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Second Life

By Lynn Brown

Recently I left my position as a salesman of office equipment like small computer systems, fax machines, phone systems and copiers. I was fortunate enough to make some money in the market, having invested in several good stocks such as Ericsson and Apple Computer when these stocks first came out on the exchange. I was lucky enough to get out of both several years ago, before the market dropped. Although I made my small fortune in real estate, buying 40 acres of farm land at $1000 per acre, then selling five years later to a developer, who was building a large mall, for three million dollars. I was very lucky indeed. After taxes, I was able to invest into an annuity which would pay $4000 per month. 

Since I was only thirty-three at the time, I figured that I would never have to work again. 

My wife, Bonnie, who I married shortly after high school, worked part time for her fa-ther who owned a chain of grocery stores. Since we do not have children, we have enjoyed our life together; we went on weekend trips whenever the mood struck us and could golf play and tennis whenever we liked especially since I had retired. Bonnie was also active in the local amateur theater, both as a board member and as a director or stage manager. 

Bonnie was just starting to direct an English mystery, “Clue,” set in the early twentieth century. She had been into rehearsal for almost two weeks when she came home one evening after rehearsal rather upset. I had just returned from the course after playing a round of golf followed by a friendly low stakes game of poker. Since Bonnie was going to practice and I would be out, we made separate arrangements that evening for dinner. 

I was watching television when Bonnie came home. Seeing the mood my wife was in, I mixed her a scotch and water while I poured myself Jamaican Rum and orange juice to relax. 

I listened as Bonnie told me of the problem she had this evening. It seems one of the actresses who had a small part had to resign, as her husband was being transferred that coming weekend. Because school was about to begin in a week, she and her husband decided Page - 3
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to move immediately. Bonnie needed a replacement for her part, a tall housemaid. After questioning Bonnie about why it would be so hard to replace a minor part, she told me that they had already ordered the costume which would fit a five foot nine inch woman. 

The only people she could think of to play the part were under five foot five. The maid was married to the butler who was six foot two; therefore, the part required a tall woman. 

While the maid only spoke a few lines, her part was critical to the entire show. 

After downing a second drink, I saw Bonnie’s eyes light up. Smiling at me she said, 

“Bob dear, I just had a wonderful idea. You could play the part of the English maid. You are almost five foot nine. When you were in high school, you were in several plays and you always had a female role. I remember that you were rather good. You could play the part of the maid!” 

“That was almost fifteen years ago. I went to an all-male high school and I was selected to play a girl as I was small and slender. I don’t think I could do it now.” 

“Nonsense, you are still slender. What do you weigh? About 145 pounds?” she replied with a glimmer of hope in solving her dilemma. “Why wouldn’t you want to play the role of the maid and help me solve my problem?” 

Replying to her question, I answered, “ You remembered correctly that took the girl’s role in several plays. Unfortunately, many of my classmates would also remember. I was teased about being a girl for five years after finishing high school. I do not wish to be remembered as the man playing the girl’s role in a play. If there was some other way where I would not be recognized, I would consider helping you.” 

“I appreciate your feelings and I understand. I used to be kidded that perhaps you dated me so you could wear my dresses. After several months, the girls stopped kidding me. So I understand where you are coming from. I will try to find someone else as a replacement,” Bonnie told me. We watched television until bedtime. 

That evening after making love to my wife, I was about to fall asleep. She sat up in the bed, announcing, “ I have a plan that would solve both our problems. If you do not wish to be recognized playing the part of the maid in my play, you could pretend that you are someone else trying out for the role. No one would know it was you.” 

“I do not understand how someone would not realize that I was playing the role of the English maid. I don’t see how I can help,” I replied. 

“Bob Crane does not have to apply for the role. Perhaps if Linda Cole took the role of the maid, then no one would know that the maid was indeed my husband. Have a good night’s sleep and we’ll discuss my idea in the morning” Bonnie told me as I was drifting off to sleep. 

At breakfast after I had showered and had my first cup of coffee to get the day going, Bonnie explained her plan in greater detail. “ Bob, you don’t want to play the girl’s role in my play. I need someone of your build to take over the role. If you came to rehearsal as Linda Cole, a friend of mine, then a girl would be assuming the role. No one except me would know the true identity of Linda Cole. You would be listed as Linda Cole in the program. If we practice at home this week, I am sure that you could be convincing as a woman and would pass as Linda. Would you be willing to help me out? It means a great deal to me, dear!” 
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Thinking it over for a minute, I finally told her, “ I will become Linda under one condition. We will practice here at home. I will give it a week. If at the end of the week, either you or I think that I would be recognized as a man wearing a dress, then the deal is off. I do not wish to expose myself to ridicule as I was in high school. No one can even think that I am in your play. If anyone would or could recognize me, I can not be in your play.” 

“Fair enough,” she answered, smiling as if the world had been lifted off her shoulders. 

“Cooperate with me fully and do as I suggest and ask. If at the end of a week, you are not convinced that you can become Linda Cole without anyone recognizing you and you feel uncomfortable in the role, then I will find another way to resolve my problem. Since there are only a few lines to learn, you will only have to study your stage directions which we can practice at home during the day. 

“I think the best way to start is to have you be Linda Cole, starting now for the rest of the week,” she told me. “ You just had your shower, so I think that we should try to prepare you for your role as Linda. Lets go to our bedroom. I believe I have some clothing that will fit you for the present. Strip down to your shorts and come into the bathroom.” 

Following Bonnie’s orders, I went into the bathroom wearing only my boxer shorts. In a few minutes, I was standing in the tub as Bonnie applied Nair over my entire body. I waited for ten minutes, letting the chemical react to my body hairs. Bonnie turned on the water, taking a cloth to rinse the lotion off my skin. At the same time, I lost the hair from my arms, legs, chest and back as well as the hair on my hands and feet. Stepping from the shower, Bonnie took a large towel, patted me dry, then applied body lotion, rubbing it into my skin. Once the lotion was applied, Bonnie took out a pink safety razor and shaving cream. Spreading the cream under my arms, she shaved the hair from my armpits. Handing me her deodorant, I applied it under my arms. Wrapped in the towel, I followed my wife into the bedroom. 

Going to her dresser drawer, Bonnie took out a pair of white lace-trimmed panties, giving them to me wear. Stepping into the panties, I suddenly became aroused at the feeling of the nylon panties against my manhood. “My, my, that will never do,” she laughed. Going into her dresser drawer, she found a small little panty brief. I pulled the tight brief up until the waistband was around my belly button. The front satin panel was holding my erection tightly against my tummy. “That is much better,” she said, “Isn’t it amazing how such a tiny garment can hold things in place? Now. slide your arms through the brassiere while I close the hooks in the back.” 

I slid my arms through the white heavily laced satin-covered underwire brassiere. After Bonnie closed the three hooks in the back, she took two pairs of my socks, rolling them up and putting a pair into each bra cup. Then she adjusted the length of the shoulder straps. Retrieving a white lacy embroidered waist cincher, she put it around my waist, snapping all the hooks into the eyelets. I had to hold in my stomach as she fastened it closed. My waist had been reduced two inches by the cincher. 

Bonnie rolled a long tan nylon stocking up my left hairless leg, then bending down, she fastened the top of the stocking to the two garter snaps suspended from the cinch, one in front and the other on the side. Once the first stocking was taut, she rolled the second stocking up my right leg before securing the top of the hose into the garter snaps. She then adjusted the length of the four suspenders holding my stockings. Bonnie held a white Page - 5
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knee-length slip for me to put over my head, sliding the slip down so the lace bodice rested over the padded bra. The slip clung to my body from the bodice to the three layers of white lace at the hem of the slip. Bonnie took her hands and pressed out the wrinkles from the slip. 

Taking me by the hand, we went to her dressing table. I was seated with my back to the mirror as Bonnie applying her makeup to my face as she started with a cleanser, before applying a moisturizer into my pores with smoothing strokes of her fingertips. Taking a small cotton pad, she took off the excess moisturizer. Then she applied a foundation, using a small triangular sponge and working the cream on my face. Following the foundation, she applied a light liquid makeup, spreading it with the sponge. Starting with my eyebrows, she used a pencil, giving them depth, then used a black liner for both upper and lower lids. Deciding on green eye shadow, she applied the color using a small tip brush, putting both dark green and a lighter green shadow on the upper portions of my eyelids. 

After taking a sable haired brush to apply the blush, she outlined my lips with a colored pencil before filling in the outline with a crimson red lipstick. 

As I sat, Bonnie went to her closet returning with her good long hair wig. Placing the wig on my head, she pinned it into my own hair with several bobby pins before brushing the wig into a style which enhanced my femininity. Once she was finished, she reached for her perfume bottle, then sprayed me in several areas, including between the protruding mounds under the slip. 

Having me turn towards the mirror, I was amazed at the reflection starting back at me. 

I did not recognize the woman in the mirror. “ Surely, no one would even think looking at you, that you are Bob Crane, much less a man dressed in woman’s lingerie. You are beautiful. You look like a Linda should!” my wife exclaimed. 

“Now, let’s finish getting you dressed. Here is a pink short sleeve Dacron and cotton blouse. Remember that the blouse buttons to the left. Put on this red Dacron skirt, the zipper goes to the left.” 

I struggled pulling the skirt into place as it was tight, not around the waist but I was forced to keep my legs together as there was little room in the tube portion of the skirt. The tight hem lay at the tops of my knees. The hem was so tight I could not see the lace hem of the slip. While I was standing, Bonnie slipped on a pair of red three-inch spike heels on my feet. While I had worn heels during the play in high school, it had been fifteen years since I last wore stilts like these. 

Bonnie, taking hold of my arm trying to steady me, said, “Let me guide you while you walk around the room several times until you get accustomed to wearing heels. I know these are slightly small for you, but I will buy you a pair this afternoon that should fit better. Now walk around the room on your own.” 

When I could balance myself, Bonnie had me return to the dressing table, telling me, 

“Smooth your skirt under you as you sit at the stool. The skirt is tight enough to make you keep your legs together in a feminine style. I think I still have a pair of clip-on earrings somewhere in my jewelry case. Yes, here they are, along with the matching necklace.” 

Bonnie clipped the long pendant gold earrings on each lobe, then fastened the necklace under the collar of the pink blouse with red rose buds. 
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Looking into the mirror, I was astounded at how feminine I did look. My legs were shapely, poised in the three-inch heels. I had feminine curves on top as well as in the waist. The skirt was tight and did a good job of clinging to my derriere. My face was pretty, framed by the long curls of the wig. Peeking out from the wig were the long pendent earrings. 

Looking me over, Bonnie said, “Bob, no, Linda, you are outstanding. I would never believe you were ever a man. You look so feminine. Before we start working on your completely becoming Linda, let me file and polish your nails.” 

