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Introduction


This is the sequel to the 5-star rated "Counterfeit Woman" and I recommend you read that book first. Whilst there will be enough fun in this book to enjoy on its own - it will make more sense if the books are read in chronological order. 


In Counterfeit Woman Judy Ward discovers that sex with her husband is amazing if he wears her satin nightdress. Intrigued by this, she decides to explore this new aspect of his life - even if her husband Simon is less keen. 


Consequently, Simon is fictitiously packed off to Dubai to work for 6 months trapping him in the role of Sandra Ward, Simon's sister. Sandra comes to stay to keep Judy company, who is enjoying the new relationship more than she expected. 
In Counterfeit Daughter, 3 months have passed and Simon has reluctantly become more settled in the role of Sandra. Judy, in order to maintain the illusion, flies out to Dubai to see Simon for a 10 days - after all Facebook is reality right? 
She leaves the real Simon/Sandra to stay with her mother, Rose, who is appalled by the behaviour of her son-in-law and determined to show him that being a woman isn't all sugar and spice.

Whilst in Dubai, Judy discovers that she is finally pregnant and wonders if Simon should spend a few more months in housewife heaven.....



Haydon Masts
Informed47@gmail.com






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.




Chapter 2

Simon faced himself in the mirror and felt disgusted and appalled. How the hell did I let this happen? He undressed, his blouse tights and lingerie heading for the dirty laundry bag, his skirt and cardigan being put away. He looked at himself in the mirror and spoke aloud – “Not tonight” and headed for the bathroom to remove his Cherry Popper vagina, breasts and make up.
Once his night-time regime was complete, he stood naked in front to the mirror. The odd thing was that when all this started, he looked like a woman from the neck down with a mans head. Now the situation was reversed, a woman’s head on a mans body. 
He headed for the lingerie drawer hoping to find a plain pair of panties but knowing that there wouldn’t be any. Digging though the drawer, he found a pair of red full briefs which had a mesh rear and satin front. He had no choice but to slip into his nightdress as he had no other nightwear for his short stay, and he went to bed miserable.
Sleep came easily as he was emotionally exhausted, and he slept soundly until he was woken by the sound of Rose emptying the dishwasher in the kitchen.
“Shit” he said out loud noticing that one of the spaghetti straps on his nightdress had broken during the night. He knew that he would either have to go shopping for a new one or effect a repair, and both options would probably involve Rose. His second issue was in his knickers, he was hard, rock hard. He caressed himself and thought about his situation, whilst lifting his bottom and sliding down his panties, he took care of himself whilst dreaming about being back with Judy.
Once he had finished his morning workout, he felt much better and headed for a shower hoping his shame and disgust would abate. He reattached his breasts and Cherry Popper and put on his silk gown and thought about what to wear for the day ahead.
His bedroom door swung open, and Rose swept in with a cup of tea for him and a smile on her face. “Morning dear” she said putting the drink down on the bureau “how are you today?”
Simon looked up in shock and with a real vulnerability. “Err fine, thanks” was all he could manage.
Rose continued “I hope you slept well”
Simon picked up the tea and took a sip. “Yes, I did, really well, but I snapped the strap on my nighty” he said looking away as he couldn’t maintain the eye contact.
“Those plastic rings are useless but don’t worry dear. We can look at a repair, or a trip into town for a new nighty or both” she replied easily. “I know, why don’t we have a girly shopping day and I promise I will be nice to you. We can look at new outfit for you to wear to the airport, if you like”
Rose’s tone surprised Simon, it was warm and encouraging if not quite affectionate. Perhaps she really did feel bad for pushing him into that drink with Dan last night. He didn’t have the heart to argue.
“Ok, that sounds nice” he replied without energy.
“Great. But Simon, remember that we don’t have the range of shops that you are used to where you live, so we will need to be flexible and don’t forget its knitting circle tonight”
“But I can’t knit-“ he protested.
“-then this is the perfect time to learn” she said finishing the sentence for him. Rose, smiled as she thought that a pair of baby boots or a hat might be perfect way to learn.
“Anyway, lets get you ready and looking nice, shall we?” said Rose heading for the chest of drawers.
Simon was horrified, he couldn’t dress in front of his mother–in-law! This was not going to happen.
“I can manage on my own” he said forcefully
“Nonsense dear, and relax, its just us girls” she said with twinkle in her eyes as she pulled open his lingerie drawer. She was genuinely surprised by the amount, variety and quality of his lingerie. 
She chose a matching bra and full brief both in pastel pink with lace inserts featuring embroidered white flowers with a darker pink contrast stitching that highlighted the flower detail. Unnecessary but oh so pretty.
“These are nice” she said handing the set to him in one hand and in the other she held a fresh panty pad.
Simon wanted the ground to open up and he blushed violently as Rose continued talking as if this was the most normal thing in the world.
“Once your decent, I will do your hair, ok?”
Simon placed the bra on the bed and turned his back to Rose. He inserted the pad into his panties and the satiny material felt cold to his touch despite the warmth of the room. He stepped into them, sliding them into position, and he hated to admit it, but they were oh so comfortable. He was feeling stirrings from within his fake vagina and was relieved that it was now covered.
“No need to be so bashful dear” said Rose giving no indication that she was enjoying his discomfort.
Simon, still with his back to her, slipped of his gown and threw it on the bed. He picked his dusky pink underwired bra with delicate lace upper cups that perfectly matched the inserts on his panties. His shame was enhanced by the terror of the pressure building behind his popper. ‘Please God No’ he silently prayed as he positioned bra around his back so that the hook and eye were positioned under his breasts.
“Tsk, Sandy, how are old you? That’s how 13-year-old girls behave, come on time to dress like a woman. Slide the bra straps over your shoulders, settle your breasts into the cups and then hook the bra together behind your back”
Simon was too ashamed to argue so he spent 5 minutes fumbling with the hook and eye “This is impossible” he complained
“Rubbish. Half the population does this every morning”
“Got it!” exclaimed Simon in triumph.
“Nearly dear, you have got the top hook in the bottom eye but let me fix it for you Simon” Neither of them could quite believe what was happening. Her adjusting the bra straps for her son-in-law as he stood there in his lingerie. “There that’s better, comfortable?”
Simon nodded, the heat radiating from his cheeks.
“Don’t be embarrassed dear, we are both doing this for Judy ok?” Rose went back to his chest of drawers and continued “20 denier smooth knight everyday tights and your padded panty girdle to give you some curves”
Simon sat on the bed and rolled the tights up his legs as Rose looked on.
“My you have done that before” she said as she pivoted and opened his wardrobe to review his outfit options.
“Mmm, I want to show you off today” she said as she started sifting through his remaining clean clothes
“No, possibly, oh definitely not, mmm, yes! This is lovely” and from the wardrobe came a cream and fuchsia day dress that Judy had bought for him. It was way more feminine than he wanted but it would go with his lingerie and, to be fair to Rose, he was running out of clean clothes. The dress was viscose, layered, and long sleeved and the cream colour was almost lost under the dense pattern of fuchsia flowers which made it look a purply pink. Rose laid the dress on the bed and went back to the drawers and pulled out an ivory slip with a lace hem and tossed that onto the dress “its cold today and this will help your dress hang better and feel nicer’
Simon finished adjusting his girdle and turned to face Rose who gasped involuntarily.
“What’s wrong?” Simon asked shocked by the suddenness of the noise
It was Rose’s turn to colour slightly “Nothing, it’s just I am still surprised at how....you look…so” there was a pause as she reached for the right words “authentic in your girdle”
Simon said nothing and stepped into the half slip and settled it onto his hips before pulling
the dress over his head and his breasts. He then straightened out the skirt, using the mirror to ensure that it was perfect before focusing on the wrap bodice which he positioned elegantly so that neither his bra nor breasts were visible before tying the waistbelt into a swishy side bow.
“Cute, that dress really suits you” she said looking him up and down, as women do.
Simon didn’t respond to her praise and instead smoothed his skirt underneath him and sat in front of the vanity. He crossed his legs, the nylon of the tights swishing as they rubbed together and across his slip and the viscose of his dress. He sighed, it still felt oh so good and despite the presence of Rose, he gave thanks for his girdle which was crushing back on any male misbehaviour.
Rose brushed his hair, chatting inanely about their forthcoming day but in truth Simon had stopped listening, transfixed by the image in the mirror.
“Ow” he winced as Rose pulled though a knot in his hair
“Sorry dear, where is the detangler?” Simon handed her a spray which Rose lavished over his hair and then made rapid, and painless, progress as she combed out his hair.
“Up or down dear?” she asked looking at him in the mirror.
“Up will be easier if we are shopping” he replied
“Yes, but down will look better with this dress and there is nothing easy to being a woman as you are finding out aren’t you, Simon?” she said smirking.
Simon rolled his eyes and Rose declared herself done with his hair.
“I will leave you to do your make up and jewellery and then we can be off” and Rose swept out his room, as suddenly as she had arrived.




Chapter 3

The drive into town was short and Simon no longer felt any fear or trepidation being seen in the car, it had become a safe space. Unlike the shops. Rose pulled up and parked the car and bought some time on her phone app.
“Ok, lets go dear, and do relax, you look amazing in that dress but remember to keep your voice tone high and at the front of your mouth, use your hands, smile and more flowery language…. ok?”
Simon nodded and they set off down the high street, it was cold, and he was thankful for the slip as his coat ended mid thigh. Rose was doing all the talking as they walked down the deserted high street.
“Ok, we are in my hometown, so you need to be perfect today. No slip ups. We will start at Ophelia’s lingerie to look for a nighty and then we will go to my favourite boutique Red. So, I want none of your mumbling and looking embarrassed, it is unhelpful and is more likely to attract attention. Today you have to be a happy, engaged, smiling sweet young lady called Sandra who is out shopping with her brothers mother-in-law. Agreed?”
“Agreed” said Simon in his best Sandra voice
“That’s better and you never know this could even be fun”.
Ophelia’s was small shop and they both stood outside looking through the one big display window which contained two headless ladies torso’s. The black one sported an electric blue bra and knicker set and the silver one wore a black full brief and bra with embroidered red roses. Above the door a sign read ‘Ophelia’s Lingerie - Passionate about Lingerie.’ 
Rose gave Simon’s arm an encouraging hug, time for the training to begin she thought to herself before saying
“Simon dear, this is a women’s lingerie shop, we are women, so please no looking at the floor or being embarrassed. I want you to look at the bras, knickers and shapewear and if something catches your eye, pick it up have a look and ask questions. But, on no account do you want the fitting service, if it is offered just say you have had a recent fitting, so you know your current sizing. Any questions?”
“Isn’t there a department store or supermarket we could go to instead” he whined
“Simon, stop this nonsense please. You are a woman now and will be for at least the next 3 months. Just look at your reflection in that window for goodness sake”
Simon knew what his reflection looked like, and Rose carried on with her tirade “We can’t stand here any longer, the lady inside has spotted us – and remember this is my hometown so no screw ups. In we go!” Rose grabbed his arm and then they were inside.
Simon took a deep breath as Rose let go of his arm and they started browsing. Simon went to a crowded rack of bra’s from unfamiliar brands such as Freya, Lepel, and Felina. His eyes were drawn to a lovely pair of classic knickers in navy blue which had a flower lace detail running from top to bottom on each hip. He picked them off the rack and examined them, he could feel the quality was a step up from anything he had bought so far but £30 – wow who knew that panties could cost this much. He flushed and suddenly felt very warm and quickly undid his coat. 
His revery was interrupted as one of the assistants approached them both.
“Morning Ladies, how can I help?” said a woman whose lapel badge named her as Annette.
Rose once again took charge “Hello, my daughter-in-law is staying with me and needs a new night dress as one of her straps broke last night” Annette smiled and looked compassionately at Simon.
“We can certainly help, but our selection is small and might be more on the mature side for you. I must say I love your dress”
Simon beamed and thanked the woman for her compliment whilst putting the underwear back on the rack. He and Rose followed the woman deeper into to the shop before Annette paused at the counter and asked Simon
“Do you have any preferences cotton, satin, silk, sleeve length etc?”
Simon thought for a moment considering the question and looking Annette directly in the eye, as Emma had taught him, he said sweetly “Satin, sleeveless and perhaps something with broader shoulder straps”.
“Ok, we might have just the thing” she said disappearing out to the storeroom.
“Well done” said Rose with a relieved smile
“Here we are, have a look at this” said Annette sliding out a folded black night dress from its cellophane wrapping. “It is a beautiful long satin nightdress by Lady Olga and made in Britain. And look, a built-up shoulder with a V neckline and back, with a deep lace trim bodice and best of all its machine washable”
Simon felt the lace, it was a bit scratchy but not too bad and then picked it up by the shoulder straps to examine it further.
“What colours do you have it in?” asked Rose
“Quite a few actually” said Annette and looking at the wrapper she read out “Ivory, Black, Gold, Pale Pink, Pale Blue, Purple, Claret, Navy and we have the matching gowns as well”
“What do you think Sandy?” asked Rose
“It’s perfect, I love the lace and the built-up shoulder detail. Do you have the black and claret in a size 14?”
Annette disappeared off again and Rose picked up the conversation
“Nice choices dear, they look like they will be comfortable and pretty”
“Thanks Rose, and there was a bra and knicker set I wanted your opinion on”
Rose was stunned, Simon, her sissy feminised son-in-law asking HER for lingerie advice, unbelievable. For a moment, she was the one out of her comfort zone.
“Er yes of course” 
Simon smiled, genuinely, that had caught the old bat of guard. They headed back to the rack that had caught his eye earlier and he picked up the briefs and passed them to her.
“I can see they are lovely but £30!” he said.
Rose smiled, time for his education to start. “This is very high-quality lingerie its designed to do all the things that lingerie does, but to also make a woman feel confident. Felina is one of my favourites so I can’t fault your taste. This will keep you comfortable all day long and is both soft, supportive and wonderfully practical.” There was no point telling the poor boy she had the same set at home.
“And here, look the matching bra in your size,” said Rose reaching for another hanger and passing it to him, “it is underwired, with full cups and supportive side panelling for a secure fit. The adjustable straps are positioned so that they won’t slip down your shoulders, and the decorative lace adds an elegant finish.”
Simon was hard behind the girdle as the deep humiliation combined with his delight at his surroundings was excruciating, and moreish. Delicious like a Haribo Tangfastic, beautifully sour and yet sweet at the same moment. Focus he thought.
“It’s a beautiful set, but £80 is too much” he said
“Nonsense, let me get it for you. I suggest we go for them in Natural” she said whilst selecting the same colour as her own set whilst mentally shaking her head.
Rose and he, headed back to the counter where Annette stood waiting for them.
“We couldn’t resist this set as well” Rose said placing the items on the nightdresses.
“Would you like to try them on? the assistant asked Simon
“No thanks, I know my sizes in this brand” he said assuredly
“It is a lovely set and please chose some Charnos hosiery with our compliments.”
“That’s really kind, thank you” said Simon.
He moved over to the large wall of Charnos packages that hung from ceiling to floor. He scanned the packets and found a pair of Elegance ultra sheer 10 denier tights, large, in natural Tan and re-joined the ladies at the counter.
“Ok is that all Sandra?” Simon nodded at Rose who pulled out her purse “My treat, I don’t get that many chances to spoil her” she said to Annette and slipped her payment card across the desk.
“Oh Rose, that’s too much” said Simon breathlessly through the discomfort in his girdle.
“Don’t be silly dear, anyway its too late, here you go” and Simon now held a large purple Ophelia’s lingerie bag with the store names in large gold, flowery lettering. He had nowhere to go but to say “thank you so much Rose”
They left the store, and they both knew that something had changed, but neither knew in what way.




