your lipstick and add the gloss. We want to look our best tonight.” 

We left the hotel and took a taxi across the bridge to the Hotel Del Coronado. The door-man assisted both Betty and I from the taxi. Opening the door into the hotel, we found ourselves in the turn-of-the-century elegance. 

We took in the sight of the lobby before entering the dining room. Betty told the head-waiter, “Reservations for Betty Brown, party of two, by the bay window.” We followed the waiter as he led us to our table, which had a lovely view of the ocean. Betty did the ordering for both of us, including cocktails and wine with our dinner. 

The waiter asked, “Would you ladies care for dessert tonight?” 

He named the choices as Betty and I listened. 

***

Betty, looking at me, asked, “Would you like to split a dessert with me, Lynn darling?” 

Eagerly, I replied, “That would be wonderful, Betty, dear!” Betty ordered the chocolate cake with ice cream to be shared. As we finished, I took Betty's hand in mine saying, “It Page - 41

PROPER PUNISHMENT

BY LYNN BROWN

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

has been a lovely evening. I am glad you choose this place, as the food and the view are breathtaking. Thank you.” 

“Thank you, my darling for making this evening possible. Your beauty adds to the atmosphere. You are certainly a work of art tonight, Lynn.” 

Thanking Betty for her compliments I added, “You are lovely tonight, yourself.” 

We lingered a bit before taking a taxi back to our hotel. Upon arriving, I told Betty that I needed to hurry to our room in order to answer nature's call. Laughing, she took my arm. 

“I’ll get the key out for you. We certainly don’t want you to have an accident.” 

Betty poured us a cocktail, opening the patio door so we could sit outside and enjoy the moon‘s reflection on the water of the bay. We both took off our heels, sitting with our legs folded in the chair. Betty was discussing our day and plans for a sightseeing tour of San Diego along with some shopping. Suddenly a cool breeze came up, causing a slight chill on my exposed legs. Betty took notice, “It has gotten chilly, let’s get ready for bed. I will personally see that you are warm.” 

Quickly getting into bed, we soon were snuggling together with our nighties rubbing gently against each other's, causing wonderful sensations as well as warmth between our bodies. Betty took my head in her hands and planted a long kiss on my painted lips. Our hands caressed each other through the silken nighties until I was fully aroused. Betty suddenly reached under my nightgown, lowering my panties down my legs until she could remove them completely. Rolling me over, she mounted me as I caressed her breasts through the confines of her silk nightgown. Once again, Betty controlled the pace of our lovemaking and, eventually, we both were brought to incredible climaxes. 

The next, Betty started her makeup while I put on baby blue panties with matching bra, a blue satin garter belt, a waist cincher and beige nylons, a light blue nylon slip with three layers of blue lace at the hem hanging at my knees. I shaved carefully, even thought my beard was very slight, as I did not wish to be detected while we were out in public. Fastening the pageboy wig in place, I added white gold earrings with blue stones and a matching necklace and bracelet before slipping into the blue shirtwaist dress and navy flats. After I picked up my daytime purse and a cardigan sweater, Betty and I left the room. 

Downtown, after lunch, we started browsing through the various shops. Down the street from Horton Plaza, we came upon a second hand/vintage clothing shop Betty wanted to see. 

***

The middle-aged lady who owned the shop greeted us. Betty said we just wanted to look and did not have anything in mind. Browsing through the racks of dresses, she noticed a cocktail dress of blue chiffon. Betty asked the clerk if she had any other chiffon dresses; she had not seen one in over ten years. The lady went into the back of the store and returned with several dresses over her arms. The clerk said, “It’s a shame that fancy dresses such as these with full wide shirts are not made any more.” 
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Betty replied, “I remember wearing one to my college prom. It was so light and lovely, the skirt would bellow out as I danced. The material was so soft, the ultimate in feminine wear at the time. 

“Lynn, you’ve never had the opportunity to wear such a delicate dress. Would you care to try on one of these lovely creations?" 

“It’s so soft and feminine,” I replied while using the softest voice I could muster. “I would love to, Betty.” 

“Follow me and I will show you our changing room. I believe that one of these will fit you,” the clerk said, leading us to the back of the store. 

***

Betty assisted me as I put on the light pink chiffon dress with long puffy sleeves. We came out from the room and looked into the full-length mirror. Betty and the clerk agreed that the dress was a perfect fit for me. 

“I will bring a full petticoat to enhance the skirt's fullness and a pair a heels so you can see exactly how the hemline stands,” she said. In a few minutes, she returned with a pair of three-inch heels and a petticoat. Taking off my flats, I stepped into the petticoat while the clerk raised my skirts, pulling the garment into place around my waist. 

“Twirl around as if you are dancing,” she said, “Doesn't the dress feel heavenly? This dress is  you, my dear.” 

Betty remarked, “It is beautiful, we will take it. Now do you have something in blue or yellow for me?” 

After thirty minutes, we left the store with a pink silk chiffon dress for me and a light baby blue silk chiffon for Betty. 

Back at the hotel, Betty suggested, “Let’s both wear our new dresses tonight for dinner. 

I had considered going out tonight for a casual dinner and perhaps stop at a bar afterwards, but it would be nice to be able to wear our new purchases tonight and perhaps have dinner at the fancy restaurant upstairs.” 

“That sounds like a good plan,” I said eagerly. “Do you think it would be a good idea to take a short nap as I am rather tired?” Sleeping in feminine underwear is so much nicer and more comfortable than sleeping in men's shorts and T-shirts. Before I knew it, it was time to get ready for the evening. 

***

While Betty called for dinner reservations, I repainted my nails with two coats of cherry red polish. 

Taking my time, I did my best to look as attractive as possible. After outlining my lips with pencil, I put on a pink lace slip, bouffant petticoat, then and the lovely chiffon dress. 

Betty assisted, closed the top hook and zipping up the dress at the back. Deciding on my Page - 43
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fancier wig, I brushed the hairs into place before adding hair spray. Betty suggested that I wear the pearl strand necklace, which lay smoothly against the exposed neckline of the dress and the pearl earring. 

***

Taking my hand, Betty led us to the elevator to the top floor restaurant. The host led us to our table overlooking the Bay. Betty asked me what my choice would be. Betty ordered a Brandy Alexander while I had Bailey’s on the rocks. The waiter approached our table carrying two more drinks. “Compliments from the two gentleman at the bar.” 

Betty waved and I smiled to thank them. The men came over to our table and introduced themselves. They were in town for a sales meeting starting in the morning. Betty introducing us to the men saying, “My name is Betty and this is my girlfriend, Lynn.” We talked awhile before being asked to join them for cocktails and take in a few nightspots. 

Betty replied, “Thank you very much for your kind invitation but we have to leave tomorrow morning so, as much as we would like to join you, we must decline.” 

“That is understandable,” one of the men said to Betty. “Perhaps you might care to dance before leaving. May I have the pleasure of your company for a dance?” Betty replied in the affirmative. 

***

“Lynn, would you like to dance?” the other asked. 

“I am afraid I’m not a very good dancer,” I replied in a soft voice, “but I would be delighted to dance.” I noticed a big smile on his face as I was being led to the dance floor. 

I thought to myself, “Remember that you put your right hand in his hand and your left hand on his shoulders. Let him lead. Let him lead.” 

It was not long before I could relax and enjoy dancing around the room. He was a good dancer, making it easy for me to follow. I stayed on my toes while dancing. The band changed from a slow dance to swing. Following him the best I could, I felt a pleasant sensation as my skirts were whirling about my legs. 

Returning to the table, I thanked him for the dance and the drink. Betty appeared about that time. Thanking her partner, she said that we would have to leave soon so that we could pack for our return trip home. “I hope that both of you will enjoy your visit as much as we have." Bidding them goodnight, we finished our drinks, taking a last look at the moonlight over the waters of the bay. 

Back in our room, Betty was quick to ask, “Did you enjoy dancing? It appeared that you did not have trouble following. I am proud of the way you controlled yourself and did not panic. 

“Most important," she continued, “didn't the dress feel heavenly while dancing? I think you enjoy the feel of chiffon as much as I do. The dress is very becoming on you, darling. 

Now come over and I will help you take it off.” 
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Betty planted a long delicious kiss on my red lips. Returning her kiss, my hands reached slowly under her ample breasts. Then the tips of my fingers softly glided over the tips of her nipples until I could reach the hooks in the back of her dress, and I pulled the zipper all the way open. Simultaneously, we pulled the dresses completely off each other. 

In unison, we stepped out of our dresses. 

All of a sudden, Betty burst into laughter. “Our two gentleman friends are probably wishing that they could be doing this to us.” 

“You’re so right. If they only knew the truth, I wonder how impressed they would be,” 

I said, laughing. 

