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Chapter 1

Week 10/42
Simon had slept badly. His bump and large breasts made sleeping on his front impossible. He swung his feet over the side of the bed and slipped the transparent straps of the Moonbump, back onto his shoulders. He stood up, and instantly felt dizzy, shuffled to the ensuite and was sick. ‘Fucking morning sickness’ he thought, spitting out the last traces of vomit. He cleaned his teeth and rinsed with mouthwash, but it would take breakfast to completely remove the taste. How did women do this? He put his black silk gown over his full-length nightdress, the claret and black worked well together he thought, stepped into his slippers, and went downstairs.
He picked up his phone. One new message, from Rose, his mother-in-law.
Hi, I will pick you up at 10 ish, shopping day xx
Simon smiled, Rose was so excited that Judy was pregnant, and determined to make sure that he would be ready to look after the baby. He took a cup of black tea up to Judy, but she was also now vomiting in the ensuite.
‘More cleaning’ he thought
Judy joined him for breakfast, he looked at her enviously. Svelte figure in a crisp green pantsuit with a cream blouse and a classic loafer with a one-inch heel. He could not help but contrast his look with his pregnant wife’s and it was a bit bedraggled if he was honest!
“Simon, you need to sort out an appointment with the doctor,” said Judy. She had subtly shifted all references to appointments to him. In reality, what she had said is can you make a doctor’s appointment for me. Increasingly there was no, please.
He nodded, as he pulled his hair back into a scrunchie. “Sure”
Judy kissed him on the cheek, and then to his horror, rubbed his bump while saying “and you be good to mummy”
She headed for the front door before yelling down the hall “Have fun with mother. Love you” and she was gone.
He cleaned up the kitchen, went for a shower, and then struggled. He looked through his wardrobe. His choice of dresses and skirts in a sixteen was limited and he knew it would have to be a dress. He found a plain black wrap dress with multicoloured teardrops over it.
He slipped out of his nighty and found the one bra that still fitted, thanks to the bra extender. He thought about a slip, but he was going to be warm enough due to all the silicone. He skipped tights, they would not be able to cope with the bump, and then hauled the dress over his shoulders. He adjusted everything into place and stood in front of the mirror. He sighed. He saw a fat woman and the reflection, clothes, role, none of it gave him any joy whatsoever. ‘What are you doing?’ he thought critically.
He was brushing his teeth again, that vomit taste was so hard to shift and then he heard the doorbell. He carefully walked downstairs and opened the door.
“Hi Rose” he tried cheerfully.
Rose stood there and looked him up and down. She was shocked. Yes, Judy had said about the bump, but he looked so much like a pregnant woman that it surprised her. He looked tired, washed out, his dress did not fit properly, no tights and his whole aura was flat. Nothing like the woman she had left at the airport! What had Judy done to the poor man?
“My God, you look rough......oh sorry Simon......let me come in and let’s have a chat” and she pushed passed him and into the kitchen.
Over coffee, Rose’s tone softened, considerably. “Simon, are you ok, you look well washed out”
“I’m fine, it’s just the morning sickness, it’s taking it out of me if I am honest,” he said.
Rose looked shocked; Judy had not mentioned this development.
“Morning Sickness?!” she blurted out.
“Yes, according to NHS Direct, I am having a phantom pregnancy”
Rose laughed, “Oh Simon, you certainly are! Oh, I am so sorry, it must be tough”
Simon talked Rose through the morning sickness, and then they went through his pregnancy journal, and Rose saw the scan of her grandchild for the first time and was quite emotional. She looked at him, well at least now he was earning his time in big girl pants!
“So, what do you want to do today?” she said with genuine warmth
“I need to get some clothes that fit, and I want to feel like a human again,” he said, but I need to sort out a doctor’s appointment before we go.
He disappeared into the study and Rose googled maternity clothes and found some local stores they could visit.
Twenty minutes later, Simon had entered the doctor’s appointment in both his and Judy’s calendars.
Rose prattled on in the car, trying to prepare Simon for what the day ahead would entail.
“There is no straightforward way to say this dear, but nearly every woman you see today will smile at you sympathetically. Motherhood is a club for women, it is our one superpower, and it’s something that men can’t do. Being pregnant reminds those who have yet to have children of their power and what it was like for those who have. Yes, it is tough, but it’s a special time, as your child grows within you. Women will want to talk, reminisce, offer suggestions that might help you, touch your bump, whatever, but you must remember this is because you are joining the club. Welcome it, embrace it, talk honestly about your fears, the morning sickness, all of it, ok?”
Simon was blushing, this was so humiliating, “I will try......mum”
The mother and baby shop did not mean it, but it might as well have said “No Men”. This was a shop dedicated to Mothers and babies, Fathers need not apply!
“Let’s start with lingerie, and dear, this isn’t Ophelia’s.” They moved over to a rack of knickers.
“You can say that again Rose. They are so, utilitarian, and boring” said Simon sadly.
“Yes, well, this is the business end of being a woman my dear. You have two choices, over the belly support style or under the belly bikini-style”
“Both, I think,” he said unsure of quite what she was asking.
Rose looked at the bikini underbelly panties “these look awful, we can get better elsewhere but the maternity support knickers look like they will give you the support and comfort you will need and will work well under a dress.” Rose picked a black and white one off the shelf and studied the packs.
“Even better they are designed to fit throughout pregnancy, but especially as you approach your due date as they will provide support under the tummy, reducing pressure on the lower back and easing aches and pains.”
Simon was not happy; this was not erotic or sexy. Rose was opening a door to a world he did not want to know about let alone inhabit, but she carried on merrily. She threw two pairs of support knickers into the shopping cart.
“Bras next dear.” Rose strode on, purposefully, as Simon dragged his feet across the store behind her before a sales assistant pounced.
“Hello, can I help you?”
Simon nodded, “I need some maternity bras,” he said in a routinely normal tone.
“Yes of course, and congratulations, is it your first?”
He nodded “Yes”
“And when are you due?” the assistant continued
He smiled, weakly, “October,” he said, both embarrassed and humiliated    
The assistant smiled warmly, “It is all a bit overwhelming at first, but relax, it’s perfectly natural. What size bra do you need?”
And there it was, need, not want. He had always thought of breasts as sexy and attractive, things that should be wrapped in delicious lingerie. Now, inside the store, all the images were about feeding, babies, practical access, and comfort.
“38d” he replied, just as Rose joined them.
Simon looked at the bras. One had caught his eye, a clip and pump bra. The picture was of a model wearing the bra with bottles attached to each breast! All he could think of was how cows were milked and he shuddered in revulsion.
“Will you be expressing?” asked the assistant.
“No, she will not.” Said, Rose firmly. “Could we see what you have in a 38d please”
Rose nudged Simon in the ribs “pay attention”
The assistant took them over range, “The top rack is our seam free range, these are built for practicality and comfort. These are for expressing, some maternity sports bras and finally some prettier maternity bra’s here.”
Rose dismissed the assistant “Thanks, that’s helpful, if we have any further questions, we will come and find you.” She then turned to Simon.
“What do you fancy then dear?”
“Honestly? Nothing, they are all so plain and boring”
“Well, you can’t keep wearing the wrong size for the next 9 months. Let’s get 2 of these.” Rose held up a lace maternity & nursing bra. It wasn’t underwired but at least tried to offer some femininity through the lace over the cups.
“They are super easy to release for breastfeeding” she explained.
He nodded, “If we have to buy these, how about this one”
She took the bra from him. It wasn’t wired but it was the prettiest feminine style that the shop had on display.
“Nice lace cotton lined cups, simple clasps, six fastening positions for greater adjustability and comfort throughout the different stages of your pregnancy. Nice choice dear, let us get a couple. Right, outerwear next, hopefully, that will bring a smile to your face”
They moved over to the dresses,
“Oops maternity tights,” said Rose taking a quick detour.
Simon looked at the display. In place of elegant legs covered in sheer 5 or 10 denier, here were 60 & 100 denier opaques plus some 15 denier everyday tights with long seams running from the crotch, up of either side of the model’s swollen belly, to a waistband that sat above their bump and just below their breasts.
Rose was undeterred by his reluctance “well it’s not Ophelia’s, but you will need great fitting tights during pregnancy otherwise you will constantly have to pull them up. So, two packs opaques, 4 packs 15 denier natural, and 2 barely blacks should work for now. Come on!” and she charged over to the outerwear section.
“See anything you like dear?” she asked.
He looked, really looked and he tried to get interested. Nothing was happening within his gaff, and he was still in shock at how being pregnant changed everything for women and yet they still managed to make it look easy.
“Ok, let me. This denim skirt will work well and show off your great legs provided you do not get any varicose veins! Nice styling, contrast stitching, front and back pockets and a mock fly and it has a wide jersey waistband that you can wear under your bump for extra support or over for extra warmth or modesty,” said Rose holding the skirt up for his approval.
“Fine,” he said, bored.
“She speaks!” Rose said sarcastically “but come on, please give me some clues as to what you want, none of your clothes will fit you know you are pregnant”
He sighed and started rummaging through the blouses and tops. They were mostly summer designs. His first choice was a yellow ditsy floral short sleeve blouse, followed by similar styles in pink and white. A Breton striped jersey top with shoulder poppers for easy feeding, a boyfriend cardigan mock top, five sleeveless tops in a range of colours that had a pleated front panel that could be pulled aside to reveal concealed feeding slits for easy access, 2 maternity camisoles with pretty lace detailing across the bottom hem and some knitwear.
“That’s a bit more like it,” said Rose wheeling the trolley to dresses “now dresses are a lifesaver when pregnant dear, they hide so much!”
Simon looked around at the dresses, they were pretty, and so feminine, more so than ordinary shops sold. There were bold flowery prints, layers, foil prints, dresses that screamed ‘woman, feminine, caregiver’ and he felt, for the first time, a stirring of interest. He also felt tired. The extra weight from the belly and larger breasts, a bra that was too small, and heels combined to create a sense of exhaustion and discomfort.
“Rose, can you look at nightwear for me please, I will get some dresses”
He focused, he needed to sit down, his back and feet ached, and his bra was cutting into his shoulders. He chose a calf-length navy oriental print dress, a shorter black floral print dress with flutter sleeves, a blue maxi dress, a black pip tiered dress and finally a red oriental sleeveless dress.
Rose returned with two nightdresses. “This the best I can do,” she said holding up a very pale blue short nighty with a lace-trimmed layered look over the breasts. He knew that there would be some form of feeding access underneath. The second was a soft black jersey nightdress with simple quick-release clasps.
“Can we go now, please? I am exhausted” he said.
Rose looked at him. His highlights were growing out, his nails needed attention, his swell, and breasts prominent. Yes, he had the look of a pregnant woman, well I suppose he would she thought given his phantom pregnancy.
“Yes of course dear” and she added the nighties to the trolley and headed to the pay desk.




