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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.




Chapter 2

Simon woke first, spent, and satisfied from the previous night’s exertions. He found his knickers and redressed and went downstairs. He dug out his comfy slippers and black wrap from his suitcase and made a cup of coffee.
He sat on the same bar stool that Judy had sat on in her sexiest nighty that night, the one that had led them down this road. He sighed, crossed his legs, and shook his head as the hem of the black wrap split open to reveal his pink baby doll dress.
He picked up his phone to check what time the supermarket delivery was arriving and then once he had finished his coffee, he took some bread from the freezer for breakfast and started on chores.
“Washing first.” He retrieved both his and Judy’s laundry bags and took them to the utility room and started to sort them into washing piles. Rose’s lessons were coming in handy and soon he had the first load of colours in the wash. He looked at the handwashing pile, ‘that can wait he thought’ and having heard Judy moving about upstairs, he went back into the kitchen and picked up his case and went upstairs to unpack.
“Good morning” he sang walking into the master bedroom, dumping his case on the bed, unpacking as he continued chatting.
“That was an amazing welcome home last night. Thank you” she said with a warm genuine smile.
Simon said nothing and continued to unpack his case, which once empty, he slid under the bed.
“Come back to bed” Judy implored
“No, I have too much to do. I have got the first load of washing on and I need to get dressed before the Sainsbury delivery arrives. Some of us have things to do”
Judy smiled “What a wonderful wife I have”
“Do you want a coffee?” he asked.
“No thanks darling, but let’s chat over breakfast” responded Judy “I know let’s go out”.
“Ok but I need to be back by 11 for the supermarket delivery,” he replied.
“Cheer up sweetie and wear something nice for me please?” she said.
Simon sighed, he was increasingly feeling like a cross between a sex toy, a maid, and a doll. He still had difficulty dressing in front of Judy, so he pulled a pair of tights and some clean panties from the drawer, grabbed his girdle from the chair, and retreated to the safety of the ensuite.
Judy was planning as she quickly got dressed in her jeans, a clean pink polo shirt, and sneakers before going downstairs to look through yesterday’s post.
Simon fetched a clean Texas Catheter, slid it over his little man, and then stepped into the Cherry Popper vagina. He was getting better at easing his testicles into his body cavity whilst attaching the plumbing and then settling his new equipment in place. Still, it was Wednesday, and Thursday was ‘rest day’ so he could give his skin a break.
Today’s knickers were, well, the everyday variety. Judy wouldn’t approve! He had picked them to go with his new bra. They were modal, whatever that was, and completely plain except for the centre bow. He dragged them into place and eased himself into his new favourite bra before making doughnuts with his tights and rolling the tights up his legs. He sighed, they felt so ordinary, so routine after the drama of yesterday’s hosiery. He arranged his girdle and went back into the empty bedroom for the daily fight with his hair.
He looked in the mirror, and once satisfied that his hair was perfect, he went to the wardrobe, he needed something practical but also pretty. How he longed for jeans or leggings, but Judy had banned them for now. He looked through his wardrobe, and nope, he truly didn’t have an outfit that would suffice, so he would just have to change into something practical after breakfast. ‘Christ, did I just think I have nothing to wear?’
He eventually found a lovely maxi dress, long length with three quarter length sleeves. It was an autumnal red almost bordering on brown with a flowered print featuring complementary colours of reds, whites, and orange.  He pulled it on and sat back at his vanity and applied his make-up. He didn’t know why, but he just wasn’t in the mood today. He grabbed his knee-length suede boots and easily slid his nylon feet into them and zipped them up and then grabbed his new handbag and slid the gold chain over his shoulder. He looked at his reflection in the full-length mirror, and he liked what he saw, ‘hope she likes it he thought.
Judy drove, and it was very quiet in her grey VW Golf.
“You seem quiet today?” he observed, breaking the silence.
She looked at him and smiled. In truth she was worried as today she was going to tell him her news and her plans, and she didn’t know how he would react.  She was pretty sure being in public would force him to behave in a ladylike manner.
“Yes, sorry, just a bit distracted. I am also starving! We didn’t have anything to eat last night, and I had an intense workout before bed” she said smiling as she pulled the car into the pub car park.
The Kings Arms was a stone-built pub just outside the town and it had been given a new lease of life after it was bought by Wetherspoons. They both enjoyed it here, Simon loved the fact you could get a decent pint of real ale for 99p, and Judy couldn’t get over the good value. It was their guilty pleasure as in reality; both were awful snobs! She had rung ahead and secured the table in the snug so that their conversation would remain private.
They both perused the menu and she suggested that they both have the porridge with banana and honey. Simon looked at her, his brown eyes, conveying the disappointment of the lost opportunity for a full cooked English breakfast. She ordered the food on the app and focused on him.
“So, how are you doing?” she asked
“Honestly?”
“Yes, of course” answered Judy.
“Well, I don’t know. The last 10 days with your mum, well that wasn’t easy and if I am honest the whole Sandra thing, I am just not sure, I feel guilty all the time”. He stopped talking as their coffee cups arrived.
“I will get the coffees from the machine” offered Judy and he watched her go. He already felt better having started to share his fears, but there was more to come.
“Thanks, Judy,” he said taking the coffee from her.
“So why do you feel guilty?” she asked
“Look at me!”
“I do all the time and I will tell you what I think. I see a happier version of the person I married. You have lost weight, are drinking less, and exercising more, you look fabulous, and we are having the best sex of our marriage. Furthermore, you and my mother now have a relationship, so I am not sure what there is to feel guilty about. Oh, and buying you presents is going to be sooo much easier!”
He looked at her, incredulous, but was frustrated by their food arriving. Once the server had gone, he continued.
“It, this, it’s just not right” he spluttered
Judy was getting a little annoyed, this was not the conversation she wanted to have, but she realised it was critical.
“Mmm, the porridge is great,” she said. “Why isn’t it right? Who is being harmed?”
He looked at her with disbelief as she continued.
“I’m not being harmed, nor is my mother. I think you are feeling guilty because deep down you are loving it. I mean yesterday at the airport and last week when you bought your new outfit – tell me you were not having fun.”
He looked down at his porridge, trying to come up with a response that would explain how he felt but she pressed on.
“You know what I think the problem is,” she asked without giving him time to reply. “You aren’t living a full life yet as Sandra. I mean all you do is look fabulous, cook, and clean the house. Don’t get me wrong, I am grateful, but that’s not a full life for anyone, irrespective of their gender” she paused for another mouthful of porridge. “I mean, when was the last time you played golf or invited one of the girls from yoga around for coffee”-
-“I can’t do that” interrupted Simon.
“Why not?”
He bought time by taking a large mouthful of porridge, so she filled the void.
“I mean, we can get Sandra into the golf club. You have your clubs, and you would look cute in a pink skort, polo shirt and visor. Oh, and playing off the lady’s tees would do wonders for your handicap.”
She smiled at him and pondered her next move. She knew he felt guilty about living as a woman, but that could be mitigated if the situation was forced on him. She quickly ordered drinks on the app and then they both finished their breakfast in silence.
The server approached their table “morning ladies, I have your bubbly” and he set down the glasses in front of them.
“What’s this for?” he asked confused.
“We are celebrating my dear”
“What are we celebrating?” he continued non-plussed by the situation.
“Well, many things. Firstly, how attractive you are” she said toying with him “and secondly, congratulations, we are going to have a baby.” She said to a shocked Simon.
He heard the words and was speechless. At last, he was going to be a father and this news delighted him, but also made him more depressed about the way he was dressed and his current lifestyle. Some father he thought as he enjoyed recrossing his nylon covered legs.
“Is it mine?”
“Sandra, really, of course, it’s Simon’s,” said Judy with genuine shock at his question. She leaned closer to him and whispered, “Our improved sex life has worked, the child is yours and I am happy to have a DNA test if you want.” She leant back and looked at him, the next few minutes were going to be critical.
“Sorry, it’s the shock, how long have you known, how far along are you?” he asked.
“That’s alright, I am 5 weeks pregnant, and it was confirmed in a private clinic in Dubai last week” she replied. “Anyway, a toast, after all, this will be the last alcohol we drink for the next 9 months.” They picked up their glasses “To the new parents” and they clinked their glasses.
“We?” he queried
She decided to press on. “Yes, we, as I think that you should be the mother”
Simon choked on his Champagne and Judy couldn’t help but laugh as it came out of his nose, but she continued talking as his pretty hand disappeared into his handbag for a tissue.
“So, I was thinking, as you will be raising the child, that you should go to the Antenatal classes as the mother and Rose can go with you. My mom is so excited-“       
“-you told her?” he asked dismayed.
“Yes, sorry, it slipped out when we spoke last week. She thinks you will be a great parent and can’t wait to teach you all she knows. Anyway, it would be too risky for you to do the first 3 months as Sandra and the rest as Simon. So, we thought you should be the mother”
He had finished cleaning himself up and took another sip of champagne. Leaving a delicate lipstick smudge on the glass.
“Are you mad?”
“No, not at all, we can get some larger breast forms and different sized bumps as your pregnancy progresses.”  She paused, time to up the ante.
“Just think about it for a moment, you will get to experience pregnancy first-hand as a woman. I am so looking forward to penetrating you so that you can understand the fear and delight of losing your virginity. Then your home pregnancy test and all the things we will share. It will be very special, and we will do it together as women.”
She looked at Simon, he WAS thinking about it, and she was convinced he was getting aroused as she spoke.
“And you and I will share a special bond, we will be each other’s baby buddy, you will be at every scan and check-up as your belly swells. We will both have to buy and wear maternity clothes and you will be such a pretty mother to be. Men will give up their seats for us and you will join a club, a special club that only women can join. We will complete our pregnancy diary together; share every scan and I will describe every feeling and experience so that it can become your experience. Your belly will swell, your breasts will fill out, and you will be both excited and worried as the due date approaches.”
Judy was breathing slightly harder but kept going. “My plan is that tomorrow, Simon will be asked by his employers to extend his contract by 6 months, which plus the three months remaining on his current contract, gives us the 9 months we need for the pregnancy to run its course. Then a fully trained Simon will then be ready on his return from Dubai to look after the baby”
He heard her words, and he hated himself. He was getting hard at the thought of having to spend a whole year stuck as Sandra but the added stimulus of being a pregnant woman was intoxicating.
Judy knew how to push his buttons. “Rose will be on hand to help us both, but mainly she will help you, as you choose maternity tights, dresses, and the new bras that you will need as your body changes as well as all the other things we will need. Feeding bras, bottles, cot, the buggy, nursing bag etc. She is very keen to give you all the help you need as a new mother and perhaps Dan might accompany you to an occasional antenatal class”
Simon looked at her, shocked by her last suggestion, but Judy hadn’t finished.
“And every evening, you will complete your pregnancy diary and we will spend our days talking and messaging each other about how our pregnancies are going, how we are feeling and trying to guess whether we are having a boy or a girl. It will be a special time for us both”
He was painfully hard, well as stiff as he could be inside the Cherry Popper. He was shaking his head slightly “This won’t work, I mean, how did I get pregnant, who is the father and there won’t be two children and what about your pregnancy?”
Judy was elated, he was not saying no, he was saying how!
“All valid points but for my pregnancy, if I take after mum, there won’t be much of a bump so it should be easy to hide. As for the other questions, how does this sound?”
Judy paused, took a sip of her drink, and then said excitedly “Oh Sandra, I know that Jeff had his sperm stored and it is super news that the IVF has worked! You must be thrilled. I know his death was devastating, so much so, you reverted to your maiden name as you couldn’t bear to be reminded of what you had lost. This baby must be amazing for you”
Simon knew he was beaten, he wouldn’t be able to fight both Rose and Judy and deep down, he wondered if he even wanted to?