Bonnie shaped my nails the best she could before putting on three coats of matching crimson polish. I sat at the vanity, allowing them to dry as Bonnie found our camera and camcorder. She told me, “ We will tape your lessons, then review so you can work on becoming 100% female. Since you don’t have to work, we’ll spend the entire week practicing for your role of Linda Cole.” Coming over to me, she kissed me lightly on the lips, saying, 

“ I do appreciate your help. I will work with you at home on the staging so if you DO decide to play the part, it will be easy for you to work into the role. The performance starts in four weeks.” 

Once the nails had dried, I went into our den and posed for some still pictures. I needed a glass of water to quench my thirst. Once I took a drink, I was surprised to see lipstick traces on the rim of the glass from my lips. Returning to the den, I practiced walking back and forth until I was accustomed to wearing heels as if I had done so my entire life. 

Once I had gotten use to walking in the high spiked heels, Bonnie showed me how to walk more like a woman, swinging my hips slightly, holding my hands and arms in a more ladylike position, as well as how to hold my hands while standing. Bonnie reminded me that my skirt was tight and she had chosen this particular one so I would have to walk with smaller steps. The skirt helped restrict my stride. She showed me to hold one arm with my other hand, as well as play with my necklace or hair while standing still. 

After a light lunch, we continued practicing my walk before she proceeded to teach me how to sit properly in a chair or on a sofa, as well as the proper way a lady would stand when arising from the chair or sofa. We practiced all afternoon until it was time for dinner. 

I help Bonnie prepare dinner, which I very seldom would do as Bob. It was strange hearing my heels clatter on the hardwood floor of the kitchen. When I would put too much weight on my heel as I walked, Bonnie would remind me to gracefully lift my foot, putting both the ball of my foot and my heel down together. 

After dinner, I cleaned the kitchen as Bonnie went shopping. I was watching television when she returned carrying several packages. Turning off the set, I took the packages that my wife handed me. The first was a pair of black three-inch spike heels in patent leather. I removed the red heels, then put on the new shoes. They fit perfectly. Bonnie had me walk around the room several times, seeing if the heels were comfortable. She noticed how I arose from the chair and complimented me on being feminine and remembering my lessons. The second package contained a weighted pair of falsies that looked like real breasts. 

Bonnie told me that she had an adhesive she would apply later in the evening. It would hold the falsies in position until she applied the solvent. There was a small jar of makeup to be used around the false breasts, covering the difference in skin tones so the breasts would appear to be natural. 
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***

We watched television until bedtime. Bonnie supervised as I took off my clothing. Still wearing my wig, make up and panties, I laid on the bed while my wife pressed the adhesive falsies into place on my chest. As I sat up, I could feel the weight of the breasts jutting from my chest. Going to her dresser drawer, she took out a long pink full-length nightgown and handed it to me. 

I tried to protest, saying that I did not need to wear a nightgown, but she reminded me that I had promised to try being a girl for the entire week; that meant in the evenings as well. “ You will wear whatever I tell you during this week,” she reminded me. “ If you are to be Linda Cole, we have little time to perfect your role, so it is necessary to remind you to be feminine in dress and in thinking twenty-four hours a day. Put on the nightie.” 

I put the pink nightgown over my head, sliding it down over the attached falsies. The lace on the bodice was sticking out from my new glands, the square neck gown was held on my shoulder by two laced nylon straps. The bodice had several layers of white lace. 

The full pink skirt of the nightgown enveloped my ankles. As I pulled the nightie into place, I saw the flashbulb of our camera. Bonnie had me put the wig on the stand before supervising me as I removed the makeup from my face. She also had me moisturize my face before going to bed. 

Once in bed, Bonnie wrapped her arms around me, giving me a passionate kiss. Our nightgowns became entangled, adding to the excitement as we made love that night. The following morning, I found myself with my arms around my wife’s waist while one of her hands was resting on the top of my gown, squeezing the falsie; her other hand was resting on the pink gown at my butt. We again made love. It had been a long time since we had sex in the morning. 

After my shower, Bonnie gave me the feminine deodorant and handed me a fresh pair of white panties, matching the pair I had worn yesterday. I had trouble putting on the bra over the falsies. Laughing as she watched me struggling with the bra, she said, “ Watch how I put on my bra. Turn the bra so the hooks are in the front. Now fasten the hooks into the middle row of eyelets. Turn your bra around your chest until you have the cups in front of your breast. Now lift the cups over your boobs and help place them into the cups of your bra. Put your arms thru the straps. 

“Some women will put the cups across their boobs, then reach around, struggling to hook the eyelets. I find this a much easier way.” “Of course,” she kidded, “If you want, I will be happy to lift them into place for you, my dear.” 

After adjusting the bra around my new breasts, I could feel the weight of the falsies pulling on the bra’s shoulder straps. I struggled into the tight panty brief before hooking the waist cinch into place and rolling up my nylons. Bonnie was pleased as she watched me dressing in the feminine lingerie. Once the slip was on and I slipped the heels over my silky clad legs, Bonnie put my makeup on, explaining as she applied each cosmetic to my face. She informed me that this afternoon she would teach me how to do my own face as well as style my hair. Once finished with the makeup, I put on the skirt and blouse I had Page - 8
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worn the previous day. We had breakfast before reviewing the lessons I had learned. Bonnie expanded on my posture and use of hands. I walked and talked until she was satisfied. 

Taking a break, we both reviewed the tape from the camcorder as we played it over the television set. Bonnie pointed out not only the areas I needed to practice but my strong points as well. After a snack, we continued practicing my feminine deportment. During lunch, we sat in the den reviewing the film of my last efforts at learning to conduct myself as a lady. There were only two negative points that Bonnie suggested I needed to work on. 

To the vanity, I followed Bonnie. Sitting on the stool, I watched closely as she explained what she was doing and the reasoning behind each application. Cleaning my face with cold cream and then rinsing with soap and warm water, I started applying my own makeup under the careful eye of my wife. It took me a while as I had trouble with the eyeliner. Finally I finished. Bonnie took a picture with our Polaroid camera of the final results. 

After rinsing and cleaning my face again, we went to the den watching the tape of her instructions. Bonnie pointed out to me the mistakes I had made. 

Back again to the vanity, I reapplied the makeup while listening to the hints from my wife. Cleaning and rinsing, I applied makeup again, this time without comments from my wife until we had completed doing my face. Bonnie made several suggestions, showing me how to improve my looks. After three more attempts, Bonnie said that I had done an excellent job and we decided to call it a day. Again I helped with dinner and the cleaning. 

Going to bed that evening, I was given a long yellow nightgown with a lace bodice and a full skirt. I had trouble tucking all the skirt under me as I got into bed. Bonnie was laughing as I struggled before suggesting an easier way to get into bed while wearing a full-length nightie. 

Since I had hand-washed the panties and bra before going to bed, I had clean undies to put on in the morning. Bonnie gave me a pink nylon camisole decorated with red roses and pink ribbons throughout the garment. I was given a half-slip which matched the camisole. Again I put on the waist cinch and a clean pair of stockings, this time a midnight black silky sheer, along with my new heels. Sitting at the vanity, I did my face. Once I had completed, Bonnie made several minor suggestions, taking the eye shadow brush and blending the colors and extending the color to the edge of my eyes. She noticed that I had several long bushy eyebrows which she plucked using her tweezers. 

***

Once finished, I was given a blue nylon pleated blouse and a full dark blue Dacron polyester skirt. Bonnie told me that I had been walking very nicely while wearing the tight skirt but I needed to practice my stride while wearing a looser skirt. I finished dressing by wearing a different necklace and matching earrings. Bonnie had me spray her perfume on my neck, wrist, and behind my ears. She reminded me of the shorter stride I needed to take as we walked into the kitchen. 

We practiced the entire morning walking, sitting, standing and using my hands. I also was taught the proper way to pick up items and how to bend as a woman does. Again we Page - 9
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taped the lessons and reviewed before practicing again. Bonnie thought it was about time that I had experience walking in public. We drove to a shopping center. 

Getting out of the car, Bonnie suggested, “ Linda, we are going window shopping to practice being in public. You will not need to talk, as we still have to find your feminine voice. Try to relax and enjoy looking in the windows.” 

“But what if someone realizes that I am a man wearing ladies’ clothing?” I asked, afraid to be seen in public wearing a blouse and skirt, much less makeup and high-heeled shoes. 

“ If I thought that there would even be the slightest chance of that, we would never have come for a walk. You will never be mistaken for a man unless you do something fool-ish. The only reason we drove so far from home was to give you confidence because we would never run into anyone we know. Relax, we had a wonderful ride out here and it is a lovely cloudless sky. Let’s enjoy the day,” stated Bonnie. 

Once I could relax, I did enjoy walking and hearing my heels clicking on the brick and concrete while window-shopping. Bonnie did all the talking, suggesting several lovely dresses and undies I might wish to purchase should I continue in my role as Linda. Bonnie told me, when someone said something to us, I was just to smile at them. Bonnie would do all the talking. 

Time passed quickly. Returning to the car, I noticed by the clock in the dashboard that it was past five o’clock. We had been walking and window-shopping for over two hours. 

Bonnie complimented me as we entered the car. “Linda, you did extremely well today acting as a woman. You are a natural and an exceptional learner. No one noticed anything out of the ordinary. You looked and handled yourself as a woman. I was surprised as you took short strides while wearing a loose-fitting skirt. I am extremely proud of you.” 

I thanked Bonnie for her comments. Yes, I was enjoying myself, from being able to pass as a woman, having the breeze tickle my legs as it blew under my skirt and the smell of the wonderful perfume I was wearing. I enjoyed the return ride until Bonnie pulled into a restaurant parking lot. 

“Don’t be alarmed, my dear. You did so well today, I figured we both earned a treat tonight. Open your purse and touch up your makeup. Give me your comb and I will adjust your hair. No one noticed you were not a woman today and they will not notice tonight. I will order for the both of us so not to give your secret away. Remember, if in doubt, smile.” 

Bonnie was correct. Several men looked at us with lust in their eyes as we walked to our table but as Bonnie informed me, “That just proves how convincing you are as a woman.” Bonnie ordered our meal and when we were served, I remembered to give our waiter a big smile. Of course, having a glass of wine helped calm my nerves. To celebrate, Bonnie and I split a chocolate fudge layer cake with ice cream. 

