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Preface

Hi, I really hope you enjoy this book. I have quite a journey planned for our reluctant gurl Sandy....but please help your KDP authors.


1. Leave a rating - preferably a good one! If you can't leave a good rating - tell me why - informed47@gmail.com


2. Leave a review - if you are shy email me! I promise that if a review is used in a future book it will be anonymized so let me know what you think - informed47@gmail.com 


3. Story ideas - what do you want to read? Let me know and guess what - email me - informed47@gmail.com 


Above all, enjoy, and don't feel guilty. Life is always sweeter in high quality hosiery!


Hayden Masts 
Informed47@gmail.com






Chapter 1

Simon sighed as he walked into the lounge and Judy looked up, concerned. He clearly wasn't happy and after 10 years of marriage she was at a loss to explain why. They had met and married in their mid 20’s. Simon had been lucky working in London during an extended bull market as an equity trader and taken early retirement by age 35. Judy had qualified as a Solicitor, and they had downsized their London property for a smaller chocolate box property in Somerset which provided them with a quiet lifestyle within a secluded location. Their entire property was bounded by mature high hedges and the only vestiges of their city lifestyle was Simon’s Ferrari parked in the garage.
Judy had coped better with the shift to village life and was a successful local lawyer in the next town and was very much enjoying her return to work. Simon was restless and she was worried he might even be depressed.
“You ok babe? You seem down”
“I’m fine, just a little bored of pottering to be honest.  I feel like all I do is get under your feet around the house” he said with a sigh.
“Well, if that’s how you feel, you could always take on more of the household chores and help me out a bit more”
“Maybe, anyway, you ready for coffee?” he said quickly changing the subject.
“Yes please honey” as she looked at him with concern. He had put on weight since the move to Somerset and over coffee Judy dug a little deeper
“Simon do you want to go back to work?”
“Maybe, but not yet. I know I am restless, but it's not work I crave-”
Judy interrupted him “Then what is it you crave?” 
“That's the issue darling, I can't answer that question.” Judy looked into his brown eyes and saw that he his sadness.
Judy was a practical woman and like many women her age she prioritised comfort in her clothing choices. Jeans and a polo shirt couldn't hide her femininity, but it was her ‘look’. She enjoyed being a Lawyer, having a role in the community and even being a provider. She also loved Simon, he was a good man whose skill with equity trading meant that they would always have a comfortable lifestyle and choices. Sipping her coffee, she relaxed on the sofa watching TV and wondering if her success might be a contributory factor to Simon’s melancholy before deciding that he was a better man than that and heading upstairs to bed.
Slipping out of her jeans and shirt she wandered over to the bed to find her PJs under the pillow. Picking them up she paused, and whether it was the wine or something else, she smiled and went to her lingerie drawer. There it was, her favourite ridiculous full-length nightie, a tasteful valentines present from Simon. She also found the matching knickers and stepped into them before dropping the calf length night dress over her head. The cold of the silk’s touch shocked her skin as the material fell over her body and she wandered over to the mirror to look at her reflection. She didn’t look too bad for 33 she thought, her breasts accentuated the off-white lacing around the cups and the whole nightdress had that beautiful sheen of fresh silk and new satin. She slipped on the matching mules and the sumptuous lace trimmed negligee. She could feel the quality and knew it must have cost a fortune.
Simon heard her heels on the tiled floor and looked up as she entered the kitchen. He smiled and swallowed
“you look great”.
Judy slid onto a bar stool and Simon watched on as the negligee fell open either side of her legs whilst one mule hung down from her foot seductively.
“So, Simon, me or the dishes?” she asked before sliding off the stool and he watched her long brown hair and back saunter out of view.
Simon arrived in the bedroom 5 minutes later and she could only smile as he stopped in his tracks and drank her in once more before changing into his boxer shorts and climbing into bed next to her. He moved over, regretting the distance that a king-size bed put between them, and wrapping her in his arms he kissed her.
“Love you” he said
“Love you to”
“Love you even more”
“Good” she tittered as this had been their stock phrase for nearly a decade.
She moved her hands down to his boxers and noted that Mr Happy clearly wasn't. Expertly and deftly whilst kissing him, she worked his boxers from him and still Mr Happy was at rest. In one swift move she rolled, onto him, her legs straddling his, and looked down into his deep brown eyes.
“Now let's wake Mr Happy up.... oh, I can feel him stirring. Does he find me sexy in all this soft silk and lace? Mmm I think he does”. Judy started her tease, tickling his face with her long hair in between longer kisses. Simon responded and as Judy moved over his warm body, she could feel his interest rising.
“I have always thought you were sexy in anything but especially nothing” he covered, raising her nightdress and easing her out of her knickers – a simple task as she was on top. Her foreplay continued and his biology ensured that his manhood really responded and on whim she gathered a handful of silk nighty and wrapped it around his cock.
“Ooh Mr Happy loves this” she cried as his ardour rose powerfully.
“My you do like this nighty, don't you? Perhaps we should swap? Why don't you try the nightdress, and I will go commando?”
“No…no….er I don't think so” he stumbled out.
Judy worked herself into position, “now darling lie back and think of England” she said as she lowered herself onto him. She started to make love to him, slowly, he really was so hard, and she didn’t want to waste it.
“If me wearing this nighty does this to you then I will wear it more often” she continued whilst maintaining her rhythm, “or perhaps next time you could wear it”
Simon heard the words, felt the material and had never been so hard in his life and there was no hiding that fact. It was like he was a 20-year-old again when everything worked at peak performance. His brain was in overdrive as two equally weighted emotions fought themselves in his head. His interest in her silk nightdress only increased his self loathing. Judy ploughed on, “oh god I love you Simon” she cried as she picked up the pace “next time you are wearing the nighty and panties “ she panted. Simon tried to answer but he was now being overcome by other emotions “and then in the morning you can be the stay at home wife in a pretty dress doing her housework all day” she continued before gasping and picking up the pace “my god Simon you are so hard does this turn you on?”
Simon mumbled, “no, no” but Judy continued and Simon erupted within her and she could tell it was a powerful orgasm although she had yet to come herself. Easing herself next to him, she put her head on his chest “Christ that was the best sex we have had for a long-time and I want more of that.”
Simon looked at the ceiling and said nothing, so Judy took off her nightdress and adjusted the shoulder straps and ensured the knickers were not inside out or back to front
“Come on Simon – your turn” she said holding the nighty and knickers over his eyeline. He rolled over and feigned sleep as his self-loathing was easily beating his post-coital desire but then she provided desire with the nudge it needed.
“Jesus Simon don't be so selfish. Get out of bed NOW and get dressed” they were both surprised by her commanding tone and so, like a dead man walking, he approached his emotional gallows and his grinning bare breasted executioner.
Standing up, she dropped to the floor and placed each foot into the blue panties and rose pulling them up into position. His mind exploded and his erection became hard, painfully and demonstrably harder. Christ there is no hiding this he thought as the panties settled around his waist.
“Mmmm somebody loves panties and such recovery time!” she smiled “now for the nighty, arms up!”.
He complied as he had lost the ability to reason and wondered if his erection was now so hard that his brain was being deprived of oxygenated blood. His thought process was then blown apart by the cool silk wash that floated and cascaded down his body. It looked and flowed like a liquid metal, a substance with the power to both relax and arouse.
“There, don't you look pretty as a picture, now into bed babe on your back”
She noticed his terror change to embarrassment and quickly she saw the source as a very small dark patch was spreading over the front of his nighty.
“Christ that was premature! I haven't even touched you yet” she said quickly flipping the nightdress over his head.
“We are going to need to find you a fresh pair of panties” she mumbled as she rummaged through her drawer “here we go, look at these honey, pure silk, French cut knickers in white with a beautiful matching lace trim. Promise me you won't snag them with your nails” she teased as she once again worked them up into position.
“Blimey Mr Happy looks like he’s doing an encore! He must be enjoying this, now into to bed and on your back girl”
He was mute, shocked by what was happening and slid into bed, the nightdress immediately twisting and wrapping itself around his frame so that there was a real tension on the shoulder straps.
“Lift yourself up and straighten out your nighty” she advised, smiling with a real twinkle in her eye. She slipped into his side of the bed and once again rolled on top, her pendulous breasts tickling his chest through the satin of the nightdress. She cocked her head as she looked lovingly into his eyes and noticed, for the first time, an inner peace emanating from his brown eyes.
“Is Mr Happy ready for round 2 lover?” she mused out loud as he continued to look doe eyed at her. “I think he likes the nightdress and knickers” and sure enough there was an immediate reaction. “Ooh looks like I am on to something here eh Simon or should it be Sandra now?”
To his horror his hardness just kept strengthening as she spoke, and he became literally breathless as she called him Sandra.
“Come on Sandy, you know I love you” she whispered as her hands moved up his nightie to the waistband of his panties. “Lift up poppet” and she smiled as he raised his hips off the bed so she could slide his knickers down – it was such a womanly movement.
She was wet and more aroused than she could remember and so she easily slipped over his maleness. God it felt so good, she relished how well the fitted together as one, a feeling she hadn't felt with him in years. He had felt it too, she could see it in his wide eyes, and they just lay there for a moment, still, yet electrified.
“Christ that feels good” she cooed and all he could manage was to croak out a weak
“yes, yes it does”
She started to move, driving herself deeper onto him but barely 30 seconds later she felt the signs, he was tensing, his eyes narrowing and then the shudder and the shower as he exploded into her, his second strong orgasm that night.
“I am sorry babe” he mumbled, embarrassed by both his performance and how he was dressed which was now starting to revolt him.
“Don't worry darling, we have all night, and I have a plan” came her reply
“And Sandy, you can enjoy the wet patch tonight”
Despite his feelings of revulsion, she continued to reassure him and also bring herself to an orgasm worthy of his performance. She continued “Oh my it feels like you could enjoy being Sandra. Should we take this further?” They both noticed that he hardened and whilst most 35-year-old men would be proud of such prowess, he was horrified. This was turning out to be the worst form of lie detector test as it was infallible, and his reaction was so very easy to read.
She kept whispering “You could wear more of my clothes if you wanted” and again his response was physical. He was delirious, the nightdress was glorious and quenched a need but at the same time he felt ridiculous and ashamed.
The lawyer in her couldn’t let it go. “You could help around the house, cooking, cleaning and imagine doing the ironing dressed as a woman. What lingerie would you wear under your tights, pretty skirt, blouse and flats? Mmmm, I bet you would look darling” but Simon’s body was now also sending its own message.
She pressed on “Wouldn't that be dreamy, slipping out of your nighty every morning before choosing your lingerie for the day. Rummaging through your panty drawer for a pair that catches your eye, or would it be a girdle for you?”
He was hard again “wow, this stuff is like the elixir of life for you Sandra!”
Simon said nothing as she mounted him again. He was out of his mind, literally unable to process anything other than his arousal, which was very, and painfully obvious as three in a row had never featured in their marriage. It felt as if he was being penetrated as she pushed onto him again. Judy was in the flow now.
“Imagine it Sandra, every morning thinking about what skirt goes with which top and what colour bra you should wear. What tights would be right for the weather, or should you go for a dress today?” she whispered whilst continuing to make love to him. “I could zip your dress up as you prepare for a busy day of housework, tights rustling and bra clearly visible as I pull your zip higher. Can you picture that, Simon?” and she moaned loudly as her orgasm was starting to build. Indeed, she was so wrapped up in the sex she missed Simons faint reply “Yes” delivered in a voice so far removed it was as if his soul had spoken for him.
His arms were clinging to her back as she continued to make love to him, she was getting faster, closer and more desperate for her satisfaction. She delighted in her control, the quality of the sex and his total vulnerability. He turned his face allowing her access to his neck and she dove in without a second thought, mauling his soft skin, whilst her pace picked up as she rode him with real zeal.
“How wonderful would that satin lining feel as it moves effortlessly over your girdle, tights and bra” she could feel that he was close and so she picked up the pace as she had no idea how much longer she could last.
“Oh, Simon how about being my Sandra for a while?”
“Oh…. ohh…. oohhhh…. yes” came his reply as she made similar noises of “yes…..yes……oh Sandra” as their mutual orgasms exploded.
She collapsed onto his chest exhausted, spent and satisfied before rolling off him and onto his side of the bed. She slipped back into his boxers as he wrestled his night dress back under control and put his panties back on.
“Love you” she said
“Love you even more“ he whispered
“Good” she responded before they both drifted off into a deep refreshing sleep.
Judy awoke slowly, with a feeling of total satisfaction and a sense that both their worlds had changed. He still slept beside her, breathing deeply, which was a surprise as she couldn't remember the last time she had got up before him. His back was facing her, and the straps of the nightdress were clearly visible. She thought about waking him but opted to make coffee instead.
“Morning lover” she sang as she placed the coffee on his bedside table. He came around, slowly, and as he did so he was momentarily confused by the nighty before the awful realisation of last nights’ activities crept back into his consciousness.
“Oh god” was the best he could manage as his embarrassment swallowed him up whole.
She climbed into her side of the bed and spooned into his back, her arms moving over his stomach.
“That was pretty fantastic last night don't you think?” she said gently caressing him through the nightdress. Her hands moved down his back, delicately tracing the waistband of his panties before resting on the seam created by the rear gusset.
“I think we need to talk”
Simon panicked and blurted out “I am so sorry it will never happen again”
"What ARE you talking about?”
There was a long pause before she looked at him and smiled “oh you really did enjoy the nighty and the whole Sandra fantasy, didn't you?” she said with a smile
“I am sorry, if you want a divorce I will understand” he said
“Are you mad? We have just had the best night’s sex ever and you are rambling on about a divorce. Let's just see where this goes shall we” she replied whilst continuing to rub his bottom through his panties.
“I think I will ask Mr Happy what's going on as at least I will get a straight answer. So, you like the thought of being a woman. Mmm not much of a reaction. How about you like the thought wearing women's clothing. Mmm still nothing. How about being Sandra, a full-time housewife. Ahh now we are getting somewhere. Is that it? The cooking, cleaning, ironing, doing the shopping, perhaps in a nice dress looking pretty? Yes, that’s getting closer. How about the whole 1960’s housewife look? All those firm control girdles, stockings and full-length slips hidden under a nice frock and heels? What do you think?”
“I’m so sorry” he whispered as his hardness had become undeniable
“Don’t be darling. We are going to have so much fun with Sandra!” She squealed
“You're not upset; you don't want a divorce?”
“Christ no, great sex, a lot less housework and seeing you happy, girdled, pretty as a picture in skirts and dresses, it sounds heavenly” she stated simply “besides think of the shopping and the fun we will have picking your new outfits and accessories”
“I’m not so sure about this” he said worried.
“Just as well that I am. Now Sandra we have a lot to do today so get up and let's get you into a nice bath whilst I take a shower. Come on girl lets go. NOW!”
He looked at her stunned as she vaulted out bed and went draw his bath, filling it with her bubble bath and humming happily as she did
“RIGHT Sandra into the bath NOW” and reluctantly he hauled himself out of bed, looking and feeling embarrassed at being seen in her nightie in the morning light. Slipping out of her nighty and into the bath, he let out a huge sigh of contentment.
“Enjoying that, Sandra?”
“I can't remember the last time I had a bath” he said
“It's baths for you from now on my girl and let’s get those legs, pits and arms shaved”
“No that's going too far” he said trying to regain control whilst surrounded by scented foam
“Nonsense and stop this now. We are doing this. We both know something happened last night and I for one want to see where this rabbit hole goes. Now here is my razor and shaving foam and I will be back to see you after my shower”
“But I don’t want to be a woman” he whined
“Good but shaving your legs and wearing a skirt won’t make you one. Some come on, lets enjoy this.” She gave him her pink razor and ladies shaving foam and reluctantly he started shaving.
After her shower Judy quickly dressed in Jeans and a polo shirt and a devilish grin crossed her face and she giggled slightly. Walking back into the bathroom she was greeted by the sight of Simon’s leg propped over the side of the bath and he was drawing the pink razor up his leg.
“Sandra I will hang your fresh panties on the door handle…no VPL in these darling”
“Oh, oh No!” he yelled as he noticed the plain pair of black nylon panties swinging slightly on the door handle, their colour clearly highlighting the enclosed panty pad.
“Stop your moaning and trust me. Let me know when you have finished as I will be inspecting your handiwork and then we need to get some measurements. Use my wrap”
Forty minutes later Judy had taken her last measurement “So your bra size will be 40C which will suit your new look perfectly”
“Judy thanks for all this but I am not sure this is what I want”
“SANDRA, stop this. I am sick and tired of your moaning and we both know you like the thought of being a housewife. Get some clothes on. We are going shopping. Chop-Chop girl”




Chapter 2

Marks and Spencer came around quickly, and he felt wary, unsure how this nightmare might end, but he was also mildly excited. Judy ploughed on ahead
“Right let's start at lingerie and go from there” she happily announced. “You’ll need at least 5 pairs of knickers and matching bras”
As they walked around the lingerie department Simon looked uncomfortable and his eyes dwelled on many items for a moment longer than was necessary for a man. His throat was dry, and he had to keep swallowing. He was aroused, hugely embarrassed and humiliated in equal measure.
Judy was holding up a pair of knickers and grinning at him. The panties were gorgeous, nylon with a silky feel, an embroidered centre panel, lace inserts either side and a cute bow complete with simulated pearl.
“I think fuller style briefs to start with” she said out loud.
‘Oh, my fucking God this is happening’ Simon thought as five pairs of panties in various pastel colours dropped into the trolley.
“Right bras next” and she expertly identified the matching bras in his size.
“What do you think Simon?”
“Sssh not so loud” he replied nervously looking around the store
“Oh relax, everyone will think they are for me. Now look, this bra is part of the set that matches the panties. It has adorable two-tone lace which gives a feminine finish and is good for allowing heat to escape”
She examined the bra in front of him and continued “I recommend that you go for a supportive fuller cup, with underwiring to give you lift and a flattering shape. See how the bra is finished with embroidered detailing and a pretty centre-front bow. It is even available in blue for a boy!“ Five bras joined the panties in the trolley and Judy was all business, enjoying his discomfort.
“Right we also need some basics, a camisole in black and white, full slip, half-slip and tights next” she said wheeling the trolley and him deeper into the lingerie department and his feminisation.
“Look at this slip, isn't it deliciously womanly? So many slips these days have become functional, but this slip feels super slinky and drapes beautifully. It will enhance the look of your dresses and look at all that lace, doesn't it have a beautifully soft and exquisite look? Mmm wearing this will make you feel swishy and comfortable all day” she said whilst dropping the ivory full slip and the matching half slip into the trolley along with two plain camisoles.
Simon plucked up the courage to speak “Judy isn't this going a bit far?” he asked hopefully “I mean this stuff isn't cheap and it’s only a game”.
She looked at her husband, really looked at him. He was slightly pale and very nervous, and she realised with a thrill she was totally in charge. She understood that for the first time in their marriage she had the power, and she was loving it! This was no time to stop and, just like him, she was aroused, her crotch warm and itchy.
Judy had been wondering why she was enjoying this so much. Yes the sex had been mind blowing but it was more than that. Everything had been easier for Simon, he had waltzed through education, strait into the City, made a fortune and retired in his 30’s. His only hardship had been losing both his parents. 
Her life had been harder, she lost her father as a young girl and had to work hard to achieve her law degree. Her mother hadn’t exactly been supportive preferring her to settle down and have kids. Her mum was always on at her as she desperately wanted a grandchild, a point she made frequently and loudly. Judy wondered if perhaps she also slightly resented how easy men had it compared to women and maybe this was a factor in her enjoyment of the current situation. Snapping back to the present she took charge.
“Oh Simon” she said stepping around the trolley and moving her body close to his, her breath on his face her breasts against his chest. Her hands dropped to his crotch, and she felt his hardness. Leaning into his ear she murmured “Christ you really are a woman! You are saying no but your body is screaming yes”.
She kissed him, hard, her tongue invading his mouth and her hand continued to massage his hardness through his trousers. She continued to whisper into his ear “now let's stop all this nonsense. You are wearing a pair of my knickers and a fucking panty pad! You are clearly hard as rock and unless you want me to embarrass you, I suggest we finish shopping together”. Judy broke the embrace and carried on gleefully.
“Right some smooth knit tights, 15 denier, cotton gusset in honey will be perfect for everyday wear and will make that beautiful swishing sound as you move, and some black opaques should be enough don’t you agree Sandra?”
Simon looked at Judy, shocked at her use of the name Sandra, beaten and eyes lowered he responded in hushed tones “Yes dear.”
“Stockings! How we could forget those? 10 denier hold ups in Natural Tan are on offer” and two packets flew into the trolley.
“Right shapewear and nightwear next and then we are done in this department.” They moved though to shapewear and Judy knew exactly what she wanted for him.
“Now Sandy, I think you are going to need firm control, don't you? Ohh here we are” and she picked a box from the display. On the front was a mature woman wearing a traditional body and she read the back of the box out loud “This firm control underwired full cup corselette flattens the tummy and shapes the waist for a flattering silhouette. Styled around one of our bestselling bras”. Looking Simon in the eye she went on, pushing him to challenge her “Sounds perfect for Sandy and look 40c. You are going to look fabulous in this and the suspenders are detachable. Now for a couple of panty girdles” and again a new box appeared in her hands as the old one fell into the trolley.
“Medium control won't be enough” she mused before selecting another box before again reading. “This firm control panty girdle is designed to flatten tummies and slim hips for a sleeker, slimmer outline. Sounds perfect for you” and she pulled a couple from the rack and consigned them for purchase”.
He sighed and looked at the trolley, which was starting to fill up now. She was really getting into this he thought and whilst he had enjoyed the previous night this was all going too far too fast.
“This is enough surely. I don't think we should buy anything more” he stated firmly.
She spun on her heel, clearly annoyed, and moved closer to him once more. She threw her arms around him and gave him a hug and whispered clearly and quietly into his ear. “Stop your fucking whinging you stupid little girl. We are going to finish our shopping and if you don't stop your moaning your dirty little secret won't remain a secret”
He went pale and his eyes dropped to the floor “ok, alright, you win”.
Judy was ecstatic, the power, wow it was a euphoric feeling. “Now Sandra, let's get you your own nightwear as I want you to look your very best for me tonight”
They both noticed the husky edge in her voice as they looked through the racks of nightwear.
“Only Silk or Satin nightdresses please, no cotton or flannel for you my dear”.
Simon stopped and pulled a size 16 nightdress of the rack. It was black, full length with spaghetti straps and contrast white lace edging on the hem and around the bra cups. She turned and smiled as she watched him, lost for a moment, as he admired the silky creation running through his hands. Moving behind him, her arms went around his waist, and she nibbled his ear.
“God you would look so hot in that Sandra” she whispered and watched as he blushed, heat emanating from his cheeks. Grabbing the tag on the nighty she read “Relax and unwind in this comfortable ankle length nightdress. It moves with you for a perfect night's sleep. This gorgeous, vintage-inspired nightwear has been designed in collaboration with supermodel Tallulah” and then she guided the nightdress and matching wrap onto the lingerie and other purchases.
“Sandy these long nighties can be very warm, and you can get wrapped up in them so let's get some shorty nighties, like this” she said picking up a black and grey chemise. These chemises will feel light and soft against your skin whilst you sleep and give me easy access!”
Judy flicked through the rack and picked out another in blue.
“Our work here is done” she announced, before adding “for now.”
She moved off with the trolley leaving him in shock. How had it come to this? He quickly caught up with her and winced as his pad caught a stray hair.
“Ok, so let’s pay and then take a coffee break” she suggested.
“Ok I will wait over there” he said hopefully
“No, you won't, you will queue and pay with me.”
The lady on the till smiled at Judy as she scanned and folded all the purchases whilst confirming his sizing of 40c or size 16.
“That's £312 please madam” the cashier said to Judy
“Sandy, can you get these please?”
Simon looked down and pulled his wallet out, he knew he had one card with S Ward on it and he prayed it would work, which thankfully it did.
Walking to the car Judy was humming contentedly. “Ok Sandra let's drop the bags off and discuss outerwear over coffee”
They sat opposite each other having finished their coffee in the M&S café when Judy suddenly had a very wicked thought and smiled to herself.
“What's so funny?” he asked, “is it me you’re laughing at?”
“No poppet it's not you, I love YOU, but we ought to go to the loo”
“I'm fine”
“No, you are not Sandra.” She reached down to her handbag and unzipped an inside pocket and pulled out a discretely wrapped panty pad. Covering it with her hand she moved it across the table.
“Here it's time to change your pad and freshen up a bit”
“What, you can't be serious,” said Simon.
“Deadly, now get a move on girl”
“But Judy I can't go into the ladies loo!” she smiled, wordplay was a favourite game of hers and there was only one possible reply which she delivered quickly before walking off so that he wouldn't have a chance to respond.
“Of course not Simon, I know you want to use the Ladies, but you will have to use the Gents for now”
He sat there open mouthed, not having the chance to explain that wasn't what he meant as he watched her back heading for Ladies. Reluctantly he followed and headed for a cubicle in the gents. Dropping his trousers, he slid his thumbs into his knickers and pulled them down, wincing slightly as the pad pulled on his pubic hair. Looking down he sighed at the sight of his smooth hairless legs, the black panties and the creased worn panty pad which had usefully absorbed the dribbles from excitement that morning. He ripped it from the gusset and threw it into the toilet bowl.
The door to the Gents opened and he froze, fresh pad in hand. He held his breath as another cubicle was taken. His terror and the silence were broken as his smart watch announced that a text had arrived, from Judy. What’s keeping you, do you need a hand :-)
He rolled his eyes and soon he was alone again. He unwrapped the fresh pad, the sound seemed way too loud for the activity involved. Peeling off the backing paper he secured the fresh pad into his panties and reassembled himself. Turning round, he flushed the toilet, and to his horror the pad was still there! Panicking he put some toilet paper into the bowl and flushed again and exhaled loudly with relief as the bowl emptied. This was just too much he thought.
Judy was waiting for him outside the loos and enquired “Everything go ok dear” and he nodded whilst walking on ahead. She trotted after him thrilled, his demeanour telling her he had in fact changed his sanitary pad. She slipped her arm through his “That's better Sandy, glad to see you so keen to get outerwear. Let's start in the classics section” and then whispering she said, “and you will need to buy your own panty pads.”
They walked back through the store, looking for the world like every other married couple.
“Now Sandra, I am thinking a few tops, a couple of skirts, a dress and some knitwear should be enough to get you started” she said moving to a clothing rack.
“Here we are” she held up a knee length A-line denim skirt with buttons down the front in his size and dropped it into the cart. And here look at this shift dress, a laid-back approach to smart dressing with 3/4 length sleeves that are designed to flatter” and it too disappeared into the trolley along with two mock tops and a pure cotton ditsy abstract belted shift dress.
“Come on over here as you have to have at least one pencil skirt” and she picked up a dog tooth checked skirt in a 16 “and a twin set in black” and both items also made it to the cart.
“Let’s not worry about shoes, jewellery, make up and accessories for now and unless you want to buy anything else, shall we go home and see what all this looks like on?”
Simon was exhausted and simply nodded and once again they headed towards the tills. “Sandra, wait here a moment please” and she walked off, her knickers wet, from the sight of him standing there with a trolley full of his women's clothes.
He stood there knowing this was going to get worse before it got better. The car was already full of lingerie so there would be no excuse to not bring Sandra to life. He hardened in his panties as he thought about everything he was going to have to wear and then felt totally ashamed and guilty.
“Couldn't resist” she said dropping a black tote handbag into the trolley along with a pack of Alldays pads. “As you've been so good, I will pay this time. I can't wait to get you home!”