Chapter 3

Judy drove them both back home and she continued the conversation from within the car.
“Now, we have a lot to do”
“We do?”
“YES, as you will be losing your virginity this weekend-“
“-About that, I don’t think that is a good idea”
“So don’t think then sweetie. I would like you to get something pretty to wear, something white and virginal dear. Surprise me and I will sort out everything else. God this is exciting!”
Judy dropped him back at their home and set off for her office in a good mood.
“Morning Judy, welcome back,” said her PA, Cindy “Post is on your desk, there have been no disasters while you were away, and can I get you a coffee?”
Judy loved Cindy’s efficiency and how she had just given her permission to relax – nothing had gone wrong in her absence. “No thanks Cindy, I have just had breakfast out”
She closed her office door. Her emails were up to date, and she wanted to spend the afternoon on Simon. She sorted through the post and smiled at the pile for Simon. Their energy provider had changed the account name to Sandra Ward and his new driving licence had arrived again with new details and a more appropriate picture for his new look. The British driving licence doesn’t show gender, although it does have it within the driver’s number. A police officer would know this was a man’s driving licence with a woman’s name, picture and the owner presenting as a woman. Their diversity training would do the rest. Everyone else would accept it as a woman’s driving licence. She now had the documents she needed to open a bank account in Sandra’s name!
She flicked on her computer and started with Amazon looking for next day delivery. She ordered a Clearblue pregnancy test kit, The First-Time Mom's Pregnancy Journal which had handy monthly checklists, activities, and prompts along with a book ‘Your Pregnancy Week by Week: What to Expect from Conception to Birth.’ She then opened a new tab, googled ‘Mother and Baby magazine’, and bought a subscription for Sandra Ward.
She went to the NHS website and after a quick read she ordered Vitamin D and folic acid supplements for them both, added Sandra’s email address to the National Childcare Trust so that they would get their guide and signed up Sandra for antenatal classes which started in about 5 months.
Having looked after him, she turned her attention to herself and contacted her doctor’s surgery to explain she was pregnant, so she was now in the system. She looked at her watch, there was so much to do!
She opened an in-private tab on her browser and went to Amazon again. She ordered two harnesses and 2 King Cock 6-inch dildos with swinging balls and again these would be delivered the next day. That’s the conception sorted she thought gleefully.
She looked at her watch and checked her bank account and saw the credit from the car dealer had arrived. She had sold Simon’s Ferrari while he was at Rose’s and traded it for a red Mercedes SL500. The keys were in an empty paint pot in the garage.
She sat back in her chair and sighed contentedly. This could be perfect for her and work well for him she thought. No, it will be perfect for him as well, she would make sure of that. She opened another private browser tab and searched “fake pregnancy bump” and within 10 minutes she had found ‘Moonbump’, a British firm, which supplied weighted silicone pregnancy bellies for the second and third trimesters. He would need 4 in total, and whilst it wouldn’t be cheap, it was the perfect solution. She downloaded their pdf and ordered the silicone swatches and had them delivered to the firm’s Post Office Box.
Judy ran her hand through her hair, the last hour had flown by, and she was enjoying herself mentally and sexually. She would be horny as hell tonight. ‘Focus!’
Her hands flitted over the keyboard as she investigated how her breasts might change during pregnancy. Her research suggested that they would need larger-sized bras by the end of the first trimester, if not before, and she wondered if another trip to Ophelia’s could be the answer. Simon was going up by a cup size at both the second and third trimester and that was another simple, silicone, purchase. She smiled at the thought of him with an E cup!
Sadly, for Simon, comfort, support, and ease of use were the important factors for pregnancy and nursing bras. They recommended choosing bras that could easily adjust to any sizing change or buying several bras in multiple sizes. Interestingly, they also suggested that a sleeping bra or a nightdress with an inbuilt bra might be more comfortable. Finally, another practical idea was to wear nursing bras during pregnancy as they were functional as well as attractive, with front clasps, turn-down cups in quick-dry fabrics. Overall, the message was clear, when buying bras during pregnancy choose soft, natural fabrics, look for bras that feature a snug, supportive band under the bust line, with wide shoulder straps, and avoid underwire, which could be uncomfortable for sensitive breasts. In summary look for styles that could accommodate nursing pads while offering ample coverage.
Judy sat back again, her vagina was on fire, and it ached for some attention, but this was not a suitable location for relief. The thought of her and Simon discussing maternity bras with her and her mother during their pregnancy was sexy as hell. The poor boy was about to go on a hell of a journey with her. She shuddered, her hand slipped down to her groin, and she rubbed and before long, she was breathing heavily. She started to feel familiar vibrations running through her body and sweat formed on her forehead. The waves of pleasure built, layering, one on top of a glorious another until they all crashed in unison leaving her body tingling all over. She was shocked both at her behaviour and at how powerful her orgasm had been.
Simon dumped his handbag on the kitchen island and went upstairs to change. He had housework to do, and he needed to keep busy. He slipped out of his dress, stepped into his favourite denim skirt, pulled on a purple v necked jumper and pushed his feet into his brown suede and leather flats. He automatically retied his hair with his scrunchie and set about making the bed and packing Judy’s clothes away before her suitcase joined his under the bed. He took one last look at the bedroom, and satisfied that it was tidy, he went downstairs.
In truth, his head was spinning. He was going to be a father, but Judy’s plan for him to be a mother first was insane – surely? He switched the coffee machine on and placed his llama mug, another gift from Judy, under the nozzle and flipped open his laptop. His mind was whirring as he tried to process everything that Judy had said over breakfast. He was going to be a dad and whilst that filled him with joy, ‘some dad’ kept surfacing in his mind as he saw his reflection in any one of the shiny surfaces in the kitchen.
Could he do a whole year as Sandra? He mulled it over in his head. The first three months had flown past, and he had to admit that it had been nothing but a positive for their marriage….so far. Judy seemed, no was, pushing him down this path and she had been right. He had loved buying his new outfit last week and all the effort to look as good as he had at the airport. He also had enjoyed the looks he got, hungry looks from the men and envious or respectful looks from the women. The noise of the coffee machine brought him back to reality and softened the pressure in his girdle.
He blew on his coffee and took a sip. 9 months as Sandra and being pregnant with Judy and of course Rose. All together as women and yet all of them knowing he was a man. Once again, he felt a pleasurable discomfort from his groin and he rubbed his legs together, smiled, he couldn’t deny how much he still enjoyed wearing tights.
He sighed, then there was Judy’s determination that he should share the entire journey. She had very clearly said she was going to penetrate him, and whilst he hoped that might be through the Cherry Popper’s vagina, he was worried that she might use another opening. Is this how women feel before they lose their virginity, he wondered? Being penetrated, would it be painful, what would it feel like, and would he enjoy it? Were these the questions that women thought about or were there others he should be asking himself?
The sound of the gate intercom was a brutal interruption, its contrast to the silence of the kitchen making it sound louder than it was. He opened the door to the utility room and was met by a mountain of a man! He was over 6 feet tall and had tattoos covering both forearms. He was one of those men that were either ex-military, or spent a lot of time in the gym, or possibly both. Simon felt small, and if he was honest, vulnerable in his presence. This was what a real man looks like, he thought, smiling at him.
“Hello Mrs Ward, no substitutions today,” the delivery man said “where would you like the crates”
“On the worktop here please,” he said in his best Sandra voice as the man placed the heavy crates on the worktops allowing Simon to unpack the crates so that the driver could get on to the next delivery.
He then sorted through the groceries, freezing items that he would cook after their sell-by dates and generally refilling the cupboards, fridge, and freezer. He had planned Shepherds pie for dinner but that wouldn’t need much preparation and so he had a free afternoon ahead of him.        
He went back to his laptop and searched for bridal nightgowns, and he was frustrated by the selection. Everything he loved, couldn’t be delivered quickly and all the items available for immediate delivery looked like glorified slips. Whilst his preference was for something shorter, as it would be more practical, he knew Judy would want him to wear something nicer than anything he had seen. In desperation, he tried the Marks and Spencer website and was surprised that they carried wedding nightwear. It was a small selection, which was mainly pretty camisoles and French knicker sets, but they did have one nightdress. It was longer than he would have liked, calf-length on the model, so he thought that would fall well below his knees. It was a sophisticated silk bridal chemise in Ivory, effortlessly stylish and extremely comfortable. It was a classic strappy nightdress design but unusually it had a tie back on the rear. The front had a deep cleavage and was finished with intricate French-designed lace detailing. He added it to the basket, paid, and would pick it up from the shop later when Judy came home.