Chapter 2

They found a coffee shop and as they queued Rose whispered to Simon
“Why don’t you change into some of the new clothes we bought, they will be much more comfortable”
Simon nodded and headed for the Ladies, but then swerved into the disabled toilet. He sat on the loo and thankfully the floor was spotless. He slipped his heels off, and let the cool tiles reinvigorate his feet. He rummaged through the bags and found the pretty bra he had chosen, tights and the navy oriental print dress. He needed to feel something positive, to turn his day around, and a nice dress could do that. He shook his head; men shouldn’t think or understand that he thought.
He stripped and quickly replaced his bra to not overstress the adhesive on the forms. He thrust his arms through the black, shiny nylon straps and reached around and hooked the bra together behind his back. He adjusted everything and sighed. Rose was right, that felt a million times more comfortable than the bra he had been wearing. He looked in the mirror, it was quite a pretty bra, with black lace over white cotton cups. He watched as his pretty hand went to the clasp unhooked the bra cup and then lowered it to reveal his breast form. He shivered, he was getting hard, this was so womanly, it was too much too bear. He reclasped the bra cup and found the tights. They looked huge! He rolled them into circles and wrapped each one over his pointed toes and released the natural-coloured nylon over his smooth legs. He was surprised, they had that smooth knit feel he loved, and they made a delicious swishy sound as he rubbed them together. He pushed his feet back into his heels, and they felt far more comfortable with tights.
The dress was lovely, a deep dark navy blue with a large floral print. The flowers were pale pink roses over autumnal coloured leaves in golden brown, white with a hint of blue and teal blue. He smiled at the reflection, yes it was a classic, timeless design but he did not care. The high V neckline was designed for modesty, but perfectly suited his needs. He guided it over his head and let it fall over his body before arranging the two pleats so that they fell on either side of his swollen belly. He then tied the waist tie to try and define a hint of a figure.
He packed up the old clothes and then removed the scrunchie from his hair, wearing it down suited the dress and he brushed some life back into it and applied his makeup. His colour had returned since his bout of morning sickness and soon, with a swipe of lipstick and a spritz of Chanel, he was done. ‘Not bad’ he thought happily. He picked up his handbag and shopping bags and returned to find Rose.
She was struck by his change. Whilst he did not look radiant, he didn’t look like he was ill. The dress fit well, and he had his hair down. He looked like a pregnant woman.
“Better?” she asked
“Much” he replied, “that bra was killing me” and they both chuckled.
“How are you feeling really? All this……it is a big…..change for you”
He took a sip of coffee; his fresh lipstick left a clear imprint on the mug. “Honestly?”
She nodded
“Overwhelmed. Judy has steamrollered me into being her bump buddy, but she is never around. I am getting bloated, she looks normal. If it weren’t for the ultrasound and the morning sickness, I would wonder if she was pregnant at all. As for me, I am huge, tired, throwing up every morning, and still have another 6 months of this to go. Her insistence on accuracy is quite scary. The pregnancy test, the journal, my shape, new clothes it is endless”
Rose smiled and took his hand in hers. “Do you know just how much like a pregnant woman you sound? Stop trying to do it all yourself. I agree this is an unusual way to prepare, but it does have some advantages-”
-“Advantages?” he interrupted
“Well, you certainly understand the sacrifices that women make, but it is like anything. The more effort you put into something, the more you appreciate the prize. This is why women develop a ‘Mothers Love”. For men, getting pregnant is simply having sex. For us women, it means pain, sacrifice and joy. A mother’s love is a protective and possessive affection that lasts throughout their life. Mothers will protect their offspring at all costs."
Simon cocked his head and listened as she gently continued. “We have not even started yet. Today we sorted out some clothes. We still need to sort out a room for the baby, nappies, pram, cot, mattress, changing bags etc. The list is long, and we will need to start to get organised”
He sighed “it all so utilitarian”
“Yes, it is” she agreed, “but we also need to look after you. I could tell you felt better, the moment you left the loo. It is amazing what a new outfit can do to lift spirits, and yours need a boost. I think we are going to need so pampering at Emma’s salon and you young lady will need to join a few support groups ahead of the antenatal classes”
His face paled, “I couldn’t, no, no support groups”
“My dear, you are going to need to build a network that you can call upon over the next 6 months, women who can help you and you them,” she said
“Rose, have you forgotten something?” he asked stunned
“A mere detail, you are sharing the experience and therefore have the experience to share. Now let us get these bags into the car and get you home. Does the day after tomorrow work for a salon day at Emma’s?”
Simon agreed, relieved to be getting home, he needed space to process the morning’s events.
It was early afternoon when Rose dropped him off at home. He dropped his shopping in the hall, retrieved the post and made himself chicken soup with two slices of brown bread. He sorted through the post, as usual, plenty for Judy and Sandra, nothing for Simon.
He put Judy’s post to one side and opened his mail. It was routine, a statement from his catalogue account, a bank statement, and an invite to join the local antenatal classes with a range of dates and venues. He tossed the mail to one side, ate lunch, and then took his shopping upstairs.
In his room, he packed away the bras, slips and tights that no longer fitted. He was shocked at just how much lingerie he had and how empty his drawers looked once the new purchases were added. He did the same for his dresses, skirts and blouses and the wardrobe reminded him of the start of his journey when Sandra’s wardrobes were bare for different reasons. He slipped the new pale blue nightdress under his pillow in the master bedroom and then went back downstairs to the kitchen. After putting the chicken into a marinade for dinner he sat at the breakfast bar, as best as he could with his belly, and looked at the pregnancy journal.
He opened the book, Rose had been right, today’s section was all about creating a peaceful space for mother and baby, changing table, nappies, and other equipment. He picked up the NCT welcome letter, ‘Dear Sandra…’ it started, the first session was entitled ‘Planning for a Positive Birth Experience.’ He looked at the venues and dates and circled two of them. He was gasping for a glass of wine, but that was another sacrifice he had to make.
Judy sat back in her office chair. Her chat with a competitor who was retiring went well and she had been clear that she wanted to buy her business and clients when the time came. She wondered idly how Simon’s day had been with her mother. The thought of him at home, feminised, pregnant and cooking her evening meal made her wet. Life was sweet. She did feel some sympathy for him, but not much. He expected her to suffer through pregnancy and if he wanted to wear women’s clothes, well why not have it, warts, and all.
“Hello honey,” she shouted from the hall. She heard a cry of “in here” and she found him in the kitchen drinking coffee.
“Love the new dress, suits your new look,” she said mischievously. He stood and she embraced him, kissed him hard, and rubbed his bump.
“Hello mommy, hello baby, how are you both today”
“Pretty grumpy really,” said Simon. “I am not happy, not enjoying this anymore, and I want to stop”
Judy looked at him, her anger rising. “Not this again. God, you are so selfish. Have you ever thought about what I might want? Tell me what is wrong now?”
He took a sip of his coffee. He felt so silly, he knew what he was thinking was stupid. “It’s just, being pregnant, feeling sick every morning, and the clothes, they are awful, I hate them. I feel like a cow!”
Judy laughed. “I am sorry, but you sound so much like a pregnant woman. That is exactly how I feel too” and she hugged him. “Let’s be clear, you can, and you will continue. If Simon returns early, he will have failed in Dubai. We will also have to explain Sandra’s disappearance and finally, it is not what I want”
Simon’s heart sank. “What is it you want?”
Judy smiled “This! I love you, the new you. We are having the best sex ever, my mother is happy, we are having a child and you are getting the very best preparation to look after it. My business is thriving and you, my sweet dear sissy husband, my gorgeous Sandra, are the reason behind ALL of it. And I love you for it”
She reached out to him and pulled them both into a tight embrace. She started kissing him, deeply “How do I get a smile back on that pretty face?” kiss, kiss, kiss. “How can stop that pesky Y chromosome from piping up?” kiss, kiss, kiss. “Can I fuck you here, in the kitchen, cos you are making me so horny”
He needed reassurance, he needed his gender back, but sex and love were great substitutes. She continued to maul him and gave him a quick peck on the cheek.
“Back in 5”
She tore up the stairs to the master bedroom and found her double ended dildo and lube. She then took the stairs, two at a time, and was back in the kitchen in a flash. She once again started kissing him
“I love your new dress; you make a sexy pregnant MILF you know”
Simon was starting to react, His cock was straining in the gaff, and she was pushing his buttons
“You may not feel pretty, but I think you look hot,” she said breathlessly as she dropped her trousers and kicked them to one side.
“No, not here, what if someone sees” he complained.
She was in a trance; she was so horny. His complaining, his new look and her power over him were a heady combination.
“This dress is new, I don’t want to get it messy,” he said.
She tucked secured the hem of his dress into his bra strap and grunted “typical” before whistling “jeez those tights are huge” and started running her hands over his bump, bum, and crotch.
“Here put this on, it should help control the mess,” she said passing him a condom.
She carefully pulled down his tights to his knees “I love your legs” she said nuzzling him in the neck.
Simon was starting to respond. Sex was the last thing on his mind, but he did love being wanted and sexually desired. He felt her hands move to his crotch and in one quick move, the poppers undone. She then teased and wriggled his gaff off, lowering it to his knees with the tights. He gasped, involuntarily with relief, as his engorged cock leapt free.
“You get your man into his coat, and then I am going to shag you over the breakfast bar” she whispered.
They broke apart. Judy dropped her knickers and flicked them onto her discarded trousers before inserting one end of the dildo into her sodden pussy. She had gone for a realistic, flesh-coloured version, and it slipped in easily. She then applied a generous amount of lube to the exposed end of the shaft.
He watched as his pretty manicured hands complete with red fingernails, rings and bangles wrestled to open the condom packet, in the end, he had to use his teeth. He held the teat and slipped the cap over his penis. He felt Judy, before he heard her, the cold lube on his bum was a shock.
She watched him fumbling with the condom, his first with nails, “Oh doesn’t that look cute, are you practising for when you do this with a real man like Dan?” she said with a giggle whilst nibbling his ear.
Finally, the condom was on, and she bent him over the breakfast bar. He tried dropping his hand to his crotch only for Judy to swat it away.
“Both hands on the countertop dear, I am going to take care of you properly” she cooed.
He knew what was coming, his role was to be passive, submissive and to be penetrated like a woman. He knew he would enjoy it, probably more than he would care to admit but he also knew this was wrong.
His thoughts were interrupted as she guided the dildo closer to his clitty as she often called it, but then he felt her warm hand on his dick.
“Oh baby, your princess wand is on fire” and she started to slowly massage it whilst easing the head of the dildo inside him.
“Relax baby, it will only be painful if you tense” she reassured him, whilst continuing to push.
He felt the pressure, and despite trying to relax, he felt himself being opened up and split. The stretching was painful, but not as sore as he remembered. And then, in an instant, the door opened, the pain subsided, and she was inside him.
She paused, moved his hair off his neck and kissed him “I love you” and kissed him in time with her hips and her hand.
Simon could not speak. The waves of pleasure were building. He could feel her inside him, it was different as he was on his back last time. She was in deeper; the sensations were more intense, and he felt so vulnerable. He was being shagged like an animal.
Judy could not resist; she playfully slapped his arse.
“Ow, that hurt” he cried.
She ignored him and started to increase her tempo. Her end of the dildo was working, but nothing like as effectively as she craved. But this shag was all about his needs.
Simon started to get into the rhythm, and he could feel the dildo stimulating his prostate. Sweet sensations were building in his body, and he knew Judy would try and bring both his prostate and penis orgasm off together. He started to groan, the feelings too intense to keep to himself and he started to push back against her thrusts.
“I know you like this” she whispered
“Uhhgh huh” he responded.
Unsatisfied by his answer, she slowed the pace right down.
“Don’t stop…..please” he begged.
“That’s it, darling, I love to hear that want me, need me inside you” and she picked up the pace but held off penetrating as hard as she could.
He noticed and responded, he tried pushing his hips back onto the dildo, but she was prepared.
“Oh, come on” he moaned. “Faster, please, deeper please” he begged
“Of course, baby, keep telling me what you need” she urged, all the time nibbling his neck.
“Faster…please ….faster” and she picked up the pace with her hand and through her hips to the dildo.
“oohhh…..oohhh….yes” he groaned as he felt her force, lifting his stockinged heels from his shoes and straining his knees against the rolled down tights.
“My pretty wife, I do so love you,” she said
“Oh….God…..Judy…..oh….harder….deeper… more…please” he begged.
She had him where she wanted him. He was on the edge. She could stop now and leave him frustrated or bring him to a climax.
“This is the sex life you deserve, need, and want isn’t darling,” she asked
“Yes….please…don’t stop….ohh Judy” he cried out, gasping with both delight and exertion.
“Imagine if it was a real cock, warm and velvety….mmmm…..Dan perhaps” she teased
He was close now, she could tell. She focused and picked up the pace and drove herself into him whilst her hand kept pace on his cock.
“This is what good girls get,” she said, letting nature take its course.
He could feel everything. His cock was throbbing, ready to deliver its short term, intense, punch in the guts orgasm. Alongside this, a second and different orgasm was also coming to fruition. He had only felt it once before, but he knew this would be intense in a separate way. It would build and spread throughout his body, it would be equally powerful, but in a longer, eyes roll back into the head type way. He feared how good, both together might feel.
Judy was getting good at reading him, and her hand fumbled and found the rubber bulb attached to the dildo.
It all happened at once, and Simon screamed, followed by a loud “Oh God.” It was a scream of ecstasy and his built-up frustration. He felt the punch in the guts as he exploded into the condom, a delicious cramp spreading left and right across his abdomen. At the same time, a deeper wave of pleasure rolled up from his crotch and pulsed throughout his body whilst Judy emptied her dildo into him with three sharp squeezes from the silicone bulb in her hand.
His eyes widened in shock; he had not expected to feel her fill him with fake jizz but all of that was subsumed as his pretty eyes closed. He was lost emotionally, savouring the delight and blissfully unaware of his scream.
Judy slacked off the pace, content to listen to his cries and whimpers of delight. “You have to admit the sex is a lot better,” she said, stepping back, and leaving him empty.
“Yes….much better” he croaked.




