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Chapter 1

Simon and Judy had slept in. Two nights with solid sleep was bliss as Rose had taken Simone for the weekend. He felt her leave the warm and cosy bed, happily drowsing in a semi-conscious state because there was no reason to get up.
Judy crept out of bed and went down to the kitchen. She was still tingling from last night, their sex, it was so guttural, raw, and passionate. She made herself a coffee and enjoyed both the taste and solitude. Her life was good, heck no, it was better than good. They were financially independent, her business was flying, she had a beautiful baby daughter and her feminised husband had taken over all the women’s work. And the sex……was out of this world.
She decided to make him breakfast – an early Sunday brunch. He needed a treat as she had noticed that whilst Simon was happy, he wasn’t as happy as she was. He was finding the reality of motherhood mundane, he referred to it as a groundhog existence. She knew that this could be a threat to her perfect life, and that was unacceptable.
She put some sausages and bacon under the grill, the smell would bring him down faster than her yelling. Over the past months, she had been thinking about how to keep Simon motivated, however, the answer had come  through a TV program about drug addicts. There was some poor sod, talking about his addiction, and the key point was the need for new highs, as once you got accustomed to them, you needed a new hit. She had realised that Simon was an addict, in a way. He was addicted to woman’s clothes, but that was only the first ‘high’ and she would need to keep introducing higher highs to keep him satiated.
The tempting smell of bacon wafted its way into the bedroom, reaching his nostrils and he smiled. Brunch! He moved the duvet off, and ran his hands over his claret satin nightdress, a pleasant contrast to the horrible practicality of maternity wear! He grinned, Judy had been an animal last night and he still felt sore but satisfied.
She was putting the finishing touches on breakfast when Simon arrived, smiling. He was enjoying being back in satin, and she heard the swish of his black wrap over the claret nighty as he sat at the table.
“Happy?” she asked.
“Yes,” he answered honestly, sitting down as she placed the steaming platter on the table and poured them both a coffee.
“You are spoiling me, that normally means you want something,” he said suspiciously.
“No, it’s more of an apology. I know you didn’t enjoy the whole maternity experience, and well, you did so well, now it’s time to go a bit glam and have some fun” she said adding some sausages and bacon to accompany his poached egg on toast.
“Glam?”
“Well, sort of, your maternity leave ends in two weeks, and so, it’s time to plan your return to work. As you know, Cindy isn’t coming back, Dan’s firm’s account needs managing, and I need help in the office.”
“What about Simone?” he asked.
“Well, that’s your decision, but  you can bring her to work now and again, Rose will happily take her for two or three days a week and we can always get her a nursery place.”
Simon chewed a mouthful of breakfast. He had become used to being a stay at home mum. He wondered how on earth he would find the time to work but he also knew that without it, his brain would turn to mush.
“One condition”
“Name it” she replied. That’s a yes she thought happily, and easier than she had expected.
“I can take time off to see the girls.”
“Of course, you young mothers need all the support you can get” teased Judy, relaxing. It was done. The next high would keep him addicted, and her perfect life intact.
“I thought that we could sort through your wardrobe after breakfast and then go shopping this afternoon?” she pushed. “We haven’t had a girly day for ages.”
He nodded, “Sounds perfect,” he said even though he still found it embarrassing shopping for women’s clothes with his wife, or indeed his mother-in-law.
After breakfast, they went up and looked at his wardrobe.
“I think we can pack away all the maternity clothes, the larger breast forms, bumps and journal. We won’t need those until next time.”
“Next time!” gasped Simon.
She laughed, his reaction was priceless. “Well, you never know, do you? It is too soon, and you might not know this, but women quickly forget the pain of childbirth. One last trick of nature to encourage us to do it again”
“I haven’t bloody forgotten.”
“Language dear,” she teased, “are you still wearing a Size D breast?”
He nodded, embarrassed at having to acknowledge his breast size to her. It drove the guilt and shame within him.
“As it’s been six months now, I think you should get your figure back and switch back to your size C’s and get some more use out of your prettier lingerie.”
He mumbled “Ok,” and took a long oblong box from the top shelf and then picked up his favourite bra, the one he had bought with her mum, from his underwear drawer and disappeared into the bathroom.
She shook her head at his coyness, grabbed the matching panties and pushed her arm around the ensuite door. “Might as well wear the set, it will give you more confidence.”
Simon took the panties, his face colouring slightly as his cock hardened. He shut and locked the ensuite door so that he could enjoy his return to normal, whilst finding a panty pad for afterwards.
She could imagine what was taking him so long, it was a good sign. The enjoyment from the high was a key part of the addiction. She went down to the kitchen, her way of giving him the time and space to do what needed to be done.
He looked at himself in the mirror. Judy was right, he did need some glamour. He ran his fingers through the lingerie set which carried special memories as it was a present from his mother-in-law who had the same set in the same colour. His cock hardened in a most unladylike way as he remembered her standing behind him, in front of the mirror, both of them in their matching lingerie. That was the time he met Judy at the airport and, as he remembered that day, the satin-lined tweed dress and jacket, the Charnos sheer hosiery, the new heels and lingerie, he lifted his nightdress and his hand slipped into his panties. He recalled the begrudging respect from Rose, the stares from the men and women as they walked through the airport and most of all, that feeling of being attractive, desired, wanted. These feelings were new to him then, and he hadn’t felt them during his ‘pregnancy,’ but he was looking forward to experiencing them again.
His orgasmic cramp came quickly. He was surprised at its vigour given the exertions of the night before and it left him breathless. He held the hem of his nighty under his chin and wiped himself clean. He couldn’t help thinking that the problem with a great orgasm is always the clearing up afterwards.
Judy climbed the stairs and found him in his best lingerie and black wrap.
“Better?”
“Much, thank you” he replied brightly.
She wrapped her arms around him and let a hand slip under his wrap. She toyed with his bra strap and ran her hand over the band and cup.
“It’s a lovely bra, isn’t it? So soft,” she said.
“Yes.” He couldn’t look her in the eye and this shyness made him even more vulnerable, womanly and attractive. She shook herself back to reality.
“We can finish this later, but we need to get on,” she said walking over to their built-in wardrobe.
They cleared out all his maternity clothes and paraphernalia and dumped them in the spare room. They were both quite shocked at the amount of stuff he had needed for those nine months. He would box them up later.
Judy then spun through his remaining clothes. “There isn’t much here that you can wear for work. We need some serious retail therapy!” she sang happily.
He couldn’t help being infected by her enthusiasm and laughed as he felt himself getting aroused within the black satin panties under his nightdress and wrap.
“This is serious shopping. I suggest you wear a dress, good tights and heels, an outfit that you might wear to an office. This will make it easier to imagine wearing any new clothes in a work setting.” It wasn’t strictly true, but she wanted him glam today, and enjoying his girl time. She left him to get changed.
He opened his lingerie drawer looking for the confidence the right clothes could offer. He routed through his lingerie and decided that he deserved a new pair of tights. He found a packet of Wolford 10 denier sheer tights and despite his earlier release, he could feel the excitement building under his pad.
He sat on the bed and used his nails to tear the cellophane. Opening a new packet of tights was almost religious, a special moment. He slid the cardboard sleeve out of the transparent plastic and opened it up to reveal the fresh, sheer joy inside. New tights would never be the same once they were worn. He held them to his nose and breathed in, they smelt new and inviting. He unwound them, their softness teasing him with feelings to come. He even loved the card insert, beautifully white and clean which he threw onto the pile of discarded materials.
He balled the tights up, the quality immediately registering through his hands. These were not everyday tights, these were special, expensive and inspired confidence. He rolled them up his smooth legs. The electrolysis sessions, Judy’s idea which he had resisted for so long, had made such a difference. He didn’t need to shave as often, and his moisturised legs were softer. He pushed his foot into the reinforced toe and then released the gathered nylon over his leg and repeated the process for his other leg before gently pulling the material up to his knees. He stood, and then shimmied the tights over his thighs and settled them over his panties. He pinched the material and worked the nylon up his legs to ensure the perfect fit. Sitting down, he ran his hands over his legs and crossed them. They felt sublime, a different league to his normal smooth knit hosiery. He never understood why women, like Judy, didn’t enjoy wearing tights preferring those god awful pop socks instead.
He giggled, and that developed into a full laugh. He had forgotten the simple joy of women’s clothes. Maternity and mommy clothes never provided the same sensations, and he was finally free from them. He stepped into his padded girdle and walked over to the wardrobe. He knew the dress he wanted to wear, he had only bought it recently. It was a gorgeous shirt dress in a colourful berry burst. It was perfect for spring wear as the weather became warmer. The design was classic, a shirt collar with buttons down to the waist with a flattering tie belt and long, shirt style, sleeves. The colour was raspberry with an abstract pattern of white dots surrounded by white dashes. He undid the buttons and threaded his hands into the sleeves, the soft material, immediately warming his arms as his hands popped through the soft cuffs. He lifted the dress over his head and let it cascade over his shoulders, although the static hindered its progress. He tugged the hem down and wriggled the dress into position before he did enough buttons up to be decent, but still leave a hint of cleavage on show. Finally, he tied the belt, slid into his brown 3-inch heels and looked at himself in the mirror. ‘Not bad’ he thought cheerfully.
Moving to the vanity, he brushed his hair out and left it down. He applied some simple daytime makeup and a pendant necklace that settled above his cleavage. A quick spray of perfume and he was, well, him again. It was good to be back to normal, well, as normal as it could be for a man to regain his pre-pregnancy figure. He grabbed his handbag and went to find Judy.
She heard him coming down the stairs and smiled. There it was. The joy of an addict was back! “You look lovely,” she said truthfully
“Thank you” he replied.
“And how does it feel?”
He mumbled and looked down at his shoes.
“Don’t be coy dear, I can see you feel great,” she said cuddling him. “You look radiant.”
“Yes, it does. I needed this” he replied.
“Well sweetie, there is a lot more to come.”