Chapter 4

Judy had spent most of the afternoon working on case files, most of it was routine, probate, an Inheritance tax return, and the ongoing bitter divorce of a prominent local businessman. She couldn’t concentrate on anything complicated as her body was still tingling after her orgasm. She closed her files and the wall clock showed that it was just past 3 pm, well perhaps a little more time on Sandra, a chat with mum and then home for dinner.
She reviewed what she had achieved. Simon’s name had been changed to Sandra via deed poll. Sandra had replaced Simon on the electoral roll, he now had a driving licence, utility bill, car, car insurance, and car tax all in Sandra’s name along with a credit card linked to Judy’s bank account.
She had then used the new documents to open a bank account into which she could pay him a housekeeping allowance and the thought of him being a kept woman again made her moist. She had applied online but the application had been rejected due to the name change. It had been easier than she thought. One call to their helpline with her pretending to be Sandra Ward, was simple as she knew all the security passwords. She had asked the male operator if he would mind transferring her to a woman and a bright sounding Scottish lady had been very supportive when ‘Sandra’ explained her transition. The account was opened, and she would receive all the details over the next 10 days. She smiled; Sandra was coming to life.
She left the office and drove over to see her mother, and she was in a good mood. The endorphins had lifted her mood and she had the music up loud in the car and was singing, badly. The apple car play interrupted her, and she saw it was a message from Sandra. She pressed it.
‘Hi Judy, if you are going past M&S, could you pick up a parcel for me? xx’ read Siri before asking ‘want to reply?’
“No,” said Judy. He would be able to get it himself tomorrow in his new car!
She arrived at her mother’s, and they embraced warmly. “Come in dear,” said Rose, “the kettle has just boiled”
Rose followed her into the lounge and was pleased to see how clean the house was and that it didn’t have that musty smell that old peoples house’s often had. Rose returned with the drinks and sat down.
“Congratulations dear, I am so pleased that you are pregnant, how are you feeling?”
Judy smiled at her mother, she looked so happy. “I am feeling great, but I am only 6 weeks pregnant, so it is too early to tell anyone yet.”
“How did Simon take the news?” Rose asked cryptically
“Quite well, but to be fair, there was a lot for him to digest. He is delighted that I am pregnant and probably will stay as Sandra until the birth to support me. He is not keen on my idea that Sandra should be pregnant as well so that we can be “Bump Buddies”, but he is thinking about it. Anyway, how were your 10 days with him?”
Rose took a mouthful of tea. “Odd if I am honest. It was strained to start with and the ballroom dancing, my god seeing him dancing in Dan Bridgers arms all prissied up, well it made me angry. I may have been a bit cruel to him at the start, as I was trying to embarrass him and stop all this nonsense. What has he said?”
“Very little so far, we spoke while I was away and he hated his date with Dan, but he seemed to get away with that, but apart from that, he said he had a good time” replied Judy.
“Well just so you know, the swimming costume we bought was from a shop that specialises in mastectomy wear so you may want him to read up on breast cancer, just in case, you know how we women talk. But I have to say he did look amazing in the new dress when we met you at the airport”
“Didn’t he just! But mother, honestly, matching lingerie?” And both women burst into laughter together.
Rose was soon speaking in between the laughter “It was so precious, outside Ophelia’s all he could do was thank me for buying the lingerie and nighties and he just fell in love with that outfit he bought at Red.”  
Judy was amazed as she and her mother hadn’t laughed together in ages, but Rose had more to share “Oh and I had him helping with the housework in his new heels for a couple of days, oh how he moaned about the shoes, but he is a whizz with the hoover”
Judy smiled. “I thought the place was looking very clean.” She said as her eyes ranged around the room. “All I can say mum is thank you. I know you don’t understand all this, but, well, we are happiest that we have been for some time, and I am finally pregnant, so it’s working”
Rose smiled “Well about that, I have had some thoughts. He is going to need a lot of support as he prepares to bring up the baby, and I could do with some help here with the cleaning. I always enjoy company so I am sure we can come to an arrangement that will suit us all.”
Judy’s endorphin level felt like it had just spiked. Her mum was prepared to help the ‘new mother’ “Oh mum, that’s wonderful”
Back in the car, Judy sang her way home in a very happy mood, and she was looking forward to life. Arriving home, she parked the car and nipped into the garage. The new Merc looked fabulous, and she retrieved the keys from the hiding place and threw them into her bag. She walked across the drive, and swung into the hall with a hearty “Hi honey I’m home”
“I am in the kitchen,” cried Simon.
Good, she thought as she walked into a picture of domesticity. He was casually dressed in a denim skirt and purple v necked jumper and was wearing one of her aprons, which was quite unisex. She made a note to change them for something more feminine. Behind him on the stove were various pots and pans as he was cooking dinner.
“Something smells nice,” she said as she hugged him, and kissed him passionately. “Have I told you how much I love you today?”
“No, I don’t think you have”
She kissed him again and started necking him “God, I love you so much!” she said in a raised voice. He shushed her away so he could focus on dinner and Judy looked in the fridge and noticed he had opened a bottle of white wine.
“Are you drinking?”
“Yes, why?”
“Well, you shouldn’t not in your condition”
“Ahh, unlike you, I am not yet pregnant, am I? So, I am enjoying my freedom until you knock me up” he said teasingly.
Judy smiled at the thought of what she had ordered on Amazon and what that would mean for him. She poured herself a diet coke and sat down at the breakfast bar.
“I have got you some presents,” she said.
He turned around, “give me 10 mins and dinner will be in the oven and under control. Why don’t you clean up and we then chat properly”?       
Ten minutes later, Judy returned in her fleecy comfies as she called them, or loungewear as it was more broadly known. “Ready?”
Simon nodded from the other side of the breakfast bar.
“Ok, I have been concerned about how much time you have been spending at home, so I have done something practical for you. Promise you won’t freak out?”
Simon went a bit pale and looked worried “I’ll try” he said.
Judy went into her handbag and found a brown envelope and slid it across the tabletop. He looked at her and then the plain envelope and picked it up and pulled out the tri-folded letter from the DVLA. He expanded it and saw his new driving licence, in the name of Sandra Ward.
Judy could see the confusion and worry all over his face “Relax Simon, it can all be changed back again, and you will see that it doesn’t even have gender on the licence” technically that was all true….ish.  You need to get out more, be more of an independent woman and this will help. As will this” she said placing the Mercedes key in front of him.
He picked up the key “where is the car?”
“In the garage” she replied
“You didn’t sell the Ferrari?” he said in his Simon’s voice. Judy couldn’t face an argument, so she lied “Sandy that wasn’t very ladylike and no it is being stored”
He walked to the front door and Judy followed him, his bottom is cute in that skirt she thought as they walked to the garage. She opened the door remotely and it rose slowly, almost teasing them, as the new car was revealed.
“Look at the number plate – S4 NDY,” she said before reading from the dealer’s blurb. “It is a Mercedes Benz SLK55 AMG cabriolet. 0-62 in 4.5 seconds and will go on to a top speed of 155 MPH. It’s a 2013 model, full-service history, less than 30,000 miles and has an electric solid roof. Isn’t she pretty?”
He looked at the car, and then her “Err, is this really for me?”
“Of course, dear, it so suits your new look, although you will need to be careful if you have the hood down. Anyone could steal your handbag and you might need to protect your hair. I can’t wait to see you in a pretty headscarf, sunglasses, and the roof down and once you are pregnant, this will be far more useful than the Ferrari”
“Thank you I guess,” he said, stunned at the mounting costs and sheer sophistication of Judy’s planning.
“So go on, get in it start her up and let’s take for her a drive?” suggested Judy.
“I can’t do that; I am in the middle of cooking dinner, and I have had a glass of wine”
“Ok, good point, but you can now pick up your parcel from M&S tomorrow”
“What about insurance?”
“All sorted honey, the documents are inside.” She hugged him and kissed his cheek, and they closed the garage door and headed back into the kitchen.