Chapter 3

Home is where the heart is…….and his was very heavy as they carried in the bags of clothing into the house.
“Right Sandra. Let's get them up to the bedroom and see what fits” suggested Judy.
He didn't bother to reply and followed her to the bedroom where they dumped the bags on the bed.
“Right, what do you want to wear first?” she asked excited and impatient
“Dunno, do we have to do this now?” he whinged
“Christ Simon, you could at least get into this, we both know it's what you want”
“But this is too-” she cut him off mid sentence
“I know. The twin set and the pencil skirt today I think. Come on strip to your knickers and let's see what we have to work with”
He stood there, frightened, tired, yet aroused in equal measure as he knew he was poised on the point of self-destruction. If he didn't somehow stop this then it could spell the end of what they currently had. The Y chromosome in him spluttered into life
“No. Judy this has gone too far. I am going to get out of these knickers and get back to” The slap came out of nowhere and the shock combined with the pain brought his self-confidence and bravado to an immediate stop as his hands went out in front of him to soften the blow from his impending fall.
Judy looked at him, spreadeagled on the bedroom floor, nursing the side of his face and her anger just increased.
“Look you fucking pervert, I have been totally supportive and understanding and bought you these beautiful clothes. Now you are going to wear them as this isn’t just about you. Christ you are so fucking selfish, so for last time, strip down to your panties and let's have some fun Sandra.”
A scared “ahh ok, yes ok, ok” emanated from the floor as he slowly got to his feet and she felt a bit guilty. She had probably gone too far, but talk about gratitude. This is what he craved yet all he could do was moan!
Simon undressed down to his panties, and she appraised him coolly. At 5ft 6, size 16 and with shaved legs and arms he already looked androgynous which wasn't a bad canvas from which to start. She selected the white jacquard full brief panty and the matching bra and smiled to herself as it was so effortlessly pretty and feminine.
“Sandra – slip these on and let's see how they fit.” He took the items and started to withdraw to the bathroom.
“Sandra – no need for that as it's just us girls here” stopping, he sighed, and his head fell to his chest. He didn't turn around, but ever so slowly, he reluctantly started to disrobe. She looked on, not moving, dare she break the moment and then as if by remote control, his arms made the move, his hands took hold of the waistband of his black knickers and he slid them down his legs, the panty pad clearly visible.
“Good girl” she cooed.
He kicked the black pair of knickers onto his discarded pile of clothing and then turned to her in a trance, and he took the new panties and pulled the up his bare legs. Simon was ashamed, but he could feel his arousal rising in line with his lingerie. They were a fuller cut than the previous pair and he moved quickly, trying to out pace his erection. He settled the knickers into place and tucked his penis back so that the cotton gusset could keep it under control. Reaching for the matching bra, he arranged it so that it was back to front so that he could clip the hooks and eyes in front of him. He then rotated the bra and slipped his arms through the shoulder straps and adjusted them into place on his shoulders. Once completed he simply stood there, head bowed, beaten.
“Turn around Sandra”
He slowly turned around and she looked at him critically and whilst he looked vaguely pathetic, he didn't really look too bad, yes she could work with this and yes this could really work for her,
“Not bad, but we need some padding and there is a VERY unladylike bulge in your panties. Why don’t you take care of that in the ensuite and then use a fresh pad” she instructed whilst throwing the packet of Alldays pads at him. She was already aroused but watching him catch the sanitary pads dressed only in his matching bra and panties took her to a new level of sexual hunger.
Simon sat on the toilet, the locked bathroom door giving him some peace at last. Judy was right, his hard -on was huge and he wanted some relief. He had been kept in near constant state of stimulation all day, so it didn’t take long. His orgasm was powerful, so powerful that it caused a cramp in his lower abdomen – like a running stitch but lower down. He cleaned himself, and the bathroom floor, and then redressed. He looked at himself in the mirror and he felt ashamed and disgusted with himself. Judy’s voice then penetrated the room.
“What’s taking you so long?”
Simon filled his lungs with air and then walked back into the bedroom.
“That’s much more ladylike” noted Judy starting at his crotch.
“Why don't you put some tights on, and I will sort out your boobs” she said tossing him a pair of smooth knit tights. He unwrapped the tights, marvelling at all the card and cellophane and looked blankly at the tights as Judy returned to the room with her hands full of even more tights.
“Ok Simon, you've seen me do this enough times. Roll one leg up as a donut and slip it up to your knee, repeat for the other leg and then work them up your body – gently as we don't want any runs, snags or ladders”
He followed her instructions and for the first time that day he started to enjoy himself. The tights felt magical, electrical nylon shocks ran through his body as he worked the tights up his legs and for the first time that day a smile broke out over his face.
“Feels good doesn’t it Sandra?” and he just nodded “and you will be wearing tights an awful lot more in the future!”
He worked the top and gusset into place and stood before her. Judy ran her hand over his groin and now that his maleness was under control, she marvelled at how the pad, panties and tights had left him with a convincing female look.
Judy took a step forward and stuffed his bra with her used hosiery whilst all the time maintaining a reassuring amount of eye contact, even though he couldn't reciprocate whilst looking down at his feet encased in his tights. She adjusted the shoulder straps and spun him around to face her.
“That's much better” she said stepping back and looking at his bust “it's not a permanent solution but it will do for today”
Simon looked down at his chest and the full cup of his Jacquard bra made it look like he did indeed have breasts and disconcertingly he felt his penis starting to harden.
Judy noticed the change in his knickers “Sandra, that's not at all helpful but this should help” she said handing him a white panty girdle to match his other lingerie. His resistance spent, he stepped into the garment and pulled it up, the waistband settling above his pelvis with ease. It was tight but reassuring and so womanly as it completely crushed his maleness both physically and mentally.
They both just stared at the feminine mound between his legs. Dry mouthed Judy handed him the grey flecked pencil skirt and watched as Simon again pulled it over his legs and noticed his wide-eyed delight as the combination of the satin lining and the tights made merry over his shaven legs. She knew he was hooked. His bra looked divine as it stretched over his breasts when he reached behind his back to do up the skirt button and close the zip.
“Now the twin set, and we can accessorise from there honey” she said dry mouthed. He pulled the short sleeve top over his head and down over his bra. Somehow his breasts looked even bigger now they were covered. He eased on the matching black cardigan and again adjusted it, so the edges lay over his breasts.
She stood there, hands on hips, appraising her handiwork. He clearly looked like a man in drag but yet she could see the potential.
"Not bad, yes we can definitely work with your look” and she wheeled him over to the mirror where he had his first chance to see himself. He wasn't impressed. It was him in a skirt although his legs looked good, he thought.
“Don't worry, this will be the worst you ever look Sandy and I just love the new you”
Simon felt that familiar twitch from within his panty-girdle and just stared at his reflection.
“How does everything fit, is your bra comfortable?”
“Fine”
“Now Sandra, when a woman says fine, things are never just fine. What's the matter?”
Simon looked at her reflection in the mirror “Its just, well, I look so ridiculous in these clothes. Can I please get changed now?”
“Don't be such a ninny Sandy. Here slip into my slippers and let's go and get the washing and ironing under control”
She led him into their bedroom and they both noticed the swish of his tights against each other and the satin lined pencil skirt.
“Ok grab the basket of coloureds, that needs to go into the wash and whilst that's on the go you can get the whites ironed and put away.” Holding her breath, she watched and to her delight he just moved forward and bending at the knee he retrieved the basket and held it against his hip as he swished his way past her and down the stairs. She was ecstatic as it had all been easier than she had envisioned, and she now knew the solution to their troubles when it came to his restlessness.
She was incredibly aroused by the whole thought of having a wife, pretty, supportive and focused on her needs. Sandra would need to be loved and feel protected if this was going to work and walking into the kitchen, she did a double take as he already had the washing in the machine and was attacking the ironing whilst watching Eastenders. She walked up behind him and wrapped her arms around his belly.
“God Sandra, you make me so hot, you look so adorable” and he too felt aroused, yet ashamed and humiliated all at the same time.
“Sandra, my Sandra” she whispered “I think we have found your new role in this house, and I am so looking forward to getting to know and love you” she continued whilst nibbling his ear. “I am going into my study, and I would love a coffee Sandra”
He stopped ironing and looked at her “but, but the study is my one space.” he said
“Was poppet. Your role has now changed and you now have the rest of the house as yours. Your job is to be my maid in the living room, my cook in the kitchen and my whore in the bedroom" she said before kissing him hard to cut of any reply.
He sighed but continued with the ironing as she retreated to the study. She knew the ironing would keep him busy for at least 20 minutes, so she rang her beautician and best friend Emma.
“Yes, I am fine as well Emma but listen I have MAJOR news and I need your help as this could be one of your greatest challenges”.
Judy explained everything that had taken place over the last 24 hours and when she had finished there was a stunned silence at the end of the phone.
“So, he's all dressed up now and doing the ironing and you are ok with it?’ said a bemused Emma
“Beyond OK – I think I am going to like having another woman around the house”
“Another woman?” queried Emma “well ok if that's what you want, but how do I come in” she asked
“I need some help creating his look and I thought of you as I know you have helped some men in the past,” said Judy
“Yes, I have, that's true, but not for some time and they have been transsexuals referred to me. This is different, isn't it? Simon doesn't want a sex change, does he?’
“No, I don't think so. I just want him to look his best you know”
“Ok, as its you, I could probably fit him in Wednesday and spend the day on him and see where we get to? It's not going to be cheap though – a days’ labour is £150 Judy”
“It's a deal’ she squealed “see you then at around 10?”
Emma agreed all the arrangements and Judy hung up, sighing with relief, just as Simon brought in her coffee
“Good news Sandra, Emma is coming over this week to help you with your look” As soon as the words had left her mouth the colour just drained from his face
“Don't worry babe she already knows about your situation, and I trust her. There's no need to worry your pretty little head, which will be even prettier soon! Anyway, what are you cooking for dinner?”
He looked a picture as he stood there, arms folded under his breasts and oblivious to the pictures she was taking on her iPad, pictures that were automatically being uploaded to her cloud account. Some video would be good she thought, swiping her finger across the screen
“What have you done. How could you tell Emma? If this gets out, I will be a pariah, we will have to move. This has to end!”
“Stop moaning Simon, this isn't stopping and trans is all the rage these days. We are all gender fluid Don't you know!”
“This isn't funny Judy!”
“Relax dear, Emma will keep your secret and it's only for a day it is not a sex change for gods sake. Anyway dinner?”
“I hadn't thought about dinner”
“Don't worry Sandra, there is an M&S ready meal in the fridge you can cook tonight, and you will need to get those coloureds hung up once they are washed and the hand washing is in the basket to do”
He knew he was beaten as it's difficult for a man to argue in a skirt “yes ok”
“And Sandra?” he turned his head back to the camera “can you wear that new silk nightdress and wrap tonight?
The next few hours Judy spent online, and she quickly realised that there was an entire community built around her current situation which gave her both confidence and an outlet for questions and shopping.
She selected a nice bottle of red wine for dinner from his cellar and opening it with a pop she poured them both a drink.
“I’ve been online” she smirked
“I am sure you have” he replied
“I've bought you some presents”
He took a sip of the claret, it was one of his good ones, and he continued with the dinner preparations.
“Can you give me a hand with dinner?”
“No Sandy as that's your job now –when you wear the bra you do the char!”
He thought he had done a pretty good job with dinner as he cleared the empty plates away into the dishwasher whilst realising he needed the loo. He was dreading this as he knew it wasn't going to be easy. Closing the bathroom door, he lifted up his pencil skirt and looked lovingly at the reflection of his panty girdle and nylon encased legs. Yes, he thought I do have a good pair of pins as he eased down the girdle, tights and knickers and sat on the toilet. Judy opened the toilet door and looked at him smiling, a real twinkle in her eye.
“God you are such a girl, sat there with all three gussets clearly visible. Once you have finished here and tidied up the kitchen do you fancy an early night?” she asked, and he just nodded forlornly.
Simon climbed the stairs to their bedroom only to find Judy in bed in her flannel PJ’s reading a Lee Child novel which she put down as he entered the room. The black nightdress and wrap were on the bed meaning he would have to get changed in front of her. He dreaded the humiliation undressing in front of her but he knew she would insist. He slipped the skirt off and hung it on the skirt hanger and placed it in his wardrobe.
Judy looked up from her book and enjoyed the sight of his bum in the white panty girdle, the rear seam of the gusset looked in perfect position and simply so womanly. Slipping out of the twin set, he put his girdle on the chair and his tights into the washing basket and all the time she watched him like a cat following a mouse, her eyes soaking her prey up at every move. He unhooked his bra and placed it on the chair next to his girdle.
“Come on let's see” implored Judy as he struggled with the tags and straps on the nightdress. Eventually, he lifted the black silk creation and let it fall over his body and his reaction was immediate.
“Oh god this feels fantastic” his words reached escape velocity before his mind could prevent their release. He adjusted the bodice so that the lace embroidered cups sat in the right place and slipped the wrap over his shoulders.
“Put some perfume on Sandra and hurry girl”
He did as he was told and having washed and brushed he applied some of her perfume. A dab on each wrist, his inner thighs and behind his ears. It was no use denying how much he loved this nightdress as his bulging knickers and sense of calm made that crystal clear. He walked back to the bedroom, the satin rustling as it slid over his skin.
Judy gasped “Wow black is your colour!” and she threw back the duvet and patted the bed. He could see her hunger and felt a little intimidated as he eased the wrap off his bare shoulders and hung it up slowly allowing Judy to take in the criss-crossed spaghetti straps that went down his back to support the deep V laced edged back of the nightdress. He sashayed around the bed and lifting the hem slightly he climbed into the bed as she encased him in the duvet and her arm simultaneously.
"Oh my, Mr Happy needs some release, lift up”
Simon eased his buttocks of the bed, and she slid his panties off him
“Help me with my PJ’s Sandra”.
He pulled her trousers down while she unbuttoned her top and once again, she was naked and looking down at him in his nighty. She kissed him and slipped over his maleness and they both smiled at the prospect of some great sex.
“Sandra, I know you are going to rush the first one but don't worry about it. Leave it all to me” and she started to make love to him, rising and falling as she skewered herself onto him.
“You looked so pretty today in your pencil skirt and twin set and oh you smell divine, is that Dior your wearing?”
“Yes” was all he could manage as his head rocked back and forth in time with the bed.  She picked up the pace and started necking him
“Oh, Sandra you are so pretty but Emma will make you even more scrumptious.” She continued to pound him and tease him in equal measure “after your first beauty session with her”
She pushed on harder and faster, and he was moaning with delirium as he lifted his legs up, almost as a woman would for a medical exam!
“What will you wear for Emma? I can picture you sat in the chair with that lovely Ivory full slip covering your white panty girdle and bra with your black wrap covering your modesty as Emma does your nails, hair and eyebrows. That would be perfect wouldn't it Sandra?”
“Oh yes yes Yes. Judy God, I love you” he panted
She had once again timed events to perfection and they both orgasmed powerfully as one leaving the bedroom full of the sound of their contented exhaustion. She rolled off him and grinned. Their sex life had never ever been this good or frequent and she drifted into a relaxing sleep.
He woke first, riddled with guilt, as he felt his nightdress across his shaved body. Slipping out of bed he took the damned night off and put on some boxers. He went downstairs and made Judy’s coffee and emptied the dishwasher. He was concerned about the pace of recent events and the effect on Judy. He trotted back upstairs relieved to have taken some control over events.
“Here you go love”
"Mmmm thanks for the coffee and for doing the dishwasher. Can our life get any better? Great sex and fresh coffee in the morning” she said
“About that Judy, I think I want a break from the women's clothing today”
Judy looked at her husband and realised that she had pushed him a long way in 24 hours
“Ok, but I want Sandy in bed tonight!”
The rest of Sunday was uneventful and gave both of them time to think. Judy noticed that Simon wouldn’t help with the chores and spent most of the day moping. She realised he was embarrassed and her research suggested that she should be super supportive as he would never be able to stop being attracted to women’s clothes. She also went shopping for things to ‘help” him and spent a small fortune on Sandra.




Chapter 4

Judy was excited, it was finally Wednesday and Emma would be here today.
“Wake up Simon. Its your big day today”
Simon groaned “leave me alone, cancel her”
“Too late lover, it's 8.30 and Emma is on her way”
“Well just pay her cos I can't go through with it” he whinged
Judy was annoyed by his self-pitying whine and the lack of any gratitude.
“Look she knows all about Sandra and has worked with men before so it's too late to get embarrassed”
“I am so annoyed that you told her.” He said, his voice raised, as he propped himself up in bed. Judy reached out and lifted the fallen shoulder strap of his nighty back up into position.
“I had too, otherwise she wouldn't have brought the right things for your treatments” she offered in justification.
“But I don't want any bloody treatments” he moaned
“Well, it's women's prerogative to change her mind”
“Don't be such a bitch Judy”
“You’re the one being a bitch and throwing her pamper day back in my face”.
Judy knew this was an exchange she had to win, so she switched tracks and went on a charm offensive.
“Look, think of, it as a pamper day, nothing permanent. Emma will do your hair, your nails and tidy up a few other bits and pieces. You can just relax. forget about your chores and tonight I will sort out dinner. Later, if you play your cards right then you won't regret this, I promise” she said kissing him on his nose.
“But do I have to wear my panty girdle and a bra?
“I am afraid you do for two key reasons” she explained thrilled that he had moved past his session with Emma happening and onto what he would wear. Typical woman she thought suppressing a smile.
“The first reason is to help Emma as this is how she sees women every day of the week and that will help normalise the situation for her. The second reason is practical as I know you will love today and therefore the firm support of the panty girdle will be vital”
He sighed, defeated, in the face of her logic and they finished their coffee in silence.
“It's 9am already. We need to get a wiggle on” said Judy climbing out of bed.
He hauled himself up and after the bathroom he found himself back in the bedroom as Judy was pulling on her jeans.
“Time for Sandra to live the dream”
He slipped out of his wrap and nightdress and walked over to his chair
“Sandy, I think you’ll need some extra protection today”
“No, not one those pads please” he pleaded
“Trust me Sandy, you will need it today and being a housewife isn't all silk nighties and sexy panties you know. Now pop it into your panty girdle and we can go from there” and she handed him one of her extra long super absorbent pads.
In the bathroom he was appalled at the size and thickness of the towel.
“It's too big, I can't use this” he moaned
“Course you can, trust me on this will you?”
He placed the towel into his panty girdle and looked across to her as she continued
“As you won’t be wearing tights today, a girdle, bra and a slip should suffice” but I want Emma to feel comfortable today “now pull the girdle up to your thighs but as you do, push your testicles into your body and position your manhood back between your legs. Then pull that girdle all the way up to secure everything in place”.
He followed her instructions, wriggling the panty girdle hard up into his crotch and before he could stand back up, she was examining him and running her hand over the flat front of his panty girdle.
“Excellent that has worked well, you have an appealing feminine mound young lady.”
He stood back up and adjusted the waistband of his girdle and immediately noticed that his testicles had really moved up and inside his body cavity. Looking in the mirror he could see no signs of anything other than a perfect female mound.
“This towel is huge; it feels like a nappy and surely it will crinkle when I walk” he said as he ran his hand over his mound.
Judy laughed “No it won’t, and you'll get used to it soon enough. It's called the curse for a reason. Now on with your bra as that is Emma’s car I can hear in the drive.”
She left him to his own devices and he made a better effort of his bra today and having stuffed the cups he pulled the full length slip over his head and wrapped himself into his black lace edged silk gown just as Judy called up
“Sandra, Emma's here”
Simon walked down the stairs feeling totally humiliated, the sanitary pad a constant reminder of how far he had fallen. Judy and Emma greeted him as he entered the kitchen
“Hello Sandra, I'm Emma”
“Eeer hi Emma” he mumbled
Judy smiled, bless him, he had wrapped his black negligee so tightly to cover himself up, he hadn’t noticed how it accentuated his breasts.
“It's ok Sandra, Emma here is going to pamper you today and I am going to leave you two together and get out of your hair’ Judy and Emma both saw the look of fear spread out over his face. Emma’s training kicked in
“Come on Sandra, why don't you slip out that wrap and into this gown, pop yourself into the chair and we can see what we can do with your hair” she said to a lost looking Simon. She even felt a pang of sympathy for the hapless man. He had no idea of what Judy had booked for him.
He was mortified as he changed out of his wrap and into Emma’s gown.
“My that a lovely slip” said Emma
Simon said nothing and sat down in the chair, humiliated beyond belief.
“Don't worry dear, everything we do will be reversible and my advice is to sit back and relax. Our first job is hair extensions”
He looked up at Emma “what no way that's going too far” he yelped
“Simon dear you are wearing a beautiful panty girdle, matching bra and slip so it's a bit late for coy so please sit down and let me do my work”. Emma coaxed him back onto the chair and started to chat inanely at him whilst weaving in the black hair extensions. She worked through her usual conversational catalogue but in a different order to usual so that she could remain more on transmit rather engaging him in conversation. Once all the extensions we in place she then went about trimming his hair into a simple women's style, a strait fringe at the front and the rest of his hair simply running down his back to the top of his shoulders.
“There we go now, let's get it up in a scrunchy, so we keep it out of the way”
He shuddered
“Do you like that”
“No, it's just I am getting a bit cold,” said Simon
“Ok dear , I will do is your toes next and then after that you can slip some tights on and that will keep you warm”
“No, it's ok I will just go for a polo shirt”
“No, you won't as I need you to wear something with spaghetti straps so I can finish my work” replied Emma. He sighed, beaten by her logic.
Emma moved onto his feet, spending the next 45 minutes removing all of his dead and dry skin before then shaping, buffing and rehydrating his feet and toenails. He watched in fascination as she continued to talk about the local gossip, and he had to admit he was enjoying his first pedicure. She then proceeded to place little pieces of foam between each toe.
“This is Tom Ford Smoke Red. Judy wants you to look your best for her”
He looked on as she expertly applied the base coat before applying the topcoat. He had sort of given up at this point and couldn't help but smile at the masculine sounding name of the feminine colour and process that was being applied to his toes. Once satisfied it had dried Emma suggested.
“Right, why don't you go and get some tights on”
“Er I don't think I have any” he tried
“Tut tut, Judy told me about your shopping expedition so do you want to lie to me again or shall we just get on with things? And bring a spare pair of knickers down with you”
Simon gave her a puzzled glance and removed his cape, grabbed his wrap and fled upstairs to his bedroom and lingerie drawer. He still couldn’t believe he had a lingerie drawer! He pulled his tights on, marvelling at just how wonderful they felt over his smooth legs and at how easily they settled over his panty girdle. He also had a pang of disappointment as his beautiful Smoke Red toenails were obscured by the reinforced toe.
As he took the stairs, he delighted in how his slip rode over each nylon clad leg and how the wrap moved over his slip. He could feel the familiar pull in his girdle and wondered how women coped with all these feelings. As he walked through the hall caught sight of himself in the mirror.
“Christ, I look like a woman” he said out loud to the woman with shoulder length black hair that stood in front of him, dressed in her lingerie with a pair of knickers in her hand. The hair extensions had really softened his face and he was grateful that the panty girdle was restraining his hardness in the face of his feminine reflection
“Come on Sandra, I haven't got all day” exasperation rang through Emma’s voice, snapping him from his trance and he re-joined her in the kitchen.
“Now lesson No 1. That girdle you are wearing has a satin finish which means your tights will slip down all day. The solution is that second pair of knickers, so I suggest you put them on over the top of your tights”.
Simon opened his wrap and stepped into the white panties and pulled them up and Emma grinned as he fumbled with the slip which got caught up in his knickers. He then did the most feminine thing as he pulled down his slip and rearranged his wrap
“Mmm that hair style suits you and yes you’re looking quite convincing but back in the chair Sandra. It's eyebrows and your manicure next so I will need to slip this hairband over your ears to keep your hair out of my way. Lie back and enjoy.” He did as he was told as Sandra gently massaged a soothing oil into both of his hands and nails.
“Now let me explain. For the eyebrows, waxing is fantastic as it gives a longer-lasting solution to re-shaping your brows. It is a fast process and pulls out all the finer hairs that you can easily miss when using tweezers”. She said applying the green coloured gel to his brows while suggesting the he close his eyes to be safe. Once both eyebrows were covered and with him relaxed Emma reached behind him for her portable ear-piercing kit and then slipping it quickly over his left ear, she pierced it
“Ow what the fuck what was that” he shouted sitting bolt upright
“Now that's not a very ladylike way to thank me for a free treatment. I have pierced your ear and I need to catch the blood so do please sit back”
“Ok but no way you are doing the other one!”
“Sandra you will look silly with one ear pierced”
She soothed his ear with a cool gel pack and then inserted the gun smoothly over the right lobe and pierced the lobe.
“Ow”
“Look Sandra, being a woman isn't easy so please can you be a bit braver?” He nodded dejectedly as she continued
“Judy has bought you these beautiful 22 carat gold starter Stud earrings. They are pretty and practical and must be worn continually for the next 6 weeks to allow the piercings to heal. They are also designed so they don't come off easily so please don't remove them without some help.” She sterilised the studs with alcohol and slipped them into a wide-eyed Simon who felt the alien objects sliding into his lobes.
“Right let's tidy those eyebrows next” and she quickly waxed his brows into shape and with each rip of the wax strip he winced, and a small tear escaped from his eye.
“Nearly there love.”
He couldn't believe how relieved he was that her final plucking and tweezing was so much gentler.
“There that really opens up your face Sandra. We can really see your beautiful brown eyes now”
Emma could see that Simon needed a rest and suggested that they take a break for coffee and a sandwich. Over lunch Emma and he chatted and looked like two women
“You know you could make a good-looking woman” she said
“Oh, er thanks I think” he spluttered, embarrassed
“Can I give you some advice Sandra?”
He nodded and put his sandwich down
“Look stop playing the victim. Judy knows you love this, and I can sense your enjoyment as well. I have never seen Judy so excited and happy. Apparently, your sex life is fantastic so why not try to enjoy it a bit more? Why not throw yourself into being Sandra as I know that Judy has some surprises for her”
He listened and suddenly realised that as Sandra he had no friends with whom he could confide. Whether it was loneliness, or something else, words started to trip out of his mouth.
“I'm scared Emma. Last week I was a heterosexual male and this week I am some sissy pervert who is dressing as a woman. I don't know where any of this ends and I don't want to be a woman 24/7”
“And I am sure that’s not what Judy wants either. My advice is let her have some fun, enjoy the experience and stop beating yourself up. Now come on I still need to look at your beard and finish your nails”
“My beard?” he queried
“Yes, it will lessen the need for shaving and make your face smoother”
“But isn't that going a bit far Emma, I mean that's permanent, is it?”
‘No. There isn't really a permanent solution for hair growth. This will only slow the regrowth and you have to agree a 5 o’clock shadow won't work for your current look. Now sit back”
After half an hour of electrolysis his face was starting to redden so she switched tack to focus on his nails. Applying false nails to each hand she carefully filed and shaped them into neat ovals before finishing them of with the same Smoke Red polish by Tom Ford. As his nails dried, Emma continued with more electrolysis explaining that it was good that he could do an hour session as many clients couldn’t manage that long. After the electrolysis she moisturised his skin and explained that she would be back regularly over the next 6 weeks.
“No, that won't be necessary surely” he said, and Emma rolled her eyes.
“Judy has booked me so I will be here whether you like it or not. Anyway, I am told you bite your nails so I will apply a coat of Stop and Grow which tastes really bitter to help with that bad habit”
Emma finished in silence as Simon was clearly upset by the notion of more sessions. “Right I think that's me all done so why don't you have a look?” Emma placed a large mirror on the table, and he sat up and was amazed at the results. A slightly podgy size 16 woman sat there in her lingerie, her hair pulled back revealing her gold stud earrings. He couldn't believe how big his eyes looked now that his eyebrows arched and sat higher up on his face. He took in his breasts within his ivory slip, his pretty nails and the sight of his own crossed legs encased in his tights. His arousal was intense, the humiliation and lack of any choice as he hurtled toward his feminine destination washed over him and the constant stimulation was simply too much.
Emma noticed his fascination, his deeper breathing and thought he might pass out before realising that another emotion was at play.  Smiling she watched on as he attempted to retain control. He pressed his legs together at the groin and as he did so, the feel of his smooth knit tights against each other and on the satin slip and silk wrap was simply too much. His eyes closed and fluttered as he orgasmed in his girdle.
“You see it's not all bad being a woman” mocked Emma.