Chapter 2

They walked down the street together. He stood out in his raspberry frock as Judy was wearing Jeans and a polo shirt, as per usual.
“We will start with my tailor, Edith, she is a magician” she explained, “and don’t worry, she will measure you in your dress.”
“But….she” he started.
“Relax dear, tailors are discreet, but women’s tailors are sworn to secrecy, you will be fine.” Suddenly she stopped. “Here we are,” she said pushing a buzzer.
“Here?”
They stood outside a plain black door with a buzzer system for three floors. ‘Edith’s’ was on the first floor.
“This isn’t discrete, it’s secret,” he said.
Judy pushed the door open, and they climbed the stairs into an open plan area. There were sofas, two armchairs, changing cubicles, and a long counter. A woman was coming around the counter. She was petite, perhaps 5ft 5” in her heels and she was wearing a glorious purple tartan trouser suit, a crisp white shirt and black patent tassel loafers.
“Judy, how are you? Nice to see you again” and they kissed each other on the cheek.
“Great, and that is a lovely suit, and THIS is a new client for you. Sandra meet Edith”
Edith appraised him, already calculating sizes and cuts, “lovely to meet you,” she said holding out her hand, which he shook, gently.
“This causes for a celebration, Champagne?” asked Edith.
The three of them settled into the soft seats with a chilled glass of Champagne.
“How can I help” Edith enquired.
Judy took over, much to Simon’s relief. “Sandra will be joining my law firm as the office manager. As she will be front of house, she will be the face of the firm so we need some skirt suits, smart but pretty and professional.”
He looked at her, shocked by the directness, but Edith simply nodded and rose to fetch some fabric swatches. “I suggest at least two suits, but three would be more cost-effective,” she said handing the booklet to Simon.
He flicked through the fabrics aimlessly.
“Might I suggest we start with the classics? A grey and a navy that you can dress up with a nice white or pink blouse to start with? And then something more fun? I have a lovely denim coloured wool mix or, of course, a nice soft pink or red.”
He looked at Judy, a little lost, and took a sip of Champagne.
“Edith, that sounds great, let’s go for four suits. The classics in navy and grey with a knee-length skirt and the other two in pale pink and a red could be above the knee?”
Edith smiled, “that would work. Now, what about linings?”
“What would you suggest?” he asked.
“For the classics, I would have this lovely salmon pink with the grey, and perhaps keep it simple for the navy suit and go with black. For the other two suits, I would suggest this off white cream” she explained, flicking back and forth through the sample books like a world-class pianist.
“Perfect” exclaimed Judy clapping her hands together.
“Ok Sandra, measurement time,” said Edith pointing to a spot in front of a full-length mirror.
He stood, nervously as Edith set about measuring him. No figures were mentioned. She simply and methodically measured him and then noted the numbers down until she got to his hips.
“Mmm I see” was all she said, and he knew, she knew. He blushed crimson, the stain spreading over his face and neck. He looked desperately at Judy who just smiled reassuringly.
“Ok, take a seat,” said Edith placing his measurements into a folder with his name on it.
Edith turned her attention to Judy.
“I have some thoughts on style for your new office gurl” and the emphasis was clearly on the U. “I suggest soft shoulders, as she is broad enough, and a long drop on the jacket to a single button. The extended V shape will make her look slimmer.”
He sat there, squirming and rapidly sipping Champagne to help cover his discomfort. He had been successfully passing as a woman for months and the humiliation of his discovery followed by these two women discussing his skirt and jacket lengths was a new level of humiliation. He was horrified that he was aroused, and the squirming did nothing to make him feel comfortable.    
“Agreed,” said Judy simply. “When can we return for her first fitting?”
“I will call you, but within a week,” said Edith.
“Do you mind if we take the swatches so we can accessorise,” asked Judy.
Edith grinned. “Normally I would say no” and then looking directly at Simon she continued, “but for such a lovely and special lady like you, how could I refuse?”
He started as soon as they had left the shop. “She knows, she knows, I can’t go back there,” he said in a panic.
Judy stopped and looked at him coolly. Time for an experiment she thought. “Stop this you silly girl. Of course, she knew but do you think that you are honestly her first gurl? You act as if THIS” and she waved her hand up and down in front of his feminised form “is a world first. Well sister it isn’t. So, let’s stop all the whining and go shopping.”
He was stunned. She had rarely spoken to him like that, he felt like a cross between an employee and a child, but he was also stiffening. Her dominance, her desire to push him further, allowed him to blame her for this, and that relieved his internal guilt.
She watched him carefully. She didn’t quite understand what was happening, but she could see that her words had resonated, and not negatively. Something to explore, she thought.
Judy held the door to the department store open for him “ladies first” she teased.
“Now, we still have a lot more to buy so let’s start with skirts.”
She led him into the ladies’ formalwear section of the store and whilst he was still upset about Edith’s discovery, he felt on safer ground in the department store.
“I think we can be a bit more expressive with your skirts,” she said, “but there are a couple of classics that will look wonderful on you.”
Simon was feeling the pressure behind his girdle, the tickle was both delightful and uncomfortable in equal measure.
“Starting with THIS!” She handed him a black and white houndstooth pencil skirt. “I can’t wait to see you in this and a black jumper, barely black sheers, bringing me my coffee.”
They both knew what this was doing for each other.
He took the skirt and dropped it carefully into the cart.
“And this, the classic green tartan mix skirt, and something simpler in plain black, and as summer is coming, this will be perfect.” The final skirt was described as garden floral and was a riot of blues, pinks and whites. It was cotton and fully lined. “This will be the perfect partner for your cashmere cardigan and pearls. It’s such a smart way to add print and colour to your look.” They continued shopping and soon he had seven pencil skirts, 3 pleated skirts and two shorter skirts, ending well above the knee.
She was in full flow, “blouses next and only the girliest ones will do for you my pretty” she said cheerfully. She was enjoying herself, buying him all the clothes that she had been expected to wear but detested. The soft, sheer, impractical clothes that make women look sexy, weak and vulnerable. Whilst she didn’t enjoy that style, she loved seeing him revel in them.   
She steered over to blouses knowing that he had a soft spot for them, especially the sheer ones that you might need a camisole underneath or not, depending on how risqué you felt.
“I think we should focus on short sleeves for the warmer months,” she said whilst browsing the racks. “Yes, these notch neck blouses are perfect basics, oh and aren’t the batwing sleeves adorable and no buttons. Two in white, and then one each of the pastel blue, pink and black”.
Simon was transported back to his first shopping trip with Judy. He didn’t quite feel so embarrassed, but he was so on edge, so horny. He moved over to a rack.
“These are pretty,” he said.
Judy spun around and cracked a large smile. “Oh, they are divine.” He was holding onto a long-sleeved satin pussy bow blouse. The sheen of the material was intense, and the bow was self-tie meaning that he could experiment with styles.
“One of each colour dear,” she said, “and this!”
She picked up a blouse that was so girly, so feminine she wondered if it would have ever been worn by a real woman. It was like the store had a secret sissy line, just a few items, that they buried among the real woman’s clothes. The blouse was, sheer (tick) pink (tick), had a Peter Pan collar (tick) a pussy bow (big tick) and the collar and bow were hemmed in a contrasting black. Finally, the blouse had matching black material to cover the buttons.    
“Like it?” she asked.
He loved it, but he just nodded his head as she moved closer to him.
“You could wear this without a camisole and your black bra. That would grab Dan’s attention.”
“Judy! Stop it!” he squealed.
“Grab one black and white as well, they will work well with your black skirt.”
The trolley was filling up fast, but she wasn’t finished.
“Accessories and then we can finish on a high with shoes.”
Accessories turned out to be bags. Judy suggested that as her Office Manager he might want to bring his salads and things for lunch. Therefore, a larger tote bag could be useful. Using the swatches, she found three bags; two black, and a pink.
She led him to the shoe section. “Let me do the talking,” she whispered.
Simon’s heart sank as a male assistant approached them. His name was Alex, according to the name badge. He thought Alex looked a bit of a letch, after all, what sort of middle-aged man takes a job selling women’s shoes? Unbidden the answer popped into his mind, someone like you I suspect.
“Good afternoon ladies. How can we help you?” he said smiling at them both.
“Hello, Alex. My sister here needs some new shoes for work, and if you look after her well, we will make a dent in that sales target of yours.”
Simon was shocked. ‘Sister’ that was new.
Alex nodded, his slippery smile never moving an inch.
She continued. “We will need two pairs of tasselled loafers, one in black, and one in green. A classic black court shoe, 3-inch heel and another pair with a Mary Jane ankle strap, and then finally some stilettos, one pair with an ankle strap and one pair without, one of them in a four-inch heel please.”
Alex’s grin widened and looking at Simon he said, “let’s get you measured before I get the shoes.” He pulled up a little stool and sat astride it whilst pulling out the foot measure. It was a large steel contraption. He looked up at Simon. “May I?”
Simon nodded and soon he felt Alex’s warm hand on the back of his nylon covered leg. It was an intimate touch and he felt humbled and deceitful. He desperately tried to keep his legs together and gave silent thanks that he hadn’t worn a shorter dress.
Judy watched, in silent amusement. Her husband was being manhandled, literally, and wrestling with his dress to preserve his modesty. Delightful.
Alex played with both feet before declaring “Size 8 wide fit should be perfect” and he leapt up and disappeared into the bowels of the store.
She leaned over and whispered, “Just as well you wore your girdle, Alex may have just had an eyeful.” Simon just blushed.
Alex returned with the shoes and Judy sat back and enjoyed Simon being humbled in the hands of a man. She was moist and couldn’t wait for him to start working for her.  She watched him as he walked up and down the store, most of the shoes providing no difficulty except for the four-inch stilettos. Whilst they were a challenge, they did make his legs look great. She threw him a thumbs up and shot him an encouraging smile as she took her phone out of her bag.
“Hi, Emma?......Yes……I’m great thank you……could I book Sandra in for the works, please?..........Thursday is perfect” and she hung up just as Simon smoothed his dress underneath him and sat down next to her.
“Happy? Do they all fit?” she asked.
“Yes thanks” he replied.
“We will take them all please Alex, although we could use some help getting to the car.”
Judy drove them home. He was sulking.
“What IS the matter with you?”
He adjusted the seat belt between his breasts and took a breath. “I don’t think I can face Edith and as for that Alex, he gave me the creeps.”
“Don’t worry about Edith, she is the soul of discretion. As for Alex, it was a compliment, he liked you and especially your legs. We all play the cards we are dealt. Men have strength. Us girls have our looks. You will have to learn to be appreciated and how to flirt a bit.”
“God no, over my dead body” he replied.
“By the way, I have booked you in with Emma on Thursday for your back to work makeover” she continued without missing a beat.