In the morning, we arose to see a bright, sunny day. After showering and putting on my white undies, including a panty girdle, I went about making up my face. Betty selected my street clothes for out trip home consisting of a yellow Peter Pan collared blouse, a dark brown, tight knee-length skirt and multicolored heels. She put the outfit on a hanger along with a dark tan suit jacket decorated with two bands of Indian art in pink, blue, red and orange on the front. 

Betty and I began packing our suitcases and hanging bags. As we finished, Betty got dressed in a pants suit while I put on my skirt and blouse, along with the pageboy wig. 

Finished, we went downstairs to partake of the Sunday brunch. Noticing my selection of fresh fruits, a sweet roll, bacon and fresh orange juice, it occurred to me that my eating habits had changed along with my clothing. I was eating, dressing and acting like a woman. 

Returning to our room, we touched up our makeup before calling the checkout desk. 

After paying for the incidentals we had put on the room charge, a bellboy took our luggage to a waiting cab for the short ride to the airport. 

***

At the airline desk, the clerk asked for our tickets and identification. She looked at me and then at Betty before smiling and saying, “I hope both you ladies have a pleasant flight. 

Did you enjoy our city?” Boarding the aircraft I noticed that the flight attendants were whispering among themselves and pointing in my direction. 

During the flight, the head attendant came over to our seat and asked quietly if I were a man in woman's clothing; she had heard a rumor from the ticket counter. Betty smiled at her question, replying, “Yes, Lynn is my husband. As punishment for his infidelity, he has been dressing in woman's clothing whenever he is not at work. In addition, he wears fine feminine lingerie to work. This punishment has been enforced for almost six months. I find that it has been very effective. Lynn has become very adapt at becoming female, don't you agree?” 

“Yes,” she answered, “if we had not been told by the desk, I would have never known that Lynn is not what she appears to be. Lynn, are you at ease in skirts and heels? You certainly appear to be; you look and act, a woman. I love your outfit.” 
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Later, the other attendants came by to admire the way I was dressed. I answered all their questions, even “Which bathroom do I use?” All the girls were very sweet and com-plimentary. 

I noticed that one of the attendants was quizzing Betty and taking notes. I asked Betty, 

“What was the big meeting all about?” 

***

“It seems the attendant, Judy, has been experiencing the same problem I had with you and Lynn. She was interested in the way I have punished you. She wanted to know what effects the punishment has had on you and myself. She was asking for suggestions on ways to handle her husband. 

“It appears he will soon be in dresses like you are. I also mentioned that our love life has taken a wonderful turn since you have been wearing lingerie and dresses. I also told her of the wonderful times we have experienced as girlfriends, particularly this weekend." 

At home, during dinner, I brought up the subject of this weekend, “Betty, it was a wonderful weekend. Probably the best that we have experienced in a long time. I have been thinking about what you said on the plane today. You are right, since my punishment began, we have been closer to each other, more than when we were first married. Our sex life has been better. I certainly enjoy being your ‘girlfriend’. I even began to enjoy wearing pretty dresses and undies. Walking in heels is a lot more comfortable than wearing heavy male shoes. I believe that you find me more attractive as Lynn than Charlie, and that helps me enjoy being Lynn. ” 

***

“Well,” Betty replied, “I’m somewhat surprised by your statement. Yes, I am much more attracted to you as Lynn, you have amazed me by the way you have adapted to your new role. It is certainly understandable why you would prefer wearing pretty clothing to the dull men's wear, but you wear dresses so well, you just look like a natural female. 

While you still have many months before finishing your punishment, I hope that we both can continue to enjoy the new you.” 

I took Betty's hand in mine and gave it a big squeeze as well as planting a kiss on her lips. She returned my affection by putting her hand under my skirt, squeezing my thigh. 

***

The morning came too fast. I awoke and started the removal of the makeup and nail polish before entering the shower. Today, I wore the white bra with matching panties over a pair of high-cut panties, with a white garter belt, dark smoke nylons and a white camisole. Sitting at the vanity, I applied moisturizer and took some time to brush my hair, which had grown quite a bit since my last haircut. While it was tempting to apply light Page - 46
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cosmetics, knowing I was going to the office, I decided against the thought but did spray a little Red Door perfume behind my ear lobes. I put on the grey woman's slacks, along with a blue oxford shirt and tie, and then I slipped on my shoes and went to the kitchen. Betty noticed the perfume and said, “That is a nice touch. You smell delightful.” 

Returning from the office, I headed to the vanity to complete my changeover. After adding the pageboy wig and jewelry, I was ready to start dinner and the week’s laundry. 

By the time Betty arrived, I had set the table, with five minutes to spare before serving our dinner. 

During the dinner, Betty announced, “We have been invited to a Christmas party at one of my client's homes in three weeks. She owns a medium-sized travel agency. Also, our office is having a New Year's Eve dinner dance for the employees and travel agents. I think it would be nice to go to both events. You may wear the red satin ball gown I wore for Halloween. I believe it would fit you nicely. For New Year's, you should wear the long black satin skirt and the beautiful white nylon evening blouse that you wore to dinner that night.” 

***

“But…” I started to say before

Betty cut me off. 

“There are NO buts. We are go-

ing and you will be properly dressed

as a lady. You have no choice as I

have accepted both invitations. 

“Since you have some doubts

about appearing dressed in public at

these functions, let me remind you of

your pledge to me. I am holding you

to your promise.” 

While I was thrilled with the idea

of wearing a fancy evening gown, I

thought that I should put up some

resistance for the sake of my man-

hood. I replied, “Yes dear, you are

right. I will go along with your de-

sires and I promise I will try to enjoy

the parties.” 

“Good, I’m glad you are taking a

positive approach,” Betty continued. 

“I also thought in two weeks we

might have a small buffet dinner

here at the house for some friends

and coworkers. I would like you to
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be the maid that evening and help with the drinks and food. Would you do this favor for me? I will not divulge your secret.” 

“It will be my pleasure, Madame,” I replied. 

***

Tuesday evening, I went directly from work for my session with the electrolysis before meeting Betty for dinner. The rest of the week went without incident. Betty and I planned the menu for our party and obtained the necessary liquid refreshments. 

Saturday morning found me in the pink maid's uniform, wearing the pink heels. First up was grocery shopping and stopping at the dry cleaners. This was followed by a brief but thorough cleaning of the den before getting out the Christmas tree, stringing the lights and putting up the decorations. Betty prepared a light dinner while I continued with the decorations. Finally, about nine-thirty, I was ready to put the angel on the tree. 

Betty always came in for the crowning of the tree. After turning on the tree lights, climbing the ladder and setting the angel in place, I heard a long whistle. It came from Betty who was keenly observing everything; she could see under my dress and slip. “You certainly have lovely legs and pretty panties,” she exclaimed, “I never realized what beautiful legs you have, Lynn.” 

Sitting by the fireplace with only the tree lights on, we sipped our wine while Betty ex-plored my nylon-covered legs. Soon we were on the floor embracing each other. Betty lifted my skirt and lowering her slacks as we made passionate love. This was the first time we had ever made love outside a bedroom. 

***

During the week, I finished with the Christmas decorations, cleaned the house and did the remaining shopping. Saturday morning, Betty and I had appointments at the beauty parlor. She had her hair done as well as her nails. I had my hair cut in a girlish mode but not too extreme as I had to work during the week. My cut was a trim really. After receiving a manicure, I went to one of the rooms in the back for a waxing of my entire body. Returning home, both Betty and I cooked and arranged the table for the buffet and party. 

While I was busy in the kitchen with last minute preparations, Betty took her shower. 

Coming into the room as she had finished drying, I applied the moisturizer and lotion over her body. Betty stopped, me saying, “You had better take your shower. If this continues, we may be late for the party.” 

When I finished my shower, Betty applied lotion to my body. After shaving very closely (although there was little beard growth), I took the moisturizer and rubbed it into my face and neck. I stepped into a pair of black lace panties then I put on the black strapless bra with the waist cincher before pulling up the silky black nylons. 

Betty was watching intently while I stepped into the white ruffled panties. Going to the vanity, Betty took over with my makeup as she had done at Halloween. While the makeup Page - 48
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was in good taste, it was slightly heavy but it set off my eyes and full red ruby lips, matching the polish I was wearing. 

***

Betty assisted as I pulled the black French maid's uniform into place by hooking the snaps and pulling the zipper tightly closed. Holding out the petticoats while I stepped into them, Betty pulled the petticoats under the skirt of the dress that now stuck straight out from my legs. She took the pageboy wig off the stand, fastening it to my head before brushing the wig into place. I then attached the diamond pendant chain necklace with plain white gold earring before

adding two small white gold

bracelets on my left arm. 

