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I rounded
the corner noticing two packages on my front step, right where I
expected the mailman to leave them. The contents were a little
treat for the promotion I had just gotten at work and I couldn’t
wait to try them on.

Parking in my stall behind the duplex where I
lived, I wasted no time in hiking around the side of my place to
retrieve the plain brown boxes. It was Saturday afternoon and I’d
put in a few hours at work. Now it was my time and I looked forward
to spending my day relaxing.

Not having a key to my front door, I walked
back around to my little fenced patio to let myself in.

“Hey, dude,” I hear from the
neighboring patio.

I shared the duplex apartment with a guy named
Tony. He was a nice enough guy, maybe a couple of years older than
I was and a gym-rat from what I could tell. He had helped me to
move some of my shit in when I took the place. I kind of figured
that he was gay as I never saw any girls there.

“Hey, Tony,” I said stopping to
say hi. He had left his gate open. It was right next to
mine.

“What you got there?” he asked of
the two plain brown boxes under my arm.

I couldn’t tell him that I had bought a tight
lace/chiffon number that looked like a wedding dress with long
sleeves and a dainty little skirt that would barely cover my ass or
of the garter belt and matching silk panty. The smaller box
contained a new pair of shoes to top off the new outfit.

“Oh,” I said. “Just some shit that
I bought on the net.”

You’ve probably put it together. I’m a
crossdresser, have been for years. I started experimenting with my
mother’s clothes when I was ten or so and have since. I’m not gay,
I’ve never been with a guy, but it isn’t like I haven’t thought
about it a couple of times.
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