Chapter 3

The doorbell rang. He knew it would be Rose and opened the door to his mother-in-law who had Simone safely in her arms. “Morning dear,” she said walking past him, “could you fetch the pram and stuff from the back of the car?”
Simon threw his tea towel to one side and went out to her car to fetch all of the equipment and dumped it in the hall.
“How was your weekend?” she asked
“Coffee?” he replied.
“That good huh?”
He flicked the coffee machine on and took Simone from Rose and fussed over her before taking her upstairs and leaving her to play in her cot.
Rose was on strict instructions to be nice to him as her daughter had made it crystal clear that getting on with Simon was critical if she wanted access to Simone. It had been a brutal, but effective conversation. She took the coffee from him and noted he was wearing his favourite denim skirt, again, with a floral blouse and a cream cardigan. She smiled, tights, always tights.
They both sat at the table, initially in silence until he spoke. “Thanks for looking after Simone, we needed the space. How was she?” 
“A joy as always.” Rose took another mouthful of coffee. It had been several weeks since the ‘funeral” and she couldn’t help but look at the Rose bush they had planted on that day.
“So how are you……adapting,” she asked gently.
Simon took a mouthful of coffee. It was a good question. “It’s been…..emotional” he replied. “I have just about forgiven Judy for the whole Simon thing and Simone has been a great blessing and a huge distraction. I couldn’t have done it without the support from the antenatal group and of course you.”
Whilst Rose’s main concern was always for her daughter and granddaughter, she decided to probe a bit further.
“How long do you think Sandra will be around for?” she asked simply.
“Good question,” he said sighing. “Judy wants her here for the longer term but the issue is that Sandra is becoming real. She has friends, is a mother and now Judy wants me to work with her at the office. The longer Sandra exists, the harder it will be for her to disappear. Judy says we can always move, and Simon can reappear but that won’t be possible once Simone starts to have memories so it would need to be before she gets to age 3 or 4.”
Rose listened, but she noted he hadn’t answered the question.
“What if Judy wants Sandra to be around forever?”
Simon took another sip of coffee. In the darkest recesses of his mind, he had also pondered that question but usually, it had been a fantasy. Now, though, that fantasy was becoming a reality and whilst he still found the idea arousing, forever? Well, that was a completely different matter.
“I honestly don’t know, we will cross those bridges when we get to them.” He said finally.
“But could you, could you live like……this?” she asked.
He could feel himself getting annoyed and the last thing that they needed was a row. He also felt ashamed as he hardened in his panties, but he couldn’t react as he had to keep her onside.
“Well, half the population manages it” he replied, smugly.
“Touchez!” agreed Rose. She was surprised, stunned even. He hadn’t baulked at the concept of living his life as a woman. Surely he would get bored of playing at being the little housewife? Judy’s warning kicked in, ‘play nice.’
“So, what did you do with your weekend?” she asked changing the subject.
To her surprise, he blushed.
“We slept, rather a lot and then went shopping on Saturday. Sunday was a late brunch, papers and a movie. It was lovely to be able to focus on just us” he said.
“Buy anything nice?”
He looked down at the table. “Workwear, Judy wants me to run the office as Cindy is not coming back”
“Oh, I see.” She wasn’t surprised. Judy seemed hell-bent on keeping Simon feminised and she was sure he would enjoy all his pretty new clothes. He was such a sissy, she thought, but none of that showed on her face.
“Who will look after Simone?” she inquired.
“We were hoping that a combination of you, day care and working from home might work”
Rose smiled, she couldn’t resist. “Well, my dear son-in-law you are going to be a working mum. I am not sure you know what you are letting yourself in for, but yes, rest assured, I will be delighted to have Simone when you are at work.”
Thursday soon came around and Simon was up early as he was looking forward to his day at Emma’s. Her salon was a place where he could relax as she knew everything and had always been supportive. He decided on a shirt dress with a wrap tie as it would be easy to remove should the need arise. It was a simple blue, polka dot dress, and he wore hold-ups, again for practicality. He grabbed his handbag and set off for town.
He pushed through the door to the salon, the warmth and smells offering an invisible border to a world for women. A world in which he was welcome.
“Sandra!” cried Emma hurrying across the floor for a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “You look…..in need of some pampering follow me…..coffee?”
He nodded, passed his handbag to the salon girl and then took a seat in Emma’s chair.
“What is the plan then?” he asked knowing that Judy had already organised his treatments with her.
“The works, hair cut and style with highlights, Mani, Pedi, eyebrows, excess hair removal, eyelash tinting…the full set. Her words were to turn you from a mommy to a hotty,” she said excitedly.
He rolled his eyes but soon the salon girl was washing his hair blissfully unaware that he wasn’t a woman. Nor did anyone else he realised. He fitted in, he had a right to be here, he had earned that right, not through birth but by the rite of passage. He smiled ruefully, he had no choice but to be here, he could hardly go to a barber. Soon he was back in the chair looking at Emma’s reflection in the mirror. She set to work quickly, trimming his ‘dreadful split ends’ and shortening and layering his hair.
“How do you feel about going back to work?” she asked in between pursed lips and tuts of derision at the state of his hair.
“Mixed feelings if I am honest. I have to get out of the house as I can feel my brain turning to mush but I worry about leaving Simone.”
“Typical mother’s guilt,” said Emma, before catching herself. Sometimes she forgot that underneath that pretty exterior was Simon. “But millions make it work every day. You can have both, a job and raise your daughter,” she concluded slightly sheepishly before focusing on his hair.
Judy was having a nightmare day, without Cindy, the office was not running efficiently and worse than that she was having to make her own coffee. She didn’t just want Simon back at work she needed him. She smiled at the thought of him in some of the latest outfits they had bought, she couldn’t wait to see him wearing them around the office.
The phone rang, “Hello, Judy Ward” she said efficiently.
“Hi Judy, it’s Dan” came the assured reply.
“Dan, good to hear from you, how can I help?” she asked.
There was a pause, “Well, I wondered when I might be able to sit down with our account manager. It would be good to introduce our team to yours, now that we are outsourcing most of our legal work to your firm.”
Judy smiled, poor Simon, Dan was still keen. “I have good news, Sandra comes back from maternity leave next week, the 15th, so if you like, I could schedule a meeting, perhaps towards the end of the week to give her time to get her feet under the desk again” she suggested.
“No, let’s give her a clear week to get back to work and look at the following week. How would Wednesday work? I wondered if I could take her to lunch?” he asked.
She smiled, this would be interesting. “Her diary is clear so consider that meeting arranged,” she said. Business and pleasure in one call.
She refocused back to the work on her desk. She was in the middle of the acquisition of another legal practice in the next town. The retiring lawyer had accepted her offer and she was now working through the purchase agreement. She was focusing intently on the liability section when she received an internal call.
“Hi Judy, I have your tailor on the line, Edith,” said the secretary cautiously.
Judy sat back in her chair, another call about Simon, but she knew she needed to take it.
“Put her through…………Edith how nice to hear from you,” and after some small talk, Edith came to the point.
“I am working on Sandra’s suits, and I have had some thoughts. She is not the first….special gurl…I have dressed.”
Judy was intrigued, “Go on.”
“I wondered if perhaps a pure silk lining might be….appreciated on her suits.”
“Good idea” Judy replied quickly. He adored silk.
“And the shorter skirts, A-line or something more like a pencil skirt”
Judy thought she knew the answer but asked “What do you think?”
“I am a firm believer in pencil as it will…..restrain any boisterous walking,” she explained.
Judy was enjoying herself, “Is there anything else you would suggest?”
“Well, I find that many gurls like the trophy wife look. That cross between Chanel and Jackie O, so perhaps a powder blue Chanel style tweed jacket and matching skirt with an ivory or cream silk lining. It would be perfect for less formal work events.”
Judy hadn’t thought about that and was excited at the thought of him attending a work event. Formal evening wear, a whole new area for them to explore. She pulled herself back to reality.
“Yes that would be super,” she said hoarsely.
Edith replied. “Thank you, and would you be able to make the first fitting this Saturday?”
“Yes of course,” said Judy, who was now energised again. She hung up and quickly tore through the liability section of the purchase agreement.
“There what do you think?” said Emma standing back and holding a mirror so that Simon could see his hair. Whilst she had cut it in his usual style, she had added waves and some curl. He had no problem with that, but she had gone further with his highlights than he had expected. The effect was stunning, sexy and sophisticated, but perhaps more than he would ever have dared.
“It’s lovely” he replied, “what colours did you use for the highlights?”
Emma beamed, she was pleased he had asked. She and Judy had discussed it at length and had decided on this look. “It’s a mixture, mainly caramel for its warm tones but some red as well for interest.”
“It’s the red that has made a difference” he replied, thinking, ‘one hell of a difference!’
Four hours later, he emerged from the salon. He had been plucked, primmed and overhauled by Emma and her team and he had to admit, the results were fabulous. His hair! He hadn’t quite gotten used to it, but like many others, he was taking every opportunity to look at it! Men looked him over, with interest, whilst women mainly smiled. They knew and understood what it took to look this good, this ‘box fresh’.
He turned the corner and walked straight into Emily Bridger.
“Sandra! How nice to see you, my, you are looking wonderful” she said, genuinely surprised and impressed at how good he looked.
“Thank you, I have been at Emma’s all day. I love your handbag by the way, how are you, how is Dan?” he asked.
“I am well thank you, but if I am honest, I am a bit bored of Rose going on about your little one.”
Simon wasn’t surprised by that, “so am I, but don’t tell her!”
Emily smiled whilst shifting on her feet and moving her shopping bag from one hand to the other. “I hear that you are working with Judy now, and Dan says you will be his account manager.”    
He nodded, understanding that the point of the conversation was approaching. Emily continued.
“Look, forgive me, but I think Dan likes you, and all I ask is that you don’t string him along or hurt him.”
He stood there in shock. He felt numb. He had never led Dan on, had he? He blushed and was momentarily lost for words.
“I wouldn’t lead any man on like that Emily” he replied.
She seemed happy enough with his answer and they said their goodbyes.
He slid into the Mercedes but kept the roof up as he didn’t want to mess his hair up after all of Emma’s efforts. The car fired up into life and he drove over to Rose’s to collect Simone.
Rose stood at the front room window, bouncing Simone on her hip. She saw the Red Mercedes approach the house and watched Simon exit the car. It still surprised her, but today, well, he looked amazing. His hair shone, his dress hung perfectly and the blue polka dot design was a classic. There was no trace of her son-in-law, this thing, Sandra, looked, beautiful. His nails, his legs, make-up, jewellery, it all fitted and worked, and she felt a flash of anger which then transformed into a fit of strange jealousy.
He rang the bell, and Rose came to the door. He grabbed the pram, nappy bag and toy bag and put them in the boot of the car before returning for Simone. “Rose, thanks for looking after her, but could I pick your brains on something?”
Rose was surprised, he didn’t normally ask her for advice. “Sure, come into the kitchen.”
He sat down at the table, and soon enough Rose was opposite him, each with a cup of tea.
“What’s up?”
He blushed, “I bumped into Emily Bridger today,” he started.
Rose kept quiet and let him speak himself out, she could see he was awkward. “She…..well…..she thinks Dan is interested in me and does not want to see him hurt. I just don’t understand where Dan gets the idea I have any interest in him.” He blurted out in a torrent.
Rose took a breath. “You don’t see it do you?”
“See what?”
“Follow me.”
She led him to the spare room, where he stayed when Judy went to Dubai and stood him in front of the mirror.
“Look, look at you. You now look like, act like, and behave like a beautiful woman. It’s no wonder men are interested in you” explained Rose. “I can’t believe I am saying this but it’s quite natural.”
“But mum, I don’t do anything, I don’t flirt, the last thing I want is a relationship with..” his voice trailed off.
“A real man?” she finished. “Look, men have pursued women since the dawn of time. Our wishes, thoughts and actions make little difference to their desires. Have you told him flatly that you have no interest in him?”
He was both uncomfortable and on alien territory. “Sort of.”
“Sort of,” harrumphed Rose, “oh dear, you have a lot to learn. You will need to spell it out as men can be quite deaf when they want to be.”
He shifted on his heels, this was a difficult conversation, to have with his mother-in-law let alone looking at his reflection in the mirror.
“Judy has won the legal business for Dan’s firm…………..and made me the account manager………Dan asked specifically for me.” He said quietly.
It was Rose’s turn to look surprised. “Ahh, this is a wrinkle. Then I am afraid you will need to maintain a professional balance, friendly, but never too flirty, and hope he gets the message, or his head turned by another pretty girl.”
“I don’t know how to do that, you know as a woman.”
Rose put her arm around him. “I am sure you will figure it out, just like you have with everything else,” she said smiling. Her catty jealousy had now disappeared.
Judy found him at home, and after an excruciating day, she was delighted to see him looking so girly. Great figure, glorious hair and nails, lovely polka dot dress. He sat at the table feeding Simone. ‘God he makes the perfect wife’ she thought as she walked over and pecked him on the cheek.
“Emma’s worked her magic I see, you look amazing,” she said whilst he carried on focusing on Simone. “Edith called, you have your first fitting on Thursday and Dan has made an appointment to discuss the account with you the week after you return.”
He put the plastic spoon down and looked at her furiously. “We will talk later” he spat.
The argument erupted as soon as Simone had been put to bed. It started slowly, with him telling her about his conversation with Emily Bridger. “What are we going to do about Dan?” he asked reasonably.
“We? Do?” she replied. Her mind was trying to think ahead. She didn’t want to risk what she had, but she needed to win this argument.
“He has feelings for me…….how the hell can I be his account manager?”
“It’s tricky, but it’s a balance that all women learn,” she said taking a seat in the lounge. He flowed into the room behind her, his polka dot dress whispering as he moved.
“I am not a woman, and I don’t want to learn,” he said angrily.
“Why do you think he has feelings for you? All you have is what his mum said and since when did any parent understand the feelings of their adult 30-year old child? She is just being overprotective. I mean, has Dan said anything or made any sort of move?”
He paused, she had made a good point, “Well no, not since the pub and he was very nice to me when we had coffee.”
She smiled, perhaps now wasn’t the time to mention the lunch appointment! “There you go”
“Sometimes it feels like you are pushing me into his path” he whined.
She looked at him. He had no idea how good he looked. He was on the sofa, feet underneath him, his polka dot skirt spread elegantly over his legs. Warm highlighted hair, pretty eyebrows, and beautiful nails. He was attractive, there was no other word for it, and she loved him for that, but she suddenly realised that he was like a pretty teenager – completely unaware of how her looks affected the boys.
“If Sandra is to be real, she has to live a full life. I don’t want you being bored at home or getting fat” she teased. “Sandra has a job now, responsibilities and she will, I am afraid, have to interact and deal with the male half of the population. I am not pushing you into Dan’s path. It’s called life, the life of a working woman and I am sure that together we can help you…… adapt.”
She flicked on the TV, her signal that the conversation was over.