Chapter 3

Week 20/42
“Wake up Judy!” said Simon shaking her, “It’s your scan this morning.”
She roused herself and got up. They were both feeling better as the morning sickness had now stopped and Judy was now due for her 20-week scan.
Simon’s maternity wardrobe had expanded thanks to Rose, and he was slowly accepting his new role. The sex helped, and he was getting a taste for being penetrated. He still enjoyed it when Judy made love to his cock, but the single orgasm was not in the same league as when she penetrated him.
He went to his wardrobe, it looked like it was going to be a wonderful day. He did not know why, but he felt happy today. He donned a plain white lace maternity bra, checking that the feeding flaps were secure and welcomed the support. He then changed into a clean white gaff and reclipped the crotch of the Moonbump. He thought about opaques but chose a pair of Barely Black maternity tights, 15 denier would have to do. He dressed quickly now, the practice had made perfect, and he secured his tights with a pair of maternity support knickers. He hated them, but it was better than pulling his tights up all day. He went to the wardrobe and chose one of the new maternity dresses that he had yet to wear. It was too much for daywear, but he did not care, he wanted, no needed, some glamour back in his life.
It was a pretty dress, made from a lightweight, floaty chiffon fabric. He had known the moment he touched it, that he was buying it. It was knee-length, and he had the perfect black boots to dress it down for today. The dress was a solid blue, sleeveless dress with a modest V neck. Over the top lay the floaty chiffon layer with a tiered skirt, he had thought that this, was a dress made for twirling and feeling fabulous. The chiffon layer had a shiny foil print that would catch the light and the arms were sheer.
He grinned as his head and arm dived into the material. He savoured the feel of the sheer light floaty chiffon over his hairless arms before the rest of his body felt the cold inner lining fall from his shoulders. He shook the dress down and tugged the inner layer down underneath the chiffon layer. Satisfied, he reached around and grabbed the drawstring and pulled it into a pretty bow, above his bump and under his breasts.
The boots were easy to step into and zip up, despite his belly, and as he sat at his vanity, he could not help feeling, well, pretty. He brushed his hair and decided to wear it down, cascading over his shoulders. A quick application of his daytime make-up, he needed less blush now the morning sickness had passed, and a spritz of perfume and he was ready.
“Wow….I think you are glowing dear” said Judy as she entered the kitchen “that dress suits you. I might have to keep you like this forever.”
He smiled, he hated it when she joked like that, but in his gaff, he hardened. He picked up his handbag, “let’s go, we can take my car”
Dr Betts called out “Judy Ward” and they entered her beige office.
“Morning Ladies, please take a seat,” she said as she looked at her forms
Looking at Simon she said, “You must be Judy?”
Simon smiled, bashfully, “No, I am her friend, Sandra”
Dr Betts looked momentarily flustered but continued “Ok, Judy, if you could hop up on the table, this will be the same as your 12-week scan”
Judy disrobed and in short order, the ultrasound was on, and a clear picture of their baby appeared on the screen.
“I can’t get over how it has grown,” said Simon.
“Is it healthy?” asked a concerned Judy.
Dr Betts said nothing, and spent the next 10 minutes, scanning, measuring, and analysing the on-screen results. “All good, your daughter looks perfectly healthy”
“A girl,” said Simon excited “How wonderful!”
Judy redressed and re-joined Simon on a chair opposite the doctor.
“Any questions,” asked Dr Betts.
Judy shook her head.
“Just one….if I may” said Simon hesitantly
Dr Betts nodded
“Well, it’s just, I wondered, well look at me, I fell pregnant at the same time as Judy and I look huge, and Judy well, she doesn’t even look pregnant, how is that possible?”
Dr Betts smiled. “It must be frustrating for you, and yes it is quite normal. We call it a Cryptic or Stealth Pregnancy. There are all sorts of factors at play, hormones, uterus size and shape, foetus size and core strength. It is quite common for women not to show, it happens in about 1 in 2500 pregnancies”
Simon listened “is it healthy?”
“Oh yes, the baby is fine, we have done all our tests. Judy is carrying a healthy baby girl. Do you know what you are having yet?”
Simon blinked; he had not expected that question. “No, I have my scan next week”
Dr Betts smiled, “If there are no more questions”
“You were amazing in there,” said Judy as the car doors shut.
“Was I”
“Simon, you just sat in the doctor’s office, so natural and relaxed, and discussed pregnancy! Yes, I thought that was bloody amazing” she said, leaning across and kissing him.
“A girl,” he said smiling.
“Excited?” asked Judy
Simon nodded and started the car.
“I can’t wait to see you in matching mother and daughter outfits,” said Judy
“No….No way Judy. We agreed, Simon comes back for the birth”
Judy changed the subject. “Ready for your next big test? Your first coffee with the girls from the antenatal group”
“No not really, but it has to be done, I suppose, and at least they are all strangers, so if I mess up, we can always transfer to a different group,” he said.
“That a girl” replied Judy.
The coffee shop was in a business park, with plenty of parking and it was large. Tables of people interviewing, running businesses and expectant mothers as well as women with babies. He went in ahead of Judy. This was the real reason he had chosen the dress today; he needed to feel and look confident. He recognised the class leader from the brochure, smiled and made eye contact and queued for his coffee.
He walked over to the group; he was nervous now. He looked over his shoulder, Judy was in the coffee queue.
The leader stood up to greet him “Hi, you must be Sandra, Sandra Ward?”
“Yes, thanks, am I late?”
“No, not at all, the others were early, please take a seat”
He smoothed his dress underneath him and sat down next to the leader, Anne. It felt odd, sitting with five pregnant women, he still did not associate that look with himself, which was of course, stupid. He placed his handbag on the floor and the woman on the other side of him managed to catch his eye and smile encouragingly.
“Welcome everyone. My name is Anne Sutton, and I will be your class leader over the next few months. Today is an opportunity for us to meet in a more relaxed setting and get to know each other. Ok?.” The ladies and Simon nodded as he saw Judy take a table in his eye line on the other side of the coffee shop.
Judy could not believe how easily he fitted in, he looked just like the others in the group, and she felt a tingling in her groin. She had a new image in her head. She did not know where it had come from, but the thought of him in matching mother and daughter outfits had captured her imagination. She smiled, as the picture took shape. They were at the beach, Simon was in a pastel blue, high leg, one-piece swimming costume with a delicate daisy print. He was holding the hand of a young girl, a toddler, wearing a matching sunhat and bathing suit with a pretty skirt. She shivered at the thought.  
The ladies had been introducing themselves and now it was Simon’s turn. He took a deep breath. “Hello, I am Sandra Ward, 20 weeks pregnant and am having a girl. My pregnancy has been ok, although I had awful morning sickness for the first 14 weeks. I am looking forward to these courses, as I have never done this before. My birthing partner will probably be my brother’s mother-in-Law as I am a widow”
“Thank you, Sandra. Now just a little bit more from me. I would encourage you to keep this coffee group going. You will need support both before and especially after the birth, but that is up to you. A WhatsApp chat group can also help. Now, over the next few months, we will hold five classes covering; Planning for a positive birth, caring for your baby, feeding, physical and mental health, and believe me ladies babies can drive you mad, and finally family and finding support”
Anne sat down and the meeting became more of a social, and soon she left the ladies to get to know each other.
“Hi Sandra, I am June. I am so jealous you know you are having a girl.” June was a stick-thin girl with a bowling ball bump. She had a pale complexion with shiny ginger hair.
“Thanks, did they not tell you?”
“No, they don’t in our area”
June and Simon continued their conversation. He liked her and was shocked at how much he knew about being pregnant and could share. They laughed about being the size they were, and June listened sympathetically as Simon described his weeks of morning sickness. They both admitted that they were worried about the birth itself.
After the meeting, he met Judy back in the car.
“That appeared to go well?” she said.
Simon dumped his handbag on her lap. “Yes and no” he replied.
“How, from where I sat, you fitted in perfectly and you were chatting to all the women. I thought you were never going to leave.”
“It is just….well….it’s one thing deceiving strangers, but these women, they are looking for real support and friendship. When Simon returns, any support or friendship ends, and that is unfair”
“Easy, just stay as Sandra!” tried Judy.
“Not this again, please” he replied.