Chapter 5

Simon couldn't believe it. He had ejaculated without any hardness and now felt both drained and satisfied yet thoroughly disgusted with himself. Emma sensed he needed space and simply cleared up around him as she needed to be away by 4pm.
“Sandra there is a strange man at your window”. He bolted upright and spun round and to his horror saw Nevin the gardener standing at the patio doors. It was too late for him to hide, and Emma immediately took charge
“Sandra do your wrap up NOW!” He closed the wrap over his slip and watched amazed as two pretty hands that were his, but not, tied the sash as Emma opened the back door
“Can I help you?’ she asked the man.
“Yes, I have come to pick up last week’s gardening money”
“Ok, you better come in while we get this sorted”
Nevin stepped into the kitchen and nodded at Simon whose face was burning up, not from the electrolysis but from embarrassment and the fear that Nevin would see through Emma’s work and ridicule him. Emma made the introductions.
“Nevin this is Sandra, Simon’s sister” Simon shot Emma a poisonous glance and to his horror Nevin moved forward with his hand extended
“Nice to meet you Miss”
Simon held out his own pretty hand, which was immediately encased by Nevin’s large, calloused hand. He couldn't help but reflect that his hand looked both dainty and lost in Nevin’s and he couldn't make any form of eye contact. Total shame and sheer terror coursed through him. Emma broke the silence.
“Sandra, can you get Nevin's money please?” He nodded quickly as he was desperate to get out of the kitchen and he scurried into the hall to find his wallet. Returning to the kitchen he stopped in the hall to pluck up the courage to re-enter and to his horror he overheard Emma and Nevin talking.
“Oh Simon, you've not heard the good news? Well, he has finally got himself a job in Dubai on a six-month contract with the option to extend. He left for London this morning and flies out later this week. Judy is thrilled of course, and Simon’s sister Sandra has come down to keep her company”
Nevin nodded, rocking impatiently and then his eyes lit up as a furious looking Sandra returned.
“Is there something wrong miss?” he asked.
Simon thrust the money into Nevin's hands and then fled the kitchen as his sanitary pad had now become cold, wet and frankly uncomfortable. In the toilet upstairs he hated the sight of his pretty red nailed hands changing his pad, but he cleaned himself up. He felt disgusted with himself and wanted to rip the clothes off and throw them away and all the other stuff Judy had bought. Enough was enough and he started to sob.
Emma finally got rid of Nevin and went upstairs looking for Simon and she pushed open the loo door to see a sobbing Simon with his tights, girdle and panties around his knees, his slip covering his modesty.
“You, ok?”
“No, I am not. Bloody hell Emma why did you tell Nevin that I had got a job in Dubai?”
“I don't know I was caught by surprise, so I just made something up. It's no big deal he can get fired and come back next week”
“You have no idea, do you? Nevin is the village gardener and gossip. Once Judy hears from her friends about Simon’s new job, he will be staying in Dubai for 6 months!”
“Oh, I am sure it's not that bad” soothed Emma who couldn't believe her luck with Nevin.  Judy would be really pleased with this turn of events, but she still had to complete today's last objective, so she went into full supportive mode
“Look Sandra, I am sure we can fix this. How about we get you cleaned up for when Judy gets home. She is super excited to see how you look and she has asked if you could wear the plum dress you bought last weekend?”
Simon looked up with a glimmer of hope
“Do you really think we can fix this? Asked a worried Simon.
“Of course, but we can't do it from the toilet!”
They moved into the master bedroom, and he opened his wardrobe and placed the plum day dress on the bed. He slipped out of the lace edge black silk wrap he had been wearing all day and hung it on the bedroom door
“Do I step into it or put it on like a jersey?”
“If you step into it, your slip will ride up terribly”
Emma watched as he undid the buttons and pulled the dress over his head and smoothed it down over his body. She liked the tunic dress on him as it had three-quarter-length sleeves which showed off his thin arms. The pleated front detail across his bosom also drew her eye.
“That will look great worn as is, or with boots or you could always dress it up with opaques and heels” she offered
He ignored her as he struggled with the rear zip and button.
“Let me” she said moving around him to zip up his dress and fasten the top button through its loop. She turned him to the mirror and released his hair from the scrunchy
“Pretty good huh”
He couldn't help but agree as he took in his long black hair which framed his face and sat nicely on his shoulders. His brown eyes looked so feminine under their new arched eyebrows which made him look either permanently surprised or happy, he couldn’t quite decide.
“I have a final surprise for you” said Emma handing him a plain carrier bag. He looked inside bemused.
“It’s a padded girdle, it will add some definition to your dress” she said and left him “why don’t you get yourself sorted and them neet me downstairs”
“I wished you had given to me earlier” he complained. It took him 20 mins to reorganise himself into the new girdle and finally brush his dress down into position.
Simon walked into the kitchen “Fuck I look like a woman!”
Emma appraised him professionally “Well, you don't talk like one, but I have to agree. You now have curves in ALL the right places”
Emma said her goodbyes and he was left alone in the house with his thoughts. He sat on the sofa with a cup of coffee he was surprised at how comfortable he was in the dress. He still couldn't believe how he looked in the mirror and the thought of him standing in front of Nevin in his slip and wrestling with his wrap was an image that brought and a deep shame. His peace was broken as Judy barrelled through the door.
“Hi honey I'm home”
He stood up, and just has Emma had advised, chest out stomach in, he waited to see his wife. Judy rushed into the lounge and stopped dead in her tracks, her hand covering her mouth. She was shocked at how good he looked with his long dark hair, shaped eyebrows, the earrings and those nails really did compliment his day dress which fell so well over his hips – where did he get those curves she wondered!
“Wow you look fantastic, and you will have to tell me all over dinner!”
He smiled before he started to sob.
Oh, Judy it was awful…sob…Nevin came around for his money…. sob... he and saw me in my lingerie”
Judy gathered him up in her arms thrilled at the thought of him being caught in his delicates in front of their gardener.
“There there baby doll” she cooed “Who did Nevin see Simon or Sandra?”
He sobbed even harder and finally admitted “that's just the problem he only saw Sandra”
‘Sorry, what's the problem then” she reassured him.
Again, between sobs “Emma told him that Simon was on a contract in Dubai for the next 6 months and that I was his sister!”
A thrill of delight coursed through Judy as she realised that she could now keep him as Sandra for the next 6 months. Christ, she had never been this aroused and she was invigorated that events had taken this turn.
“I admit that the fantasy of dressing up does turn me on, but this it’s going to far! I don't want to be a woman for the next six months” he said in between sobs. Indeed, he seemed surprised that he had actually stood up for himself.
“Sssh I am sure we can work this out Sandra”
Their cuddle was brought to a conclusion by ring of Judy’s mobile and the caller ID indicated that it was her best friend Kirsty. He stood there, in his plum dress and tights hearing only one side of the conversation
“Kirtsy! How are you?”
“Yes, Nevin was here today as well and yes it's fantastic news about Simon’s job in Dubai” she said looking in his direction.
“Sandra, yes she's staying with me whilst he is away”
“He said what? I bet Nevin thought it was his lucky day”
“Ah ah. That’s a lovely idea but she has only just moved in, so getting together for a coffee this weekend will be tricky but let me chat it over with her and come back to you?”
“Ok, yes that fine, bye Kirsty”
Simons shoulders sagged. He knew his fate was now sealed as between Kirsty and Nevin the entire town would know about Simon’s departure within the next 24 hours.
“Well, it looks like Sandra will need to be around for a little while longer and Kirsty thinks she already has one male admirer” she said beaming from ear to ear.




Chapter 6

Simon wore the gunmetal grey chemise to bed after having moisturised his face and his emotional exhaustion caused him to quickly doze. Judy snuggled up beside him, her arms easily sliding over his satin clad body.
“I love you and we are going to have so much fun over the next few months” she said dropping her hands lower down the front of his nighty. “It's like a dream come true for us both. We will be for all the world just two women living together, and we can share everything. I can't wait to go shopping, trying on our outfits, gossiping as we queue for the Ladies, watching you touching up your make up. Ooh and knowing all the time that under that pretty female exterior is my man, my lover, my husband”
Simon felt himself getting aroused at her words and once again she had manoeuvred him onto his back as she continued “And now that Simon has gone you will have no choice but to wear your pretty lingerie and dresses every day, to be my Sandra, to look after me, to cook, clean, shop, and manage the household as well as dealing with the cleaners and the gardener. To know that every day you will need to decide on outfit to wear as a housewife. To love, honour and obey”
He was hardening fast, and she pushed on, talking and rubbing his maleness through his panties
“But it won't all be fun Sandra, yes we will shop and make love but running a house is hard work and keeping yourself pretty won't be easy, but I know you can do both. You will be invited by other women to join their friendship circles and there will also be the wandering eyes of men to manage”
He shivered in delight just listening to her and soon felt his panties being slid down his legs as she once again mounted him. “Oh yes this feels good doesn't it Sandra? Being made love to as a woman as I penetrate you and love you as a woman whilst you scratch my back with your pretty fingernails.” She paused but continued to make love to him, kissing his neck, nibbling his earlobes and nipples
“Isn't this how it should be Sandy? You the pretty housewife and me the bread winner, you in the pretty lingerie, girdles and dresses and me going off to work. You in the kitchen making home, reading women's magazines at the salon each week and me stuck in an office. You being adored and loved as a woman by me.”
He was now delirious as her words were close to some of his deepest fantasies. Trapped in the role of a housewife with no way out, even when the waves of self-loathing arrived, and being loved for it by his wife.
“Oh Judy yes, yes yes” he panted as she continued to love him and then he wrapped his legs behind hers, his eyes begging for release. She responded, thrusting faster and nibbling harder. “Oh Sandra, give in let it go, be my lover, my girlfriend and my housewife”
“Oh yes, yes yes” and he orgasmed with a strength they both enjoyed.




Chapter 7

The following week went by in a blur, but a routine was forming. Simon would wake first, slip into his gown and slippers, go downstairs, empty the dishwasher and then bring Judy her coffee in bed. She would then tell him how pretty he was, suggest some chores for the day and then rush off to work.
Whilst he was alone, he often thought about dressing as Simon, but he knew that she would be furious, and Emma came nearly every day and oh yes, Simon was in bloody Dubai!
He fetched a clean pair on knickers and a sanitary towel, tucked himself away, and pulled his padded panty girdle into position over his smooth knit tights. He chose a denim skirt and a mock top to wear over his ivory full slip and then carefully brushed his hair and extensions just as Emma had shown him before securing it with a scrunchy. He still felt ashamed doing this in front of Judy.
“Sandra, you look great. Why not borrow my necklace? Its on the bureau, it would go well with your top” said Judy as she kissed him on the cheek and headed off to work.
Simon smiled weakly, picked up the necklace and slipped it over his head on and went down to the kitchen to start his chores for the day.
Later as he was making the bed, bending down to tuck the sheet under the mattress he looked up and caught sight of his reflection. Christ I really am a housewife he thought to himself as he took in his long black hair tied back high on his head, the necklace dangling from his neck, his breasts, his pink cardigan, his full slip visible through the thin white blouse and his nylon clad legs peeking out from the denim skirt. He lifted his hand up to his face, noticing his pretty red nails and he shook his head in disbelief. He was dawdling, and he knew it, but he was enjoying himself and he only just got the bed finished when Emma arrived.
Its 10 o'clock already and I haven't even got the washing in he thought as he opened the door
“Morning Sandra, wow love the necklace”
“Hi Emma, your outfit looks wonderful today”
“Well done Sandra you have already mastered the feminine greeting, now grab these bags”
Emma returned to her car and pulled out two more bags and went into kitchen
“Coffee?”
“Yes please Sandra”
Emma watched him as he made the coffee, amazed at how natural he looked in the kitchen. “I am really sorry about Nevin. I only realised what I had done yesterday afternoon when one of my salon regulars shared the news of Simon’s job in Dubai and that his sister had moved in with Judy to keep her company.”
“I am really upset about this whole thing as either Simon needs to fail in Dubai and return home a loser or I need to live elsewhere as Simon for a bit. The other alternative which Judy really wants is that Sandra stays around for a while”
“And what do you think?” she asked
“I think the Sandra option is the only realistic choice” he said wearily
“Ok then let's make the best of a bad lot, shall we?”
Emma started work on his face as she knew that his skin would need a rest, but she was pleased at how the last 40 mins of electrolysis had gone. Moisturising his face, she continued in her role as Sandra’s girlfriend. “Judy wants to know what you want to do about the cleaners?”
“What do you mean” he mumbled as Emma continued with his facial massage
“Well, there are two options.  One - they come and clean and you and I either stay in or go out shopping.  Two- they don't come, and you do all the cleaning”
“I can't go out like this” he said in a panicked tone
“Of course you can, you look fine” Emma reassured him.
“It's not just that, I don't have any shoes or outerwear”
Emma burst out laughing “Oh Sandra, did you just say I don't have a thing to wear” and for the first time that morning he laughed and nodded in agreement
“Forget that for now – what option do we make happen? And remember Sandra will have to leave the house at some stage!” he pondered the choice set, desperately seeking a more palatable answer
“Let them come but I am not going out, I will just stay out of their way”
A broad grin broke out over Emma’s face as she knew he would have to direct them and interact with the cleaning ladies.
“Ok, but now we need to start with make-up and the only area we can experiment on is the eye area because of the beard treatment you are having” she said picking up the first carrier bag
“Now here is your new makeup bag to which we will add and eye liner pencil. I am going to show you how to put it on and then you will try one eye at a time. “Watch me carefully as applying eyeliner is probably the trickiest part of your makeup routine but it's also the one that makes the most difference”
Emma sat in front of the mirror and showed him how to darken the lower lid or waterline as it was called “Heavily lining your lower lid with a very dark colour can make your eyes look smaller but you’re more likely to end up with under-eye smudges. If you want to define your lower eyelid or look less tired you can always use a light brown or taupe eye shadow.”
She made it look so easy as a smooth black line ran across her lower eye lid “Your turn”
He tried, but of course the first few attempts were a disaster as the line was either too thick or non-existent.
“Don’t press so hard as your putting a crease in the eye lid and that's causing the smudging”
He carried on applying and removing the eyeliner until on the eighth time he called out to Emma in triumph
“Not bad, well done, now for the other eye”
Again, it took a few attempts, more than one but less than eight and Sandra Ward was wearing eye makeup for the first time.
“Ok that's enough for a day look’ said Emma packing up her makeup bag whilst nodding at him to do the same.
The buzzer of the gates surprised them both and Emma went over and picked up the intercom “Hello Bob, yes of course.” The gates swung open, and Simon and the postman saw each other at the same time. He was carrying a large box as well as the normal array of post.
“Would you mind please Emma?”
“Of course,” and she went to the front door to meet the postman.
“Sandra, Bob needs your signature” she shouted from the hall
Simon immediately felt ashamed and standing up he slowly walked into the hall, the whisper of his tights playing on his slip made him smile. How do woman cope feeling this good he thought to himself as the sound of his tights under his denim skirt provided an alien soundtrack to his ears. As he approached the door, he realised that of the three of them, two men and one woman, he was the only one in a skirt!
“This big box is for you Sandra and needs to be signed for,” said Emma
“Morning” said Bob in a cheerful voice holding out his signature pad and pen “You must be Simon’s sister. I can see the resemblance”
Simon, still smiling, nodded, and created Sandra Ward’s maiden signature.
Returning to the kitchen, he exhaled loudly
“That was close” he said
“Nonsense, Bob saw Sandra, so relax. Coffee?”
He simply nodded and then pushed a stray hair behind his ear whilst becoming more and more concerned as he looked through the post. It was bad enough that the large parcel was addressed to Ms S Ward, but there were several other pieces of mail addressed to her. Putting the envelopes to one side, he focused on the parcel. After a failed attempt to open it, he realised his new nails were going to be of no help whatsoever. Instead, he cut open the packaging with a kitchen knife to reveal a large purple box with Amolox Daphne Silicone Breast Forms written on the outside. He mumbled under his breath and collapsed back into the chair.
“They look the business”
said Emma placing her coffee down and flipping the lid open and withdrawing the instruction leaflet. “These are the top of the range, can be worn day or night, are self-adhesive and anatomically the correct density and weight. Don't wear them stuck to the chest wall for more than 72 hours and take 24 hours break from the adhesive before using again” she said reading selected extracts from the manual. “OK Sandra, top off and let's see how they look on”
Simon knew that if she didn't apply them then Judy would be upset although he was frightened by the size of the fleshy mounds inside the box. Once down to his bare chest, Emma had him lie down on the sofa and applied hair remover liberally to his already denuded chest area.
“Luckily you aren't hairy, but these beauties won’t stick to hair” and 20 mins later she was satisfied that his chest-wall was hairless and ready. “These forms can be worn on either side and in a normal or mastectomy bra” she explained lifting out the first form.
“It’s huge, way too big” he said worried
“No, they are not, they are only a C cup. They should look fine on you” she said removing the protective cover from the adhesive backing. Standing over him she lowered the first form onto his chest. “Now keep your hand pressed down on it whilst I get the next one on you”.
A few minutes later he looked a picture with his full slip pulled down to his waist, in his denim skirt and tights with his pretty hands covering his breasts.
“OK let's get those girls in a bra, just sit up slightly as I don't want to test the adhesive too much”
Leaning up onto the back of the sofa arm, he lifted his arms and slid them through the bra straps and Emma lowered the lacy bra cups over his breasts and hooked the band together
“Ok stand up and let's see what we have”. He stood up and immediately noticed the weight of his new breasts, the bra straps now had real tension in them.
“Wow they look fabulous” said Emma fussing over him, altering the length of his bra straps and ensuring the underwire was in the right place.
“This bra is a perfect choice for you. Its full cup will keep you secure, and the three-piece cup will give you good shape and lift. In addition, it has side support and I love the embroidery and lace on each cup. Take note Sandra, an ill-fitting bra will be uncomfortable and with the wrong support you could hurt your back”
“Emma they are huge, and they weigh a ton!” he said looking down at his ‘rack’ with dismay.
“No, they aren’t, they are a perfect size for you, it's just you haven't had breasts before. Give it a month and they will be like second nature. One thing you will need to watch is your posture due to the new weight”
He pulled his slip up and into place. redressed in his blouse and cardigan before adding the necklace. He noted that the cardigan either had to sit over or to the side of his breasts, so he elected for coverage.
“Don't be so modest and turn around” said Emma moving in right behind him and placing her hands on his body
“Pelvis forward, a curve in your lower back and tits out. Do not stoop or you could pull a disc.”
He turned around to face her
“Give us a shimmy then” he smiled and shimmied his shoulders and Emma joined in. They both watched as their breasts moved on their chest walls and felt the reassuring constraint and support of their bras.
“Blimey they are realistic, wonder what Judy will make of them?” said Emma with a hint of awe in her tone.
“How do I get them off?” he asked
“The adhesive needs water to recharge. The manual suggests taking a shower or bath and the forms will detach, they should then be left to dry but the clear adhesive backing should be reapplied when wet” she explained reading from the manual.
Over coffee he reviewed the rest of the post, most of which was for Judy. He opened his Sandra mail, the first of which was a catalogue from SimplyMe confirming that his account had been activated and that he had a £1000 credit limit.
“Sandra, you look such a girl sat there reading your fashion catalogue” teased Emma.
He put the catalogue down and the next envelope contained a credit card in the name of Ms Sandra Ward, a new phone sim, pink phone protector case, a library card with a photo of Sandra on it (obviously taken by Emma yesterday) and the final envelope contained the first of 12 copies of Good Housekeeping that Ms Sandra Ward would receive over the next year. He shook his head, too stunned to say anything.
Emma had known about these presents and Judy had given her some more gifts for her to give to Simon. “Its your lucky day today as I also have some things for you” she said handing him the first of 3 carrier bags. He looked up, so demure, as his delicately arched eyebrows rose in surprise. He pulled two shoe boxes from the first bag, and they contained a pair of black ballet shoes and some brown suede flats and he slide his nylon encased feet into them easily.
“Do they fit?” Emma asked and he nodded
“Yes they are perfect.”
The next bag contained another shoe box, this time a simple pair of court shoes with a one-inch heel and a purse. “That's the shoe problem sorted” grinned Emma as Simon remained on mute.
“Wear the suede flats” encouraged Emma “they go really well with your outfit.”
Simon slipped on the flats as Emma pulled a simple black fold over purse from the third bag.
“For your credit card and ID” she explained whilst handing him a pen “best get Sandra’s signature on that credit card now.”
Simon was miles away, he picked up the pen and Sandra used her signature for the second time that morning and he put it and his library card into his purse. Emma then handed him his wallet.
“Might as well move the money into your purse but leave anything of Simons in his wallet” He noticed that Simon was increasingly being referred to as a separate person, which disturbed him.
“But I AM Simon” he said looking up at Emma.
“No, you are not. For the next 6 months you are Sandra Ward. Remember Simon, your sister’s husband, is in Dubai which means that none of his credit cards can be used, and he can have no life in the UK.” Emma said as she picked up her coffee “lets take a break.”
Simon picked up his coffee and post and they moved into the lounge and he couldn’t resist leafing through the lingerie selection of the SimplyMe catalogue with his coffee. He was incredibly aroused. Pantied, tucked, breasts nestling in a bra he had to wear for support, denim skirt, and ohh the tights. His mind was everywhere and nowhere whilst reading as he genuinely tried to decide what lingerie he might need to add to his wardrobe.
It was all too much, the pressure in his girdle was immense and the sensory overload of total immersion into womanhood was just too much. Again, he tried to control events and he closed his legs tight. Too late and it was all too much, and the shudder and judder of a surprise orgasm swept through his body
“It's not all bad being a girl” said a smiling Emma noticing his distress.
Returning from the toilet he thanked Emma for clearing up the rubbish from the kitchen.
“I think we have to do two more things before I go” she said
“First we need to pack Simon away and move Sandra’s things into the spare room.” he looked confused as she went on “The cleaners will notice if Sandra doesn't have her own room or if the wardrobes are full of Simons things” she explained.
He felt a familiar pressure building in his girdle despite the bout of self-loathing he was feeling after his surprise orgasm and Emma realised, he would need motivating.
“Come on Sandra. I will pack Simon up and you can move into the spare room”.
An hour later Simon’s male clothes were packed into two large suitcases and stored under the eaves. He didn't notice that both cases were locked and looking through the wardrobes in the master bedroom he thought they appeared empty without his suits and shirts. In the spare room Emma thought that Sandra's wardrobe looked bare, with only a few dresses and tops and a couple of pairs of shoes on the floor. She chuckled as she noticed the care that he had taken in organising his lingerie drawers with panties and tights in one drawer, bras in another, shapewear and slips in the third.
Emma placed the SimplyMe catalogue and Good Housekeeping magazine on the bedside table and noted the black silk wrap on the back of the bedroom door as Simon walked into his new room
“Yes, this should do for now and convince the cleaners short term, but we really need to do some serious shopping.” she said, “No woman has only 3 pairs of shoes.”




