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Chapter 1

Vera Wilkinson was one of those women who was always in a rush. She had retired from a management position at a supermarket chain where she had risen through the ranks to Grocery Manager, the third most senior position in what was a large flagship store.
She was in her early 60’s, single, and had never been married nor had any children. She was the classic spinster. Her baby had always been her career which made her serious about work because it mattered.
Like many people, 50 had been a milestone that caused her to reflect on her life and she always wondered about the paths not taken, marriage and children versus the emptiness in her life. These reflections, often with a bottle of wine, made her slightly bitter about how easy her old male colleagues had achieved promotions that she’d been denied. She knew deep down she didn’t particularly like men as a species. They were loud, boorish, and violent.
She had been retired for over a year and lived in a busy town. Like many people who had bought their houses young, she lived in a house she couldn’t afford to buy. It was on the outskirts of town, with a good bus route into the centre and train station. She was a particular woman, high energy, which had been invested into her house and garden. Every one of the four bedrooms was fresh and clean, and the decoration was simple, painted walls often with an accent colour on one wall and it had all been kept in immaculate condition. Her one indulgence was the gardeners who kept her lawns and flower beds looking at their best.
She had kept herself in shape, a steady size 14 all her life, until retirement. In the supermarket, she had walked miles every day, and the loss of this activity had meant that the weight had crept back on, she was now heading to, or at a size 16.
Vera looked at her wardrobe, lunch today with Sarah, from the Women’s Institute (WI), who always dressed nicely. This meant that Vera had to make an effort, to compete. She looked at herself in the mirror. Not bad for 62, grey hair, brown eyes, 5ft 8inches, size 14, well ok maybe a 16, in her pale blue polka dot pyjamas. She opened the wardrobe and started moving hangers, searching for an outfit that would be comfortable and stylish. She chose her ‘go to’ uncrushable trousers in cream and teamed them with a Coral jersey top cut in a blouson style.
She moved to her bureau and opened the top drawer and smiled as the lingerie almost bounced out, freed from the confines of its wooden coffin. She had always believed in comfort but had a passion for high-quality lingerie. She chose a matching, cotton, Broderie Anglaise bra and knicker set, slid her PJs off, threaded her arms through the wide straps before securing the hooks and eyes at the rear and then stepped into the matching panties. A pair of knee-highs followed before she put her trousers on.
“Bugger,” the trousers were too tight. She would have to go on a diet but ahead of that, it could only mean one thing. Shapewear. The enemy of any woman who dreamt of comfort. If only men knew what we go through she thought to herself.
She reluctantly opened the bottom drawer, found a white panty girdle and swapped it for her beautiful Lejaby knickers. She hauled, and wrestled the girdle up to her hips, high enough to prevent both muffin top and roll down.  She then retried her trousers, which closed easily, pulled on her Coral top, which settled around her hips, and added a long silver pendant that dropped below her bust-line. Finally, she settled on a pair of ivory peep-toe slingbacks to finish her outfit. She placed her gold-rimmed glasses on and looked herself over, critically. Satisfied she brushed her hair, grabbed her handbag and set off.
It was a short walk, Vera’s pace was brisk, and soon she found the coffee shop and, having air-kissed their hello’s, they were soon sipping coffee and chatting.
“Can I tell you something?” asked Sarah.
Vera nodded as she put down her coffee cup so that she could focus on Sarah.
“Well, you know I have been a bit lonely since my John died” Vera nodded both in comprehension and encouragement.
“I have done something about it”
Vera smiled “What have you done? Please say it’s not Tinder!” and they both laughed
“No, well not yet, anyway. No, I came across this home-sharing scheme that puts young people with single older people. I get some company, 10 hours a week of help around the house, and some rent. The younger person gets a room, shared facilities and cheap rent”
“Sound great but is it safe? How do you know you aren’t getting a weirdo?” asked Vera.
Sarah nodded, “I was worried about that too, but it’s professionally organised. I had my property risk assessed to make sure the room was suitable, and they also do enhanced background and reference checks on both parties to ensure security”
“Sounds serious, so have you found someone, how do you know who you will get? enquired Vera.
Sarah sipped her coffee and took a bite of the small biscuit that came with it.
“Once you have got through all the paperwork, they look for a match. They found 5 potentials for me, and we whittled that down to 3. I then organised afternoon tea with them, and I found one I clicked with. Her name is Amy, and she is a student at the university”
“So, when does it all start?”
“I signed the agreement yesterday and Amy moves in next week,” said Sarah finishing the small biscuit.