Chapter 4

It was another chaotic morning in the Ward household. They were all up early as Simone had started teething and this was affecting all of their sleep patterns. Simon was still in his nighty and gown, valiantly trying to feed a grumpy Simone. Judy once again gave silent thanks that she didn’t have to do it.
“You need to be at Edith’s today for your first fitting,” she said kissing him on the cheek. She wanted out of the chaos as quickly as possible.
He looked up. “I have never had a suit made before, any ideas on what to wear?” he asked. “Can’t you come with me?”
Judy shook her head. He was so accomplished yet was still so inexperienced in some areas. “I would wear that dusky pink notch blouse, skirt, tights and heels,” she advised. “Gotta run….see you later…..love you” and she vanished, the door slamming behind her.
He turned his attention to Simone. He needed to get her ready for Rose and he needed to calm her down.
He followed Judy’s advice. A modest 3-inch heel, a navy pleated layered skirt, one of his new sheer sleeveless notch necked blouses and a pink cardigan. He did love a pleated skirt and this one had a metallic sheen that he adored. It also felt great on his legs. He finally found the tailor’s door, having walked past it once, and rang the buzzer.
Edith was waiting for him when he entered the shop. She took him in, running her eyes up and down his body before remembering he was a customer and a warm smile broke out over her face.
“My dear Sandra, you look divine, how lovely to have you to myself,” she said.
He smiled. Women did an awful lot of smiling and sometimes he found it tiring. “Hello Edith, it is great to be back. I am looking forward to seeing what you have for me.”
She turned and picked a hanger that held a half-completed jacket and a skirt that almost looked finished. It was the grey suit. The jacket had no material covering the lining on the lapels and only had one sleeve. It had large tacking stitches running over it to hold the pieces together. She handed him the skirt and he disappeared into the booth.
“I spoke with Judy, and we have made a few additions. We both felt a gurl like you would……enjoy them” she said through the curtain.
The shame erupted through him. He had never really been confronted in this way before. This woman knew, knew that he was a man dressing as a woman. His shame drove his arousal, which in itself drove a further vicious circle of shame and desire. He wriggled out of his cardigan, stepped out of his heels and slid the pleated skirt down his legs. He picked up the skirt, found the rear button and zip and undid both. He lifted one, and then the other foot, into the skirt and drew it up his legs.
His mind went haywire. The cold from the lining came and then went in a flash as the material warmed almost instantly. He knew from experience this wasn’t polyester, it had to be a natural fibre. The skirt seemed to sigh loudly as he pulled it up over his padded panty girdle and he easily buttoned it up. His fingers found the rear zip, and he slid it closed. He adjusted the skirt so that it sat just right, and admired himself whilst enjoying his frustrated erection.
The skirt sat perfectly on his hips, secure, but relaxed. Whilst it fell flat across his hips, it was a snug fit, with two small creases that started at the hip and a larger crease that ran across his crotch. The whole effect was to accentuate the shape of his hips and the top of his womanly mound.
“Are you ok in there?” asked Edith.
He snapped back to reality, tore himself from the mirror, and put his heels on. He pulled back the curtain and stepped out.
Edith led him over to a full-length mirror. “Very nice” she muttered. She stood behind him and he looked vulnerable in just the skirt and sleeveless blouse.
He was still blushing, the pressure in his girdle giving nothing but pleasure.
Edith got to work. She started at the hem and made adjustments and alterations. He had to admit, he loved how the skirt felt as it moved over his legs.
“How is it?” she asked.
“Amazing” he croaked.
“I knew a special gurl like you would enjoy a pure silk lining. It is rather……..naughty don’t you think?”
He said nothing but he couldn’t disagree.
“It’s a shame your hips aren’t real. Just imagine if the entire lining was against your skin all day” and she rubbed her hand across his bottom and hip. He had to close his eyes to remain focused.
“Now to business, what do you think?” she asked.
He struggled to answer but got there in the end. “I think the skirt is a bit restrictive and maybe too tight across the hips” he replied, struggling to cope with the overstimulation.
“Ahh, no I disagree. Women don’t stride, and the design is deliberately tight across the hips to make the most of your…..charms” she said.
“Now let’s try the jacket. I see you haven’t worn a camisole. It drives the boys crazy doesn’t it, showing a hint of lingerie under your blouse.”
He said nothing, easing one arm into the sleeve and the other into an empty hole as Edith pulled the jacket into place. She chalk marked and pinned the jacket in several places and then turned her attention to the front.
“I think one button, quite snug to accentuate your figure, with the jacket ending at your hips, so we don’t obscure your skirt,” she said, more to herself than him. “Ok, that’s all I need if you want to get changed.”
He quickly redressed, his clothes felt quite drab after the excitement of the suit. How was he going to wear them all day he wondered? He pulled the curtain back and Edith was once again waiting.
“You should be able to pick the suits up Saturday, assuming there are no issues with the second fitting,” she said, “that way you will have them all for when you start back at work.”
“Thank you,” he said turning to leave. He stopped and turned back. “Edith, can I ask a question?”
She grinned, “You gurls are all the same, you want to know what gave you away?”  
He nodded.
“I measure and have measured women of all shapes and sizes for over 25 years. You just can’t hide your dimensions and they were slightly off. I wouldn't have known if I passed you in Tesco’s, but the tape measure never lies.” She explained.
Judy had made a cup of coffee and kicked the office door shut as she carried it back to her desk. She couldn’t wait for Simon to start! Only he could get her coffee right. Her phone rang, “Bugger” she yelped as hot coffee spilt over onto her fingers.
“Judy Ward” she answered.
“Hi Judy it’s Dan.”
“Hello Dan, how are you?”
“All good, how are you?” he replied.
“Great, busy, but otherwise well. What can I do for you?”
There was a pause. “I need some……advice.”
“That’s what you pay us for,” she said reaching for her legal pad and pen. She scribbled his name, the date and the time at the top.
“I do, but this advice is of a more………..sensitive nature” he explained. “I would value your opinion on a matter”  
“Okay,” she was intrigued.
“I wondered……..wanted…..well…..” he blustered, and she kept silent. “I have, well the partners have, their annual dinner in a few weeks and I was thinking, well wondering, as I am single”-
-“Do you want me to come with you?” she offered.
“No, oh no, Oh I am sorry, I didn’t mean it like that, it was just, I wondered if Sandra might like to come?”
She could hear him sweating, he had found that tough. She was a little hurt, but more intrigued. “I see. I can’t speak for her, but I could do a little fishing. What sort of dinner is it?” she asked.
“It is old school formal. Black tie, speeches and dancing sort of thing” he said, with none of his usual confidence.
She was imagining Simon in a floor-length gown and helping him to get dressed. ‘Focus Judy!’
“Leave it with me Dan, but just to be clear, this would be a work thing right? Not a date?”
“No. 100% work.” He replied eagerly.
Judy sat back in her chair, could her day get any more interesting? She idly googled ‘floor length gowns’ and then had to stop. It was just too much.
“Hi honey I’m home” hollered Judy as she skipped into the kitchen.
“Somebody had a good day” observed Simon.
“I have, what about you? How did it go with Edith?” she asked.
“It was fine” he replied.
“Come on, fess up, when anyone says fine, it hardly ever is,” she said, “I want the details.”
“The suits were fine, they felt amazing and if I am honest they fitted perfectly. She wants a second fitting on Saturday and all being well we can bring them home with us” he replied.
“Did you ask?”
“Yes, it was my measurements, they were slightly off, apparently, and with her experience……” he said trailing off. “She said she wouldn’t have known had she seen me in Tesco’s.”
“Fancy an early night?” she asked.
“Always” he replied smiling.
After dinner, they struggled with small talk, before Judy cracked. “Come on, I need you upstairs now!”
She laid back against the pillow. The door to the ensuite opened and he walked through, looking delicious. He was wearing a shimmering coral pink nightdress, suspended by delicate spaghetti straps. The tops of the bra cups were finished in a matching pink lace which met in the middle and continued down to his belly button. It was knee length with a short split in the skirt which was also edged with matching pink lace. It was so girly, so him, she thought.
He got into bed, and she snuggled up to him. “You feel and smell nice,” she said running her hands across his body. Her hands lifted the hem of his nighty and found his panties, bulging. “That’s not very ladylike,” and she kissed his sex through the satin knickers, “I love these matching panties, but they need to come off.” She said whilst wriggling the small satin garment down his legs. She reached for the harness and passed it to him. “Tonight is about my needs.”
He looked disappointed, and deep down he was. He had gotten used to being penetrated and the powerful double orgasms that Judy could wring from him. 
“Disappointed?” she asked as he was organising the harness so that his equipment poked through the hole.
He looked up, bit his lip, and cleared some hair behind his ear. “A little, but it can’t all be about me.”
She smiled, and soon he was on his back and she was easing herself onto his hardness. “Oh, that feels nice,” she said as she started to fuck him.  
“You are so pretty these days, I can’t get over how good you look,” she said kissing him, whilst her hands played with his soft feminine hair.
He said nothing, the play of the satin over his skin, her touch, her words and her actions were moving him to a state of bliss.
She dropped her hands to his breasts, “Do you ever wish these were real?” she asked.
He said nothing.
“Just think of all the clothes you could wear if they were,” she continued, “internal breast forms, that’s all they are.”
“No…..No…..” he managed as she continued with the work of lovemaking. She had slowed the pace, no quick finish for him, but she noticed the growth in his hardness.
She kept the tempo, frustrating, she was determined that she would have her orgasm, her way. “You could dispense with these forms, and have real breasts that we could both enjoy.”
He remained silent and just gazed at her.
“Just think of all the low cut dresses and blouses you could wear, oh and strapless ball gowns and cocktail dresses.”
She picked up the tempo, taking advantage of his renewed vigour.
“I love you,” he said.
“Oh Sandy, I love you so much,” and she felt his fingernails dig into her back, his face grimaced. He shut his eyes as his orgasm tore through his body.  
They lay together panting, just enjoying the afterglow and silence. Eventually, they separated, and he snuggled up to her, his head cradled by her arm. They both stared at the ceiling.
Simon was still reeling at the thought of real breasts! He knew the fantasy aroused him, but the reality was a completely different prospect. He wondered how he might correct any misunderstanding by Judy.
She fondled his hair, “I need a favour” she asked.
He said nothing, he knew she would continue.
“There is a business dinner in a few weeks, and I wondered if you would go? It would be a great networking event and, well let’s be honest, it’s time for you to start getting out a bit more.”  She was fishing, she hadn’t lied, she just hadn’t mentioned Dan.
“It sounds dull if I am honest. I never liked those sorts of events” he said.
“For men maybe, but for women, no. There will be a whole new outfit to buy, a dress, shoes, handbag, having your hair and nails done, and then getting ready for the night. I would love to see you at an event in your beautiful floor-length gown with your hair piled up. Oh, and Simon,” her hand dropped to his groin “I can tell you like the idea.” The seed had been planted, but not spilt.




Chapter 5

Saturday morning was chaos. Simone was in a niggly mood, and Simon was trying to calm her down. It was 10.30 am they had all managed to struggle through breakfast but only Judy had gotten dressed.
“You need to get a move on if we are going to get to Edith’s on time,” she said.
“Yes, Yes, I know, it might help if you could DO something to help around here” he spat out.
Judy put the tablet down and surveyed the carnage that was the kitchen. He looked frazzled, as women do when they are juggling too many tasks. She stood up and wrapped her arms around his satin clad body, brushed some strands of hair from his face, and kissed him.
“Why don’t you leave this to me and go upstairs and get changed. Wear one of the new pussy bow blouses, tights, and those nude heels we bought. This will be a great opportunity to see how good the suits will look in the office.” She kissed him again.
“Thanks.” He said, handing Simone to her.
He stood in front of the wardrobe. He was tired and yearned for a slobby day, leggings and a top but he knew Judy wanted to see him in full office girl mode. He went to his lingerie drawer and picked out one of his more expensive bra and knicker sets. The set was white and featured rich leaf embroidery. The bra was a full cup, with the upper half in pure lace, which also ran up the straps. He knew that, without a camisole, this would be visible under the sheer blouse and court attention. The matching full brief had two large, overlaid, lace panels leading to a plain centre panel, its shape resembling an arrowhead directing the voyeur to look in the most intimate of areas. The base was the upper hem of the brief, with two diagonal borders formed by the lace windows, which widened out to meet the leg openings before curving and joining at the gusset between his legs. He also had the matching suspender belt and some 10 denier, oil look, stockings. This was making him horny, he simply loved this set.
He decided to wear the Cherry Popper fake vagina today as Edith and Judy together could be quite a handful. The popper would help to keep his modesty intact. Having freshened up in the ensuite, he put on the Cherry Popper, followed by the bra, an effortless task he now completed with speed and grace. He adjusted the fit, again second nature, and soon the cups, wires, and straps fitted just so. He clipped the suspender belt around his hips and then stepped into the full briefs, pulling them up his slender legs, pausing to thread the six garter straps through the leg openings. The brief became tighter, as he tugged it up over his hips, the control panel and rear centre seam providing valuable support as he settled them into position. He ran his hands over the silky material stretched over his buttocks, admiring the soft mound created by the Popper.
He reached for the first stocking, delighting in the smooth sheer feel. He rolled the first one onto his foot and released the tan nylon over his leg. As ever, the feeling stirred his passion, it was a joy. He clipped the front tab to the dark welt, pleased that he would have to shorten it as these stockings were extra long, so they wouldn’t end at mid-thigh. He repeated the task with the side suspender and then stood for that awkward rear buckle. Reaching behind, he grasped it, his nails made opening it more complicated, but soon the button was under the welt of the stocking and secured. He stood and checked his suspenders and tightened them to the right tension.
“Damn” he cried as the rear suspender pinged, the clasp opening and leaving the rear of his stocking sagging. ‘If only men knew what we go through.’ The thought came from nowhere, making him embarrassed and self-conscious. It took a further 10 minutes but eventually, he was happy that both stockings were secure and comfortable.  He went back to the mirror and smiled. He looked good, sexy, but in a mature womanly way, nothing cheap. The combination of quality lingerie, a reasonable figure and stockings that ended a few inches below his groin, screamed class.
He slipped the white pussy bow blouse over his head, pulled it down over his breasts and straightened out the twisted sleeves. He could see the lace through the sheer material, it was subtle, as this wasn’t a cheap blouse. When he moved, different parts of his bra became visible, it was burlesque, classy, and would catch the eye.
It was a shame, but he would need the padded panty girdle. It was like covering a masterpiece in brown paper, but he fought the garment and won, he was secure and now had a more womanly figure.
He picked up the plain black knee-length A-line skirt, the cold lining tickling his stockings and slowly warmed as pulled it over his hips, secured the rear button and zipped it closed. He lifted the skirt and tugged the tails of the blouse down before dropping the hem and letting the skirt fall into place. He went to the mirror and smoothed the skirt over his hips, it didn’t need it, but it was an automatic movement. He tied the bow on his blouse and arranged the loops and felt the joy in his crotch.
He sat at his vanity and quickly applied his daytime make-up and swapped out his earrings for the pearls, they went better with the blouse he thought. He stood up, slipped his arms into his brown suede jacket, swung his black handbag over his shoulder and walked into his nude court shoes.  
Judy heard him coming down the stairs, his gait, told her that he was being careful and finally, he came into her view. “You look hot!” she said, genuinely impressed. She was wearing her normal weekend wear, jeans and a polo shirt.
“Thanks for doing the kitchen” he replied.
He enjoyed the walk to Edith’s. His suspenders tightened and relaxed with each step and that sensation was heightened by the satin lining of his skirt sliding over his hosiery. Judy sensed his joy.
“Happy dear?”
“If only you knew” he replied brightly.
Judy buzzed Edith’s door and before long they were stood in her studio with a glass of champagne in hand.
“Sandra you look stunning, as always,” said Edith. “Ready for your fitting?”
Simon nodded.
“Pop into the cubicle and get undressed” encouraged Edith.
Simon closed the curtain and stripped down to his underwear and blouse and waited for a suit to appear.
Edith’s hand appeared through the curtain and passed him a suit carrier. He hung it up and unzipped it. He gasped, it was a pastel blue wool suit with white flecks. “Is this my suit?”
“Yes, Judy asked for a less formal suit.”
He freed the skirt from the hanger and opened it up. The silk lining was no surprise and felt as glorious as he remembered. He carefully tucked his blouse into the skirt and closed the rear zip. It was like the first fitting but better, the silk lining was softer, warmer and well, silkier. Now that the skirt had been fitted, the creases running across the front, over his womanhood, were to die for! He slid the jacket on, enjoying the feeling of the silk lining as it rustled over his sheer blouse before finally arranging everything. He studied his reflection. He looked like a professional woman, the suit was both powerful yet soft. It had that trophy wife come executive look. It was gorgeous! He opened the curtain and stepped out, unable to contain his joy. “Edith, this suit is amazing,” he said walking into the centre of the studio.
Judy studied him carefully. He was right, that suit was perfect, he looked both serious and, soft at the same time. It was the suit he would wear to lunch with Dan.
Edith fussed around him, tugging here, shifting there, until her hands had finished and she asked “Happy with the fit? Is it comfortable?” 
“Yes, it’s wonderful, I feel so confident wearing it” he replied. “What do you think?”
Edith paused, and took a step back, “what do I think?” She walked around him, and ran her hands over his bum, pausing momentarily over a suspender before standing in front of him. She looked him in the eyes, as women do. “I think you are one of the best looking sissy’s I have seen for some time. You will drive the boys wild in this suit. I think you love dressing as a woman, wearing pretty lingerie, and darling, I love that you are wearing stockings. So much sexier than tights.”
Her words hit him like a bittersweet slap. He blushed and dropped his gaze to the floor.
She continued. “I would love to be there when a man flirts with you for the first time and when you feel a hand move up under your skirt while being kissed. I think you should let Judy take you further into womanhood, but that, my dear sweet feminised boy, is irrelevant.”
Simon and Judy looked at each other, not in shock, but lust. Edith’s words had affected them both, sexually, and he recognised a familiar hunger in her eyes.  
“The suit fits well, it doesn’t need any further modifications. So, you are good to go” Edith said sharply, breaking the sexual tension in the room.
Judy paid the bill, whilst Simon, reluctantly, changed back into his clothes. Edith suggested that they might use her loading bay to collect the suits and as they turned to leave, she continued selling.
“Sandra, gurls like you are very welcome here, so please do let me work my magic on you again. I can do casual, formal evening gowns and even wedding dresses should the need arise.”
He looked mortified at Edith’s suggestion, so Judy answered for him. “We will, and she may need a formal gown for a dinner. We will let you know.”