Chapter 8

The rest of the day flew past as Simon completed his chores. He was getting better at the house keeping but menu planning was still a mystery to him.
Simon sighed, his backed ached and he was once again rearranging his bra straps to spread the pressure to a new part of his shoulder. He bent down to pick up the remote control off the floor and winced as the underwire from his bra dug into his underarm. The combination of two hours of ironing in front of daytime TV and the weight of his new breasts had taken its toll. Despite Judy being home in an hour and he had yet to start dinner, he was confident he could take a break.
He settled into the sofa with his copy of Good Housekeeping and read an article that covered ‘30 organisational tricks that would preserve your sanity’ before moving onto the healthy mid-week recipes. The latter article he thought would be useful as he and Judy could always eat more healthily. Finishing of his coffee, he sighed a contented sigh. Whilst he never wanted this affliction, he loved the simplicity and routine associated with housework especially when feeling so womanly. He got up and walked over to the mirror and removed the scrunchy holding back his hair. Yes, he would wear it down for Judy tonight and maybe even a dress.
He finished the preparation for dinner and decided that tonight he would try and take some control as Sandra. He hung up his skirt and top and picked out the new lingerie set that Judy had ordered for him. It was a set, she loved to see him in matching lingerie, the briefs were high waisted with beautiful geometric lace over super soft microfibre to create a smooth silhouette. He stepped into them and sighed as he settled pretty little bow over his belly button. The matching bra was underwired for support and unpadded which gave a natural look as the nipples from his breasts were slightly visible. He adjusted the lingerie and then put on the Nearly Nude 5 denier tights as he had discovered there was something nicer than his smooth knit tights. Wow he thought this feels amazing and he quickly got himself back under control with the padded panty girdle.
He stepped into the polka dot shift dress and raised it over his shoulders, the satin lining was cold against his skin and the hem settled just above his knees. He managed to get the zip up halfway but lacked the dexterity or practice to then reach it to pull it closed. Instead, he had to pull the dress higher up his body until he could finally grab the zip and close it. He then tugged the dress down, taking care to ensure his breasts were both sitting comfortably within the bra and the dress.
He chose his one-inch heels and he had to admit he felt great. The satin lining of the dress, initially so cold, was rustling and warming up to body temperature with every step. He loved this dress, his guilt evaporating as, for the first time since the Sandra ordeal had started, he was choosing what to wear and when to wear it. He sashayed into the master bedroom and chose one of Judy’s red lipsticks and applied it to his lips, the pressure building within his padded panty girdle as he thought how disappointed Judy would have been to have missed that little ritual.
Blotting his lips, he took Judy’s Dior perfume and lipstick back to his room and applied the scent to his wrists and neck and slipped it, and the lipstick, into his handbag just as he heard the gates opening heralding Judy’s return. He quickly moved back downstairs to greet her in the hall.
Judy looked stunned as Simon looked, well, like a woman and she was immediately aroused and wet as she realised that she loved having him as her wife, probably more than he loved being the wife. She took in the lipstick, the eyeliner, and his breasts which moved so realistically as he walked into the hall.
“You are a sight for sore eyes” she said embracing him warmly. “You look and smell divine, but with your lippy we will have to air kiss like women do” she continued as they air kissed, his fresh perfume providing a feminine scent for both women.
“That dress looks really good on you” she said
“Enough of that, why don't you sit down, and I will bring you a drink” he replied, spinning on the balls of his feet and walking seductively into the kitchen with more sway in his hips than normal.
Handing Judy her drink, he settled in the chair opposite, smoothing the skirt of the dress naturally before he sat down.
“So how as your day?” asked Judy whilst looking at his breasts “I can see some of my presents have arrived”
He relayed the events of the day, the postman, the breast forms, his episode over the SimplyMe catalogue, the beds, the ironing, making dinner, the spare room and packing Simon away.
“You have been a busy girl” she said, her voice husky with emotion.
“You ok Judy?
“No, I am so aroused I don't quite know what to do with myself”
“Well why don't we go upstairs and see if we can’t relieve the situation”
“Oh Sandra, I would love to, but I just don't trust myself with you”
‘Sshhh Judy, I trust you”
They ran upstairs like kids, hand in hand and once in the master bedroom Judy was out of her trouser suit and blouse in a flash. In just her underwear she wrapped her arms around him as he squealed “air kisses” whilst her lips crushed down on his and her tongue greedily raped his mouth. She continued to kiss him hard as she pulled down the zipper of his dress and then stepping back, he let it slip to the floor.
Judy looked at his new chest,
“God, they look so real” she said in awe and she was more aroused at this point than she knew was possible.
Simon could feel the tension and see the desperate lust in her eyes. It slightly scared him if he was honest, but she just grabbed him and pulled him onto the bed.
“Oh Sandra, I think I am totally besotted by you - let's make out as woman do”
He didn't understand this request, but he did his best. He kissed nibbled and petted her even though the pressure in his panty girdle was intense. He put her needs first, desperate not to orgasm even when Judy ran her hand over his mound while telling him that he was so pretty. She then rolled down his girdle and tights leaving them both on the bed in their underwear.
“That panty and bra set look fabulous on you” said Judy, tracing the lump in the front of his full brief.
“Thank you for my presents” he said whilst moving Judy onto her back and sliding her knickers off, noting how they stuck to her due to the love juices that were now flowing so liberally. He started to lick her most intimate areas and Judy gasped and grabbed the headboard for support
“Oh my god Sandra that feels oooooo” she writhed, unable to complete her sentence as he licked and prodded his tongue deeper and deeper into her. She looked down and couldn't believe her luck or her eyes as between her legs a pretty woman was licking her out. He looked lovely, his long hair was tickling her legs, his soft features, earrings and his pretty red nails standing out against the whiteness of her thighs which he was gripping for support.
“Oh my god oh my god”
He knew he had her on the edge and relished the control and decided to slow it down before the final push. He stopped licking and allowed her panting to dominate the room. Lifting his head, he kneeled up on the bed and looked her in the eyes. Smiling he put his arms around his back and released his pretty bra and slid it of his arms. Judy gazed in awe at his breasts which in the low light of the bedroom looked utterly real and a part of him.
“Sandra, they look so real, so so so beautiful” she panted out
“Thank you so much for my new breasts” he said coquettishly, and he then went back down to finish the job he started. It didn't take long as Judy was so far over the edge and her orgasm was intense, ending in a huge scream.
Simon rolled onto his back still in his high waisted brief, his breasts lolling on his chest. Judy kissed one of them and lay her arm across his stomach and nestled into his ear. She was still panting. “Thank you so much for that, I really do love you” she said.
Twenty minutes later Judy’s stomach grumbled, and it was clear an after-sex dinner would be required. He got out of the bed, his breasts standing proud on his chest
“Put them away Sandra, I can't take another orgasm” she giggled
He picked up his bra, tights and dress and went to the spare room and dropped a grey chemise over his head and settled his breasts into the cups and his bottom into a matching grey pair of knickers. He threw his tights and lingerie into the hamper, noting that the hand washing was building up, and put on his black silk wrap, which now hung so much better with the recent additions to his figure.
“I will get dinner on” he shouted and skipped downstairs
“And I am sure you will look beautiful in it” she thought contentedly as she heard him downstairs along with the sound of a wine bottle being opened. She smiled and shook her head. Their sex life was incredible, it was like a drug, and she was hooked, unable to get clean, such was the high.
Dinner was a relatively calm affair as she was a spent force although she couldn't help but stare at his new chest.
“Eyes up here please” he said, and she looked rightly embarrassed at being so easily caught out.
“I have something for you” she said putting two jewellery boxes onto the table. He opened the first box and gasped at the ladies watch it contained. It was a simple Lady Omega automatic in silver. “Look at the back” she urged
Simon turned the watch over and read the engraving – To Sandra with ALL my love
“It's too much but thank you” he said as Judy continued “Now don't freak out over the next one”
He opened the box and this time there was a stunned silence and embarrassment
“Will you be my wife?” In the box was a lady’s diamond engagement ring and a matching wedding band.
He sat there, in shock, a slight numbness running through his body. This was a significant moment, one he didn't want to commit to, but yet he knew he would have to as he had so few choices left. He loved her so much but as a man.
“Please say yes” she said looking very pale and worried “as I so love you and as a married women you will get a lot less attention from men” he looked up from the box, his long black hair hanging down onto his wrap and he looked so fragile and vulnerable at that moment she thought he might crack.
“You could at least do it properly”
She heaved a huge sigh of relief and getting down on one knee she slipped both rings onto his finger and they kissed. Judy then opened the bottle of Champagne from the fridge “You see I have made an honest woman of you at last”
They cleaned up, two women happy in the domestic setting of the kitchen, both understanding what needed to be done and which of them was doing what.
“What a team we are Simon”
“Yes, I suppose, anyway I am exhausted, so I am heading on up” he said
“In the spare room tonight please. The cleaners are coming tomorrow”
He immediately saw the logic of the request as both beds needed to be used tonight but he felt slightly frustrated as there would be no release for him with her tonight.




Chapter 9

Over the next two months they fell into a comfortable routine. Simon was now full time, as Sandra and was coping well with the household chores. His hair extensions had nearly all grown out and he had actually stopped biting his nails! Judy was happier than she had ever been, the sex was out of this world, and she genuinely enjoyed having Sandra around, her best girlfriend and housewife.
Judy had been spending a small fortune on Sandy, his wardrobes and drawers had rapidly filled up and even he had ordered a few items from his SimplyMe account. It hadn't all been plain sailing though. He had started to moan about the costs and the full-time nature of Sandra, but Judy would hear none of it. She quickly dismissed his moaning about back pain or sore shoulders from his bra straps. The low point had come last Saturday when he was again whinging having laddered a pair of tights whilst hoovering the lounge. Judy was furious and had told him that he was behaving like her daughter and that she should get over herself. The following week there had been little sex and she knew he was losing enthusiasm for their game.
Whilst Simon was enjoying some aspects of life as Sandra, he was starting to tire of the effort involved. He had lost weight and had dropped a dress size, his room really did look like a woman’s room, his wardrobes were now full and he had a huge range of lingerie for every occasion. Emma had taught him how to use and apply make-up along with continued coaching on how to move and talk more like a woman, but it wasn't the thrill it was when they began and it was a lot of work. Judy also drilled him, determined to make him the best woman he could be.
Over their Friday dinner Judy decided it was time to push him even further
“Sandra, I think it's time for you to be a bit more visible”
“What do you mean” he asked frowning
“Well, I am as tired as you of being holed up here all the time and so I thought it time we went out together as women and had some fun”
The blood drained from Simon’s face and defensively, yet weakly, he spoke. “no, not dressed, no never, I couldn’t, no, definitely not, no I couldn’t, please don’t-”
Judy interrupted his rambling “Come on, it will be fun, a girly day out, just us two. We both know you can pass as a woman”
“No I couldn’t, I just-“
“Simon, you cant stay holed up here for the next four months! The postman, Gardener and Emma all see you as a woman”
Simon looked at her, pleading with his eyes, both of which were now covered by his fringe.
“No if and buts, we are going shopping tomorrow, somewhere out of town, because we cannot stay cooped up under effective house arrest” said Judy bringing the discussion to a close.
Simon slept poorly that night. He tossed and turned and was getting caught up in the long folds of his nighty which required constant rearrangement. He sighed, flicked on his light and picked up his June Deveraux novel ‘Wanton Woman’. Judy had suggested that Sandra would enjoy reading some romance novels, another of her presents.
After about 30 pages his bare shoulders were getting cold so he tried getting back to sleep, which came fitfully. His dreams started well, him and Judy shopping together but then someone would laugh, point at him and shout “look she’s a man!” drawing hundreds of eyeballs to turn and focus on his shame.
“Wakey wakey” announced Judy with his coffee “we ought to get a move on if we are going to get to Exeter in good time” Simon smiled weakly, at least Exeter is a long way away and they knew nobody in Devon.
“And Sandy, wear something nice today, don’t dress like you are my mother” seeing his confusion she went to his wardrobe “I think your blue frill hemline dress will be perfect, but you will need some jewellery to fill the v neck. A long sleeve dress is so practical and I would team it up some opaques. You can borrow my heeled boots and leather jacket” she said hanging the dress from the wardrobe door.
In the bathroom he took extra care to ensure that there was no hint of beard and plucked a few uneven hairs from above his eyes. Finally satisfied he picked out a white full brief with diagonal lace panels to help emphasise his non-existent waist. Slipping in a new pad, he arranged himself and pulled everything into place. He couldn’t deny the panties felt sooo soft, so much so, he found the matching bra almost dull, with its plain T-shirt style cups.
Opening another draw, he found a pair of 60 denier tights and wriggled into them before hauling himself into a padded panty girdle, again all in white. Looking into the mirror, he fiddled with the tops of his tights and girdle to settle the layers into place.
“Come on, we haven’t got all day to admire ourselves” said Judy breezing into his room with the leather jacket and boots.
“I see you have made an effort. Not” he said sarcastically taking in her jeans and polo shirt.
“Oh Simon, there can be only one ‘belle of the ball’ and I need to be comfortable as I will be doing all the driving today because Sandra doesn’t have her licence yet.” She gave me the quick once over “and you can’t wear that bra, a black or blue one will work better with your dress”
He was in no position to argue and quickly changed his underwear before threading his arms and head through the dress, letting it settle over his feminised body.
“Would you mind?” he asked
Judy moved into position and found the zip and pulled it higher “Oh Simon, its just as I said it would be, me zipping you into your pretty frock, your bra on display and you holding up your hair…oh isn’t this dreamy” and then she kissed his neck, secured the hook and eye and he was done.
Over the next 20 mins, Judy fussed over him as hair, make up and accessories all had to pass muster. “Ok, grab your handbag and lets go.”
Judy was excited, her eyes shone with joy as her maternal instincts combined with the powerful aphrodisiac of his domination. Simon picked up his black tote bag and checked its contents, keys, purse, pads, makeup bag, compact phone and the rape alarm, another gift from Emma.
The car journey to Exeter took an hour, most of it in silence. She had persuaded him to not wear the jacket in the car and he looked so worried and vulnerable in his thin blue dress. She reached over and placed her hand on his leg. “It will be fine I promise”
“Everyone is looking at me” came the nervous response.
“That’s because the men think you are pretty and the woman love your outfit. Relax and enjoy it, women get checked out by everybody”
They arrived in the car park and Judy parked the car within easy walking distance from the shopping centre. Turning to him, she smiled and delivered her pep talk. “Ok, so its just us girls today, the centre will be busy so as long as you look and act the part you wont get a second glance. The best strategy is to really be Sandra today”
Simon nodded wordlessly and they exited the car. He immediately got into a mess trying to put on the leather jacket and manage his handbag.
“Relax, pop your bag on the roof” she encouraged as he adjusted the jacket over his dress.
Judy put her arm through his and continued to coach him as they crossed the car park “remember tits out, don’t stoop and carry your handbag in the crook of your arm”
Simon relaxed after an hour. They had drifted from shop to shop, looking at clothes and it was just as Judy had promised – he wasn’t attracting attention, well he was, but it was the right type of interest. They were passing as two women shopping. Judy had also noticed that as his tension subsided, he spent longer looking at a dress or a blouse and was asking her opinion about several items. They had bought several items each but it was now time for a coffee.
The boy bought over the two black Americanos and muffin for them to share and he was clearly drawn to Sandra.
“Thank you” Simon said, his hooped earrings moving in time with his head and hair and he gave the waiter a smile
“My pleasure ladies”
Judy took a sip of coffee, “I think we will both need to powder our noses after this.”
Simon joy at passing, collapsed. “I cant go into the Ladies! I will be arrested as a pervert”
Judy looked him up and down. “Well sister, you sure as hell cant go the gents” and with that they both laughed and the tension was gone. They made small talk and Judy could see he was emotionally exhausted. “How about we head home soon?”
The relief spread over Simon’s face like a shadow in reverse. “Oh yes please”
“And perhaps an afternoon in bed?” and Simons smile answered that question.
“Ok time to freshen up and you know what that means?” said Judy standing. Simon picked his bag up from between his legs and they set off for the Ladies loos. Judy continued her coaching, “remember you are a woman, sit, relax, and wash your hands and fix your make up, lippy and hair before leaving.”
As they approached the toilets, Judy grinned, “looks like there is a small queue, you better get used to this Sandy.”
They made small talk with each other as well as the other woman in front of them until at last they made it to the front. Two stalls next to each other miraculously came free and they both headed for the stalls. Judy was so aroused she had to deal with that before anything else. She heard Simon hang up his jacket and put his handbag on the floor. Then followed the rustling of tights and underwear followed by a sigh as he released his bladder. Judy followed suit, so far so good she thought.
In the stall next door Simon knew Judy was listening to his every move and so reluctantly he retrieved a fresh pad from his handbag. He tore the used one from the gusset and folded it just as Judy had trained him and popped it in the grey sanibin. She had been dismayed to find that he had been flushing them down the loo. He removed the backing from the new pad and stuck into his knockers.
Judy listened intently, her breathing getting heavier as she realised he was changing his pad. She followed suit mirroring his sounds but with a 20 second delay but this gap closed as she was far more practised than he and by the time he had swished his dress into place they left the stalls together. The couldn’t get adjacent sinks but she watched her husband, her pretty husband in the Ladies toilet, washing his hands and drying them under the blower. He then looked at himself in the mirror and caught Judy looking at his reflection. He pulled a few stray hairs into place before his pretty hands disappeared into his handbag only to return with his lipstick. She watched him, entranced, at how natural he was as he applied the creamy red colour to those kissable lips. He winked at her, threw the lippy into his bag, and walked off ahead of her without a backward glance.
Judy was speechless as she caught him up “successful trip dear” she asked
“Yes thanks”
Shall we go home now? Judy was surprised when Simon looked at the ground and then mumbled “Could we get one more thing before we go?”
“Of course dear, what is it?”
Simon smiled and walked off in the direction of a lingerie shop. Judy followed him wondering if this could all be happening. He put his arm through hers and whispered, “I saw something we might like for this afternoon.”
They entered the shop and were immediately pounced on by the sales assistant “Hello Ladies, how can I help you today?”
Simon looked at Judy and, in his best female voice. asked “I am looking for a baby doll set.”
Judy couldn’t believe her ears and followed the two of them through the store and its sea of nylon and cheap lace. Simon was ahead answering questions from the sales assistant.
“So is this to sleep in, or just for show?” she asked Simon
“Both, I think” he replied looking across to Judy
“In that case, I recommend that you avoid the underwired ones and focus here” she said pointing to a rack stuffed with frothy creations.
“How about something like this?” the assistant asked picking one up to show Simon. This baby doll has a contrasting lace top and a comfortable mesh bottom. It also comes with adjustable straps and the cups are not padded or wired. Don’t you just adore the long black bow that hangs down the front.”
Simon took the baby doll from her and thought, yes, this one has it all. The black lace over the dusky pink bra cups were perfect “Yes, its lovely” he replied before asking “does it come with matching knickers?”
“No, we sell those separately I am afraid – would you like me to show them to you?”
“Yes please” said Simon, and the assistant held up a pair of black lace knickers and he nodded “Could I take the baby doll and knickers in a size 14 please?”
“Certainly madam, please follow me to the till”
The assistant wrapped his purchase in pink tissue and popped into a small bag that made it very clear the contents were lingerie.
“That will be £30 please” the assistant said smiling at Simon who already had his purse out, sporting his Sandra credit card. The transaction completed the assistant continued “would you like to join our mailing list?”
For the first time that day Simon looked flustered, and Judy knew why. Stepping in she said “yes please, we both would, but Sandra can never remember her email address, so please use sandra@thewards.co.uk”
They walked briskly back to the car “you were amazing today, Simon, I am so fucking horny I could scream but when you bought that baby doll, I thought I was going to collapse in that shop!”
Simon said nothing until they both reached the security of the car. She looked over at him and with hunger in her eyes, “lets get home as quick as we can!”




Chapter 10

Simon followed Judy into the hall and kicked the front door closed with the heel of his boot. Judy started immediately.
“Right, you go upstairs and get into your baby doll and meet me in my bedroom in 10 minutes” and they both ran upstairs like eager kids.
Simon threw his jacket on the bed, slipped out of his boots and quickly had his dress on the bed and his girdle and opaques followed. He picked up the bag from the lingerie shop and placed the nightwear and panties on the bed. He eased his panties down his smooth legs and his cock sprang free, hard as nails and wet. Grabbing a tissue, he tidied himself up and luxuriated in the joy of releasing his bra.
He stepped into the high waisted black lace panties which both tickled and pressed his dick to his body. The lace is a bit scratchy he thought, picking up the baby doll. He eased the nighty over his head and manoeuvred his breasts into the cups and went to the mirror.
Simon looked at himself, his breasts filling the cups and he looked desirable, although his knickers were clearly visible beneath the mesh skirt and his cock painfully hard.
“Come on Sandy!” shouted Judy from the master bedroom.
Judy heard his footprints and looked up as he slowly came into view.
“My god you look amazing” the words had come unbidden as she fixated on him. He looked such a complete woman in almost all respects bar the tumultuous exception. His hair, now all his, cascaded behind one shoulder and in front of the other and clearly showed off his gold hoop earrings. The contrast between the black spaghetti straps and his denuded milky white skin made him look even more vulnerable. The bra cups were full and moved the mesh skirt away from his body and then oh my, those panties.
“You like?” he asked
“Very much” she responded “now get into bed”
Simon sashayed slowly to the bed. He was enjoying the power he had, being sexy and desired were unusual feelings for a man.
Once in bed Judy was on him, she was already naked and clearly eager. “Oh god you make me so horny” she said whilst her hands roamed all over his new undies. “Lift up poppet” she said as she eased his lace panties down his legs. She kissed him “Now I think we might both be a little wound up so this might not take too long” she said as she mounted him and started to gyrate. They looked at each other in silence and she took charge, but the shopping trip was the equivalent of 6 hours of foreplay and they shuddered and screamed in unison very quickly. They lay in bed, in more silence enjoying the afternoon.
“I think I will get up,” said Simon
“You are going nowhere my sweet” said Judy as she moved to cover him again. “I fancy a bit more from your princess wand”
Simon smiled and kissed her, “I will see what I can do.”
Judy smiled back and continued, “you were wonderful today. You are a natural as a woman. I really enjoyed shopping today, that blue dress really worked well and I loved going the ladies with you as normally I am on my own.”
Judy then paused and lifted her head further away from his and the tone of her voice changed “But Simon, no more pretending. You know you can pass as a woman and after that stunt in the lingerie store, well no more of the whiny girl tactics when I suggest that we go out or do something together – ok?”
Simon nodded his understanding and pulled her back towards him, but she hadn’t finished “and Simon, we have 5 long months with Sandra.”
Judy carried on talking “I mean Simon, lets face it you have never been a macho man, have you?”
Simon opened his mouth as Judy shook her head silently
“What do you mean by that?”
Judy sensed that now was the time for honesty and to push him. She giggled “only you could ask that in a baby doll” she responded dryly. “You don’t hang out with the guys, or go to the pub, you like being at home reading or watching TV, yes you have been a good provider but maybe a tad lucky? Women treat you as friend and we haven’t managed to get pregnant”
Simon’s eyes flashed with pain at her last point “that’s not fair, you know I want children just as much as you do”
Judy was on a roll “but Simon there is another way. Be Sandra, my pretty lipstick lesbian lover. Let me show you all the joys and pitfalls that being a woman involves. We will be girlfriends as I help you build your new life with only the prettiest skirts and dresses for you my sweet”. She kissed him hard, aggressively, like a man and continued. “But Sandy it won’t be easy even for one as pretty as you. There is more to being a woman than makeup and dresses and I can’t wait for you to mix with other women your own age. It will now be you being asked if you have had any kids yet, joining coffee circles or even working at charity shop. Oh, Sandy I cant wait to see how you react when the boys chat you up”
Judy knew her words were hitting home and she once again start to make love to him. “I will be at work knowing that my strong husband is at home, washing and ironing my clothes, tidying my house and making my dinner and I will be wondering is how pretty will he look when I get home”
Simon heard her words and whilst they stung, he knew they were true. Tears came to his eyes and flowed as Judy made love to him. She lent down and kissed the wetness from his face.
“Sssh Sandy its going to be ok. Its ok to cry, let Simon go and be my sweet soft vulnerable wife”
They both were excited know and her words and him in his new baby doll were providing simultaneous simulation. “Oh Sandy, my mum is going to love you too” she squealed and with that they both came together, and in love.