“But, Sarah, what if it all goes wrong?”
Sarah smiled, “I had the same concerns. The co-coordinator calls us every month to discuss the ongoing match and then we have a home visit every 3 months that they  attend.”
Vera walked home, she enjoyed walking as it allowed her to think, and sitting in a panty girdle for long periods wasn’t her idea of fun. She replayed the conversation with Sarah in her head. She had a large property, some company and help certainly wouldn’t be unwelcome. Whilst she didn’t need the money, the extra would help, especially with rising fuel costs. On the other hand, she was a private woman and the thought of a stranger in her house, was it worth it? The tension between the two arguments played over in her head and by the time she was home, she had made two decisions. The first was to get out of her girdle and the second was to call HomesharerUK.  
Vera decided that she would get into her loungewear, a terrible term for wearing sleepwear during the day she thought. She decided to call HomeshareUK, and she was pleased that the coordinator, Sandy, knew her house and road. Sandy explained how the scheme worked, the costs and how they mitigated the risks. The only slight surprise was when Vera had insisted on having a girl. Sandy sucked the air through her teeth.
“I am afraid that could take some time. The majority of our clients are elderly single women, like yourself. Naturally, they all want girls, so the girls we have on our books have their pick of properties and they tend to want to be closer to town or University.”
Vera sighed, “I see”
Sandy was used to this objection “We have many successful mixed home-sharing arrangements, and the boys can help with DIY, gardening and lifting heavy objects and so on.”
Vera wasn’t convinced, but Sandy was a professional. “It will cost you nothing to look, why don’t we see who you match with and take it from there? You can always say not at that point”
Vera agreed and two weeks later, after the agency had completed the checks on her and the property, she received an envelope of potential matches. Her heart sank slightly, all three were male just as Sandy had intimated.
Match 1 – James A, was a strapping young man with tattoos, so he was out straight away. Vera was from a generation that equated tattoos with either squaddies, criminals or the lower classes. He was a No.
Match 2 – Ian O, a tall beanpole of a man, but his hobbies included drumming and there was no way she would have a drumkit in the house. What would her neighbours think! No.
Match 3 – Leslie P, a small thin boyish, looking 19-year-old man. He ‘might’ do she thought. He was moving to the area to work at a nearby hotel. His hobbies looked peaceful, reading, writing, listening to music. He had no DIY skills, but he claimed to cook at a fairly high level, and that was he was familiar with cleaning from his work in the hotel industry. A possible, she thought, and then on a whim, she phoned Sandy at the agency and asked her to arrange a meeting with him for the following week.
Vera was surprised at how nervous she was. Leslie was due later that day and she kept having to remind herself that she was interviewing him.  She had cleaned the house to within an inch of its life and she wanted to set the right tone for the meeting. This was her house, her territory and this was not a meeting of equals. She needed confidence today.
She chose a pair of high waisted bikini knickers that would be hidden by the shape-enhancer she planned to wear. She rolled a pair of 10 denier barely black tights up her legs, she knew she could them to her advantage if needed. She picked up the body, checked the crotch snaps were secure and stepped into the natural coloured material which was embellished with beautiful embroidery. It had been expensive, but worth it, she thought as she got her breasts comfortable in the underwired 3 piece cups and ran her hands over the smoothing front paned to remove any lumps and bumps.
She lifted a luxurious pearl satin camisole over her head and let it settle over her body before easing the sheer white pussy-bow blouse over the top. Finally, she lifted a black, knee-length skirt into place and, thankfully, everything zipped and buttoned up comfortably. A pair of everyday black court shoes completed the look. She looked at herself, yes it was a bit of an austere, look, but that was no bad thing she thought.
The doorbell rang at 1.55 pm and Vera smoothed her skirt and opened the door.
“Leslie?”
“Mrs Wilkinson?”
“Please come in, and do call me Vera”
“Yes Mam” he replied.
Vera took him through to the drawing-room, a beautiful space filled with mismatched furniture that looked as if it had been designed to be together. Two large windows flooded the room with light and a fire was burning within the white marble fireplace.
Vera faced him, he looked so small, a good half a foot shorter than her in her heels. He had blonde hair and grey eyes, and this combined with his skin complexion made him look weak, or even slightly ill.
“Please take a seat, Leslie”
“What a beautiful room, I love the furniture,” he said carefully sitting on the sofa. She was impressed, and a little pleased, it had taken many years to achieve the look in this room.
“So, Leslie, would you like a cup of tea or coffee,” she asked.