Getting ready for bed, Bonnie handed me a short waltz-length pink nightie trimmed in white and pink lace and ribbons along with a large pink bow in the middle of my cleav-age. She insisted that I wear my makeup to bed that night after putting my wig on the stand. Before getting into bed, I sprayed myself liberally with perfume. We made passionate love as we had never had before. 
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***

In the morning, Bonnie handed me a different blouse, plain white nylon with small white flowers woven throughout the blouse, to wear with the dark skirt I had worn yesterday. After practicing and reviewing my walk and sitting, I helped Bonnie as she sorted the clothes to be washed. Since I was uncertain if I would take the part in the play, she was lending me her clothes which were a good fit but not perfect. We were running out of clothing for me to wear. She showed me how to separate the laundry and how to wash and then iron the blouses I had been wearing. 

In the afternoon, Bonnie began the hard task of teaching me to speak like a woman. We spent the entire afternoon talking and reading out loud, having me talk in a higher pitch, yet not a falsetto voice, so that I was not straining. Once I had learned to modulate my voice, she had me reading magazine articles to her out loud. Reviewing the tapes, we worked on improving my voice. Even into the evening, I practiced modulating until bedtime. The following day was a repeat with my practicing until I could master speaking softly and in a higher register. The last day, I was taught how to use inflections when speaking, as well as to use words considered feminine when I would describe an article of clothing or speak about a person. By the time I had finished, I was more aware of the differences between male and female patterns of speech. 

That last night of my trial living as a woman Bonnie suggested that we have the ulti-mate test before I decided if I would accept the role in her play. She suggested that we go out to dinner and then a movie as two girl friends. 

That evening after showering, I shaved both my legs and under my arms as well as giving my face a close shave. Bonnie gave me a pair of black lace panties and a matching bra. Seeing that I was aroused when fastening the bra in place, she found her long leg black panty girdle. Handing it to me, she watched as I struggled pulling the girdle into place. The black satin panel girdle fit very snug around my waist and legs. The high top came about eight inches above my waistline encasing me as it reduced my waist size two inches. To the garter snaps under the legs of the panty girdle, I attached the tops of a pair of sheer black nylon stockings. Then I slid the three-inch black heels on my feet. I had gotten used to the heels so I had no problems wearing them. Looking in the full-length mirror hanging on the bedroom door, I admired my shapely silky legs. Bonnie commented on my legs, saying, “You were born to wear stocking and heels. You look very fetching, my sweet.” 

After putting on the lacy hemmed and bodice black slip, I was ready to put on my makeup for the evening. Bonnie reminded me to use black eyeliner as we were going to a function rather that staying at home. She explained that there was a difference in how makeup was applied for various occasions. After finishing with the bright crimson lipstick, Bonnie pinned the wig in place and brushed the fibers until she was satisfied with the resulting curls, bangs and waves. She found a set of faux pearl clustered earrings and a single strand pearl necklace which she fastened around my neck. 

While Bonnie was doing her makeup, I was told to remove my polish, then repaint my nails using two coats of the bright red polish that complimented my lipstick. Bonnie came into our bedroom in her pink panties and bra with matching lace bodice slip. She had fin-Page - 11
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ished with her makeup. Going to her closet, she took out her good black chiffon dress with a deep ‘V’ neck and long sheer sleeves with huge cuffs that fastened with pearl buttons. 

She unzipped the back of the dress before handing the gown to me. Taking off my heels, I stepped into the dress, pulling it up over my full chest and putting my arms through the sleeves. The dress fit perfectly thanks to the strong girdle I was wearing. Bonnie zipped the back after hooking the single fastener. Going to the dressing table, Bonnie came back with her perfume, spraying me behind the ears, on the nape of the neck, my wrist, and into the valley of the bra I was wearing, before having me lift my skirt where she sprayed both knees. 

My wife finished getting ready by putting on her two-piece pink silk suit. The lapels of the jacket were lined with pink satin. The low rounded neckline showed the lacy slip she was wearing under the suit jacket. 

We told each other how pretty we were. I used my best feminine voice as I told her, 

“Dear, you really look beautiful tonight. The pink suit really looks perfectly lovely on you. 

You are very sexy this evening.” 

“Talk about sexy, you are lovely and the black dress is much sexier on you than when I wore it. You are a living doll, my sweet Linda. I have put the items you need for tonight in this evening purse. Tonight we should have a wonderful evening together. Look at yourself in the mirror before we go. There is NOT a single trace of Bob Crane visible. Linda Cole is a beautiful vibrant woman. Let’s enjoy our evening,” my wife spoke as she gath-ered her dressy pink satin evening purse. 

Bonnie had made reservations for us at a very intimate restaurant we often frequented. 

The lights were soft and dim. The sound system was playing soft orchestral music. Once we were seated, the waiter approached our table asking what we would like to drink. Bonnie replied, “ I would like to have a Rob-Roy. What would you like, Linda?” 

I was not surprised by Bonnie asking me the question. I knew that tonight was my graduation test to see how well I could act in public while dressed in female clothing. Using my best feminine voice, I said, “ I would love a Myers Jamaican Rum in a tall glass with freshly squeezed orange juice, please.” 

Once the waiter had left the table, Bonnie reached across, taking my painted fingers in hers. Giving my hand a squeeze, she said, “Linda, that was absolutely perfect. I am so proud of you tonight.” 

While we were sipping our drinks, a middle-aged couple approached our table. The man, who we both recognized as one of our neighbors, stopped to say hello to Bonnie. He introduced himself and his wife to Bonnie, who introduced me as Linda Cole, a close friend. The wife asked about Bonnie’s husband. Bonnie told her that Bob was out of town so she and her best friend were going to dinner and a play. As we all said our goodbyes, the wife gave me a lovely compliment. “It was a pleasure to meet you. Your outfit is very becoming, I wish that I had your lovely figure to wear such a dress!” 

“Thank you. It is very kind of you to say so,” I replied,giving her a big smile. I had noticed the husband was trying to look down into my dress as he stood between Bonnie and me. 
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When they left, Bonnie gave

my hand another squeeze as she

told me, “My dear, you may not

be aware of the catty compliment

you just received. What she

meant to say was, you were too

sexy and showed too much cleav-

age to her husband. She was very

envious of you and how nice you

looked. You handled her very

well by ignoring her mean com-

ment and smiling at her when

you replied. You are too sweet for

words.” 

As expected,I ordered my

own dinner without hesitation. 

During dinner,Bonnie made sure

that we had a continuing two-

way conversation. Since it was

relatively quite in the restaurant, 

if I happened to lapse into my

male voice, I would have given

myself away. We enjoyed dinner. 

When the check was presented, 

Bonnie paid the waiter,who said, 

“Thank you,ladies. It was a pleas-

ure serving two beautiful women

tonight. I hope you will enjoy the

rest of the evening.” As I thought

someone might have recognized

me, I was grateful no one did. 

Instead of going to the mov-

ies, we went to the symphony. 

We were fortunate to have two

seats in the middle of the theater. 

At intermission, Bonnie took my hand, leading me into the powder room. I was hesitant to follow her but she insisted, saying, “Just follow my lead. Make sure you sit on the toilet rather than stand. I noticed that during the week, you would sit when you needed to re-lieve yourself. I will meet you at the vanity table after you wash your hands.” 

Taking care of business, I washed my hands, then sat next to Bonnie, adding lipstick to my mouth. Then, following her lead, I took out the small compact, powdering my nose. As we left the very luxurious room, Bonnie told me, “Linda, you just past the hardest test this week. You walked into the ladies room full of women. You conducted yourself as one of them and everyone accepted you as a female. This should clear up any doubts as to your ability to assume the role of the maid in the play I am directing.” 

Page - 13

SECOND LIFE

BY LYNN BROWN

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

“You have convinced me. You win. I will be glad to play the role of the maid. Remember, no one is to know the true identity of Linda Cole. Agreed?” I asked. 

“You have a deal. Thank you so much, sweetheart. I would kiss you now but I think we will save that for later. Lets enjoy the rest of the music,” Bonnie replied. With a big smile on her face and a feeling of relief from the pressure trying to find a suitable replacement for the play, Bonnie led the way back to our seats. 

That evening at home, the two of us took off our evening clothes. After hanging up our dresses, Bonnie told me to remove my girdle and come to bed. Pulling back the spread from our bed, I noticed that we had new sheets, pink satin. The two of us laid between the sheets wearing our lovely undies during and after our intense lovemaking. I was extremely surprised as well as pleased when Bonnie became the aggressor in our lovemaking. 

We slept in the next morning until almost noon. It was Bonnie who brought up the subject of the play after we had showered together and were drying off. “Bob, dear, I am so happy that you have agreed to be in the play. However, what should we do about Bob and Linda? You will have to go the rehearsals as Linda but it might be quite confusing. 

When you were in high school, when did you start wearing dresses for your parts?” 

Thinking back, I replied, “I don’t think I wore a dress until the last two days of rehearsals. I do remember that we wore high heels sometime before. We were given ankle stockings and wore the heels. Why do you ask?” 

“We will have two weeks of rehearsals left, then three weeks of performances. The theater will be closed on Mondays, but we will have Saturday matinees. I was thinking that instead of changing every day, you might consider wearing feminine clothing the entire time. Besides, if you did change into Bob mode, I am afraid that you might switch voices at the wrong times. Then you would draw attention to yourself. If you remained as Linda the entire time, you would be more in control of yourself. We can say that Bob had family matters out of town that needed his attention. What do you think?” 

Considering Bonnie’s arguments, I decided, “You are probably correct. If I switched back and forth, I would be dressed as a man, but walk and talk as a girl. That would lead to trouble. I guess my name for the next five weeks is Linda Cole.” 

“I am glad you reached that decision. There is another problem which can easily be resolved. That is the question of wardrobe. I do not mind lending you some of my clothing but it would be better if you had your own lingerie and dresses. Let’s go shopping for you tomorrow. In the meantime, put on the tight red skirt and pink blouse. Since we need to cleanup the house today, just put on minimum makeup,” Bonnie told me. 

Monday morning, after shaving closely, I put on the white undies and slip before applying makeup for daytime wear. Bonnie oversaw my skills in applying my cosmetics. 

Wearing the dark full skirt and a white blouse that buttoned down the front, at Bonnie’s suggestion, we left the house in the late morning. 

The first stop was a small ladies boutique. We spent hours looking over the various types of panties and bras. Bonnie suggested that I buy a high-cut panty along with a matching pair of briefs so I would not have to wear a panty brief. This would allow my maleness to be secure while eliminating an embarrassing situation should I become Page - 14
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aroused. With each two sets of panties, I brought a matching bra. I was saved some embarrassment as Bonnie told me that I would require a size 5 panty and 36-B bras. We decided on five bras and ten pairs of panties. One set was pink, one peach, one was in black and two sets were white. Bonnie made sure that all my undies were full of lace and ribbons. 

Each bra also had a small silk bow sewn at the juncture of the bra cups. 

Bonnie told me that she would give me the two waist cinchers; therefore all I needed were three slips. The clerk showed us the rack of size 36 slips. Bonnie and I decided on two white slips, both lacy at the bodice and hems, one of which had pink ribbons entwined throughout the straps, bodice and hem. The other slip was the same design of the later except in pink. 