Chapter 11

The next week was better. Simon threw himself into looking after the house and Judy loved seeing him in a skirt or dress whilst cooking her dinner. She was amazed at how smooth and contained his movements had become and he had a perfect limp wrist. Over dinner Judy decided another nudge was needed.
“This is lovely. I haven’t had chilli for ages.”
“Thanks, it’s Quorn. I used one of those packet spice mixes” he replied.
“So, its vegetarian” queried Judy
“Yes, but I can’t tell can you?” replied Simon.
Judy looked on as he pulled his fallen bra strap into place, already an unconscious action and she shook her head.
“No, I can’t and its good we are eating less red meat” and carried on loading her fork “I think its time for Sandy to leave the house more”
Simon’s pretty eyes dropped and focused on his food “What do you have in mind” he asked concerned.
Judy’s heart skipped a beat, “l have a yoga class every Saturday morning and then see Emma in the afternoon at the Salon. I thought you could join me; we could go together. We can't keep paying her for home visits”
He stared at her dumbfounded by her suggestion
“Judy, I don't want Sandra being more well known, What I want is Simon back from Dubai. Anyway, Saturday is my washing and Ironing day”
She considered his reply and felt her fury rising and whilst she tried to suppress it, she couldn't. Instead, she delivered her response as if she was in court, without emotion and in clipped terms
“Simon don't be so ungrateful and its your job to get all your chores done during the week so that we can spend quality time together at the weekends”
Judy’s tone then became more serious, “We have invested a fortune in Sandra, she has her own room, hundreds of pounds worth of clothes, lingerie, shoes, make-up and accessories. You have gone along with this, learned how to do your make-up, grown and cut your hair into a feminine style and you have even passed as Sandra in your lingerie in front of our bloody Gardener. Now is the time to get a return on our investment. Simon cannot come back anytime soon. Don’t forget I am a bloody lawyer, a pillar of the community so this can only end when Simon returns from Dubai and that’s months away. Until then you must pass and be Sandra Ward or we will all be in a lot of trouble”
“But Judy” he interjected
“But nothing Sandra. I have a solution for your boredom, and I have already implemented it” and she got up leaving him alone in the kitchen and returned with a carrier bag.
“One Glamorise No Bounce Bra” she said holding up a sort of vest bra combo in black with pink edging and thick shoulder straps. “It's great for yoga and other sports. It is designed for zero bounce and these reinforced cups provide exceptional support”
He sat there open mouthed in his cream blouse and denim skirt.
“Cat got your tongue. What do you say?”
He looked up at her, through his fringe, and at that moment he looked so completely female that she felt herself getting aroused by the power she held over him.
“I love it thank you” his tone conveying the exact opposite.
She showed him the rest of the bags contents, some grey cuffed legged Capri pants, a pink T shirt with ‘Pineapple Studios’ across the front and a pair of women's trainers. Finally, she threw a gym membership ID card in the name of Sandra Ward across the table.
“I can't do this” his head fell into his hands.
“Yes, you can, and you will or some of my lovely photos of Sandra will find their way to my mother and Simon’s Facebook account”
He looked up, ashen faced “You wouldn't. Would you?”
“I will unless you stop behaving like this. Sandra is here for the foreseeable future and unless you accept that, then I will have to let my mother know about her pervert son-in-law”
Tears welled in his eyes, and she quickly continued whilst taking his soft hand into hers “Simon, I really love you. I feel a connection with you that I have never felt with another human being. Please trust me on this as I know you will feel much better once we get you out of this house.” Judy looked at his hand and thought I must redo my nails, his looked so much prettier than hers.
They didn't talk much after that and Judy felt it was important that they slept together that night as she needed to get him out of the house. He was nearly there but clearly there was an obstacle. Once in bed, him in a blue chemise and her in the flannel PJ’s, she cuddled him and spoke
“What's really worrying you about tomorrow?”
“Everything! I am a man. How can I go into the women's changing rooms? What if I get found out? I certainly can't shower!”
“Relax I have thought about that. First, we will arrive in our yoga gear, all we need do in the locker rooms is store our handbags and valuables and use the loo. After the class we will leave. I never shower there as I prefer to shower at home”
“Er alright but what about, well you know, I can't wear a panty girdle you know?
Judy smiled as she too had that thought about this problem
“I have a solution. I have been on-line and well” she quietened off becoming embarrassed before saying “um, well I have bought you a ‘Cherry Popper’”
“What on earth is that? You and the bloody internet”
“Ohh yes” she turned the bedside light on and leaping out of bed retrieved a box from under the bed.
“The Cherry Popper is a very soft pigmented silicone vagina, it stays moist and never dries out. The skin is baby smooth, and the first time that the vagina is penetrated the cherry must be broken. The prosthetic is just 3/4" thick and no seams. The straps are moulded together and are based on your measurements, which allows it to fit just like a tight thong”
“A fake vagina?” he asked stunned
“Oh, Sandra it's way more than that because silicone stretches so easily, the Cherry Popper can be penetrated through the vagina and rub against the pouch containing your penis.  Its designed so that the male genitals become a part of the female genitals and you will even have to pee sitting down! And just like a woman there might always be a bit of pee that leaks out so you really will need to wear a pad!”
Simon was getting hard at this new development, and she knew it was time to press home the advantage
“Come let's get it on you’
He got out of bed and between them they worked the silicone thong into place. As per normal his testicles were up inside his body and his penis was in a sheath and folded back underneath him pointing down, the penis head forming the clitoris. A husky voice broke the silence
“Take your nightdress off” and he raised the chemise over his head.
“Oh my god you look amazing” said the husky voice which was scaring him again. He turned and looked in the mirror and he saw her point. He looked like a woman with large breasts and a hairy vagina!
“Get into some underwear” she panted.
He went to his room, picked out a semi sheer set in coffee brown with embroidered flowers and returned. She watched in fascination as he put the bra on by lifting his breasts into the cups and then securing the hooks and eyelets behind his back.
“You’ve been practicing I see” the husky voice said as he stepped into the matching panties.
Simon was also in a state of shock because as he looked in the mirror, he could see no sign of the man he was and the only indication that he might not be a woman was his lack of hips. He stared at his panties, they fitted, indeed they were slightly loose at the front as they cosseted his new vagina. He ran his hands down the front of his panties and noticed that for the first time the gusset sat in the right place and as he continued, he stopped as he felt the vaginal opening through his lingerie.
“I can’t take it anymore, come to bed now” she said, and he actually felt scared such was the lust in her voice. He slipped into bed, and she continued to tell him how hot he made her “we really are going to make out like women tonight”
Judy took charge, her hands went down to his panties, and she caressed his new womanhood through his lingerie whilst kissing and nibbling his ear and neck.
“Just relax Sandra” she said moving to straddle him, which was now very normal. She kissed his breasts and then kissed his abdomen all the way down to the bow on his panties.
“Oh my god you are.” she stopped talking and pulled down his panties as he bent his lovely shaven legs and lifted his bottom from the bed so she could slip his panties off him.
“This is amazing, now for your bra” and he complied and his breasts were free.
Judy quicky shed her PJ’s and looked down at her husband but all she saw was Sandra and her juices were flowing. Time to feminise him even further she thought.
She went down on his womanhood which due to the sheath was juicy and smelt of him. She buried her mouth over his womanhood, feeling the realistic hair against her nose and she started to lick him out, before sliding her tongue deep into the folds so that he could at least feel something.
He laid back, his brain was on fire, his breasts were obscuring the view as his wife started to provide oral relief. He could feel her tongue against his shaft but at present there was a pressure but no possibility of hardness.
“Oh Sandra, I am so looking forward to yoga tomorrow. You will really be one of the girls in the changing room, in the class and when we go for coffee afterwards” Judy managed in between mouthfuls.
“But first it’s time for us girls to have some fun!”
Judy stopped licking him and applied some lube to both of their womanhood’s and then reached under the bed. 
“One Mighty Thor each but only one cherry to pop!” she said smiling from ear to ear. In her hand were two matching vibrators and she turned the first on saying “You do me and I will do you” she said flipping around to place her head near his new womanhood and her vagina near his head.
Simon was horrified as this was way too much and he couldn’t allow his wife to do this to him.
“Judy this is wooah” he stopped as he felt the Mighty Thor slipping into his womanhood, its’ plastic shaft sliding into the pouch in between his buttocks. He could feel the vibrations even the veins and the sight of Judy looking lovingly into his eyes whilst working the Mighty Thor into him shocked him into silence. He, like many other women, was quiet as he was penetrated for the first time.
“Do me Sandra” she urged, and, in a trance, he slipped the Mighty Thor into her and let it vibrate. They were both quiet as they focused on the buzzing tool, and as she worked the Thor in an out of him, he did the same for her. It was and odd but pleasant sensation and Judy knew how to work it.
“After lunch you and I are off to the salon and Emma is going to do the full works on us both. Oh Sandra, us in our capes under the hair dryer reading and chatting over our women’s magazines”
The problem was he could picture it, but his thoughts were distracted as the Mighty Thor was having an impact on him and increasingly her. Eventually they orgasmed together, their groans guttural and raw. Simon felt his seed being shot out of his semi flaccid maleness like a machine gun and sighed contentedly as the sheath caught and directed the flow.
After a moment they each withdrew Thor from each other, and he immediately felt ashamed and disgusted with himself as he held the vibrator within in his painted nails. This has to stop he thought.
“Lick it” commanded Judy “Like this” and she took the all 5 inches into her mouth.
“Go on Sandra she urged” and given he had licked her out before, this seemed no different, so he reluctantly followed her example.
“Oh god Sandy, seeing you licking that cock makes me so hot” she said
“Don’t talk with your mouthful” he teased as she coached him on how to take the organ into his mouth and throat.
“Oh, Sandy you are such a natural cocksucker, but I think you need learn about a few things”
His mouth was full so Judy continued “See if you can open your throat and take more the cock, breath through your nose”
Simon tried his best, but he couldn’t get his gag reflex under control so reluctantly she allowed him to focus on cleaning his Thor and soon they were both packed away, and Judy put her pyjamas on.
He redressed in his blue chemise and panties and Judy pulled him into her chest “haven’t you forgotten something?”
Like what?” he enquired
“Well, your love juices are going to dribble out of you all night so you might want to think about a wipe and a panty pad?” He remained silent realising that she was probably right, but he was unable to shake of the shame.
“Can’t I just take it off?” he pleaded
“Don’t be silly, it can stay on for 72 hours, so I suggest we keep Sunday and Thursday as your ‘rest days’ when you can have your breasts unglued and your thong off. Otherwise I expect them to be worn at all other times. Is that clear Simon?
“Yes. Ok” came the petulant response
“The other thing is about what happens when women live together” she continued
“They have a lot of sex?” he ventured trying to lift the mood.
“No, their periods sync, and they share the same cycle. I am afraid you and I will be having our period sometime next week”
“I can’t have a period!” he said alarmed “that is going way too far!”
“Oh, don’t get your knickers in a twist Sandy. No woman can avoid the curse”
Judy was enjoying herself at the thought of him having his first period, but his protestations were cut short as he felt a cold dribble slide down the inside of his leg
“Shit, I need the loo”
Judy listened carefully as he wiped himself clean and smiled to herself as she heard the tell-tale sounds of a panty pad being unwrapped.




Chapter 12

Simon woke first, went to the toilet and experienced a shock as his panty pad was stained and looked used. He was bursting for the loo and his penis was nowhere to be seen so he just let the stream of urine flow. It charged out of his new womanhood at the correct angle, and he sat there as Judy appeared at the door grinning. Simon looked at her wide eyed.
“My, you even sound the part!” she cried as he nodded realising, he would need to wipe.
“Front to back you know that Sandy” he stood, and Judy once again marvelled at the realism of his fake vagina. He wiped it and then wiped his bum, just like she did, she happily thought.
When he had finished his morning routine, he took a fresh Alldays Daily with him and chose the plainest pair of panties he had for the day before struggling into the sports bra. Christ they were right about no bounce he thought as he wrestled the bra into place. He then stepped into the cuff legged capris, some white socks and his new trainers which were white with pink laces.
Judy wolf whistled as he re-entered the master bedroom. He had brushed his long hair and pulled it back and secured it with a pink scrunchy that matched his shoes and sports bra.
“You absolutely have nailed the yummy mummy look” she said shaking her head in admiration.
He pulled the pink top over his head and went down to the kitchen to unload the dishwasher and started making coffee.
After a leisurely breakfast they arrived to meet the other women at the hall. He and Judy each had their own yoga mat (his was pink of course) and just before Judy opened the car door, she gave him some encouragement.
“Ok Sandra, I know you will be scared today, but I am certain that you will blend in and just be one of the girls. Remember keep eye contact when talking to the other women and don’t stare if they get undressed in front of you”
10 minutes later they arrived in the Gym. The two of them queued to sign in for their lesson and thankfully it was quiet.
“Sandra and Judy Ward” said Judy to the receptionist sliding their ID cards across the desk.
“That’s fine ladies. Thanks”
Judy picked up the cards and led him into the gym. “This way” she said as she walked him directly to the Ladies locker room.
Despite being a sanctum sanctorum for women, he was mildly shocked at how normal it was, how like a Men’s locker room it appeared. There were five women in the room and all of them looked up and smiled and they entered.
“Smile, eye contact and no staring” she whispered to him as they both smiled and nodded at the group of women.
From the toilet area another woman appeared
“Hello Judy”
“Joanna, how are you?” Judy replied
“Fine but I really do need to shift a few pounds!” she answered turning her attention to Sandra. Simon’s blood went cold as he smiled and made eye contact with Joanna
“Joanna, this is Sandra, Sandra Ward, Simon’s Sister”
“Nice to meet you Sandra and what brings you to Somerset?”
He smiled “I heard the Yoga classes were excellent” and the three of them chuckled before Judy took control of the narrative.
“Simon has a new job in Dubai for 6 months and so Sandra has moved down to keep me company”
“Dubai, well a job’s a job” said Joanna “when will you go out and visit?”
“I don’t know as he’s only been there a few weeks” replied Judy
She brought the grilling to an end by walking over to a locker and depositing their handbags. He followed, slightly alarmed that no one was giving him a second glance.
The yoga class was tough and uneventful except for the fact that Simons body ached. He didn’t have the flexibility of a man of his age let alone a woman. They returned to the changing rooms which were much, much, more crowded with steam and women in various stages of undress everywhere. He started chanting in his head “smile, eye contact and don’t stare” as a naked women walked straight past him. He and Judy retrieved their handbags and apologised to the ladies “Sorry girls, we cant make coffee today as we have to dash”
Relief flowed through Simon and they quickly left the gym. As they walked across the car park, Judy squeezed his arm
“Well done Sandra, you were amazing. You completely fitted in, both in the changing room and the class!”
Suddenly a shout rang across the car park “Sandra Ward?” and they stopped in their tracks. Simon was very scared, and Judy could feel the tension in him.
“Relax” she whispered
They spun around and saw the receptionist walking purposefully across the car park towards them. Simon’s heart was pumping, and the adrenalin was coursing through his veins. This was it he thought and perhaps being caught might be an effective way to bring all this to an end.
“You dropped your membership card” said the receptionist handing his card to him.
“Thank you so much” he said as he fetched his purse from his bag and put the card safely inside.
“Yes, many thanks said Judy” and they continued to the car.
Judy started the car up as he exhaled “Christ that was close”
“No it wasn’t, you aced it” she said but we do have a few things to consider later.
Over lunch they chatted and Judy took the opportunity to build Simon’s confidence
“Sandy you were amazing last night, it really felt like we were two women and then this morning, we went to a yoga class together as girlfriends, I watched you use the changing rooms and it was like, well you fitted in so well”
Simon’s shoulders slumped “Who is it that you want Judy? Simon or Sandra?”
Judy realised she might have pushed him too far last night “Honestly? It’s both of you. I am missing Simon of course but I am really enjoying my time with Sandra. What about you?”
“I am scared, it feels that Simon is sort of being phased out and I am worried I will never go back to being Simon” Judy nodded and whilst her empathy kicked into gear, the words ‘never go back to being Simon’ rang around her head and stimulated her passion
“Oh Simon I can understand how you feel, but trust me, we can bring Simon back in a few months once his contract ends”
Simon smiled weakly at the thought but Judy, well she wondered if that was what she rally wanted.
That afternoon they went to Emma’s Salon. He wore a white denim skirt and a blue mock top, tights and his brown flats. Judy again wore jeans and a polo shirt and she couldn’t help thinking how good Simon looked, he really did have great legs.
They walked into Emma’s salon and were immediately greeted by the owner
“Judy, Sandra, how are you? Don’t you both look well”
Judy and Simon air kissed Emma and Simon felt his usual feeling of embarrassment as he was accepted by all the women as a woman, even by Emma who knew exactly who he was.
“Right ladies, Sandra you are with Jackie today, Judy with me”
Simon moved off to a far booth, his quick worried backward glance was met by encouraging smiles from Emma and Judy. “Does Jackie know?” asked Judy and Emma shook her head “no”
“So how are things Judy? Sandra certainly looks well”
“Emma its working out brilliantly. The house is clean, she cooks beautifully and she is a great friend to have around now that Simon is away”
“How long do you think Sandra will stay for?”
“She is getting restless, but having her around has really allowed me to focus on work and I am hoping that I could make partner this year” Judy explained, relieved she could finally talk to someone about their situation
“It sounds like you would like Sandra to stay for a bit longer?” said Emma trimming Judy’s hair.
“Oh yes” said Judy looking across at Simon having his hair styled in the far chair “I would like her to stay longer, probably longer than she wants or plans to stay”
“Well how on earth is that going to happen?” asked Emma
Judy had a plan, and wondered, dare she share it with Emma? She looked at Emma, the woman who had coached and helped Simon through out the whole journey so far. Yes, she would need some help to pull this off, so why not she thought.
“I do” she said, the words coming out unconsciously “I do” she repeated slowly to herself.
“Poor Simon, he is not going to know what’s hit him is he” Judy turned her head towards Emma, a glint in her eye, “I need a favour”
Jackie worked quickly on Simon’s hair and asking questions about styles and lengths that he didn’t know how to answer. Jackie had concluded that Sandra’s wider face would suit a parted long bob style like the actress Sandra Bullock. After that Simon listened and nodded as Jackie talked about holidays and life in general.
Once she had finished Simons hair, she moved onto his nails. Picking up his left hand she assessed their condition “These won’t need to much work today” and she started filing his nails and continued the conversation. “How does your husband feel about you keeping Judy company?”
Simon was taken by surprise. “Shit the rings he thought” and started to improvise.
“I was married, but I am a widow. I lost my Jim in a car accident 3 years ago” he said
“I am so sorry” and Jackie silently focused on his manicure.
Jackie had finished one hand and then asked “so have you tried dating again?”
“Oh god no” said Simon with more force than he meant.
Jackie was undeterred “Its always tricky finding the right man but hopefully you and Judy can find somebody tonight”
Simon looked bemused at Jackie
“Oh god, you didn’t know, I am so sorry if I have spoiled the surprise,” said Jackie
“Don’t worry Jackie, it will be our secret if you tell me what you know,” said Simon
Jackie leaned forward conspiratorially “Well all I know is that you and Judy are getting your hair, make-up and nails done for an evening look as Judy wants to take you somewhere nice to thank you for all your support since Simon left”
“That’s so nice of her” Simon said shooting Judy a withering glance
Three hours later they left the Salon and the argument started as soon as the car doors slammed shut.
“Why didn’t I have Emma? I was petrified all afternoon!”
“Relax Sandra, Jackie never noticed that you were a man and by the way you look fantastic. I love your new hairdo, it really suits you, it very, very, Sandra Bullock. It really narrows your face and with that make-up you look a hottie,” she said
“But I don’t want to be a hottie” he said stamping his foot. He looked sort of pathetic sat there in his white denim skirt, mock top, necklace, holding his handbag in front of him.
“Not even for me” she pouted, “my princess, my housewife, my girlfriend, my lover”
“No not even for you!”
Judy’s anger flared. “I am sick of having this discussion. We have months to go before we can get back to normal and so we are both stuck with this. We cannot end this until Simon arrives back from Dubai. OK?”
His head dropped, he knew she was right, but he was sick being Sandra full time, the thrill wasn’t the same and even the tights now felt routine.
“I have booked us a table at a nice restaurant tonight for 7pm and I expect you to look your best”
“Where are we going” a small, concerned voice asked
“To Fabio’s in town. It’s an upmarket French restaurant with a delightful cocktail bar”
“But I don’t have anything to wear to a place like that” he said
Judy laughed “You are such a girl. Relax, I have been shopping for you”
Once home they both headed for Judy’s bedroom before Judy stopped him.
“I suggest that you pop to your room, slip into a black pair of no VPL panties, black bra meet and me in my room”
He stood there furious at this turn of events as Judy disappeared into the master bedroom. He went into his room and put his handbag down and caught his reflection in the mirror. He had to admit his hair did look attractive and he could feel a shot of pressure in his groin.
He pulled the wrap over his black bra and panties and revelled in the smell of his perfume. He walked into the master bedroom and saw Judy looking radiant in a beautiful trouser suit which had full cut Palazzo pants in black with a silvery belted 3 button jacket cut just high enough to not show her cleavage
“Wow you look great Judy” he said
“You are going to look even better trust me” and with that she pulled out a piece of lingerie from the bag on her bed.
“Is that a Basque?” he asked “Yes and you will look great in it so let’s get you out of that bra please”
He put his arms through the Basque which had a half-padded bodice which was made of silky stretch satin with a sheer mesh that was overlaid with beautiful blue eyelash lace detail to the mid-section and cup edges. He held the front of the Basque close to him, his hand covering the delicate bows on the front, the suspenders tickling the tops of his legs. Judy took hold of the laces and pulled them tight through the eyelets whilst tugging and shoving him into the garment.
“Turn around Sandra. Wow you look ravishing!”
“I can’t breathe or move in this thing” he complained
“Shallower breaths and give it a chance to settle and it will be fine. Now sit on the bed, run your suspenders through your knickers and put these black stockings on” commanded Judy in a motherly tone.
He looked at the packaging of the Walford 10 denier matt black stockings which promised sheer luxury on his skin. He rolled them on, his experience shining through as he clipped them to the blue suspenders.
“They feel good don’t they?”
“These must be expensive they are so soft, beautifully sheer and they make my legs look so smooth” he said in a daze. It was like he was wearing tights for the first time, and he could feel his arousal growing within his fake vagina.
“Shoes next please” and Judy guided his feet into a pair of 3in Stiletto’s. He loved how his toes looked through the near invisible toe of his hosiery. He was still surprised by his hands and their red talons as they threaded the ankle strap of the shoe into its small buckle.
“Stand up dear and let’s get you into your dress”
Judy opened the wardrobe and pulled out a Lace Shell Evening Gown. Simon gasped
“I can’t wear that. It’s too much, way to sexy”
“No, its not and I have bought it now” she smiled
The dress consisted of a short sleeveless red satin dress with a black sleeved lace dress over the top. The effect was quite stunning as it created a vintage looking lace evening gown, with cropped sleeves. He knew he had to try it on, more for himself than Judy.
“Ok then, let’s just see how it looks on me” he said and Judy unzipped and held it open so that he could step into the dress. Simon gasped audibly as she worked the cold nylon sheath up over his body, basque and sheer stockings.
“Nice isn’t it?” he was miles away and completely ignored her question.
Judy zipped up the long zipper, wet at just how feminine she had made Simon. Hooking the eyelet closed she told him not to look just yet.
He watched the pendant appear before his eyes “oh Judy” he croaked. He lifted his hair so she could fasten it behind his neck and the name Sandra settled beautifully above the boat line neck of the dress.
Pressing on, she then gave him a black evening bag with a gold shoulder strap.
She turned him around to the full-length mirror and he gasped
“I can’t believe that’s me; I look, I look like a-” and his wife cheekily finished his sentence “-like a sexy woman. A very attractive middle-aged sexy woman”
The taxi drove them to Fabio’s and Simon once again became concerned at being seen out. Judy reassured him, she knew deep down that he loved being told how pretty he was, and she also pointed that the taxi driver was checking him out. He coloured from the exquisite feelings of his feminisation, his humiliation as a man and his success as a woman.
Emma watched the taxi leave and then pulled her car on the Ward’s drive and let herself in with the key Judy had loaned her. She hauled the empty suitcase up to the Master Bedroom and opened it on the bed. Opening the second wardrobe, she removed the last of Simons clothes that Judy had placed there for her to collect and retrieved the other two locked cases from under the eaves and hauled all three cases back to her car.
As she was here, she couldn’t resist, and went directly to Sandra’s room and smiled as she entered. It really was a woman’s room now, tidy, but make-up covered the chest of drawers and the whole room still had a scent of Sandra’s perfume. She opened the wardrobe and was impressed at the variety of outfits and moving to the chest of drawers she was again struck by the normality of what she saw. Plenty of knickers, bras, tights and even a sports bra she noticed. Letting herself out of the house she didn’t know whether to think poor Simon or lucky Sandra.




Chapter 13

The restaurant was warm and noisy and they handed their coats across as the Maître’ d greeted the, “Good evening, ladies and welcome to Fabio’s, A drink from the bar perhaps?” he said the whilst guiding them to a booth
“What will it be ladies? A glass of Champagne?”
“Oh yes that would be lovely” Judy said and they were left alone. Judy was so aroused as Simon looked perfect tonight and back at home her trap was being set. She clenched her groin in the knowledge that Emma was removing all of Simons clothes and whist she was sure he didn’t want be Sandra full time, he would learn to enjoy it, especially if he had no choice. The Champagne arrived and Judy suggested a toast
“To Simons job in Dubai” she proposed, and they both drank. As they were chatting a large shadow fell over Simons dress as two men approached them.
“Celebrating ladies?” asked the taller of the men
“Yes, we are” said Judy “My husband Simon has landed a big Job in Dubai”
“So, are you both married?” asked the shorter man
“Only me, this is Simon’s sister, she is a widow,” said Judy
“Do you mind if we join you for a drink” said the taller man and Judy’s arousal went up a notch as she saw the fear in Simon’s eyes. It actually made him look even more womanly.
Judy looked at the men and she had to admit they were a decent looking pair. Thin, athletic and they still had their own hair. They were both dressed in Chinos and Blazer and looked very smart. The taller one had brown hair with matching eyes and the shorter man’s blonde hair contrasted with his blue eyes
“Why not. I’m Judy, and this is my sister Sandra”
“David, David Kelly and this is Dan Bridger”
Introductions done, the taller man, David, sat next to Judy and his friend Dan sidled up next to Simon, his arm slipping around his lace covered waist.
“Sandra, you look stunning” said Dan and Simon thanked him for the compliment and shot Judy a furious glance.
David ordered a bottle of Champagne and the foursome chatted. Simon was having trouble with Dan’s wandering hands which had already found their way to his suspender tabs which resulted in a filthy leering grin appearing on Dan’s face. Simon was revolted as he never treated women a sex objects and he was way out of his depth. Judy saw he was becoming a little panicky
“Sandra, shall we take a powder break?”
“Oh yes please” said Simon picking Dan’s hands off his dress
Sandra and Judy went into the ladies which was thankfully empty
“My god Judy, what did you do that for? Dan is a sleaze ball of the first order his hands are everywhere”
Judy laughed and put her arms around him and gave him a loud air kiss
“You have so much to learn about men. Now let’s get freshened up and back to the boys”
“No Judy I won’t. Can’t we just go to the table and say our goodbyes?”
“Well let’s freshen up at least”
Judy was at the mirror as Simon exited the stall still rearranging his dress to ensure that it hung properly. Joining her at the mirror, he washed his hands, and then freshened up his lipstick. Judy looked across and his image kept her arousal alive. She watched, seeing her Simon, so feminised, so pretty, so attractive. Here he was in the Ladies loo with her sharing a special moment after flirting with those men, freshening up his lipstick!
They walked back together to the booth, arm in arm, and Judy noticed the number of looks from both men and women that Simon was getting. Reaching the booth, two pairs of mens eyes looked up at them hungrily
“I am ever so sorry boys, but our table is ready,” said Judy
“How about we join you for dinner?” said Dan
“Not this time. Tonight, is a special thank you dinner for all of Sandra’s support over the last two months”
“How about another time?” said David hopefully
“Possibly and Judy gave him her business card” which seemed enough for David and Dan as they left the bar shortly afterwards
The waiter showed them to the table and Judy and Simon both placed their handbags over the back of their chairs before reviewing the menu
“Why did you give them your card” hissed Simon
“Oh Sandra, I am sorry should I have given them our home phone number?”
Simon recoiled as if had been punched as he hadn’t thought of that “Christ no!”
“Precisely dear, he will ring me at work next week and I can give him the brush off”
Simon put his face back into the menu, thoroughly beaten by her logic.
The rest of the evening was delightful as they shared a relaxed evening out together, husband and wife in a nice French restaurant. They both ordered the Goats Cheese Salad to start, Sea Bream as a main course as they were both watching their weight and shared a decent bottle of white wine. They laughed over old times and looked forward to Simons return from Dubai, well Simon did at least.
They ordered coffee and the waiter brought them their coffees and two small glasses of a sweet natural fortified red wine called Banyuls.
“The Banyuls is with the compliments of Mr Bridger” said the waiter passing the bill to Judy and a note to Simon.
Simon looked at the note which was addressed to Sandra. He opened it, read it, blushed, and quickly popped it into his handbag.
“What does it say” asked Judy
“It’s nothing” he said guiltily
“Sandra if you don’t read me that note I will give David our home phone number when he calls me”
He exhaled and slowly opened his handbag and withdrew the note and started reading
“Dear Sandra. I really enjoyed meeting you tonight and I am sorry if I came on a bit strong, but you are one of the nicest women I have met for some time. I really hope we can meet up again for a drink, dinner, dancing or whatever you fancy doing at some time. I have ordered you and Judy a glass of Banyuls which is a delicious, sweet wine. Its taste is what I imagine one of your kisses might feel like. Dan”
“Wow girl you sure made an impression on him!” said Judy, her eyes twinkling with both lust and laughter “you now have a second male admirer and oh, we should get you dancing lessons” continued Judy laughing
“Oh god Judy what are we going to do? Simon has to come back from Dubai soon”
“Don’t worry Sandra – I will sort Dan out for you”
They arrived home safely, and Judy knew Simon was emotionally drained, but she badly wanted sex. Grabbing his hand, she led him towards the master bedroom and asked him to fetch his nightdress and wrap before joining her.
Judy quickly undressed down to her knickers, which got even wetter when she noticed that Emma had completed her mission. Poor Simon she thought as he re-joined her in the bedroom. There were no men’s clothes in the house and he hadn’t noticed yet!
Judy unzipped his dress and let it fall into a puddle on the floor and she watched as he stepped out of it and, bending at the knees, he elegantly picked it up. Judy took it off him as she didn’t want him looking in the wardrobes. She put the dress on a hanger and then hung it on a hook on the bedroom door.
“Wow you look so hot in that Basque” and he did, he knew he did “why don’t you slip out of those knickers and take the Cherry popper off as it is Sunday tomorrow”
Simon smiled, this was more like it, and he removed the hated thing with relief. His cock was finally free to the open air as he reached to release his suspenders.
“Why don’t we leave the stockings on” and Judy continued to get aroused as her husband, lent forward to reattach his suspender, his ‘Sandra’ pendant glinting above his breasts. It was all just so……..feminine.
Judy once again took charge in bed, her hands and legs were rubbing and caressing him
“Don’t those stocking feel wonderful Simon? Oh yes so smooth so sheer so sexy” she cooed as her hand drifted over to Mr Happy.
“I see you’re wearing the organic strap on tonight my darling. How did you enjoy your evening? Was Dan a gentleman? I bet he enjoyed seeing you all made up in your lace shell dress. I saw his hands roaming over your legs and waist. You are such a hussy”
Simon was hardening and she pressed on “Oh yes Sandy, I can imagine Dan picking you up for a date, you scurrying around in your sexy undies, your hair in large curlers to give it bounce, blowing on your nails and complaining that you are going to be late. Then, whilst I entertain your date downstairs you would slither into a new dress, check you hair and make up and pick up your coat and handbag. Then, Sandy, you would make your entrance, Dan’s mouth would drop. I would gasp at the picture of femininity whilst fretting that you wouldn’t understand the signals you would send to any man you came into contact with…..can you see it Sandy, oh you can, I can feel it”
Simon could see it only too well, and once again Sandra took the lead, he could feel her smooth legs sliding against his stockings and the gentle creaking of his underwired bra cups as he moved. Sandra picked up her tempo and continued “and then my darling sweet husband, I would watch as Dan took your dainty hand in his and led you away for the night, and see your concerned look as he drove you away”
“Oh yes but no men, never” Simon whispered as they both searched for a mutual climax together but Sandy hadn’t finished
“Some dinner together and then dancing…feeling his warm hand on your back through your thin dress and as he presses against you, feeling his hardness in his trousers. You would dance and he’d kiss you, and you would understand the power you have as a woman before bringing him down gently”
“Oh god” Simon moaned
“And then he would bring you back to me, would you let him kiss you on your first date?”
“No…No..No..” managed Simon, he could never kiss another man
“And then my dear, we would gossip about your date in our nighties in the kitchen”
He hardened at her words and Judy knew how to bring this to an end by making her thrusts more aggressive, driving him deeper into her “and what we would do then? Dan your boyfriend would know where we lived, and Simon couldn’t come back until you broke up with him. Oh Sandra, what if Simon gets a full-time job in Dubai leaving you here trapped as his sister”
Simon groaned and became rock hard, and Judy picked up the pace as she made love to him “oh yes trapped forever as Sandra, forced to be a woman, to look pretty and feminine everyday how would that be Simon” rocking back and forth all the time
“No, No, No” said Simon but Judy knew his soul and continued to make love to him, his cock sliding in and out her with such ease
“Oh Sandra, you say No, but you mean Yes! Imagine it, stuck as Sandra, my lesbian lover for the rest of your life, no way out, no choice but to live permanently as a woman called Sandra Ward”
Simon groaned and came hard, really hard, and Judy felt him judder inside her and once he had finished panting, they continued kissing and cuddling before they both fell into an exhausted sleep.