“Yes please, but why don’t I make it? I know that you probably wanted a female sharer, so give me a chance to show you what I can do......... Please”
Vera smiled, this boy was keen she thought. They went into the kitchen, and she showed him where everything was and waited for his return.
Leslie returned and she was astonished. He had donned one of her aprons, to protect his clothes, and on the tray, there was a teapot, strainer, cups, saucers, teaspoons, milk, lemon, sugar tongs, saucers for the strainer and even some biscuits and side plates. He settled the tray down on the table and removed his apron, which he even put back on the hook in the kitchen.
“I am impressed. Shall I play Mother?”
He nodded and once they both had their tea, the interview began.
“I can see you know how to make tea, but tell me about yourself Leslie”
He smiled, placing his tea on the side table
“I am an only child, my father died when I was young, I spent most of my life at a boarding school for boys in Hampshire. I did ok at there but didn’t want to go to university, so I went into hotel and catering. I started at the bottom, cleaning rooms, waiting tables, serving in restaurants, working in reception, and now I have been accepted into the Trainee Manager scheme. I lost my mum last year, so I am sort of on my own”
She couldn’t help it, but she was warming to him. She had lost her father at a young age and had joined the supermarket’s Trainee Manager scheme instead of going to university.
“I can see that you are domesticated, but what are your hobbies and how might I use your skills for 10 hours a week?” she asked.
“That’s easy, I can cook once or twice a week, clean the bathrooms, or reset the fires, I can wash and iron some laundry if you wanted” he blushed before adding “like sheets and towels and stuff. My work at the hotel means I am fairly competent around the house”
They carried on talking, he was a good listener and knew how to have a conversation, which was refreshing in one so young and for a man. He poured their second cup of tea.
“Tell me, Leslie, what do you do when you are not working?” she asked.
“Honestly? Not much, the last thing I want to do is go to a hotel, pub or restaurant” and they both laughed “so I generally read, cook, listen to music, watch TV or go for a jog. I like to spend time at home, especially if it is one as beautiful as this”
They chatted for another ten minutes, and Vera was shocked to see that they had been talking for two hours.
She walked him to the door, and they were still talking.
“Thanks for tea……Vera” he said offering her his dainty hand.
“It was a pleasure Leslie” she smiled “it really was.”
The next day, Vera had decided to share her home with Leslie and a start date was agreed upon.




Chapter 2

Leslie stood on the doorstep with his large canvas bag. It pretty much contained everything he owned.
“Morning Leslie, welcome to your new home,” said Vera cheerfully.
“Thank you, Mam, I mean Vera” he replied.
He followed her up the stairs, Vera was talking as she went.
“I must explain, I have never had a man in the house before, so all the rooms are fairly neutral so might not be to your taste. I have given you the biggest bedroom as it has an ensuite”
He followed her down the hall and into the bedroom. “I hope it’s ok, and of course, you can buy your own furniture if you wish”
He looked at the room. The bed was grey, a warm soft grey, with a plush buttoned headboard. The crisp white linens looked cool and comfortable and contrasted the soft pinky, purplish throw and cushions perfectly.
Above the headboard, a star-shaped mirror in gold was a match for the chandelier that hung in the centre of the room. On each side of the bed, there were two crisp white cabinets with matching lamps, their pottery bases a perfect match for the throw and cushions.
Opposite the bed was a row of built-in white wardrobes with a full-length mirror on one of the doors. In the corner was a door to the ensuite.
He moved into the room, over the deep pile cream carpet, his feet sinking into it as he walked.  
“It’s lovely, a great place to relax,” he said placing his canvas bag gently on the bed.
“I have left the vanity unit, I thought you might want a table and chair, and well a mirror is always handy,” she said
He nodded in agreement “can I see the ensuite?”
“Of course, it’s your room now”
He walked into the ensuite. “Wow this is big” he exclaimed. It was a light blue pastel room filled with white porcelain and polished silver chrome. “A bath, shower AND a bidet,” he said chuckling.
She let him look around and then sensing she should leave him to settle in, she handed him a set of house keys.
“So, some house rules, no shoes, these carpets are all new, so we wear slippers inside or house shoes. My bedroom is off-limits as is the bathroom next to it” she said pointing to rooms at the other end of the hall. “Unless of course, you are cleaning in there, otherwise, we can make the rest up as we go along”
He took the keys, “Thank you, mam, I mean Vera” and leaving him she closed the door behind her.