Chapter 4

Rose left the store with Simon who was still thanking her. She couldn’t believe it; her son-in-law was THANKING her for buying him night dresses and a bra and knicker set. Unbelievable and a part her grew resentful that this simpering crossdresser was married to her beautiful daughter. One thing was for sure, after his performance in the lingerie shop, how could he ever be any child’s father she wondered.
Simon was brought up to be polite and was stunned at how much the bra and knicker set had cost although he secretly looked forward to wearing them.
“Its my pleasure, we both know Judy would never go for anything as pretty” said Rose chattily masking her thoughts from her simpering son-in-law “next stop is my favourite dress boutique”
Simon was still very uncomfortable and wasn’t as keen as Rose. He needed a break.
“Do you mind if we stop for a coffee? I need the loo and I am feeling a bit uncomfortable”
Christ he is even starting to sound like a woman she thought “Of course dear, I understand” she said with a womanly sympathy.
Rose and he headed for the café on the high street and Simon immediately went to the Ladies as she queued for the coffees. The drinks queue was longer than normal and so he had returned, sat himself at a table and had taken his coat off. She watched him, on his phone with that ridiculous pink phone case Judy had bought him, looking like woman that had made an effort, nice hair, subtle make-up, a pretty frock and who had bought herself some lingerie.
“What would you like?”
“Oh sorry, I was miles away, 2 black Americano’s please,” said a flustered Rose.
She brought the coffees over and decided a heart to heart was called for, after all she had treated him to new lingerie. Sipping her coffee, she started slowly
“How are you feeling?”
“Exhausted, I was terrified in Ophelia’s” he replied taking a delicate mouthful of his drink
“Well, you did very well, but you still tried to rush, slow down and remember us girls love shopping and browsing- “
“-but I am not a girl” spat Simon
“Well dear, you can forget about all that boy nonsense for the next few months” said Rose gently, and they sat together quietly enjoying their coffees before Rose started on him again.
“Look, I have an idea and I would like you to think about it over before responding…ok?” Simon nodded, “Well, I don’t know how to quite phrase this, and it’s a big ask and – “
“-Don’t worry Rose, just say it, I lost my pride some months back” said Simon in a sympathetic tone.
“Here goes then, well its just I have had more mother and daughter experiences with you this week, than I have with Judy in the past 10 years and I wondered……” Rose put her best pleading eyes on and thought here goes, phase 1 “….if we could spend more time together over the next few months and well, if you might think about calling me Mum?”
Simon’s delicately arched eyebrows flew skyward, and Rose jumped in to fill a void and cut him off.
“The way I see it, Sandra has no family other than Simon who is in Dubai, and introducing you as my son-in-law’s sister is a bit of a mouthful and well, I sort of hoped that Sandra might be well a sort of a surrogate daughter and, is it too much to ask for all the support I am giving you and Judy?” and Rose sighed and looked at him directly.
Simon was stunned, he never saw this coming and replied “Rose, I don’t know what to say, you have surprised me”
“I know, I said it was a big ask, as big as the one you have asked of me over the past 10 days and well, we wouldn’t want to fall out now, would we?” said Rose, without a hint of emotion. “And, I have suggested it to Judy, and she thinks it will be fun for us all”
“You’ve spoken to Judy?” he mumbled
“Yes of course my dear, mothers and daughters talk quite often”
Simon was panicking, calm the fuck down and think. He heard the threat, he heard the ask, and he knew if Judy and Rose, both thought it was a good idea, it was going to happen. His prime goal was escaping this nightmare with some dignity and that was more likely with their help as he was constantly terrified by the thought of exposure.
Rose watched his brown eyes and just like a television, his thoughts and emotions flickered across his feminised face. He really is quite lovely she thought and then finally it looked like he had made a decision.
“Do I have a choice?”
“There are always choices my dear, but if we take them, we must be prepared for the consequences, but I think you understand how those outcomes will affect you, me Judy and even Emma at the salon. So, what is it to be?”
Simon deflated as the air left his lungs and inhaling slowly, he said
“Yes mum”
Rose beamed, like a cat with the cream, and started talking animatedly
“Oh, we are going to have so much fun together over the next few months, you don’t know how happy this makes me. Judy has always been a bit of tomboy, I mean, the last time I saw her in a dress was at the wedding, whereas you, I mean just look at you, such a girly girl. But, no more whining about your situation – agreed?””
Simon knew he couldn’t complain in public, the reckoning would have to come later and stewed in silence for a few moments before speaking
“Agreed”
Rose was delighted, “come on, lets go shopping” and she looked expectantly at Simon
“Ok Mum”
Rose and he walked to the dress shop, both in deep thought. Rose was happy, the sissy had agreed! She couldn’t quite believe how easy it had been but clearly the threat of his exposure was a powerful lever. She now had a ‘proper’ daughter who could keep her company, learn from her, and experience all the things that mums and daughter do. She glanced at Simon, the little pansy had no idea what was coming – a PhD in womanhood that’s what.
The Red dress agency was on a side street off the main street and Rose gave his arm a little squeeze. “What do we need to do in this shop?” She asked.
“Look at more items, try them on, and be a keener shopper”
“Shopper what?”
“mum”
“Good girl, lets go shopping”
The shop was small, a similar size to Ophelia’s, so once again Simon was on display.
“Good morning, Rose” said the owner approaching her for a hug. “How are you?”
“Hello Sarah, I am well thank you, and that dress is divine on you”
“Thank you, it is new in this week, and I am glad you are still enjoying that handbag you bought last month”
“Yes, its become my go-to bag at the moment and we need some more of your help”
“We?”
“Ah forgive me, Sandra, come and meet Sarah”
Simon walked over to Rose’s side and said a perfectly sweet “Hello Sarah, I am Sandra, Rose’s surrogate daughter. Its really nice to meet you as I have heard so much about the wonders of your boutique from mum” and smiled, with a hint, if you looked, of excitement.
Sarah’s eyebrows flexed up
“Let me explain, Sandra isn’t my daughter, she is Judy’s husbands, sister, and as my son-in-law is away in Dubai working, Sandra came down to keep Judy company. This week my daughter has joined Simon in Dubai, so Sandra is staying with me”
Sarah nodded, pretending to be interested in the convoluted relationships of the Ward family. “So how can I help you today” she said warmly wondering what she might be able to sell today.
Rose was on a mission “Well Sarah dear, we are looking for a new outfit for Sandra. Something a bit formal but pretty and I wondered if she might try on that blue dress suit with the white piping?”
Sarah looked surprised, and whilst Simon had no idea why, Rose knew it was because she had bought that exact same suit the week previous. She winked at Sarah who smiled in response.
“Size 14 Sandra?” Simon nodded as Sarah flitted through the racks before diving into the storeroom and then returned and hung the outfit in the dressing room.
Simon once again was dribbling in his knickers, as fear, disbelief and arousal all coursed through his nervous system. In for a penny, in for a pound he thought
“I love this dress mum” he gushed.
It was Rose’s turn to be surprised as she took the dress from him and held it up to his body. It was a tweed material, described as Red Multi, that was a blend of red, sage and black to create a reddish patchwork pseudo tartan mix. The dress had a hidden zip at the front which was masked by a long stretch of material either side that had frayed edging. The dress had a black line of material that ran around the neckline, down each side of the zipper and around the dresses hem. Similar patches of material had been used to create hip pockets with a single gold button. Each pocket had a black outline, as did the sleeveless shoulders.
“Very nice dear” said Rose meaning it, but he wouldn’t be brave enough to wear something so short, would he?
Sarah sensing a sale chimed in “There is a matching jacket for the whole Coco-Channel vibe. Would you like to try it?”
Simon nodded eagerly “Yes please”
“This dress is slim fit, so I suggest we go for a 16” she said swapping the dress out for a larger size and that, and the jacket were also hung up in the cubicle as Sarah used her arm to encourage him into the changing room.
Standing in the dressing room, he drew the curtain, grateful to be alone and hung up his coat and handbag on the hook provided whilst undoing the tie on his dress. He released his shoulders and slid the dress down over his hips before laying it over the cushioned chair. He also stepped out of his half slip and the mirror reflected a very clear image of him in his white, rose covered, bra, padded panty girdle and tights. Sighing, he took the navy-blue dress and stepped into it and easily closed the rear zip as the satin lining of the dress slid effortlessly and easily across his body. He pulled his long hair from under the dress and slipped the jacket on, once again flipping his hair over the collar and stood in front of the mirror.
The dress was a plain navy blue, sleeveless and the matching jacket had white piping that ran around the neck and down each hem. The jacket had 4 horizontal white stripes where top and bottom pockets might normally be found, although this jacket had no pockets. He closed the jacket with the single hook and eye situated just under his breasts. He took a moment to adjust everything and smiled. The satin lining of the dress and jacket took his passion a notch higher and the noise as he moved was swishy and girly. “Wow” he whispered to himself. He pulled back the curtain and came out to show Rose.
“Amazing, that’s a great fit for you” said Sarah “give us a twirl”
Simon obliged and spun on his nylon covered feet and then for no reason, walked the length of the shop. The rustle and swish of the satin across his tights and bare arms was a whole new level femininity and his smile was a genuine one.
“Oh mum, its gorgeous” he said walking back to Rose, who was taking pictures, “but I do think it’s a bit formal for me. What do you think?”
“Yes dear, I think you are right, it’s a bit mature for a woman for your age. Go and try the other one”
Simon disappeared back into the cubicle and Sarah closed the curtain for him. Inside, he had to catch a breath. He wondered if women enjoyed wearing these clothes as much as he was at this moment. He quickly slipped off the jacket and dress and hung them on their hangers.
He preferred the red suit and noted the design was very similar. The dress was made by Guest and was £115. He put his feet through the dress opening and eased the dress into position, thanked God for the hidden front zip, and pulled it all the way to the high, scooped, neckline. He stood for a moment, surprised at just how good he looked in this dress. Thin arms, nice breasts and definite waist and hips. This dress made him feel good, confident, and he added the jacket over the top, relishing the cold on his arms and left it unzipped. Smiling, he remembered Rose’s words, dug through his handbag and put his sunglasses on. He then took the jacket off and hung it around his shoulders. He let his arms hang at his sides, one carrying his handbag and he smiled at the reflection. He looked attractive, elegant, with a strong 60’s / Channel vibe. The Halogens picked up the three gold-coloured buttons on each cuff of the jacket and the buttons on each pocket. He wasn’t shocked the jacket cost £175, it was worth every penny. Showtime
“Could you get the curtain please” asked Simon and a hand materialised and pulled it back as he moved through beaming with excitement.
“Oh my” said Rose in shock.
Sarah knew to say nothing, this suit was sold, and she was already thinking about upselling accessories.
“What do you think Sandra?”
“Oh mum, I adore it, its simply amazing to wear, I feel so confident in this suit, I am going to buy it”
Rose chuckled, “Give us a spin then” and watched as her son-in-law did a slow 360 degree turn in an outfit her daughter wouldn’t wear if her life depended on it.
“Yes, its quite lovely on you, but do you have the right shoes and handbag to wear with it dear?” said Rose smiling at his joy in the new clothes.
Sarah saw her opportunity “I would go for black or nude shoes with matching handbag” she suggested helpfully.
Simon turned to, the mirror, and thought, really thought about the choice and said, “Could I see both please?”
“Of course,” said Sarah scuttling off into the recesses of the boutique.
“Well,” clucked Rose, “that is a lovely choice my dear, but have you looked at the price?”
Simon tilted his head “Mother, I don’t care, it's worth every penny”
“Well, I have” she said “and this little set is going to cost £290 before accessories”
Simon looked at himself in the mirror, and said brightly whilst turning left and right, “I though I might wear it when we meet Judy at the airport”
“Here we are” said Sarah brightly, excited by the prospect of a large sale. She handed Simon two shoes and he held each up against the jacket.
“What do you think mum?” he asked Rose
“Well, I think the black is classier, will wear better and goes beautifully with the black trim on the jacket”
Simon smiled and gushed “me too” and turned to Sarah what have you got in a size 8?
Sarah smiled, today was going to be a big sale “My suggestion would be a classic court shoe, 3 or 4 inch heel and black shoulder bag with a gold chain to match the jacket”
“That’s sounds perfect,” said an excited Simon.
Rose shook her head slightly; Simon clearly was enjoying himself. The pathetic sissy seemed to have forgotten he was a man, but he did have good, if expensive, taste.
“Sandra, why don’t you get changed” said Rose, her soft words piercing his little bubble.
“Ok, yes, thanks mum” and he disappeared into the cubicle. 10 minutes later
“Mum”
Rose moved over to the cubicle, “Yes dear” and his pretty manicured hand appeared with two hangers holding the dress and jacket.
“Can you take these to the till please?” Rose rolled her eyes and placed the items on the counter just as Sarah retuned with the shoes and bag.
Simon stepped into his half slip and pulled the pink fuchsia covered dress over his head. He was just tying the side bow when he heard Sarah’s voice 
“Are you decent Sandra?” she asked through the curtain
“Yes” came a breathless reply as Simon finished tying the bow on his dress
Sarah tore the curtain back and directed him to sit on the chair and Rose saw a note of confusion on his face. Sarah put the shoes on the floor and lifted one of his nylon covered feet into the shoe, and then the other.
Rose was worried, she didn’t know if he had worn a 3inch heel before and stepped in.
“Sarah, do you mind if I help my daughter?”
The owner got to her feet and backed out of the cubicle “I will start wrapping the dress and jacket”
“Thank you” said Rose taking her position. She looked at Simon and whispered, “Have you worn 3-inch heels before?”
“Yes, once or twice but I don’t think I want to walk up and down the shop” he whispered back
“Ok, stand up and see if they fit”
Simon stood and wobbled slightly “they pinch a bit at the toe but other than that they are fine”
“That’s perfect then, sit down and then we can look at the handbag” said Rose easing the shoes from his feet.
“These are fine Sarah. She will take them” Rose yelled from the cubicle.
Sarah fetched the shoes and positively beamed as she  wrap the shoes in tissue paper as Simon and Rose rejoined her at the counter. 
“I have two handbags the first isn’t leather but has a lovely, quilted design and the gold chain is a super match for your new outfit as its made by the same house. The second is a leather bag, much higher quality, also with a gold chain”
Simon picked up both bags and opened each, examined the pockets, and hung each one from his shoulder.
“Which do you prefer Mum?”
Rose had a look at the bags and pointed to the leather one “That’s the one for me”
Simon picked up the leather bag and re-examined it again “Yes, it is nice isn’t it….yes ok, I will take it”
Sarah smiled “Good choice and are you ready for the bad news?”
Simon nodded
“That will be £695 please Sandra”
Simon fished his purse out and paid with his credit card, sure that Judy would love him in this outfit.