Chapter 5

“Thank you, darling, that Shepherd’s pie was delicious,” said Judy, getting up to clear the table as Simon finished eating. She loaded the dishwasher and put the baking dish into soak as the remnants of the pie were welded on. He finished most of his plate and she removed it, eager to finish the clearing up.
“I am going to get changed,” said Simon.
Judy nodded and went into the lounge and switched the TV on and as ever, there was nothing on the free to air channels, so she looked through Netflix and Amazon.
Simon sat on the bed. He had a new car, a driver’s licence, and documentation as Sandra! This was getting serious; he would have to tackle Judy about it, and he had a nagging concern about the Lasting Power of Attorney they had completed a few years back. It was Thursday tomorrow, his day of freedom, but he decided to start early as Judy had plans for tomorrow night.
He stepped on the back of his shoes whilst unbuttoning his skirt. Soon his tights were off and, in the hamper, girdle on the chair in the corner. He dragged his jumper over his hair, the static causing it to rise even when the garment had reached escape velocity and once again, he was struck by how pretty and how comfortable his new bra was, could he wear it for the third day he wondered. He fetched his pink baby doll dress from under the pillow but left the unsupportive sheer nylon briefs for another time.
Twenty minutes later, Simon appeared, his evening routine completed. He had removed and thoroughly cleaned his Cherry Popper vagina and breasts as he was sure that Judy would want him wearing them tomorrow night. He shook his head slightly, the thought of being penetrated was never far from his mind. He looked in the mirror, his nightdress hung very differently from his flat chest, and he wrapped his black silk gown around himself and popped his comfy grey slippers on, before releasing his long hair from the scrunchy. Despite the missing breasts, he still looked like a woman.
He re-joined Judy in the lounge who patted the cushion next to her on the sofa and enveloped his shoulder in her arm.
“You alright?” she asked.
“Sort of” he replied
“Come on spit it out,” said Judy turning off the TV.
“Well, it’s all just a bit too much really. In 12 weeks, I have become trapped”-
“-you aren’t trapped,” said Judy cutting him off
“Let me finish, I am telling you how I feel. I have become trapped as Sandra. I must look, think, and act like a woman 24/7 and it’s wrong. I’m a man and men don’t share the same lingerie taste as their mother-in-law, go to salons or wear nighties in bed. This is wrong and you seem to be enjoying this more than me.” He finished and looked at her for an answer.
“Well, I suppose you are temporarily trapped as Sandra, but we can end it whenever we want. Simon can resign from his new job and return home, but why would on earth would we do that? I am going to need to you” and she laughed” “to man up and be my bump buddy and help me through this pregnancy. And let’s not pretend you are not hard under all that pink nylon and chiffon”. She grabbed his cock and he blushed at the truth of her observation.
“I get it, you have had a tough few weeks, but I think you have been amazing” she paused and kissed his head, “but as I said earlier, you are only living half a life now. That changes from tomorrow, you now have a car, and I am going to see that you live a fuller life”
“As a woman,” he said
“As my woman” she replied.
“Anyway, you know the best bit about being pregnant?” she asked
“Eating for two?” he tried
“No, but that’s cool, no periods for 9 months and you don’t have to worry about getting pregnant,” she said, happily.
The following morning Simon cleared away the breakfast dishes and went through his post. Just as Judy promised, the car documentation, insurance and tax were all there in Sandra’s name along with a collection of catalogues and offers for woman’s clothes and products. Maybe Judy was right, ‘perhaps I should make more of an effort to have fun?’
He ran back upstairs, it was freedom day, so no Cherry Popper and foam inserts. He went for a plain white panty and bra set and slipped his foam inserts into the cups. It was strange, he missed the weight of his silicone breasts. It was chilly, so black opaques, a padded girdle, his knee-length denim skirt, and a black polo necked jumper with full-length sleeves. He dug out his black trainers with pink laces to complete his look and he was done.
‘Not bad’ he thought, quickly brushing his hair, and spritzing himself with perfume. He was ready, well nearly, he fetched a medium-sized black shoulder bag from the wardrobe and transferred the contents from the smaller bag he had bought at Red.
He skipped down into the kitchen, dumped his handbag on the counter and transferred his new driving licence to his purse, still uncomfortable that something so official declared ‘him’ to be Sandra Ward. He popped the car documents into the bag took a quick look at himself in the mirror. ‘Lippy! he thought and quickly applied some red colour to his lips before putting his sunglasses on.
Despite what he had said to Judy, he liked the car. He opened the electric garage door and slid into the driver’s seat, bottom first, swinging his feet onto the car mat. He dumped his handbag on the empty seat and then moved it to the passenger footwell for security before checking his hair was secure. He fired up the engine and was surprised by the noise it made as the V8 leapt into life. ‘Nice’. He lowered the electric roof and eased the car out of the garage, through the gates and onto the road.
He couldn’t help it, he grinned! He had missed driving and he was also enjoying his reflection in shop windows. He looked like a sophisticated woman, and he enjoyed the attention from other drivers.
He pulled into the shopping centre car park and headed for Marks and Spencer. He entered the store and checked himself, slowed his pace, smiled, and headed for the lingerie section. It was strange being here on his own, having to look for some new tights as he had worn through so many pairs. He was examining the tights, as he was shopping for himself, as a woman. He smiled, he couldn’t believe he was doing this, and he pulled a 3 pack of tights off the hook and read ‘Create an elegant silhouette by slipping into these flattering, body shaping 15 denier tights. The slimming technology creates a streamlined appearance with a shiny look’. Perfect he thought and two packs entered his basket along with a 5 pack of knee-highs.
“Sandy is that you” Simon’s blood rand cold and he turned around slowly and on seeing the woman before him, he was relieved.
“Emma. Lovely to see you, you look amazing as per normal” he said.
“Sandy, I love your hair! You’ve been cheating on me though!” she laughed before saying “fancy a coffee?”
He nodded and they headed off the in-store coffee shop, and once armed with a hot beverage each, they took a booth in the corner.
“Seriously, your hair looks amazing, I love the highlights” gushed Emma “but how have you been, I haven’t seen you for ages”
“Let’s get the hair out the way first – I spent the last 10 days with Judy’s mum, and she booked me in with her salon,” he explained.
“Will you keep the highlights?” asked Emma.
He blushed and nodded.  
“So how long has Simon been away?”
“Just over 3 months, so more than halfway through his contract”
Emma nodded. “I must say I think you have been incredible. I have been following your posts on Facebook and I have to say you looked amazing in the outfit you wore to the airport”
He blushed, looked down at his coffee, and mumbled “Thanks”
“And look at you, the independent woman, out shopping, picking up some tights and having coffee with a girlfriend. I am so impressed”
“Stop it, Emma,” he said jovially
They talked for over an hour, and for him, it was a relief to talk to a friend that knew who Sandra was but wasn’t his wife or mother-in-law. He poured his heart out to Emma and soon a second cup of coffee was needed.
“Judy’s pregnant. Oh congratulations, you must be thrilled”
“Yes, we are but she wants me to be her ‘bump buddy’ and support her by staying as Sandra for another 9 months. She thinks I should go to the childcare courses as I will be bringing up our child while she is at work and that it will be easier if I go as Sandra”
She looked at him thoughtfully, “So 9 months from now?”
He nodded
“Sounds like a good idea, you can explore your feminine side and experience something magical. If you are ever to find out what being a woman entails, having a child is our one superpower. So, what is the problem?”
He spluttered on his mouthful of coffee “Are you mad, have you forgotten” he looked around and whispered, “I am a man!”
Emma smiled, “I had sort of, you look great, and you live, act, and” she looked down at his basket “shop like a woman. So just go with the flow and enjoy yourself”
He rolled his eyes and shook his head.
They finished their coffees and soon Emma air-kissed him on both cheeks
“Great to see you Sandra, and don’t be a stranger. Let’s do this again and see you in the salon soon”
After they said their goodbyes, Simon headed back to the shop and bought two silk scarves. They were by Jaeger and cost over £100 each, but what the heck. If Judy wanted a kept woman, well she would learn, they weren’t cheap. He collected his parcel before realising the time. He had dinner to cook!
He enjoyed the drive home. It was one of those sunny, but chilly days, and he wore the new black print Jaeger scarf. He decided to have the roof down again and as he tied the silk scarf over his hair, he revelled in the sensual feeling over his ears. He realised he was happy, he looked good, his tights and scarf felt good, and as he looked at his reflection, he was hard. It was a different feeling out of the Cherry Popper, but looking so womanly, his cock strained against his girdle. He put his handbag out of sight and drove home, smiling.  
Judy came through the front door earlier than usual; she was after all on a promise!
“Hi Sandy” she yelled as she walked into the kitchen. He was looking, well, like a housewife and he looked up and smiled and she embraced and kissed him.
“Tonight’s the night” she mumbled as she nibbled his ear.
“What did you order from Amazon?” he asked.
“Something for us, for later” and she picked up the boxes and headed upstairs.
Safely in the master bedroom, she opened the boxes and looked at the 6-inch cock with realistic balls – she had ordered two, hers and hers she thought to herself. She then pulled out the strap on harness and stepped into it and adjusted the straps, so that it would be ready for later. Finally, she filled up both cocks with Master Jizz, as Sandy would be getting a lot of action tonight! She slid her tools for the night under the bed for later.
There was a tense atmosphere over dinner. Both knew what was for dessert, but no one wanted to acknowledge it. It was in effect their ‘wedding breakfast’
“I drove the car today, did some shopping, picked up my parcel and had coffee with Emma” started Simon.
“Good, how was the car and how is Emma?”
“The car is lovely thanks. It was good to get out and I took your advice and bought some headscarves. As for Emma, she’s fine and she sends her congratulations”-
“-You told her? Why?” asked Judy
“Many reasons, but mainly because she is the one person that isn’t you or your mother that knows everything. I needed to download, so much so we had to have two cups of coffee. I need someone I can talk to, and Emma is a great listener. Like you, she thinks I should just go with the flow and enjoy my Sandra time. To be fair she would probably feminise men just to increase the business her salon does. It was funny when she saw my hair, she loved it but her first concern was that we might have changed salons”
Judy smiled, and listened to him prattle on, he was even talking like a woman. Eventually, he realised he was doing all the talking.
“Anyway, how was your day?” he asked smiling at her.
“Honestly? I couldn’t concentrate. All I can think about is you, but I did manage to get some work done. The practice is going well and pretty much ran itself whilst I was away. There is another firm in the next town, it’s a one-woman band, she wants to retire, so we may look at expanding and buy her practice”
“Wow that’s exciting,” he said.
“Anyway, enough of this, let’s leave all this for tomorrow and go to bed” suggested Judy
“That’s easy for you as you will be at work. You go on up and I will be up in a bit after I have cleared up” he said starting to stack the dishwasher