Chapter 14

Simon enjoyed Sundays, free of the Cherry Popper, and relying on good old fashioned shapewear to keep him in check. He was wearing a simple sheath dress and cardigan with his new slippers which were cute and cosy and were very good at keeping his stockinged feet warm. They sat there reading, Judy her legs tucked up underneath her and Simon with his legs crossed high as women do.
Judy looked up from her armchair opposite him “It’s a big week for you next week”
“Is it?” he said looking up from his Good Housekeeping magazine
Sandra flashed him a wicked smile “Why yes, every girl remembers her first period”
“Give it a rest” he said flouncing out of the room “do you want a coffee?”
“Yes, please Sandra” but before he had a chance to get up, the silence was broken by the doorbell
“Can you get it please?” she asked him in her best whiny voice
He put his book down and walked to the hall and opened the front door only to stand face to face with Judy’s mother - Rosemary. His brain screamed ‘Fuck Fuck Fuck’ and the blood drained from his face, but his mother-in-law was oblivious to him, such was her agitation.
“I want to see Judy please” and he realised that even his own mother-in-law had not recognised him! He could still salvage this!
“Judy there is someone here to see you” he shouted, turning and hurriedly heading for his room, glaring at Judy as they passed in the hall.
“Mum how nice to see you” said Judy, completely relaxed yet thinking hard on how to work this situation to her advantage.
“We will see about that. Now won’t you invite me for some tea as we need to talk”
“In that case you better come in”
Judy led her mum into the lounge and then returned with two mugs of tea before settling back into her armchair
“Now what’s the matter Mum?”
“Well, I am sure it’s nothing, but I have heard that Simon is working abroad in Dubai. Is this true?” Judy put her tea down and looked her mum in the eye
“Yes, Simon left about two months ago” not a lie she thought to herself
“But you didn’t even bother to tell me” she complained
“Oh, I am sorry, but you and he never exactly got on” Judy said whilst sipping her tea.
“That’s not the point and you know it. How do you think I felt hearing about this from strangers?”
“Ah yes sorry, but what with Sandra moving in and work, time sort of got away from me. I am sorry mum”
Rose nodded as if this was indeed plausible “but the really strange thing is that I have also heard that the woman living with you is Simon’s sister and I know for a fact that Simon is an only child.”
There was a long pause as Judy’s brain worked furiously and then she decided that this could be a golden opportunity. After a long pause, she exhaled for dramatic affect, and decided to tell the truth.
“I am so sorry Mum, but that lady you met earlier is Simon, well Sandra actually. The whole Dubai thing was just a ruse to allow him to explore his feminine side”.
Rosemary paused and to Judy’s amazement she didn’t look too surprised. As the silence dragged on, Judy felt she had to fill the void.
“Mum, are you ok? If you don't mind me saying you don’t seem that surprised?”
Rose spent another few seconds composing her reply “Honestly I am surprised; he never was a macho man and I never thought he was good enough for you but…….but……what I am stunned by, is that I didn't recognise him, he’s pretty! I mean I know he was never the most manly of men, and he hasn’t produced a child yet, but a sissy, a crossdresser…no that had never crossed my mind”
Judy was thoughtful, if she could enlist her mum’s support this could be perfect
“You know he really does make a very good wife and he does so look after me. My career is going from strength to strength since we made the change. He has lost weight; his drinking is right down and as you say he makes a great looking woman”
“Is he going to get a sex change?” asked Rose
“God no I hope not” said Judy with real conviction “our sex life is terrific” and for the first time during their conversation Rose actually looked embarrassed and Judy burst out laughing.
“Well as long as whatever this is, it makes you happy but what about children?”
“Mum!” said Judy with a give it a rest tone
Simon was frantic upstairs and was worried out of his mind. His first reaction was to look for his men's clothes, but he couldn’t find any in his old wardrobe and the cases under the eaves had gone. He was sat on his bed when the door opened, and his mother-in-law walked into the room.
“Simon, do you want to talk about this?” Rosemary said, her arm moving to take in the room. Looking up, he just deflated in front of her as there was no way out this mess now. Rose scanned his room taking in the makeup, his wardrobe which had one door open revealing skirts, dresses, blouses and shoes. She noted the Good Housekeeping magazines and romance novel on the bedside cabinet, the SimplyMe catalogue on the bureau, the panties caught in the drawer and a pair of laddered tights in the bin.
Rose sat on the bed next to him and tried humour “Well when they said at your wedding that I was gaining a son and not losing a daughter, they only got it half right”
Simon smiled weakly; his mascara had run with the tears leaving him with panda eyes which only made him look more like a woman. Rose took his hand in hers, noting his Coral Pink nails, and gave her son-in-law a smile, which broke the damn.
Simon unloaded and gave her the abridged version of events, how it started as a game, Emma’s Dubai lie, Nevin the gardener, keeping house, the cooking the cleaning, being made to be a housewife.
Rose listened to him, as she would any other woman, nodding and ahahing so that he could talk himself out.
“Well, that is some story.”
Rose looked her son-in-law in the eye and asked, “Simon dear, do you really expect me to believe that Judy made or forced you to do all of this?” her arms gesturing around his bedroom. He saw his chance
“Yes, exactly, she has trapped me as Sandra. There are none of my clothes in the house and all my credit cards and even my phone is now registered in the name of Sandra Ward! I need your help to get out of this mess”
Rose shook her head “Oh Simon you always were a poor liar. Face it Simon, look around you. You live full time as a woman and have done so for the last what two months? Look at you! You are even pretty, as a woman. I don’t see how you could ever be a real man again to Judy or me”
He started to cry “But I don’t want to be a woman” he racked out between sobs
“All of us girls feel that way every now and again Sandra” she said taking him into her arms and rocking him back and forth “but you chose to be Sandra and you can change back whenever you want and face the embarrassment, but you cannot drag Judy into your mess. The other option is to wait until Simon returns but as long as Sandra stays, I want you to know that your mother-in-law will always be here for you”.
Simon was in a state of utter disbelief as Rosemary continued “This is a good second chance for you. Simon didn't amount to much but Sandra, well she has potential” continued Rosemary.
“Now Judy and I have had a good talk and she will be going to Dubai next weekend for a few days to visit Simon and that will be a good opportunity for me to have his sister to stay. You know you are so lucky having women like Judy and I to support a sissy like you”
Simon recoiled at her choice of words “I am not a sissy!”
“Not a sissy?” Said Rose with real disbelief and anger in her voice.
“You haven't told me half of the story, have you? The Cherry Popper, your yoga classes with the girls, your trip to the salon, your date with Dan for god’s sake! I even hear your period is due next week!”
Simon started to cry again, as he increasingly realized that the exit routes for Sandra were closing.
Judy sat on the bottom stair listening intently to the angry exchanges upstairs. Rose’s last tirade had made her knickers very wet and she was so aroused she couldn’t help but rub herself through her jeans. This could work. It had been her idea that she visit Simon in Dubai and that Sandra spend ‘quality’ time back at her mums, but Rose hadn’t agreed yet. She had worried that Simon could re-emerge whilst she was in Dubai but having heard Rose’s words with him, she increasingly thought she had an ally in her mother.
Judy moved back to her armchair ahead of Rose’s return to the lounge
“Well I am sorry Judy; Simon really is a hopeless sissy, isn’t he? He tried to blame all this on you, which made me so mad that I told him about you going to Dubai and that he would be coming to stay with me. I am so looking forward to getting to know Sandra”
Judy was elated “Well I think she is lovely and that you will love her as well”
“So do I dear” said Rose “but I best be off as I need to prepare for her arrival.”
After Rosemary left, Judy went up to see Simon but before she could say a word, he was already shouting at her
“What the fuck have you done Judy”
“Shut up Simon. I am giving you your fantasy”
“Me being a woman is NOT my fantasy”
“Look Sandra stop getting hysterical, this will all work out you will see. Why don't you slip into your nighty and have an early night?”
“Oh, fuck off”
Judy had had it with his whinging and moved across the space between them she slapped the side of his face hard. He fell onto the bed and he screamed in shock. This was the second time she had hit him.
“Shut the fuck up Sandra, you are behaving like a pure bitch.  Look at yourself, this room, your Cherry Popper hanging in the bathroom. You have been a willing participant in all of this and frankly your ingratitude is just unbelievable. You look like a woman, you sound, think, move, and now you are acting like a bloody woman and that includes being a right cow!” Judy stormed downstairs and left him to stew in his own juices.
Judy was furious but her anger, hitting him and the visit from her mother had left her so excited she felt like screaming. She knew she had gone too far, and that Simon would need some love before the morning.
It took several hours for her to calm down and she then changed into her PJ’s and went into Simons room. He was in bed, wearing his favourite black lace edged silk nighty and she slid in beside him, spooning into his back, her arms around his stomach.
“You ok?” she asked his neck
“No. Your mum called me a sissy and then told me how excited she was about getting to know Sandra!”
“So? Isn't this just perfect? Here you are living full time as my wife, girlfriend, housekeeper and lover. Trapped with no escape until Simon returns and now you will get to know my mum as a woman” and she rubbed his manhood through his knickers and it responded, he was as becoming hard.
“Oh Simon, why fight this. You are a sissy, and you make a far better woman than you do a man. Let me take care of you, love you, and in return you can be my wife and lover”
“But that's not what I want”
She pulled both their knickers off, mounted him, which was now their normal style, and she started to make love to him. Her and Mother Nature both went to work on him in unison “Oh Sandra we are going to have such a great time over the next few months, you as my wife, me as the breadwinner. You know you want this, the silks and satins, skirts, dresses, blouses and all the trappings of womanhood with my mother and me as your guides. Full time, vulnerable and attractive and with no way out. A man living as a woman with help from his own mother-in-law……mmmm”
He was once again delirious as she verbalised his fantasy, but it was just that a fantasy that should never come true. She continued “A life of housework, wearing tights every day , shopping, salons, yoga classes and all the time being loved as a woman. What if Simon was to stay in Dubai for longer?”
Simons eyes opened quickly and were full of fear as they locked on hers but instead of an angry row, she got the hardest ejaculation yet, that powered deep inside her.
“God, I Love you” she said
“Love you even more” he said
“Good” and they fell asleep in each other's arms




Chapter 15

After Sunday’s events, Monday’s breakfast was a subdued affair. They sat in the kitchen Judy in a smart black trouser suit and Simon in his long black silk nightdress and wrap.
“I gotta go babe, see you tonight at the usual time” she said
He looked at her sadly “What do you want for dinner?”
“Surprise me darling” she said before kissing him deeply “and wear something nice for dinner please”
He heard the door close and in the quiet he noticed the pink scrunchy on his wrist. He sat there, in his nighty knowing he had to clear up, change the beds, do the washing and go shopping. This thought still gave him a thrill as he put the scrunchy in his hair. I really am a housewife he thought and sighed.
He changed into a patterned skirt, white bra, pastel blue blouse and matching cardigan and then started on the chores. He smiled as he made the bed remembering how Judy had explained to him how to find the top of the duvet and fitted sheet. In her frustration she had shouted at him for the first time ‘where is the label on your skirt or knickers?’ and he smiled as he remembered it was left hand side.
His phone pinged and he looked at the red glowing 1 on the Facebook icon and opening it his heart fell. Sandra Ward had her own Facebook profile and was already friends with Simon and Judy Ward, Nevin, Emma and Rosemary! He clicked on his own profile and again was horrified as he saw that he had checked in, and posted 12 posts from Dubai. There were even comments on his posts from his friends and Judy’s mother! His last post talked about his excitement at Judy's forthcoming visit and Sandra Ward had already liked that post.
At work in her office Judy was on a mission.  She loved having Sandra around and being in control and she was determined that she wasn’t ever going to go back to being Simon’s little wife. Her secretary had enacted the Power of Attorney as Simon was abroad and using this documentation, she had already started the process to change his name to “Sandra Rosemary Ward” as this was the first step in getting better documentation. This morning she arranged for his post to be diverted to her at the office and applied to have his bank account put under her control. He could enjoy a monthly allowance for a change. She also started proceedings to sell his Ferrari. That would disappear when he was at his mother’s as she had bought him a Ford Fiesta as a shopping car.
Judy researched how she might get his passport changed and was immediately wet at the thought of the two them by the pool in their bikinis. I must focus she thought as she read about needing a Gender Recognition Certificate which meant that Simon would need to live full time as Sandra for 2 years. Looks like Simon is going to have to be in Dubai for some time she thought to herself.
Her thoughts were cut short as by her phone’s ringtone
“Judy Ward speaking” A man’s voice she couldn’t place came down the line “uh Hello Judy, it’s David, David Kelly, we met at Fabio’s last week”
Judy and David exchanged small talk before David got to the point “Look I know you are married, but my friend Dan really wants to see Sandra again, but he hasn’t got any way of contacting her”
Judy gulped, could she be this cruel? “Well, I am sure she wouldn’t want me to give out her mobile number, but I can tell you she will be at the village tea dance on Saturday with my mother from 4pm”
“Thank you so much Judy – see you around” and David hung up
Rosemary was humming to herself as she prepared the spare room for her new lodger. She had told her neighbours about Sandra which would ensure the whole neighbourhood would know and she was determined to have a girly weekend with her sissy son-in-law. She smiled and decided to ring him
Simon answered the phone with a shy “Hello?”
“Hello Sandra, it’s Rosemary. How are you” Simons eyes rolled in his head “I am fine, how are you?”
“Well, I am very busy ahead of your visit, but I rang to say that we are going to a Tea Dance on Saturday so please pack a nice frock dear” and with that she hung up robbing Simon of any right of reply
His case was open, already packed with his lingerie and hosiery. He had thought to pack his plainest clothes, but he knew that Rose and Judy wouldn’t allow that. Instead, he packed his favourite skirts, dresses and tops along with his makeup bag, jewellery, several pairs of shoes and handbags. He thought he was pretty much done and so he went back to the ironing, cleaning and washing.
The phone started ringing and he set down the iron and answered with his normal shy “hello” and Judy’s voice came back at him “Hi Sandy. Mum says you’re going to the tea dance this weekend”
“I know. She rung earlier and suggested that I pack a nice dress” he replied with a tone of disbelief.
“Great Idea and I have also booked you in with Emma on Saturday morning so that you will look your best”
His words “but yoga” fell onto a disconnected line. Judy smiled to herself, yes, I can be this cruel she thought.
Ahead of Judy’s return from work, he changed into his favourite blue dress with tan hosiery, white ‘Essex girl’ heels and his pearls. Over the top he wore a white cardigan and with his pinny on he looked the picture of domesticity.
“Hi honey I am home” hollered Judy sweeping into the kitchen and him into her arms
“You look ravishing” she said her voice already quite husky
“None of that nonsense please. Wash up and I will get you a drink”
“Ahh this is domestic bliss” she sighed
“Er Judy. What are you doing with my Facebook account?” he asked handing her a glass of wine.
“Sshhh don't you worry your pretty little head. It's all about the detail, what it would be odd if you and Simon didn't post?” and she then changed the subject to signal that this topic was closed for discussion.
After dinner Judy had a devilish glint in her eye. “Upstairs now, and no this isn’t for sex” They went upstairs, and she pointed him to the Master Bathroom as she followed holding a wooden box. Opening it up she pulled out a silvery belt like device which had a tube at the rear.
Simon looked confused “What is that?”
“This my sissy husband is Ozaki’s menstruation machine which you wear around the waist like a belt. It has electrodes to stimulate the abdominal muscles which simulates menstrual cramps. The belt also drips about 80 milliliters of blood from a tank to replicate the average flow over a five-day period through this tube, which we can run down into your vagina in the Cherry popper. Bingo your period has arrived”
He was stunned “No Judy this is too much”
“No, its not Sandra. You need to understand this stuff, it’s such a big part of women’s lives and culture. Now let’s get this belt on, no arguments please”
He undressed and was thankful he chose hold ups today and warily he put the belt on as he feared her physical force. Once on, Judy threaded the tube into the Cherry Popper and connected them together and then locked the belt and pocketed the key
“Right, you now need to learn about tampons” she said tossing a pack of Tampaz Tampons at him. “Take one, wash your hands and then unwrap it. I suggest that you might want lube the end so that it will slip in more easily.”
He followed her instructions, his arousal increasing in line with his utter humiliation. Soon he stood there with the unwrapped tampon in his hands. “Now you might want to squat, hold the tampon in your right hand and open your labia with your left”
He squatted on the floor, his purple panties on the floor and assumed the position with both hands. “Now insert the applicator until your thumb and forefinger touch your body” He pushed and felt the applicator penetrating the Cherry Popper as it ran into the cavity between his buttocks.
“Now push the applicator all the way in and withdraw” and there he was, squatting looking up at her, the tampon string hanging down perfectly. He looked such a complete woman she orgasmed in front of him.
Over dinner, his first cramp hit him, and Judy recognised the symptoms immediately “Do you need anything dear?”. He didn't answer, preferring to breath and massage his side “How long does THIS last for?” he gasped
“Now you are starting to understand the curse and what it's like for us women. Only a few periods to go until Simon’s back from Dubai. Ok?” She touched his arm reassuringly “then of course there is the menopause to look forward too!”
At bedtime Judy couldn't help offering him more advice “I suggest you use a night-time pad and change your tampon” she was quite enjoying being a big sister as it filled some of the void that being childless had created “and download the app Flow to your phone to help keep track of your cycle” she instructed handing him his phone.
In the bathroom, he sat on the toilet seat, his maleness invisible and watched his feminine hands, with French polished nails, reach down to find the cord and pull. He felt the tampon move and in an instant it was out. He wrapped the stained rag in a tissue and dropped it into the bib by the loo before he inserted a fresh one. He then changed his daily pad for the longer and thicker night-time towel.
Judy wanted him in her bed tonight and he climbed in and gave her a peck on the check “night love”
She turned over and started to caress him through his nighty
“Not tonight Judy, I am not in the mood” her hands dropped to his panties and felt the towel “I understand Sandy. Night my love”
The following three days were a trial for Simon as the housework was more difficult with the cramps and he was desperately looking forward to being free of the popper on Thursday. At bedtime on Wednesday Judy had deliberately said nothing about the popper or the belt as she relished the control.
Simon broached the subject first “Isn't it time for the popper to come off now?”
She looked at him “Why Sandra is your period over?”
His head and shoulders dropped “yes”
She moved around and lifted his chemise and unlocked the belt “Go and get yourself sorted out baby”
He returned to her bedroom in his matching black chemise and knickers and Judy was talking at him before he had a chance to even get in the bed “Well you have to finish packing tomorrow and I will drop you over to my mums on Friday morning on my way to the airport”
She spooned into his back and her hands wandered over his body and down to his panties.
“I love these black high waisted panties on you” she whispered, rubbing the sheer panel covering his bottom before she then moved around to the satin nylon front panel. “Mm aren't these just deliciously silky and sheer Simon. They go so well with your nighty” she continued rubbing and talking “and I love how they have replaced the traditional bow with this cute, jewelled gold heart” she continued teasing him “and here on each side of the front panel there is a cute sheer lace insert and then the satin pleated panels. So feminine, they just scream woman as no real man would ever wear panties like this would they Simon?”
He listened, hating himself at the enjoyment her words and his clothes were generating. His manhood was delighted with its new freedom and his blood was pumping and panties tightening which Judy both noticed and relished
“Mr Happy is pleased your no longer on” she whispered “and so am I”
“But aren’t you on?” He asked “no darling, I am a bit late so please kiss me”
They embraced and she continued to tease and brainwash him “Aren't you loving all this, living as a woman, being seen, treated and loved as a woman? Knowing that everyday, when you wake up, that you face a day of real housework whilst wearing real women's clothes. Knowing that you have no choice but to wear pretty lingerie, tights, skirts, dresses and blouses as they are the only clothes you own. Free in the knowledge that your mother-in-law and wife are supporting your sissy lifestyle”
He groaned and hardened as she continued “Don't fight this, Sandy. You were born to be a housewife and I know deep down that you want to be trapped, forced to live as a woman” he groaned more, and she mounted him and started to make love to him. “Oh, Sandy you are so pretty, so womanly, think about what our life could be like. You the little woman at home, perhaps you could join the WI, do a cookery course, or perhaps you could get a part time job as a receptionist or secretary” he hardened noticeably, and she knew she was hitting the spot. She rode him faster and he opened his legs and neck, both wanton invites for her lust.
“I think you would be a perfect receptionist in your black skirt suit and a nice crisp white blouse that all the boys can see your bra straps through. Ohh imagine them staring as you take your jacket off and start answering the phones. Oh, and when it's quiet you can do your nails or read Good Housekeeping and at the end of the day changing your heels for flats so that you can drive home”
He was delirious, eyes closed, and on a sexual high so she continued “or what if you were my secretary. Oh yes I would work you hard and make you dress so prettily in flouncy sheer blouses, pencil skirts and high heels so that all the men would notice you”
‘Oh yes, yes, yes!” and whilst he thought he was having an orgasm; she just heard agreement.