Chapter 5

Rose saved the serious conversation for home but on the drive back she asked him about knitting and unsurprisingly he wasn’t keen. They decided to both give it a miss and as the care home required a background check for him to help out on Thursday, she had cancelled that as well.
“So, swimming Friday, Yoga Saturday, Sunday is free and then Monday is packing and the salon then Tuesday we pick up Judy from the airport” summarised Rose.
Once home Simon tore off his coat and rushed to his room. He left the bags on the bed and locked the bathroom door. He lifted the hem of his dress and pulled down his girdle and tights. Hooking the hem of his dress around his waist he looked at his pretty panties, which still looked ladylike, but his popper was straining. He slid the panties and popper down together and then his maleness was free, hard and glistening with its own lubricant. He sighed, he knew this would be quick and powerful, so he was determined to enjoy himself slowly.
He sat down and reflected on all the events of the day and the image of him in his new outfit, ensured he was hard and eager. He stroked, slowly at first, but seeing his hardness gripped by his own pretty hand, with its French manicured nails, his dress and half slip gathered around his waist and his knickers and tights around his knees was all too much. His orgasm came quickly and powerfully, his abdominal muscles cramping as he came every where. It was as if he was a teenager again as the floor beyond his legs received his seed. He sat back spent and sighed and waited for the post orgasm remorse. After such intense pleasure, he knew he was going to feel guilty and ashamed. Simon ruefully changed his pad understanding that it would be helpful over the next few hours and redressed before cleaning up the bathroom floor.
He picked up his bags and hung up his new dress and jacket in the wardrobe and stored the new shoes and handbag in the base and closed the doors. He put his black nightdress on the bed, and put his new lingerie and other nightdress away, knowing that Rose would expect to see him in all his new clothes at some stage. 
It was 4pm, too early to change into his new nighty so he unpacked it and hung it on hanger in attempt to remove the folded in creases. He picked up his damaged nighty from under his pillow and then, with a final once over, he adjusted the hang of his dress, changed into his comfy slippers and set off for the living room.
Rose was sat in her favourite pale green velour chair. She knew it was unfashionable, but she didn’t have the energy to keep up with every trend. She too had changed into her slippers but was still dressed in her jeans and long coral blouse. She was deep in thought about their shopping trip, and she knew a conversation was needed.
“Do you want a drink mum?” said Simon rustling his way into the room.
“That would be lovely, thank you. Is that your old nightdress?”
Simon nodded and draped it over the side of the sofa, grateful to be out from her gaze, even if it was for only 15 mins.
“Thank you dear” said Rose taking the tea from him. Simon sat opposite her on the sofa at the opposite end from his nighty. Rose watched him, in his fuchsia flowered dress, sipping his tea and started to probe gently.
“Do you want to borrow my sewing box” she said with a glance at his nighty.
“Just one problem with that, I don’t know how to sew” he replied taking another sip of tea.
“I can teach you then” said Rose crossing the room to fetch a large, white sewing box from the cupboard under the bookcase. The box had roses all over it and had a cushioned top and Rose placed it at Simons feet and retrieved her tea and sat next to him. She passed him the nighty and asked him to explain what needed to be repaired.
Simon placed his tea on a side table and picked up the silk nightdress. He looked at the broken strap and then examined the undamaged one. “It looks like the ring that holds the straps together is missing” he offered.    
“Oh dear, its time to start your education. That ring allows the strap’s length and angle to be adjusted so that it can be positioned comfortably on the shoulder to support the bra cup” explained Rose picking up the sewing box. “Have you done any sewing before?” she asked Simon.
“No, never” he replied.
“Oh Simon, all women know how to sew by your age.”
“Judy doesn’t” Simon replied defensively
“Fair point, but not for the want of teaching” said Rose rummaging through her sewing box
“You are going to need a seam ripper, a new ring, a needle and some black thread” she said assembling the items and then placing them atop the sewing box.
“Ok dear, lets start, which seam are you going to unpick?” She asked
Simon looked at the straps and chose the shorter one attached to the body.
“Good choice, it’s a shorter simpler strap so it will be less stressed and an easier repair. Now you understand how stitching works?” Simon nodded and Rose continued her teach in “sewing is a series of stiches; we call them running stiches and at each end we normally do several backstitches to secure the seam. On this garment we will need to backstitch the entire repair for strength. But I am getting ahead of myself, lets unpick that loop first” and Rose handed him the seam ripper. 
He picked the seam apart and Rose sat next him as she explained a running backstitch and watched as her feminised son-in-law repaired his favourite nightdress.
She left him to his sewing and returned to her armchair and mused on how to proceed and after 5 minutes of silence, she looked at him again. Pretty dress, lovely legs and long shoulder length black hair, what an utter pansy Judy had chosen for a husband and soon to be father.
“Thank you for today, I really enjoyed having some company” she said
Simon looked up, surprised. “Good, I had fun as well....mum”
Rose smiled, surprised that he was still calling her mum.
“There, all done he announced”
“Let me see” and Simon came over to her “not bad for your first attempt. It looks a strong repair”
“Thanks mum” he said sitting back down on the sofa.
“As we have a couple of free days, I thought I could give you some tips and help you learn to walk in those new heels we bought today” she said gently
“Ok, that would be helpful, especially if I am meeting Judy in my new outfit next week” he replied.
Rose looked at him, fighting the scorn, “Simon, I have to ask, what happened in the dress shop?”
“Oh, yes” and he looked down ashamed and picked at the skirt of his dress in futile attempt to reposition it.
“You really looked as if you were enjoying yourself” continued Rose leaving an awkward silence to fill.
Simon sighed, he understood what she was getting at, and he knew he would sound pathetic, but he had so little dignity left.
“I don’t honestly know, its just when I saw that dress, I sort of just got lost in the whole experience. It looked so good on, I felt so confident wearing it, and with the jacket and everything, I sort of got swept away and for a while, I forgot who I was and became who I am not….Sandra sort of just took over.”
Rose listened, smiled and nodded her head, encouraging him to go on, but he didn’t feel the void. “Well after our girly day, how about a girly evening? A bottle of wine, Netflix and we could order take away” she suggested.
“That sounds great, a girls night in with my mother-in-law” Simon said sarcastically.
“Now Simon, what did we agree?”
“Ok mum, no more whining” he said
“Good girl now let’s get changed into our nighties………and Sandy please wear one of your new ones. We should check that it fits”
Simon nodded and picked up his repaired nightdress and headed for his room. He laid on the bed and pulled his phone from his handbag and sighed as both the Facebook and Flow apps both had notifications. Seven days until his time of the month, 'brilliant, just when Judy gets back so there was no getting out of that' he thought.
Facebook had several updates from Simon and Judy, a few together but mostly from Judy who was on her own whilst Simon was ‘working.’ She had posted plenty of pictures and spent most of the day at the various souks around Dubai.
“Bloody Hell” 
Judy had reposted the picture of him in the blue dress suit that Rose had taken and posted that afternoon at the Red dress boutique. The old bag had even tagged Sandra Ward! The post read 
Outfit shopping! Doesn’t Sandra Ward look lovely xx