We then went to Stein Mart, finding two nightgowns. The first was a tight-fitting sleeveless red satin gown with a halter-top and plunging neckline, red ribbon and lace bodice. The skirt was tight down to the calves before flaring out into a small circle at the floor. The second nightie was a yellow nylon waltz length, square neck with five rows of deeper yellow lace with satin ribbons entwined. The full draped skirt contained several yards of material. The yellow gown had the short puffy sleeves with one row of ribbon and lace. Bonnie told me that since I could fit into her nighties, she would give me several of her gowns. 

At the sportswear department, I purchased a pair of gray slacks with a side zipper, A full multi-shaded red skirt of 100% cotton with cross patterns, and a conservative dark blue Dacron and wool skirt. To go with the slacks and skirts, we found six various style and colored blouses, ranging from a pleaded blouse to a long sleeved semi-dressy white blouse. 

Bonnie told me that I should have at least one dressy outfit to wear. There was an Anne Klein wool lined powdered pink suit in a three piece style. The knee-length skirt was straight with a back zipper. The light pink silk blouse had a draped scooped neck which sat perfectly under the jacket’s satin lapel. Fortunately the suit had been reduced 40% from the Stein Mart price, making the suit about 1/3 of the department store price. In their shoe department, we found a pair of three inch pink leather shoes in my size, 9A, and a pair of black low heels for everyday casual wear. 

To cap off our shopping tour, the last stop was a nail salon. Bonnie had made an appointment for both of us to receive a manicure, but I was also given a full set of nail exten-sions. Once the nails were set and the adhesive had dried, my nails received three coats of bright red polish along with a clear coat. Bonnie wanted me to have longer nails but she decided at the salon that I would be better off having medium-length nails. 

We stopped at a nearby restaurant, ordering a small salad with grilled chicken and water to drink. During dinner, Bonnie suggested, “In order to keep your girlish figure, we both should begin a diet and start exercising regularly. I, too, need to tone up my body and lose a few pounds.” 

I replied in my best feminine voice, “That is a wonderful idea. I need to firm up myself and I’m tired of being sluggish. I am glad you suggested the idea of exercising.” 

That evening after removing my male clothes from the dresser and putting them in the spare bedroom, I placed all my lingerie and outfits in the drawers and in my closet. Choos-Page - 15
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ing the new red satin nightie, I prepared for bed. That night, I experienced a new height in lovemaking as the sensuous garment enhanced my state of arousal. 

Tuesday morning, I put on a casual outfit, wearing the red skirt and pink Dacron pleated long sleeve blouse along with the pink heels. After doing my face, I chose a necklace and earrings from my wife’s jewelry box to complete my outfit. That afternoon, Bonnie and I went through the play, helping me catch up with the other cast members. She gave me the staging directions for the first two acts. I studied what few lines I had. In the first act, I only had to reply once and curtsey several times when given directions by the butler and the madam. 

Bonnie informed me that I actually would be playing two parts, both of them maids. 

She explained that I would be killed at the end of the first act, but I would then put on a different wig and play the other maid. It was up to me to play the roles differently so no one would realize that one person took both parts. Thus, she was challenging my acting ability. 

***

That evening I attended my first rehearsal. Bonnie introduced me to the other members of the cast and crew as a friend of the family, Linda Cole, a woman who had recently separated from her husband. She announced that I would be taking Irene’s parts, as she had left town. Everyone was kind and welcomed me to the play. Bonnie explained that I was kind enough to fill in at the last minute. 

For the next two weeks, I attended rehearsals, after practicing each morning on my real part of portraying a female. Each morning, Bonnie and Bob would walk the neighborhood then exercise in the spare room. Bob would then shower and become Linda for the remain-ing time. In fact, Bob was present only an hour a day and during that hour he had to hide his long fingernails when walking. Bonnie insisted that each morning I should moisturize my face, as well as working body lotion into my skin. While I shaved my face every day, I was to shave under my arms twice a week and shave my legs once a week. We used Nair on my arms, back, hands and chest, even through I was not all that hairy. 

At dress rehearsal, I received my first surprise. My first part was that of a French maid. 

I wore a long dark black pageboy wig. Using my own black waist cincher, I attached the long black silk stocking to the garter snaps. To the rehearsal, I wore my two pair of lacy black panties and matching bra under my feminine street clothes. Bonnie and the wardrobe mistress helped me into the short black dress with stiff white petticoats. The dress stood almost straight out from my waist and was about six inches above my knees. They handed me a white nylon ruffed pair of Rumba panties to complete the outfit. Standing tall in my three-inch black narrow spiked shoes with a long expanse of exposed black nylon covered legs, I felt quite feminine. The sailor neck collar to the bodice was trimmed in two layers of white lace. The short elastic-held sleeves which ballooned around my arms were also trimmed in multi layers of white lace. To complete the outfit was a short lacy or-gandy white apron tied in the back with a huge bow and a white cap pinned in my hair. 
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As I walked, I could hear the rustling of the petticoats against my nylon stocking. In my ears were small pearl cluster earrings and around my neck was a single strand of pearls lying on my exposed chest. The makeup person gave me a dark red lipstick and had me polish my nails the same color. 

I soon learned during that first dress rehearsal that when I was found in the parlor, I had to cover myself so not to expose my panties as I was on the floor near the chair, having dropped a small tray nearby. The first time I was laying down, Bonnie stopped the scene while laughing uncontrollably, as was the rest of the cast and crew, as my panties were in full view of the audience. I had forgotten that when laying down, my skirt would be sticking straight up. My face was flushed well into the next scene from my embarrass-ment. During a break in the rehearsal, Bonnie had to rib me some more when we were alone, calling me a wanton hussy who wanted to show everyone my lovely panties. 

During the other acts of the play, I was wearing a short blond wig with waves and curls and a long Victorian parlor maid uniform. This consisted of a long black crinoline style dress in rustling nylon fabric, held out over long multi-skirted white petticoats in a pretty tier design. 

The skirts were all trimmed in lace and ribbon, adding to the rustling effect as I walked. Under the skirt I wore long pantaloons, knee-length, with lots of lace and frills. 

The dress was a high-necked, with huge ‘leg of mutton’ sleeves, frilled at the wrist and neck. The dress zipped at the back. Over this puffed out voluminous crinoline skirt came a very frilly nylon pinafore with masses of tucks, frills and ribbons. The pinafore had cross-over shoulder straps. The outfit was completed with a dainty cap with long white ribbon streamers. Here I was completely dressed in an early 1900 English maid’s uniform while also wearing my black heels. 

As I was helped into this costume, I took the polish remover to my nails. They were then painted pink to match my new colored lipstick. Only a single coat of polish was applied and I held my hands under a drier to quick dry my nails. I was ready with time to spare before having to make my entrance. 

By our final dress rehearsal, I was skilled in changing as well as dying as a “lady”. 

Meantime, I had changed how I handled each character. Bonnie approved of my acting and told me that evening that I was a great find for her that she never suspected that a small role could be played so differently. 

We had good crowds for all our performances, including the one matinee each week. 

During the first week, a review was published in our local newspaper. The critic enjoyed the play and most of the characters. “One of the best performances was of the maids, one French and the other English. Linda Cole did an outstanding job in her brief but sexy role of the French maid. However, credit must be given to the other maid, ALSO played by Linda Cole. She never broke character during the entire performance. If I had not reviewed the cast of characters, I would have never known that Linda played both roles. A great acting job in minor roles adds to the enjoyment of a play.” 

The play was a success, according to the audiences and the critic. Bonnie was pleased. 

During the cast party at the end of our three weeks, Bonnie thanked me both in person and in the bedroom that entire night. She had insisted that I wear the English maid’s uniform Page - 17
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home that last night. We made passionate love before going to bed as I was still dressed in the ultra-feminine uniform. 

Late the following morning, Bonnie and I enjoyed breakfast while both of us were still in our nightgowns. It wasn’t too long before Bonnie told me, “Linda, darling, I will be directing another play starting next week. It is going to be a drama. I would like to offer you the lead female role. From your performance and the reviews, I know you will be a great success. Will you do me the honor of being my leading lady?” 

“You realize what you are asking me to do?” I replied, continuing, “you would like me to star in your next play. I appreciate your wanting me and believing I would be good in the play. But this means that Linda Cole must remain intact for at least the next three months. Bob would probably have to have a leave of absence. Are you willing for Linda to replace Bob?” 

“Since you put the question to me that way, I must say, YES. I would love to have Linda here full time except perhaps for a brief interval during our lovemaking. I have grown fond of Linda. She helps around the house without complaint, looks beautiful, and has become my best friend and lover, as well as being a new leading lady,” Bonnie answered. Continuing, “ As an afterthought, I believe that you have enjoyed your time in skirts. You certainly look great, particularly since you have lost twelve pounds this past month. I will help you put all of Bob’s male attire into the spare bedroom. We will go shopping for fall and winter wear later this week. 

“Tonight, the board of directors have invited me to a dinner and would like you to also attend. It will be a good time to show them that you are role material. Wear your new pink suit tonight, and your best lingerie,” she told me. 

I took several hours preparing for the evening’s event. After soaking in a hot tub, I shaved my legs and under my arms before drying and applying lotion over my body. After adjusting my falsies with new adhesive, I put on the pink satin and lace underwire bra with matching panties, first the high-cut pink panties followed by the lacy briefs. Once the waist cinch was hooked and zipped, I rolled the fine silk hose up each leg, attaching the tops to the suspenders of the cinch. Slipping into the pretty form fitting lacy and ribbon pink slip and then the pink high heels shoes, I did my makeup which took over thirty minutes as I wanted it to be perfect. Afterwards, I spent a long time brushing and styling my wig for the evening. 

Bonnie did her makeup as I polished my nails in a bright pink. Letting the second coat dry, I watched my wife put on the white nylon sheer sleeved blouse over her lacy slip. I could see the slip and the lace bra she was wearing through the thin material of the blouse. 

She stepped gracefully into the dark blue skirt of her suit, closing the back zipper. Reaching under her skirt, she pulled down her slip and pulled her blouse tightly into the skirt. 

She then put on her lined suit coat. While she added her jewelry, pearl necklace, matching bracelet and three-inch pearl drop earrings, I stepped into my pink suit skirt and pulled my slip into place after closing the side zipper. Putting on the short sleeve silk overblouse, I donned my suit jacket. 

Bonnie helped me select a gold herringbone necklace and gold clipp earrings along with her gold watch. Once I was completely dressed, Bonnie stepping back and looking at Page - 18
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me, said, “Gad, you are simply beautiful. I cannot believe that my husband can look so lovely as a woman. Your suit is so becoming on you. You look as if you stepped out of a page from Vogue. Let me give you some of my perfume. We must get you your own fra-grance when we go shopping. Let’s enjoy the evening, my lovely Linda.” 