Chapter 6

“I am not sure I can do this anymore,” he said.
Judy looked up from the TV “do what?”
“THIS, the whole woman, mother thing. It’s tiring, boring and I feel stuck in a rut.”  
She turned the TV off, to focus on his rebellion. “Oh, sweetie not this again. You know you love the clothes and the sex, the other stuff just comes with the territory I am afraid. Any mother will tell you that it gets better as the kids get older. Have you spoken to Rose and picked her brains?”
“No, not yet. I just miss being Simon now and again” he said sadly.
“Well, we all miss Simon, but he is dead and buried in our back garden,” she said, trying to cut off that avenue as quickly as he had started it. “Look, your life changes for the better tomorrow, you will be back at work, a busy office to run and an important account to manage.”
“I suppose so,” he said forlornly. “I just never wanted to be a woman, just look like one now and again.”
“Well dear, we don’t always get what we want. I am getting tired of your moaning, this is Simon talking, and to be blunt he’s dead. I love you, as Sandra, totally. Our life together is amazing, and you are so lucky and pretty. I know it is tough, but you just have a case of the baby blues, and it will pass. But I need to make one thing clear, Sandra is going to be around for some considerable time, so get used to it and figure out how to be happier. Ok?”
He didn’t answer.
“I am going to bed,” he said and was asleep before she joined him later.  
The night’s sleep had cleared the air, and as it was his first day back at work. He was up early. He donned his black wrap over his pastel blue short nighty and pulled his hair back into a scrunchie before waking Simone, who was grizzly at the change in her routine. He took her downstairs and gave her the morning bottle.
Judy wanted to help, but she knew he would want some space on his big day. He had tried to back out last night and she still felt a bit guilty about how brutal she had been with him. But really, moaning about the effort of being a woman, to her! How patronising.
She dressed quickly, found him, and kissing the top of his head she said, “You will smash it today and we need you” and tore out of the house.
He dressed Simone, got all the baby paraphernalia ready for Rose and then went back to his room. He chose the navy blue suit for his first day with his white lingerie and treated himself to a new pair of tights. He also opted for a camisole, he didn’t want the girls to think he was a tart. He quickly dressed in his underwear, went to the wardrobe and opted for the dusky pink notch blouse and slipped it over his head. He took the brand new skirt, tailored just for him, and stepped into it. He shivered with joy as the silk lining, cold washed, its way up his legs. Closing the zipper, he arranged his blouse and camisole. Maybe being Sandra wasn’t all bad, he grinned as the blood rushed in his groin.
Sitting at the vanity, he hung a small gold crucifix around his neck, before applying makeup and brushing out his hair. He pondered scrunchie or not but in the end, he opted for a high ponytail, topped off with a piano black barrette. A final spritz of perfume and he was done. He shrugged the jacket on, delighting in the silk lining, dropped his black court shoes into a canvas bag and put on his flats. Once dressed, he started getting Simone ready for the journey to Rose’s house.
He pulled into Rose’s drive, way ahead of a schedule that would need to be refined, but he knew she would be up. He rang the doorbell and she answered still in her nightwear.
“Morning, you two are early.”
“Sorry, it’s a combination of my first day and nerves.”
“Not to worry, come in and have a coffee,” she said taking Simone into her arms and leading the way to the kitchen.
Simon popped the coffee machine on as Rose settled Simone into her play area.
“You look very nice in that suit, it flatters your curves,” she said walking around him.
“Thank you, it was a present from Judy, suits from her tailor Edith” he replied.
“You look very professional, but don’t be surprised at the male gaze, my dear.”
He blushed, he knew exactly what she meant. There was an uncomfortable silence, broken only by the sounds of the coffee machine and Simone playing with some electronic device.
He placed their coffee on the table, and they sat opposite each other.
“It’s a big day for you. Back to work and as a woman” she said.
“Yes, but I am looking forward to working again. Judy is run off her feet and the office has been a bit chaotic since Cindy left.”
Rose nodded. “Can I ask you something…………..personal?”
“Yes,” he replied taking another sip of coffee.
She looked down at the table, this question had been playing on her mind since she first explored this dilemma. “How do you see this ending?”
“I haven’t given it much thought, to be honest. I have been so swept up in events, why?”
She put her cup down. “Well, perhaps you should. I have never seen my daughter so happy and you,…..you have been living full-time as a woman for what, 18 months now? In 6 more months, you could legally apply for a sex change and how on earth are you going to manage with Simone? You can hardly switch back to Simon when she is older. You, my dear, are in great danger of becoming a woman for good.”
He nodded and felt a familiar, joyful, tingle in his girdle. “I know, I tried to have this discussion with Judy over the weekend.”
“Well, my dear, be careful, as looking at you, it doesn’t look like you have been winning those arguments.”
The conversation with Rose had played on his mind during the short drive to the office. A woman forever! He had to admit the past 18 months had flown by and had been enjoyable, but a life sentence? He grabbed his tote bag, changed his flats for 3-inch court shoes and picked up his handbag before locking the car. It was a short walk to the office, and he delighted in the sigh of his clothing, the sound of his heels and even the slight infrequent creak of his underwired bra. He didn’t know about a life sentence, but he could tolerate this for a while longer he thought, smiling to himself.
He caught the parking attendant checking him out, smiled at him, and put a little more wiggle into his hips. Rose’s training came to mind, ‘Chest out, shoulders back, graceful and flowing’ he thought.
He walked into the office, both Pat & Jo were in, but the absence of Cindy or indeed management was clear. “Morning ladies.”
“Thank god, the cavalry has arrived,” said Pat without breaking stride on the keyboard. Jo waived and also continued typing. He sat down, fired up the computer and logged in. He slid out of the jacket and hung it on the back of his chair. He felt a bit overdressed, both Pat & Jo were wearing trousers and either knitwear or a blouse. Scanning the diary and workflow planner he saw just how busy they were. First job – coffee for Judy.
Judy looked up as her door opened and beamed. He looked the picture of a stereotypical secretary. Tight skirt, heels, sheer pale pink blouse, bare arms and a high ponytail. He was also carrying her coffee, the whole sight brought instant arousal. “Wow, thanks, you are a sight for sore eyes,” she said as he placed the coffee on her desk. She watched his rear as he left and wondered if there was more of a wiggle than usual.
His first day flew past, and with the girls, they managed to move some of the backlog and restore some semblance of order to the chaos.  Pat & Jo appreciated the extra help and whilst he spent the day doing various jobs, he also found time to frequently cross his legs. The feel of the hosiery rubbing over itself and the silk lining was intoxicating and addictive.
By Wednesday, the office was almost back on track, much to the delight of Pat as she could see an end to the overtime she had been working since Cindy had gone. Simon was preparing and checking the client invoices against the internal billing system when his phone rang.
“Stevens & Ward, Sandy Ward speaking, how can I help?” he said automatically.
“Sandy? It’s Dan, how are you?” his voice smooth and full of his usual charm.
Simon recrossed his legs. He was dressed down today, a black pencil skirt, green jumper and his green patent shoes with the one-inch heel. “Great thanks, how are you, what can I do for you,” he said, flustered by the surprise call.
“All good, just wanted to check we are still on for next week, our Wednesday meeting to discuss the account?”
Simon quickly flicked to outlook and brought up his calendar. There it was, clearly marked. “Yes, it’s all in the diary.” He replied, half surprised and half annoyed that Judy hadn’t mentioned it.
“Excellent, I thought we could have lunch together, any preferences?”
Simon was getting flustered and realised he was stuck. There was nothing abnormal about having lunch with a client……except he was anything but normal he thought. “I am partial to modern British or French” he replied, as a beetroot red colour worked its way across his face.     
“Super, I will send over details later”
Simon hung up and immediately stood up to head into Judy’s office. The red light was on, so he sat down again, frustrated. Pat and Jo looked at him, perplexed.
He didn’t see Judy before he left to get Simone and once at home, he started to angrily prepare the evening meal, Salmon Teriyaki. He had changed into a relaxed cotton print flowered skirt with a plain white t-shirt. He tried to focus but all he could think about was lunch with Dan. He was confused. On the one hand, it was a reasonable request, on the other, lunch with a man, with Dan! He placed the salmon in the marinade and popped the dish in the fridge and then focused on making up Simone’s feeds.
Judy found him watching TV and she could see the concern on his face. “What’s up, honey?”
“Why didn’t you tell me?” he complained
“Tell you what?”
“Lunch with Dan!” he said tersely.
“Oh, that, it was in your diary, it is just a business meeting, what’s the problem?” she said, knowing full well he wouldn’t see it like that.
“Judy! It is lunch with,”-
-“Si..Sandy, calm down. This is your job, you are the account manager and you know damn well that this is an important account. Lunch is nothing unusual, so don’t get your panties in a twist. Most of our clients are men, you will need to get comfortable with that and at least you know Dan.”
He was annoyed and also aroused. She was right, this was his life now, but he had no experience and he was worried, why did he find this exciting?
“I suggest that you wear your new pastel blue suit and a pussy bow blouse” Judy added mischievously, enjoying her power and his discomfort.
He scowled at her and walked off into the kitchen to get a glass of wine.
“And no camisole,” she shouted after him.