and Judy, Simon, Sandra and Dan Bridger had all liked the post.
He was feeling homesick and decided that it wasn’t too late to call Judy
“Hello Judy Ward speaking”
“Hi Judy, its me”
“Sandra! How are you? I see you have had a girly day today with mum”
“Oh Judy, if only you knew”
“Then tell me please”
Simon started at the beginning, unaware that his wife was in her pyjamas and also on her bed.
“I broke the strap on my nightie last night, so we had to go shopping for a new one” he said thinking about how to phrase this with as much dignity as possible.
“Did mum take you to Ophelia’s?” said Judy, her hand on her mound as she started to picture the scene, the two of them surrounded by wall-to-wall lingerie.
“Yes, and she was quite kind today, she bought me 2 new nighties and” and Simon stopped, he didn’t need to share everything did he?
Judy paused her rubbing “And what? Come on Sandy there is no need to be shy, its just us girls”  
“Well, umm, a panty and bra set” he said embarrassed beyond belief.
Judy moved the phone into the pillow and moaned and pulled her PJ bottoms down, her hand reaching inside her moist panties
“They wouldn’t have been cheap, are they pretty?”
“Oh Judy, I don’t know what’s happening to me, but they were £80! But they are so beautiful, I can’t wait to wear them when I meet you at the airport” he said breathlessly
Judy moaned again and her fingers slid inside her easily and she moved into a rhythm.
“Did you buy that blue dress suit?”
“No, it was a bit mature for me, but I did get a new outfit and I did spend quite a lot I am afraid” he said.
Judy was aroused and fingers weren’t enough and so she wrestled her vibrator, Thor, from the bedside cabinet and slipped it in and activated it.
“Mmmmm” she moaned before gathering her wits “How much darling?”
“Nearly £800 I am afraid” he responded hoping that this might prompt a telling off and instructions that he shouldn’t spend anything more on women’s clothes.
Judy was delirious, her mother had bought her husband a lingerie set, nightwear and then helped him pick a new outfit. Thor was relentlessly working his magic and she could feel her orgasm was close.
“I am sure its worth every penny, will you be wearing it over your new lingerie when you meet me at the airport?”
“Yes Judy, I will”
Judy put the mobile face down on the pillow as the joy from her loins started to intensify
“And Judy, Rose wants me to call her mum and tonight we are having a girls night in and”
Simon heard the ring tone as Judy hung up, overwhelmed at the thought of her feminised swishy husband’s mother and daughter day buying lingerie and dresses which was going to end with both of them in their nighties watching movies. 
Her orgasm was intense, powerful yet sweet, a mixture of arousal and power but still no match for fucking Sandra with her organic strap-on.
Judy sat there, panting, the aircon refrigerating her skin as the beads of sweat evaporated. She rang Simon back. 
“Sorry about that. We got cut off”
“You ok Judy?”
“Yes dear, its been great seeing Simon and Dubai but I need to go, as its late here. Enjoy your movie with mum”
“Love you” he said
“Love you more”
“Good” he replied hanging up.
He got changed, pulling his new nightdress over his head and settling his breasts into the lace bodice and walked over to the mirror. Not bad he thought to himself, nice fit and nice length and the lace wasn’t as scratchy as he had feared, indeed it was soft and had a bit of stretch which would be helpful as he slept. He slipped into his gown and slippers on and sat at his vanity and removed his light day make up before heading back to the lounge.
Rose heard his slippers first and looked up, “My that looks like a perfect fit” she said.
“Yes, it is, very comfortable….mum,” said Simon.
“Take your robe off and let me have proper look” encouraged Rose
He slid his gown down, exposing his bare shoulders and Rose approached him and started pulling at the material at his hips, slid her hand under the built-up shoulder and examined the full lace cups.
“Yes, that looks like its got the right amount of support, and it hangs well, very nice choice dear” she said without any hint of malice of irony. “Now, you get the wine, and I will dig out the takeaway menus and get Netflix on”
Simon flounced out to the kitchen, returning with 2 glasses of Sauvignon Blanc and sat on the sofa.
“So, Sleepless in Seattle, About Time, Mama Mia, or what” said Rose reading through some of the selections on the screen.
“How about the Time Travellers Wife?” said Simon “I loved the book but haven’t seen the film”
“Perfect and how about we share a Margarita pizza?” said Rose hopefully.
Simon wondered if that that would be enough food, but Rose killed his concern “after all us girls need to watch our figures.”




Chapter 6

The next 48 hours were tough as Rose started putting him through his paces. If the sissy was going to call her mum, she was going to ensure that he behaved as a proper daughter. She started with the heels immediately after breakfast.
Rose sat opposite him in lounge, Simon had gone for a casual look today, knee length denim skirt over tan tights and a flowered long-sleeved sweatshirt.
“So, the key to heels is practice, practice, practice. All girls start off with a pair of low heels before working their way up to higher heels” explained Rose. 
“Starting low will give you a chance to become comfortable and allow you to hone your technique before you make it to the big leagues.”
Simon listened, slightly bored, 'surely it couldn’t be as hard as she was making out'  he thought to himself but  Rose’s lecture wasn’t over.
“Now slip into your heels and stand up dear”
Simon kicked off his slippers and stepped into his heels. He could immediately feel that his centre of balance had shifted but eventually regained his poise.
“Now walk to the kitchen, turn and walk back” suggested Rose
Simon walked the route slowly and was disheartened to see Rose stifling her laughter.
“Mum, that’s not nice” he moaned
Rose couldn’t hold it in “I am sorry dear, but you look terrible, like a pretty girl trying to walk like a man!” she managed between laughs. She walked over to him and gave him an encouraging hug “It ok, this is how we all start. The key is to relax and stand up straight. Posture is vital when you're wearing high heels, because it helps with balance and stops you wrenching your spine or ankles.”
Simon absorbed the information as Rose straitened his back and whispered in his ear
“Tits to the sky dear.”
Simon pushed his shoulders back, which naturally brought his hips forward.
“That’s better” cooed Rose “but let's not pretend that high heel shoes are good for you. Someone famous once said that 'all beauty is pain' which is about right when it comes to high heels. Now let’s try that again”
Simon walked the improvised catwalk.
“Better, but relax your knees as you walk and keep going until I say stop”
Rose sat down and watched him like a hawk, determined that he would glide over the airport floor to meet Judy.
“Good, keep going dear, but place your weight on the ball of your foot”
Simon kept walking, his confidence building,
“No, no, you must relax and bend through your knees dear. If you don’t, you can end up walking like a monkey! Keep in mind at all times the idea of being flowing and graceful, the only thing that should be straight is your back”
Rose was relentless and after 2 hours his technique was nearly there, so her focus shifted to flowing and graceful movement.
“Arms dear, we are not marching anywhere”
“Relax those knees”
“Breasts up”
“Good”
Simon was starting to get tired, and his toes were being pinched as they were pushed further into the pointed toe of his shoes.
“My feet are starting to hurt” he whined.
Rose smiled, time for her to have some fun with this pathetic man.
“I understand my dear, but you know this is the sort of shoe that a woman like you might wear for work, so moaning after what, a couple of hours is a bit much.  You will be in these shoes until 5 o’clock as you need to practise and build up your stamina”
Simons shoulders slumped. “Breasts up dear” corrected Rose “and you can help me with my chores today”.
They spent the morning together as women, as housewives, he started with the dishes as she wiped down worktops. They chatted about nothing and everything whilst Rose criticized any misstep in his demeanour or gait. She was even picking holes in what he said.  
“Simon, stop trying to close the conversation down or fix the problem. Women talk, a lot, and this is about me venting and you listening. Let the conversation flow”.
“Ok mum” he sighed wearily.
After the Kitchen, they both moved into Lounge. Rose had found him a pink check tabard to wear, and Simon was on hoovering and Rose dusting. She was noticing how much more she was getting done with an extra pair of hands as she wasn’t getting any younger.
“You keep hoovering, move into the hall, but don’t scuff your lovely new shoes!”
Simon’s feet were aching now, he was getting tired from the hoovering. Worse still, there was no pleasure from how he was dressed. ‘I couldn’t do this every day’ he thought as he struggled to get the vacuum cleaner into one corner of the hall. He was sweaty in his crotch and his armpits had the smell of his floral antiperspirant, this was real work, proper housework.
Rose shocked him as she tapped him lightly on the shoulder “Lets take a break – get the kettle on will you”.
Simon flicked off the vacuum and went to the kitchen where Rose joined him at the table, both of them sipping their drinks.
Rose kicked off the conversation, determined to keep his development on track. “You have been really helpful this morning dear, I do so appreciate it. I can’t move that hoover around like you young women can”
Simon knew this was a test
“It’s the least I can do, you have made me feel so welcome since I arrived and been so generous to me. It’s me that should feel grateful, and I am so happy that I have been able to help” he replied brightly.
Rose studied him, he did look like a young wife she mused, hair pulled back, minimal make-up, stud earrings wearing his pink tabard. How could any real man behave like this? Rose hid her scorn and disgust in search of the bigger prize, but it was always there, bubbling underneath.
“How are the heels dear?”
“I can’t lie, my feet are getting a bit sore, but I am getting used to them. Its good to take the weight of my feet and slip them off. The cold tiles feel wonderful”
Rose smiled, she could imagine his red toenails through the reinforced toe of his tights and the court shoes discarded under the kitchen table.
“Enjoy it dear, it will just make it worse when you put them back on. I have to say though, you are moving much more confidently now.”
Rose was now thinking strategically and decided to play along with his ‘poor little me, look what Judy has done to me’ routine. 
“You know, this could be a reboot for your marriage”
Simons head flew up with shock all over his face.
Rose laughed “No silly, what I mean is that over the next few months you can really support Judy. I can show you the ropes on housework, cooking, cleaning and washing, which with all of todays modern fabrics has become something of a science. Judy can then focus purely on the legal practice”
Simon was listening but not responding, his breathing a tad heavier, his girdle a bit tighter, he crossed his legs to help control his emotions. His mother-in-law was turning him on he thought with horror.
Rose had hit her stride. “Judy tells me your new sex life is terrific”
Simon’s mouth fell open into a pretty O and Rose guffawed 
“My dear, us girls are a lot more open than men. We talk about everything. That is something you will need to learn, especially if we are to build our mother daughter relationship”
Simon wanted to die. He wished he could go to his room, rip of his clothes and be Simon again and wipe out the last couple of months. This was just too much and talking about his sex life with his mother-in-law was a true arousal killer.
Rose ploughed on. “Have you even thought about what happens if Judy gets pregnant? Who do you think is going to be the stay-at-home mum, figuratively speaking?”
Simon face clearly showed he hadn’t thought that far ahead.
Rose pressed her case “You know Judy as well as I do, and whilst you don’t need her income financially, she loves her work. I can’t see her giving that up for a child, can you?”
Simon shook his head “No”
“No what dear, women talk remember?”
Simon took a long breath. “No mum, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. Yes, I can help more around the house, or we could get in some help. But Judy isn’t pregnant, we haven’t been that lucky yet, but I had assumed that she would give up her work. We haven’t actually spoken about it, but I know you are right, she loves the challenge of building her legal practice.”
Rose had planted enough seeds for now and quickly changed tacks. “Do you want to clear up the cups and we can get back to the cleaning?”
“Sure mum” he replied, wincing slightly as he stood in his heels once again.
Simon and Rose lost themselves in cleaning, her scorn toward him was now directed at his posture, his gait, his cleaning, how he talked, and even how he thought. Rose was now working on the potential for a longer-term plan.
Simon was also thinking, the thought of being a proper housewife for Judy was arousing but he wanted to die of the indignity. ‘Why can’t I just be normal’ he wondered as his skirts swished over the backs of his nylon covered legs. As for bringing up any child, he had never given that any thought as he and Judy had never discussed it, but he knew, deep down, that Rose was right. Judy would expect him to do the lion's share of the work. His thoughts we punctured by Rose
“Bend at the knees not the waist, otherwise all the boys will see you knickers if you are wearing a short skirt.” 
Simon adjusted his posture, he had lost concentration as he finished winding up the vacuum cleaner power cord. He stood up and straitened his back. He was aching, his feet hurt, his lower back hurt, his bra straps were digging into his shoulders, and he was suffering. He was using muscles in an alien way, and they were protesting. He re-adjusted his bra straps, unconsciously as Rose looked on.
“Tiring isn’t it. I have always thought that housework is a great workout”
“Yes, I have to agree, I ache in places I never knew existed”
They both smiled and declared that it was time for lunch. 
He and Rose hung their tabards on the hook in the cupboard under the stairs and moved into the kitchen and changed into clean pinnies to protect their clothes. He made a simple salad, whilst Rose prepared some cooked chicken. They both had that air of wholesome tiredness that only comes through manual labour.
Rose continued schooling him over lunch “We need to talk about tomorrow”
Simon finished his mouthful of salad “Tomorrow?”
“Swimming class, remember” Rose clarified “that nice new one piece remember? Now we will need to attend to a few practical matters this afternoon”
“Prac..tic…al Mat..ters?” asked Simon fearfully.
“I want to see you in your costume so we can check how you look ahead of tomorrow” said Rose easily and then mischievously added “its not your time is it dear”
“No that’s next week” said Simon, his hand shooting up to his mouth. The answer had just flown out without any thought. Thankfully Rose let it slide, but she had noticed, something to discuss with Judy she thought to herself.
After they cleaned away the lunch dishes, Simon went to his room and deflated on to the bed. He had been a proper housewife today, trapped in women’s clothes as woman called Sandra. He urgently needed relief. He stood up, crossed his hands and pulled the sweatshirt over his head, and then shook out his hair. Next, he slid the denim skirt, girdle and tights down his legs and stepped out of the puddle of clothes. He pulled down his pretty full briefs and removed the sweaty Cherry Popper before pulling his full briefs back into position, over a very large bulge.
He lifted the duvet and slid under the covers and ran his nails over the bulge in his panties. His cock was solid and wet. He raised his buttocks from the mattress and wiggled his pretty full briefs down his smooth legs and retrieved a handkerchief from the bedside cabinet.
He was conflicted, he had been full time as Sandra now for nearly 3 months, and he stroked. Whilst the original thrill from the clothes had abated, he still enjoyed dressing as a woman - especially if he had no choice. 
Pump, Pump, Pump – ‘slow down tiger’ the thought to himself. He was now living as a woman! He had spent the whole day cleaning with his mother-in-law in his Denim skirt and blue flowered top, he looked at them on the floor whilst rubbing his silicone breast form through his bra cup. ‘What is wrong with me’ he thought as he continued to pump. He thought back to Rose’s idea, that he should become Judy’s homemaker and that she would teach him how to cook and clean properly.
“Ohh yes” escaped from his lips and he continued to stroke. 3 months of training with Rose, forced to live as Sandra, full time as a woman, looking after Judy and keeping home, nights at the WI and dancing, swimming and yoga classes. He continued to imagine his new life and then his eyes fell on his new outfit and before he could think about wearing it, he climaxed into the hankie. He caught his breath and pulled his panties back over his hips.
30 minutes later Simon hauled himself of out bed and into the shower, releasing his breasts under the stream of water. He was himself again and he enjoyed the sting of the hot water on his shoulders. The only residue of Sandra was his hair, currently being washed with his Panten Pro V and he knew he would need to condition it later. He rinsed his hair and then reached for his Nair and applied it all over his body, waiting the recommended time, before showering off the small amount re-growth before he set about conditioning his hair.
Stepping out of the shower, he patted his sensitive skin dry and applied body lotion to his skin, taking special care to with his chest area. He wrapped his long hair in his hair wrap and laughed. He looked ridiculous, a pink turban on his head, and mans body with his dick swinging in the wind!
He dried off the Cherry Popper vagina and wrestled it into place over his damp skin and padded into his room for the swimming costume. It was a black one piece, he had ‘wanted’ a swim dress, but Rose had vetoed that option, preferring that he focused on bikini’s and swimsuits. 
The one piece he had chosen was the plainest he could find; it was pure black but had subtle shading to help give the illusion of waist and had contrasting pink slashes that further helped to create that sense of a womanly figure. He had bought the suit in a long length which meant he didn’t need to adjust the straps to their very ends.
He rolled the suit up so that he could easily insert each leg into the relevant opening and pulled the costume over his torso. The costume had built in support and preformed cups, so he placed his breast form into the pocket and hooked the strap over his shoulder and then repeated the process on the other side. He then pulled the straps up his shoulder and adjusted himself before finally pulling the bottom hemline out from his bottom by running his fingers under the leg hemlines.
“Mum” he called out and Rose joined him in his room.
“Don’t be shy dear, turn around and let have a proper look” Simon pirouetted and faced her, beetroot red with his hair in a pink hair wrap whilst wearing his new swimsuit.
“That looks amazing on you” she said, “and well, you look, just like a woman in all the right places. What do you think?”
Simon turned around to face the mirror, relieved to escape her glare. “Its quite tight on the top and rides up at the bottom” he said.
Rose moved closer to his back and fiddled with the adjustable straps “Well these seem fine, and you can’t have it too lose if the costume is going to keep your breasts under control. As for the bottoms, welcome to the sisterhood dear” she smiled, enjoying his discomfort. “There is one area you will need to attend to though”
Simon looked at her in the mirror and was clearly confused.
“Your bikini line dear, it needs a tidy up. Us girls need to have very little hair showing in that area, and well, you are a bit out of control down there if you don’t mind me saying. Do you want me to help?”
Simon blushed, and groaned “No, I can sort that out myself thanks”