Betty pinned the cap on my

head before spraying perfume on

my earlobes, wrists, and the nape

of the neck as well as into the bod-

ice of my dress where the cups of

the bra holding my falsies in place

came together. She then asked me

to spread my legs a little so she

could spray perfume on my knee-

caps and on my inner thighs. I

turned around so that the short

lace-trimmed apron could be tied

with a large bow in the back. Put-

ting on the three-inch patent

leather heels, I was ready for the

evening. 

***

Betty had given me instruction

as to my duties for this evening. I

was to greet the guest, wishing

them “Happy Holidays” before

taking their coats and hanging

them in the guest closet. They

were to be told that cocktails

would be in the den and if they

wished for anything, to please ask

for “Lynn” and I would be glad to

accommodate them. 
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While the six couples were arriving, I was to serve the drinks or punch along with snacks. With a signal from Betty, I was to go into the kitchen and heat the food before placing it on the buffet table Betty had arranged earlier. There were notes saying where to place each item. I was then to see that the guests had a drink of their choice with their meal. When the guests finished, I was to serve drinks before cleaning the buffet table and clearing and soaking the dishes from the dinning table. When the guests were ready to leave, I was to assist with their coats. 

Betty finished her dressing while I went to the kitchen to prepare the drinks and snacks. She came down in a new blue cocktail dress, looking very beautiful. She thanked me for the compliment, saying, “My dear Lynn, you too are lovely tonight. I would kiss you right now but we better not mess up our lipstick.” 

Shortly, the first couple, a man who headed Betty's department and his wife, arrived at the door. As I opened the door, the guests were surprised at seeing a maid, much less one in a short skirt. I wished them “Happy Holidays,” while taking their coats. Others soon arrived, some of Betty's better customers and a woman who worked with Betty at the airlines and her date. Finally the doorbell rang, announcing the final couple. 

Upon opening the door to greet them, I could hardly speak. At the door was Lynn, my old girl friend, with her date. Gathering my wits about me, I gave them my welcoming speech. “Happy Holidays, please allow me to hang your coats. The party is in the den. 

Please go in. I will be there shortly to bring you a beverage. My name is Lynn, if you need anything else, please call on me.” 

I was a bit nervous but I managed to get the greeting out in as soft a voice as I could muster. 

***

“What a coincidence, my name is Lynn also.” About that time, Betty came to the door, introduced herself and took the couple by their hands into the den. I hung their coats in the closet. I could hear Betty saying, “I’m so glad you could be here tonight. My husband mentioned that you were a good client of his so I insisted he invite you to our party. Charlie has been required to perform some family duties and can’t be here at this time. Please enjoy yourself tonight.” 

Knowing Betty, she had arranged for Lynn to be the last one to arrive at the party so she could extract some more revenge for the hurt I brought upon her. Now it was up to me to not give Lynn any reason to recognize me. 

During cocktails, I could hear a guest asking where Betty found such household help. 

The men stole glances down my bosom whenever I bent over to serve them a drink as well as taking good looks whenever my skirt stood up, reveling my ruffled panties. 

Taking my clue from Betty, I returned to the kitchen and heated the entries, carrying them to the designated places on the buffet. 

When everything was ready, I went to Betty. “Madame, dinner is ready for you and your guests.” 
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“Thank you, Lynn,” she replied. “Please see that everyone has something to drink.” 

“Yes Madame, what would you like tonight?” I asked. 

***

The dinner went well. However, when I was serving the beverages, I noticed that Lynn was observing me very closely. I was trying not to give her any chance find out who the real me was. 

As the party came to an end and I was helping the guests with their coats, I was surprised as I started receiving tips from the men. One of them was a little tipsy from drink-ing too much but as I was helping him into his topcoat, his hand slipped a bill into the folds of my dress at the opening in my bra. He gave me a little pinch on my panty-covered butt with one hand while copping a feel of my breast with the other hand. 

Betty came over to me, planted a large kiss on my lips and took my panty-covered but-tocks in her hands, pulling me close to her. “I have been wanting to do this to you all evening as you are simply irresistible.” 

I told her about the man fondling me. I pulled out the hundred-dollar bill he had put in my bra. Betty and I both laughed. It seemed that I had received one hundred and seventy dollars total that night. 

***

Taking off our heels, we went into the den and had a glass of wine as we relaxed on the sofa. “It was a wonderful party thanks to you,” Betty purred. “Even though you got some tips, I still need to pay you for the wonderful job you have done.” Taking my hand she lead me to the bedroom. It was early in the morning before we fell asleep. 

Getting up very late, I put on my robe over the full pink butterfly nightgown, the pageboy wig and some lipstick before going to fix breakfast for both of us. Bringing the tray into the bedroom, I set it in front of Betty who had gotten up just a few minutes before. 

As was the custom on Sunday, I would wear the black standard maid's uniform. Betty took out slacks and a blouse, so she could help me clean up after our party. When we completed the job, we went into the den to relax for a while. I asked Betty, “Why did you invite Lynn and how did you get her address?” 

“I called your secretary. She had her name on file. I did not invite her to embarrass you but to see if she could see through your disguise. She asked about you while we were having cocktails but she did not recognize you. I believe you can pass for a woman anytime you wish. I’m so proud of the way you handle yourself when dressed. Change into a skirt and sweater and we will go to a movie and dinner. You certainly earned a treat for the wonderful job you did serving last night.” 
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***

Wednesday night, after coming home and changing, I poured two glasses of wine and waited for Betty's return. 

Betty entered the house and asked, “Lynn, why such a long face? Where is dinner?” 

“Betty, we need to talk about something awful that happened at the office today,” I replied, trying to hold back the tears. 

“Did someone find out that your wear feminine underwear beneath your clothes? Did they notice your side-zippered slacks?” she inquired. 

“No, worse than that,” I answered. “There’s going to be a general layoff at the office and at the manufacturing facility the end of the month. The owners have decided to cut about twenty-five percent of the work force.” 

“How does that involve you? Your work record is good and you have been with the company for about thirty years. You only have ten years left until retirement,” Betty said, looking into my eyes. “Tell me all about it.” 

***

“Not only is there to be a large layoff and downsizing, they have asked several people including me if we would consider early retirement,” I said. “I don’t believe I have much of a choice. They could lay me off or reduce my position. They seem to know that we have very little choice in the matter. 

“The company is offering to pay me a ten-thousand dollar bonus as well as give me three weeks vacation and let me draw from our retirement fund. Retirement will pay only half of my current salary, but the company will pay an additional two hundred dollars a month for three years to help. Also, they will continue to pay our hospitalization premium through age sixty-five." 

“It sounds as if the company is forcing you into early retirement,” she said after reviewing the facts. 

“I would not be content to stay home all day,” I replied." I would need some sort of work as well as additional income to supplement. What do you think we should do?" 

Betty gave me a big smile and said, “Let's order Chinese and we can discuss the op-tions over dinner.” She went to the phone and ordered take-out. In the meantime, I filled our glasses with more wine. 

During the evening, Betty said that she would look contact some of her clients to see if they could use my services. Retiring for bed, I began to feel better. Maybe the world would not come down on my shoulders. By morning, I knew that I would be accepting the company's offer. 
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***

In the morning, I went into the boss's office and told him that I would take the early retirement package. He was pleased and said that Friday would be my last regular workday. 

“I trust that you will have a nice holiday and enjoy yourself at some parties,” he said. 

“Yes, Betty and I have been invited to several parties which we will certainly enjoy. 

Thanks to your generosity, we will have some new outfits,” I said as I left. Little did he know what I meant. 

Saturday morning, I did some light housework and went to the department store to buy Christmas gifts for Betty and to purchase some Hanes Silk Reflection sheer panty hose for myself. It was fun shopping by myself. I was feeling very confident in my feminine role. After deciding on a new velveteen robe and slippers for Betty at the lingerie department, I went to the jewelry department to look for diamond earrings for Betty's pierced ears. The clerk showed me several pairs of clip-ons rather than posted rings, saying, “My dear, your ears are not pierced, therefore you will not be able to wear these.” 

“I understand,” I replied while smiling at her. “These are for my wife whose ears are pierced.” The clerk gave me a funny look. 

I selected a pair of 3/4-carat earrings. Taking my packages to gift wrapping, I left her talking to herself. 

When I returned from shopping, Betty told me she had made arrangements at the beauty salon for later in the afternoon. She was to have her hair washed and set as well as getting a manicure. She had scheduled me for a facial, styling and a manicure. 

Betty suggested, “Lynn, just wear you white undies and a simple dress to the salon. 

Just put on the lipstick I have laid out for you. You will need to take it with you to the shop.” 