“Thank you for your compliment. You too are certainly beautiful tonight. You look very businesslike but reek of femininity. I know what you are wearing beneath your suit and realize what a sexy woman I have married,” I told her. 

“Well, now, I have some excellent competition, so I must do my best as I certainly need to keep up with you,” she said as her cheek touched mine in a womanly gesture of affec-tion. 

There were eight of us dining at the most exclusive restaurant in the city. It started with valet parking, where I was helped from the passenger side of the car, and seated as my chair was held by the headwaiter. Bonnie and I enjoyed the atmosphere and the violin music being played by two musicians throughout dinner. Bonnie was given a small plaque by the Board of Directors of the theater for having a successful run. We said our goodbyes as we left the dining area. Bonnie and I went home and held our own celebration into the early morning. 

After dressing for the balance of the morning and enjoying a salad for lunch, I broached the subject of my shaving to Bonnie. “I have been shaving twice a day since we started this my transformation for the role in your play. My face has been sore from the extra shaving. I saw an advertisement in the paper the other day advertising laser hair removal. I thought it would be a good idea to look into having my beard permanently removed. Then I would not have to worry about shaving in the future. Even when I return as Bob, I still would rather not shave each morning. What do you think?” 

Bonnie replied, “I see no reason not to have your beard removed. For the last fifteen years I have heard you say that you wish you would never have to shave. I understand that laser removal is the easiest and most painless method of body hair removal. You should investigate that possibility. In fact, you might wish to see about having the rest of your body hair temporarily removed by waxing. While it is painful when the wax is removed, you only would have to have your hair removed every three or four months. Your hair will return after a period of time.” 

“I will look into both this afternoon. I agree with you, I would rather wax my legs then have to shave them twice a week. I get rather itchy when the stubble reappears before shaving. Since you have no objections, I will look into hair removal,” I replied. Calling the clinic, I learned that I would need about three appointments to have my beard removed; I would have a treatment once a month. I set up my first visit on Wednesday morning. Bonnie checked with her beautician and I had a Friday appointment for waxing. I was not to shave my body the rest of the week. Therefore it was inevitable that I began to itch under my stockings. 

I was surprised as I was only under the laser for approximately forty-five minutes. I dressed in my Bob mode for my appointment. While talking with the doctor administering the laser treatment, I decided to have the hair on my hands removed as well. Friday morning, I stung after having been waxed on my arms, legs, chest and back. I made a mental Page - 19
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note that maybe I should look into having all my body hair laser-treated instead of going through the waxing process. 

During the week, Bonnie and I shopped the stores for fall and winter clothing. I brought several wool and Dacron skirts and several pullover sweaters as well as a soft lamb’s wool cardigan set with matching shell in a soft pink. I also purchased a pair of gray woman’s slacks for wearing during play rehearsals. 

Bonnie suggested that, since we were in the department store, I should have a make-over, finding the correct colors and shades for my skin tone at the cosmetic counter. I left looking like a new woman. We went to Wal-Mart, buying the necessary brushes, feminine deodorant, as well as a bottle of Elizabeth Taylor’s “White Diamonds” perfume after trying on many samples at the department store. We picked up some nail polish in both pink and red matching the shades of lipstick that the cosmetic attendant had suggested. Bonnie found both a moisturizer and body lotions replacing hers as well as getting me my own supply. In addition, I purchased hair curlers and several hairbrushes and hair spray. 

Since Bonnie and I would be applying our makeup at the same time, she suggested that I use the spare bathroom vanity. To that end, I also found at Wal-Mart a lighted vanity mirror and a small stool. We stopped for dinner after our shopping. I had to use the bathroom while at the restaurant. Since I had done this at our dinner party the past weekend, I was not hesitant, particularly since Bonnie accompanied me. She reminded me to sit on the stool, which I had been doing since I started wearing ladies clothing. Finishing, I joined her at the vanity, touching up my makeup using my new compact and lipstick. 

During the weekend, we cleaned up the house then, changing into a causal skirt and sweater, I went for a drive in the county with her before returning to the city for a light dinner followed by a movie. Sunday, after a leisurely breakfast, I was given the script for the new play which Bonnie would begin to cast and direct next week. The play, “A Street Car Named Desire,” was to be presented in the late fall. I would have the leading role of Blanche Dubois, the spinster played by Janet Leigh in the movie version. Since Bonnie pictured Blanche as a petite Southern Lady, she thought it would be good if I could lose an additional ten pounds for the part. 

When we started with “Clue” I weighed 145 pounds; I lost about ten pounds in the six week period. Bonnie decided that I would work out twice a day over the next several months as well as cut back on my caloric intake. She would go on a diet with me, as she felt slightly overweight at 130 pounds. She was five foot six while I was five foot eight and a half. 

In order to help reduce my intake, we went to the lingerie boutique the following morning purchasing two additional waist cinchers in size 26. I had been wearing size 28

previously even though I had a thirty-inch waist when we had started rehearsal. The new cinchers did the trick in giving me a smaller waistline as well as helping to cut my appe-tite. In addition, Bonnie came home that afternoon with a new jogging suit of bright pink nylon with white satin strips on the sleeves of the jacket and pants. Whenever I exercised or walked, I wore one of the older cinchers. Within a week, I had lost five pounds and an inch in my waistline. 
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During the months of rehearsal, I had let my hair grow longer, taking vitamins to help sustain my endurance at the insistence of my wife. I had removed the artificial nails, letting my natural nails become longer. I noticed near the end of rehearsals that my hair was becoming shiner (probably because of brushing, I thought), my complexion was brighter and my skin had become very soft to the touch, which I attributed to constantly applying lotion my body and moisturizing my face twice a day. I also noticed that I was now talking in a feminine voice easily. Also my panties were beginning to fit a little snug even though my waistline had been reduced to twenty-six inches by wearing the new cinchers. 

Since I was having difficulties finding appropriate clip-on earrings, Bonnie suggested that I have my ears pierced. She told me, “Linda, dear, it would be so much better for you to use my jewelry while you are dressed as a woman. Since I have pierced ears, you should too.” When I objected, she said, “Once you stop wearing pierced earrings, the holes will close. No one will notice.” She convinced me, so we went to the jewelry store to have my ears pierced. She was correct as I now had very little difficulty in finding matching sets of earrings, necklaces and bracelets. 

The play had been cast by the middle of the week and rehearsal started on Thursday evening. Again, I loved being on stage and pretending. I was able to perfect a Southern accent. We rehearsed for the next two months and finally had a three-week run of the show. 

During the two months of rehearsal time, I had completed my laser treatments for the removal of my beard. It was nice not having to shave each morning and late afternoon before play practice. The last week of rehearsing, I also had another wax treatment for the hair that had started to reappear on my body. I had lost another inch around my waist and another 8 pounds, dropping to 127 pounds with a natural 28-inch waist without the cincher. 

Once again the show received excellent reviews, not only for staging and directing but the actors’ performances as well. The same reviewer from my first play attended the third performance of “A Street Car Named Desire.” He wrote, “Our local amateur group were strictly professional in presenting a well-rounded play. Everyone was outstanding. While Bill Johnson was no Marlon Brando, Linda Cole was equal to or better than Janet Leigh in the movie. 

“Linda had two small parts of the maids in the last production of the ‘Amateur Play-house Theater’ and did an outstanding job in a minor role. Tonight she did even better, playing a middle-aged Lady of the South. Her stage present was outstanding as well as her performance. We are fortunate to have such a talented lady in our local theater group. 

I look forward to her next presentation.” 

Not only did I enjoy reading the review, I loved playing a role on the stage, particularly a role within a role. No one even had the slightest idea that Linda Cole was really a man. 

Somehow, this pleased me. I was also thoroughly enjoying wearing the silky clothing associated with pretending to be a woman, everything from panties and bras to silky nightgowns and full skirts with soft blouses or sweaters. 

No sooner than I had finished playing Blanche, I was asked by another director to play the role of the ‘Ghost of Christmas Past’ in the Christmas production of “Scrooge”. Since the part would not require me to be at all rehearsals once the director had finished with Page - 21
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the first act, I agreed to take the role in the play. I was given a long blond wig to show off the Victorian red-jacketed, long-skirted velvet dress. To achieve the slim waistline required, I wore my tight waist cincher under the mounds of floor-length petticoats. Again, I loved being on stage playing the female role. 

At Christmas Eve, I was still in Linda mode since we had just ended production. For Christmas, the first present Bonnie gave me was a man’s flannel shirt. The next box contained a lovely white satin form-fitting long nightgown with white silk flowers throughout the gown. The floor-length gown had short sleeves decorated with two rows of delicate white lace. The second item in the box was a matching white silk negligee with long soft sheer nylon sleeves. At the bottom of the sleeve was a double row of matching white lace. I was thrilled and delighted with the wonderful present. 

Bonnie knowingly asked, “ I am going to return one of these gifts. Which would you like to keep?” 

Giving her a kiss on her lips, I answered, “There is no choice. If you do not mind, I’d love to keep the white satin gown and robe. You knew which I would enjoy the most, you are such a tease.” 

The rest of my gifts that day were also feminine. There was a white cashmere long-sleeved cowl neck sweater. In addition, I was given a set of lavender lace and ribbon panties with matching bra and slip. The bodice of the slip was entirely made of delicate lace and darker lavender ribbons intertwined as well as the huge lacy hem. My entire Christmas present list consisted of feminine apparel. 

Bonnie and I had a long discussion on the subject of Linda verses Bob. It seems that Bonnie had grown accustomed to having Linda sharing her life. She did enjoy Bob at certain times, but Linda was more of a caring companion to Bonnie. As far as Bonnie was concerned, Linda was a welcomed guest at any time. 

I talked with Bonnie concerning my wanting to return to selling business equipment as I was tiring of being constantly at home during the day. I admitted to enjoying being an

“actress” in the theater, but I needed to do more as I could not be happy just doing plays. 

Bonnie understood my need to work. I was never good at golf, so I did not mind giving it up. I had not played all fall due to my constantly being Linda Cole. 

Going to my desk in the study, I came back, showing Bonnie an ad I had found on the Internet. A national firm was looking for an experienced salesperson to handle a local territory selling their line of office machines and telephone systems. I told her that I would like to reply. Once Bonnie had agreed to my working, I e-mailed my résumé to the company. 

A week later, I received an e-mail reply back from the company. They wanted to set up an interview as they were “extremely interested” because of my background. That morning, I dressed in my male attire for the first time in over four months. I took my long hair and brushed out all the curls and waves, tying my hair with a rubber band into a ponytail. 