Chapter 6

Simon got changed in his room. He decided to apply his silicone breast forms but guessed that Judy would want his dick accessible for later. He left his knickers on, after all, they wouldn’t stay on for too much longer, and carefully applied his breasts. Once firmly attached he used some foundation to blend in the edges and then unwrapped his nightdress. It was beautiful, and silk. He moistened his lips as he felt the material, it was different silk to his headscarves, easier to snag, but had the same level of cool softness. He adjusted the straps and dropped them over his head, and he immediately felt the difference to satin. There was no cold shock, it was instead a light, soft wave that fluttered down and kissed his body. Once settled he was glad that it was calf-length as it felt glorious. It also rustled less than satin, instead, there was just a whisper as he moved his body within its silken embrace.
There was an un-ladylike bulge in his panties, and he used some toilet paper to prevent any leakage onto his new nightdress. He sat at the vanity, looked at himself, and decided to wear his ‘Sandra’ necklace. He applied some Chanel No 5 and brushed his shoulder-length hair so that it shone and made the most of his highlights. He looked into his own eyes, ‘Tonight I will lose my virginity and be penetrated’ he thought, and he couldn’t deny he was nervous.
Judy waited patiently in bed, she knew what a moment this was for any woman, let alone Simon. She heard the faint whisper of his nighty and the give from the floorboards announcing his arrival. He appeared in the doorway, stopped, and smiled.
Judy took in the delicate ivory coloured wrapping around her man. Thin spaghetti straps, a pretty lace that ran around each breast cup that met to form a plunging v neckline. His pretty hand reached up to one of the straps and he looked her in the eye.
“You like?” he asked playfully
“Love it and love you” she replied adoringly “but can you please get into bed?”
He climbed into bed, and she was on him in a moment. She started kissing him and running her hands across his silken sheath.
“Mmm, you feel and smell as good as you look” she murmured as her hands ranged over his body.
He responded and he dropped his hand towards her groin and froze as he felt the alien lump. At first, he couldn’t comprehend what it might be, and he moved his hands over her bum and felt the straps through her shorts.
“Don’t be frightened little one, we have all night. Tonight, I will take you as my woman” she rolled onto her back  “trust me and let me take you to the next level of your femininity”. She pulled his face to hers and kissed him “Oh Sandy….you make me so hot.”
She delicately guided his hand down to her strap on and held it there firmly as his hand tried to recoil. “I need some release. Please baby”
He was confused, but with her guidance, her shorts were soon on the floor and all he could see was her erect 6 inches of silicone cock, lifelike with realistic veins.
“Come on baby, pleeze,” she said gently cupping the back of his neck and guiding his head lower and closer to her target.
“No, Judy, No”
“Yes, my darling, it’s a right of passage for all women and that includes you,” she said pulling his head lower. He stopped, reorganised himself and his nighty, his hardness was very visible. He then approached her maleness at a 90 degrees angle from his side of the bed and she watched as her cock became enveloped by his pretty hair, which tickled.
“Come on Sandy, you know what I need. Be a good girl for me”
And he did. He pulled back some hair over his ear, looked at her, and then he started to lick and kiss her strap on.
“That’s it, baby, that’s good” she encouraged and then his head started to move up and down and Judy thrilled at the vision in front of her. Her, sweet, sissy, feminised husband was wearing his bridal nightdress and worshipping her strap-on.
“That feels wonderful keep going my darling”
He couldn’t speak. In truth, he was too ashamed to say anything, and his cock was sore and needed attention but that would have to wait. He worked at the strap-on and started to deep throat the phallus. He was both horrified and pleased at the achievement and all the time Judy supplied a commentary designed to push his buttons.
“Oh Sandy, take it all, you are such a beautiful woman, that’s it and remember when I come, good girls always swallow”.
He looked up in horror, reassured at the thought that this was a plastic dildo, so such threats were just role play. He continued to work her cock, and kept looking at her, she was genuinely getting off from the blow job. He could smell her vagina, the scent getting stronger with time.
“Oh Sandy, oh baby I love you, I think I’m gonna cum”
He felt Judy’s hand, more firmly now, on the back of his head and he continued to suck, slurp lick, and tickle the strap on with his teeth
“I’m gonna come, god Sandy, I love you”.
Judy dropped her free hand to the realistic balls and started squeezing. Simon felt it at once, a strong jet of something hit the back of his throat. He had no choice but to swallow or he would have taken it into his lungs. So, he swallowed and looked at Judy in confusion, who gave her balls another two squeezes in quick succession before releasing his head. He continued to swallow, the taste was revolting, but he managed to not spill a drop as he lifted his head off her.
“Oh baby, that was wonderful, the best blow job I have had for some time,” she said. “Kiss me.” They embraced and she continued “That was great baby. You are a natural cocksucker”
He winced inside at her compliment, but she was in full flow “that was the foreplay my dear sweet Sandy. But now you understand what it’s like to give head so when the girls talk about it, you will be able to relate. Could you smell my juices as you worshipped me?”
He nodded, he could, her musky scent was everywhere.
She continued “But don’t worry my darling, real cum tastes nicer. I wonder if you will ever blow a real man?”
Simon was so hard, he hated himself for what he had done, but he couldn’t deny how aroused he was. But all that could wait as he was desperate to get the taste of the fake semen out of his mouth.
“Will you excuse me for a moment, I need to freshen up?” he said and went to the bathroom to rinse his mouth water and mouthwash.
“Sure baby, but should I be worried if you start carrying mouthwash in your handbag” teased Judy.
He closed the bathroom door. He knew what she had planned for him, and it made him anxious. He grabbed some lube and applied a generous amount to his rosebud and didn’t put his panties back on, there was no point being coy from this point forward.
Whilst he was in the ensuite, Judy reloaded, replacing the empty dildo with the jizz filled replacement and waited for him.
He soon returned to his side of the bed, and subtly dropped his panties on the floor within easy reach for later. He slipped under the sheets and re-joined Judy, who was in no mood to rush. She was enjoying his apprehension and relished controlling the pace.
“You know I love you and that you are the girl for me, but I want more”
“More?!” he exclaimed.
“Sshh my sweet one, let me finish. I want more, I want us to have a family”
He admired how she had brought it around to their current situation and knew she would want him to play along.
“But I am scared, it’s my first time, and I am worried it will hurt or that I won’t do it right”
She smiled, turned her head towards him and kissed his forehead. “Don’t worry, let me do all the running and she started French kissing him” Ten minutes later she planted a long lingering kiss on his lips.
“Now, love of my life, let’s make a baby. Relax and let me do all the work”.
She straddled him, below his knees and brought her strap on cock directly into his eye line. She grabbed his calves and pushed his smooth, shiny legs up, bending them at the knee before lifting his ankles over her shoulders which allowed his legs to naturally splay as they slid back down from shoulders.
She looked at him “Nice”
He was both confused and worried
“Don’t worry this will be fun, I promise” and she worked his pretty silk nightdress up his body, over his shoulders and it joined his panties on the floor. She looked into his confused eyes. This would be a journey of discovery for them both, they were virgins at this, although she had done extensive research. She looked down at him, his breasts even lolled like a real woman and as she thought that she realised her pussy was on fire. She picked up the lube and handed it to him “you know what to do”
Simon silently thanked God that she had remembered the lube and as he squirted some on his hand, he was lost in her goddess-like beauty. Her firm breasts, the trim but definite childbearing hips and, despite the strap-on, she radiated a female power that he found intimidating.
He rubbed the lube onto the strap-on and then wiped the excess on her arms. They both laughed, it was a moment of light relief as they both knew that after tonight, he was to go on a new journey. Motherhood.
“Ready?” asked Judy, her tone, warm and full of affection.
He nodded “Please be gentle”
“Of course, I could never hurt you”
Judy wriggled down the bed slightly and lifted his cheeks and looked directly at him. She guided the head of her dildo to his virginal entrance.
“ooh” he cried
“You ok?”
“It’s cold, that’s all” and again they both laughed which lessened the tension.
She guided the dildo close to its target and let him get comfortable and then she applied pressure and she felt Simon clench.
“No baby, it will only hurt more if you fight it, relax.” He stopped clenching his muscles and she pushed again, increasing the pressure until at last, she felt the invisible barrier crumble and she was inside him. Simon’s eyes widened in shock and Judy paused so they could both savour the moment. She smiled at him and whispered.
“I love you” and pushed, the dildo slid in further
He could feel the alien object, it was wrong, and it was starting to hurt, not intensely but like the burn from a stinging nettle. “Stop, it’s hurting, it’s too big”
His pleas were like an accelerant, reminding Judy that she was in charge and so she pushed and worked the rest on the dildo fully into him.
“Ssh my dear, all virgins feel that way at first. Now relax and let me fuck you into womanhood”
He gasped and she continued “now for the fun, keep your legs in the air my darling”.
He complied all the while making eye contact as she began to slide in and out, slowly at first. She watched as his pain lessened, his confusion giving way to pleasure as she picked up the pace. Her free hand started to play with his hard cock.
“I’m gonna screw the last ounce of male privilege out of you my dear. Look at you, pretty hair, breasts lolling as you are being shagged, impregnated, as a woman. It is you on your back, getting penetrated by your lover as you are forced to live as a woman, dress like a woman and now have sex like a woman. You, like all women, will understand what it is like to be pounded by a hard cock, and Sandy” she stopped and leant forward “you are going to love it sooo much we might have to keep you like this forever”. She continued to pummel him through her dildo whilst working his cock with her lubed hand.
He heard her words, they shocked and thrilled him in equal measure, forever!
“Oh my god, Judy…oh god…….Ohh….ooooo…….oooh God……oh Judy” and he was getting lost. So much stimulation, all at once was almost too much to bear. Visually he was being fucked by the woman he adored, she was playing with his cock and her dildo was creating new and different waves of pleasure.     
She had reached a happy rhythm and he was delirious and caught between heaven and hell. The “painful” stretch and depth inside him was no longer alien or unwanted. Instead, his ‘fullness’ was intoxicating and the feeling of a well-lubed penis moving back and forth was surprisingly wonderful, and he knew that he didn’t want this to be the last time. He could feel his prostate being hit and massaged and the stimulation radiated directly through his penis and indirectly through the rest of his body. It felt titillating, orgasmic, and perfect.
“Oh god…oh god…oh god….I am coming”
Judy picked up the pace, and she could feel her juices rolling down her leg, but she didn’t care. Tonight, was all about him, and she watched as his breasts shook, the ‘Sandra’ of his necklace now hidden, his long hair a mess, and his face…his beautiful sweet feminine face, a picture of pleasure. She guided his hand to his cock so that he could pleasure himself while she focused on her work.
“I love you Sandy” and she drove harder and faster and watched as his pretty eyes started a grimace on his face.
“I’m coming, oh god”
Judy kept the rhythm up, the soft ‘fap’, ‘fap’ of her thighs against his skin, counting out for them both to hear. She could sense he was close, and she dropped a free hand down the dildo’s ball sack and pumped. Simon screamed as he orgasmed anally, and his cock fired ropes of hot semen over his breasts and face. His eyes widened as he felt her stream of fluid unload within himself.
Sometime later, he found a few words. “Oh god, Judy, that was…….” And like her, he had run out of energy. Spent, panting, and sweaty. He was smiling, beaming, pleasure pouring from every pore. Judy ran her finger over his stomach and transferred some of his spunk to her finger “time to try the real thing” and she put her finger into his mouth, and he sucked it clean.
He started to cry. He didn’t know why he just did.
“You ok?” he nodded and smiled through the tears.
“I felt so loved and wanted” he managed between sobs
“That’s because you are sweetie,” she said planting a delicate soft kiss on his forehead, before trying to kiss each tear away. She slowly removed herself from him, and he sighed as the fullness inside him disappeared. She unclipped the dildo and lay next to him.
“Are you sure you are, ok?” concern etched on her face
His tear and cum stained face rolled to face her
“Ok? That was better than ok, that was unbelievable, thank you, Judy. I love you”
“Love you more”
“Good”
“But I might love you more after a shower,” she said through a smile, and you will be leaking soon, and she giggled.
“What about your needs?” he asked.
“Sandy that’s so sweet, but that can wait, tonight was never about my needs”