Entering the salon, I was greeted by my feminine name. Betty and I went to separate chairs to have our treatments. The beautician polished my nails a bright cherry red, finishing them off with a clear glossy coat before starting to apply the evening makeup. 

She spent over thirty minutes with me before she was satisfied with the final results. 

The reflection looking back at me from the mirror was almost a total stranger. I had never looked so utterly beautiful as I did at that moment. Another operator took me to her chair and started styling the fancy auburn wig with an upswept style, working it in with my natural hair. Betty who had just finished with her hair styling came over. 

“You girls have really done wonders tonight for my husband. He should be the queen of the ball tonight. I will bring in some pictures of him in his red ball gown.” 

The employees of the salon gathered around, anxious to see me. They all wished us a Merry Christmas. Betty and I thanked the girls as we left the store. Our operators thanked Betty for the generous tip. Betty replied, “No, thank you girls for such a wonderful job. 

Lynn looks perfect tonight.” 
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Betty, driving us home, started singing a Christmas carol. Once inside the house, Betty said, “Lynn, you better go to the toilet before you change. I will lay out your undies for tonight.” 

After doing as she suggested, I came back into the bedroom and stripped down to my white panties and the falsies that were secured to my chest. 

***

Betty took out a box of body powder and, using the puff, spread powder from my shoulders down to the tips of my toes. She worked the powder until there was no shine and the powder had been absorbed by the body. She also checked to make sure that there were no hairs remaining. 

Betty handed me a pair of black high-cut panties, which I pulled into place, then I put on a pair of lace-trimmed regular black panties over the first pair. Betty held out a long strapless black bra, which was combined with a waist cincher. After positioning the bra over the falsies, she closed all the hooks on the garment. 

I opened the package of sheer nude pantyhose I had purchased in the morning. I slowly and carefully adjusted the pantyhose on my legs, bringing the waistband into position. Next, Betty gave me a black panty girdle, which slid easily over the pantyhose and closed tightly on my already compressed waist. 

She started spraying White Diamond perfume at my ankles, kneecaps, inner thighs, and my bust line between the bra cups, both shoulders, wrists and behind each ear. “Not only will you be the prettiest girl at the party but the best smelling one as well,” she said as she finished. Betty took out her camera, taking several pictures. 

Taking the long floor length white petticoats off the hanger, Betty held them so that I could step into them. Once they were pulled into place, I sat on the edge of the bed and slipped the black heels on my feet. “I suggest that you practice walking in the heels and long skirt while I finish dressing,” she suggested. Betty put on a black bra, panties, slip and pantyhose before going to the vanity to do her makeup. Returning to the bedroom, she put on a black short length cocktail dress and black high heels, finishing with a pearl necklace and earrings. 

***

“It’s time for your gown,” she said while walking to her closet and pulling out the same lovely evening dress she had worn on Halloween. Betty held the gown. I took off the heels before stepping into it. Once I was in, Betty began pulling the gown up until the bod-ice was across my bra. Closing the back hooks at the top, she secured the back zipper. The gorgeous gown fit very tightly across the chest. I felt heavenly as my chest held the dress in place. Betty explained, “We better use several safety pins to connect the inside of your gown to your bra for safety.” 
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With the pins were in place, Betty fastened the rhinestone necklace around my neck. 

The necklace filled a large part of my exposed chest. Next came the long heavy earrings, which she clipped, to my lobes. My hairstyle had anticipated these lovely earrings, letting them show. As I sat on the edge of the bed, raising my skirts, Betty slipped my heels back on before assisting me to get up from the bed. 

***

“You really are beautiful tonight. Shall we go to the den so I can take more pictures of you in this outfit? Maybe we will get a picture we can enlarge and have framed to remember this wonderful occasion,” she commented. Finally, Betty gave me a black beaded purse containing a tube of lipstick, mascara and tissue along with a note saying, “I love you, Lynn”. 

She brought over the red satin cape, draping it across my shoulders and securing it with the rhinestone clip at the top. After I posed for another picture at the doorway, we walked to the car, prepared to have a wonderful evening together. 

Pulling into the driveway, Betty explained, “Our hostess tonight is Ruth. She owns a small, very successful travel agency. She is divorced with grown children who may or may not be here. I do not know if she has a boyfriend. I have told her about you and why you are wearing a dress tonight. She has no problems with that. She has promised not to tell anyone that you are my husband. As far as anyone knows, you are my girlfriend and lover. And that is the truth,” she laughed. 

“We are here to have a good time and enjoy the evening. Merry Christmas, darling.” 

Betty got out of the car and came over to help me out, at the same time offering me hints on how to handle a full-bodied skirt. 

Ruth, a middle aged woman, greeted us. “Welcome to our party, Betty. This must be Lynn. Let me take your wraps and I will introduce to my other guests.” 

As I took off the cape, Ruth's, eyes opened wide, said, “Lynn, you look absolutely stunning in that beautiful red ball gown. It is so in tune with the season and ultra feminine. 

Betty never told me that she had such an attractive woman living with her. I now know why she is so pleased with you. We must talk at length later. Come, let me introduce you to everyone.” 

***

Several other couples arrived shortly after we did and were introduced to everyone. 

While the drinks flowed freely, no one overindulged and the guests seemed to get along with each other. There were about twenty-five people in the house. Most of the guests were women; there were only eight men. 

The buffet was set up in the dining room area, an open area that ran into a very large living room where there was a baby grand piano. A young girl was playing Christmas music. Betty introduced me to several of the girls who worked for Ruth. We seemed to be Page - 55
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compatible and we talked about everything from travel and shopping to current events and school problems. After a few hours, we all gathered around the piano to sing Christmas carols. Since I believed my voice might give me away, I did all my singing in a whisper. 

After the group singing broke up, Ruth came over and asked if we could speak privately for a few minutes. Excusing myself, Ruth and I went into a small private office. She was watching me closely as I walked into the room. She sat down behind her desk and invited me to sit in one of the chairs. Choosing a small straight back chair, I smoothed the skirt of the ball gown and sat on the edge in my best ladylike manner. Ruth was watching every move that I made while we made small talk. 

***

Finally Ruth came to the point. “I have been observing you all evening and I wish to let you know that you have made a favorable impression on me. You look very feminine in both action and talk. You carry yourself very well in high heels. I would have to say that you look as if you have been in ball gowns many times. It is an art to be graceful in such a dress. I would guess that you look equally good in regular street clothes. If I did not know better, I would assume that you were 100 percent female. 

“Betty has informed me that you have taken early retirement from your present position and you are considering a part-time job. Is that true?” 

“Yes, I need some money and something to do with my time,” I continued. “It would be nice to stay at home for a few days, but after that, I need to be active.” 

“Good. I have a proposition for you. I would like you to work for my agency on a part-time basis, maybe thirty hours per week. The pay would not be great until I teach you how to schedule and run our software for business and casual travel reservations. After that, you would earn a salary and a commission. There would not be hospitalization but there are opportunities for free travel and rooms.” 

***

“Your offer sounds very interesting and I would like to discuss this with Betty before I decide. You may know that as a punishment, I must wear feminine undergarments as well as woman's slacks to work for at least nine more months. What will the other employees think?” I asked. 

“Our staff consists of six other girls and myself because the type of work we do lends itself to women. My idea is to hire you and still have all women at the office, if you get my meaning. Watching you tonight has shown me that there would not be a problem. If you look nearly as nice in a regular dress, you will fit in with our group very well. Since you are wearing mostly women's clothing to work now, altering your wardrobe slightly would be a simple change. I do hope you decide to join my agency as I know that we would both benefit.” 
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“Thank you again,” I said. “It’s nice to be asked and to know that you have confidence in my working ability. I will discuss this with Betty and call you soon.” 

“Thank you, my dear,” Ruth replied. “I have confidence in your work ability and also in your work ethics and your ability to deal with my customers and my employees as Lynn. I hope that you will be able to give me a positive reply soon.” Getting up from her chair, she came over and took me by the hand as we returned to the party. 

***

When the party was over, everyone said goodnight and wished each other Merry Christmas. Ruth came over to Betty and me as we were putting on our coats and capes. 

“Remember my dear, if you have any questions regarding my offer, call me at home. Betty has my number. It was a pleasure having you both here for the evening. We will have to do this again soon, perhaps just the three of us. Enjoy the rest of your evening,” Ruth said while giving Betty a wink and a hug. 

I told Betty of Ruth's offer and asked her opinion. Thinking for a minute before replying, she said, “I believe it’s a wonderful opportunity for you. It will fill your time. She has a very successful company. She must have been very impressed with you tonight to offer you a position. I know that between Ruth, and myself you will be taught very thoroughly. 

You are a quick learner and should not have any problems mastering the travel computer. 

You also have insight into corporate travel from your previous position. Your experience in the business world would be of great benefit in obtaining new corporate travel accounts.” 