Chapter 4

Week 21/42
Simon saw the box in the hall. It was addressed to Judy, but he suspected it was for him. He was right. He dumped his handbag on the countertop and looked through the post, bills, Judy could deal with those he thought. He slipped out of his heels, relishing the cold of the tiles through his opaque tights. It had been a pig of a day.
He made a coffee and sat down on the sofa and leafed through a copy of Mother and Baby. He had spent the day with Rose, who was now in full prospective Grandmother mode and telling everyone her news, following the 20-week scan. She had also been introducing Sandra to a wider circle of her friends, all of whom were women and all of them wanted to hear about his pregnancy. Rose had begrudgingly admitted that he made a very convincing mother-to-be and was a little more sympathetic towards him than she had been previously.
They had spent the day shopping, not fun shopping, but functionality shopping. Who knew how much equipment you needed for a child! He had not tallied up what they had spent, but it was significant. They had started with the baby’s room, which the decorators were due to paint next week, A cot, mattress, linen, a special baby blanket, toys, changing mat, nappies, the list was endless. This was followed by a pram ‘system’ that was like a mini transformer and could be a baby carrier, child seat and pram and who knows what else. A nappy bag, bottles, muslins, more muslins, bottle cleaner, bottle cleaner fluid and whilst he was convinced they had broken the back of it, Rose had just laughed at that suggestion. The purchases were due to be delivered the following week.
He heard Judy’s car in the drive, and stood up, adjusted his denim skirt, and then checked that the wide straps of his white T-shirt covered his bra straps and adjusted the purple cardigan to ensure it draped, just so. He slipped back into his wedgies and perched on the kitchen bar stool.
Judy breezed in, carrying the box, and dumped it on the countertop.
“Hello gorgeous, how was your day?” she said kissing him gently on the lips. He could sense something was wrong but smiled cheerfully.
“Tough, your mum is so excited, she must have told half the town that she is expecting a granddaughter and she introduced me to the other half of town! Still, we made substantial progress on the nursery and baby equipment. We spent quite a lot I am afraid, but we need it all”
Judy listened, thank-God it is him and not me, she thought.
“Anyway, how about you. Good day?” he inquired.
She sighed and looked at him. “Yes and No. That other legal practice is interesting in selling to us, so that is going to mean a mountain of extra work. So that is the good news. The bad news is that Cindy’s mum’s cancer has returned, and it looks terminal, so she has asked for a 3-month leave of absence. Of course, I said yes, but the timing is not great”
Simon listened but said nothing. Judy needed to download.
“Poor Cindy, how is she? Can’t the other girls cover?” he asked.
“She was in bits to be honest, even if she stayed, she would not be able to focus, and it was the right thing to do. She has been a great employee. As for the other two girls, they just want to come in, type, and go home. Cindy does everything that is not legal work. As the office manager, she runs the office, types, helps with the post and filing, makes my coffee, and just makes the whole place work.” Judy explained.
He eased himself off the barstool and hugged her “I am sure you will think of something.”     
She hugged him back, she needed him at that moment, her rock, her support system. “Enough about work, don’t you want to know what’s in the box?”  
He grinned, “A present for me?” he said coyly
She laughed “Sort of, it is your new bump for weeks 22 to 30, so you can start wearing it immediately,” she said.
He opened the box and lifted out the silicone bump “Blimey it is heavy! Anyway, I am in week twenty-one” he complained.
She grabbed the leaflet at the bottom of the box “A week will not matter and of course, it is heavier. Our baby is growing and so this bump weighs 0.7kg compared to 1.1kg for the current one” she said excitedly.
“This leaflet has all the dimensions, perhaps you should update your journal tonight?”
He sighed “Ok, but I am tired, can we do a takeaway tonight?”
“Sure thing babe, but only if you slip into your new bump!” she replied with a huge grin on her face.
“Chinese then,” he said grabbing the bump from her. He climbed the stairs and threw the bump onto the bed. He stripped, hung the skirt up and threw the jumper into the laundry hamper with his tights. He eased the bump’s shoulder straps down, released the crotch poppers, and slid it down his body with a contented sigh.
He went into the bathroom, in just his gaff and bra, and took both off, before releasing his forms under the hot jets of water. Free at last! He stood under the shower, his knees and spine enjoying the loss of weight. He enjoyed stretching and flexing as the steam built within the shower cubicle. He washed in moisturizing floral scrub and checked his body for hair. His chest and abdomen were smooth and showed no rashes or irritations. His legs would need a shave soon, but not today he thought.
His mind wandered. He had watched a video on his phone claiming to ask the world’s hardest question. The guest was the comedian Jimmy Carr. The question was a simple one “Are you happy?”
It had played over in his mind all day, was he happy? Mainly he was. He loved his wife, their sex life was out of this world, she loved him, and they were having a baby. They were expecting their first child. He also had a real role now, not the one he had envisaged when he retired, but it released Judy to focus on her work. He also had to admit that sometimes, he liked being a woman. The clothes, make-up and lifestyle were complicated and much more sophisticated than men understood but he had always been attracted to complex systems such as trading or flying aeroplanes.
He moved his shoulder under the direct jet of water and rotated it. What didn’t he like about his current situation? The guilt, it was wrong, he was deceiving so many people and he was a man, living full time as a woman. Yes, it was wrong, but he worried the guilt was due to a secret enjoyment of his predicament rather than a deeper sense of shame and he was getting less annoyed by Judy’s suggestion that Sandra might stay around for longer. After all, the first six months had flown by. ‘Snap out of it!’ he thought, six months was like working your notice and not like real life and with that his shower was over.
He sat on the bed in his gaff and reattached his forms, they felt normal now. He secured them in place and then stepped into the bigger, heavier bump. Not only was it heavier but it also protruded more, by almost double the earlier belly. He worked the bump up his legs and secured the transparent shoulder straps in position. He went to the mirror, surprised by how much larger this new bump was, and ran his hands all over it to familiarise himself with his new shape.
He grabbed his secret support maternity nighty and pulled it over his head and arranged his breasts within the internal shelf bra, he was grateful for the gentle support. It was a deep blue nighty with a chic nautical stripe print, delicate lace trim and the obligatory drop-down clips to offer easy breastfeeding access. It also had a modesty panel, and he had the matching wrap. He found his slippers, sat at his vanity, and blow-dried his hair.
Judy put her phone down. “Takeaway in 15 minutes” she yelled at the stairs.
“Ok,” she heard, above the sound of a hairdryer.
10 minutes later Simon appeared.
“Oh, you look amazing,” said Judy with genuine feeling “sit down, do you feel ok?”
He laughed; she was treating him as if he was pregnant. He hoisted himself onto a barstool and she put an arm around his shoulder.
“It’s bigger, it’s heavier, but it’s fine, I’ll manage” he replied.
“May I?” she asked
“Of course,” and he watched as her hand moved over his bump, he couldn’t feel it, but she was in awe “it’s so realistic”
The doorbell interrupted her and releasing him, she fetched the takeaway and served them both from the various cartons
“We haven’t had a Chinky for ages,” he said happily.
“Did you have a craving?” teased Judy who then smiled as he rolled his eyes in despair.
She was in a mood to probe and prod him tonight.
“Mum says you are doing well, a natural in her words, and I have to say you appeared to fit right in at the antenatal meeting.”
He finished his mouthful and appeared to choose his words carefully.
“I did. I really did. I was as amazed as you, but I could relate, which was surprising. I could empathise and share about morning sickness, scans, and even aches and pains. I found myself almost forgetting that I wasn’t pregnant once when I was talking to one of the girls about maternity clothes!”  
Her ears pricked up; this was positive.
“I could not imagine getting involved with all of that, it sounds so boring, give me a legal practice any day of the week. This experience is going to prepare you so well for the future as you will be raising our child”
“I know, and you are right. The first antenatal class is next week, will you come with me?” he asked.
“No chance, Mum is determined to go with you. I am going to miss Sandra when she leaves, what about you?”
He was surprised by the directness of her question and to stall he stuffed a large forkful of Chow Mein into his mouth. The silence was awkward, but Judy knew the ‘first to speak loses’ rule.
He swallowed. “I was thinking about this earlier when I was in the shower. I am much happier now that the morning sickness has finished. I cannot say I like being pregnant, but I am loving us, our relationship, and our sex life is off the charts. The things you do to me……are so naughty!”-
-“but so nice” she interrupted
“Indeed. I feel I have a real role, but I still feel guilty all the time, the deceit, and I suppose this is just plain wrong. I am a man after all” he finished.
She smiled. “Yes you are my wonderful man,” she said. That was more positive than she expected, and she changed the subject. Deep down she knew she could persuade him. He enjoyed their new sex life too much.
That night, as she spooned into his back, her arms around his new bump, an idea came into her head. It was the perfect solution.
“Are you awake?”
“I am now” came the grumpy reply.
“Simon, I have had an idea. It is the perfect solution; I don’t why we didn’t think of it earlier.”
Her excitement brought him out of his pleasant doze. “Solution for what?” he asked
“The Cindy problem,” she said. “It is obvious. You.”
He was fully awake now and he rolled onto his other side so he could face her. “Me, are you insane?”
“No, it is perfect. You can type, you have managed offices and people when you were in the city and the timings even work.” There was joy and excitement in her tone.
“Timings, what timings?” he asked confused.
“So, Cindy wants three months off. You are at week 21, and your maternity leave will start at week 31. That is 10 weeks! That means if you cover her, we are without an office manager for 2 weeks…..It’s perfect!”
He could see she was excited.
“I would never get away with it, in your office, what if anyone found out. It would ruin us”
She was expecting pushback and decided to be forceful.
“Find out? Has anyone, anyone, spotted that Sandra wasn’t anything other than a woman? Anyone? You are even passing at the bloody antenatal classes, so let us not pretend that you haven’t become a pretty authentic woman. You look, act, sound and even think like a woman. You live 24/7 as female, Christ we even make love like women, and you have even been on a date with a man!”-
-“Yes, but” he spluttered
-“But nothing Missy. Besides, just think, office wear! I would expect to see you dress smartly. Pretty dresses, court shoes, or perhaps a nice skirt and a sheer pussy bow blouse?”
She knew, deep down, he would do it. The lure of playing and dressing as a secretary would be too much for him, she had done her research. He may not understand it, but only a submissive sissy could have tolerated what she had already done to him.
He knew deep down he was going to agree. His gaff was straining, images of pencil skirts, satin blouses and day dresses floated through his head, and she kept pushing his buttons. He felt her hand trying to split his legs and he rolled onto his back and granted her access.
She didn’t want sex tonight, so she kept talking, her hand playing on the smooth mound created by the gaff.
“I think you will be great and look darling as you totter in on your high heels with my coffee.”
His breathing changed, there was a sexual note to it, “But it will be challenging work, you will need to run the office and help me with the purchase of the other firm, and don’t forget you will be representing the firm. I can wait to see you running to the ladies to change your laddered tights”
He moaned slightly as she continued to tease and talk, “and your make-up would need to be perfect, but I don’t pay my girls to paint their nails all day. Oh, Simon, I think you will fit in perfectly, another woman in an office full of women. Take a letter, Ms Ward….” She felt the spasm, watched as he crushed his eyes together and grimaced, “and you start tomorrow darling”




Chapter 5

The alarm went off and Judy shook his shoulder “Come on, you are a working girl now!” and she tore off into the ensuite.
He looked at the clock and rose rather more carefully. He went to his wardrobe, what was he going to wear? He had not shopped for office wear, let alone maternity office wear. Judy had made it clear that leggings and denim were out, so it would have to be a dress.
He went through the options, there weren’t that many, and chose a navy-blue dress with contrast white accents around the neck, skirt hem and sleeves. He held it up against himself. It was a simple A-line shift dress that fell to just above his knees. The skirt had two patch pockets with the same contrasting white trim across the top of the pocket. The high round neck would preserve his modesty and the gold poppers at the shoulder gave it a hint of glitz. Rose had chosen it as it reminded her of the outfit she had bought from Red, the same one she had made him try when they were shopping there for a new outfit. He knew that if he wore his blue blazer it would look smart, in a 1960’s Jackie O way.
“I have finished in there,” said Judy.
She quickly got dressed in a grey trouser suit and headed for the stairs.
“I am going to go in ahead of you, and I suggest you come in at around 9.30 am. That will give me time to brief Cindy” and she disappeared.
He heard the front door slam and her car driving off. He sat on the edge of the bed, the silence ringing in his ears. He was going to work as a woman for the next three months. The whole idea made him hard, but he tried to focus. He went to his drawers and chose a clean white gaff, a white lace maternity bra, tights, support knickers and a spare pair of tights all of them ending up on the bed. He found his Court shoes with a 3inch heel and a classic, frame style, black leather handbag. He opened the handbag and checked the inside pocket for pads and tampons. Satisfied, he added the spare pair of tights.
He stripped off down to his gaff and headed for the shower. He pulled the gaff off, it was crusty, and evidence of last night’s orgasm was everywhere. He picked up a shower cap and carefully swept up his hair to ensure it was protected. His cock was rock hard, he wasn’t surprised, he had been dreaming of being a secretary all night. He stepped into the shower and today, he shaved his legs. They didn’t need it, but he wanted to be perfect.
He had to deal with his erection, there was nothing erotic about it, a quick release to ensure his comfort later, but enjoyable.
He dried off, shaved his face, and applied scented moisturizer to his body and the Vaniqa hair cream to his face before spraying a flora deodorant over his body. He dressed into his gaff, released his hair from the shower cap and returned to the bedroom and hauled his bump into position. He reapplied his breasts, taking a bit more care than usual, and applied concealer to blend the edges into his skin. Whilst the bump was still alien to him, he now felt quite odd without breasts.
He could feel his groin stirring. ‘This is what thousands of working women are doing all over the country and I am one of them’ he thought. He smiled and effortlessly rolled the maternity tights up his newly shaven and moisturised legs. ‘Nothing beats that feeling’ he thought as he worked the top over his bump. He then added the support knickers, they helped support his belly as well as keep his tights up and slipped on his lady Omega watch which told him that he was going to be late on his first day.
He gazed into the mirror and decided to change his earrings for a set of hoops and then picked up his dress. He looked at it again and changed his mind. It was a sunny day and he wanted something floral. He went back to the hangers and chose another dress that he remembered buying with Rose. The shop had claimed that one of the Royals had worn it and holding it up, he already knew that it was the one.
The dress was a very pale purple with a darker, graphic, purple floral blossom print. He pulled the dress over his head and easily guided his arms through the short Cap style sleeves. He positioned the darts over his breasts and let the dress drop down to just above his knees. He shimmied the frock until he was happy it had settled into the right position. The dress had an elegant, knotted feature at the empire line, and he adjusted the position of the knot to ensure that it sat directly under the V of the neckline. The twisted knot tied the dress together with the creases across the breasts which then became one single pleat that fell down the centre of the dress.
He sat back at the vanity, relishing the sound that he made. Only women made that sound, the sighing of the multiple fabrics moving in unison. He brushed his hair, choosing to wear it down today whilst thinking, ‘my highlights need doing.’
He then applied his daytime makeup, with more care than usual, he wanted to make a good impression. He quickly blended the liquid foundation into his skin and then skilfully applied eyeliner. He chose a light metallic brown eyeshadow to make his eyes pop and some mascara completed his eyes. He grabbed his largest makeup brush, added blusher to his cheeks, and reviewed his look. Satisfied he looked through his lipstick options and settled on ‘Sand Nude’ which could more realistically be described as very pale pink. He looked at himself, something was missing, Jewellery!
He rummaged through his trinket box and found the pendant Judy had bought him, a golden chain supporting a sparkly Swarovski crescent moon, and it filled the V neck perfectly. A final spritz of perfume and he was done.
He stood up and stepped into his nude court shoes and slipped into his blazer, the shock of the cold lining on his arms no longer surprised him. Finally, he put his handbag over the crook of his arm and looked at himself in the mirror.
He stood there, in a bit of shock. Judy was right. He looked right, normal, he was now capable of, no, he was Sandra! There was no hint of Simon to the outside world, only he, his groin knew, and his family knew otherwise. To the rest of the world, he was just another pregnant woman, heading off to work for the day. He sat on the bed, aroused and worried in equal measure; this was his life but was it what he wanted? Who did Judy want, him or Sandra?
Simon click-clacked across the hall and slammed the door behind him. The garage door opened, and he slid into the Mercedes. He smiled, it felt good, being employed. The routine was familiar and welcome, like putting on your favourite shoes having not worn them for ages. He placed his handbag on the passenger seat, put his sunglasses on and left for the office.
Judy heard the office coming alive and soon enough Cindy had poked her head through the door.
“Morning Judy. Coffee?”
“Yes please Cindy, and bring one for yourself”
Cindy returned with two mugs and sat opposite Judy.
“How’s your mum?”
A brief sadness flashed across Cindy’s face “Comfortable thanks”
Judy blew on her coffee and took a sip. “I have been thinking about your leave of absence and my husband’s sister Sandra is going to provide cover. I was hoping that you could show her the ropes over the next few days and then start your compassionate leave?”
“Thank you, Judy! That is brilliant, so I could finish up this week?”
“That’s the plan,” replied Judy. “I am expecting her, Sandra Ward, to arrive after 9.30 am. You cannot miss her, she is pregnant”
Simon walked across the carpark to ‘Stevens & Ward Solicitors,’ the firm she founded and whose brand comprised of Judy’s maiden and married names. He rang the buzzer and a woman’s voice asked him for details of his appointment.
“Sandra Ward to see Judy Ward” he answered, his voice holding more nerves than he had expected.
The door buzzed and he pushed his way through. This was it!
“Morning Sandra, my name is Cindy, we were expecting you.” He had met her before, but that was, in the words of one of his favourite movies, a long time ago in a galaxy far, far away.
“Hello Cindy, nice to meet you” he replied.
“Thanks for stepping in, you are a lifesaver, and pregnant as well. Let me show you around”  
The office had three rooms. Judy’s office, the door was closed as she was with a client, the office which had three desks for Cindy and the two typists and the kitchen which also had a toilet next to it.
“Let’s start with introductions, you know Judy of course, this is Jo, she works 3 days a week and Pat who normally sits there only works two days. Coffee?”
Simon gave Jo a nervous wave and followed Cindy to the Kitchen, where she lectured him on how Judy liked her Coffee. It was hard not to laugh, but he managed to feign interest as she made his drink.
“So, Sandra, this will be your desk, pull up a chair and I will take you through our systems and how everything works.”
The next hour flew by as Simon absorbed as much of the information as he could from Cindy. He was realising that running this office was not going to be as easy as Judy had made out. Thankfully, they had gotten the pregnancy small talk out of the way as well.
“Now this is the intercom. As you can see, the red light is on, so that is a flat do not disturb except for dire emergencies. The amber and green, you can figure out for yourself.”
He nodded, and Cindy stopped.
“Look it has gone green. The client meeting is over, and they will be out in the next five minutes.” And then more loudly “showtime ladies.”
Jo and Cindy started typing a little harder and looked busier.
“It helps convince the clients that we are a successful and busy firm” she whispered.
He grinned, that was his Judy, details. The door to her office swung open and his heart sank. It was Dan…..Dan bloody Bridger!
“Thank you, Mr Bridger, I hope we can help, but if you need any more information just let me know,” said Judy shaking his hand.
Dan turned and walked from the office. “Sandra?” he said in surprise.
Simon blushed. The last time he had seen Dan was on their ‘date’ after the ballroom dancing when Judy was in Dubai. That had not gone well. Dan composed himself quickly,
“Congratulations, how are you? You are looking well are you working here?”
Simon blushed, this was embarrassing, “Yes, it is my first day”
Judy sensed a business opportunity and walked over,
“I forgot you two knew each other. Dan, if you two want to grab a coffee, I can spare her”
Simon shot her a furious glance; how dare she offer him out like some sort of escort.
“How about it Sandra, fancy a decent coffee?” said Dan, confidently. This was business Dan and not the slightly awkward pub Dan he remembered.
Judy stood behind Dan’s shoulder, her rolling eyes and the frequent tilting of her head, a clear sign that he should take Dan up on his offer.
“Yes please, Dan” he answered “this is instant” he said pulling a face.
Dan looked genuinely happy and waited as Simon put on his blazer and grabbed his handbag.
Judy watched Dan as he protectively escorted Simon from the office. She was surprised by how thrilling it was, to see him being taken out by a man. Her groin was getting ticklish.
Simon sat in the coffee shop as Dan bought the drinks and his nerves were rising. His phone pinged, a WhatsApp from Judy.
Be nice. I am trying to win his firm’s legal work so anything you can do to help xx
Simon looked at the queue, it was long.
Are you pimping me out now? ��
The response was swift
Yes
A shadow fell over his face, it was Dan.
“There you go,” he said, handing Simon his coffee.
They both sipped their drinks, the silence creating a growing barrier to conversation. Dan did the decent thing and ended it.
“When is the baby due?” he asked.
“October, I am having a girl. I am sorry I did not tell you, but I didn’t think the treatment would be successful and it was Jeff and I’s, the last batch of eggs and then…” Simon’s voice trailed off.
“You do not have to apologise, Sandy, you don’t owe me anything. I am pleased for you, and it suits you, pregnancy. How has it been?”
Simon was on safer ground now and spoke genuinely about the pregnancy so far, but he also realised that it would be better if he could get Dan talking about himself.
“Anyway Dan. That is enough about me. How is your mum and will I be seeing more of you at work?”     
“Mum is fine, and all I hear is how excited Rose is to be a grandmother and when will I settle down and have kids”
Simon laughed, genuinely. “I know what that feels like, my parents have been on at me for years.”
Dan was in good form, he was easy company, he was treating Sandra as a friend, and Simon was enjoying his company which worried him slightly.
“As for seeing more of me at work. Judy has pitched for our legal services contract and the directors will need to decide”
Simon knew enough about these matters from his old life to know that there was no point asking directly.
“Well, if they do decide on Stevens & Ward, I will look forward to seeing more of you and make sure the firm has better coffee”
Dan chuckled and then said, rather more seriously.
“I would like that” and Simon shivered. He knew Dan was not talking about the coffee.  They hugged, said their goodbyes and he went back to the office. ‘That went better than expected’ he thought to himself. He was more confident, less freaked out by Dan touching him on the arm or guiding him through his back. He was a vastly different Sandra to the one that had a drink with Dan several months earlier.
Back in the office, and before he had dumped his handbag, Cindy waved him over and said, “Judy wanted to see you as soon as you got back”
He knocked on the door
“Come.”  He walked in and closed the door behind him.
“Sandra, come in, take a seat,” said Judy looking like she had won the lottery.
He sat down.
“You look amazing, that dress suits you,” she said, sitting back in her chair, savouring him.
“Thank you” he replied.
“You have made quite an impression on your first day,” she said teasing him “I had forgotten Dan was coming in today.”
He did not know whether to believe it or not, but he decided to give her the benefit of the doubt.
“So, how did it go with Dan?” she asked eagerly “did he say anything about the contract?”
“Not really, although I pointed out that he would see more of me if he used the firm and that I would make sure we had decent coffee,” he said proudly
“Way to go, girl! Now let’s get back to work and could you bring me a coffee please?”
“Yes, Judy” and she watched his pretty feminised body leave her office.
She sat back in her chair; she was horny as hell. It was not just seeing him, pretty and feminised, but the power she held. The power she felt when she penetrated him, her hands on his hips, she controlled the rhythm, the depth, the timing and it was thrilling, and she felt that now. She had feminised him, employed him as a secretary and even pushed him into the arms of a man. Yes, she was in love, madly with him, but also the power, the sex, the lifestyle, everything. She had made her decision.
Judy reached down and opened the bottom drawer and withdrew the burner phone. The knock at the door took her by surprise.
“Come”
The door opened and Simon entered, he wore just the dress and he rustled across the carpet. The short Cap sleeves of the dress made his arms look longer and slender as they ended in a pretty French manicured hand.
“Your coffee Mrs Ward,” he said smiling
“Thank you, Sandy,” she said, whilst thinking about how she could get used to this “Close the door on the way out please”
She went back to the burner phone. It held one number, an overseas number, her fixer in Dubai. The text was short
Do it
A few seconds later the phone pinged.
Ok.