The first week went well, he had set himself up in his room, and just as they had discussed, he came and went quietly, and cooked one evening a week. He also cleaned his room, the ensuite, Vera’s bathroom, reset the fires and often made tea for them both.
She was surprised. He was working out well, much better than she had expected. She enjoyed his company, especially when they had tea together. They had similar tastes in television programs, she enjoyed his cooking and then being able to relax or watch television while he cleared up. His only flaw was his gender, she would have still preferred a girl.
Thursday was WI night and she left Leslie to his own devices. It smelt like he was cooking curry as she bade her farewells.
She got to the meeting hall, later than she expected and waved to her friend Sarah.
“What’s on tonight?” she asked.
Sarah looked at a leaflet and read “Murder and Mayhem, we have a bestselling local crime novelist talking about the challenges of writing detective fiction in the modern age”
Vera gave her a look “sounds dull” and they went in.
After the talk, Vera, Sarah and a few women were chatting about the talk, until Sarah changed the subject.
“How is your home share working out?” she asked looking at Vera.
“Very well, surprisingly well actually” she replied.
“What is she called” asked a fat lady in a blue dress, Vera couldn’t recall her name.
“He’s called Leslie” she replied “and he is perfectly housetrained, he works in hotels”
“You are sharing with a man? Said blue dress, surprised.
“Yes. He has been great so far, he cooks, cleans and best of all, he resets the fires every morning,” she said defensively
Sarah sensed Vera’s annoyance, but blue dress wasn’t quite so emotionally intelligent. “You want to watch out, we have all seen those horrible videos of carers robbing or hitting their patients, and goodness what he could get up to in your home when you are not there.....Well”
Sarah stepped in “Thank you, Marjorie, but you don’t know how carefully these people are vetted, it is quite safe,” she said firmly hoping to move the conversation on.
“Well, I would get one of those spy cameras that author was talking about, forty quid on Amazon could come in useful.”
“Thanks for the suggestion, Marjorie,” said Vera walking off to her car.
Vera was on her own for breakfast, Leslie was at work, and Marjorie’s concerns had been on her mind most of the night. It had planted a seed, which had grown. In reality. she had no idea what Leslie got up to when she wasn’t there. She grabbed her tablet and searched Amazon surprised by the huge choice of small cameras. Then she saw it, a normal-looking twin USB port with a hidden camera. It had a motion sensor and would record sound and vision in high definition to a memory card. ‘Perfect, and less than £40 delivered’ she thought and just in time for her vacation.
Vera felt better knowing that her bedroom had a hidden camera, it was where she felt most vulnerable, and it was off-limits for Leslie.
“Well, have fun, look after my house while I am away and no parties, ok?”
“Ok mam, Vera” he replied
“See you in a week.
He watched her go, made himself a coffee, and went to read in his room ahead of his afternoon shift. He had tomorrow off.
He woke late, he had been on bar duty the previous night, his least favourite job. He went downstairs, grabbed a coffee and came back up the stairs and stopped at the top. He looked at Vera’s room. The pull of the forbidden, ‘she would never know’ he reasoned to himself, so he took the opportunity to have a peak and went into her boudoir.
Like all her rooms, it was immaculate and tasteful. Painted in off white, with a dusky pink accent wall behind the bed. The room was furnished with matching French style shabby chic cabinets, drawers and wardrobes. The bed was king-size and sumptuously covered with cushions and a throw.
He put his coffee cup onto the coaster by the bed and had a look around. He opened her wardrobes and took in all the blouses, skirts and dresses. This was a woman with taste, he thought. He moved over to the vanity and looked at the various bottles, tubes and make-up before moving to the tall-boy chest of drawers.
He licked his lips and swallowed, he opened the top drawer and jumped slightly with fright as the contents bounced upward. He looked around as if he expected Vera to magically appear, and then took in the sight and fragrance of her intimates. There was every pastel shade imaginable, and lace everywhere. It all looked expensive. He splayed his hand, to make it as large as possible and pushed the contents down so that he could shut the drawer.
He felt guilty, he shouldn’t be here, Vera had been nothing but nice to him, but as he put his hand onto her lingerie, the feel of the silk and lace, sent shockwaves through his body. His penis started to stir, which was unexpected.
He closed the drawer and opened the next one, which held silky slips and camisoles. They were pretty he thought, and he enjoyed rubbing his hands through them, his cock now rock-hard. He shut the drawer and went to the bottom drawer, which was full of exotic shapewear. He pulled out a body, a panty girdle, and even a corselette with six suspenders. He looked at them with a mixture of confusion and awe.