“The job sounds wonderful. She said hours would be flexible and on a part-time basis. 

However, the problem is that the job requires me to dress as a woman in the office,” I explained. 

***

“So, what’s wrong? Except for a few items of clothing you are now dressing as a woman now anyway. When you come home, you dress entirely in woman's clothing. With this new job, when you come home, it will give you more time to relax,” Betty reasoned. 

“But what if someone found out that I’m a man wearing a dress? What would happen? 

What about the girls in the office?” I asked. 

“First off, tonight and our recent trip should convince you that you are very passable as a woman. Didn't you say that Ruth also thought that? If you worked somewhere else, you would be more noticeable in your female slacks, with the slight bulge under your shirt, wearing nylons instead of men's socks. I believe that in the long run, you will be very comfortable working for Ruth. Your secret is safe with her. What do you think?” Betty asked. 

“You’re right, tomorrow I will call her and accept her offer. I could start after the first of the year. New year, new job!” I exclaimed. 

“And a new  you,” Betty added with a big smile on her face. 
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***

Arriving at home, Betty came around to the passenger side door to assist me in exiting the car as I was having some difficulties handling the full skirt of the ball gown. Since it was rather late, we went directly to the bedroom. Hanging up the red satin cape, I asked Betty, “Would you please give me a hand with the hooks and zipper? I’m too tired to do it on my own.” 

***

As Betty was assisting me with removing the gown, I said, “I have never had such a wonderful experience. I did not know the power of a strapless gown. It was the first time for me to have bare shoulders. The gown felt wonderful at the top and across my ribs. I was surprised that I could feel the gown even with all the petticoats against my skin. 

When my bare arms were touching the waist or skirt of the gown, it sent chills down my back. 

“I noticed all the men were looking to see if they could get a peak down the dress. I believe that several of the women admired the dress as well. I loved hearing the rustle of the dress when walking. Even when I sat down, I was constantly reminded of the mass of skirts and the beauty of such a lovely garment." 

Taking off the petticoats, I went to Betty's closet and put them on a hanger. 

Returning to Betty, clad in heels and black undies, I helped her with her zipper. She stepped from her black cocktail dress. “Take off your girdle and come to bed,” Betty suggested. 

Immediately, Betty threw the blanket from the bed, revealing black satin sheets. Jump-ing into bed, I joined her. Soon, our hands were rooming over each other, caressing and fondling from head to toe. Finally, I had to beg Betty to stop. “I am too tired to go again,” I pleaded. 

Betty put her arms around me and said, “This has been a wonderful night. We will sleep late, my darling Lynn.” 

***

Sunday afternoon, we awoke to find several inches of snow on the ground. Betty handed me one of her velveteen robes and said," Put this on with your mules. Meet me in the kitchen." 

I went to the bathroom and sat at the vanity, trying to comb my wig so that I would not look tacky. After adding fresh lipstick, I went to the kitchen. Betty had prepared lunch for us. The topic of conversation was a recap of the previous evening. Betty wanted to make sure that I would accept the job Ruth had offered me. We became a little catty as we talked about the women who attended the party and what they wore. 
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We finished cleaning the kitchen in no time. In the bedroom, I took off my robe and starting to remove my undies when I felt Betty blowing lightly on my neck and in my ear. 

In an instant, I was on the bed with Betty lying on top of me. Our lips met with passion, giving rise to oral sex. Finishing, we decided to indulge in a short nap under the satin sheets. 

I awoke to see that it was close to five in the afternoon. Betty came into the bedroom, saying, “It’s about time you woke up, girl. Put on something comfortable tonight, perhaps your grey slacks and a light blue blouse. You only need light makeup. When you finish dressing, I would like you to build a fire. We can relax and enjoy a quiet evening at home.” 

***

Later, after listening to music and watching a movie, Betty suggested, “Let’s go for a walk; it’s stopped snowing. It’s a pleasant night. Here is a coat and scarf. I’ll take the house key.” 

Hand in hand, we walked the neighborhood as the streetlights reflected on the snow-covered ground. We walked for about an hour before returning. Thinking that it would be nice to have something warm to drink, I went to the kitchen and made hot chocolate. Adding cookies on a platter, I took both into the den. 

The day before Christmas was Tuesday. Betty said that she would cook a traditional Christmas dinner. She started late in the morning as I did the ironing. The house filled with sweet smells emitting from the kitchen as I built another fire. 

That night, I put on a deep Christmas red nightgown along with a pair of Betty's red panties. Fluffing my hair as much as I could, I finished by putting a red bow on the side. 

Sitting at the vanity, I applied the cherry lipstick matching the nail polish still was shining from Saturday afternoon. I choose the Red Door perfume, spraying it in all the right spots. 

Betty came to bed in her bright red pajamas; she was also wearing perfume. 

***

Christmas, slept until nine o'clock. After donning my red negligee and mules, I went to the bathroom, put on my pageboy wig, the red hair bow, lipstick, mascara and blush before going to fix breakfast. Betty joined me in the kitchen. “You certainly look Christmas-y like this morning.” 

Finishing our breakfast, Betty and I went into the den where we unwrapped our presents underneath the Christmas tree. It appeared that I would be receiving many more packages than I had brought for Betty. Normally we would exchange three presents each. 

The first package I opened contained a matching necklace and earring set in gold with white and black enamel lines. 

My second package was another set of costume jewelry in gold and pearl. Betty unwrapped the velveteen robe I had gotten her. She laughed as she kissed me. “What’s so funny?” I asked. 
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***

“Here,” she said while handing me a large box. Opening the package, I laughed as I saw that she had given me the identical robe. “Now we can be twins.” 

The robe had a matching pair of satin slippers with a very slight heel. Next came a larger box in very fancy paper. I was surprised as I unfolded a dark blue dress trimmed with dark red piping on the sleeves, neck and hem. Betty helped as I took out the bolero three-quarter sleeve matching blue jacket, piped in red. “This is beautiful,” I said, “but where will I wear it?” 

Betty replied, “I think it would be very nice to wear on your first day to work at the travel agency. I’m  so  glad you like it, I think the jacket will look very becoming on you.” 

Betty was very surprised at her final gift of diamond earrings. “They are  so  wonderful, I love them. How did you know that I have been thinking of buying something like this? I never thought I would ever have anything so nice and beautiful. Thank you, dear.” 

Opening the rest of my packages, I received a lady’s sports watch, two pairs of pale pink panties with a matching bra and slip lavishly trimmed in lace, several long-sleeved nylon blouses, one pink, the other white, and a pink skirt along with a matching pink sweater set. 

I picked up the trash and straightened the presents under the tree while Betty went into the kitchen to finish cooking the turkey breast. I volunteered to set the table for a formal dinner for two. Taking out one of the bottles of better wine from the pantry closet, I put it in the refrigerator to chill for dinner. 

Betty informed me that it would be about three hours before we ate. After making our bed, I did some dusting and cleaning in our bedroom and the dining room and den. Finishing with the cleaning, I set the Christmas centerpiece on the table along with candles. 

Then I set out our best china and silver on the table for the two of us. 

***

After my shower, I took the lotion and worked it over my entire body, rubbing the lotion into the pores of my skin. After taking the falsies and adhering them to my chest, I returned to our bedroom. Donning the new pink panties and bra, I put on the high-waisted regular girdle before pulling the beige nylons up my legs and securing them to the garter snaps. Next came the beautiful silk pink slip laden with lace, which I lifted over my head, bringing it down over the bosom. Sitting at the vanity, I proceeded to apply makeup to suit our fancy occasion. I wanted everything to be absolutely perfect. I took my good wig, combing it until it was styled before placing it on my head. 

In Betty's jewelry case, I found earrings with matching necklace and bracelet that would go nicely with the pink chiffon dress we bought in San Diego. I also found a small gold ankle bracelet, which I attached on my right ankle, over the hose. 

I took the petticoats from the closet and stepped into them before putting on the dress. 

The black three-inch heels were then slipped over my nyloned feet. Returning to the mir-Page - 60
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ror, I put on the necklace and earrings as well as the bracelet. Finally I took the Red Door perfume and sprayed myself on the spots Betty taught me. Finally, I was ready for dinner. 

Betty, upon seeing me enter the kitchen, exclaimed, “Oh Lynn, you look gorgeous. I love your dress. Are you wearing your new panties and bra? Lift your skirts so I can see. I notice that you have an ankle bracelet. Does it do anything for you?” 

“Yes,” I said, “this small bracelet puts pressure ever so lightly on my ankle so I am constantly aware that I’m wearing it. It makes me feel completely feminine. I never knew a piece of jewelry could create such a feeling. Yes, I am wearing my new undies. Thank you for buying them for me.” 