Chapter 7

Judy was woken by the alarm, Simon asleep next to her in his pretty ivory nightdress. She kissed his exposed shoulder, whispered: “I love you”.
Simon woke late, he was both tired and refreshed, satisfied and sore. Last night had been amazing, Judy had opened a whole new door of pleasure and exploration. He went to the bathroom, hiked his nighty up and dropped his knickers. He sat and peed, an inner glow was winning out over his shame. He looked at his pad, it had been truly used as the fake jizz, had leaked out with some blood, and tainted with obvious streaks of brown.
He sighed, threw his nightdress and knickers into the magic hamper (so-called because clothes magically reappeared cleaned and put away) and took a long hot shower. As he soaped himself all he could think about was last night.
Judy had treated him completely as a woman, he had sucked her ‘cock’ and swallowed that awful fake jizz. He smiled at her words, yes, he could be one of the girls if that topic ever came up in discussion. But she hadn’t stopped there, she had made love to him, she had penetrated him and left her fake seed deep inside his guts. It was him, not her, that leaked all night and he had loved it. The strength of his orgasm was off the charts, and she knew that he would want more of the same.  
She was at her desk early, she was fizzing after last night but desperate for release, still tonight would be her turn! She fired up her computer and looked at her diary; a few appointments; a house completion and some reminders for outstanding matters that needed to be chased but all that could wait. She opened an envelope marked ‘addressee only’ and read the note from ‘Moonbump’ before looking at the silicone swatches. She quickly picked the best match for Simon’s skin tone and then opened a private tab on her browser. She ordered a silicone belly for weeks 13-21 and paid £270.    
Simon chose a matching black panty and bra set from his drawer and pulled the knickers over his Cherry Popper vagina and smoothed it into place. He then slipped his arms into the bra and skilfully hooked it up behind his back. He then unconsciously adjusted his breasts and straps and once comfortable he opened a new pair of the tights he had bought at M&S. He gathered them up into polo’s (the sweet with a hole) and enjoyed the sensation of the 15-denier encasing his legs. After a certain amount of shimmying, tugging and adjustment he was happy that they sat correctly over his body, and he covered his groin with the padded panty girdle.
He wandered over to his wardrobe, he knew today was a dress day he just didn’t know why. He hummed happily as he sorted through his options. Pulling a few out, held them up to his body and shook his head and rehung them. Then finally, yes there it was, one of his impulse buys, which he had yet to wear.
He withdrew the frock and gave thanks to the fashion gods for elasticated waists. He inserted his arms into the full length, black, sheer flounce sleeves with their delicate frill cuffs and then tipped the rest of the material over his head and tugged the layered dress down over his body.
He looked at himself in the mirror and laughed. It was so femmy he was instantly aroused, and it made him happy. The dress had a round neck with a little drawstring bow to allow one’s modesty to be preserved. The material was a polyester and cotton mix and its A-line design hung beautifully from his hips. The print featured dusky pink roses with green foliage that subtly popped from the jet-black background. He found the thin belt, it was a high waisted dress, and did it up. The belt marked the end of the bodice and the start of the pleated skirt. Who doesn’t like a pleated skirt? He thought as he guided his feet into his black court shoes. He felt too pretty, too happy, to remain at home.
The phone rang and she reached for the receiver and picked up the handset. “Hello”
“Rose, is that you?”
“Sim, Sandra is that you?”
They both laughed and said “Yes”
“Hi Rose, I just wondered if you fancy going out for some brunch?”
Rose was stunned, “Missing me already dear?”
“Well yes, if I am honest. I am feeling happy today and I wanted to share it with someone, and I thought of you….mum”
Rose’s eyes swivelled upwards at how much like a woman he sounded “Ok dear”
“Great, I will pick you up in 30 mins”
Simon exhaled, that had been harder than he expected but he so needed some company. Judy had been right; he had been living his life in just one dimension. He sat at his vanity and applied his daytime make-up but opted for a more muted pink lipstick to match the print of his dress. He spritzed some perfume and walked through the mist. He looked once more at himself; he would do.
It was a dry day, so no need for a coat. He grabbed his handbag and put his hair into the same black silk scarf he had used yesterday. He popped his oversized round sunglasses on and blew himself a kiss as he passed the mirror, set the alarm, and headed out to the garage.
He started the car, pressed the switch to lower the hood and then selected the new Elbow album for the journey, the volume up a little louder than it should have been. It was a short ride over to Rose’s and he sang along, badly, all the way.
Rose saw the red Mercedes coming down the street and tutted at the music before noticing the number plate. It couldn’t be, oh dear it was, the plate read Sandy. The car stopped in her drive and two short beeps announced his arrival. She picked her handbag up from the floor next to her chair and went out to meet her surrogate daughter.
Simon turned the music down and watched her as she approached. She was wearing a pair of denim jeans with a white-flowered print oversize shirt that hung loosely over her hips and a pair of brown ankle boots that matched her handbag.
She joined him in the car, having moved his handbag to a more convenient space in the footwell.
“What a lovely surprise Sandra”.
“My pleasure,” he said reversing the car back into the street.
“Where are we going?” she asked
“It’s a surprise mum and it’s my treat”
He pulled the car into the car park of the Bedford, and they went into the hotel. The elegant surroundings and crisp starched linens were a clear sign that this wasn’t to be a cheap breakfast. The waiter sat them and then addressed them both
“Welcome ladies, how about a bucks fizz or glass of Champagne while you peruse the breakfast menu”
Rose looked at Simon, who nodded, and she said “Champagne for me”
“And me as well” he added.
“Well Sandra, what a difference a week makes. New car and I must say you are radiant today; you have a real glow. I am slightly jealous”
“Oh mum….stop it,” he said laughing “the car was a present from Judy as she was concerned, I wasn’t getting out enough and as for the glow….that’s her fault as well” and both he and she blushed.
They chatted over breakfast, reminiscing over their week together and the fun they had both shared at the airport.  Rose’s attitude had softened towards him once she had realised how empty the house was after he had gone.
Judy looked at the seventh version of the message underneath a picture of a happy Simon Ward holding a glass of Champagne ‘Delighted to announce that my contract in Dubai has been extended by a further 6 months. Her finger hovered over the blue ‘Post’ button, could she do this to him? Force him to spend the next 9 months as Sandra.
She reflected on his joyous orgasm last night and how grateful he had been to be fucked like a woman and she pushed the damn button.
She then went to her account ‘Glad it’s become official and many congratulations. Gonna miss you though ☹ xx’. She shuddered, composing the post, making the decision for him combined with the lack of release from the previous night made her uncomfortably horny. Simon or Thor were going to get a workout tonight.
Emma looked at her phone and smiled. She would have Sandra as a customer and friend for the next 9 months at least. She typed quickly ‘Congrats Simon, don’t worry about Judy
Ward and Sandra Ward and I will look after them while you are away xx’ and hit ‘Post’. She put her phone back in her pocket and carried on cutting her customer’s hair.
The waiter cleared the plates, leaving Simon and Rose with their pot of coffee and pastries. Rose signalled for him to return and asked if he would take a picture of them both. She handed him her phone, and she and Simon smiled as the picture was taken. Rose thanked the waiter and showed Simon the picture.
“Lovely ….mum,” he said.
Rose added it to her timeline ‘Treated to brunch @The_Bedford by my surrogate daughter Sandra Ward’ and hit ‘Post’ and once the message had gone, she couldn’t help seeing the notifications. She picked on the one from Simon Ward.
“Oh my” she exclaimed
“Everything ok mum?” he asked concerned
“I have just seen Simon’s news” she replied
“What news?” he asked puzzled
“You might want to look at your phone dear”
Dan Bridger was taking a coffee break and saw the picture of Sandra Ward with Rose. He hit ‘like’ and thought that she looked even prettier than normal for some reason.
Simon dug through his handbag and retrieved his phone, his face ID quickly unlocked it, and he flicked through Simon Ward’s timeline and saw the news about the contract extension and his shoulders slumped.
“She didn’t tell you?” asked Rose
“We had talked about it, but we hadn’t agreed to anything,” he said, and the news had taken some of the wind out of his sails.
Rose felt a bit sorry for him, not much, but maybe a little. “Look on the bright side. We can get to know each other much better and prepare for the arrival of the baby together. It will be fun I promise”
He smiled weakly and Rose continued.
“Do you know you have glowed this morning, you were radiating happiness and it shone through your entire body? It made you look more interesting, attractive, and pretty in that lovely dress. Please don’t let the news take that from you, my dear girl”
“I will try” and he looked down at his pretty dress, felt the drape of the pleated, layered skirt over his 15 denier encased legs and thought maybe she had a point.
Rose couldn’t resist “Just think of all the shopping we will need to do” and they both laughed.
Simon dropped Rose off and reflected on his situation. He was trapped as Sandra for the next 9 months and he rubbed his legs together. He could get through it, with the right support….firm support, as the force in his groin grew.




Chapter 8

The best thing about an argument is make up sex. They argued from the moment she got in, over dinner and after dinner. Simon was furious about the contract extension, but Judy found it difficult to believe how upset he was in that black dress, and he still had some inner happiness that she couldn’t quite put her finger on.
She tried to lighten the mood, teasing him about being a ‘lady who lunched’ and sharing her delight that he had taken her mother out for brunch. Rose liked company, and it would allow Judy more time until her duty visit was due.
Dinner was strained, a lazy pizza and a poor side salad. His efforts in the kitchen perfectly reflected his anger and she was surprised that he hadn’t deliberately burned the meal. The angry silence had now lasted over an hour, and she was worried he might not want to have sex tonight. She smiled, at least rape wasn’t possible, but he could allege sexual assault.
The same row then restarted, and she was too frustrated and annoyed to mess around
“Shut up woman!” she yelled. “Last night we both had incredible sex and now we are fighting”
“But you should have asked” he whined whilst picking at his skirt. She realised at that moment he looked like and had been cursed at as a woman and that power made her even hungrier for sex.
“Let me make it up to you in bed” she ventured.
He looked at her, anger in his eyes but temptation in his lips.
“Last night was all about you, and I need you inside me tonight” and to her relief, the temptation moved from his lips to his eyes.
“Ok, but this doesn’t mean I have forgiven you,” he said sullenly. He sounded like a spoilt little girl she thought to herself, and that made her even wetter.
She swallowed, “Why don’t you go on up, wear that baby doll we bought together and get your organic strap-on ready for action”
He needed no further encouragement and tore off up the stairs and reluctantly hung up his favourite dress and, with more energy, removed his padded girdle, tights, and bra before grabbing his baby doll from the chest of drawers, which now overflowed with his panties, bras, nighties, slips, tights, shapewear, and other feminine fripperies.
He moved into the bathroom, Rose’s training ‘flowing and graceful dear’ running through his head. He removed the Cherry Popper vagina. He massaged his maleness to freedom, and it relished its escape and started to grow. He then got into bed, knickerless, and waited for her whilst reading his new Jude Deveraux novel ‘Heartwishes’.
Judy walked into the bedroom, and her love and desire for him nearly exploded. He looked so sweet, with long hair, pretty stud earrings, Sandra necklace, in his little black baby doll reading his romantic fiction book.
“You look good enough to eat,” she said, meaning every word. He smiled coyly and went back to reading his book. She quickly stripped. Tonight, she would be naked, like an animal and he, her prey. She ripped the covers back and jumped in whilst covering herself with the duvet in one swift move.
“Hello you”
He ignored her and carried on reading until her hand found its way under his baby doll and he flinched as she rubbed his cock.
“Cold hands” he cried putting his book down.
“Warm heart and tonight my darling Sandra, I am going to take you as my lesbian lover and there will only be two women tonight, there will be no place in this bed for Simon tonight”
She kissed him, her tongue mixing with his, to stop him talking and continued “Sandy, tonight I will be on top, and you will wear the dildo”
He looked confused and so she kissed him, “Ssshh, trust me, my darling girl”. They continued to kiss and cuddle; it was the perfect antidote to their anger.
She paused, and moved to the edge of the bed, “Time for the strap on Sandy,” she said holding the harness in her hand.
“I know it’s your first time, so let me help you” and she eased each leg through the loops and shimmied it up to his groin. She pushed each testicle and then his cock through the hole that would normally hold the dildo and, after he raised his hips, the harness was in place and tightened securely.
Simon was a bit shocked, but it wasn’t uncomfortable, and he trusted her. He sat up on his bended knees, the baby doll, supplying scant coverage for his hard member. He kissed her neck, and she enjoyed his loveliness, as he wore his dildo harness and baby doll. A perfect lesbian lover with an ultra-realistic cock.
She embraced him as he kissed her, like a woman. She breathed in his womanly scent, the remnants of Chanel No 5 lingering all over his body and caressed his soft womanly skin and tasted his lipstick. “Oohh….yess….ooff”
He slowly started to work his way down her body.  Her whispering was like a radar guiding him to an unseen target, it got louder as he softly kissed her breasts and he tried to be graceful, flowing, and soft. He continued south, his hair and lips now tickling her pelvis. He stopped, pulled his long hair over one shoulder, and smiled at her. He kept eye contact as he went down into her vulva, a teasing quick kiss before he lengthened the foreplay by planting delicate kisses on her inner thighs
“Oh god Sandy, where did you learn to do that?” she exclaimed.
He ignored her and decided not to keep her waiting too long and soon his tongue slipped into her, and slid, licked, and tickled its way up to her clitoris. He knew she wouldn’t need much stimulation to reach an orgasm, so he started to tongue her, all around the clitoris, licking it up, down and all-around whilst varying the pressure.
Judy couldn’t believe it, this felt so good. He was becoming a perfect lover “oh jeez, Sandy, ooh…oh my god” and he used her feedback to improve his technique.
His body was also enjoying itself. His cock was now erect, and hard, and looked even more like a realistic dildo. He continued to lick, using both the point and flat of his tongue and sure enough like night follows day, she orgasmed, powerfully.
“Oh Sandra, Sandy, oh god, I love you” she screamed as her body pulsated as her pleasure wave exploded like a sonic boom. He felt the shockwave through his hands on her legs, and from the surge in her juices, so he continued to lick.
“Oh Sandy, I don’t think I can take any more,” she yelled.
He ceased his foreplay and moved up next to her and sat up on his knees. He lifted his baby doll “but I am wearing your favourite dildo” he said pouting.
She couldn’t help, she giggled at the enormity of what she had created “If you insist, on your back girl”
He complied and within seconds she had straddled him. He couldn’t believe her sexual appetite, she used to be a monthly missionary position girl, but now, she was a force of nature.
“Oh Sandy, my pretty lesbian, I think I am falling for you.” She rubbed his cock and unsurprisingly it was hot, solid, and ready. “And your dildo is so realistic” and in one simple move, she had pushed herself onto it. “Oh, that feels so good”
She leant forward and kissed his unfeeling breasts through his baby doll before moving to his lips whilst her hips started to move slowly up and down. His eyes closed. His face was beautifully framed by his long hair across the pillow. She started to increase her tempo, the foreplay had been amazing, but it was only an amuse-bouche for him and her.
“Oh, yes, faster please, harder,” said a delirious Simon. She smiled, he did just say harder and so she picked up the pace.
“Just think, you have 9 more months as Sandy, my pretty lesbian lover, in her skirts and dresses being loved by me as a woman, being impregnated by me and with no way out”
Simon hardened at her love, the lovemaking and of course her words. She continued to ride him, faster and harder just like he had asked for and she could feel her second orgasm was close. She focused on pounding herself onto his manhood and soon his delirium gave way to words.
“I am…ooooh….oh god that feels good”
“Sandy, if you get pregnant, will you be my yummy mummy, a MILF?”
“Always” he uttered as she felt his seed spew into her just as her second orgasm coursed through her pelvis
“Oh YES,” she screamed.