Chapter 7

Judy was in full control mode, she was leaving nothing about his lunch with Dan to chance. She had ensured that Simon was under no illusions that his job required him to have lunch with contacts and Simone had been bundled off to Rose’s for 2 days. She had made sure that he had shaved to within an inch of his life and had painted his nails a glorious red last night. She had also insisted that she drive him to the office so that he could have a drink at lunchtime. With everything in place, she had slept up to the alarm and quietly left him to snooze as she went down to get him a coffee.
“Wake up sleepy head,” she said putting the coffee on his bedside cabinet. He hauled himself upright, taking care not to put too much strain on the spaghetti straps of his nighty.
“I have got you a present,” she said excitedly handing him an A4 sized blue box wrapped with a pink ribbon.
“Thanks,” he said surprised. He tugged at the bow which quickly fell away and lifted the lid off the box. Underneath he found a pink leather bound notebook and a smart pen. He lifted them out and thanked her.
“Keep digging” she encouraged.
He lifted more of the tissue paper to discover lingerie. The bra was pure white, underwired with a full cup but made of pure lace. She had also purchased the matching panties, suspender belt and new pair of sheer stockings.
She sat on the bed next to him and kissed him. “I want you to wear these today, good lingerie will boost your confidence and it will remind you that have my full support,” she leaned in and kissed him again before leaving him to get dressed.
He lay in bed, the nightdress soft against his shaved and moisturised body. She had nagged him about making a good impression now that he represented her firm and he had teased her that she was becoming his pimp. He finished his coffee and got up, and having freshened up in the bathroom, he made sure his breasts and cherry popper fake vagina were secure. He picked up the new panties, they had a sweet, vintage-inspired feel to them. He slipped in a discrete pad, his fingers telling him that the panties were made from silk and French lace with a hint of sparkle from the rose gold heart sewn into the centre of the waistband. The cut was high rise, and he noted the added stretch as he eased them into place over his bum. They fitted perfectly and the design featured a silk diamond shape that started from the gusset and finished an inch before the waistband. Everything else was lace.
He picked up the bra, adjusted the sliders and threw his arms through the straps before expertly fastening the hooks and eyes before unconsciously adjusting the straps and underwire for comfort. The bra matched the panties, and his breasts were visible through the lace cups. He took a moment, struck a pose, arm on hip, knee bent, ‘not bad’ he thought proudly fluffing out his hair before the familiar sense of shame enveloped him. This was how Dan imagined Sandra looked he thought.
He didn’t like Judy seeing him in his lingerie, it was stupid, but even after all this time it still embarrassed him. He knew she would want to see how he looked today. He clipped the suspender belt around his waist and threaded the four straps through his panties. He sat on the bed and opened the stockings, they were nude with a fancy lace top. He rolled the first one up his leg, it was soft, warm and tingled as he set about clipping it to the suspender. The first tab was easy, the rear less so, and he repeated the other leg. He called to Judy and thought about putting a wrap on, but she would insist that he take it off. She bounded into the room like an excited puppy, and stopped, her hand covering her mouth.
“You, they…you, look amazing. How do they feel? Does everything fit ok?” she asked. He could tell she was interested in both a technical and sexual way. Her hand rand over his bottom and then she checked the fit of his bra. Finally, she adjusted one of the rear suspender sliders.
He stood there, mortified. There is nothing like the shame of having your wife adjust your lingerie and feeling your pad as she runs her hand over your panties. He blushed a deep crimson. “It all fits fine.”
She could see he was embarrassed but she didn’t care. He looked so feminine, and she had done this to him. He was now a she, her employee, her best girlfriend and lover.  “I will struggle to resist you in this, so watch out tonight,” she said huskily. She went to the wardrobe and found his cream coloured pussy bow blouse and passed it to him. She watched as he let it drop over his head and down over his new bra. He tied the bow, and again, she couldn’t help herself, she had to make a small unnecessary adjustment.
“Perfect,” she said. “A hint of lace and no more.”
“Are you sure, it looks a bit slutty to me,” he said turning left and right in the mirror.
“No, with the jacket on, you will be very modest but even with the jacket off it will be fine,” she said passing him the blue skirt whilst hanging the jacket on the wardrobe door.
She went downstairs leaving him to don his girdle and skirt. The silk lining thrilled him as it rubbed over his hosiery and after closing the skirt, he fluffed his blouse until he was happy with how it fell over his bra. He moved to the vanity and, more carefully than normal, applied his daytime makeup and brushed his hair. He decided to wear it down, it made him feel less exposed for some reason. He went with his diamond solitaire earrings, the pearls were a bit too staid for his mood and added a dab of Chanel No 5 on his thighs, wrists and ears. He popped the bottle into his bag, swam into the jacket and slid it up, over his shoulders ahead of fidgeting it into place.
The sound was the dominant sensation. Finally, he lifted each foot into the nude, 3-inch heeled court shoes and he was done. A final look in the mirror and he grinned. He felt amazing and looked like a cross between a lawyer and a trophy wife. He loved it, and so did his groin but he dare not touch anything down there such was the level of his arousal. He click-clacked down the stairs into the kitchen to see Judy, doing the perfect impression of a proud mum.
“You look wonderful, poor Dan isn’t going to know where to look.” 
The girls in the office loved his suit and told him so. He thanked them, made Judy’s coffee and then focused on work which made his morning fly past and soon it was time. He reluctantly picked up his handbag and checked himself over in the loo and left for his lunch meeting.
Dan had chosen the restaurant in Browns Hotel. It was local, easy to get to, and offered the full white table cloth experience at a reasonable price. He had walked and was running through his emails with a cold lager. He was 20 minutes early and was confused, he felt nervous, which he thought was odd as he was the client.
Simon was shown to the table by a waiter, and he enjoyed the glances as he sashayed across the restaurant. He felt his sexual chi was in balance. The Yin was the feeling about his forthcoming lunch with a man. The Yang was how he looked and felt. The consequence was a deepening discomfort in his girdle and confusion about his mixed feelings.    
Dan looked up and smiled and stood and kissed him on the cheek. “You look amazing,” he said genuinely.
“Thank you, Dan,” he replied brushing his skirt underneath him as he sat. He fished out his new notebook, pen and a business card which he handed to Dan. He hoped that this might set a business tone for lunch. He crossed his legs, thrilled at how such a simple movement could feel so magnificent.
The waiter presented Simon with a menu, without prices, and Dan had the menu with prices and the wine list. If this is everyday sexism, long may it continue he thought smiling. He perused the menu, Smoked Salmon and Crab Tian followed by the veal steak served with its jus. Dan chose the wine, a half bottle of white, and soon their glasses were filled.
Simon tasted the wine, it was cold and refreshing and he enjoyed seeing the trace of his lipstick on the glass. He knew how lunch would play out. Small talk and rapport building over the starter, work over the main and then a friendly end to the meal over coffee. Dan didn’t disappoint and launched into asking about Rose, Judy, and Simone and also asked how Simon was finding his return to work. The waiter cleared away the starters and topped up their water glasses.
“Would you care for some red wine with the main course?” asked Dan.
“Yes please, and would you excuse me?” said Simon rising, handbag in hand. The waiter had grabbed the back of his chair as he rose, another female privilege he enjoyed. He whispered across the carpet enjoying the feel of his clothes. The asymmetric tug and release
of his suspenders, the looks from other guests and the feel of his heels sinking into the carpet all made him happy, no wonder women smile so much he thought, smiling to himself.
The ladies were empty, and he took the end stall and slid his skirt off completely and hung it on the door. His groin was like a furnace, burning with the power of a halogen. He sat on the toilet seat, and let out a long breath. ‘What am I doing?’ he mused. He eased the girdle and his beautiful panties down around his knees and he could immediately see that the fake vagina wouldn’t be strong enough to contain his hardness. He eased the garment down over his suspenders and stockings and it sprung free. Hard, and glistening. He sat there, listening, it would have to be managed and it shouldn’t take long. He grabbed some tissue as he couldn’t leave a mess, grasped his cock and began the massage. He still revelled in the slight sigh of the jacket over his blouse and full bra, which bounced delightfully in time with his self-abuse. He was now a working woman having lunch with a man that was attracted to him. It surprised him that he had more pride in his ability to be attractive to Dan than any concern about being with another man. Dan had made him feel special, wanted, and vulnerable. He could be weak and needy, and Dan would look after him, it was such a new emotional area and a relief. He loved being looked after, even if it was by a man. His breathing increased, he was close now, and he could feel his body preparing. The thought of Dan kissing him crept into his fantasy with the stealth of a magician pulling a coin from behind an ear.
The bang of the toilet door and the sound of heels told him that he was no longer alone. It was all too much, and he felt his entire body clench, his groin pulsating as his seed flew into the tissue and he let out a small, involuntary groan. He sat there breathing heavily before composing himself and wiping himself clean.
He pulled up and reattached the fake vagina and then added a fresh pad to his panty. The tearing of the strip seemed incredibly loud, and he redressed and left the stall. He stood in front of the mirror having washed his hands and re-applied his lipstick. The other stall opened and a middle-aged woman in a black dress suit emerged and joined him at the sinks.
“You having a bad one this month honey?” she said sympathetically.
He felt his shame double at the supportive comment. He was in the girl’s club now.
“Yes. Men. They have no idea do they?” he replied.
The lady laughed. “Thankfully not, I prefer them clue-less,” she said exiting the toilets.
Simon walked back through the restaurant, his post orgasm guilt, took much but not all of the joy out of his clothes. Dan stood as the waiter seated him back at the table. The waiter poured him a glass of red wine and almost immediately afterwards the main courses arrived.
“How do you think we can improve the relationships between the firms?” asked Dan.
Simon finished his mouthful of veal. “It would be good if we could put more names to faces and build up a broader range of contacts within both firms. Perhaps a getting to know you meeting to supplement our quarterly review meetings” he replied. Simon took another small mouthful of veal and felt uncomfortable as he caught Dan looking at his breasts.
“I do have one thought” Dan offered. “We have our annual dinner, and that would be a great opportunity for you to meet all the partners.”
Simon looked surprised. He was in new territory again. A man was inviting him to a formal dinner! “Oh, I am,”-
-“It would be a work function, not a date” Dan sputtered out quickly.
Simon released a breath he hadn’t realised he was holding. “Ok, could Judy attend as well?”
Dan finished a mouthful of food and took a sip of wine. “I will try. Technically it is an internal function, you would be my plus one” he said.
“Send me the details and I can look at my diary.”
After their meal, Dan escorted Simon to a waiting cab, his hand once again in the small of his back. “Thank you for a lovely lunch,” said Simon
“Thank you, Sandra. You make doing business a pleasure.”  He leant into Simon’s personal space and planted a brief kiss on his cheek. Simon felt the stubble, smelt his cologne and blushed before getting into the cab.    




Chapter 8

Judy left work early, she couldn’t wait to see Simon and hear all about his lunch. She was secretly thrilled, he had looked incredible, was a treasure at the office and was now helping her to grow her business and raise their child.
He was in the kitchen with Simone, and she took the opportunity to pick her daughter up and take over from Simon before popping her onto her play mat.
“So how was lunch?” she asked excitedly.
“Lovely, he took me to Browns, the food was superb, and we got a lot of ground covered,” he said. “Wine?”  
“Please. Come on, you were out of the office all afternoon. There must be more to tell, did you get a room somewhere?”
“Judy! No, how could you say that.”
“Relax dear, don’t get those beautiful knickers in a twist.” She placed her wine glass on the table and hugged him. She felt his breasts against hers and revelled in how their hips met without any lumps or bumps. She kissed him, her wine covered tongue eagerly invading his mouth. “I wouldn’t have minded if that’s what is worrying you.”
Simon’s eyes widened in surprise. “Well, I would have.”
She led him over to the sofa and they sat. “Come on, open up. We girls share, everything.”
He smiled. “Dan was a gentleman, he was very professional. I loved how he looked after me, playing the strong man, guiding me to the table, his hand on my back. It was a relief not having to choose the wine and the waiter pulling out my seat for me.”
Judy took a sip of wine. “These are the rewards for all that effort you made, and you do look fabulous in that suit.”
“Thanks. Anyway, we made small talk over the starters. I had a lovely Crab dish and then….” Simon blushed, should he tell her about the toilet?
“Then?” she urged.
“Then I excused myself to go to the ladies. I didn’t need to, I just wanted to catch my breath. Anyway, once there, I decided to go but once I had undressed, well let’s just say, I had a problem. A most unladylike problem.”
She smiled. “That’s not how a lady behaves. We will have to think about how we can take care of that in the future,” before giggling outright at the thought of her pretty husband stuck in the ladies, his lingerie around his knees with an erection. She found it both amusing and a turn on. “What did you do? Was Dan turning you on?” she asked with a slight croak in her voice.
“The only thing I could, I…took care of it.”
“Did you imagine it was Dan’s?”
“Stop it!” squealed Simon playfully slapping her hand. “Anyway, whilst I was, taking care of myself, a lady came in just as I was finishing and heard me groan. When I was washing my hands, she was so kind. I think she thought I was having a heavy period.”
She was becoming wet, she knew she would have to fuck him later.
“Anyway, the big news is, that he has invited me to their partner’s dinner. He thinks this will be a good opportunity for me to meet everyone and do some internal networking”-
-“That’s fantastic”, she cried. “Oh well done you. I have been trying to get to that dinner for years” and she leaned over and kissed him.
“I have asked Dan to see if he can get you a ticket, but he is not optimistic. I am going as his plus one.” He felt embarrassed at this last admission and looked down at Simone, who was contently playing with her toys.
“Wow. You know what this means,” she said happily. “We will need to book you in with Emma the day before so that she can work her magic. We will need to go shopping, your first evening gown, matching bag, shoes and maybe a stole or a pashmina. Oh, Simon, you are going to look wonderful.”
They went to bed early. Simon was in bed, in his grey shortie nighty and Judy exited the ensuite naked. She smiled at him and retrieved her double ended strap-on. She held his gaze as she inserted it and secured the straps. “You have been a good girl today, but you have made me so horny that I am going to have to take care of us both.” She walked to the side of the bed as he dramatically pulled the duvet open and threw it back over her once she was in his arms.
Judy dropped her hands down to his groin. “I see your unladylike problem has returned,” she said stroking it through his silk and lace panties. “I think we might need to consider a chastity cage to preserve your virtue.” She felt his cock harden at her words, and she massaged it harder. “Would you like that, to be all locked away, no relief unless I unlock you, no nasty male relief that is,” she said whilst kissing him.
A weak “No” emanated from his lips but she pressed the case. “Imagine it, taking that last step, and locking up your maleness.” They continued to kiss, and he enjoyed her passion, her lust.
He grabbed the lube and pushed the duvet clear. The lack of surprise at the sight of her cock bothered him, but he was too horny to care. He had his hard-on in his panties. He squirted the lube into his hands and watched, with no revulsion, as his pretty manicured hands rubbed the lube over the silicone penis. All of this had become normal for him, and he couldn’t deny he enjoyed it. He turned over onto his stomach and shuffled into the centre of the bed. Judy moved seamlessly over him, her dildo tickling the backs of his legs as she did so. She placed her hands on his hips and he lifted himself into position.
Judy loved this moment. It felt like he was offering himself to her, and so beautifully wrapped. She ran her hands over the new panties she had given him this morning. “These are pretty on you, I am sure Dan would have loved to have seen them” and then she carefully tugged them down his legs and dropped them over his side of the bed.
She placed the bulbous head at the entrance to him and pushed. It was so much easier, she had trained his body and mind to receive as well as give. He sucked in a short breath as she filled his body cavity up to her silicone ball bag. She paused. The calm before the storm. “Did he kiss you goodbye?” she asked, and she started to move, like a steam train, slowly at first, the rhythm then building.
“Yes, on the cheek.”
Her hands massaged his fake breasts and then moved down to his cock. She was good at this, a natural, they both knew it.
Simon moved into auto. He loved being made love too. It was wonderful to just let go, to give himself to her, and let her make love to him and bring him joy. Her tempo increased, she was becoming more forceful, his prostate could feel the urgency and loved the attention.
“Just imagine I am Dan, fucking you after the partner’s dinner. Call me Dan” She urged.
He felt caught out, exposed as he had been thinking about Dan and then, Judy like some Mentalist had plucked that thought out of his head. He hated the idea, but he knew Judy would slow the tempo down and frustrate him until he complied. Much to his shame, the thought made him harder, and that also made him ashamed, making him hornier, it was a sublime virtuous circle.
“Faster, please, yes, oh god, that’s it, more please more …..Dan,” he said breathily.
Judy obliged, “Sandy, I love hearing you call me that”
“Oh Dan, I love you,” he said playing along.
“Sandra, you know I love you,” she said and soon, three violent orgasms arrived simultaneously. His two and hers and they both yelled in joy at the release before collapsing, spent.  
The rest of the week passed in a blur of work and sex. Simon shouldn’t have been surprised that Judy enjoyed his lunch with Dan more than he had, but he was. They had spent some time together online looking at evening gowns, which had led to more sex, and she had suggested that they go shopping that weekend. She was enjoying helping him prepare him for the dinner. He needed her guidance, as many gowns were either too casual or strayed over into dresses you would wear at a prom or wedding. She had suggested a visit to Edith, but he wasn’t keen on an early repeat visit. They had agreed that the gown should be full length, probably black or red, and couldn’t be strapless but beyond that, they still hadn’t found the one.
Dan had also rung Judy to explain that he couldn’t get her a seat at the dinner, so Simon really would be on his own. She hadn’t told him yet and suggested that Dan not mention it either. She would cross that bridge later.