‘Enough’ he thought and carefully packed the contents away. He grabbed his coffee and fled to his room. The USB camera ceased filming the moment he left.
He went straight to his room, confused and aroused. He didn’t understand why he was so rampant, but he liked the sensation. He leapt on his bed, dropped his trousers, and started to pump. He had always found girls intimidating and he was still a virgin, but he had never been quite as aroused as he was now.  This feeling was new, exciting and confusing. He started to wank, slowly at first, relishing the feel and the strength of his erection. His mind was filled with images of Mrs Wilkinson’s lingerie, he remembered how it felt, her fragrance, and how pretty it had looked. He continued pumping, reliving how her clothes had felt, looked, and idly wondering what they were like to wear.
It didn’t take long, and his orgasm was powerful, probably the strongest in his short life. The force left him with stomach pains, as thick white cords of cum powered into the air and onto his top and belly. He relaxed on the bed, exhausted and ecstatic. Masturbation had never felt that good!
He spent the rest of the morning in a daze, he cleaned himself up, changed into a new T-shirt and tried to divert himself through cooking, but he couldn’t concentrate. What had happened? He didn’t quite know, but he knew he wanted more, but that left him uncomfortable.
He ate lunch, robotically. All he could think about was Vera’s room and what it had done to him. He felt guilty, maybe a bit ashamed, but that orgasm made everything ok. What a high! He washed up and went back upstairs to his room. He stopped at the top of the stairs and looked at Vera’s room, guilt and longing all over his face. Longing won.
He walked down the hall and into her room. He went straight for her lingerie drawer and took out a white panty and bra set, his cock already tenting in his jeans. He then stole a pair of tan tights, closed the drawers and ran back to his room and locked the door.
He sat on his bed, his hands shaking. He looked at the bra, an alien object in his young hands. The label showed it was made by Lejaby and was a 38c, a 38 chest would fit! Could he? Dare he?
His cock was hard, but he ignored it and quickly undressed. He was dribbling already, but he was confident he could wash what he had taken. He clipped the ends of the bra together around his torso over his belly button and spun it around. He lifted the bra higher and pushed his arms through the straps.
‘God I am so fucking hard’ he thought
He picked the panties off the bed and lifted his legs through the prettily embroidered openings and slid them up his legs, forcing his cock against his groin. He ran his hands over his bottom. The felt wonderful.
He turned to face the full-length mirror. The bra was pretty, the upper half of the cups and the bra straps were all embroidered as were the panties, the lacey panels split by an inverted triangle of soft white material, that also encased his bottom. He didn’t know what the material was, but it was all so soft. He had never felt anything like it, and rearranged the panties, the elastic snapping against his skin as he moved them into a better position.
He went to his bureau and stuffed his bra with white socks ‘much better’ he thought. He went to the bed, rolled the tights into rings and put his toes into the foot and then released the gossamer nylon, inch, by inch up his legs and then shimmied, pulled and tugged them the rest of the way. He couldn’t resist running his hand over his legs, and his cock got even harder and ached painfully for release.
He was getting lost, the feelings, his arousal, they were nothing like anything he had ever experienced. The poor boy just didn’t know when to quit. These were the early highs of an addiction, but like all addicts, he would only find that out later.
He left his room and shimmied down the hall and into Vera’s bedroom. The tights shimmied and whisked as he walked down the hall. The friction as his legs rubbed together, the sound of his tights. It was driving his cock mad.
He needed to avoid dry clean only. He went for the drawer full of slips and routed through them, the hidden camera recording him in Vera’s expensive lingerie and tights.
“Fuck this feels good,” he said to no one in particular before he finally found a machine washable full slip. It was a luxurious white satin slip. It was so smooth and flowed through his fingers, its cold whispering caress mere foreplay for what would follow. The hem and neckline were trimmed in lace, and he just couldn’t resist. His head and arms eagerly found their way into the garment, and it dropped easily over his body.
“Oh my god,” he exclaimed as the cold satin surprised his body. Goosebumps flared on his thin arms, and he moved to admire himself in Vera’s mirror. His hands went to his face, and he laughed as he smoothed the full slip over his body.
He went back to the bureau to shut the drawer and opened another and found a pretty soft cotton pastel blue nightdress, the neckline and sleeves were finished in lace. He picked it up, shut the drawer and left the room. Cotton was machine washable.
Walking down the hall to his room he was in overload. The sensations, the risk, the feel of the bra, the friction of the tights as they rubbed together, the dreamy feeling as the soft satin slip played over his nylon covered legs and then there was the sound. The sound that only women make. The rustle and whisper continued as he walked to his room.