Chapter 9

A week later, Simon and Judy were both relaxing over a weekend breakfast. They hadn’t discussed it, but both were enjoying their new sex lives. She felt confident enough to push him further.
“How late are you sweet?”
“Late?” he queried.
“Your period silly. Check your app”
He knew it was pointless arguing and he didn’t want to spoil what had been a relaxing breakfast. He picked up his phone, and flicked on the flow app, “11 days according to this”
She smiled affectionately “we better do a pregnancy test” and she pulled a test from her dressing gown pocket and passed it to him.
He looked perplexed, “it’s not hard, just pee on the stick and wait for an answer.......but take care you don’t pee on your hand.”
He made no move and went back to reading his tablet.
“Come on, be a good girl,” said Judy in a tone that made it sound like the order it was.
Simon sighed, put down the tablet and went off to the cloakroom. This is madness he thought as he dropped his panties and sat on the loo. He unwrapped the test, read the instructions and released his bladder. A stream of urine flowed through the Cherry Popper, and he waved the wand through the hot stream. The sight of his delicate hand holding the pregnancy test under his fake vagina with his panties around his knees was surreal, typical Judy, it’s all about the details.
He walked back into the kitchen “let’s see” said Judy and a disinterested Simon handed it over and, sweeping his nighty and wrap underneath him, as he sat back down to his coffee.
Judy took the test in her left hand and dropped it into her pocket as she had another test in her right hand. “Looks fine, a couple of minutes we should have an answer”
Two minutes later Judy looked at her feminised husband “Well, what does it say?”
He put down his tablet and with a bored resignation he picked the blue plastic tube up and, as with all magic tricks, he looked dismayed but none the delight that comes with close-up magic.
“Well, tell me.” She urged.
“See for yourself,” he said sliding the test across the wooden table.
“Oh Sandy, congratulations, you are pregnant!” and she rushed over to hug him “So you are about 6 weeks pregnant, just the same as me. How wonderful that we will share this experience”
“Knock it off Judy, this is ridiculous”
Judy nearly lost it; such was her anger. Instead, she replied in her best courtroom voice, as if she was addressing the Jury.
“No, you knock it off. I have done nothing but help and support you, buying you clothes, helping us explore your cross-dressing, opening your mind and body sexually. I also have loved you more intensely, both physically and mentally, than at any time in our marriage. It’s a marriage Simon, it’s a team sport and not all about you”
“But, but yes” he stammered “it’s just that I don’t want to be a woman, I just like dressing up now and again”
“And that’s fine, but this isn’t just about what you want. I NEED you and as Sandra, you can provide this family with what it needs. Support for me, as I continue to work, and knowledge for you as you will be taking more of the caregiver role after the birth. Think of it as being my bump buddy and Pregnancy PA, organising and attending appointments, filling prescriptions, preparing the house for the birth while I focus on my career. Just like I did for you when you worked in the city.”
Her rant had left little avenue for him to complain, but he still tried “But this is wrong, we are having a baby, I can’t fake a pregnancy”
Judy decided that it was time to be harsh. “You can, and you will my dear Sandy, or we can end all this nonsense and I can file for a divorce siting your gender confusion as reasonable grounds”
Simons face collapsed “No Judy, you wouldn’t, would you”
Judy felt powerful, but his weakness created a new emotion for her, mercy. “No, of course not, but only if this marriage stays a team sport. Anyway, I have got you a present”
She went to the study and returned with a plain Amazon box. “Now first things first, I want a picture of the mum to be with the pregnancy test”
“NO! I don’t want this on Facebook” he said with fear and alarm
“I agree, this is just for us, to remember a special year in our lives when we are older. Now, come on”
He picked up the test but was sullen and uncooperative.
“No, Simon, SMILE, this is a happy day, we have been trying for kids for ages and finally it happened, so please can you glow, as you did in that dress yesterday” she held up the camera “Smile……that’s it…..hold the test result toward me…perfect!”
Simon put the pregnancy test on the table and opened the box to find ‘The First-Time Mum's Pregnancy Journal” and he looked up confused.
Judy laughed, “Yes dear, I am outsourcing my pregnancy to you. As this is our first pregnancy it will be an exciting time filled with moments and milestones we will want to remember forever. Together we will record every precious memory as we prepare for the arrival of our little one. It even has a slot for the pregnancy test, and the photo we just took, is for the journal”
Simon looked at page 1, the details for Sandra Ward had been completed along with a photo of him, smiling and happy at the airport in his red multi tweed jacket and dress. The Due Date was left blank. Sad, but true, but he couldn’t help thinking how good he had looked in that outfit!
He turned to page 2 ‘I’m pregnant’ which had questions for the parents; when and where did they hear the news and what was their reaction. Judy slid a pen across the table.
The following weekend, Simon woke first. He had a great night’s sleep, and it was already mid-morning. He quietly slithered out of bed and popped down to the kitchen for a coffee. Judy had been sick yesterday morning and she needed his support. He picked up the pile of post and retrieved the two coffees from the machine and went upstairs. He placed the mugs on the bedside cabinet and dropped the post and ran to the toilet. He couldn’t believe it, he felt nauseous, and holding his hair back in one hand, he dropped to his knees and wretched and wretched. What little he had in his stomach, was now in the toilet, and he continued to dry wretch.
Judy woke up to a familiar sound, for her, and looked at him in the bathroom, hair in one hand, the outline of his knickers visible through his thin nighty. My god, he really does look like a pregnant woman she thought grabbing her coffee and returning to bed.
Simon brushed his teeth and returned to bed
“Ok?” asked Judy
“Yea must have been something I ate” he offered weakly
“Or morning sickness”
He looked at her, “have you been drugging me?”
“No of course not” and with that, Judy caught a whiff of vomit smell and was soon in the bathroom on her knees and puking.
He left Judy to it and looked through his post. There were several ‘NHS’ letters addressed to Judy, and he knew that he would be expected to deal with them. The first had leaflets recommending that ‘pregnant women and people’ avoid alcohol, drugs, non-pasteurized dairy, soft and blue cheeses, raw shellfish, raw meat, eggs. This would make meal planning more difficult and no more blue steaks for either of them for some time he thought.
The second envelope contained Judy’s 12-week scan date and he knew he would have to attend. He would ring Judy’s PA at work and organise a date with her next week.
Another envelope was addressed to Sandra, and he was shocked at its contents. A chequebook, along with a welcome letter from the bank congratulating Sandra on opening an account and informing her that a new debit and credit card would follow under separate cover. He was shocked, this was getting serious, it was as if Simon was slowly fading. He downloaded the banking app to his phone.
“Ok?” he asked as she returned to bed, “about as ok as you are. I think we either have food poisoning or morning sickness or both”
“Sandra has a bank account”
“Oh good, it’s arrived. I have set up an allowance of £3,000 per month, which should be enough to keep the house and pay for a few nice treats for yourself”
Neither of them had the energy to argue “Isn’t this getting a bit serious”
“No, it’s just an account, we can close it, just as easily as we opened it” and she turned over and snoozed.
The following week, it was clear that the sickness was not food-related, and Simon was now frightened that Judy was somehow drugging him to create the symptoms he was feeling. Over dinner, they argued.
“I am not drugging you! You are suffering from a phantom pregnancy,” said an exasperated Judy.
“I know let’s ring the NHS helpline”
Judy rang 111 and they waited listening to cheesy 80’s hits as their call moved to the head of the queue.
“Hello NHS, 111, can I take your name and address please”
“Stephen and Paula Morris, 145 Meghan Drive Ipswich,” said Judy, a real address that she remembered from a legal case. 
“So, what are the symptoms?”
“It is my husband. I am pregnant and he is suffering a phantom pregnancy. We are both going through morning sickness, and he thinks I am giving him something to make him suffer” explained Judy
“Is Stephen there?”
“Yes, I am,” said Simon, in his Sandra voice, but the operator didn’t seem to pick up on the error.
“Your wife is right I am afraid, it is called ‘Couvade syndrome’ or more commonly a phantom pregnancy, where men can experience many of the same symptoms and side effects of pregnancy. This means that you might experience sympathy pains, weight gain and hormone fluctuations in addition to the morning sickness.”
Simon listened intently and asked, in his recently unused Simon voice “Why does it happen?”
They heard the operator’s keyboard tapping away and then she said “Actually it is quite common, especially in the west as men are in closer contact with children and the home life. This connection seems to increase the prevalence of Couvade Syndrome.”
He couldn’t argue with that thought Judy, he is the wife now.
“Is there any treatment?” she asked.
The operator came back “the treatment plan is, well the same as for women. First, the patient needs to accept that the symptoms are real and suffer through it all in the same way a pregnant woman does.”
The call ended shortly after that, and Simon looked quite pale, and Judy felt a pang of sympathy for him. This was going to be far more realistic than either of them had expected and would add some real colour to his journal entries.
The following weeks slid by quickly as they both managed their morning sickness. Judy managed to hide the symptoms of her pregnancy at work,  Simon getting used to managing on his allowance and using his new account. He knew deep down that the thought of being a kept woman was exciting, but he couldn’t get past the sickness and constant tiredness. He had to clean the bathrooms, and his teeth, more often and a bottle of mouthwash now sat in his handbag and that wasn’t for blow jobs as Judy had once intimated.
The gate buzzer went, the postman had a parcel for Judy as well as the usual post. Simon blipped the gates open and looked at himself in the mirror. He looked pale, his hair was dull, and he was wearing a plain white sweatshirt, denim skirt, opaques, and black flats. He felt no joy from the clothes and looked drained.
“Morning Sandra, I need a signature to please” and Bob handed a tablet across for him to sign “and let me pop this down in the hall what with your condition and all”
Simon looked up, shocked, did he know? What condition was he talking about? He passed the tablet back to Bob, who then handed the post across to him. On the top was Sandra Wards ‘Mother and Baby magazine.
“Congratulations,” he said sincerely, and Simon blushed, he felt so ashamed. It was bad enough talking to the postman dressed as a woman, but he had just about got used to that, but being treated and congratulated on being pregnant by another man was just too much. He hardened and that made him hate himself, even more, was there no end to his depravity.
“Thanks, Bob, it’s early days, so I am keeping the news to myself at the moment”
“Yes, of course, understood” he replied and walked down the drive. Simon watched his back, knowing that the whole village would learn of Sandra’s pregnancy within the week.