Chapter 6

Week 31/40
Simon left the office at 5 pm. and was genuinely tired. He found learning new things tiring, even if they were uncomplicated, but he had enjoyed his day and had fitted in. Cindy was so grateful that he had stepped up so that she could leave earlier. Seeing Dan was a shock, but not an unpleasant experience and he might have even helped Judy with her contract.
He drove the Mercedes carefully, he did not want any aggravation with the police, and his mind was already wondering what he might wear tomorrow. That was another issue he never had a problem with as a working man, just a decision on what colour shirt and whether to wear a tie or not.
Suddenly his phone rang, and he pressed the call answer button on the steering wheel.
“Are you ready?” asked Rose
“Ready?” he replied
“It’s the antenatal class tonight”
“Shit, I forgot, sorry, I will be home in 10 minutes”
“Language Sandra, you know a potty mouth doesn’t suit a lady” admonished Rose
“Sorry mum” he replied bashfully.
“Good, I will pick you up in 35 minutes” and the phone went dead.
Unusually, Judy was at home before him, and he was on alert the moment he walked into the hall. Two new boxes had arrived.
“Hi darling,” said Judy, wrapping herself around him and kissing him passionately.
“I have some more stuff for you. Your new belly for weeks 31 to 38, it is another half a kilo heavier and some larger breast forms, as well, they will be filling with milk”
“Tonight, do I have”-
“YES YOU DO,” said Judy firmly.
They both went upstairs, and they both dropped a box onto the bed and Judy left him to sort himself out.
Judy waited in the Kitchen. Tonight, was the first Antenatal class, and Rose was taking him as she was to be his, and Judy’s, birthing partner.
Upstairs he quickly changed and was looking at himself in the mirror. The new belly was heavy, and the breasts required a size E cup!
“Jesus, I am the size of a house!” he said aloud.
Judy had eventually relented and allowed him to buy a pair of maternity leggings. They were black and boring, but they did have some mesh panels on the calves – that would drive the boys crazy said no one ever! Still, if that is what passed for sexy in his condition, so be it. He wore a simple Breton inspired sweatshirt over the top and once again Judy was right, the expert eye could tell he was wearing a maternity bra. It is the details, they always mattered.
He heard Rose’s car in the drive, tied his hair back with a scrunchie, grabbed his handbag and yoga mat, and went back downstairs to the kitchen. He was surprised and moved slowly as he could no longer see his feet! The new weight from the breasts and the belly also slowed him down.
Judy gasped when she saw him, he looked and moved like a pregnant woman. Slowly, carefully, and with less energy than one would expect for someone so young. She felt herself getting moist. What had she done to him?
Rose broke the ice “Hello dear,” she said, “You look…..bigger…..and very nice.”
He stifled a laugh. “Yes, our daughter is growing fast”
Judy hugged him, side-on, as a frontal assault was getting uncomfortable. “God I love you for doing this, you look amazing”
Rose focused on driving and once on a familiar road she started her coaching.
“Look, I know you are doing brilliantly, but take it easy tonight. You are up against the real thing remember”
“Do you ever think I can forget that?” he replied, slightly annoyed at her stupidity. What he did not realise was that sometimes, as he was such a natural, it created the impression that he might have forgotten.
They pulled into the car park; the session was being held at a local school. Simon was soon greeted by the other pregnant women and introductions made to their birthing partners. Rose was impressed at how relaxed her son in law was, he certainly had all the details and seemed to connect with two of the women. How could she ever look at him as a man after this? He even moved like he was pregnant!
She sidled up to him “I take it back; you are natural dear” she said grabbing his arm.
“Thanks, mum”
The course was helpful and detailed. For Rose, it was familiar, for Simon, all new and quite an insight into what women had to endure. The first topic was deciding where to have your baby and the leader went through all the local options and care packages. The facilitator went around the room asking what thoughts each couple had. Simon was the only one to have chosen a home birth, as Judy had already made that choice.
The next half an hour covered changing hormones and the stages of labour & birth. Simon tried to take it all in, Judy would need to know about this later he thought. He looked at Rose, aware she too was trying to absorb as much as possible. They both asked questions.
The next section was less natural, and the topics of Induced and Caesarean births were discussed along with the pain management options available. Simon was genuinely grateful that Judy, and not him, was giving birth. There then followed a Q&A section which covered many topics, some of which he did not want to know about!
When the course finished, Rose and Simon prepared to leave. One of the girls he had hit it off with at the coffee morning came over.
“Hi Sandy, can I introduce you to my husband, Rob,” said June happily
“Nice to meet you and this is Rose, my mother-in-law, but not,” said Simon
Rose and Rob said little but nodded at each other and smiled.
“Sandy, I wondered if you wanted to grab a coffee this week? I would love to catch up” said June.
Simon looked at Rose, who had a mixture of surprise, fear, and intrigue on her face. He smiled at her and turned to June,
“That would be great, the same place as last time? Say Weds 10 am?”
June beamed “Perfect”
“Aren’t you forgetting something Sandy?” said Rose to a baffled Simon. “You have a job now”
Simon coloured slightly “Silly me, she’s right, could we do say 9 am and I can go to work afterwards?”
June agreed and she and Simon hugged before they left.
Rose slammed her car door shut.
“Well, if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, I would not have believed it.”
“Believed what?” he asked defensively, “I thought I did ok”
“Ok? Oh no, you were way better than ok. You contributed to that session as a woman, and that girl June sees you as a pregnant woman she can relate with. I could not believe it when you asked that question about progesterone levels” she said with a chuckle.
“I was asking for Judy,” he said defensively.
“That, my darling boy, is the verbal equivalent of you saying I am buying this lingerie for my wife.” He blushed, and the ride home was quiet thereafter.