My pants were too big in the waist and looked funny as I tried to pull them together using a belt. I had removed the falsies and noticed that I had a slight bulge under my T-shirt but continued dressing. Once I had put on my shirt and tie, Bonnie noticed that my Page - 22
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pants were anything but flattering. She suggested, “Perhaps you need to wear a pair of your ladies slacks that would fit you better.” 

“But all my slacks have side or rear zippers,” I replied. 

“If you keep your sport coat buttoned, I don’t think anyone would realize that you are wearing woman’s slacks. You have certainly lost weight since we started our diet and exercise routine, and the slacks would look better on you.” 

***

Doing as she suggested, I put

on a pair of medium gray slacks

with a side zipper. My blue sports

coat did cover the slacks and I felt

more at ease even though my un-

dershorts felt rough on my bare

legs. Looking down, I realized

that my nails were still polished. 

Going to the vanity, I took off the

polish and cut my nails. Bonnie

checked me over before I left, 

making sure there were no traces

of makeup on my face. 

I was glad to have the oppor-

tunity to return to the outside

world and looked forward to my

interview. However, when I fin-

ished, I was told that while I was

well-qualified, management had

decided it would be in their best

interest to hire a female salesper-

son for the territory. The manager

told me, “We were quite im-

pressed. If you had been a

woman, we would have offered

the position to you. I am truly

sorry. Should we change our

minds, I would like to keep your

résumé on file.” 

I was crushed as I went home

and related the news to Bonnie

who was sympathetic to my di-

lemma. We sat down with a glass

of wine to discuss the events. 

When I told Bonnie what the
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manager had said, she brightened up, smiling. “If he is insistent on hiring a woman to do his selling, then he will find a woman as qualified as you are. All we have to do is have Linda Cole replace you in your résumé. The only problem is getting your social security number switched to your new name. You may wish to call the social security office and tell them you have considered a sex change and wish to transfer your card number to cor-respond to your new life style. Call them now,” she suggested. 

I did not argue with Bonnie. I learned early in our marriage doing as Bonnie suggested was the best way to handle any disagreements. Going to the phone, I called the office, using my feminine voice telling the clerk of my problem. Could I retain my present number or did I need to apply for a new number? After checking with her supervisor, she told me that I would have to come in and sign several forms and I would be able to change my name while maintaining my old social security number as well as the funds that had built up through the years. 

When I relayed the information to my wife, she suggested, “Good, now rewrite your resume and change it slightly, leaving out the company names where you have worked. 

Send your new resume by e-mail in several days. In the meantime, we will go tomorrow to the Social Security office and file for the change. Now, take a long hot bath and change into something pretty. We will go out tonight for dinner.” 

Coming out of the tub and drying myself, I again noticed the bulges in the front of my chest since I had removed the falsies. These bulges were small mounds, raising my nipples slightly outward. As I touched the nipples, they became hard. I called for Bonnie with ter-ror in my voice; she came running as if I had hurt myself. I showed her my bulges and she carefully examined my chest. She told me, “If I did not know better I would say that you are a young girl starting to develop. Probably just some irritation since you have removed your falsies, maybe a reaction to the solvent. While I am here, I will glue the breasts back on your chest and cover with the makeup. Then you can precede dressing for dinner. 

Once completely dressed in a long wool skirt and my white cashmere sweater, I was ready to leave. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror mounted on the bedroom door; looking back at me was a very attractive woman who appeared to be five years younger than my male self. I secretly had to admit that during the last five or six months I had learned to enjoy dressing and looking like a woman. I was glad to be wearing soft pretty lingerie under my colorful soft feminine clothing rather than the scratchy underwear and shirt and tie I had worn earlier in the day. Since I had an opportunity to wear and compare clothing styles and different fabrics, I was glad to become Linda. But I knew that it was wrong and I could not bring myself to admit to my wife that I would rather be Linda Cole than Bob Crane. 

Returning home from our dinner, I changed into the lovely white satin nightgown and negligee which Bonnie had gotten me for Christmas. Lighting a fire in the fireplace, I turned down the lights and put on soft music and poured us both a glass of white wine. I had brushed my hair and attached a white bow in the back of my head, holding my long hair together behind my neck and brushing the hair around to each shoulder. On my smooth face, I wore only lipstick and a slight hint of blush to give my cheeks a little color. I had also sprayed myself quite liberally with my “White Diamonds” perfume. Taking a soft blanket, I spread it in front of the fireplace. 
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Shortly, Bonnie came out wearing her black negligee and long black halter-top nightgown. She, too, was wearing lipstick and blush as well as my perfume. Later she told me that she wanted only one scent between us. We made love that evening in front of the blazing fire. 

The following morning, both Bonnie and I dressed casual for our appointment with the Social Security office. Bonnie told me to overdo my makeup that morning suggesting that I prepare my face as if we were going to a fancy dinner party. I did as told without questioning her decision. While being interviewed by the official, Bonnie did the talking. When asked why I wanted to change my name on my social security card, Bonnie stated, “My husband has decided to have a sex change.” 

My mouth dropped and I gave her a look of bewilderment before she continued. “But before he can have the operation, he must live entirely as a woman for over a year before the doctor will operate. He, no, she, needs to work as a woman and it is difficult for her to apply for a job using her male name looking like this.” Bonnie started to have tears come down her face while continuing. “Bob lost his job when he told his boss that he was thinking of having a sex change. We need to have her working before the final decision is made.” 

Within a minute, the older lady was helping Bonnie by filling out the necessary paper changing my name on my social security. She informed the lady that we decided to use her maiden name of Cole for my new identity. 

As we left the building, I gave Bonnie a big kiss on her lips. “You  should be the actress. 

You were wonderful and had the lady in the palm of your hand. Thank you!” 

“I figured that a sad story pitting me as the hurt but loving spouse who would stand by her husband while he decided to have a sex change would eliminate many questions and speed up the process,” she told me. 

***

Three days later, I received a letter from the company requesting that I come for an interview for the sales position. I called,confirming the time for the following day using my best feminine voice, throwing in a slight Southern accent. 

Since our weather was to be bright and sunny the day of my interview, I decided to wear my pink

suit. Arising early in the morning, I washed and set my hair in curlers. After drying, I brushed out the curls and waves, then pinned the sides slightly back, exposing my long pink coral earrings. I spent over thirty minutes doing my face, then polished my nails with a single coat, since I had polished them the day before, followed by a clear sealer coat. In addition to wearing the tight waist cincher, I also wore the small panty brief, making sure the front of my skirt was completely smooth as I stood and walked. I had learned to tuck my gentiles under me, having them secured by the hi-cut panties. Over my smooth legs, I put on a pair of my sheerest stockings in a light beige and my pink high heeled spiked pumps. 
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At Bonnie’s suggestion, I did not wear a blouse but had the sexy pink slip which the lacy bodice showed across the top of my buttoned satin collar jacket. I borrowed Bonnie’s pink raincoat and her pink purse to complete the rest of my outfit. Bonnie drove me to the meeting at the same hotel where Bob had been interviewed. Bonnie waited in the lobby as I went to the meeting room. I offered my hand to the two gentlemen holding the interview, introducing myself as Linda Cole. One of the men I had met several weeks ago, but the other was a new face. 

I took a chair directly in front of them, remembering how to sit as a lady, using the front part of the chair. My skirt was slightly above my knees as I crossed my legs, having the left leg pointing straight down to the floor so it was parallel to my right leg. I noticed as both men stared at the open expansion of silky legs. They asked me about my experience and what I knew of their products. Briefly I told them about several of their facsimile machines, pointing out the good features and mentioning some of the weaker points of each machine while comparing them to their competitor’s equipment. With the phone systems, I mentioned that I did not know their equipment but was slightly familiar with some other brands. 

The interview went well. I noticed them looking at my lacy slip beneath the jacket opening as well as them glancing as I changed my leg position. When the interview was finished, they both rose as I got up from my chair. The sales manager asked, while leading me to the door, if I would mind waiting outside for a few minutes, as he wanted to confer with his associate. 

I was in the lobby with Bonnie as he came to find me. He asked me to return to the meeting room with him. As I led the way, I glanced into one of the hall mirrors. I noticed he was looking intently at my rear and legs as I walked. I started to give him slightly more hip movement as I walked to the room. I could see the effect this had on him while he tried to control himself. 

***

Once in the room, the sales manager held my chair as I positioned myself, smoothing my skirt underneath me while sitting. This time I slowly crossed my legs while looking them directly in the eyes. The older gentleman, Mr. Oda, spoke, telling me that they were impressed and would like to offer me the position as salesperson in the city for their copiers, fax machines and telephone systems. Since I was not familiar with the phone systems, they would like to send me to the factory and have me spend a week learning about the phone systems, as this would be their largest selling items. 

He then discussed salary with me as well as a commission package. I was offered $3000

per month salary plus a commission with a sliding scale which could amount to 5% of sales. The average phone system could sell for close to $5000. Looking directly at them, I said, “Your offer is very attractive but I could not be effective working with the salary you are offering.” Slowly, I crossed my legs, changing from left leg under to right leg under. I watched the two men as I took my time in changing my position. 
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As the first leg had been moved, I said, “It would take $4000 per month plus expenses and 6% maximum commission.” By the time I finished repositioning my legs, I had finished my counter offer. Both men smiled and nodded to each other before the older man said, “Yes, we were correct in choosing you. You are a very persuasive person. We will meet your request and look forward to you joining our team. We will send you written confirmation of our agreement. When can you start?” 

“Thank you very much, gentlemen,” I said, “it is kind of you to offer me this position. I will do my best to see that your confidence in me is justified. I can start whenever you wish.” 

“In that case, we would like you to begin tomorrow,” said the older gentlemen. “Mr. 

Adams will introduce you to the territory manager, Bill Edwards. I suggest that the three of you meet at the restaurant in the hotel for breakfast tomorrow morning. Mr. Adams will be returning to our headquarters in Los Angeles later in the afternoon. Mr. Edwards will introduce you to our present customers during the remainder of the week. Monday morning, we would like you to be at our office in Los Angeles for four days. We will give you a tour of our facilities and familiarize you with our product line, including two days training with our communications’ division. I will make the necessary travel arrangements for you, if that meets with your approval.” 

Using a little more Southern accent, I smiled, saying, “Mr. Oda, that is such a kind and thoughtful offer. I will leave the arrangements up to you. It has been my pleasure visiting with you and look forward to our next meeting.” The older gentlemen smiled as I offer him my hand. Turning towards Mr. Adams, I said, “I will see you in the morning. Gentlemen, again I thank you for this opportunity and I’m looking forward to working for your company.” As I left the room, I gave both of them a big smile and made sure that I wig-gled my fanny as much as possible while being as ladylike as possible. 