He locked his bedroom door, threw the pastel blue nightdress across to the far side of the double bed and he climbed up. He sat back, lifted his full slip and rolled down his tights to his thighs and eased his rampant cock from its feminine prison. He grabbed a hanky and threw it over his cock and started to pump. It turned out pumping was unnecessary and within seconds the hanky was warm, wet and full, and he was sweaty and exhausted.




Chapter 3

He cleaned himself up, stripped and took a shower. He dried himself off and went back to his bedroom and picked up the lingerie and tights from the bed. He hid everything bar the panties and nightdress in one of his drawers.
He redressed in the panties, his cock stirring as he settled them around his groin. He grabbed the nighty and pulled it over his head, the soft warming cotton hem falling to his ankles. It was so soft, the goosebumps reappeared on his arms and his cock was hard again. He grabbed his computer and sat at his vanity and started to research, men who wear women’s clothes.
Leslie was trying to be disciplined about his wanking, but three hours of research hardly helped. He was astounded and now knew two things. The first was that he wasn’t alone, there was a whole community out there with all sorts of products and services. The second, more worrying observation was that his behaviour, his cross-dressing seemed incurable, he was suffering from sexual paraphilia. How little he cared about this, surprised him. The early stages of addiction are always the best. He closed his laptop and decided to explore some more.
He went back to Vera’s room wearing her blue nighty and leafed through her wardrobe. She had a great selection of clothes in all sorts of colours and soft fabrics, but after half an hour, he had found a machine washable dress he liked and a pair of peep-toe shoes that went with it. He would wear both tomorrow and hung the dress on the wardrobe. He spent the rest of the evening on his computer and watching TV in Vera’s blue nightdress, before an early night, and some much-needed relief.
The 5.30 am alarm was a shock. He hit snooze and slowly moved into a conscious state. The nightdress was tangled and twisted around his legs and body. It was his first morning in a long nighty and the feeling and sight of the nightdress were a surprise until the memories of the previous day come flooding back. He rearranged the soft skirts and swung his legs out of bed and went to the bathroom. He went past the mirror and saw it at once, there was a stain on the front of the nightdress. He felt the material, it was dry and stiff, as were the front of his panties.
He immediately understood what had happened, he had a wet dream, and he knew he would have to get a wash on before he left for work. He hadn’t had a wet dream since he was 13! He undressed, showered, and got dressed in his uniform. He skipped breakfast, instead, he put the nightdress and knickers into the washer-dryer and hand rinsed the tights.
Work was tough. All he could do was look at the women, both staff and guests, and wonder what they were wearing and whether their outfits, might suit him. He had never noticed the maids before, but now, he found the thought of wearing pretty lingerie, tights and a slip under that A-line knee-length black dress appealing. He also liked how the white apron, collar and cuffs contrasted against the pure black.
“Excuse me, Sir!” he blinked and snapped out of his daydream
“Morning Madam, how can I help” he replied, brightly but automatically.
“Checking out, room 506 please”
“Certainly madam” He reviewed her account, she was an executive at a local business, and there was nothing to pay. He smiled as he took in her suit, the sheer cream blouse, and tights. He was surprised that his interest wasn’t sexual, he felt…envy. That must feel great to wear he thought.
“Was everything ok for you madam?”
The woman nodded, he smiled, “The bill has all been settled. Thank you for staying with us and have a great day” he said, savouring how the woman looked as she walked to the entrance. Her heels rang out across the floor as she sashayed and rustled her way to the exit.
Finally, his shift ended, and he walked home briskly. The thought of what he was going to do when he got home, well it had powered his secret smile all morning, and in turn, this had fuelled his arousal. He knew he had been like a dog on heat and that his underpants would be stained.
He walked home, faster than normal, and opened the front door
“Hello” he yelled, better safe than sorry, but the only reply was silence. He went to the utility room and retrieved the nighty and lingerie. Thankfully they had both washed well, and there were no signs of his nocturnal deposits. They were still warm, and he pressed the panties against his cheek and took a deep breath.
He skipped up the stairs, looked longingly at Vera’s bedroom door, and retrieved the tights from the airing cupboard. He was hard again, just in anticipation of what was to come.
He shut the door to his room and quickly stripped. ‘Slow down’ he told himself, but it did no good. The white embroidered bra and knickers were on in a flash, the cups once again stuffed with white socks. He sat on the bed and rolled the ethereal sheer hosiery within his fingers. Once again, he savoured the feeling as the silky weave encased his legs and groin. It was overwhelming, he had to sit back down on the bed for a few moments to compose himself.