Chapter 7

Week 31/42
Judy was still at the office, working late on her offer letter for the other practice she wanted to buy when she heard her burner phone ring.
“Hello Edward”
“Hi Judy, got your message, the fee will be £15k as agreed plus £6k expenses”
She still couldn’t believe she was going to do this to him, but there was no way in hell she was going to be the stay-at-home mother.
“Agreed – I will wire the funds tonight” she replied, and the phone clicked off.
Simon heard Judy arrive and he checked that the oven was up to temperature and poured two glasses of wine.
“Hi boss,” said Simon
Judy smiled, took the glass, and they clinked them “To my new hire” and they both took a drink. “How was the antenatal class?”
“Fine, it is your mother. She is the issue”
“What has she done now?” Judy asked, dreading the answer.
“Well first it’s ‘take care, you must be careful and then the next minute ‘god you were too good, everyone thinks you are a woman’. I just cannot please her” he said. The exasperation was clear in his voice, and in how hard he shut the oven door after flinging the pizzas in to cook.
Judy wrapped him in her arms “ignore her, you are perfect as you are for me, and that is all that matters” she said.
“That’s as maybe, but the pizza will be ready in 8-10 mins”
They sat down, and Judy suddenly realised she was hungry.
“Tell me, how was your first day at work,” she asked.
He took a moment. “Good. Cindy was great, the systems look fine and pretty simple to pick up, I can handle all the basics, it’s just managing the girls and my typing speed” he replied.
“Good. I am sorry. I forgot about Dan’s appointment”
“Yes, thanks, but we needed to clear the air, so it worked out all right,” he said.
Judy thought about being subtle but went for the direct approach instead. “You know, it might be helpful if we could engineer another coffee with him, you know, grease the wheels ahead of the contract decision,” she said hopefully.
“Not sure that is a clever idea, not in my condition and all,” he said, trying to dodge the issue.
“Look, this contract is big, and I could use your support”
“Judy. Look at me! Do not play the support card please”
“Then stop playing the victim card, we both know how this started and how much fun you have had” she shot back.
He served the pizzas, and they ate in silence for a few minutes before Judy broke the impasse.
“I just thought if you could go for another coffee with him, be nice to him, tell him what a wonderful firm we are, that sort of thing.”
“I will think about it,” he said in the ‘no I won’t’ tone of a stroppy teenager.
“I will put that down to your hormones,” said Judy pointedly.
Dan arrived at his mum’s house for their weekly dinner, something he had started after his father died and had just continued.
“Hi Mum, how are you,” he said finding her in the kitchen, various pots, and pans on the go.
“Dan, how nice to see you, I am fine, wash up and take a seat, it’s Roast Lamb, it will be on the table in 10 minutes.”
His mum brought in two steaming plates and set them down on the table.
“Looks great,” he said, and they made small talk whilst he devoured the lamb, his favourite meat.
“That was great mum,” he said even though she still had half her plate left.
“I forgot to tell you, I saw Sandra Ward today, she is working for Rose’s daughter”
“How was she?”
Dan took a sip of his water; his mum was always a little heavy-handed with the salt.
“She was fine, still pretty, she is huge though, and it turns out she was having IVF with her late husband and the last round worked. We had coffee and cleared the air; she is having a girl”
“That’s nice, but the way Rose goes on, you would think that the child was her grandchild, but then again she has been aching to be a grandmother,” she said “as am I, young man”
Dan squirmed. “Muuuuum!”
In Dubai, Judy’s fixer was busy. Edward had bribed a journalist, the morgue assistant, the police and a doctor. He had also made a call to some friends in the UK. He texted Judy’s burner phone
Everything is in place.
Simon walked into the fourth bedroom. The decorators had started, and he had chosen Magnolia (or Golden Wheat 7, a nonsense name for the same colour) for 3 walls and soft pink for an accent wall. It was all tied together by an oat-coloured carpet. The decorators had prepped the walls and once that was completed, it would not take long for them to be painted.
He tried to visualise what it was going to be like. There would be a child in this room, a little girl, for whom he would be responsible. It would be him, feeding her, changing her, cradling her at 3 am, getting her dressed and washed. All of it. He wondered if he would be ready and was relieved that the next antenatal class was all about caring for your baby.
Judy crept up behind him and her arms encircled his bump.
“Penny for your thoughts?”
“Truthfully? I am worried, can I bring up our daughter? I don’t feel ready, I know nothing, I feel so underprepared, and I so want to get it right for our daughter”
She hugged him tighter and softly kissed his shoulder.
“All first-time parents feel like this, I feel it too. It is a scary thought, we are going to be parents, the grown-ups in charge of shaping a new life. Lots of people do this, and you my dear,” she paused and planted another kiss on his exposed shoulder, “will be a natural.”
Simon was up ahead of Judy. He couldn’t be late two days in a row, and he wanted a shower. Refreshed and feeling human again, he was back in his breasts, bump, and maternity bra. What to wear today he mused to his open wardrobe. It was still too early to go casual, he thought as he still wanted to project authority in his new job.
Judy was up and floating about. “Morning babe,” she said.
“Morning”
“You ok, you sound grumpy,” she was concerned he might still be upset about the Dan idea.
“Don’t laugh, but I haven’t got a thing to wear!” he said.
Judy could not help but laugh. She quickly dressed in her trouser suit.
“Give me a second” and she disappeared.
Ten minutes later she reappeared.
“I went shopping for you yesterday and bought this, I thought you could wear it today?” and she handed him a bag.
He pulled the dress out, “it’s lovely” he said. The A-line dress was clever as it looked like a skirt with a classic black wrap top, made from a soft stretch jersey and concealed a secret double layer for easy-access nursing. The layered skirt was also in a wrap style and had a feminine floral print with purple, pink, and blue flowers.
“Thanks, Judy this is a lifesaver.”
He started rolling his maternity tights up his legs and stood up to pull the top into position.
“Damn!” he said frustrated
“What is it?” asked Judy concerned.
“I have ripped my tights”
Judy smiled, “I am not saying a word, see you in the office and she was gone.
He opened a new pair of tights and successfully put them on, no ladders and no rips, before pulling on his support panty. He picked up the dress and fed his arms into the three-quarter length sleeves before letting the skirt fall over his legs. This is ‘comfy and cute’ he thought before he caught himself. Men did not use such words.
He sat at the vanity, brushed out his long hair, tied it back with a scrunchie and applied his daytime make-up. ‘I am getting quicker at this’ he thought.
He grabbed a pashmina and slipped on a pair of black court shoes, the ones he had bought with Rose who had made him do the housework in them. ‘Graceful, fluid, bend at the knees’ rang through his head and he flowed out of the house and off to work.
The office was busy when he arrived, Cindy was on the phone and the other part-time secretary, Gill was typing away. Cindy looked up and smiled and beckoned him over with her hand before covering the mouthpiece with it. She looked frazzled but whispered,
“Can you take Judy her coffee?” before she continued with the call.
He smiled “Sure” but inside he knew Judy loved him bringing her coffee. He slipped his coat off and made the coffee. He checked his hair and then knocked on her door.
“Come” she shouted. He pushed the door with his hip, and then he walked in carefully as his experience with trays in heels was limited.
“My, don’t you look pretty as a picture,” said Judy grinning from ear to ear “that dress suits you and if this job doesn’t work out there is always waitressing” she teased.
“Very funny” he replied sarcastically. She had not invited him to sit so he stood as she sipped at her coffee.
“Mrs Ward, I wondered if I could come in an hour late on Wednesday please?”
Judy sat back, like the cat with the cream, Ms Ward, I like that she thought.
“What for?” she inquired.
He looked down at his court shoes “I was going to meet one of the girls from the antenatal class for coffee” he said.
She smiled, rather him than me, she thought.
“Well, that’s nice, all you girls supporting each other ahead of the big day, but it does depend”
“On what,” he asked quickly.
“Can I rely on you to have that other coffee we spoke about?” she asked.
“Fine” he replied in a way that they both knew meant something else.
Simon threw himself into the office work and soon Cindy was struggling to show him anything new to learn. The office was humming.
“Let’s take a break for lunch” suggested Cindy.
They moved into the staffroom and retrieved their lunches from the fridge. They made small talk before Cindy changed the subject.
“I am impressed how quickly you have picked everything up Sandra, it’s a great relief.”
“Great training,” said Simon
Cindy smiled “Look the thing is, I haven’t told Judy this,” and suddenly a sadness flashed across her face and her eyes became teary “if my mum doesn’t make it then it is highly unlikely that I will return to this job."
Simon had spent enough time with women to know to say nothing.
“It could be a terrific opportunity for you.......and well......I really don’t know how to tell Judy”
There it was, thought Simon.
“Oh Cindy, leave all that to me. You needn’t tell Judy anything yet, just keep me posted on your plans”
He was taken aback when Cindy reached over, hugged him, and said “Thank you”