Entering the lobby, Bonnie, seeing the smile on my face, said with enthusiasm, “Linda, you got the job!” 

“Not only did I get the job, I negotiated an extra $1000.00 per month salary and a larger commission. I will tell you all about it when we get to the car. Let’s celebrate tonight. First, I need to buy a few new clothes as I will be gone for a week in California starting next Monday.” 

***

Once inside the car, I described to my wife how I noticed them watching me intently as I moved my legs. Seeing their faces and knowing they were offering me several hundred dollars a month less than they would a man, I upped the ante, using my feminine charms. 

Bonnie laughed for several minutes while congratulating me. I told her about my training program in California and that I would be flying on Sunday. 

“Oh dear, we will have to get you some form of identification for your flight. We had better go to the driver testing station and have you renew your driver’s license so you have a photo ID.” 
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***

Bonnie found the nearest testing station and we drove there. Bonnie explained to the lady behind the desk that I needed to update my license, telling her the reason I needed a new photograph for identification was that I was considering a sex change and was required to live completely as a woman a year prior to having an operation Looking at Bonnie with pity in her eyes, the clerk filled out the form, entering my femme name on the sheet. I did not have to take a written or a driver’s test. She also made arrangements for us to go to the head of the line to have my photo taken and my new license laminated. We both thanked the lady for being so gracious. “That is the least I could do for you, dear, I can image what a strain it is on you after being married,” the officer said to Bonnie. 

We went shopping at the Dress Barn where I found four dresses for office wear. They were conservative but colorful. Two had full skirts, the others had knee-length hems, slightly low-cut necklines and were very feminine. We also found a dark Mediterranean blue two-piece suit. The buttons were rather unique as they were four stiff jeweled bows which snapped in place to hold the jacket closed. 

After shopping, Bonnie and I went to our favorite Italian restaurant to celebrate my new job. During dinner, we both had a good laugh when Bonnie said, “Your new company did not want to have Bob become the salesman so they hire him to become the saleswoman. It looks as though they will be paying dearly for their decision letting Bob return to Linda. To my darling sweetheart, may you be even more successful. I am sure you will be able to have more doors opened as a woman than as a man.” 

The following morning, I was up early with anticipation about my new job. I hot rolled my hair, then did my makeup. I decided to wear my red full skirt along with my red wool cowl neck sweater, gold 24-inch necklace and large gold drop earrings. Taking my red car coat and a briefcase, I was off before Bonnie woke for my first day working in almost two years. I met Mr. Adams in the hotel lobby; we went into the breakfast area for a buffet breakfast. I had a nice plate of fresh fruit and a Danish, along with several strips of bacon. 

Soon a tall man in a charcoal gray suit came to our table. Normally I would have introduced myself to him, I remembering that I was not an aggressive man but a demure saleswoman, I waited to be introduced by Mr. Adams. 

“Bill I would like to introduce you to Linda Cole. Linda, this is Bill Edwards, our local sales manager,” Mr. Adams said. 

“My name is Bill. You don’t mind if I call you Linda? We are pretty informal around here. I must say that you look very pretty. I know that I have seen you before but can not remember where,” Bill said, racking his memory. Suddenly he had a twinkle in his eye, 

“Are you the same woman who played Blanche recently in the amateur theater?” 

For a minute he had me worried as he was close to my age and I thought I had been discovered. Smiling, I answered, “Yes, did you enjoy the play?” From then on, we were at ease with each other. Adams excused himself when we had all finished. He had to pack and catch his plane. 

Bill took me in his car to their office where I was introduced to the receptionist/office personal. There were two other salesman who worked out of the office. I was introduced Page - 28
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to both before Bill took me on a tour of their office showroom, explaining each piece of equipment. He was surprised as I was knowledgeable with his machines and the selling features of each. He went briefly over the telephone systems they had to offer, knowing I would be fully trained the following week at the factory. He explained the benefits from the company as well as their sales policies. I gave the receptionist a copy of my social security card and driver’s license for the company’s records. Bill explained that their business was growing and they were splitting two territories into three. 

He took me out to lunch where I ordered a salad with grilled chicken strips and a low-calorie dressing along with water. At the end of lunch, I excused myself, going to the ladies room as though I had done it my entire life. The rest of the afternoon he and I made sales calls primarily to established accounts. I noticed that the male buyers or purchasing agents would always be looking at me intently. The women were rather cool but cordial until I met one who was interested in a fax machine. 

While Bill did most of the talking, I did tell her that the machine was probably the easiest in the industry on which to change paper and toner and I would be glad to train her staff on the use of the machine. Smiling, she gave me a purchase order for delivery the following day. My first sale was for $500.00. Bill was pleased at my having closed the order. 

We called on several new accounts in an office building nearby. One customer was having problems with his copying machine. Bill talked to him about having us service the copier since the company he had brought the machine from several years ago had gone out of business. Bill called the shop to find out the approximate price of repair based on the customer’s complaints. When Bill told the man that repairs would run from $400 to $500 dollars, I asked Bill, “ What is the price of our Model 2AA copier. Do you think that this copier would be suited for Jim’s requirements?” 

Bill thought a minute, then answered, “Linda, I believe you have a great point. Jim, the Model 2AA will give you 15 copies a minute and is a laser copier. The toner will last twice as long as the graphite copier you presently use and it has fewer moving parts which would reduce any repair bills. While the cost is $2000, you would really be buying a new, modern copier for $1500 in effect.” 

Jim was thinking over Bill’s proposal. I then mentioned to Bill in the form of a question, 

“Our copier comes with a standard 90 day guarantee. Since a service agreement on this copier for an additional year is $300.00 with service at his office, would it be possible to give Jim an additional one-year service agreement if he purchased the copier today?” 

***

Bill had told me during the morning session that we could reduce our prices 15% if we needed to obtain a sale on a new copier. While Bill was doing his male salesman approach by hesitating, I knew he would go for the deal even though he wanted to bait his customer a little more before landing him. I however, beat Jim to the punch, saying, “If we cannot extended his warranty, perhaps if we took his old copier on trade, you could extend the warranty for Jim.” 
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I continued before Bill could answer by looking at Jim, smiled and crossing my legs while addressing my remarks to Jim. “Does the deal sound reasonable to you, Jim?” 

Jim replied as I shifted my legs again, “Bill, I like what Linda has proposed. You have yourself a deal. When can you delivery the copier? Do you need a deposit?” 

Bill did not know how I had so quickly closed the sale. We sold $2300.00 worth of goods and took a fairly decent copier in exchange for an extended warranty which might never be used. Plus, Jim would, in a little over a year, be renewing the maintenance agreement. The best feature was that I would receive a commission on $2300 instead of $1700 if we gave him the 15% discount. Everyone was a winner; Jim saved a repair bill and gained a great deal on a new copier, Bill’s new salesperson was performing better than he had expected and I made an additional $36 in sales commissions on this sale. 

Jim gave Bill a check for a down payment and made arrangements for us to deliver the copier tomorrow as well as instruct his people how to use the copier. As we left Jim’s building, I asked Bill in a girlish manner, “I hope what I did was all right with you. I saw a chance to close our sale and have a happy customer.” 

“No, you did just fine,” Bill replied. “I was told by Mr. Adams that you were very sharp. I had my doubts about having a saleswoman in the field, but you have certainly convinced me about your ability. Let’s call it a day, a very successful day.” 

The following day, Bill and I made several cold calls in a large multi- office building during the morning. At one office, I was able to convince the owner to purchase a new fax machine for $250.00 plus an extended service contract for $50.00. He had a thermal paper fax and I was able to show him the savings by going to a new plain paper fax machine. In the afternoon, we went back to Jim’s business and gave his staff a brief lesson in how to operate the machine. We did the same for the fax machine I had sold. Both customers were grateful for the service and instructions. 

***

Saturday Bonnie and I had a leisurely day. We went to a movie and dinner that evening. Sunday morning, I packed two suitcases for my five-day stay in Los Angeles. Bonnie helped me by suggesting what I should take, assisting me in planning my wardrobe for the trip. Had Bob made the trip, it would have been only one suitcase and one extra pair of shoes. I packed four pairs of shoes and ample clothing. Bonnie thought that I might need to dress for several evenings at better restaurants during my visit. She suggested that I take my new blue suit with the bow closures down the front and my beaded white dressy sweater with the white short sleeve shell, along with a dressy skirt. She insisted that I wear a panty brief at all times except to bed. For the plane trip, I wore a pair of slacks, my low heels and a sweater combination of a shell and cardigan in pastel blue. 

Bonnie drove me to the airport in the early afternoon. The baggage handler did not know what to think as he saw two women kissing each other as if they were in love. In our small city, people were very prim and proper, so I must have created a small scandal. 

The flight was a very pleasant non-stop to John Wayne Orange County airport. I was met by Mr. Adams who asked me to call him Sam as he drove me to the Marriott Court-Page - 30
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yard near the plant in Southern Los Angeles. He told me that he would meet me for breakfast slightly after eight and then we would drive to the office and factory. It was close to six o’clock California time when I had settled and unpacked. Calling Bonnie, I let her know that I had a pleasant flight and no trouble with security. 

There was a small restaurant next to the Courtyard which I walked to for dinner. I was tired by the time I had removed my makeup, brushed my hair and teeth, and moisturized my face. It was only nine o’clock in LA but way past my bedtime. I set the alarm for 6:30 so I would have plenty of time to prepare myself for the day’s activities. 

I was dressed in my red full skirt and pink sweater set along with red three-inch heels, waiting for Sam’s call to my room shortly after eight. I joined him in the recreation room where the motel served a buffet breakfast. I enjoyed having freshly squeezed orange juice and fresh strawberries and blackberries. During breakfast, Sam gave me a schedule of the events for the week. Tuesday night, I was to have dinner with Mr. Oda and his wife, Nancy. I asked Sam what he would suggest I wear to dinner. Since he was married, he thought nothing of my question, telling me he thought that it would be a dressy occasion. 

After breakfast, I excused myself, going back to my room to brush my teeth, go to the bathroom and freshen my lipstick. Picking up my red purse and briefcase, I joined Sam for the thirty minute ride to the factory about ten miles from the hotel. The highway traffic was bumper to bumper all the way. 

Arriving at the factory, which also contained the main offices of the American plant of this Japanese company, I was given a security badge, then I followed Sam to Mr. Oda’s office. I was surprised to learn that Oda was the President of the American division. I realized that he was older than Sam and had an oriental look; I hadn’t realized he was Japanese, much less the president. His American secretary brought in some tea and poured for Oda, Sam and myself. Mr. Oda was very pleasant, asking the proper questions as to my flight and accommodations. I told him that I appreciated all he had done and was very grateful for his giving me this wonderful opportunity. He surprised me by informing me he was already aware that I had been successful in the first two days of selling. 