***

“You are welcome. Since you are dressed so nicely for this evening, I am going to change into something more festive. Dinner will be ready in about thirty minutes. If the bell goes off and I am not here, turn off the oven and take out the turkey breast, please,” 

she requested. 

The oven bell was ringing as Betty came into the kitchen. She was wearing a red wool suit with a deep red satin blouse and red heels along with a silver necklace, earrings and several red costume rings set in white gold. We took bowls of vegetables into the dining room before Betty brought in the turkey and wine. After a toast, we enjoyed a well-prepared and tasty dinner. 

Betty, offering to help me clean the kitchen, suggested, “Dear, put on an apron so you won’t spoil your lovely dress.” She took out a Christmas apron and slipped it over my arms and tying a large bow. I did the dishes as Betty put the food away. Completing the work, we went hand-in-hand into the den and sat on our love seat while enjoying television. Betty turned on the music and we danced for a while. Betty led as I followed, taking the girl's part. She thought it would be fun if we could tango, so she put on the music and taught me the basic steps. 

She insisted that I hold my skirt in one hand, swinging it freely to the music. As the skirt and petticoats swirled and brushed across my nylon-covered legs, I experienced a strange sensation, bringing me pleasure over my entire body. 

***

Passion overtook us. Soon her tongue was inching its way down my chest, finding the front of the pink panties covering my sex. She kissed and licked my maleness until I thought I was ready to burst. Betty backed off, giving me a slight breather before removing my slip. I was lying on the pillows in front of the fire in only a bra and panties. My legs were still surrounded by the petticoats. Betty started kissing me passionately. “You are a lovely, desirable woman, my pretty Lynn. What can I do to give you the pleasures you have given me?” 
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With that, I felt my bra being unfastened. Betty held one strap at a time as I took my arms out of them. Her hands were squeezing my falsies. My nipples were hardening. Finally, her hands dropped to my panties as I raised my hips so she could remove the pink covering. 

Betty moved on top of me; my manhood was disappearing inside of her. She was stoking my body as she rocked back and forth until I could no longer stand the tension. About the same time, I heard Betty moaning. I could no longer take any more. “Betty, Betty!” I screamed, “ I love you!” 

***

I nearly passed out from passion. Finally, both of us exhausted, we stopped, satisfied. 

“Merry Christmas. This has been the best time since we got married. I hope you enjoyed your holiday, Lynn.” 

“Merry Christmas to you, Betty. Yes, it has been a wonderful day. Thank you for the lovely presents. I know that I will enjoy them,” I said, “and you will enjoy seeing me wear them.” 

Morning came early though we tried to sleep late. Once breakfast was over, I got dressed for the day. Taking out a set of white undies including a slip, I did my makeup prior to putting on a sweater set and skirt. I took the pageboy wig off the stand and placed it on my head. I brushed the fibers until they were in place. After choosing the proper jewelry and slipping into the medium heels, I went to the kitchen to talk with Betty. 

“I have decided to accept the job at the travel agency. What do you think?” I asked. 

***

“Ruth runs a good agency and she has promised to keep your secret from the rest of her girls. The pay is not so important now, but later you’ll earn good commissions. I believe that you can handle the job with a little training. As far as working with the other girls, you will fit in very nicely, otherwise Ruth would not have asked you to work for her,” Betty offered. 

I called Ruth and accepted her offer. Ruth said, “I am glad you will be joining my staff. 

We look forward to having you. I’ll spend some time each day, teaching you the computer system we use. Can you start on the second of January? I will see you at nine in the morning. Have a pleasant holiday.” 

“Well, I have a job starting the day after New Year. I believe I’ll enjoy the work. Ruth told me that there’s a good chance of free travel. I think I will enjoy that benefit.” 

“ Good,” Betty said. “We must think about buying you some new clothes for your job. 

You will need several suits and a winter coat as well as a raincoat. The stores are going to be crowded today, but they’ll be having sales on the winter merchandise all week. Let’s plan on a day of shopping tomorrow. Let’s go to a movie tonight. In the meantime, you Page - 62
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have to do the laundry and housekeeping this afternoon. After I change, I will give you a hand with the tasks.” 

***

In the morning, Betty and I arose at our regular time, had breakfast, and then got dressed to go shopping. Betty suggested, “Lynn, wear a dress today. It will be easier for you to disrobe in the stores while trying on new outfits. You may wear my raincoat with the lining.” 

We put the finishing touches to our makeup before taking our coats and purses and leaving for the mall. As Betty had predicted, the stores were not very crowded. At the department store, we looked for dresses and suits that would be appropriate for work. Betty saw a rack of misses’ suits that were marked down 50% with an additional 20% off. Selecting several styles and colors, we went into the changing room. I chose a pantsuit. 

Betty said politely, “Lynn dear, you are not to wear pants, so we need to find the same suit with a skirt. You were smart to choose that color, as it is very becoming on you. I will look for the skirted version in your size. In the meantime, try on these blouses with the other suits.” 

Doing as she said, I took off my dress and donned a blouse before putting on the jacket and skirt. Going to the three-way mirror, I checked for fit and match. Out of six blouses we decided on three; two to go with one suit and another, which, along with a white blouse I had at home, could be worn with the second suit. Betty assisted my selection of several dresses of wool and Dacron blend, all with skirts that came slightly below my knees. 

***

Satisfied with our purchases, we walked over to the coat department and selected a long beige wool coat with a silk lining and an attachable plaid wool scarf. Betty chose a pink raincoat for me while I chose a light blue coat. “Pink is more fashionable and goes better with your coloring,” she advised. 

We then went downtown to the department store near my office where we purchased half-slips matching the “Honeymoon lingerie we got earlier in the year. Betty said, “Since you won’t be wearing pants and you already have the camisoles, all you need is a half-slip under your skirts.” We purchased five half-slips matching the five sets of lingerie at home. 

After shopping, we returned home. Putting my new clothes in my closet, I noticed that all my male shirts and jackets were gone. I asked Betty if she knew what had happened to them. She replied, “I put them with your other male clothing. You won’t need them now since everyone will accept you as a woman. Now put on the blue dress I gave you for Christmas. I would like you to wear that for your first day at work. We need to adjust the hem of the skirt. Please change your shoes to your blue heels. Come over to the light so I can pin the hem of the dress at the proper length.” 
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***

Once Betty was finished pinning the dress, she took it to the sewing machine. In a few minutes, the dress was hemmed and back in my closet while I changed back into the dress I wore to the mall. 

In the morning, Betty informed me that she had scheduled an electrolysis appointment this morning in place of my regular appointment. “Since it’s the holidays, I thought that you could have a daytime appointment this week.” Arriving at the office, I overheard Betty talking with the woman. “He’s going to be working full-time as a woman. I think you need to thin out his eyebrows to suit his new status.” 

The lady came into the room and checked for beard growth. She inserted the needle in several areas before telling Betty and myself, “His facial hair is well in control. You only need to make a monthly appointment now for his beard. Let me work on his brows for the rest of the appointment.” 

***

When she finished, I took a look in the mirror. My eyebrows were considerable thinner than before. I had to admit to myself that my brows were much more feminine, improving my appearance. 

Leaving the office, Betty informed me, “You are going to the beauty salon. We are going to see if we can have your hair cut in a feminine style you can manage. I hope your hair is long enough.” 

The salon operator removed the pageboy wig and closely examined my natural hair. 

She told Betty, “Yes, I believe we can style her hair in a soft bob that will look great.” 

“Fine,” Betty said to the operator. “Go ahead with the set and permanent. I will return in about an hour. Lynn is now in your capable hands.” 

Returning to the shop, Betty waited only a short time before I came out from the dryer. 

The operator removed the curlers and brushed my hair until I had a curly bob. Showing me how to brush the hair to maintain the style, she spoke. “I hope you are pleased with the results. It’s very easy to maintain, just follow my instructions.” 

Both Betty and I thanked the operator and I decided to give her a five-dollar tip for her services. The operator put my wig in a bag, and handed it to me while Betty was paid the cashier and made an appointment for herself for the following week. 

***

At bedtime, after putting on the nightgown, I went to the vanity. Looking in the mirror, I saw an attractive lady. My hair looked very feminine and I was glad that I did not need to rely on wigs all the time anymore. Deciding not to remove the makeup, I took out the lipstick and outlined my lips in bright red. I took the bottle of perfume and sprayed it be-Page - 64
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hind my ears and into the crevice of my false bosom. Entering the bed and turning the lights low, I waited for Betty to return from the bathroom. 

Taking one look at the female in her bed, she quickly got under the covers and pulled me over to her side. “I can not believe how wonderful you look with your natural hair. 

You also smell irresistible.” We enjoyed another night of matrimonial bliss. 