Chapter 8

35/42
When Simon arrived home, his heart sank slightly as there was another package waiting outside addressed to Judy. He left it on the kitchen table as he was exhausted and slipping his heels off, he lay on the couch and flicked on the TV.
After a long day, Judy was relieved to be at home. Her pregnancy whilst cryptic was tiring and she too needed a break.
Simon was laying on the couch, dozing, his hand over his bump in the same black dress she had bought for him, and he looked the picture of motherhood. She smiled, he had done a great job, the nursery was all prepared and stocked, the go-bag for hospital packed just in case she had any complications, and he had the knowledge to be the caregiver. She could not resist, she walked over and pecked him on the cheek.
“I love you”
She decided she would cook tonight, as to be fair he was a working woman now. She woke him with a cup of tea and left him as she set the table and rustled up dinner.
“Thanks, love,” he said carefully sitting down at the kitchen table “I was too tired to cook”
She smiled “I could see”
They ate quietly, both tired for varied reasons.
“Look Judy, isn’t time that Simon came back now? I mean I have finished all the antenatal classes and there are less than 10 weeks until you are due, so shouldn’t we do something”
She was too tired to argue “Yes I suppose you are right, leave it with me”
Simon’s heart leapt, “Fancy an early night?” he asked hopefully. She nodded.
Abdul Rahman got into his Maserati and turned the air conditioning to the maximum. The Dubai heat was stifling, even in the evening, but he needed a break from his parents. He headed out of the Al Barsha district, past the camel racing track, and before long the roads emptied, the buildings disappearing as he headed for the desert.
He turned the music up and pressed the sport button and moved the gear lever into manual. He loved the exhaust note of the car when it was being driven hard. He flicked the paddle behind the steering wheel and dropped into second and took the car up to 7000rpm, pulled the paddle, bang, the next gear came in immediately and both the revs and speed built. He was through 100mph when he pulled for fourth gear, the revs coming more slowly, but still coming relentlessly.
Sand was always a risk, and he hit a patch on the road at over 130mph and that was where his talent and luck ran out. He tried to catch the car as the rear stepped out, but overcorrected, and the car dug into the sand at the side of the road and started its death roll. He had not bothered with his seat belt and as the airbags exploded around him, his last thoughts were of his mum.
Judy went up to bed first, Simon had offered to load the dishwasher as she had cooked. She dumped the final Moonbump on the bed. This would see him through to the birth and added a further kilo to his weight. She opened it and left it on the bed.
“Oh, do I have to?” She heard his cry from the bathroom.
“Yes.... it is the details remember”
In the bedroom, Simon reluctantly shed his previous bump, and stepped into the final bump, instinctively feeling it with his hands before throwing his maternity nighty on.
“How is it?” she asked from the ensuite door.
“Look at me! I am the size of a house!” he said exasperated
“But you do have a certain glow” she replied.
He shuffled into and out of the bathroom, before groaning and sighing his way into bed. The size of the bump and the combined weight with the larger breasts were taking their toll.
Judy spooned into his back, her arm cradling his new bump.
“Not long now till we two become three,” she said into his shoulder. She could see the sleep bra under his nighty.
“How can you love me like this,” he said as she rubbed his bump.
“Easily, want me to show you?” she said, “it will have to be doggy style, so get yourself comfortable”
He was tired, but their sex had been off the charts, and he really needed to feel wanted, loved, desired especially given how he looked.
She was intrigued. Would he even ask for normal sex or did he enjoy being penetrated more? She reached under the bed and retrieved her strap-on, tonight was important, and it was to be all about him. She lubed herself up and then moved onto her knees behind him. She popped the crotch of the new Moonbump and tugged his gaff down.
She loved this moment. She was in charge, she would decide everything, and she understood why men enjoyed sex, the power dynamic was far more erotic than the submissive one.
“I am going to show you how much I adore you, so hold on lover” she said.
She pushed her strap-on up against his cheeks and he flinched at the touch of the cold lube. She split him with her hands as if he were an orange and she entered him slowly.
“Oh Judy.......you are too good at this”
“SShhh my love, let me make love to you as the woman you have become” and with that, she grabbed his cock which had already hardened.
She started gently, she wanted this to last, to give him a deliciously long orgasm.
“Admit it Simon, normal sex after this, it’s not going to be the same is it?” and with that, she slid in, silicon balls deep and then started her rocking motion. Not for the first time she wished he had womanly hips that she could more easily grab.
“Let’s face it, you love being taken as a woman” and still she rode him, back and forth.
He felt the pressure, the gentle rub against his prostate and the tickle on his cock from her hand. He could not answer, he was too ashamed to admit that she was right. Silence.
“You love this, the clothes, the life, the sex, why end it?” she continued backing off the tempo on his cock.
“What if Simon never returned? How would that be darling, you a full-time mother and working part-time in my office? Once your figure returns, I can just see you in sheer pussy bow blouses, pencil skirts and satin blouses, oh Sandra, it could be simply perfect”
She could feel his cock hardening with her words, he was still silent, and she continued to feed his need as she picked up the tempo once more.    
Edward’s phone rang
“As-Salam-u-Alaikum Mr Edward”
“Officer Rashide, what can I do for you this fine day”
“More I for you, Mr Edward. You wanted to know, so I call you, fatal accident E66, single male, in a Maserati, no seatbelt. Happened sometime over the past 8 hours”
“Thanks, that’s all I need, nice doing business with you” replied Edward, his adrenalin rising. Time to put his plan into action.
He worked through his contacts and called John, the man who had been living as Simon Ward. He was expecting the call.
“John, it’s Teddy, this gig is over, quit immediately”
“Understood.” John grabbed his go-bag and baseball hat and exited through a pre-planned CCTV free route.
His next call was to Jimmy at Gulf News. He would cover the story, and report the death as the ex-pat Simon Ward, the correction would be printed a few days later, on page 19. Jimmy’s phone went to voicemail. “Jimmy, fatal accident on the E66, single male driving a Maserati. I would be grateful if you could cover it as discussed. Officer Rashide is on-site”
He looked at his watch it was evening in the UK, perfect. He rang another number, in the UK
“Hello 999 Film Cars” a woman’s voice answered
“Jerry Smith please.” He heard the woman lay down the receiver and walk off.
“Hullo, Jerry speaking”
“Hi, Jerry, it is Edward in Dubai. Tonight please”
“Consider it done” Jerry replied.
Simon’s head was screaming for him to say something, but he was in a state of joy, how had Judy got so good at making love to him? Her voice was the perfect soundtrack to her physical worship of his body and the window for Simon’s return seemed to be closing.
“I cannot wait to see you dropping off our daughter to day-care or Rose and then coming into the office in a pretty summer dress. Oh yes and bringing me my coffee. Dan might be a client, I bet you would flirt outrageously”
“No, No....No” Simon whimpered but his cock told a different story. Hard and raw as she rode it with her clenched palm.
“Typical woman, you say no, but you mean yes” and ever so slowly the tempo rose slightly.
“Let’s face it, Rose prefers you as Sandy and it’s nearly been a full year” and the tempo still clicked up.
“No.....oo.......no.....needs a father” he whispered…..”You promised…..I want to be Simon again”
“No…no…you don’t, not really, we will raise our daughter together, as women. You will be her mother, take your baby to meet the girls from the antenatal class, and have eyes in the back of your head. I can see you as a right MILF......., especially for me.” The tempo rose, he could feel the epicentre of the orgasm would be from his prostate and Judy became more urgent. She was in control and relished the power.
“If this feels good, just imagine what a real fat juicy cock would feel like” she teased.
“No!” her comment shattering the walls of his joy.
Judy stopped and withdrew leaving him on all fours un-satiated. Now was the test.
There was an awkward pause. They both knew this could go either way, but Judy was confident that his base needs would prevail. The silence stretched out, and then he caved
“Judy, would you, please” he pleaded   
“What my love, what do want?” she asked flatly.
“You know, finish what you started” he replied.
“No, not unless you ask properly as Sandy” she demanded.
He sighed, what is one more ignominy he thought.
“Judy, I want you to fuck me, fuck me hard, take me as your woman, your wife, the mother of our child.”
She could not believe her ears; he had gone further than she had hoped or expected. She edged back into position and the strap-on easily slipped into him.
“Oh Sandy, I am going to love and keep you as a woman, my woman, forever” and she thrust, forward and back, her hand stroking his hard cock.
“You will be a great wife, mother and lover,” and Judy suddenly felt a release, her plan was in flight, his feminine prison being built, satin slip by pretty dress, and she upped the tempo, her joy converting into force.
“Fucking hell.......Judy......I love you........ooohhhh........oh yes....yes” he cried, the thought of being permanently feminised aroused him and he was unable to speak or think properly.
She knew how to time the climaxes, she did not know how she knew, but she did.
“Simon, can you believe it, he is never coming back, it’s just Sandra now.”
Sure enough, her timing, the physical penetration, the manual masturbation, and the soundtrack caused him to explode. It rocked him, the brutal jab to the guts and the physical pain as the clench spread out left and right across his abdomen. Simultaneously by a joyous warmth spread from within. Lower and deeper than the jab in the guts, it radiated, waves moving up and down through his body. It was like the best sweet and sour feeling in the world. He could hardly speak, let alone function. The front of his nighty was soiled, cooling rapidly and he felt Judy slowly withdrawing.
“Thank you, that was…….amazing,” he said
“So are you,” she said as she unstrapped herself and settled down to a contented sleep whilst he recovered, cleaned himself up, and got a fresh nightdress.
“Turn left” the man in the sat nav said.    
“Ok, so you clear on tonight,” asked Jerry.
“Yes, you do the talking, I am to offer to get drinks or see if they want to ring anyone?” said JCT. No one knew her real name, but she had built a living on bit-part acting and working as an extra.
Jerry wore the uniform of a Sargent, JCT a constable. The Police car stopped at the gates and Jerry flicked on the blue lights and left the car for the gate buzzer.
Judy heard the buzzer and woke puzzled. She shook Simon, who was out for the count, “wake up, there is someone at the gates”
Judy picked her phone and answered the gate call.
“Hello,” she asked blearily
“Judy Ward, it’s the Police, could we come in please”
Simon heard the words and sat bolt upright.
“What this about?” asked Judy, her lawyer brain kicking into gear.
“We can explain in person when you open the gates, but I can say you are not in trouble”
Judy opened the gates and she and Simon got into their wraps.
“I can’t see the Police looking like this” he squealed.
“Well, I am not seeing them on my own, so suck it up buttercup and get your slippers on”
The bedroom steadily became intermittently bluer and bluer as the police car drew closer and closer.
They both went downstairs. Simon could not keep up with Judy who reached the door just as the door knocker rapped out its urgent call. He looked over her shoulder as she opened the door and saw two police officers, one man and one woman.
“Judy Ward?” asked the Policeman
“Yes, that’s me” answered Judy
“I am Sargent Smith, this is WPC Taylor may we come in please?” and with that, they both moved forward slightly before Judy answered.
“Yes, yes of course”
The foursome moved through the lounge and WPC Taylor directed Simon and Judy to sit on the sofa.
“I am sorry miss, who are you please?” asked Sgt. Smith.
“Si.....Sandra,......Sandra Ward.....why?” he answered nervously.
“Are you related to Simon Ward?”
“Yes....he is my brother”
The Policeman looked at his partner and shifted uncomfortably on his feet.
“I am afraid I have some sad news for you both. I have been asked to inform you that Simon Ward your Husband, your brother, was reported dead in Dubai, earlier today at 18.55 on 16th April 2022.”
“No! This can’t be, No this is wrong, it’s a mistake” shouted Simon both confused and angry. Judy cuddled him, stroked his hair and started rocking him.
“Sshhh shhhh”
“How did it happen,” asked Judy sadly.
“It was a car accident. He had taken his Maserati Granturismo out for a night drive, and he was travelling at over 100mph when he skidded on some sand on the road. The car rolled and unfortunately, he was not wearing a seatbelt. He was killed instantly. Please accept our condolences for your loss”
Simon was trapped. He wanted to shout ‘I am here and rip off his prosthetics but he knew that would only invite more trouble, especially for Judy. He was also hard, he hated himself for it, but the gaff was straining. Judy had laid out his future life as a working mother and she was bringing that into reality. His opinion or input was not relevant.
He sounded so genuine as he simply said “No, it’s a mistake, this can’t be happening” but his groin knew otherwise.
The Policeman kneeled in front of Simon and took his hand. He was thankful for the gaff and the loose folds of his nightdress.
“I am afraid not my dear, the body was identified by a work colleague and the Dubai police traced the ID back to his apartment”
The policewoman decided that coffee was not a smart idea and simply said “is there anyone we can call for you?”
Judy wanted them gone. “No thanks, we will be fine. We will look after each other and thank you for telling us personally” and she rose, her hand outstretched, guiding them to the front door.
“Thank you, Mrs Ward, and once again, I am sorry for your loss.”
She showed them to the door, closed it and then slumped back against the door and sighed. She was not aroused, she was relieved. It was done, the decision made and their future course set.
She walked back into the lounge and Simon was crying. Between sobs, he simply said, “what have you done?”