Chapter 7

Simon had gone to bed early Sunday night and relaxed in the nightdress Rose had bought him, free from his vagina and breasts which were resting in the bathroom. He was on his Amazon Fire looking through his Facebook feed, which was now very active – both of them!
Simon & Judy Ward were having a great time in Dubai. ‘He’ and Judy had been regularly posting and clearly Judy was getting very good at photo-shop as ‘he’ was in several posts both with and without her. He scrolled through the images of them touring Dubai, eating in 7-star hotels, riding camels, driving dune buggies and tonight they were looking forward to a Bedouin style experience in the dessert. Simon adjusted the wide shoulder of his nighty and sent himself a note to buy a book about Dubai. He would need to be able to talk about it confidently once he returned.
Sandra Ward had also been busy. ‘She’ had posted ahead of her swimming class and Rose had posted a picture of them both in their swimming costumes and caps. He was furious when he found out as, stripped bare of make up, jewellery and long hair, he thought facially he had become Simon again and was petrified someone would recognise him.  He and Rose had argued about that, but she was adamant that it was just the resemblance you would expect from brother and sister. Obviously, Judy, and Dan had liked the picture and Judy was also efficiently accepting friend requests for Sandra from all the woman he had been meeting with Rose during his stay.       
‘Thank god for Sundays’ thought Simon, his body enjoying its freedom. Despite all his fears, swimming and yoga, had both gone well. Rose introduced him widely as her surrogate daughter and he continued to call her mum. Simon was getting more flexible and had held his own in the yoga class, but to be fair, the average age of the other women was higher than in Judy’s class. He was certainly noticing that the movements were getting easier after 8 weeks of lessons.
He was naturally terrified about the swimming class and told Rose how vulnerable and exposed he felt in his swimming costume. Rose brushed this, and many of his other moans aside with her ‘welcome to the sisterhood’ jibe, but she did take some pity on him. He cringed as he recalled her patient explanation that all women routinely feel vulnerable, self conscious and fearful which was delivered whilst he was stood in front of her in his costume as she rechecked his bikini line. As she said, he needed to get comfortable with these emotions. 
Whilst he remained terrified about swimming, Rose was right, he was able to secure a shower cubicle and wash and change without any trouble. His success though ‘worried’ him. How could he pass so easily? He also fretted that that more of his Sandra persona was becoming unconscious and routine.
It had been a tough Sunday. Rose had continued to insist he wore his 3-inch heels, all day, and had continued her relentless schooling. They had done more housework together and that morning she had introduced him to the science of washing. He had been started on whites, when to pre-wash, how and when to pre-soak, Bio vs non-Bio and fabric conditioners. He had mastered the whites program on the washing machine as well as drying – outside or tumble dry. He had to admit he looked quite the housewife hanging out the whites on the washing line whilst fighting to keep his hair and skirt under control from the wind.
In the kitchen he had learned how to work an oven, follow a recipe and Rose had really enjoyed watching him struggling as he put the chicken in, and taken it out of the oven. Her shout of ‘bend at the knees not the waist’ was still a frequent cry but it was more of a shock when wearing oven gloves with a hot roasting tray in your hands. Still, she had begrudgingly accepted that he could now wash whites and cook a roast. He closed Facebook down and went back to his online Good Housekeeping magazine.
Rose was also in bed, in her comfy super soft cotton pyjamas, reflecting on the past 3 days day as her new novel wasn’t quite grabbing her attention as it should, but to be fair she was distracted. She had been surprised today because, at times, when they were busy with washing, cleaning or cooking she had quite forgotten that Simon wasn’t a woman. Although the clutz would then do something silly and the reality would break through. 
She still couldn’t believe that he had come to the swimming class, oh how he had moaned and whined but credit where credit’s due, he did take an active part in the lesson and had behaved impeccably in the changing rooms, well he hid in the shower cubicle, but the outcome was the same. It was odd, but it was comforting to her that he now really understood how vulnerable woman feel in their swimming costumes and she chuckled at the thought of getting him into a bikini for the summer.
Despite the perverted nature of the situation, Rose was enjoying having a daughter who was learning from her, someone to whom she could pass on her skills and knowledge and Simon was a fast learner. She smiled, he looked such a girl today, fighting with his long hair in the wind as he hung the whites on the washing line. 
Tomorrow they would both be going to the salon and packing ahead of Judy’s return on Tuesday, and she hoped Simon would enjoy the experience. She smiled at the thought of all the treatments she had booked for him, yes it was a risk, but he had done well so far, and she was sure he would pass.
In Dubai, Judy couldn’t sleep. The problem with the Bedouin lifestyle was that the beds were deeply uncomfortable! That and the spicy food for dinner combined with horribly strong coffee meant that sleep was impossible. She had a quick look at Facebook and smiled at the picture of Rose and Simon in their bathing costumes before their swimming lesson. She just couldn’t believe that Rose had got him to do it, and he looked so girlish as he had moved his arms in front of his body to ‘hide’ as much of it as possible from the photographer. Sweet.
John snored loudly in the bed next to her. He had been Simon’s stand in during her trip as he had a similar height, weight and build. In Simon’s clothes he looked the part, and it was too easy to use the Swapface app, drawing on the hundreds of pictures she had of Simon on her phone, to create the memories she needed. She was just so horny at the thought of seeing him again, all dolled up just for her at the airport and she longed to hear about all of his adventures with her mother. The thought of sex with him, was too delicious, especially as she had been shopping for some special presents for their bedroom games.
The other reason she couldn’t sleep was that her pregnancy had now been confirmed by a private clinic in Dubai. She was now 5 weeks pregnant, and she regretted telling Rose before Simon, but she had now sketched out a plan. She couldn’t be the stay-at-home parent and although they didn’t need the money, she needed her career and was motivated to build her legal practice. 
Her plan was for Simon to extend his contract in Dubai for another 6 months which would mean that Sandra could stay around for the next 9 months and so she could ‘fall’ pregnant. This could only work if Judy took after her mum and didn’t ‘show’ too much during her pregnancy.
Simon and Rose could then do all the new mother and childcare stuff together which would prepare him to look after their child after the birth. The unanswered question was whether Simon would be back for the birth, or, whether Sandra became the new mum, but she had several months before that choice had to be made. The curry repeated on her again and she rolled over and tried to get some sleep.  