Chapter 10

Judy leafed through his pregnancy journal, and fair play he had made several entries about how he was feeling the morning sickness, and he had even noted that there had been no changes in his breasts at week 10! That will soon change she thought. Both his new breasts and the week 13 pregnancy belly had arrived, and she couldn’t wait to introduce them into his life.
They had booked the 12-week scan for 2 pm that afternoon and, after they had both been sick in the morning, they had showered together. This had been the most intimate moment since their mind-blowing sex before Simon’s pregnancy. They both had no libido, and the vomiting was a real passion killer. They had also both filled their bladders as this would make the scan clearer.
She had encouraged him to make an effort, which he had. He wore his favourite black day dress, the one he had worn to brunch with Rose, and that and some makeup seemed to cheer him up. Judy picked trousers with an elasticated waist as she knew what to expect.
Simon drove them both to the hospital in the Mercedes, it almost seemed like old times, him driving, her the passenger, until he felt the pull of his bra strap or the delight of his hosiery or caught his reflection in the rear-view mirror.
“Now Sandy, you will need to pay attention to what happens, as expectant mothers talk about this and soon you will be mixing with them”
He shook his head, a very small shake. ‘Not if I can avoid it’ he thought to himself.
“Judy Ward” the nurse announced, and they got up and followed her into a small room. “Hello, my names Ann, and I will be doing the scan”
“Hi Ann, nice to meet you and this is Sandra who is here to support me”
“Nice to meet Sandra. Now Judy, do I have your consent to do the scan?”
“Yes,” said Judy 
Ann continued, “How is the pregnancy? How do you feel?”
“Ok, apart from morning sickness” she replied
“No spotting or bleeding?” Judy shook her head “Good, and are you happy we check for Downs, Edwards and Patau syndrome” again she agreed and signed the completed form on the clipboard.
“Ok dear, lie back on the couch, if you can lift your top up to your bra and lower your trousers down to your groin, please”
Judy was soon in position and the nurse protected her clothing with some paper towelling and then applied gel to Judy’s lower belly.
“Ohh that’s cold,” said a startled Judy. Ann smiled and then asked Judy to spread the gel over her belly and handed her a towel.
“Ok let’s see what we have” Ann moved the ultrasound wand over Judy’s belly and three pairs of eyes studied the monitor
“So, a nice thick womb lining, and here you can see the head, the placenta is attached in a good place, and baby’s heart is beating nicely. I am going to just take some pictures and measurements”
Simon and Judy both looked on in awe, but he had to remember that this wasn’t the time or place to slip up.
“Look it’s your baby,” he said to Judy, smiling with joy. The scan lasted for another 10 minutes before the Sonographer said
“All done” and left Judy to wipe herself clean and redress.
Ann completed some paperwork “Everything looks good, here are a couple of pictures of baby for you and your due date is 14th October….Any questions?”
Judy shook her head, but Simon had to ask “No, and thank you, but where are the toilets?”
Over dinner, Judy looked at Simon, still in his black day dress covered with dusky pink roses and she smiled. God how she loved him.
“Simon, I just want to say, I don’t think I could do this without you. Knowing you are there for me, keeping the house clean and tidy, managing my pregnancy, and suffering with me. It’s just….just…wonderful and thank you, thank you”
He smiled. It was nice to be appreciated.
“Thanks, but I have to be honest, being pregnant is a lot harder than I ever expected” and they both laughed.
“I am afraid it is going to get even harder. We both finish the first trimester next week and” she looked down at the table “you will need to start to show”
He had expected this development, but not quite so soon.
“So, you got a pillow or what?” and it was her turn to look embarrassed
“Judy, what have you done?”
“Clear the table, and you will see” and she went to the study and brought in a large box, “don’t open it” and then returned with a second box and placed it on the table next to the first.
“For this to work, you will probably need to stay out of sight for a few days, and well, now the whole village knows your pregnant, we will probably need to go public unless you miscarry” and she slid the larger box across the table.
He opened the box and pulled out the belly “oh my god”
“It’s a Moonbump. A carefully made fake baby bump which can be worn all day, every day with no chance of anything shifting or falling off” she explained “they use them in the movies and there are 4 covering the entire pregnancy, this is the first and covers weeks 13-21, and they even weigh the correct amount”
Simon felt a familiar pain from behind his girdle, his need to be humiliated and submit was being erotically tickled at the prospect of his life over the next 9 months, trapped in the role of Sandra, his wife’s best girlfriend, lesbian lover, and pregnant housewife. He shuddered and Judy noticed that he was aroused.
She threw her arms around him, “No more playing Simon, we both know you love this, and you are going to be such a pretty mother to be.” She nibbled his neck and her groin ached for relief. “Now my sweet, pretty boy, time for the second box”
He turned his attention to the second box, and to his surprise, it had another set of breast forms, he looked at her quizzically “I am afraid your breasts have grown by a cup size, my dear. Now, why don’t you pop upstairs and try them out?
Simon stripped down and removed his old breasts and lifted out the new D-cup breast forms. They were heavier and somehow looked enormous compared to his old C-Cups. He went to his lingerie drawer and found a bra extender and attached it to his bra. In the bathroom, he activated the adhesive, but he knew that these monsters would be less secure than his old forms.
He put his bra on first, the extender made clipping it together behind his back easier. He positioned the first breast in the cup and held it against his body. He repeated the exercise with the second form and then looked at himself in the mirror.
It was clear he needed a bigger bra! The extender had bought time, but the cup was too small for the new breasts which were overflowing the top of the cup. He hated to admit it, but he was horny, a healthy fit man, being forced to live as a pregnant woman. The belly was essentially a soft bodysuit that ran from the groin to under the breasts with clear plastic straps to support the weight. He knew the popper would be too hot and too much with all this, so he swapped it for a cotton gaff and then stepped into the belly.
“Oh god,” he said out loud stepping into the Moonbump and wriggling up his body. The gaff was good but struggled to hold the swelling of his dick. He adjusted the straps and settled everything into position and once satisfied he looked at his reflection. He shook his head, the illusion was very good, and his body had already picked up on the extra weight in his breasts and belly, forcing him to move his hips forward and shoulders back.
He went into the bedroom and slipped into his claret nightdress; one of two Rose had bought with him at Ophelia’s lingerie shop. He pulled into position, the soft lace stretching over his bra covered breasts and the satin clearly showing his bump. He stepped into his slipper and put on his black wrap and went downstairs to show Judy.
“Oh my god….you look….incredible….and…well…pregnant” she screamed and hugged him “how does it feel?”
“Heavy” he replied mono-syllabically “and nothing fits properly. I am lucky I kept some old my old clothes in a 16,” he said
“Look on the bright side, shopping! I have got you some catalogues” and she slid three maternity catalogues across the table. “Cheer up. You love shopping and my mother is so excited to help you. She has been counting down the days until she can tell people that she is a grandmother and that her surrogate daughter is pregnant”
Simon felt the gaff move. He was going to have to do something rather unladylike tonight he thought. “I don’t know if I will enjoy the shopping, the maternity clothes, well they are just so practical and comfy. They are hardly sexy” he moaned.
“Oh Sandy, we need the pretty stuff to get pregnant and feel good.” She said in a sisterly tone. “Now we are pregnant your body isn’t your own, it will change, and your breasts become for feeding babies and there is nothing glamourous in that, as you will find out. And you my darling sissy husband are going to experience it all as we go on this journey together”
He kissed her, well, he tried. His bump and new breasts meant that they didn’t fit together as they had done in the past which made them both laugh.
“Judy, take me to bed and show me you still love me,” he said. And she did.


The End


Sandra will return in his next adventure....
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