***

After the courtesies were completed, Sam introduced me to Gail Evans who would be assisting me throughout the week. Gail started with a tour of the factory which took several hours. Then we went into the sales and marketing area in the offices where I was given an introduction into all their products. After lunching at the plant cafeteria, we returned to the marketing area and continued learning all the pros and cons of the copiers and fax machines. At the end of the day, Gail took me out to dinner. She suggested either Mexican or seafood. I opted for the latter. We discussed work. She had been employed at the company for five years and had nothing but high regards for the management and their work ethics. Gail drove me back to the motel, telling me she would pick me up at eight-thirty in the morning. I thanked her for the evening and all her insight into my new employer. 
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My training continued. In the afternoon, I started learning the communications portion of our business. I saw right away that there was a greater sales opportunity in communications, resulting in larger bonuses. That evening, I spent a lot of time preparing for my dinner engagement with Mr. and Mrs. Oda. I took a shower where I washed and conditioned my hair then set it in rollers. Once my hair was dried, I brushed it out into a soft wavy mass of curls. Time spent with putting on my makeup resulted in almost perfection as far as I was concerned. Slipping on the jacket to my Mediterranean Blue suit, I fastened the jeweled bows, closing the front of the suit. For jewelry, I chose a large emerald shaped cu-bic zirconium earrings and a matching pendant as well as a white gold watch. Since it was rather warm that night, I took only my blue beaded clutch purse. I only had to wait a few minutes until the phone rang. Oda was waiting in the lobby. 

***

Mr. Oda accompanied me to his car, a Lincoln Town car, opening the back door for me. 

Once inside, he introduced me to his wife, Nabido, who went by her Western name, Nancy. We had a nice chat as Mr. Oda drove to a very nice Japanese restaurant with typical Japanese decor. He ordered for the three of us. Using my feminine logic and attitudes which had become second nature to me by now, I kept the conversation on the Oda’s. 

They had been married for thirty years, with three children. Two had graduated in Japan and the third was a young son who was in his junior year at UCLA in Business Admin-istration. The Oda’s had been in America twice, once about ten years ago for a three-year period in New York. His present position he had held for four years; he thought he might be transferred to Singapore or, hopefully, back to Japan in a year. Nancy, of course, pre-ferred to stay in California as long as possible and was hoping that the company would extend her husband’s tour in America. 

Dinner was excellent. I had food that I normally would never order for myself. Our food was not Americanized as is typical in many Japanese restaurants. Mr. Oda ordered saki for us as an after-dinner drink. Nancy opened her purse, taking out a small decorative red lacquer box and handing it to me. “A small gift from Mr. Oda and myself, welcoming you to the company. We wish you much success in the future.” 

Opening the pretty box, I found a set of earrings. The earring had two small pearls mounted on a 14-karat gold base made for pierced ears. The box said “Pearls made in Japan.” I said, “Thank you so much. They are absolutely darling. I have never had real pearls before. This is most generous of you. Thank you  so  much. I just love the earrings.” 

Arriving back at the motel, I again thanked Nancy for her gift. Mr. Oda walked me to the door I thanked him for the wonderful evening, dinner and gift. “It has been a lovely evening. I enjoyed our dinner together and the opportunity to meet your lovely wife. 

Again, thank you so much for the wonderful gift. Whenever I wear the pearls, I will remember this special evening.” 
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***

The rest of the week went quickly. One night, Gail took me out to dinner and the other nights I was on my own. During Thursday’s lunch, Sam Adams and I went to a lovely bis-tro. Friday morning, I checked out of the motel. Gail took me to the plant where I spent most of the day reviewing the communication systems and pricing. At three-thirty, Gail drove me to the airport. 

While she drove me to the airport, Gail informed me that Sam Adams was pleased with the progress I had made. It had been against Mr. Oda’s idea to hire a female for this position but Gail had convinced Sam that a woman could open more doors than a man. If that woman was sharp and knew her products, she would be unstoppable. Once Gail and Sam had reviewed my résumé and determined that I was qualified, Mr. Oda came to the interview to make the final judgment. According to Gail, Oda had been impressed. When hearing the news of my hiring from Sam, Gail was glad that he supported the hiring of a female. 

I returned home tired, but Bonnie and I enjoyed being in each other’s arms. It had been a long time since we had never been apart before for more than a day. The rest of the month, I was given free reign in scheduling my calls and following leads. I did sell several copiers and faxes and finally my first communication setup. This was a twenty-phone system. During installation, I stayed at the customer’s office, watching and learning from the crew who flew in from California to install the system. I was surprised as Mr. Oda showed up on the final day. I made all the introductions and the invitations for the owner of the company and the purchasing agent to join us for dinner that evening. Oda asked me if I would like to invite my “close” friend as well. He had remembered seeing me with Bonnie during my initial interview. Because of my age, he knew there was a reason I was not married. 

***

Dinner was a great success. I introduced Bonnie to all and to Mr. Oda as my closet and dearest friend (which was true). The next morning, I picked up Mr. Oda and took him to the airport. He was traveling to Cleveland to check on an installation of a large communication system. 

During the following months, I was able to close on four more communication systems while maintaining a good sales record in copiers. Spring was upon us and Bonnie and I went shopping. This time we both tried on various dresses along with skirt and blouse combinations. My natural waistline was now 26 inches. Sometimes I would wear a cincher but mostly just a panty brief with my panties, also I now usually wore pantyhose instead of stockings. 

I found several floral chiffon dresses. One was a blue and white combination with short sleeves and a draped neckline. I purchased two dresses with a scooped neckline and a transparent jacket with long flowing sleeves, one in a pink floral and the other in a soft yellow. In addition, I found a lovely Rayon Linen two-piece suit in Cottontail lemon. The Page - 33
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skirt was form-fitting with a

knee-length flared skirt. The

front three-button jacket had a

wide “V” neck collar. Another

selection was a red skirt of linen. 

I chose a pink and white deep

neck ruffle front blouse with

pink and white floral nylon long

sleeves which fastened by tying

a large bow in the strings of the

sleeves. Of course, I had to have

new shoes, both slings and

pumps to match the outfits. 

***

In the spring, I signed up to

play the female lead of Lola, the

devil’s assistant, in “Damn Yan-

kees,” a musical. Fortunately I

had only one song, “Whatever

Lola Wants, Lola Gets.” I was

able to sing in a low feminine

voice like Marlena Dietrich had. 

Bonnie directed the play which

ran thru the end of May and was

a huge success. 

It was during this time that I

started having itching problems

around my chest. I could not go

to a doctor, so I consulted Bonnie. After deliberation, she thought that perhaps it might be the glue holding my falsies in place. Using the solvent, she removed the forms from my chest. Looking in the mirror, I saw that I was supporting a small set of feminine breasts of my own. 

“What is happening? I must be so feminized in my thinking and lifestyle that my mind has told my body to grow breasts,” I told Bonnie. 

“Linda, dear, I am afraid that this is all my fault. When you started your role of Linda for the first play, I needed you to be slightly feminine so I gave you hormone tablets to help increase your femininity. I told you that the hormones were vitamin tablets. I had no idea it would come to this. The doctor told me that one pill a day would give you a slight change but I had no idea that it would do this. Please forgive me,” my wife pleaded. 

“It is not all your fault,” I replied. “ When I started to work, I needed additional energy so I doubled the amount of vitamins per day, thinking it would give me additional energy. 
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So the results you were expecting were multiplied by my taking an additional dosage these past six months.” 

“You can stop taking the pills, but I am not sure how long it will take for you to lose your boobs. Frankly, I find them quite sexy and intriguing. You must be feeling some effect as your nipples are hardening. Let’s see what can be done,” Bonnie suggested as she led me to the bed. 

She played with my budding breasts while I played with her fully developed and large breasts. Soon, both our panties were on the floor as we made passionate love. 

***

Afterwards, we discussed my problem. We decided that I should keep taking the double dose for the next several months until I was fully developed and then just take one pill a day to maintain the status quo. In the meantime, Bonnie would buy me a new set of smaller falsies so I could maintain my present figure. 

By the end of fall, I was fully developed, with a figure most women would die for, 36-26-36, wearing a size 10 dress and weighing 118 pounds. Both Bonnie and I enjoyed having Linda in our lives. I finally gave all my male clothing to charity, not even keeping one suit for my male self. I was always wearing skirts, dresses; only on a special occasion would I wear a pair of slacks. Bonnie enjoyed Linda and had no regrets in having Bob leave the house. We became such close girlfriends that many times we made love as two women. 

As far as business, my sales increased and I became the top producer for the company. 

My bonuses amounted to more than my salary. At the annual sales banquet, which Bonnie attended as my guest, I was to be awarded a plaque for outstanding performance. 

***

Bonnie and I had an enjoyable flight to Los Angles. We rented a car, then drove to our hotel in Huntington Beach where the banquet was to be held. Arriving the day before, Bonnie and I did a little sightseeing of the Los Angles area. In the afternoon, both of us had an appointment at the salon in the hotel to have our hair and nails done. Betty decided to wear her black taffeta off-the-shoulder cocktail dress, along with a set of faux pearls earrings and necklace. 

For the banquet, I decided to wear a cocktail length dress of red satin with an overskirt of red tulle. The petticoat was red with white lace and satin ribbon throughout the hem of the petticoat

which hung about an inch below the hem of the dress. I wore a strapless red bra because the dress was an off-the-shoulder model. Under the petticoat, I had on my white waist cincher which held the black stockings as well as two pair of red lacy panties. I wore the pearl earrings which Nancy had given me last year as well as a gold pendent with a Page - 35
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single faux pearl. I had spent considerable time with my makeup since I knew everyone at the dinner would be looking at me as I received my award. 

***

Bonnie and I were seated at the head table for the dinner. Sam Adams gave a short speech before Mr. Oda presented me the plaque. Nancy Oda then presented me with a lovely strand of 8mm white pearls which matched the earrings she had given me almost a year before. She removed the gold pendent before taking the pearls from the velvet lined red lacquered box and clasped the pearl necklace around my neck. 

Mr. Oda congratulated me on an outstanding sales performance in front of all the employees at the banquet. Little did he realize what a performance it really was, although being a female was now second nature to me. I was also given the new position of Regional Sales Manager for the Communications Division for the Southern half of the United States. 

I would have twenty salespersons, the majority women, working for our company. I would also be responsible for training all my people. 

***

Bonnie and I were looking forward to my continuing masquerade as Linda Cole while improving our lifestyle. Mr. Oda and his company were looking forward to my improving our sales position within the industry. Funny, what started as a favor for my wife had turned our life around. I no longer had time to act on the stage, but I would be giving a larger performance for the rest of my life. 

THE END
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