Chapter 8

At breakfast, Rose was in full ‘mother’ mode.
“We have a super day ahead of us at the salon, and like the dress shop, you need to be in full girly mode. Ok?”
“Yay, I am sooo excited, I just know that they will make my hair look scrumptious and it will be wonderful to spend the day with you mum” said Simon, in his best Sandra voice
Rose shook her head. She couldn’t fault his vocabulary or hand gestures “Don’t get sassy with me young lady”
Simon smiled as he picked up his coffee cup, both of them still in their sleepwear. He was wearing his new black full length night dress with the black gown that was part of the set for the nighty he had repaired. She was in her comfy PJ’s and a purple dressing gown.
Simon crossed his legs, enjoying how his gown split over his legs only to reveal another layer of satin underneath and as it was Monday, he had already re-applied his breasts and Cherry Popper.
“Have you thought about what to wear today dear?” asked Rose
Simon shook his head whist reading the news on his tablet.
“I would suggest that you wear a plain top, one that you wouldn’t be too fussed to lose if it was damaged by the chemicals that stylists use these days. I know the salon has robes, but still, you don't want to ruin anything nice. Also, as your stylist needs to see your neckline, no dangling earrings or necklace today”
“Yes mum, I have been to the salon before you know,” said Simon. He sounded so much like a rude, hormonal teenage girl that she wanted to shout at him, but she bit her lip and continued.
“And no tights today, stockings or footless leggings or dare to bare those legs as we are having both a mani and pedi”
“Yes mum” he sighed back.
Rose drove them to the salon, Simon had gone with his blue denim skirt, a white round necked top which had thin horizontal blue stripes from top to bottom and three-quarter length sleeves. He was wearing blue and pink converse trainers, with an easy to remove footsie sock and his new black shoulder bag from Red. She had to admire his taste; he did have the look of a yummy mummy.
The Venus hair a beauty salon was previously a bank but had been comprehensively refurbished. Soft greys and pinks, with metallic chrome chairs with black upholstery and big windows that let in lot of light which together created a modern and relaxing environment. Rose pushed Simon in ahead of her and the receptionist smiled at him.
“Good morning, how can I help” she said.
The amount eye contact and smiling that woman did was still slightly unnerving, but he was getting used to it. “Hello, Sandra and Judy Ward, here for our appointment”
“Oh yes, here we are, you will be with Paul, for your wash, cut and highlights and I see you are also having a mani, pedi, and eyebrow and upper lip threading” Simon just smiled and nodded, Rose had booked it all.
Another assistant approached him “Hello Sandra, I’m June, if you would like to follow me, please”
Simon was led over to sink area and June took his handbag, put into a locker and returned with the key on a wrist band along with a plain black nylon gown for him to wear. 
June chatted away but Simon was too busy relaxing, enjoying the warmth of the water and the free head massage as his long hair was being washed. Once finished, June put his hair into a turban and led him over the station to be greeted by a very gay Paul
“Hell dahling, what ARE we going to do with you today?” he said dramatically as he removed the turban, “Oh these split ends HAVE to go, and lets see.....shorten the length to just below your shoulders, add a little highlight just to lighten your look and finally a bit of curl to create some body and you will look divine. How does that sound sweetie?”
“That sounds amazing, thank you Paul,” said Simon brightly.
Paul got to work, rapidly cutting his wet hair before June brought over the foils, colouring and brushes all of which started to appear in his hair. Paul was focused and apart from a coffee, there was nothing to distract Simon from what was happening to him. He watched in the mirror as foil after foil was layered into his hair and he was struck by how totally feminine this process was, just like the lingerie and dress shop, this was a safe space for woman in which they could be pampered and today he was one of them. What he hadn’t expected was just how long the whole process took. 
Simon was realising what woman go through to look attractive and as a man he had never given it a second thought. So far, he had spent £700 on a new outfit before todays salon costs and had invested 2 days just to look his best for Judy’s return.
Sure enough, just under 3 hours later, Paul had worked his magic.
“What do you think?”
Simon looked at himself in the mirror and just beamed. He couldn’t help himself; his hair was shorter but had a real shine and body from the waves that had been added but the highlights were magical, they just lifted and lightened his whole look. He was entranced and hard, if he wasn’t careful, he might have an accident but wow, did he look amazing.
"You are a magician Paul.....Thank you" he said smiling with genuine joy.
However, after pleasure there came pain. Threading was pure torture and the woman prattled on about how pretty his hair was, but she was brutally efficient. She left him denuded, but with red rashes on his upper lip and brows. The soreness was treated by a cooling moisturiser, but the pain killed any erotic enjoyment from the experience. Finally, after 4 hours, it was time for the mani and pedi.
Simon enjoyed having his nails done, it was something he might continue once this nightmare was over, and he relaxed as his nails were trimmed, shaped and buffed.
“What colour dear” the technician asked.
Simon fished his phone out and showed the woman a picture of the dress. “Something that will work with this, what do you suggest?” he asked brightly
“mm, the model is wearing an off-white colour, what do you feel about that”
Simon shook his head “I wanted to try and get a red to match, you know, to be a bit more dramatic”
“Who’s the lucky guy?” the technician asked gleefully
Her question took Simon by surprise, so he stuck to the truth. “My partner has been away on business and gets back Tuesday”
The technician smiled “Gelish Good Gossip would be cute, it is a super red that will go with the jacket and if we add some glitter, it will be adorable”
“Sounds perfect, lets do it” said Simon happily and he really was cheerful. What is happening to me, get a grip man he thought to himself, but then he thought, no point doing that for the next 3 months so chill out and enjoy, which he did. The UV lamps came and went and then finally.
“All done sweetie……just relax there for another 10 mins, then you are good to go” and Simon did as he was told and walked over to meet Rose at the till. She looked at Simon and her hand flew to her mouth to cover her shock. His hair, it looked gorgeous.
“You look fabulous, I love your hair. Paul’s done an amazing job, the highlights and the curl, wow”
“Thanks mum. I know its so cute, and I love your nails, that colour is divine”
Simon smiled and moved to the cash desk and paid the £140 bill and left a tip for the magician.
“Looking good is never cheap dear” said Rose patting his arm.




Chapter 9

Tuesday morning eventually dawned, and Simon lay in bed, tired. His last day at Rose’s and he couldn’t wait to get home with Judy. She had been relentless yesterday, more housework, all done whilst he wore his 3inch heels, which had now become second nature for him. She had also provided him with a masterclass on colours, washing, care, fabrics and ironing. In truth he couldn’t believe how much there was to learn, and he hadn’t taken it all on-board.
He looked at his open case, he had almost finished his packing and was looking forward to seeing Judy and he was following her journey home via his phone whilst he scrolled through Facebook.
Rose breezed into his room, with a cup of tea “morning dear, rise and shine, we have a lot to do today”
“Thanks mum, but we have plenty of time surely?” said Simon
Rose shook her head, men, they have no idea. “It’s 7 am dear” she said chirpily “and we have a lot to do to get ready”
“Do we?” said Simon sitting up in his bed “like what?”
“Oh, my dear, you will need to get somebody back into your hair, apply your make up, and we need to be away by 11am so we only have four hours. You get yourself up and I will be back in a mo to help with your hair” and with that she glided out of his room.
Simon got up, sat and peed, wiped his popper and then back in his room to put his dirty panties and nighty into his suitcase. Today he would be wearing his new lingerie from Ophelia’s, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to control himself today.
He grabbed a tampon from his case, applied some lube, and slid the applicator into his popper before withdrawing it and hiding the left-over evidence in his case. He then carefully applied a pad into his new full briefs before stepping into them.
‘God they are so silky soft’ he thought as he slid them up his smooth legs. Panties had started to lose some of there allure, but this felt like he was crossdressing for the first time. ‘Wow these feel amazing’ he thought as he settled the waistband and the high comfort leg openings into the perfect position. He was getting excited as he looked at himself in the mirror. These were proper womanly full briefs, with a higher rise which gave more coverage, but they were still oh so pretty with the two inset lacey panels at either side of the tummy panel which also offered some support and helped his figure slightly. He ran his hands over the solid, satin like rear of the knickers, yes, they were very comfortable and really good quality, he couldn’t believe it, but yes worth every penny of £30.
He hungrily reached for the matching bra and slid his arms through the straps, settled his artificial breasts into the underwired cups and secured the bra just as Rose had taught him. He smiled, she was right, it wasn’t impossible – after all half the population did it every day. He adjusted the straps and cups and looked into the mirror. He examined himself carefully, and twirled left and right, the bra was just as gorgeous as the panties. It claimed to offer all-day comfort, and he certainly could imagine wearing this bra all day. It was a very soft full coverage underwired bra for optimum support which had no padding for a natural look. The cups were decorated with delicate floral embroidery on a transparent tulle on the upper part of the bra to offer a seductive and fashionable look. The fully adjustable straps allowed him to get the fit just right and they were slightly padded which further increased his comfort. This was the type of lingerie that made him jealous and envious of real women when they wore it and here he was with his own set. The thought left him tingling all over and especially in his groin.
He loved how flat his tummy was and how the knickers fitted over his artificially feminine groin, so smooth. The 3-piece bra cups swelled and were filled out smoothly by his breasts with the straps beautifully supporting their weight.
Rose re-entered his room and shocked him out of his reverie “So how do they fit?” she enquired
“Rose!” squealed Simon, as he tried to cover himself with his arms and blushing furiously “get out!”
Rose was in no mood for any of his antics “Now Simon dear, stop being embarrassed, or whatever this is” she said in a raised, firm voice “remember we bought them together and this set was a present from me to you. The least you can do is let me see how it looks”
Simon’s short rebellion ground to a halt under Rose’s glare, his arms dropped to his sides, and he started behaving properly again.     
“Oh mum, they are beautiful. Thank you again for buying them for me” he replied honestly. Rose shook her head and grinned ruefully.
“It was a pleasure, and didn’t I tell you they would be worth every penny dear” she said handing him his robe and motioning him to sit at his vanity.
Rose fussed over his bra, adjusting the straps and her bony finger slid under the band to check the fit. “Yes, dear that bra size is perfect for you. Now, lets get some of your larger curlers set and then we can have breakfast”
Rose set about brushing his hair and applied some water spray and detangler
“These highlights are so pretty” she said whilst continuing to brush. Once she finished, she started to add the large flexi rollers to his hair before declaring him done.
“That’s you all finished for now dear, why don’t you start on breakfast, and I will join you later”
Simon set out the breakfast table and had just finished the tea when Rose arrived, and he did a double take. She had her hair in large curlers just like he had, and they were both in dark coloured wraps.
“Thank you dear” said Rose taking a seat as if this was just another normal family breakfast. In truth she was enjoying herself and had a few surprises for him today. Today she was going to ensure that the wimp had a very intimate and girly day. 
“Look at us two girls in our curlers, having breakfast. It so much nicer and easier to relax amongst family. Isn’t it dear?”
Simon shook his head “yes, but its all a bit much for me if I am honest”
“What do you mean dear?”
“Well, us both sat here in our curlers and dressing gowns having breakfast. It is just surreal”
“Oh Simon, you must stop thinking that you are a man. You are not, you gave up that role months ago and after our week together as mum and daughter, well, I thought you had become more comfortable with the situation”
Simon paused and swirled his cornflakes around the bowl “its just so, embarrassing, that’s all”
Rose was in no mood to take pity on him, but kept her tone concerned and supportive. “A very wise woman called Sandra once told me that I had to make a choice between treating her with respect or continuing to be mean to Simon. I suggest that you need to stop being so hard on Simon and choose the be yourself Sandra”
“Touchez” replied Simon.
After breakfast they cleared up together and Rose and he went back to her room. 
“Ok Simon, you can help with my hair and then I will do yours. Alright dear?”
Simon nodded and mutely followed Rose to her room, and she sat in front of her vanity. “Ok, blow dry my hair sweetie and once its all dry, can you remove the rollers please” Simon mutely complied whilst standing behind his mother-in-law, his reflection clear in her mirror. He was removing her curlers in his new lingerie, black wrap whilst wearing curlers himself. He was both enthralled and disgusted by his situation and strangely he was not aroused.
Rose sensed the change in his mood as she watched him in the mirror. Time to take it up a notch. 
“Thank you dear, let me just brush this into place and then its your turn.”
They moved into Simon’s room, which seemed empty now that he had packed, and Rose sat him down, humming as she blow dried his hair, unwound his curlers and brushed his hair back into shape.
“There, that’s better” said Rose aimlessly “now let’s get a proper look in the full-length mirror, gown off please dear”.
Rose led him over to the mirror and Simon reluctantly slipped off his wrap. Rose stood behind him and smiled as she sipped off her gown. Simon gasped at her reflection at the same time as she put her arm around his waist.
“Now Simon, look at us both in our matching lingerie. I feel so much closer to you knowing that you and I are both wearing the same panty and bra set. All day, we will share this beautiful bond, every movement, every time we visit the loo, won’t that be wonderful dear”
Simon was in shock, this was way too much for him to process but Rose kept speaking “and my dear sweet girly son-in-law, I too will be wearing the same Charnos tights as you today along with a panty girdle and 3-inch heels.” She took a step behind him, her face next to his and held the eye contact as her arms encircled his waist.
“And Simon, do you remember that blue dress and jacket your tried on at Red?” she asked rhetorically “that’s my outfit for today and so you will know exactly how it feels to wear, you will understand every move and rustle and I yours, as today we will be more like sisters, oh Sandra, how wonderful will that be?”
Rose watched him, he was shocked, but she pressed on “Imagine it Simon, every step, the feel of our tights against our pretty satin lined dresses as we shimmy through the airport. We will both sound and look like elegant women. We will make the same noise, from our heels click clacking across the hard floor, the swishing of our skirts, the rustle from the satin lining and the shick, shick, shick of our tights as we walk. And you, my dear sissy son-in-law, a male, will be dressed in a nearly identical outfit to me. Won’t that be a dream come true for you?”    
Simon stood there looking at Rose, slightly broken, but she was relentless “Oh Simon, I have so enjoyed our time together this week, the tea dance, the flower arranging, shopping for this lovely lingerie, your new dress, your swimming costume and then spending yesterday at the salon together. I have had a wonderful time, haven’t you?”
A few tears of shame trickled from Simon’s eye “Oh my dear child, cry if you need to, I know how happy you have been this week and better to shed those tears before we do our make-up” said Rose beaming “and my darling daughter, I have bought you a present to remember me and our time together. Lift up that beautiful hair dear”
Simon complied, and nearly died of shame as Rose fastened a necklace around his neck which displayed the name Sandra on his collar bone in sterling silver “There, isn’t that pretty dear?”
Simon replied automatically mouth dry as he was disgusted with himself and at how aroused she had made him “Yes mum, thank you its lovely”
“Good girl, so I will leave you to get dressed and I will come back and check on your progress later. Ok?”
Simon nodded, anything to get her to leave, and with that she handed him his tights with a smile and left. 
He complied and unwrapped the Charnos tights and robotically put them on. Simon’s demeanour cheered up forcefully, as he gathered the silky bundle over his soft hands. He had never worn 10 denier sheer tights before, and he silently gave thanks for his manicure as one nick and they would be ruined. He shook his head slightly as they were his hands, his pretty red nails working the tights into a doughnut for each pretty red trimmed foot to be encased by nylon and a completely sheer toe.
‘Oh my god, this high-quality hosiery, it feels amazing, much better than my everyday tights’. He thought as he smoothed the tights into place, relishing their feel and fit. He smiled as he caught his reflection as he gathered up any give in the legs so that the luxurious nylon could be pulled higher so that he could settle the gusset into the right position. 
‘What a total girl I look’ he thought as he stood in front of the mirror and ran his hands over his legs. The tights were luxuriously clear and free from any snags or runs. They made his legs look longer, smoother and blemish free under the slightly shiny finish. The sheer toe was a first for him and he wished he had some shoes that could show off his pretty toenails.
He could feel his arousal due to the delight of his hosiery, but also in the anticipation from his new outfit. He folded his wrap into his case and quickly wrestled himself into a padded black panty girdle and then checked there were no wrinkles or bumps.
He was glad of the girdle, Rose’s tirade of motherly affection, his new lingerie and hosiery were all pushing him closer to the edge and a compression garment was not an option. He was also glad he had extra protection today, he was sure that to would be required.
His hand shook as he removed his new dress from his wardrobe and rehung the padded hanger carefully. He unzipped the front, three quarter length zip and opened the dress. He licked his lips, swallowed and looked around guiltily before lifting his pretty legs into the opening. The dress’s red satin lining was a delectable artic shock as it whispered over his warm sheer tights. 
It was at times like this Simon wondered why women didn’t dress like this all the time. He was in rapture and guilt free. Enthralled, and in his own world of joy, he slipped his arms through the sleeveless dress and shivered again as the chilly satin lining kissed his bare skin, triggering hairless goosebumps on his arms. He found the zipper and drew it all the way to the top and arranged the dress. The curved high neckline covered his breasts perfectly but still left enough skin so that his ‘Sandra’ necklace was easily read.
He stood in front of the mirror, pulled his long hair out from inside his dress and then all he saw was his pretty hand covering his mouth as he giggled with sheer joy at his reflection. He went back to the wardrobe and placed his court shoes onto the carpet and walked into them. He silently thanked Rose, the shoes had stretched slightly and had moulded to the shape of his feet. They were so much easier to wear and almost comfortable. 
He removed the dress's matching jacket and unzipped the front completely. He slithered each arm into the cold lining, driving his goose bumped arms into a sensual overload. He pulled the bottom hems together and zipped the jacket up three quarters of the way and sashayed over to the full-length mirror, freed his hair, again, and stood and admired himself. 
‘Wow – I look amazing’ he thought to himself.
Rose didn’t take him by surprise, her dress whispering and the zip, zip of her tights told him she was on her way to his room. He turned to the face door and watched as Rose walked into the room, in the blue dress suit he had tried on at Red last week. She beamed at him, stunned at how perfect he looked.
“My god, what have we done you?” she asked rhetorically 
Simon looked at his reflection “What? What is it?”
“Nothing, you look adorable, perfect, that’s all dear”
Rose joined him at the mirror, two women admiring their reflection 
“My, my, Simon, we will have to get a picture before we leave, and I don’t think I have seen you wear anything this short before”
Simon blushed and unconsciously tried to pull the hem of his dress beyond the middle of his thighs and Rose slapped his hand fondly
“Leave it dear, you look fabulous, and your legs look super so flaunt them”
“Oh Rose, what’s happening to me? I just love this outfit, and my look but I feel so guilty”
“Ssh your nonsense dear, just look at yourself! I am proud to have a daughter as pretty as you and my, what would Dan say if he could see you now”
Rose put her arm around him and continued to encourage him 
“Judy will love how much effort you have made for her. Anyway dear, no time to dawdle, make up and finishing touches as we need to be away in half an hour” said Rose closing his suitcase and taking it from the room.