***

The next night, we arrived at the party, which was being held in a private room at a very nice restaurant. Betty pulled the car into the driveway. A young man opened my door and assisted me from the car. I felt wonderful being treated as a lady while wearing such a lovely mink coat. The coat was lined in silk, which I could feel through the sheer blouse. The fur kept out the chill from the winter air. Betty took my gloved hand in hers and escorted me into the restaurant’s private room. Taking off her coat, she then assisted me with mine before handing both wraps to the coat check girl. 

We entered the reception line where Betty introduced me to several executives of her firm; they were hosting the party. She went to the bar and returned with a glass of wine for each of us. While we were sipping our wine, several people from the airline office came over to greet Betty. She introduced me to all as “My close friend, Lynn”. Over the course of the evening I met many of her coworkers and a lot of the clients of the travel agency, including Ruth. 

***

Ruth came over with a mannish-looking girlfriend, saying, “Betty, you and Lynn look beautiful tonight. Lynn, I love that sheer blouse that you are wearing. It’s  so  becoming and feminine. Your choice of lingerie is exquisite. Do you or Betty select your undies?” 

Red-faced, I started to reply but Betty cut me off. “It’s a long story which I will tell you sometime, but we both had a hand in their selection,” she replied, laughing. 

“You both enjoy tonight’s activities and have a nice New Year’s Day. Lynn, I will see you on the Second. I’m looking forward to having you with us at the office,” Ruth de-clared. 

I told her I was looking forward to working for her, and then she excused herself, joining other friends on the floor. 

I asked Betty, ”What do you think of her friend? Is it a man or a woman?” 

Betty laughed. “You are getting to be much more observant as a woman. I don’t know but I’ll find out and let you know. I do know, though, that it would be impossible for anyone to determine your true identity tonight with how feminine you look.” 
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***

I began to wonder just how many people knew about me and the original reason I was dressed as I was. I have to admit, though that I fully enjoyed wearing the clothing I was forced into. 

Betty, interrupting my thoughts, said, ”Shall we find our places at the table for dinner?” She took my arm gently and led me to our table. As we were walking she whispered to me, ”When I introduce you to the ladies, just nod and smile. With the men, hold out your hand and lightly squeeze theirs. Do not shake like a man does with another man. Just be the woman you are,” she said. 

The band started playing and several couples left the table to dance. Betty and I went to the dance floor for a slow number. While we were dancing, several men asked to dance with them. After the dance, they escorted us back to our table. During the evening, we danced with other men; each time, I could feel Betty’s eyes on me. I must admit that dancing in high heels with a long full skirt sent wonderful new sensations though my body. 

As midnight neared, Betty and I danced together exclusively. For the first time in the evening, she pulled me close to her as we danced cheek to cheek. I felt her hair brushing against my cheek and I could smell her perfumed body next to mine. Betty must have had the same feeling as she said, “Darling, you smell divine. I love your perfume and I love the way you look, dress and act. The belt really accentuates your waistline. Perhaps our New Year’s resolution should be for the two of us to lose some weight and firm up our bodies.” 

***

The bandleader went to the microphone and counted down the time to midnight. Betty put her hands on my face, drawing our lips together and giving me a very passionate kiss. 

As our lips parted, she said, “Happy New Year, Lynn. May it be the beginning of another wonderful year as girlfriends and lovers.” 

I took Betty’s hand in mine, brought them to my breast while kissing her on the lips. I replied, “Betty, I look forward to being your girlfriend and lover as long as you will have me. My resolution for the New Year is to please you in any way you wish. If I am to be a woman, than I will be the best woman I can be for you.” 

After the party was over, we decided to take a short walk around the shopping center in which the restaurant was located. While there was a chill in the air, being enclosed in the mink coat kept me warm. A breeze blew under the skirt, causing a chill to my legs and making the petticoat rustle. We must have spent over thirty minutes walking, hand-in-hand, checking out the stores, admiring the dresses the mannequins displayed. We talked about color, styles and what accessories would look good with each outfit, like two girlfriends. 

Arriving at the car, Betty put her arms around me and passionately kissed me. 
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***

Arriving at home, Betty came around and helped me from the car. 

While I waited at the back door, Betty opened it for me. Evidently, because of my pronouncement about being the woman Betty wanted, she was treating me as a man would treat a lady. I took her extended hand as she assisted me up the stairs. Once inside, she helped me take off my coat and hung the fur in the hall closet. 

“Take off your heels and relax on the sofa while I get us a glass of wine. Our evening is not over yet!” she joked. “In fact the best is yet to come.” As Betty went for the wine, I put on a CD with soft romantic music. Taking off my heels, I sat on the sofa with my legs folded beneath the huge skirt and petticoat. Betty returned with the wine, took off her heels and sat next to me. 

***

Sipping our wine, we talked about the evening’s events and the people we had met. I was curious to know if anyone besides Ruth had recognized me. Betty laughed as she replied. “Several of the woman in my office who you were. They did not recognize you as my husband but they remembered you from the Halloween party. Several of my close friends were aware of your punishment and asked if that was you. They were all amazed that they could not detect one male trait in you. They promised not to reveal your secret to anyone. In fact, some of them mentioned to me that the next time their husbands step out of line, they would find themselves in dresses.” 

Betty noticed that I was getting a little fidgety. “What’s wrong?” she inquired. 

“I need to go to the ladies’ room,” I replied. “When you finish with your business, keep your girdle off. Put on your garter belt to hold your nylons in place,” she suggested, “and hurry back, dear.” 

Rushing to the bathroom, I struggled to open the zipper, finally releasing the hook before lowering my girdle to the floor. Taking down my panties, I sat down on the stool for relief. After washing my hands, I went to the dresser drawer and took out the white garter belt to my Honeymoon set. Adjusting the belt, I took the nylons off the girdle. Then I took each stocking and slipped them over my toes and pulled them into place before attaching them to the suspenders of the garter belt. I went to the vanity where I took out the lipstick to apply a fresh coat to my mouth. Then I sprayed fresh perfume behind my ears, on the wrists and put a dab on my neck. 

***

Returning to the den, I found that Betty had lowered the lights and started a fire in the fireplace. She motioned for me to sit beside her. As I put my head on her shoulder, she started caressing me, stroking my neck and back. Before long, her hands were under my Page - 67
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skirt, softly moving up and down my nylon-encased legs. The tips of her fingers ran along the inside of my calves all the way to the snaps holding the stockings in place. 

I could feel her hand climbing higher until she found the satin outline of the garter belt under my lace panties. She started gently rubbing her hands across my stomach. As I was becoming increasingly aroused, her hands pulled me sideways towards her so she could caress my panty-covered bottom. My lips found their way to her shoulders framed in the black cocktail dress. As passions heated up, I was able to unzip her dress, lowering it until her ample breasts were in view, popping out from her black push-up bra. My tongue and lips soon found their way to the lovely exposed mounds. The scent of her perfume ema-nating from the crevasse of her bosom brought pleasures I had never before experienced. 

***

Betty stood up while her hands pulled my body toward her. Helping me step out of the pile of clothing on the floor, she said, ”Stand there a minute, my darling Lynn,” as she unfastened her dress and let it drop to the floor. Sliding her shoulders from the straps of her slip, she let it glide down her body. 

“Do the same with your slip, my darling,” she said. Following her example, I lowered one strap, then the other. Then I pulled the slip down over my hips and let it drop to the floor. We both were standing in our panties, bra, garter belts and stockings. My undies were white; Betty’s black. 

We lay face-to-face on the sofa. Betty starting kissing and caressing my body until we were once again submitted to our passion. 

“Follow my lead and do to me as I do to you,” she whispered in my ear, and then she planted a French kiss on me. Her hands ran up and down my body, resting briefly in “certain areas” while her lips kissed mine. Responding to her instructions, I did the same to Betty. Soon I felt her fingers around my neck and the clasp of my necklace coming undone. 

I did the same to her. Next, she removed my earrings while I removed hers. She took off my watch, I took off hers. 

***

Soon her mouth reached my breasts and started sucking them while her hands rubbed my panty-covered crotch. Soon, our panties were down our legs. Betty climbed on top of me, grabbing my manhood and put it deep into the dark confines of her body. It was only a short while before we both reached climax. We held each other tightly, confessing our love to each other. 

It must have been close to four in the morning when we picked up our clothing. Finished, I took out my sexy red nightgown with red panties and went to the bathroom to clean up and dress for bed. After putting on fresh lipstick, I got under the covers only to find that Betty had put on her nightgown as well. Lying close to her, the sensation of our bodies touching each other started arousing me. I felt the weight of her breasts brushing against my falsies. Clinging to each other as our lips touched, we again became intimate. 
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“What a way to start the New Year,” Betty said smiling. “Good night, Lynn. I love you.” 