Chapter 9

Saturday morning and Judy was up early, keen to go shopping. She had already gone with Simone, to drop her off with Rose. Simon sat in bed. It was quiet, the only sound was from the house creaking which became audible in the gaps between birdsong. He yearned for jeans but decided on a simple black A-line denim skirt and a mock top, black over a flowered covered pink scooped neck insert, with everyday tights and some black flats. It was a simple look and soon he was ready, for whatever Judy had in store for him. He heard the front door bang shut, and grabbed his black handbag before checking the mirror one last time. He skipped down the stairs to an eager Judy. Her eyes devoured him as he walked toward her, and she couldn’t resist a hug.
“Oh Simon, what are you thinking?”
He looked at her non-plussed.
“Silly girl, you will be wearing shapewear on the night, so you will need to wear or bring your corset.”
Her admonishment created a little frisson in his panties, nothing his girdle couldn’t hide. He pivoted and climbed the stairs and found the hideous garment before returning downstairs to find Judy with a carrier bag for him to use. He popped the corset into the bag, which was from Ophelia’s Lingerie shop. Details!
Judy parked the car. “We have an appointment at 10 am,” she said opening her door and exiting the car without a backward glance. Simon got out, closed his door and looked across the car roof at his wife.
“Where?”
“It’s a surprise, come on!”
They walked across a cobbled car park and he was relieved that he hadn’t worn heels. Judy strode ahead, her trainers were ideal and comfortable over the hard lumpy surface, unlike his thin flat soled ballet shoes. She turned and waited for him, and he felt so girlish picking his way over the stones as his wife waited in her jeans, polo shirt and jacket. She didn’t have long hair blowing in her eyes, or a skirt swirling around her knees and certainly couldn’t feel every contour of the stones through her shoes.
He caught up to her and she offered him her hand, which he took. This was unusual for her as she didn’t want to be perceived as a lesbian, but the reason became obvious. “Here we are!” she said with a stupid grin on her face.
Simon looked at the plain shop. It was painted pure white and had two large picture windows underneath a sign that read ‘Prudence Gowns.’ “No. No way. This is a bridal shop!” he hissed immediately thinking the worse.
“You’re on fire today my sweet. But you don’t need a wedding gown just yet do you?” her sarcasm obvious, “but they also sell formal and evening gowns that we can try on.”
“We?” he said echoing her sarcasm.
The little bell tinkled as Judy opened the door to a relaxed quiet interior. A lovely deep pile grey carpet, warm grey walls and a pure white ceiling lined with downlighters. Along the walls were racks of white dresses in their transparent protective coverings and a large changing room with a small dais to stand on if required.
“Morning Ladies, welcome to Prudence Gowns. I am Prue and how can we help you?”
Judy took charge. “Morning, we have an appointment at 10 am to find an evening gown for my sister, Sandra.”  
Prue took a look at a large book next to the till, “Sandra and Judy Ward. Ok ladies follow me, we are upstairs.” They climbed the stairs and found an identical floor, but the dresses were in a range of styles and colours. Prudence looked at Simon. “Why don’t we start with what type of event you will be attending?”
He looked at Judy who just nodded encouragingly. “It is an evening dinner and dance for the partners of a firm we do business with. I am a guest of one of the partners”
Prue nodded, “and what sort of tone do you want the outfit to convey?”
He blushed. “Well, naturally I want to look my best, but I will be there in a professional capacity and representing our firm. So, nothing slutty or overtly sexual.”
Judy listened, she was impressed. He knew what he wanted and the perils of getting it wrong as a woman. The last 18 months had been instructive considering his DNA was still rooted in the simple world of Black Tie.
“I suggest a dark colour, black, burgundy, or purple and over the bust.” suggested Prue and then more to herself than him, “Perhaps with a boat, illusion or scoop neckline,” and then to him “is that your underwear for the dress?”
He nodded
“Ok, why don’t you get changed, you will find a wrap in the cubicle, and I can take some measurements.”
He looked across at Judy, who was enjoying his discomfort. He stepped into the cubicle and tore the curtain closed. He quickly stripped down to just his panties and tights before detaching the suspenders from the bottom of the corset. He struggled into the horribly restrictive garment and tried to lace it up as tight as he knew it should go, but much to his embarrassment, he knew he would need help.
“Judy” he called out.
She came in efficiently and immediately saw the problem. Soon his two hands were on the wall as she expertly and tightly laced him up. The crotch thankfully hid and restricted any swelling. She handed him the thin wrap which he slipped on and he followed her out.
Prue appraised him and efficiently took a raft of measurements before she disappeared off to find a selection of dresses.
He was worried that his measurements might be ‘off.’
“Relax, it will be fine,” said Judy
Prue quickly returned and hung four dresses up on hooks on the wall. “Let’s focus on the style before anything else” she suggested. “The first one is the illusion, then scoop, boat, and finally the square neckline” she explained.
It was a strange sensation. He felt vulnerable standing there in his wrap, yet the grip of the corset also provided both support and confidence. He reviewed the dresses. The illusion dress was essentially a strapless dress with a lace modesty panel from the bra cups to the shoulders. He didn’t like it, given his limitations in that area. The Boat neckline he liked the best as it would leave some of his shoulders exposed but it would be modest.
“The Boat neckline definitely.”
Prue nodded. “Ok, and what do you think on sleeve length?”
“On the shorter side I think” he replied slowly.
Prue took all the dresses away and soon returned with four more dresses and hung them on the wall.
The first dress captivated Judy. It was a shimmering textured pinky red dress with frilled sleeves and a waist tie. It was divine, princess like, and she wanted to see him in it. The next was a more formal evening dress in a deep navy blue with a boat neck,  short sleeves and a sweep brush train made in stretch satin. The third was the classic shell with the lace overdress in burgundy. It was nice, but too ‘mother of the bride’ for him and then finally a black dress with half length sleeves, an embroidered-lace bodice with tiny glittering beads, a wide boat neckline and an open V-back. Layers of tulle flowed from the waistline to the floor in a figure-flattering A-line cut. She knew the dress she would choose for him.
He walked up and down in front of the dresses looking at the price tags, horrified. The first dress was designer, silk and chiffon and cost £2,250! He loved the second dress, but it was designed to be sprayed on and he would have too many lumps and bumps to carry that look. The third was the lace shell dress which was too mature for him and the fourth he liked but worried about the low cut back.
He turned to Prue. “Do you have the first one in black?”
Prue shook her head. “No, it’s been an extremely popular dress, despite the price.”
“I like the style of the first dress, but I am not sure I can wear that colour and I like the fourth dress but worry that the back is too low.”
Prue picked up the two dresses and placed them into the cubicle and disappeared with the other two dresses.
Judy drew the curtain for him. He needed a moment, as the whole experience was intense and sexual. He eased the wrap off his shoulders and found the rear zip and opened the first dress. This close he could see why it was expensive. The fabric was a dazzling silk lamé that had been woven with different shades of ruby metallic threads. A darted bodice and subtle panel lines complemented the slightly accentuated waist. The petal-like flutter sleeves would hide his shoulders and make them look smaller and the flared, street-sweeping hemline would accentuate his hips. Finally, the high, rounded neckline would protect his modesty. He knew he had permission to try the dress on, but it still felt uncomfortable. He laughed, why did it feel wrong? Because he was a man, No. He just didn’t feel he was worthy of such a dress. He stepped into the dress and shivered as the silk georgette lining whispered up his body. The noise was so uniquely feminine. He popped his arms through the flutter sleeves and walked out.
“Could you zip me up please?”
Judy’s hands flew to her face. He looked like a princess. She was hot, this was beyond girly, this was a regal, elegant, femininity. She slipped around him and pulled the zip up to the high neckline and swallowed, her throat dry. She stood back, “That’s the one, you look amazing,” she croaked.
Prue re-joined them and stood next to Judy. “Oh yes, that does look lovely on you. What do you think Sandra?”
“It is quite bright and very expensive” he replied.
“Don’t worry about the cost, it is a business expense,” said Judy, “I wouldn’t even bother trying on the other one.”
“Really?” he asked surprised.
“I wouldn’t worry about the colour. It’s the girls that bring all the glamour to these events,” said Prue walking around him. “Pop yourself up onto the dais.”
He lifted the hem of the dress and stepped up onto the raised platform.
Prue tied the waist tie into a neat bow, the loops hanging down over the top of his buttocks. “I will adjust it here at the waist, but other than that it fits perfectly. Remember this is a very fine quality silk lamé, it is fragile and you will need to be careful. The delicate silk gives the dress a beautiful depth of colour and texture but means that it will easily snag. You should check it after each wear for any loose threads, which will need to be trimmed.” 
Judy couldn’t take her eyes off him. “She will take it,” she said with finality.




