My First Bra


Being the youngest of six girls, I’ve always looked up to my older sisters.  As I was growing up, I couldn’t wait to be smart, beautiful, and mature like them.  Naturally when Mary started joking with me about my need for a bra I was ecstatic!  Of course, I didn’t really need a bra, but it was a sign that I was growing up.  


I was only 11 years old and it was one of the biggest Saturdays of the year.  We were at the dress rehearsal for the annual dance review.  It had been a long and gruelling rehearsal.  There was a huge sigh of relief when we finally reached the finale.  I was standing in front of my oldest sister, Mary, thinking through the steps of my debut solo when she leaned over my shoulder and said the words I’d been waiting to hear for months  “Wow, Sarah. Looks like you need to start wearing a bra!” She said teasingly.  


“Really? I do??” I whispered trying to contain my excitement.  


“Yeah, tell mom when you get home.” She said in a voice of restrained laughter.


I couldn’t wait to get home and share this wonderful news with mom.  My mind started racing to all the things that I would soon e doing because I was getting so old.  I was going to start wearing make up soon, wearing nylons without runs, and I could probably even get my ears pierced.  Then came the biggest thought…I would soon be dating!


I excitedly threw open the door after rehearsal and ran straight up to mom’s room to tell her the great news.  


“Mom, guess what? Mary says I need a bra!” I shouted with joy.  “Can we go? Can we go now?” I went on, giving her no chance to answer.


“Oh, she did? Are you sure?” She questioned.


“Yes, yes. “ I assured her.


“Wow, my little girl is growing up so fast, “ she marveled. “Well, I guess I have a little bit of time to go shopping.”


“Yea!” I yelled running straight for the car.


We entered the underwear section of JC Penney and I felt like such a woman looking for the perfect bra.  After about a half hour of looking and trying on I was starting to think that this wasn’t such a fun idea.  I was about ready to give in and tell mom that I didn’t really need a bra when I saw it: the bra I’d been searching for.  It was shiny, white satin with a little pink flower between the AA size cups.  I went into the dressing room and put it on.  I could barely fill the cups; but that didn’t matter.  I’d fooled mom.  It was the best training bra I had ever seen.  After buying this adult brassier we went home so I could show off my sign of womanhood.  We returned with just enough time to get to the dance recital.


I guess the dance recital was going just as planned, I wouldn’t really know because I was only concerned with my new bra.  I went through the second nature steps and every now and then I’d sneak a peek at my sexy white, mature, bra.  I found that when I looked straight down I could barely see the white satin under my red leotard.  After one of my quick peeks I looked up to the faces of all the dancers in my group. I had just missed my cue for my solo.  Great! The time I had the chance to shine in the spotlight, I was standing with my head buried into my chest admiring my bra.  I tried to cover it the best I could, but I don’t think I succeeded.  My face went bright red until I had to chuckle to myself for my stupidity.  My only hope was that my embarrassing moment looked like a planned part of the routine.


As I sat in church the next day contemplating this embarrassing moment, my mother’s words kept repeating in my mind. “My little girl is growing up so fast!”  I analyzed the meaning of this and worried.  “Oh no, does this meant that she doesn’t want me to grow up?” I questioned to myself.  “She probably thinks that she’s getting old because I am. Oh no,” I worried.  I decided that the only thing to do would be or me not to wear my beautiful, brand new bra that I’d longed for.  I’d gone one whole week without my bra when I sadly confessed to mom that I hadn’t worn my bra for a week because I wasn’t growing up as fast as she thought I was.  I’d decided that I didn’t need one anymore.  When she heard this brave declaration she laughed and calmed my fears about my growing up, and her aging.  After hearing this happy news I ran right to my room to put on my wonderful, feminine brassier.