He reached out and picked up the full slip. His first touch was a surprise. The high-quality satin looked like Ivory coloured mercury and was cold, like a metal to touch. He shuddered as he pulled the garment over his nylon covered legs, the combination nearly bringing him to orgasm. He guided his arms through the lace-covered holes and poured the slip over his head. The hairs on his arms rose as the cold material fell over his bra. He stood up and adjusted himself and laughed in pure sexual joy.
He sashayed down the hall and smiled. He sounded like the woman at the hotel. The wisk, wisk, wisk, as he walked, as the slip moved across his body and tights. He walked into Vera’s room and pulled the heels out and pushed his feet into them. He bent down and slid the heel strap into position, and then wobbled slightly as he adjusted to the 3-inch heel.
He looked at the dress he had selected. It was a viscose, wrap dress with a tie belt. The dress was blue, with a random print of small white circles with red accents that created an abstract pattern. He teased the shoulders of the dress from the hanger and then looking around nervously, his hands went into the three-quarter length sleeves, and he worked the dress over his head and then down over his lingerie-clad body.
He spun and looked at himself in the mirror. The dress fit well, and he tied a big bow and let it drop over his left thigh. He adjusted the wrap of the dress to hide his bra and then took a quick balancing step to prevent a stumble in the heels.
Whilst he felt on cloud 9, he looked like a boy in a dress, but he didn’t care. His hair was too short, and he had none of the accessories that a real woman would wear such as earrings, bracelets, necklace and make-up but that couldn’t stop the joy.
His mobile phone shit it was ringing, he walked briskly, the fear preventing what should have been a daytime wet dream.
“Hullo,” he answered, praying that it wasn’t the hotel asking him to come in.
“Leslie, hi, it’s Vera, how are you?”
He blushed if only she knew he thought. “Fine, how is the holiday, everything going ok?”
They chatted briefly about their time apart and then, partly from guilt, he offered to pick her up from the airport.
Vera was pleased by his offer and having confirmed her arrival time, he sensed he was on a roll, he asked
“I am doing the cleaning today, do you want me to do your hoover your room and clean your bathroom before you get back?”
Vera, smiled, he was such a treasure, and this would give her a chance to see if that camera worked.
“Oh Leslie, that would be amazing thank you”
He made himself a light lunch and wore an apron to make sure he didn’t stain the dress. Oh, that dress, it was so comfortable, much nicer than wearing trousers, no wonder women always look happier than men he thought. He cleared up the dishes, every move, a near erotic experience and then he set about the cleaning. He started with Vera’s bathroom, it didn’t need much effort as she had been away, unlike his bathroom.
The hoovering was next. He started in Vera’s room and then moved down through the house. After three hours of housework, he put the hoover away and prepared for the evening ahead. He popped into Vera’s room, and carefully put the heels back where he had found them.
Back in his room, he undid the belt of the dress, grabbed the hem and pulled it over his head and tossed it onto his chair. He then did the same with the slip, the tights and the bra before donning the soft cotton nightdress.
He grabbed his laptop and lay down on his bed. He rechecked his schedule, dayshift tomorrow and then he was free on Saturday to pick Vera up in the afternoon.
He lifted the hem of the nightdress and eased down the front of his soft white panties and grabbed his rigid cock through the handkerchief and stroked. Again, after so much stimulation, it didn’t take long, and the power took him by surprise once again, so much so he screamed as the muscles in his abdomen contracted beyond his pain threshold. It was an intense orgasm, short, sharp and felt like he had been punched in the abdomen.
He slept very well that night, but the morning brought further evidence of another wet dream. It was easy to see on his nighty, but he had more time as his shift didn’t start until 9 am. He hand-washed the tights, put the nighty, dress, panties, bra and slip in the washer-dryer and enjoyed some toast for breakfast.
It was chaos at the hotel, and he was supposed to be working in the office all day. Jenny in HR grabbed him and allocated him to cleaning, and soon he was wearing a tabard and hoovering rooms, changing sheets and making bathrooms sparkle. He didn’t mind, the time flew past and soon his day was done.
He was tired when he got in, and he went straight to the utility room. He lightly pressed the nightdress, dress and slip and headed to Vera’s room. He carefully hung up the dress, exactly where he had found it, and closed the wardrobe. He folded the bra so that one cup sat inside the other, placed it on the folded panties and replaced them in Vera’s top drawer along with the tights. Finally, he folded the slip, and it joined the other satin and lace fripperies, and he closed the drawer. He opened the next drawer, folded the nightdress and it was put to bed with the other nighties. He closed the drawer stood up and eyed the room. Satisfied that it looked untouched he left the room.