Chapter 10

“Today is the day,” said Judy. “Your first business dinner, how exciting. I suggest you take the day off, I will deal with Simone and will be back early to help you prepare for tonight”
He looked at her, confused. “Emma had me in the salon all day yesterday, what more can be done?”
“Oh Sandy,” she said rolling her eyes, “take a long fragrant bath, enjoy it, check everywhere for hair and relax. It will be a busy afternoon. Dan is picking you up at 6.30 pm right?”
He nodded.
“Ok, see you later, I will be back around lunchtime” and with that, she was gone.
He sat in bed, again wondering how on earth it had come this far. He looked at the pink dress which was hung up on the back of the bedroom door, safely protected in its ‘Prudence Gowns’ cover. He struggled to believe how he had come to be in this position. Each baby step felt reasonable at the time, but now, he was soon to be sent out on a date and his wife was going to help him look beautiful. He shook his head and felt the long hair on his neck and shoulders. Emma had gone to town yesterday, his nails, now a dazzling reddish pink to match his dress, his eyebrows thinned and plucked and his hair cut and coloured.
Today he would treat the remaining parts of his body that Emma hadn’t covered. A long bath, remove the hard skin from his feet, shave his legs, arms, and well everywhere, before moisturising, moisturising and moisturising. It was so much easier being a man, he thought, but looking at the pink dress, maybe the rewards as a woman were worth it. He drew the bath and set about his preparations.
Judy was happy. She couldn’t wait to see Simon all dressed up and ready to attend the dinner with Dan. The connections he would make would be helpful for the contract and in growing the business, but the thought of watching him tottering off on the arm of a man in that pretty pink dress, well that was a thought that stopped her from working.
She got into the office and grabbed her coffee. This simple act reminded her how much she missed him as she waltzed into the office and started work.
Four hours later, there was a knock on her door, and Jo entered and handed her the post. Her eyes flicked over the pile and stopped on the package from Australia. It was here!
“Thank you, Jo,” she said, before switching the entry light to red.
Once the door was closed, she eagerly tore open the package, to find another box labelled ‘Feminiser with Catheter.” She looked around guiltily and opened it. Inside she found the instructions, the design claimed to rework the male anatomy into a female shape. This, the newest model had incorporated a catheter so that it could be worn all day long and require one to sit like a girl. She looked at the pictures and re-read the fitting instructions. This would keep him ladylike all right!
She tried to focus for the rest of the morning but failed miserably and left the office earlier than planned.
Judy found him having a light lunch in the kitchen. She laughed softly, he was sitting at the table in his grey satin wrap and slippers. He had already set his hair in the big rollers so that it would have more bounce and some curl. He had come so far in such a short space of time on his journey towards being the perfect wife and she was proud of her contribution.
“After lunch, we can start getting you dressed, I have bought you a few new things,”
He looked at her questioningly, her presents could sometimes be delightful but other times less so. “I’ve finished, so let’s see” he said pushing the plate with the last piece of his sandwich to one side.
Judy disappeared and then called him up to the bedroom. He followed her voice, loving the feel of his wrap as it slid over his freshly shaved and moisturised legs. Walking into the bedroom, she gestured for him to sit at the vanity before handing him a package to open. It was a pink pashmina.
“To keep your arms warm” she explained.
“Thanks” he replied.
“I think you will like this more” and she handed him another package. He unwrapped it to find a pink open bottomed basque with six suspenders. It was lace up and boned with 5 clasps on the front.
“It’s slightly smaller than your old one” she explained.  
“Thank you, it’s lovely, but it won’t provide much support for me down below.”
“Don’t worry, this will help with that” and she threw the final present across the bed.
He picked it up and unwrapped it to find a lovely lacey pair of pink panties. They were high leg and very far from the fuller briefs he normally wore. He placed them to one side and saw the Feminiser Chastity device and looked at her confused.
“This will mean no girdle, no erections, and you can fully enjoy the feel of your lingerie. Please, let’s try it now” she said excitedly.  
He read the instructions, it looked horrific. He had never seen, let alone worn an internal catheter. The picture showed a slim tube that had a metal head on it for ‘easy insertion” the other end was tubing, which could be trimmed for size before being attached to a metal bar which had a V necked notch in the upper end and nude straps.
“Let’s go wash our hands and then you lie on the bed, knickers off, knees up!”
He complied as she placed lube and scissors next to the bed before washing her own hands.
“Now this might be uncomfortable at first, but it shouldn’t be painful. The tube goes into your willy, and then we trim the tube and attach the bar. The bar then sits between your balls which are reshaped to resemble labia. The best bit is that the top of your thingy spills out through the V, like a clitoris, to give you some sensation.” She explained to a sceptical Simon. “Trust me it will be worth it.”
She ripped open a fresh packet containing a sterilised tube and dipped it in lube. “Now dear, grab your thing with your left hand and hold it out straight for me please.”
He opened his gown and watched as Judy slid the catheter into his hole. She was right, it wasn’t painful, just really odd and very uncomfortable. Once she had got it into the correct position, she snipped off the end of the tube and attached it to the bar and then pushed. She was trying to reposition his cock inside his body.
“There, that’s good, hold it in position and stand up.”
He carefully rose from the bed and Judy slid the wrap from his shoulders, his forms jiggling realistically. She quickly found the nude coloured straps and tied the device securely into place before locking it with the tiny padlock.
“There, that should keep you all secure. Perhaps you should have a tinkle, to see that it all works as it should,” she said passing him his new panties.
He swiped the lingerie out of her hand, removed the labels, and went into the ensuite to add a daily panty pad. He sat, and grabbed a handful of tissue, just in case of an accident, and relaxed. The stream of urine came out forcefully and he looked in wonder at Judy.
“That sounds…….authentic,” she said smiling. “Front to back dear, don’t forget.”
He watched her leave the room and then wiped. He had to wipe and ensure that the exit hole was dry, but he knew that the catheter would leak slightly. He stepped into the lacey briefs and pulled them up his legs, arranged them on his hips and felt the small padlock.
“Judy, what the fuck”- he said walking into the bedroom.
He watched the look of joy and fascination spread over her face. She came over. Her hand fell from her cheek, to rub the front of his panties.
“That looks so realistic. What do you think?”
“It’s fine, I mean yes, I agree it looks realistic apart from the straps, but it is an odd feeling and the padlock? What is fucking wrong with you?”
“With me?” she laughed. “It is for YOUR protection. If you can’t take it off, nor can Dan. This way I will know you haven’t been too naughty” she teased playing with the small keys that now hung around her neck from a simple silver chain. “Don’t worry, I will be so horny by the time you get home, I will be unable to resist unlocking you.”
She walked behind him and handed him the basque. It was cotton lined, well boned, and finished in cream satin. He undid the clasps, wrapped the garment around his body and hooked it back together. He spent a few moments reorganising his forms into the half lace cups.
“Ready?” she asked.
He nodded and she started lacing.
“Hands on the wall dear,” she said as her knee went into the small of his back for added purchase.
“Christ this is tight,” he moaned.
“Sorry, I am taking you down by an extra inch. You can take it” she replied. “There, all done,” she said dropping her leg to the floor and tying off and hiding the laces. She then threw him a packet of stockings and left him to put them on.
He turned to look at his groin in the mirror, it had gone! He looked female and just in his panties. It was a shock, it was odd, there was nothing there, just the gusset on his briefs sitting perfectly in position. He sat on the vanity stool and unwrapped the stockings. He smiled, his delight in hosiery hadn’t dimmed. The sensation as he rolled the sheer loveliness over his smooth legs never failed to delight. He felt a strange new sensation as something stirred within his lace panties, but it was short-lived and uncomfortable. He clipped the stocking to his garters, it was still an unfamiliar task and he cursed as he struggled with the rear tab.
Judy appeared in the doorway. “Oh my, you look sexy as hell in that!”
He blushed as she walked slowly around him. She then knelt and adjusted the tension in his suspenders.
“That’s better,” she declared looking up at him before looking back at his flattened groin. “Tonight, you will feel different, your beautiful pink dress will attract attention, but the most vulnerable part of your body will only be covered by this simple lace panty,” she said running her hand over his emasculated form.
“Why are you so keen for me to cheat on you with a man?” he asked, looking surprised. The question had come from nowhere and the words had escaped before he was even conscious of the thought.
She also looked surprised. It was a bold question and one that needed careful handling. She stood and faced him. “It’s not cheating. Sleeping with another woman would be cheating.”
He looked at her, confusion spreading over his face.
“Sandy, you are the mother of my child, my lover, and my best girlfriend and us preparing for, and sharing tales of our dates with men are what besties do for each other.” She closed the gap between them. “But in the end, we belong to each other, I am yours and you are mine.” She kissed him as her hands caressed his buttocks through the lacey panties. “I love you and I want you to experience everything that womanhood has to offer. The boring bits like housework, the fun that we have with clothes and make-up and the excitement that men can bring. I want that for you, and I want to share it with  you.”
One hand moved up and dived under his hair and she cupped the back of his neck for a more intense kiss. The other continued to play and explore his newly reshaped womanhood.
“Judy! Stop that” he said pulling his face away whilst swatting her other hand. “I have to get ready.”
She pulled a sad face and looked at her watch. “I will come and do your hair in about an hour, it won’t need much, so why don’t you do your make-up, and I can then help you get dressed. Ok?”
He nodded and she left him to his own devices.
Thirty minutes later she had brought most of her emotions back under control and had a coffee. She decided she would check on his progress. She bolted back upstairs, there wasn’t much time left to get him ready. She couldn’t believe how easily he had accepted chastity and the padlock.
He looked up from the vanity as she walked in, “what do you think?”
“Mmm, not bad, but we can do better. I sometimes forget that you don’t have much experience as a woman so here are a few pointers,” she said in full big sister mode. “The main difference between day and night makeup is that you’re in completely different lighting. In the evening, the light is dimmer and so your makeup will need to add more colour and contrast to be more visible.”
“I am not sure I want to be too visible,” he said nervously.
“In THAT dress?” she said loudly, before continuing. “Anyway, watch carefully. You have the basics nailed but I think we should focus on three areas. First, we need to emphasize your eyes. I am going to blend 3 colours to create a smoky look. The darkest will start at your lash line and then we add the lighter shades and blend.”
She applied the new colours before carefully blending them with a brush. It took some time before she declared herself happy.
“There. Now, the second area is your lips. I am going to use a lip liner to help keep your lipstick in place and emphasize the natural curve of your lips. I will stick with the pink you have used but apply some lip gloss.” Once again she quickly and efficiently set to work and quickly had his lips glossed. “So kissable” she declared.
“Finally, we need to illuminate!” she said dramatically. She went to the ensuite and returned with some of her make-up. “This is a
shimmery bronzer” she explained as she brushed it over his cheekbones. “It will add a subtle sparkle to your look. There, all done, what do you think?”
He swivelled around to face the mirror. He was stunned. “I, it’s,….um, I look so sophisticated,” he said finally.
“No, you look hot! Isn’t this fun!” she squealed. “Let’s get your hair done and finish you off, Dan will be here in half an hour.”
“I don’t think I can do this,” he said quietly.
“Nonsense, anyway it is too late to back out, now that we have spent over £2,500 on your outfit.” She efficiently removed the rollers from his hair and let it fall over his shoulders. It didn’t need much work as Emma had cut and styled it the day before. A quick brush and blow dry and he was done. “Jewellery?”
“What do you suggest?” He knew his thoughts would be ignored.
“Some big drop earrings as you can’t wear a necklace with your dress.” She reached into a bag on the bed. “I thought you might like these.”
He took the velvet cover box and opened it to find two dazzling simulated diamond chandelier earrings. They had a vintage look, with a spectacular display of simulated diamonds set in silver. Sat there, in his lingerie, holding the velvet jewellery box in his pretty hands, he felt so girly, like Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman. It was wonderful and uncomfortable at the same time.
“Thank you,” he said taking them out and popping them into his lobes.
“Yes, they work well,” she said, “don’t wear a watch tonight, leave those lovely arms bare.”
Simon stood, made a cloud of fragrance, and walked through it before adding a few extra dabs on his neck, heart, wrists and the back of his knees.
“Time for your heels,” she dropped down to his feet and strapped him into his sandals. They were Italian and had a thin stiletto, four-inch heel. They were open toe, with curved, overlapping front straps and a thin wrap-around ankle strap with a side buckle fastening. The leather had been treated with silver and gold glitter to create a metallic effect that would work well with his dress.
Judy was pushing him now, keen to see the end result. “Ok, on your feet, and let’s get your dress on.”
He stood. Whilst he was used to heels, these were an inch higher than his comfort zone and so he wobbled before acclimatising to his new centre of gravity.
She disappeared and soon returned with some brown paper which she spread out over the bedroom floor. “This will protect your dress” she explained as she puddled it onto the paper, ready for him to step into.
He walked over and gingerly stepped into the dress, his heels noisily skewering the paper to the carpet. She then carefully raised the dress up over his body.
He was lost, this was a new experience. Feminised, being dressed by his wife, like a bride being prepared for her wedding. He felt the discomfort of his joy and arousal but thankfully the chastity device ensured his security. He would be desperate for an orgasm by the time he got home.
The dress slithered over his legs, before the slight shock of cold hit his thighs. He picked up his arms and she fed them through the dress and onto his shoulders and then went behind him and zipped him in. He couldn’t yet see what she could as his back was to the mirror. She held out her hand and he lightly took it as he stepped off the brown paper before turning around and gasping.
“I, I……”
She stayed silent. It would take time for him to process but there was no hint of male anywhere in that mirror and for a brief moment she felt a streak of envy that quickly turned to worry. Dan had better look after him she thought to herself.
“I…..can’t believe it, I look like a lady…like a princess even” he stuttered.
She smiled. “You look both sophisticated and sexy young lady,” she teased. “Pack your handbag and take care on the stairs,” she said passing him a white clutch purse.
She went downstairs to get a drink, a strong one ahead of some relief as soon as she had the house to herself! Pouring herself a large glass of whisky, she opened the gates as Dan would be here soon and collapsed on the sofa to watch a TV program that she couldn’t focus on. She was too hot and on edge, but finally, the doorbell rang.
She jumped up with the speed of  a scolded cat and shouted,
“Si….Sandy, Dan’s here,” before walking through the hall and opening the front door.
“Evening Judy.”
“Come in Dan, and welcome to my home.” They exchanged air kisses, and he followed her into the kitchen. “You look very dapper in your black tie.”
“Thanks and I like your house, it’s also very dapper,” he said smiling.
She looked him in the eyes, “Now Dan, you will look after her tonight. This is a big deal for her, it is her first night out since, well, Jeff so please, don’t fuck it up for her.” Her tone surprised her, she sounded like an overprotective father talking to his daughter’s Prom date!
“I won’t, I promise. I will be the perfect host and ensure she gets home safe and happy.”
They both heard the sound on the stairs and turned at the same time. Simon held his dress hem in one hand with his clutch bag, the other on the handrail, and slowly picked his way down the stairs.         
Dan moved to the bottom of the stairs and waited with his arm held out. Simon grabbed it for support as he let the hem of his dress fall over his feet.
“You look stunning,” said a puppylike Dan.
Simon beamed. “Thank you and you look very sharp in that suit.”
“Come on, let me get some pictures,” said Judy beckoning them back into the kitchen. She grabbed her phone and had them pose, continuing to behave like the proud parent ahead of the Prom.
He handed her his pashmina and took Dan’s arm. He couldn’t believe how girlish he felt. He needed Dan’s arm and he felt so small, powerless and vulnerable in his pink silk dress. His bare arms looked so small compared to Dan who looked handsome in his black dinner jacket. His bow tie was perfect and he smelt of musky cologne.
At that moment, he realised he was Sandra. Completely. Judy was right, there had always been security in wearing his girdle and that had now gone. He was the weaker sex because even if he could muster up the power to defend himself, he could hardly apply it in this dress and heels.
“Ready?” Dan’s simple question broke through his thoughts.
Not really he thought, smiling, but “Yes, let’s go,” came out of his pink lips.
Judy got up and handed Simon his Pashmina and they both watched as he wrapped it around his arms. She opened the front door and saw the large black Mercedes. The driver was waiting for them and they both watched Simon struggle over the gravel drive, he really did need Dan’s arm in those heels.
The driver opened the rear door and Simon looked back, fear and worry in his eyes. She nodded encouragingly and with that, he turned and cautiously swept his dress underneath him as he sat and swung his pretty legs into the car. In moments, Dan and the driver were gone, as the car drove out through the gates.
Sandra Ward will return in her next adventure
Counterfeit Girlfriend
 




About The Author

Haydon Masts
 

Haydon is from the UK and has retired to a life of housework and writing in the South of England. Please follow my amazon author page and let me know your thoughts on any of my books  or any story ideas - informed47@gmail.com



cover1.jpeg
Haydon Masts

Secretany

ey i

hu d to work!

Judy is puttinggfeminized






images/00002.jpg





images/00001.jpg