Chapter 9

Week 37/42
The arguments had been going on for weeks. Simon was furious at being trapped as Sandra. Judy was angry that he could not see how much happier he had been over the past year and how much everyone had supported him. Even Rose had waded in, simply pointing out that everyone liked Sandra and that no one would miss Simon. That was the single point that made Simon pause for thought because it was true.
He had been caught out by Judy’s diligence. The day after the accident, she had announced his death to all and sundry via social media and she even had the article from the Dubai Times which added further colour. Thankfully, they never corrected the original article, just published a correction in a small box in the middle of the paper a few days later. This was designed, of course, to hide the error, so no one really noticed the mistake. Judy’s fixer had arranged for an Urn to arrive with ‘his’ ashes and she had organised the memorial service.
Simon had, like all the other mothers in the antenatal class, spent the day at home. He had been on the WhatsApp chat and had a call with June. They were all bored, enormous, excited, and worried in equal measure.
Judy had found solace in her work. She had not enjoyed being at home with Simon following the news of his death and he had refused to help in any way with the funeral arrangements.
Simon heard Judy’s car pull up and he hauled himself upright on the sofa. He had made an effort today; he was wearing the red oriental wrap dress that he had bought for with Rose and he fluffed his hair into some semblance of shape and pulled up his tights.
“Hi, honey I am home” called Judy as she walked through the hall into the kitchen.
“Hi” he replied sullenly.
“I see more flowers have arrived,” she said nodding at the newly filled vases on the table.
“Yes, one was from the Bridgers”-
-“Dan? How lovely,” said Judy cutting across him.
“As I was saying, the Bridger’s and the second was from the girls at the antenatal class” finished Simon.
“How sweet, it just shows how many people care about Sandra”
He sighed, “they are for Simon,” he said in an exasperated tone
“No, the flowers are for the living, not the dead. They are all addressed to you, Sandra, expressing sympathy for your loss”
“Judy, we have to stop”-
“ENOUGH” shouted Judy, her tone shocked both of them into silence.
“We have been over this endlessly. The facts are that we can always move, and Simon reappear, but why would we? Everyone loves Sandra, hell even my mother loves her, we are having the best days of our marriage, the sex is fantastic and you. You, my dear sweet, sexy feminised husband have the life and clothes you have always dreamed about. A mother, a housewife, and soon, you will be looking all glam and pretty in the office working for me!”
Judy swivelled on her feet and left the room leaving him to stew.
It was the day Simon had been dreading, he woke before her and struggled out of bed. He was huge now and could not wait for the baby to arrive. At least the weather was good, the curtains struggling to hold back the sunlight.
“Morning” Judy said drowsily. “Looks like a lovely day”
He did not reply and went to the wardrobe. Judy had bought his black dress; he hadn’t been engaging in the arrangements. Part of him wanted to boycott the event, but she had persuaded him to go. After all, it would be easy to put his absence down to grief, and deep down there was a part of him that wanted to see who would turn up and what would they say.
She had chosen him a black V-neck lace maternity dress that was designed to be both elegant and flattering, well as flattering as maternity wear could ever be. The dress was knee length and had a beautiful lace shell over a soft, smooth jersey under-dress which allowed a hint of skin to show through whilst still being modest. The long lace sleeves would be welcome today, offering coverage without warmth.
“I have a horrible feeling you are going to make an attractive, grieving woman,” said Judy sitting up in bed. “Wear something pretty underneath, it will give you more confidence and opaques, not sheers I am afraid.”
He nodded and started to root through his lingerie drawer as Judy went to the bathroom. He found a pretty black bra and changed the gaff under his Moonbump and before long he was rolling black opaques up his legs. He didn’t like opaques; they didn’t offer the joy quotient of sheer tights and they felt so terribly practical. He shimmied them into position, the top sitting above his bump and uncomfortably close to his bra. He went back to his lingerie drawer and found some Black support knickers and stepped into the world’s most unglamorous piece of lingerie. At least it would keep his tights up all day.
He looked in the mirror. He was always amazed at how a pretty dress or skirt and blouse could cover up all these underpinnings and still create a sense of glamour. He slid his arms into the dress and let it fall over his body. The jersey dress was at once warm against his skin and lacked the frisson that a satin lining offered. He tugged the dress into place and freed his hair from underneath the neckline and reviewed his look in the mirror. He knotted the waist tie, in the vain effort to create some shape.
The bathroom door opened “That looks good, discrete yet attractive, can I suggest you were your pearls today?” said Judy heading for her wardrobe.
Of course, she was right. He sat at the vanity and applied a modest, daytime make-up look, natural but flawless was the goal. The translucent loose setting powder provided the perfect finish. He applied a natural pink lipstick and tossed the tube into his black clutch bag before brushing his hair, which he held in a high ponytail in a scrunchie. Finally, he swapped out his earrings for the pearl studs and then reached for his necklace.
Judy appeared in the mirror’s reflection as she stood behind him. Dressed in one of the black trouser suits that she wore for work. She loved seeing his bra’s sliders through the thin material of his clothes.
“Allow me,” she said taking the necklace from him. This set had been another present from her. “Do you remember why I bought you these?” she asked.
“It was the thank you present you gave me after the first antenatal class” he replied.
“Yes, it was that day, I felt you formally became the mother of our daughter and I the breadwinner.” She draped the twin strands of Japanese Akoya pearls around his neck and secured the clasp.
“I chose pearls as traditionally, they have symbolised everlasting love, loyalty, and wisdom. They also signify a new beginning; a fresh start and their white colour stands for purity and innocence. They expressed how I felt about you, your new life and how much I adore.” Judy’s eyes were watering.
“Don’t cry Judy, please, it will start me off and ruin my make-up,” he said rapidly reaching for a tissue and blotting the side of his eyes.
“You never said any of that at the time,” he said into the mirror.
“No, I didn’t, did I? It didn’t need saying then, but it does now. Today will be tough for you. I want you to remember what I said, and touch your pearls to remember my words, everlasting love, loyalty, and wisdom.” She put her arms around his shoulders, and kissed his cheek, “there all done.”
Judy had decided to hold the celebration of Simon’s life in their home, in their garden, where his ashes would be spread under a freshly planted rose bush. She had bought a new bench where one could sit and reflect and look onto the rose bush that sat in a sunny corner of the garden. The whole event had been outsourced so that they too became guests, albeit in their own home.
The funeral firm had set chairs out in the garden, and they were expecting around 30 guests and, as they arrived, Judy and Simon remained inside.
“It’s time,” the funeral director said, his arm outstretched, directing them gently to the garden.
Judy threaded her arm through his lace-coloured sleeve and gave him an encouraging hug and they walked into the bright sunshine. They walked down the makeshift aisle and he was grateful that the dry lawn prevented his heels from sinking into the turf.
They had chairs reserved in the front row, and Judy’s mum Rose, stood and hugged both Simon and Judy. They sat down and Simon noticed that of the three, he was the only one not in trousers.
He looked up and saw the photo of him that Judy had chosen. He had to agree it was one of his better ones, and next to it stood the blue urn.
The funeral director took his position, his purple suit worked well with his dark skin and there was a joy to his demeanour that helped lift the mood.
“Good morning everybody and thank you for coming to celebrate with us, the life of Simon Ward, beloved husband to Judy, brother to Sandra and friend. His wish was that this should be a celebration. Life is a beautiful gift, and our time is finite, so let us reflect on Simon’s life today starting with his favourite Spotify playlist which will play in the background throughout the service” he nodded, and the music started playing.
The event then rolled through the order of service; the funeral director provided a cheerful summary of Simon’s life. The highlight was Judy’s Eulogy which was cleverly written to both remember Simon but also to directly speak to him in the front row. To remind him how much he was loved, adored and that he would be forever in her heart. She noticed him clutch his pearls once or twice and she felt a familiar thrill at the sight.
There then followed a reading, read by Rose, as photos of Simon and Judy appeared on screen and once finished, Rose re-joined Simon and Judy in the front row.
Tears for Fears, Rivers of Mercy began playing. The funeral director nodded at Judy who then stood, helping Simon to his feet. They moved forward together, and Judy picked up the urn and together they moved over to a hole dug into the earth. Judy poured the ashes into the hole and handed the empty urn to Simon. The funeral director handed her the rose bush, which she placed into the hole, and as she was covering the roots with soil she whispered to Simon.
“I chose this bush for you. It is a Renaissance Rose called ‘Sandra’ which has a large, scented, double lavender bloom. I wanted a reminder that Simon, even in death, lives on as my Sandra.”
Simon had managed to keep his composure so far. Her words, the ceremony, the finality, and his new life as a woman, all piled up. He clutched his pearls, and small sobs came unbidden.
“Sshh, it will be ok, I promise Sandra,” said Judy and Rose quickly joined them and handed Simon a lace hanky.
“Why don’t we take a comfort break?” said Rose leading an upset Simon off to the bathroom.
Simon reapplied his lipstick and touched up his makeup. This was it; he was gone. He was Sandra now and whilst he was terrified and angry by Judy’s manoeuvres, he could not deny he was looking forward to being a working mother and she had nailed him with the talk of pencil skirts and sheer pussy bow blouses. Even now, in his darkest moment, that simple vision aroused him. He did not understand why, sometimes he hated that it did, but it was undeniable. He pulled the flush, straightened his dress, smiled at his reflection, and thought ‘showtime’. He re-joined Rose who took his hand and smiled warmly at him.
“Just the wake to get through now dear”      




Chapter 10

Week 40/42
“Simon! Wake up!” said Judy shaking his shoulder.
He woke quickly, Judy’s bedside lamp was on. “I think it is starting,” she said with a hint of alarm in her voice. Simon on the other hand was trained for this and could focus.
“Ok, time the contractions for me,” he said, getting out of bed and into his fluffy slippers and gown.
“Talk to me Judy” he urged.
“Ok, I think I have had a contraction”
“How long did it last”
“Not that long” she replied
“Have your waters broken”
Judy felt the bedsheet, “No”
“Good we have plenty of time” he replied.
They had rehearsed how this day might go, but none of that prepared them for this moment. He smiled at her and went to get a cup of tea for them both and he called the midwife to give her an update and opened the gates.
The sporadic contractions continued for an hour and then Judy’s waters broke. Her contractions then became more regular, and more intense.
Simon timed the latest set of contractions; they were coming every 3 to 4 minutes and lasting on average 60 seconds.
“She is coming,” he said unable to hide the concern, “I will get the midwife out.”
Simon phoned the midwife and then went to his old bedroom, and removed his bump, which joined the other four in the wardrobe. The relief was amazing. He had lost over five kilos in an instant, his knees, back and shoulders all noticed a sense of lightness.
He grabbed his denim skirt and a jumper. None of his old blouses would fit his new breast size and he quickly dressed, wincing at how tightly the jumper stretched over his breasts.
“Si…Sandra” yelled Judy.
He scurried into the master bedroom.
“My back hurts,” she said feeling sorry for herself.
“All normal, let’s get you cleaned up, into a warm bath and ready for the delivery shall we?” he ran a bath for her and helped her into the soothing water.
He changed the sheets on the bed, adding towels on top of the mattress protector before covering them all with a clean cotton sheet. He moved the duvet out of the room and brought in clean towels and a plastic bowl for the hot water.
Having finished the room preparations, he fetched his phone and texted Rose
Judy is in labour will keep you posted xx  
Her reply was instant
Good luck xx
He fetched their matching nighties. They had three sets each, all identical, and were very simple pink cotton nightdresses that would probably end up being thrown out……after all childbirth is a messy process, but they would be good enough for photos. He placed one in the bathroom for Judy and reminded her that she would not need any panties.  
Simon opened the door to the Midwife, Grace Musa. A strong, well built Nigerian woman in her forty’s. She exuded the business-like confidence of someone with thousands of births under her belt. They exchanged pleasantries and introductions and Simon was once again surprised at how relaxed he was as Sandra, on this day of all days.
Grace strode into the bedroom and noted the towels under the bedsheet and the other preparations he had made, and she was relieved.
“Women are always better prepared” was all she said, but Simon knew praise when it was offered.
Grace examined Judy from head to toe, timed her contractions and took her blood pressure and temperature.
“Ok Judy, it looks like you are having your baby today, how are you feeling?” she declared whilst unpacking her birthing pack.
Judy smiled weakly, she was out of her comfort zone and was finding the experience daunting. It was a position that was alien to her. Her body was acting unconsciously, no real input or choice was needed from her, she was just a vessel. Her intellect and character were irrelevant.
“Fine, it smarts a bit,” she said trying to be humorous.
“Ok, dear. Can you hold out a bit longer before pain relief?” Grace asked
Judy nodded as she clutched Simon’s hand for support.
About 40 minutes later the doorbell rang again and this time Grace went to answer it and returned with a second midwife, Angela, who was less experienced and Grace’s Junior.
Judy was starting to moan with pain and Simon was uncomfortable watching his wife suffer, unable to help. He also felt that this was no place for any man. There was nothing romantic, only mess, pain, and the real miracle of birth was that both parties survived. He understood why men preferred waiting outside the delivery room, inside was frankly too much detail!
He pulled himself together as Judy squeezed his hand with a pressure he didn’t know she possessed, and she screamed
“OOOOooowww fuck that hurt, fucking Simon, why did you do this to me” she yelled looking at him.
“Time for some pain relief,” said Grace passing Judy the Gas and Air. “Deep breaths when you feel the pain. Ok, Judy”
Judy grabbed the inhaler and sucked down a lungful, holding it for a moment, before exhaling it slowly.
Grace looked at Simon “Who is Simon?”
He looked at his feet, embarrassed. “Her late husband”
Grace nodded and her focus returned to Judy.
Two hours later, Judy was exhausted, Simon’s hand ached and the bedroom was filled with the sounds of a baby crying.
“It’s a beautiful baby girl,” said Grace passing the child to Judy to hold. Simon’s eyes filled with tears, he was so proud of Judy, childbirth was a true female super-power that made men’s achievements look ordinary. Yes, the aeroplane was impressive, but compared to this, creating life, it seemed small.
Four hours later, both midwives had packed up, declared Judy and the baby fit and well and left them to their new baby, who was sleeping quietly.
“How are you feeling?” he asked.
“Fine, tired, a bit sore, but better than I thought I would. Anyway, it is time for your photos” she replied.
Simon nodded and quickly stripped and changed into the same pink nighty that Judy was wearing and swapped positions with her, who carefully brought their baby over and laid the sleeping child on Simon’s chest. The baby quickly settled, and Judy took several pictures with his phone and then left him there.
“Judy….what are you doing?”
“Leaving you to bond with your child. I suggest you might want to think about some skin-to-skin contact” and he heard her move to another bedroom to sleep.
“Hello, you.” He said to the baby, who wriggled contentedly on his chest.
He looked at the photos Judy had taken, thankfully, having been up early and lived through the entire experience, he looked suitably drained. He chose a picture and sent it to Rose.
Mother and baby are doing well xx
A worried Rose responded at once
Well done both, she looks beautiful…..I will be around tomorrow xx  
He also posted the photo to the antenatal group’s WhatsApp chat, it was the first birth and so amongst the congratulations, there were many questions, which he would answer later.
The next few days were a blur. He was preparing bottles, feeding, changing nappies, and firefighting Rose’s ‘helpful’ advice whilst Judy recovered her strength. After four weeks, they had settled down to a rhythm. Simon oversaw all baby-related areas whilst Judy focused on her recovery and getting back to work. They had agreed to call their daughter Simone Alice Ward.
Simon sat in the nursery, Simone cradled in his arms as he rocked back and forth, cooing, and talking to her as he fed her. The bottle was half empty and he was wearing the black satin nighty and matching wrap he had bought with her mother.
“How are you doing mommy?” she asked.
“Tired, would love a full night’s sleep, but she is so gorgeous” he replied happily.
“Just like her mother” she replied.
She moved around and lent against the cot and flicked the mobile.
“Well, I am glad you are happy. This is your life now Sandra. I will have to get used to calling you that as that is who you have become. Sandra” she said, in an air of bemusement, knowing how a thing happened and believing it had happened were two different things.
“So Sandy, are you ready? Your new life as a working mother has started and I hope the reality matches up to the fantasy”
He did not react to her barbs. He looked into his daughter’s eyes, and he remembered a line from Frasier, the great radio psychologist had something like, You don’t just love your children, you fall in love with them. It’s that same rush, that same overwhelming desire to see them, to hold them, to bore other people to tears with every detail about them. It may have been an American comedy show, but he was right, and at that moment he felt serene and absorbed by his daughter.
“Anyway, I have some good news for you,” she continued “I am promoting you; it will mean more money and responsibility, but I think you will be able to handle it”
He glanced up, looking so utterly like a mother, it still shocked Judy. He looked tired, and he was, but he also had an air of calm. It was as if a hidden locker of knowledge had been opened and he just somehow knew what to do. The one thing Judy did know was that her locker was empty.
“Account manager?” he asked with no real interest
“Yes, we won the account for Dan’s firm, so it will mean a lot more work and he specifically asked that you be the Account Manager and well, naturally I agreed,” she said, grinning.
“Should be pretty straight-forward, and I can’t wait to see you, all dressed up in a pretty blouse and pencil skirt, taking our important new client out to lunch. Won’t that be fun?”
The End
Sandra will return in his next adventure – Counterfeit Secretary  
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