Chapter 10

“Come on Simon” cried Rose from the hall.
In his room, Simon had finished his make up and had packed up his make up bag. He looked at his face once more, and smiled, pleased with his look, especially his lipstick, a very deep red, sexy and kissable. He stood, revelling in the sounds of his dress, jacket and tights as they moved across his body. He checked his handbag again and slung the chain over his shoulder.
Rose heard the click, clack of his heels and the swish of his dress before she saw him, and she was once again struck by how lovely he looked in his new outfit. He was just radiant when he smiled. He put his make up bag into the side pocket of his case.
“Ready dear”
“Yes mum”
“Good girl, lets get a photo of us together and then we can go.”
They sat in silence as they drove to the airport, and Simon knew that the photo Rose had taken would appear on Facebook after they had surprised Judy with his new look.    
“I have to ask, how are the tights?” said Rose
“Oh mum, they are wonderful, I never knew that tights could feel this nice, comfortable and sexy all at once” he gushed without any concern for how he sounded.
Rose smiled, it was difficult not to be infected by his joy, even it was due to his crossdressing.
“Its nice that I can share so much more with you than I ever could with Simon. I mean, its not as if I could share the same lingerie with a man” she chuckled at the thought and quickly continued “Anyway, just remember that at the airport, you are meeting your brothers wife, ok? The real welcome will have to wait until you get home as we never know who else might be watching”
“Ok mum”


Judy looked at the map. Her plane was now over the English Channel, and she was getting aroused. She couldn’t wait to see Simon and the thought that he and his mother were wearing matching lingerie was just too delicious. She smiled, a secret smile, just for herself and stretched in her seat.


Rose parked the car and looked at Simon. “We have time to get a coffee and freshen up before Judy gets through with her baggage”
Simon smiled and they walked across the car park and into the airport. Rose threaded her arm through his and their heels clicked in unison as he dragged his case. Rose guided him to the coffee shop and teased him “feels super doesn’t it, nice lingerie, new tights and a lovely new dress. Hair and make up all perfect and just watch how the boys are all looking at us….well mainly at you dear”
Simon had noticed, and he didn’t know why, but he found it reassuring. His new outfit had given him a womanly confidence he couldn’t explain, but the glances and stares were like a reward for all the effort he had made, the salon, his new dress, jacket and expensive lingerie. He smiled and at Rose’s observation but said nothing.
He also noticed how they sounded. Rose had been right. Their heels sounded even louder on the polished floor, and they had the soundtrack of well-dressed woman as both swished and shick, shick’d their way across to the coffee shop.  
They sat together and drank their coffee, chatting, passing the time until Simons phone bleeped.
Waiting for my bags won’t be long xx
He looked up at Rose “Judy won’t be too long now. We should freshen up”
There was no queue at the ladies and once in his stall he relaxed. He undressed and dropped his knickers, relieved that his sanitary pad was dry and his new lingerie still immaculate. He sighed, he removed his tampon which had expanded as he had dribbled a lot since the morning due to his constant state of arousal, better to be safe than sorry. 
He released his bladder and enjoyed the instant relief that it brought and then wiped himself clean. He picked up his new handbag, opened it and silently unzipped the inside pocket and removed a fresh tampon. He unwrapped it as quietly as possible and applied a drop of lube and inserted it before disposing of all the rubbish in a pedal bin.
Rose sat two stalls down and she was sure that she heard the sound of a tampon being unwrapped, but that couldn’t be right, there were no other woman in the toilet she thought to herself.
Simon exited his stall after her and joined Rose at the sinks. He washed his hands and then re-applied his lipstick, adjusted his hair and freshened up his perfume.
Rose just watched him, her son-in-law, amazed at how comfortable he was next to her. She also realised that they were the only two people in the loos.
“Happy” asked Rose
“Yes mum, lets go”
They walked out into Arrivals and waited. Rose’s couldn’t help to continue to school him
“Straighten your back, heels and ankles together, bag over your shoulder and smile”
Judy walked into the Arrivals Hall, dragging her large wheeled suitcase behind her. She was casually dressed in her trainers, jeans, polo shirt and jacket. She saw them immediately. They were the two best dressed people in the airport and her jaw dropped. 
Simon, wow, he looked fabulous and as a woman, she knew how much effort it took to look that good. She noticed his highlights, the new softer hairstyle and his glow. A glow that came from confidence, something you needed in a dress that short! Wow his legs looked so long and sexy in his new heels. 
 She couldn’t imagine what had happened whilst she was away, but something had, what had her mother done to the poor boy? She hadn’t noticed or realised it, but she was beaming, a wide grin that exposed her teeth. She walked over to them both, trying to maintain her composure but the sight of him radiating his womanly charms was pushing all of her buttons.
“Mum, thanks for coming, I love your outfit” said Judy delivering a small hug and a polite air kiss. She didn’t even wait for a reply
“Sandy, you look divine, I love your new hair and is that outfit new?”
Simon was relieved and her enthusiasm for his new look put him immediately at ease.
“Thank you, Judy, and yes it’s a new outfit and hairstyle”
Judy stepped into his space, and she pulled him into her embrace. She loved how he felt, she lightly rubbed his bum through the dress which made delightful swishing sound. She pressed her groin to his, relishing how they were both flat and smooth and she whispered in his ear “You naughty girl, you are making me so hot, I am going to have fuck your brains out when we get home”
Simon smiled, it was good to have her home and, in his arms, again, and he was delighted that she was a horny as he felt at that moment.
Judy said her thanks and goodbyes to Rose, and they vowed to have a proper catchup later. Rose then turned to Simon and her warmth surprised everyone
“Goodbye Sandy, I have really enjoyed having you to stay and I do hope you will be a regular visitor before you leave us”
“Oh mum, how can I thank you? You have been so generous to me”
Rose smiled at them both, waved, and sashayed her way out of the arrivals hall.
Judy and Simon returned to the car, and all seemed serene as she put their cases into the boot, but as soon as the car door shut, she was embracing him.
“Oh god Simon, this is so hot, you look amazing, and that dress is so short!” Her tongue was in his mouth, and she was kissing him so hard that speech was impossible as breathing had become his main focus. In between kisses, she nibbled his neck and rubbed her hand across his leg. “I love your new necklace” and still she kissed, nibbled and her hands moved slightly higher on his leg. “And you and my own mother, in matching lingerie and tights….oh Simon that must have cemented your mother and daughter bond”.
Simon was in seventh heaven, her words, humiliating, yet arousing in equal measure, her kisses were pure physical expressions of her love for him. He also knew where her hands were, and he knew where she wanted them to be, so he unclenched his thighs slightly and sure enough her hands went higher, and with that he capitulated and relaxed his thighs completely.
Judy pushed her hand higher and kept kissing him, exploiting his vulnerability whilst keeping him safe. She tickled the seam of his tights as she followed it lower into his groin, and he moaned as she continued to French kiss him. He opened his legs, and she found his smooth feminine mound and rubbed him.
“Oh Sandy, you are such a girl, my girl, my own sweet sissy” she paused talking and continued to work his tongue and his mind “this outfit would be perfect if you ever wanted to be a secretary and I might just have to keep you this way forever”.
He was on the edge, whilst he couldn’t feel anything through the Popper, he was as hard as he could be given the circumstances. He could hear the rustle and swish of every movement as she explored, and he reacted to her movements. He heard her words partially, he felt her in his mouth, on his neck and his tights felt divine as he squirmed within his satin lined dress. It was total overload.
His pretty mascaraed eyes fluttered open at the thought of being feminised forever, and she kissed him again “oh yes Sandy, just think of it, we would have to live as lesbians, and you would be the homemaker. But don’t worry my dear, our mother will enjoy helping you, I mean after all, you both have the same taste in lingerie”
He couldn’t take it, her, the sensations from the dress and his new lingerie, his perfume and her constant kissing and whispering. She could sense it and adored the sexual power she held over him. His pretty eyes were open wide, his hair was everywhere, and then it happened, she could feel the shudder through her hand on his groin, she could see his eyelids flutter and close revealing their pretty eyeshadow and she heard his moan as he came in his new panties. “Oh Judy”
The End
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Preview - Counterfeit Mother