“I love you, Betty. Let’s make this the best year yet,” I said as I put my head on her shoulder. 

***

After waking together in the early afternoon, we enjoyed brunch while watching the tape of the New Year’s parade from California I recorded earlier. After showering and dressing, we worked around the house. Later in the day, Betty asked me what I planned on wearing for my first day of work at the travel agency. “Perhaps it would be nice if you dressed up for your first day on the job. Perhaps your new blue dress with the bolero jacket would be best. You can wear your red and white necklace and earrings along with your dark blue heels” she suggested. “You need to change your polish to a lighter shade. 

Why don’t you do that now?” 

Doing as she suggested, I removed the polish from my nails and applied two coats of a lighter after shaping my nails with an emery board. Betty suggested that we take in a movie. Betty offered me a choice between a love story and a war movie. I chose the love story. Betty gave me a quick kiss and a smile. Betty asked if I would like to drive. She suggested that I needed to learn to drive in heels and skirts. Getting behind the wheel for the first time in a long time, I needed to adjust the seat position. After several minutes behind the wheel, I was adjusting to driving while wearing heels. Betty causally mentioned, 

“Lynn, we must make arrangements to get you a driver’s license in your new name. I will see what needs to be done this coming week.” 

***

After the movie we decided to stop for a hamburger before going home. Betty said, ”I will take you to work tomorrow and pick you up at five-thirty. It’s getting late so we better get to bed. You need to wash and set your hair in the morning. I believe that you would look better with your own hair than a wig. We’ll save the wigs for special occasions.” 

Changing into a blue nightie, I removed my makeup and was ready for bed. Betty had put on her pajamas. Holding each other for a while, we kissed goodnight and fell asleep almost immediately. 

The alarm went off at six-thirty, waking us from a deep sleep. ”Wash your hair and put it into a turban wrap when you finish with your shower. I will prepare breakfast for us,” 

Betty said. Complying with her instructions, I finished my shower, and then joined Betty in the kitchen. After finishing eating, Betty and I went to the vanity where she took out a brush and hair dryer. Blowing my hair and bobbing the ends resulted in a girlish style. 

Once she finished, I put on my blue undies as well as a panty girdle and hose before applying my makeup. 
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As I was finishing, Betty came in and gave me an once-over before applying a little bit more mascara and shadow. Soon, it was nine o’clock and I was leaving the house in my new blue suit dress, heels and camel coat, along with a pair of dark brown kid gloves. 

***

“You look lovely today, Lynn,“ she said as we were leaving. “Today is a new adven-ture for you. I’m sure that you will do well and enjoy working as a woman. Let me give you a kiss for good luck,” she said as we pulled up to the travel agency. 

The agency office was very nice, with a reception area opening to a large room with four desks. There were three other offices: one large one which was Ruth’s and two others. 

In the rear was an area for ticketing, a restroom, a small eating area with a microwave and refrigerator along with table and chairs. The walls were painted a light pink. The floors were covered with a wine-colored carpet. Framed pictures of city skylines and cruise ships lined the walls. 

I was met by Ruth, holding out her hand, which I lightly took in mine. “Welcome to our agency,” she said. ”Let me introduce you to your fellow workers. Everyone, I want you to meet Lynn Brown. She will be working with us. Lynn is a close friend of Betty Brown, our airline representative. Lynn, this is Peggy, Joan, and Mary. You will be sharing an office with them. Rose is in charge of leisure travel while Shirley handles corporate travel.” 

“It is a pleasure to meet all of you,” I said, extending my hand to each of them. ”I look forward to working with you all.” 

***

“Let me explain our training schedule to you,” Ruth said. “Each morning for the first hour or so, Peggy and Mary will teach you our reservation system on the computer. How busy we are will determine the amount of time they can work with you. I will try to help you in the early afternoon along with Rose who will teach you all the aspects of leisure travel, foreign and domestic. 

“In the meantime, you will also be our Girl Friday which will entail running errands, delivering tickets and greeting our walk-in business. Now, please come to my office as we need to fill out employment forms.” 

I followed Ruth into her office. She closed the door and offered me a seat across from her desk. “I trust that our schedule

is all right with you.” 

Ruth continued, ”For the record, we will use your initials for the Social Security form. 

If someone asks what the ‘C’ stands for you, say Charlotte but you prefer being called Lynn. This way all your Federal and State records will be correct. 

“Once you become knowledgeable about the computer program and our business procedures, I will let you work the walk-in trade until we are sure that you are ready for cor-Page - 70
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porate travel. I hope that you will be able to help us increase our business in the future. 

Rose will handle your training now. Once you are ready, I will explain our commission schedules to you. Enough business talk now. I must compliment you on your outfit this morning. It looks lovely on you. You were absolutely stunning on New Years Eve. 

“I am sorry that we did not spend more time together that evening but I hope that we will become friends as well as business associates. Today being your first day on the job, it will be my pleasure to take you out for lunch. Now, let me take you to Rose and show you your desk.” 

“Thank you very much Ruth, I appreciate the opportunity to work for you and trust that I can live up to your expectations.” 

Peggy started teaching me the computer system, how to search for flights, airlines and fares. 

I took notes, asking questions as necessary. Being very aware of my voice, I tried to talk as softly as I could, recalling Betty’s instructions from when I started my punishment. All went well. Before we left for lunch, I overheard Peggy discussing my progress with Ruth. 

Nothing was mentioned about my true sex. 

During lunch, Ruth was surprised as I ordered a fruit salad and a glass of tea. She joked, “You must have made a New Year’s

resolution to lose weight. We girls must learn to watch our figure. In fact, we probably watch our figure more than men watch our figures,” she laughed. “You made a good impression on Peggy. 

***

“I purposely put you with her as she is not only very good on the computer but is a great judge of people. If anyone had suspected that you were not a female, it would have been Peggy. So it looks like I have a new girl in our office. What I admire about you is that you look, dress and act as a woman but you still maintain your male drive as it pertains to business. I am positive this combination will benefit both of us. After you have become proficient with leisure travel, I intend to have you specialize in corporate travel. Perhaps your first client can be your previous employer. Welcome to my firm.” 

“Thank you for the welcome,” I replied. “ I had no idea that I was to be under the mi-croscope, so to speak. I am pleased that Peggy is accepting me as Lynn. Thank you for a lovely lunch, it was very enjoyable.” 

I could understand why Ruth had a very profitable business. She knew how to utilize a person’s knowledge, ability and contacts. I realized that Ruth was a very shrewd and highly successful woman. 

In the afternoon, all went well. I had to run several errands for the office. It was nice to not be tied to a desk and meetings as I was at my old firm. I was able to assist clients, direct them to an agent, or for new customers, directing their calls as I had been instructed. 

Some clients came to the office to pick up their tickets and I was able to assist them. 
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***

Not long before closing time, Betty came into the office as I was taking care of a client. 

Betty winked at me as she left to go into Ruth’s office. 

When I finished with the client, I saw Ruth and Betty emerging from the office, laughing together. As I gathered my coat, Betty thanked Ruth for giving me a job. Ruth replied, 

“No Betty, thank  you  for giving me the opportunity to hire Lynn. I will see you later. Good night Lynn, I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

As Betty drove us to an Italian restaurant, she questioned me about my day. During dinner she said, ”As you might expect, Ruth was very pleased with you today. She believes you will do very well in the travel business. We were laughing about her date the other evening. It seems that Ruth won a bet on a football game from her boyfriend. The loser had to attend the party in the clothing of the opposite sex. I believe the idea was Ruth’s since she knows about our situation. I believe she would like to see her boyfriend as feminine as you, in dress and looks. 

“Next week they’ve invited us to join them for dinner. We’ll see what happens. He doesn’t have a clue that you are my husband.” 

At home, Betty suggested, ”Lynn, tomorrow you need to wear your wig. Tomorrow night we will wash, condition and set your hair. 

But tonight, we need to celebrate your new career. Let’s get ready for bed.” 

“I’ll be ready in a moment. I wish to freshen up my face before joining you in bed,” I said while taking my lavender satin and lace nightie from my dresser drawer along with a pair of lavender panties.” 

“Spoken like a true girl,” Betty replied. “Hurry up, Lynn.” 

The next morning found me humming as I prepared for work. As I left the house wearing the silk lined wool camel coat over my new rose-colored suit, I felt ten years younger and happy to be starting a new career. 

What had started as a punishment for a brief affair in order to appease my wife had now become a new lifestyle. I totally enjoy life in skirts and pretty lingerie. Betty is much happier than she has ever been. Instead of being a married couple growing older and apart, our sex life is better than ever. We are much happier as girl friends and lovers than we ever were as man and wife. 

THE END
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