Chapter 16

Friday morning was one of those beautiful crisp winter mornings and Judy was full of the joys of Spring. “Right hon, you get breakfast on the go, and I will check your packing to make sure you’ve not missed any essentials. Ok?” He nodded and went downstairs.
Judy finished dressing and looked through his case. He’s done a pretty good job she thought but we can do better. She added the Mighty Thor, some panty pads and tampons so that they were all clearly visible. She then locked his case and brought his and hers downstairs into the hall.
“I've brought the cases down” she said joining him at breakfast
“What are you going to wear today?’ She enquired
“I thought I would wear my blue denim skirt, some opaques, white blouse and black cardigan” he replied
“Mmm that could work but I would love to see you in that white A line skirt with the black roses, some heels and sheer tights. That would send me on my journey with a spring in my step” he indicated his acquiescence as he knew resisting was futile and left Judy to tidy up.
In for a penny, in for a pound, he mused looking through the left-over lingerie in his drawers. Is red too slutty he wondered before seeing the charcoal green panty and bra set which he retrieved and threw on the bed, quickly followed by a pair of tights and a padded panty girdle. He then moved to his wardrobe which still looked abundantly full of women's clothes even though he had packed for 10 days away. He sorted through the rack and found the white and black skirt, a black cardigan and a sheer blouse with matching white camisole.
He disrobed from his peignoir, black chemise and knickers and popped a fresh pad into his new knickers. He used to love this lingerie set but familiarity had bred contempt and so he just pulled the control knicker firmly up his legs and settled it over his cherry popper mound. He adjusted the waistband and ensured the brief was fitting properly before slipping his arms into the matching bra and securing it behind his back and adjusting himself. He hated looking like this, so he quickly retrieved his breasts, removed the backing, stuck them to his chest wall using the bra as support. He looked at himself in the mirror and shook his head, he really did look like an average housewife and this thought thrilled him less that it did some months ago. He rolled on his hosiery and yes, new tights over freshly shaved legs always felt a joy he thought as he worked the control top into position. He reached over the duvet for a rather plain black padded panty girdle and stepped into it. He had to agree with Judy that it made his skirts hang better. He paused and took his perfume from the bureau and sprayed a haze to walk through before dabbing some onto his erogenous zones - it's just for me he told the mirror.
He always liked camisoles; the twin straps visible through a sheer blouse was a look he loved even though he hated his current half-finished appearance. Instead, he quickly put on a sheer white blouse with just enough of a V-neck to give a hint of cleavage. He knew Judy wanted him as fem as possible and what choice did he have given his current situation?
The white and black rose print skirt was also a favourite and he buttoned it up easily around his waist and settled it on his hips before raising the skirt it to pull his blouse down straight. “That’s better” he said to the reflection. He finished off with some black court shoes, his merino black cardigan and a classic black handbag which matched his shoes. “That’s much better” he said to himself “simple yet classy” he mused.
Makeup now came more easily to him following all of Emma’s training and hours of diligent practice. He knew the look he wanted today – the Kate Beckinsdale look from Pearl Harbour. Simple, pretty, elegant with bright red lips. Once satisfied he actually felt himself becoming Sandra and he chose a pretty diamante pendant and slipped his on his watch and rings.
“Come on Sandy” Judy hollered and from the bottom of the stair and the first thing she saw was his pretty legs before the rest of him came into view. She gasped, he looked so feminine, pretty, vulnerable and hot as hell. Her brain whirred as she self-analysed her emotions. She had read that many women got resentful or jealous once their men either looked as good as, or better than their wives. She didn’t feel like that, instead she was aroused, thrilled in the knowledge SHE had done this to him. She watched him fascinated and in awe of just how good he looked before her dry throat croaked out “My god Sandra you look, well, beautiful”
He knew he looked good, and her reaction simply confirmed it, her face was a picture of both confusion and sheer lust. He paused, allowing her to take stock of him, before moving down the stairs, his tights rubbing slightly more loudly than normal.
“Cat got your tongue honey” he said blowing her a kiss
“You better take care at that tea dance if you look like that” she croaked, and he smiled innocently not understanding her joke or warning.
Judy was in a trance how did he get this pretty? She watched him walk out to the car, open the door, smooth his skirt underneath him, before sitting daintily on the seat and swinging in both legs in together! She grabbed the bags and joined him in the car, but she couldn’t keep her eyes of his legs.
Eventually the conversation started “well sweetheart, you have certainly dressed to impress.”
“I wanted you know what you would be missing while you were away” he said
“You have achieved that, and I have to get a photo to look at whilst I am away.”
They arrived at Rose’s house, and it was obvious to Judy that he had become very tense “Don’t worry, remember none of this is your fault, its temporary and you look fabulous so just relax and enjoy. Ok?” He smiled weakly.
Rosemary lived in a two bedroomed whitewashed bungalow with red windows and gutters which gave it a cheerful demeanour at odds with magnolia buildings on either side. Rose opened the door, and she too was struck at how pretty he looked.
“Sandra! How wonderful to see you again. You look amazing, I love that skirt on you”
“Thanks Rose, I bought it specially for today and I have to say the bungalow looks lovely in this winter sun”
All 3 ladies went into the bungalow and Judy hauled his luggage into the spare bedroom and manhandled on to the bed.
“Will you stay for tea” Rose asked Judy
“No, I am afraid not Mum, I need to dash for the airport but before I go, could I get a picture of you and Sandra?”
“Yes, yes of course” said Rose, quickly moving to Simons side placing her arm through his. Simon was holding his handbag in both hands in front of his skirt and Judy muttered “Cheese” and took two photos’
“You girls have fun and Rose be gentle with Sandra”
It was very quiet once Judy had left and Rose was the first to speak as they drank their tea
“Ok Sandra, let’s get you unpacked, and I want see the dress you are planning on wearing to the tea dance on Saturday”
“Ok” he replied
They both smiled as they went through to his room and he could see the effort she had made. His room had fresh flowers, women’s’ magazines and a selection of romantic novels on the bedside cabinet.
“Oh, the room is lovely, and I can see the effort that you have made”
“Thank you, Sandra, I am trying to understand but it’s been difficult accepting that my son-in-law is such a pretty sissy”
He winced at her words “Rose, you know how this mess occurred and its only temporary. Simon will be back in a few months”
Rose harrumphed “Yes dear, you carry on believing that if you like”
As she was speaking, Simon opened his case and they both saw the panty pads, tampons and Mighty Thor at the same time “Oh my goodness Simon you really are a hopeless case, aren’t you?” she said picking up Thor, her eyebrow arched in derision.
“But Rose, this is just Judy’s idea of a joke” he protested.
Rose snorted “That’s as maybe, now where’s your frock for Saturday?”
Unpacking together he was ashamed as he picked up his lingerie and placed into the drawers whilst Rose helped hang up his skirts and blouses whilst commenting how pretty an item was or how good he would look in it or some other asinine comment about him being a sissy.
“Here we are” he said retrieving a dress from the case “It’s a lemon floral tea dress, with these lovely blue cornflowers, a gathered knot neckline and wide flared skirt. Oh, and I thought I could wear it with this lemon lace shrug, white heels and this handbag”
Rose looked at her pretty son-in-law, gushing on about his tea dress, a vibrator on his bed and she realised her strategy to embarrass him back to manhood just wasn’t going to work.
“Yes, that will be perfect dear” she said leaving him to unpack the rest of his clothes as she pondered a revised strategy for the next 10 days.
Simon’s unpacking was nearly finished when his phone pinged with a Facebook notification. He looked at his timeline and saw that Simon Ward had posted about how excited he was to be seeing Judy after her “Check-in” at the airport. Scrolling down he saw the picture of him with Rose that Judy had taken and posted onto Sandra Ward’s timeline with the comment “Great to be able spend some time with Rosemary whilst my sister-in-law is in Dubai”. Nevin had already liked the photo and then he got panicky as he saw that Sandra Ward had a new friend request from Dan Bridger! “Bugger” he said, and he put his phone in his handbag.
Rosemary sat downstairs in her lounge, and she now had a new plan for sissy Simon. There was nothing for it but total immersion into womanhood as she pondered the super-feminine activities that a mother-in-law and ‘daughter’ might share.
Simon came into the lounge, he had changed into a more relaxed look – denim skirt, the same blouse and a lower key pink cardigan. He sat on the sofa lightly, crossed his legs and put his handbag on the floor.
“Look Simon, being a woman, it’s not all pretty dresses and salon treatments you know”
“Yes, I know and if you have some of my old clothes I will go and get changed now!” he spat back
“No, I can’t do that as we cannot professionally disgrace your wife and all my neighbours are dying to meet Sandra. So, my pretty boy, there is no easy way out at the moment, but I suspect you like that”
“No, no, I don’t Rose, I am sick of this whole charade”
“Mm the lady doth protest too much me thinks” said Rose “but let’s put all that to one side for now as we need to talk about next week”
“No let's NOT put all this to one side. If you are just going to beat up on me for dressing like this for the next 10 days, then I will get a cab home now”
“Well Simon, look at you…. you have become a total sissy”
“So, what do you want to do? I can see only 2 options. I get changed and go back to being Simon now and sod the consequences or you accept me as Sandra for the next 10 days and start being nicer to me”
Rosemary looked at him, almost impressed with how he had called out her behaviour whilst sat there in a skirt and blouse. He was right of course, and the stakes were high.
“Ok Sandra, you have made your point, it will be a treat having another woman to stay for the next 10 days. Now today we have to meet the neighbours but next week will be pretty busy. Saturday you have your salon appointment, and we have the tea dance in the afternoon. On Monday evening you can come with me to the Women’s Institute. I do ballroom dancing on Tuesdays, there is a ladies knitting circle on Wednesdays, I volunteer as a carer at the local residential home on Thursdays, Fridays is ladies swimming class”
“I can’t go swimming” he shrieked
“Didn’t you pack a swimming costume?” she teased
He blushed, which Rose thought made him look even more girlish, “No I didn’t”
“Excellent we can go shopping for one together” she said with real glee in her voice
“No, we can’t. I can’t get changed in the changing rooms or use the showers!” he hissed
“Don’t fuss, you can shower in your costume and change in a cubicle if you’re shy. Anyway, Friday’s swimming and on Saturday I will join you at your yoga class. How does all that sound” she continued
“Terrifying” he answered
The rest of the day was busy as Rose showed Sandra off to the neighbours and she watched in awe as he made up a backstory to explain who Sandra was and how she could afford to live with Judy while Simon was away.
The first visit to Rosemary’s neighbour was more like an inquisition over tea as Brenda made conversation “I see your married Sandra any children?”
Simon looked at his wedding and engagement ring and answered slowly “No, no children yet”
“And your husband?”
He was cornered and there was no way he could produce a husband “oh yes, well Jim died in a car crash about 3 years ago”
“Oh, I am so sorry, please accept my apologies Sandra”
“Its fine Brenda, it has been a few years now and the life assurance at least left me in a comfortable position” he said picking at his skirt
Back at Rose’s, the front door had only just closed before she had started at him “Jesus Simon you are such a girl, waltzing around in your pretty skirt and blouse claiming to be the young widow. Living on a dead man’s money!”
“Leave it Rose and stop being so cruel to me”
“I haven’t even started on you yet sister” she replied, the scorn now evident in her voice.
Dinner was a difficult meal. He had been hurt by her remarks and she was still furious about the situation Judy was in and resentful that the pair of them had yet to produce a grandchild.
He tried again over dinner “Rose, it might be best if you just forgot about Simon for the next 10 days and threw yourself into getting to know Sandra. It will be safer for Judy”. Rose didn’t answer and they finished their meal in silence.
They cleared up together but at Rose’s suggestion he donned the pinny and washed the few dishes up by hand.
“Why don’t you get ready for bed Rose, and I will bring you a cup of tea in bed?”
“Good idea dear but I would like to brush your hair before bed and please don’t argue as I used to do it for Judy” he knew he could object, but instead he viewed as the first step in a rapprochement.
Rose looked at him in dismay as he arrived with the tea. Simon was wearing a long black silk lace edged nighty and wrap and she gestured for him to sit at her vanity. She then brushed his long hair out and they both realised she was humming as she brushed
“Sandra you are too pretty and too young to remain single. I think we should try a find you a new man”
“Rose. Stop this nonsense. I am not interested in men!”
“How do you know? You’ve never dated a real man, have you?” she said sarcastically.




Chapter 17

Saturday morning arrived first in Dubai and Judy woke late, luxuriating in the king size bed in ‘Simon’s’ apartment and she was still on a high from having left him looking oh so pretty, with her mother. She looked at the photos she had taken of the pair, grinned and felt only arousal. The lateness of her period was the one issue that was nagging her, and she smiled remembering Simon’s reaction to his first monthly cycle, but she must do a pregnancy test to be sure.
“Fuck” Judy announced to the toilet wall as the third pregnancy test showed a positive result. She had thought she was too bloody old to get pregnant and after her shock subsided, she moved into crisis management. There was no way she was going to be a mother and give up her career and her faith wouldn’t support a termination.
She swirled the problem around her head and then chuckled, the solution was clear, cruel and delicious in equal measure. Sandra! She would surely relish being a mother especially if she had no choice. Housewife and mother and suddenly her objective became clear – Simon had to die in Dubai so that Sandra could raise their child. Judy shuddered at the thought – could she really force Simon to live full time as a woman and be a mother to his own child? Well, the sissy, dreamed of living the female dream, and now he could, but on her terms, and a child would deliver that in spades. She wondered whether fingering herself when pregnant was a bad thing.
She pulled herself together and went into overdrive. It was fortunate that she had prepared so much ground before she had left the UK. It would take much more work to ensure that Simon would never to return from Dubai.
His email and social media accounts were all active and under her control and she had replaced all of his bank cards with new ones in Sandra’s name. She had used the Power of Attorney to take over his bank account and she had then rented the Dubai flat and leased a car in his name. She unpacked his clothes which she had brought with her and moved him into the bathroom. Her final challenge was to have him “live” here for the next few months but again she had a plan. She had already hired a man to live at the apartment to ‘be’ Simon Ward and he had already started looking for work as Simon by making calls to companies and job centres whilst also shopping and eating out publicly but quietly. He had been using all of Simon’s debit and credit cards.
She had agreed to meet the man Edward (who owed her as she had saved him from significant jail time that they both knew he deserved) that morning and soon enough the fake Simon Ward breezed into the apartment
“Judy! It’s great to see you, my darling wife!”
“Stop it Edward” Judy admonished him with a smile on her face. They exchanged small talk before he called their meeting to its purpose.
“So, Judy. What is all this about? Insurance fraud?”
“God no Edward that’s not it, the truth is far worse” and Judy explained how Simon was a complete sissy and now living as his own sister. She showed him the picture of Simon and her mum
“Blimey he’s pretty. Oh god I am so sorry” he said
“This is why Simon has to die over here, a man, leaving me as a grieving widow rather than some poor woman whose husband turned out to be a tranny”
Edward whistled “I see, real or fake?” he said thinking
“What do you mean” queried Judy
“We can fake his death here, provide all the necessary paperwork, ship over the ashes and even have a couple of actors to play the police and break the news at home” Judy nodded as he continued “this way we create the illusion of Simons death, but he won’t have died as far as the UK authorities are concerned.
“That sounds perfect” said a thoughtful Judy “Could we also get it mentioned in the press?”
Edward smiled “that shouldn’t be too much of problem”
“Really, can it be that easy?” she said in hopeful surprise
“Yes. This is Dubai and everything is for sale. This way there is no need to produce a corpse and there will be no question of insurance fraud”
“Will that work?” she asked
He laughed “This is Dubai. Everything is for sale! The harder part will be his family”
“Leave that to me, his parents are dead, and he is an only child. There is only my mother, and she is as keen as me to avoid any embarrassment and I have leverage”
“Ok but it’s going to cost another £10k plus expenses. The whole thing should come in under £15k”
“Really? It’s that easy? she asked in awe
“It’s not easy, but it can be done for that price, but you and his mother need to be ready and react appropriately”
“How long will it take?” she asked
“I will come back to you but it wont be quick. Anyway I gotta make some calls and be Simon. But the exact timing I will not share as you will need to be surprised by the news”
Judy retired to her bedroom and flopped on the bed whilst she plotted. There was no doubt that her mum would be thrilled at being a grandmother and the Ward line continuing but how to position her own husband as the mother of her grandchild?
She looked at her watch, it was a bit too early to call the UK, so she pondered how best to work the situation to her advantage




Chapter 18

Simon dressed simply as his entire morning was going to be spent with Emma at the salon. Judy had clearly scheduled a full treatment program presumably to embarrass him in front of his mother.
“You ok taking the bus?” his mother asked him
“What on my own?”
“Yes of course you silly girl”
“I haven't done that before, you know, as Sandra”
“Well man up because today is the day. But don't worry I will pick you up from the salon and drive us to the tea dance and back,” said Rosemary
He regretted not wearing tights as he walked to the bus stop as there was real chill in the air. At the bus stop there were two older women waiting and he could feel them sizing him up as they reviewed his look. He had kept it simple today, as based on previous salon experiences, he wouldn’t be wearing his blue wool skirt for long. The skirt bounced off his front knee and the satin lining felt wonderful as it slid off his legs. He had finished his outfit with a simple v necked pink jumper and black jacket and he was glad not to be in heels.
“Morning” the ladies chirped as he approached
“Hello’ he replied shyly. “Do you know how long till the bus comes?”
Eye contact, smile, no staring rang through his head as the taller woman said
“It's due in about 10 minutes dear”
The other woman looked him up and down “excuse me dear but are you Rosemary’s friend, Sandra by any chance?”
“Yes, Yes I am. Sandra Ward nice to meet you?”
“Sarah Jones from No 37 and this is Punita Chatt from 58. Her surname is a clue by the way”
They all shook hands, softly, and he was welcomed as one of them.
“Are you going to the tea dance with Rose this afternoon?” the rotund Mrs Chatt asked him.
“Yes, Yes I am”
“That will please the boys,” said Mrs Chatt
“What boys” he said with a note of alarm
“Relax dearie, it will just be Bob and his chums from Probus. Wandering hands is the worst you will have to cope with.” All three of them smiled, as women, at her joke.
His phone pinged again, and he reluctantly looked at the Facebook timeline. Judy had posted a few more pictures of his apartment and one of Simon and her having a coffee with the comment “A welcome break with Simon at Al Mamzar beach” and whilst he knew this was a photo-shopped picture, no one else would. He also noted that Sandra Ward had already liked the post and commented “Enjoy your break guys xx”
The bus journey was routine although Simon noticed a few men staring at either his legs, breasts or face but if he was honest, he quite liked the recognition and the feeling of vulnerability as there were only a few gussets between those stares and his secret.
Emma’s salon was very busy on a Saturday and she warmly greeted him as he stepped through the door.
“Good morning, Sandy, you are looking well”
“Thanks Emma, love your new hair colour” he said chattily whilst hung up his tea dress and coat and headed for the salon chair
“It's the full works today. Big date tonight?” enquired Emma
“Hardly. Just the village tea dance with Judy’s mother. She is picking me up from here at quarter to four” he replied
Emma was surprised by his casual reference to his mother-in-law but let is slide “Well my job will be to make you the belle of ball”
He smiled “I am sure Bob and all the old guys from Probus will appreciate that”
“Oh Sandy, you floozy” and he and Emma laughed at the shared joke.
Five hours later, Emma declared herself finished and he looked at himself in the mirror and blushed
“Wow you taken my look to a whole new level” he gushed turning his head left and right
“Glad you like it, I have put some waves and more body into your hair and lightened it slightly, so you better take care with Bob and the Probus boys! Judy told me what you were wearing to the dance, so your nails match the cornflowers on your dress”
“Is it ok to change here?” he asked
“Of course, honey, just use the back room”
He hung his dress case up and undressed, the simple sheer blouse, cardigan and skirt were folded and placed onto the chair. He turned and looked at the new him in the mirror and hardened at the sight of the sweet, feminised sissy he had become. His hair looked fuller and had both bounce and body. Standing there in his plain white panty and matching full cup bra he felt confident that if anyone walked in, they would only see Sandra. ‘Snap out of this’ he thought, and he unwrapped a beautifully sheer pair of Walford 5 denier gloss tights and once again privately sighed with a guilty delight as he rolled them up his legs, the pressure behind his Cherry Popper intensifying so he quickly added a white padded panty girdle which had an embroidered front panel. The slip he had chosen was again a classic, 6 panels, cut on the bias with wide shoulders straps and a luxury lace insert in the bodice and matching lace hem. He revelled as the Pearl satin sheath slipped over his lingerie and he delighted at the lace hem as it tickled his tights ‘maybe I am a sissy he thought?’
He took the dress from its hanger, and he had to admit that the light yellow and cornflower blue design was pretty. Undoing the concealed back zip his focus was broken as Emma breezed in
“Need a hand with that?”
He nodded, turned and Emma just shook her head at his reflection in the mirror
“What's wrong?” he asked?
“Just how pretty you are that's what's wrong. If I could make real women look half as a good as you, I would be a millionaire”
He dropped the dress over his head and let it settle down over his slip. Emma zipped him into the frock, fastened the small neck button and then took the lemon lace shrug and held it open for his arms. He smiled. slipping each arm through the sleeves whilst also stepping into his white heels.
“Wow. You are going to make an impression at that tea dance” she said whilst taking several pictures of him with her phone.
“Get yourself packed up and I will tidy up your hair, so you are all ready for Rose”
He transferred his essentials into his white handbag and went back into the salon.
All the women looked at him as he entered, and they all smiled, recognising the effort that had gone into creating his outfit and look. He smiled back, genuinely appreciating their support, and let Emma tidy up his hair.
Rosemary arrived on time wearing a classic 1940’s brown polka dot tea dress, dark brown tights and brown shoes and handbag
“You look great Rosemary. Is that one your dresses from the war?” His attempt at humour fell on deaf ears as Rosemary was trying to understand how attractive he looked. Unlike the other women she didn't smile at all as they went into the car.
On the drive to the tea dance Rose broke the silence “God Simon please don't ever deny that you are a sissy. Just LOOK at you”
“But Rose”
‘But Rose nothing my love. You better just watch out for the boys looking like that and please no more of your complaining”
After that exchange the rest of the car journey largely passed in silence except for the ping of his phone. He caught up on Sandra Ward’s timeline which featured more pictures of Simon and Judy enjoying Dubai and then, oh my god, there was the picture of him at Emma’s salon ‘Sandra Ward looking gorgeous after her session at Emma’s Beauty Salon’ and the photo had already attracted several likes and comments all of which were positive. He scrolled down and his heart stopped at one comment “looking forward to seeing you at the tea dance” Dan Bridger.
“Bugger” he said to himself.
“Sandra! That's no language for a lady” said Rose in genuine shock “what's the matter”
“Oh nothing, well ok, it's Judy, she’s posting pictures of Simon and her from Dubai” he lied dreading having to explain Dan to his mother.
“Oh, is that all, no time for that Facebook nonsense we are here”
The hall was built of brick and inside it had the feeling of a barn which had been decked out with war time memorabilia, bunting and small tables with red check tablecloths.
“This is a bit more than I was expecting” he said to Rose
“Really? You’ve certainly dressed for it my dear”
The music started playing, classic war time tunes and he looked nervously at Rose “I don't know any of these dances” he whispered
“Don't worry dear. Just let the man lead and follow as best you can”
“Ah ok, thanks. Shall I get us some tea and cakes?”
“Oh yes please. I’ll get us a table,” said Rose
Rose watched Simon sashay off to the counter and shook her head at how he moved in his heels and frock. Her dismay was broken by the arrival of her neighbour Mrs Bridger.
“Rosemary how nice to see you”
“Emily. I didn't know you were coming”
“I wasn't but my son, do you know Dan, was desperate to see your Sandra”
Dan held out his hand and introduced himself to Rosemary
“She’s in the Lemon dress queuing for tea and cakes. Dan why don't you join her and bring enough back enough for us all?
Dan didn't need any more motivation and joined the queue behind Simon
“Hello again Sandra” Simon turned around and thanked his lucky stars that he wasn't surprised by Dan’s arrival. “That dress looks great on you” he said through a Cheshire cat grin.
“Thank you, Dan, but what are you doing here?”
“Same as you, queuing for tea and cakes and keeping my mum company”
Simon looked over at Rose who was engrossed in conversation with another lady.
“Ah ok do they know each other well?”
“Oh yea they go way back. Rosemary and my mum have been neighbours and friends for years”
“Ohh” he said, pressure building in his girdle as he felt the walls closing in as Dan now knew Judy’s mother and from there it would be difficult to continue to hide from him.
Back at the table Mrs Bridger was looking at her Son “Well Rosemary your Sandra is pretty as a picture and she has made a big impression on my Dan” said Emily
“Yes, she is that and it's so nice to have her home again as she has had a tough time, what with her Jim’s passing,” said Rose
“Oh my, how tragic” she said as Dan returned carrying a tray with two pots of tea and cakes. Simon followed behind and sat, smoothing out his dress, and putting his handbag on the floor.
“Sandra, let me introduce Emily Bridger, I believe you already know her SON Dan” Rose’s emphasis on the word son was lost on Emily and Dan but resonated with Simon whose eyes immediately looked down, embarrassed.
They made small talk over tea until Emily could stand the tension no more
“Dan why don't you take Sandra for a dance?” Dan and Rose both started their sentences with Yes which drowned out Simon’s No.
Dan jumped to his feet and held out his hand. Simon looked nervously at Rose who just nodded encouragement and so he put his manicured hand into Dan’s saying “but I don't know how to dance”
“Have you seen anyone out there that can?” He joked “but I can dance so if you just follow my lead, it will be fine”
Rose caught Simon’s wariness and felt she needed to send a coded warning “Sandra, you be careful out there as we wouldn't want any surprises”
Simon nodded and let Dan hold his hand as he led him to the dance floor
“Look Dan, I really can't dance you know”
Dan turned to face him “Relax Sandra one arm on my shoulder and hold my hand here”
“Woah, higher up with that hand Mr Bridger”
He grinned “Can’t blame a guy for trying” and he moved his hand higher up Simon’s dress. The music started and Dan led them both on a slow dance which Simon found very easy to follow even in his two-inch heels
“I have to say you look amazing Sandra”
“Er thanks Dan, you don't scrub up so bad yourself”
Rose and Emily watched them dancing and Emily remarked “they do look good together don't they Rose”
“Yes, yes they do don't they” she replied taking several pictures on her phone.
Simon could feel the warmth from Dan’s hand through his thin dress but more worryingly he could feel Dan’s manhood, stiff and hard, pressing into him through his dress which brought him back to earth with a bump. The shock and lack of focus caused him to stumble and trip over Dan’s feet.
“Oh sorry, I am so clumsy Dan”
“Nonsense Sandra you are a natural”
“Shall we re-join our parents?’ he said almost pleading at Dan with his eyes
“Oh, Ok Sandra”
The rest of the tea dance was uneventful except that he had to endure two more dances with Dan at the behest of Rosemary who was quite literally pushing him into Dan’s arms. After their third dance they returned laughing to the tea table.
“Well, I think Emily and I are ready to make a move so I will take her home. Dan, can you bring Sandra home later?”
“That would be a pleasure Rosemary” said Dan smiling.
Simon smiled back at Dan and then turned his eyes towards Rose with a dismayed look.
“Now Sandra, don't get back too late” and with that Rose and Emily left
Simon sat down in his chair and continued chatting over tea “Look Dan, I need to say something, it's just that I am not looking for a relationship, not so soon after my Jim died”
“Sandra, I understand but this is just dancing, tea and a lift home so why don't you just relax and lighten up a bit?”
“Er ok, but would you excuse me for a moment” and Simon headed straight for ladies toilet so he could compose himself.
Sat in a stall, he couldn't help a rueful smile, his place of safety was now the ladies! He knew had had to go back and face Dan, but he was good for 15 mins at least he thought. He freshened up at the mirror with the other women, unafraid, as this was home now.
“I love that dress on you” said an older woman next to him
“Thank you and I must say your handbag is divine”
“Thank you honey, are you going back for the last dance?”
Simon freshened up his lipstick “I don't think I can hide in here from wandering hands for much longer” he said
“Lucky you, you will miss it when it's gone dear” the older woman said as the toilet door closed behind her leaving him alone at the mirror. He looked in the mirror, tidied a few imaginary stray hairs, and a few moments later he followed her out and immediately saw an expectant Dan standing to greet him
“Sandra, how about one final dance?”
“No thanks, I am bit tired” Simon tried
“Oh, come on Sandra, the last one is a slow dance” he said grabbing Simon’s hand and pulling him to the dance floor.
The floor was crowded for the last dance to “We’ll meet again” which meant that Dan and Simon were crushed together and sort of rocked in each other's arms. Simon was horrified as again Dan’s arousal was obvious although he was delighting in the swish and feel of his slip under his dress. Dan’s face was awkwardly facing his, their noses inches apart and so in order to avoid the surprise kiss, Simon laid his head on Dan’s shoulder.
Dan couldn't believe his luck that fate had brought them together as he held Sandra in his arms, her head resting on his shoulder as they swayed in time with the music.
“You see Sandra, you are a natural”    
“Oh, Dan you are being too kind” and Simon felt a shiver of power as he realised that Dan was attracted to him and that his hands were wandering further down his dress. This time he didn't object.
The dance ended uneventfully, and Dan drove them home
“So, what are you up to while Judy is away” said Dan making small talk
“Rose has a full schedule of activities planned for next week”
“What about tomorrow?” Dan tried hopefully
“I don't know, I haven't spent much time with Rose yet”
“I would like to spend some more time with you if possible”
Simon’s brain was working furiously as Dan, and he, played dating chess, but the problem was that he had never played this side before. He blushed and smiled at Dan at a genuine loss for words and thankfully Rose’s house pulled into view.
“Here we are” Simon said breaking both the silence and the impasse.
Dan hopped out of the car and fetched Simon’s dress carrier from the rear seat and opened the door. Simon swung his legs out first and then elegantly stood, smoothing down his dress and took the carrier from Dan.
Simon stood there, dress carrier over one arm, handbag over the other, and was taken by complete surprise as Dan leaned in a took the kiss. It was a gentle kiss, no tongues, but not a quick kiss, but Simon was in no position to resist or encourage as by the time he had got over the shock, Dan had withdrawn.
“I was right. Sweet like Banyuls”
“Goodnight Dan” and Simon toddled off as fast as he could in his heels.