Chapter 1


The drive home seemed endless, and the sexual tension was palpable. It hung throughout the car and stifled conversation. The atmosphere was charged, and it felt like a storm was needed to cleanse the air.
Judy just couldn’t keep her eyes off him as he looked so, well sexy as a woman in his new outfit. He didn’t help matters by allowing his dress to ride up to show off the darker coloured top of his expensive tights, or when he seductively rubbed his nylon covered legs together, making those rasping, swishing noises and feelings that he found sublime.
“Home at last,” said Judy as the gates to their drive swung open “Do you want to see if there is any post?”
Simon looked at her “In these shoes, on a gravel drive? No, I don’t”
Judy shook her head and muttered something that sounded like bloody women and got the post from the letterbox and handed it to him to hold as she drove up the rest of the drive.
He leafed through the post and noticed that there was no post for him at all, it was all for Judy or Sandra.
“Judy, where is all my Simon post?” He asked concerned.
“Oh, that has been redirected to my office while he is away”
“But Judy that’s”- he started to say
-“not for you to worry about. It is the details that matter, and as Simon is away, you don’t need to see his post.”
“But”-
-“But nothing, all it takes is for one small slip up and we will be in an embarrassing position, so leave the finer points to me and you focus on being the best Sandra you can be. You have made a fabulous start.” She said leering at him, and he soon shut up as she caressed his leg through his tights.
The car pulled to a halt outside the front door and Simon unlocked the house and put the heating and kettle on whilst Judy hauled the cases inside.
“Coffee?” Simon asked
“How about bed?  
“Of course, you must be tired after your long flight and jet lag,” said Simon mischievously.
Judy walked over and pulled him into a deep embrace. The force was such that he stumbled slightly in his new heels and once again Judy’s tongue was soon filling his mouth.
“Stop….ok….stop….No Judy!” he pleaded
She stopped, shocked by his firm ‘no’ and whispered to him “I am not tired, I want one thing and that is you, upstairs now! And I have bought you a present”
Simon smiled, he loved surprises and she opened her bag and retrieved a carrier bag, from Dubai.
Once in the bedroom, Judy started on him right away. Kissing him and caressing him and rubbing her hands all over his dress. The sounds and feelings of the dress lining moving over his body were like electricity, small, pleasant shocks that ensured he would be aroused. She eased him out of the jacket and grinned with delight at how good he looked in his short, sleeveless dress.
“Oh my, you look divine,” she said smothering him once again with kisses whilst his dress continued with its whispering soundtrack as it rustled across his body. “Now let’s see this new lingerie shall we”
Judy stood back and found the dress’s zipper and slowly teased it down, the anticipation of the reveal was exciting for both. It seemed forever but eventually, she reached the swell of his breast and looked him in the eye.
“Did my mother help you choose your new lingerie?” she asked teasingly, the zip pausing, his breasts moving in time with his heartbeat.
Simon was again caught, he so wanted her to see his new lingerie, to gain her approval, and enjoy the humiliation, but the simple joy was always tainted with guilt and shame. Too often just as his cock was straining against the panty girdle, “this is wrong” would flash through his mind.  
Judy could see it all, his passion, the joy, and the guilt. She leant forward and kissed him lightly on the lips.
“I love you” and the zip started its slow journey South.
“Mmmm what an adorable bra, a sophisticated choice for a classy lady,” she said looking directly into his eyes, “I can tell it was expensive. I bet it feels great to wear, the cups fit beautifully, and that lace detail is divine” and her hand moved to caress the cup.
She leant in and kissed him. “Imagine if these were real” and she caressed his inert breast “and you had no choice, you had to wear a bra every day. Just think of all the pretty bras and tops you could wear”
Simon’s eyes were closed, and he whimpered a soft girlish moan, and she pulled the zipper lower and lower until it reached the end of its travel.
She eased the dress off his shoulders, and he coyly stepped out of it and removed his padded girdle. He reluctantly stood in front of her, for some reason he didn’t like her to see him in just his lingerie as if was just too much for his fragile, humiliated ego.
“My dearest Simon, what sweet panties, stand up straight….yes, a delightful panty and bra ...pretty, practical, and comfortable,” she said and then looking at him directly “You and my mother share such good taste”
Simon blushed, the humiliation and his heightened level of arousal were becoming painful as his erection was going to break free from the constraints of the Cherry Popper. Judy sensed his awkwardness and quickly changed tack to keep him off balance.
“Ok time for a present,” said Judy throwing a bag at him. He looked such a darling peering into the bag, in his new lingerie and tights with his make-up and long highlights. The whole image just made her even keener for sex.      
He opened the bag and sighed. “it’s lovely, but isn’t this all getting a bit serious now?”
“What do you mean honey,” she asked confused.
“I easily have enough clothes for the next 3 months and we keep buying more!” exclaimed Simon
“Oh Shush, let me spoil you, please. Now pop it on whilst I get ready for bed.”
He picked up the bag and slipped into the ensuite bathroom, carefully rolled down his tights, and then withdrew the classic sultry pastel baby pink baby-doll dress from the bag. It was vintage, something more suitable for the 60s and way too girly for Judy to ever wear. It was made from the prettiest sheer super soft chiffon and nylon and had three layers so that it wasn’t completely transparent. It had a round neckline trimmed with embroidered roses and was hemmed in the same material but that was more layered and therefore looked a slightly darker pink.
‘This is so wrong” he thought, ‘but as I have no other choice’ he pulled out the matching nylon full briefs which were scandalously sheer.
He reluctantly undid his new, and now favourite bra. ‘I shouldn’t have a favourite bra’ he thought as he let the straps fall down his arms before carefully folding it for safekeeping. He then placed his thumbs into his panties, moved them around to his hips, pulled them down and let them drop to the floor.  Groaning, he picked them up, removed the pad, and placed his panties in the washing hamper. He then removed his tampon from the Cherry Popper fake vagina and was surprised how much liquid it had absorbed from his orgasm in the car. He wrapped it in toilet paper, and it too went into the pedal bin.
He cleaned himself up and looked at the pile of pink froth that was sitting on the edge of the bath waiting for him.
“Come on!” bellowed Judy shaking him into action.
He removed the Cherry Popper and gave himself, and it, a good clean and then picked up the super sheer pink nylon full briefs. They were so transparent and flimsy that they made the small cotton gusset look robust. He stepped into the nylon briefs and his newly freed cock responded to stimuli of the situation as he drew the soft nylon confection up his smooth legs. He settled the pants into place and his hard-on was barely covered by the pink centre bow. He picked up the baby-doll and spent a few seconds sorting through the nylon and chiffon layers to find the opening. Eventually, he pushed his arms through the right side of the straps and then let the material fall over his body.
“Wow,” he involuntarily exclaimed at the feel of the super-soft nylon as he reorganised the straps, adjusted his hair, and looked at himself in the mirror.
The nighty came down further than he expected as the frilled hem settled just above his knee. He could see the faint outline of his briefs which were seductively visible through the layered nylon. Thankfully, his bulge was hidden as his silicone breasts held the material away from the front of his body. ‘There is no support anywhere he thought, ‘Christ I am even thinking like a woman!’
“What is taking so long?” cried an impatient Judy.
“Perfection takes time darling” he replied enjoying his power.
He moved to the mirror and found his coral pink lipstick and his previously red lips soon matched his new nightwear. A spritz of Chanel No. 5. ‘Showtime’ he thought as he smiled at his reflection.
Judy had drawn the curtains and the bedroom was lit by just one bedside lamp.  The bathroom door opened, and the stronger light poured into the room. Simon nervously came into view, his lack of confidence made him look even more womanly.
She took him in, just as he pulled the light cord to turn the bathroom light off. The sudden change in lighting registered his image almost like a photo in her mind. He sauntered into the bedroom.
“How do I look?” he asked looking down at the baby doll dress with concern
“Oh Sir, I am lost for words, you look adorable but hurry up, I need you,” said Judy, her husky voice betraying her hunger and desire.
He had barely got in the bed before she was mauling him. His body was caught up in his nighty and her hands were everywhere and the layers of chiffon were moving independently of each other.
“God, I have missed you,” she said, her hands running up his leg and finding his bulge. “Oh Sandy, no need to ask if you like your present!”
“I have missed you too” Simon panted in between kisses. “This nighty is lovely but ridiculously girly”
“Just like you are dearest. Now lift those hips” said Judy searching for some purchase on his panties. He complied and the lack of structure in the nylon knickers meant that she almost rolled them down his legs, and she discarded the twisted, banded, figure of eight onto the floor next to him.
Judy spread her legs and mounted him, he slid in easily, they were both wet from the excitement of the anticipation of this moment. She looked down at him, their eyes locked together. He looked so sweet, his long, highlighted, brown hair in a sexy mess, his earrings, the ‘Sandra’ necklace and the oh so pretty, vintage nightdress.
He looked into Judy’s hazel-coloured eyes and there was an intensity and a passion in them that he found slightly scary. Despite that, he loved her, she looked amazing and had a certain glow he hadn’t noticed before. He realised that his hair was now longer than her ash-blond bob, and it was him, not her wearing the necklace.    
There was no doubt as to who was in charge and Judy started with a slow tempo.  They both realised this wasn’t going to take long.
“Oh god, I love you” she whispered, almost to herself, as she gripped him through her vagina.
He was as hard as granite and through force of habit, he tried to penetrate her.
“No, no my darling, you don’t need to do anything. Lie back and enjoy the ride”
Judy picked up her tempo whilst necking him aggressively. She was panting but fit enough to continue to tease him.
“I want to hear all about your date with Dan, see you in your swimsuit and hear about all of your adventures with my mother”
Simon was in seventh heaven. He knew his climax wasn’t far away and she was relentless and continued to whisper as she coaxed him physically.
“Rose loved having you over, she wants to spend more time with Sandra. We are both thinking that Simon might have to stay in Dubai for a bit longer”
As ever her timing was exquisite as he had no bandwidth to process anything other than his orgasm which was being hastened by her words and actions.
“No, no, I’m coming, yes, yes YES!” She felt him within her, it was a strong orgasm, they had all been that way since she had taken charge. Her orgasm was mutual and equally strong. Her scream, a genuine cry of joy mixed with real pain as his pretty red nails dug into her shoulders. She responded with a strong love bite on his neck.
Sandra eventually relaxed and intuitively knew that he would feel guilty after his orgasm. To support his fragile ego, she went into overdrive. She slid down beside him.
“Oh my god, that, was incredible. You were amazing, you have to agree our sex life is fantastic”
Simon looked at her and smiled. He couldn’t disagree
“I love you so much Simon” and she kissed him lightly on the cheek and flicked the light off.


.....................
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