Chapter 19

Simon closed the front door behind him and turned, surprised at how quietly Rose had come into the hall.
“Did you enjoy your date with Dan?” she sneered
“Drop it Rose”
“Drop it? Look at you for god’s sake. Prissied up to the nines and then spending the afternoon dancing in the arms of your boyfriend”
“He is not my boyfriend, and it was you egging him on to dance with me. Christ, one minute you’re telling me to throw myself into all this to protect Judy and the next you are being a bitch to me”
“Well, I didn't expect to see you kissing a man on your first date. A sissy and a slut. Some son-in-law you turned out to be.”
Simon brushed past her, rushed upstairs and slammed his bedroom door. The pain in his crotch was unbearable as the shame of her words and his actions rang in his head. It’s nearly Sunday he thought as he released the popper and silicone breasts.
There was no outlet for his post relief shame, so he just lay in bed in his favourite black silk nightdress reading his June Devereaux novel. Thank God for Sunday's he thought.
His phone pinged and with a sense of dread he opened Facebook and saw several pictures from Rosemary of the tea dance, all of which had him and Dan either dancing or looking like a couple. Judy had already ‘liked’ several of them and had added a comment ‘Looks like Sandra is having a great time as well xx’. He scrolled down, knowing what to look for and sure enough Sandra had posted a comment ‘Had a great time at the dance with Rosemary and Dan Bridger xxx’ which Dan had already liked. He continued scrolling through his timeline his phone started ringing
“Hello”
“Hi Simon”
“Judy! God it's great to hear from you. I am already having a miserable time without you”
“Is it awful at my mums?”
“Oh Judy you don't know the half of it”
“Tell all darling” she said with that familiar huskiness in her voice, and he shared his experience at the salon, how good he looked in his new dress, a point which Judy wholeheartedly agreed with having seen the pictures on Facebook, and then being pushed into Dan’s arms by her mother.
“My my Sandra, it has been quite a day. Tell me could feel Dan's cock against you when you danced with him?” Simon reeled in shock at both the bluntness and the significance of the question. Do women really talk like this he wondered?
“Well, could you?” she repeated eagerly
“Yes, and it was revolting, and his hands were everywhere”
Judy laughed “Welcome to the sisterhood darling. But isn't it nice to know that you can look and live as a woman? Passing at such close distance, being pretty enough to attract a man, to arouse him physically, to cause his blood to pump. What did you feel, did your breasts tingle? Were you moist? Did he kiss you goodnight”?
Simon’s shame prevented him from replying so Sandra but she had already had a full report from her mum, She pressed on “He did, didn't he? I bet he took you by surprise with a kiss on the lips that was over before you had time to gather your wits to complain” He was blushing at the memories her words had stirred, so he simply said nothing and their conversation ran out of steam.
“Love you” she said
“Love you more” he said
A husky “Good” ended the call.
She was so aroused by the images of her beautiful feminised husband and the thought of him, pretty as a picture in that lemon tea dress, being held in another mans arms whilst they danced before their goodnight kiss. “Yes” she thought, “Simon will be staying Dubai for a bit longer ” whilst she reached for her Mighty Thor
Simon loved Sundays, free from all his prosthetics and breakfast was a lighter affair following the row the night before
“I am sorry Simon, you are right, I have been a bit of bitch” said Rose
“Yes you have, so please make your choice now. We can go and buy some men's clothes and we can all face the consequences or you can stop being such a cow”
“I don't think that's an option after yesterday especially as the whole street has met Sandra. But you are right. I will make more of an effort”
“Thanks Rose, now about this Swimming class” he asked spurred on by Rose’s reasonable tone.
“Oh yes I have been thinking about that. My suggestion is that we pop into Jane Nicolls and buy you a mastectomy swimsuit. That way, the fact that you shower in your costume and change in a cubicle will be understood by all the other women”
“I’ve got a better suggestion – let’s just not go” said Simon deciding not to challenge her ‘other women’ comment.
“Oh come on, it will be fun, let's at least look at some costumes on Monday?” Rose said smiling encouragingly “Please? Can't we at least have a girly shopping day and I promise if we can't find a costume you like, we won't go swimming”
“Ok Rose but only if you start treating me with some respect”
“Deal” she replied.
The rest of Sunday passed without incident, no further arguments with Rose and thankfully no contact from Dan.
He dressed simply on Monday and following his day of freedom he attached the Cherry popper but left his breasts lose in his bra so that he could try on swimming costumes. He chose a simple green A-line skirt, some black opaques, an Ivory cotton blouse, a blue and black jacket and some boots. His outfit gave him an air of modernity that worked for his age.
Rose was waiting for him in the hall.
“You look nice dear and are you ready to try on some swimming costumes?”
“Thanks Rose and yes, I won't embarrass you” he replied
“It's you I am thinking of dear” said Rose as she shoed him through the door and into the car.
On the drive over to the mall, Rosemary went through some ground rules
“Now we are going to look for a swimming suit in a shop that specialises in clothes for women who have had breast reconstruction. So, there is no place here for men whatsoever and you need to know what to say when they ask you what surgery you have had”
Simon looked at Rose blankly
“My suggestion is that you say you have had a partial mastectomy on your left breast, but you haven’t had reconstructive surgery yet. Now start rehearsing that in your head and touch your left breast as you say it”
This simple exercise both diverted and shamed him as again, he was understanding things that no man should ever really know, and he was ashamed feeling aroused in front of his wife’s mother.
Outside Jane Nicolls Rosemary stopped and gave him a final piece of encouragement “Ok Sandra, you can do this” and with that they entered the shop.
“Morning ladies” said a pretty young sales assistant as soon as they had entered “how may I help you”
Rose took over “We are looking for a swimming costume for my friend Sandra”
“OK, we can help with that. Do you know what style of costume you need Sandra?”
Simon answered truthfully “No, I need some help on what might suit me best”
“Could I ask what surgeries you’ve had dear?”
Simon looked to the floor as any woman would answering such a direct and personal question “A partial mastectomy on my left breast although I am still waiting for reconstructive surgery” he said quietly whilst touching his breast.
The sales assistant nodded “Ok and would you prefer a one piece, tankini or a bikini” she said breezily moving the conversation forward.
“Er a one piece I think would be best” he volunteered.
The assistant flew around the racks and reappeared with 3 one pieces for him to try and with his mother-in-law they went deeper into the shop and the fitting rooms.
Rosemary took charge “right dear, I suggest that you get down to your bra and knickers” and he reluctantly undressed, silently and in total humiliation as his own mother-in-law watched him strip to his matching lavender panty and bra set.
The sales lady knocked on the door frame and Rose took the three swimsuits from the assistant.
“Well, what do you think of these then?” his mother-in-law asked. Simon realised she was actually expecting an opinion “Mm I don't like the flowery one with the thin straps, and the square neckline on that blue one probably isn't for me. This one looks quite nice though.”
“Ok pop it on” and Simon duly stepped into the black one piece and pulled it up
“No, no, not like that, leave your knickers on, but take your bra off and put your prosthetics into the pockets in the costume. Don't be shy it's just us girls” she said
Simon thought better than to argue and removed his breasts and shamefacedly handed them Rose and unhooked his bra. Rose then helped to place them in the pockets of the costume and he finished pulling it up his body and settled the straps in place. She then helped him tug and adjust the costume into place.
“What do you think?” he asked
“Yes, it's very nice. I love how the pink and white darts flatten your tummy area and help create the illusion of more waistline. What do you think? Is it comfortable? Could you spend and day at the beach in it? Can you swim in it? Does it give you the right amount of support”
Simon in truth didn’t know, it was his first ever swimsuit. He turned this way and that in the mirror before running his index fingers around the bottom to pull the costume down around his behind. He moved his arms and jumped up and down and then declared “Yes, it's comfortable and supportive”
“Ok, if you are happy with it, let me it get it for you while you get dressed”.
Rosemary wandered back through the store, looking at the lingerie, tops, nighties and caught herself as she realised, she was looking for lingerie for her son-in-law but then smiled as she realised, she was about to buy him a swimsuit.
Simon re-joined her at the till “would you like to join our loyalty program?”
Rosemary answered for him “Oh yes she would. That would be helpful as she needed me for moral support this morning” as she paid for his swimsuit. All Simon could do was fill out the forms for future mailings and catalogues.
On the way to the car, they chatted, and Simon noticed that her tone had softened since his protest over breakfast.
“So that's swimming sorted is there anything else you need whilst we are in town?”
“No, I don't think so”
“Wrong answer dear, women always love to shop and you’re going to need a swimming cap. Pink would go nicely with your costume”
They managed to spend the rest of the day having fun and to Rose’s surprise she found that she was starting to enjoy Sandra’s company. He was right, she found it easier to cope if she accepted Sandra for who she was and she enjoyed picking him out a new top or skirt. In her mind, she rationalised the problem. Simon was in Dubai and his sister was both pretty and fun despite her recent breast cancer and the loss of her husband.
After a long day at the shops, they stopped for a light supper at the Italian restaurant.
“Ok if we eat now, we can go directly to the WI meeting at 7,” said Rosemary
“Oh yes I forgot about that, do we have to go? I am tired”
“Oh yes it's flower arranging tonight with fresh flowers so there will be lots to bring home which will really cheer the house up”
Simon sat in silence looking at the menu and the waiter duly appeared and asked for the ladies order. Rosemary ordered a pizza to share with two salads and a mineral water.
“Rose can I just say how much I appreciate the effort you have made today”
“That's ok dear but you know as soon as I accepted you as Simon sister it became quite easy especially after buying your swimsuit. Simon is in Dubai” she said just as the waiter arrived with salads and the pizza.
“Thanks for all the presents today by the way, but can you afford all this?” he asked
“Yes, as a one off dear, I haven't spent much on Judy over the past few years, and I have no grandchildren to spoil”
Simon looked hurt by that last remark until he realised, she really was treating him as Sandra now. Rose continued chatting “I can't wait to see you in that new skirt by the way”
“Rose, you’re as a bad Judy! Remember this is only for a few more months and then we can end all this nonsense” Rose smiled at him and said nothing.
On the way to the village hall, they chatted and then Rosemary changed the subject “Ok dear, it's the WI and again there is no place for anything male in the room tonight. As women we are openly supportive and collaborative, and we save our bitching for smaller trusted groups. So tonight, you will appreciate all the other women's efforts. Ok?”
Simon nodded and smiled at Rose “I will do my best”
“And remember you are a widow to Jim, no children, and you have moved down to be with Judy whilst Simon is in Dubai. I recommend that you don’t mention your breast cancer as I doubt you know enough on that particular subject yet”
“Yet?” he queried “Oh yes dear, we need to do some research on that before Saturday,” said Rosemary
They entered the village hall which showed no signs of the tea dance from the previous week. Rosemary noticed the tension in Simon as they walked in and he saw the 30 women from the WI. “Relax Sandra, you are a woman, you belong here, you have a boyfriend”
“Dan is NOT my boyfriend” he whispered forcefully
Rosemary grinned as several of her friends approached, intrigued by the newcomer, and she enjoyed introducing Sandra to them.
Susan, a picky sixty something woman, remarked “You've never mentioned that Simon had a sister before Rosemary”
“No, I haven't, it's fair to say that she and Simon haven’t been close but after she lost her husband last year, we have all become closer as a family” answered Rose
Simon also joined in, smiling at Rose as he spoke “And as my brother is away in Dubai for six months, I have moved in with Judy to keep her company”
Rose continued the tag team approach “and as Judy is in Dubai this week with Simon, Sandra is spending some time with me”
The interrogation was brought to a close as the meeting was brought to order and the ladies were welcomed and asked to pair up. Rosemary and Simon formed a pair and went to the worktable and much to his surprise they had a really enjoyable 90 minutes arranging flowers
“You are a natural at this Sandra” said the instructor looking at his arrangement “that’s really very nice.” Simon blushed and said shy “Thank you”
“Let's get a photo” and Rosemary snapped him and his arrangement as he was talking to the instructor. By the time he had realised what was happening, his phone pinged within his handbag.
The rest of lesson passed uneventfully, and they packed the car with the best of the flowers and drove home together
“So, what did you make of your first WI meeting?”
“It was a lot better than I expected and I enjoyed the flower arranging” he said, stopping suddenly as he realised the words had been said before he realised what total girl he sounded.
“Good because I have signed you up as a member so we can go together over the next few months. I am sure you’ll enjoy getting to know the other ladies”
“No, no. Tonight's a one off”
“Oh, be quiet Sandra, we have had a great day together, shopping and lunching and please don't ruin the next few months. Let me enjoy my girl time as Judy doesn’t have time for me what with her job and everything. We have been estranged for far too long” said Rosemary chuckling.
“Well ok, but only if I am not going out with Dan on those nights” he said sharing in the joke of his narrative.




Chapter 20

Rosemary answered the phone “hello”
“Hi mum how are you?”
“Judy! How are things in Dubai?”
“Great but how are things with you and Simon?”
“Simon is with you in Dubai silly and I am afraid you have missed Sandra. She is out jogging”
“Perfect, it's you I need, can you talk?”
“Oh yes dear fire away”
“Well mum, I can’t believe I am saying this, but Simon and I, well it's finally happened, I am pregnant”
“Oh, Judy that’s fabulous news. Congratulations, it is congratulations, isn’t it?”
“Well, that's just it, I am thrilled but I can't really bring up a baby and continue my law practice so I am trying to think of how it might work before I share the news with Simon”
“Oh, Judy you wouldn't have a termination, oh you can’t, that would be wicked, not after I have waited so long for a grandchild”
“Of course not mum, I am trying hard to avoid thinking about that, but I did wonder what you would think if Sandra stayed around and helped raise the child?”
There was a long silence at the end of the phone and Judy could hear her own heart beating in her ears. Finally, Rosemary spoke, slowly as if the solution was playing out in her mind only moments before she verbalised the words.
“Are you mad? Simon would never agree to that” Rose blurted
“Mum, you leave Simon to me, if he agrees, would we have your support?”
“Oh Judy this is huge, but if that’s what he wants then” she sighed monetarily lost for words “Well, I have enjoyed having Sandra around and she is a well-adjusted lady. You should have seen how well she fitted in at the WI. My only concern is her lack of experience with children”
Judy exhaled a breath that she hadn’t realised she had been holding.
“What new mother has experience?” said Judy
“But mum this is where your help and support will be vital as I will need you to agree to be there on the journey with Sandra. She will need your full support and help if she is going to be a good mother for your grandchild.”
It was Rosemary’s turn to pause, could she do this to her son-in-law? Well, he was a pathetic sissy who had failed for so long to give her a grandchild and he was out running in his capri pants, pink trainers and no-bounce bra. She sighed whilst thinking. She had never had a close relationship with Judy, and she was pretty sure she could build a better mother-daughter relationship with Sandra. In fact, she was already closer to Sandra than she was her sissy son-in-law. This could be an elegant solution she thought as everyone, well nearly everyone, could get what they wanted.
“Judy is the child Simon’s?”
“MUM! Yes, on my life and I am happy to get a DNA test to prove it”
“Then I think Sandra will make a great mother”
“Oh Rosemary, thank you so much. Now please not a word to Simon as I need to organise a few things but remember this conversation never happened.
Judy was ecstatic and aroused and sought immediate satisfaction on the sofa with Mighty Thor as images of Simon as a new mother, with stroller and nappy bag, looking tired ran through her head.
Rosemary too was happy; she was about to have a whole new life. A Grandmother whose daughter was having her first child with her on hand to provide advice and guidance.
The front door banged shut as Simon cried out “Hi I’m home”
She looked at her son-in-law, red faced, breasts moving as he panted, black hair pulled back in a pink scrunchy, pink top and pink laces in his trainers and smooth legs pointing out from the Capri pants.
“Good run Sandra?” she asked, whilst thinking ‘what real man would ever look this?’
“Oh yes it's a lovely day out there”
“Well dear you better and shower and change as the Bridger’s will be here in hour”  
“What?”
“Emily and Dan are coming over as we are all going ballroom dancing tonight”
Simon sighed “Oh god not another night with Dan!” he said as he went upstairs to shower.
Rosemary knocked on his door and walked in to see him half dressed in a pretty grey high waisted panty with matching full bra. He was working some black opaques up his legs, and she was still taken by surprise by what a natural he was as a woman.
“What are you going to wear?” She asked and he nodded in the direction of the chair
“Not that Denim skirt again?” Rosemary complained as she moved over to his wardrobe and started picking through his clothes “I think that this flowered print skirt, white blouse and cardigan would be much more appropriate”
“Really Rose? I don’t want to look attractive or lead Dan on in anyway”
Rosemary stared at her son and law as he shimmied the top of his opaques into place. She shook her head slightly,” You don’t have a clue, do you? We are like cats stuck up a tree as Sandra is now a real person. We have to keep moving forward over the next few months, there is no choice. You have made this bed for yourself and now you are going to have lie in it”
Simon sighed, “its not my fault, Judy- “
“Sandra! Stop blaming Judy for everything. You agreed to play the wife, you were the one caught in her lingerie by Nevin, and you are the one leading Dan on -”
“-I am not leading Dan on- Simon shouted
“So why haven’t you ended it? You could have just told him you’re a lesbian, but oh no, you were the one that dressed up all pretty for him at the tea dance”
Simon was furious at the way his mother-in-law had twisted events, He became sullen and withdrawn as he realised this was an engagement he wasn’t going to win.
Rosemary passed him the blouse she had chosen for him.
“I will need a Cami with this” he said and although she was slightly disappointed that he had asked for one, she had to agree that the blouse did need one. She rummaged through his lingerie drawer and threw him a simple white camisole and watched as the pretty straps settled over his bra. He would look cute in this once the heat from the dancing forced him to remove the cardigan she thought.
She watched as he stepped into the knee length flowered cotton godet skirt which was mainly black, with red and blue flowers. It also featured beautiful contrast panels that would open-up as he twirled, she thought. She passed it to him and deftly settled it on his hips whilst closing the rear zip and button. A simple black round necked cardigan completed the look and he automatically went to the bureau and applied some make up.
“I think your pearls would look good, especially with your hair up” suggested Rosemary and he complied slipping on a string of pearls and matching earrings.
“It's a bit of a 1960’s look” he said
“Yes, I thought we could put your hair up, like the innocent Sandy in the film Grease”
“Isn't that a bit much?”
“Oh please, just for me, come on let me show you off, remember we have no choice”
“Ok” he sighed as she started brushing his hair.
Rosemary smiled; he just has no idea she thought. His hair was now high on his head, held in place with a soft black scrunchie. This left his neck and ears exposed and inviting should Dan want to explore later. She went to his wardrobe and picked out his court shoes with a 2-inch heel.
“Really? I was going to wear flats” he muttered through the hairgrip he was holding in his lips
“I am sure you were honey but ladies dance in heels. We take our flats to drive or wear home”
The Bridgers arrived bang on time and Dan, bless him, looked like a smart dog on heat. His eyes on stalks for his prey from the moment the door opened. Rosemary and Simon joined them and much to Simon’s dismay, Dan and him were consigned to the back seat of the car. One of them was happier than the other about the arrangement
“You look great Sandra”
“Thanks Dan and you look smart yourself”
“Sandra could we be partners at the dance lesson?”
Simon looked at Dan and smiled. He was like a bloody puppy, all keen, eager and needy and he knew he couldn't shoot a puppy.
“Yes Dan that would be lovely” he said on the basis of better the devil you know.
The lesson was tough, and the balls of Simons feet were hurting after an hour of waltzing in heels. He and Rosemary were sat down and changing from their dancing heels into more practical footwear.
Dan stood, tired but still keen “Fancy a drink Sandra?”
“Oh yes, she would love to Dan” answered Rosemary which really left Simon with nowhere to go
“Just get her home at a reasonable time as I don't want my sleep disturbed”
Dan happily agreed “Of course, 10pm by the latest I promise”
Rosemary leaned across to Simon and whispered, “White wine and no sex on a first date dear” and he just blushed furiously at her.
The End
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Counterfeit Daughter Preview - CHAPTER 1

Rose pursed her lips at the thought of Simon, in his flowered print skirt, white blouse and dusky pink cardigan having a drink with Dan. She knew he looked flawless and wouldn't be mistaken for a man in passing, but this, a date with a real man? What had possessed her to push him into such a risky situation? 
Deep down Rose knew the answer. She had been appalled having watched her 'pretty' son-in-law being spun around the dance floor by Dan at their ballroom dancing lesson. He was even learning the womens steps and laughing like a girl! How could she even think of him as a man, let alone a husband for her daughter.  
On the one hand, she despised him for being weak and perhaps if he really understood what women had to endure all this crossdressing nonsense might end. She smiled as she thought 'its not all dancing and pretty frocks my dear boy'  
On the other hand, things had changed since Judy’s call from Dubai. A grandchild at last! Nothing could be allowed to jeopardise that, and Rose was now worried as the stakes, should Simon be discovered, were now so much higher. 
She looked at her watch, 9pm, an hour to go before Dan promised to have Simon back and she hoped that he wasn’t too far out of his depth.
Simon looked at his Lady Omega, nearly 9pm and Dan was still talking. He sipped his white wine whilst looking enviously at Dan's pint of IPA.
“How did you find the dancing lesson?”
“If I am honest, my feet are killing me. I am not used to dancing in heels” said Simon truthfully.
Inside he was panicking as he was way out of his depth. He had never been that great dating as a man let alone now dressed as a woman. This was different to a restaurant, there were no distractions from waiters and food, it was far more intimate, one on one with far fewer places to hide. He remembered Emma’s drilling, knees together, never dominate the conversation, talk with your eyes and hands, use your girly voice and vocabulary. He sighed.
“I am pretty tired so would you mind if we don’t take too long over our drinks” he implored, hating the way that as a woman he had to phrase that as something that required permission rather than as a direction.
“Sure thing, anything for you Sandra.”
Simon was scared, he didn’t know what to say and he was saving the Ladies for an emergency break. Dan picked up his pint and took a large mouthful and swallowed with an appreciative nod of his head.
“That’s a good pint. How is your wine?
“Lovely thank you” Simon replied with a smile. As Emma said, women smile all the time.
Dan was really making an effort and Simon was relieved that he didn’t have to, as he had no idea how a woman might do that.
“So, what are you doing with Rose for the rest of your stay?”
Simon smiled weakly “We are pretty busy actually, knitting circle tomorrow, which I am dreading as I have never knitted, then Thursday we are helping out at the care home, Friday is swimming and then Yoga Saturday morning and shopping and then next week Judy will be back”
“She is keeping you busy” said Dan taking another swig of his pint. 
Still three-quarters to go Simon thought ruefully taking a small sip his wine. The lipstick smudge reminding him that he would need to freshen up at some stage. He picked at some imaginary fluff on his skirt, hating how pretty his hands were. How had he got here? Dressed completely as a woman, staying with his own mother-in-law and having a drink alone with a man! He felt so wrong, guilty and full of self loathing that he no longer enjoyed the clothes. He wanted to get out of this situation as fast as possible. This wasn’t like the fantasy books he had read, where the feminised man forgot momentarily that he was male and melted into the other mans arms. No - this was terrifying and he was petrified of the consequences should Dan discover his secret. Simon took another sip of wine and smiled. ‘Smile, knees together, girl voice and vocab’ ran through his head on a loop.
“Yes. She is enjoying showing me off to her friends. Judy works full time and doesn’t have the time to spend with her, so she is treating me as a surrogate daughter” said Simon sticking with the truth.
Dan nodded and took another slurp of beer. Half a pint to go noted Simon happily, with a smile.
“Excuse me Dan, I need to freshen up.”
Simon stood, as did Dan bless him, and putting his handbag over his arm he went to the ladies for his 15 mins of sanctuary. He didn’t need the loo, so he sat on the toilet seat and messaged Judy on his phone.
You awake?
Yes messaged Judy
What time is it in Dubai?
Nearly 1am
What you doing?
In bed dreaming about having sex with you :-)
Simon smiled and felt homesick for her, their house and their old life. His phone vibrated again.
What you up to?
Simon paused, torn between telling her the truth, asking her advice and the embarrassment of his situation. He opted for advice.
I am hiding in the loo from Dan, Rose insisted we go for a drink after the dancing
What just you and Dan – together????
Yes ☹
Judy couldn’t believe it, her stupid mother, what a risk to take with him given their new situation. She would be calling her tomorrow but now she focused on poor Simon and like him, fear triumphed over any form of erotica.
Ok – leave, don’t freshen up your make up and say your not feeling so good. Imply its your time of the month – he will get embarrassed and whisk you home
Is that the best you got  messaged Simon mortified at the thought of faking his ‘time of the month’
You could say a girlfriend has just got dumped and needs your support?
Simon sighed and tapped out Thanks, love u”
Love u more
Good he replied
Which option you going for?
Option 1 he replied.
Simon popped his phone back into his bag and headed back the table and genuinely grinned, Dan had nearly finished his pint. Sitting down he lightly sipped his wine and they both went to speak at the same time.
“Ladies first” invited Dan
“No, after you please Dan,” said Simon
“Are you ok Sandra? Am I boring you, do you want to go home?”
Simons heart soared “No, you are not boring me, but I am not feeling that great so I wouldn’t mind heading home now please” he said with a genuine smile
“Sure.” Dan sprang to his feet and guided Simon out of the pub, his hand lightly resting on his back as he walked him to the car.
Threading his seatbelt over his breasts, he popped his handbag next to his feet for the short journey home and finally the car pulled up on Rose’s drive, and Dan killed the engine.
“Thanks for tonight” he said.
Simon was keen to escape, picking up his bag, and releasing his seat belt he opened the door whilst turning to Dan.
“No. Thank you Dan, you have been really kind to me since I arrived” and with that he smiled at Dan, exited the car and headed straight for the front door.
“Hi Rose, only me” Simon shouted.
Rose came quickly into view, worry etched all over her face “everything go ok?” she asked. Simon nodded and Rose continued “I am so sorry I suggested that drink, I quite forgot for a moment that you aren’t Sandy but my son-law!”
“Apology accepted, but don’t ever do that again. I am not into men, and I certainly don’t want to date them!” Simon spat back
“Ok, how about a coffee?” suggested Rose
“No thanks, I am pretty tired, so I am going to bed to read” said Simon heading for his room in a furious mood.
Rose watched him leave, she was excited about a grandchild, but she needed to keep her emotions in check. Anything could happen before 12 weeks, but still, Judy was finally pregnant! Her short conversation with her had made it clear that she had no intention of becoming a stay-at-home mum, but could Simon really take on that responsibility? Deep in thought, she turned all of the options over in her mind. 
If Simon could be made to agree…..well as an idea it had potential. She would have to be far more involved in helping the new ‘mother’ and take a more active role in raising her grandchild. He would need to learn, how to be a wife, a mother and a better woman than he was now…..but Rose had those skills to pass on and Judy sure as hell wasn’t interested in learning them. Could she handle it though? Watching their grandchild being mothered by her son-in-law…..that was a big ask.
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