Vera was relieved to see Leslie at the airport. They had both dressed casually, in jeans and a top. He helped her with her bags and listened to her as she chatted all the way home.
“I have to say, Leslie, this home share has worked out far better than I could have imagined. I am being chauffeured home from the airport and no expensive car parking or taxi charges”
Leslie smiled and let her download whilst he focused on driving, only relaxing once he applied the handbrake on the drive. He helped her with her case and left it on her bed whilst she unpacked and sorted through her washing.
“Tea is ready” he yelled from downstairs.
Vera grabbed the USB plug, aware that the hidden camera would be recording her and put it on her study desk and joined him in the lounge for afternoon tea.
“I got some cake, in case you were hungry,” he said whilst pouring her a cup of freshly brewed leaf tea.
“So thoughtful of you, thank you,” she said taking a slice.
Vera woke late the following morning, she had slept soundly, she always found travelling exhausting, no matter what class of ticket she bought. She had already heard Leslie leave for work and she couldn’t help but smile as she walked to the kitchen in her bare feet and dressing gown. He had ensured that the house was clean, and her delight increased further when she discovered he had bought fresh milk, eggs, sourdough bread and avocadoes. She enjoyed her smashed avocado on toast with a poached egg and some freshly ground coffee. What a treat she thought and so considerate of him.
Vera went through her study and saw the USB camera on her desk. She sat down and powered up her laptop, retrieved the memory card and slipped it onto the card reader. She frowned, there were several files spanning 4 days. She watched the first video, it was her leaving the room, but the picture was so clear, and the sound quality took her by surprise.
She clicked on the next video. It was Leslie! She watched as he walked into her room, opened her wardrobes, and a few drawers, had a look at a few girdles and then left.
She moved the mouse to the second file, it was dated the same day and she pressed play. This video was not so nice “oh Leslie” she said as she tutted at his antics. She watched in horror as he borrowed one of her newest and most expensive panty and bra sets along with some tights. The video ended.
Vera was shocked and angry, blue dress, Marjorie, whatever her name was had been right. She didn’t want to look at the next video, but it was irresistible, she had to know.
Leslie reappeared, he was now wearing her lingerie and had even stuffed the bra cups! She could see he was wearing her tights and was sporting a very unladylike bulge. She watched, fascinated and revolted in equal measure as he announced how good he felt in her underwear before invoking God as he put on her full-length slip. She watched as he looked around guiltily, opened another drawer and borrowed her blue nighty.
“Oh god, indeed Leslie. Silly boy” she said to herself. She needed a drink, but it was too early. She went to the kitchen, to get another coffee, there were more videos, and she knew that she had activated the last one yesterday.
She returned to the study and steeled herself. She clicked on the next video and in came Leslie, now wearing her soft blue cotton nighty. She watched as he picked through her wardrobe, taking items out, holding some up against his body, others not. Finally, he had chosen a pretty blue wrap dress and hung it from the adjacent wardrobe door. He then was rummaging through the bottom of her wardrobe, but she couldn’t see what he was looking for and the video ended as he swept out of the room in her blue nightdress.
She clicked on the next video nasty. Leslie entered her room, he was wearing her lingerie and full slip, his ‘breasts’ visible as was his bulge. Vera’s heart sank, she knew what was about to happen, and sure enough, almost in slow motion, she saw him bend down before he took the dress from its hanger and put it on. He stood and adjusted it, once satisfied, he moved over to the mirror and tied the belt in a bow over his left thigh. Shoes! That was what the camera angle had missed, and she watched as he preened, turning left and right.
Video three was light relief. She watched as he hoovered and cleaned her room. He looked quite the housewife in his frock and heels she thought, but that dress was way too nice for cleaning. The camera caught him looking back at the room from the door, smiling and he was gone, and the video ended.
The fourth video showed Leslie replacing everything and it looked like he had freshly laundered the items, she would check of course. The fifth video showed Leslie entering her room with the case, followed by her, and her hand, approaching the camera before it all went dark as she unplugged it from the wall.
Vera sighed, what was she going to do? She was disgusted by his perversion and angry about the breach of trust. It was all so wrong, they had been getting on so well and she had genuinely enjoyed his company.




Chapter 4

Vera tried to hide it, but things were not the same the following week. She had retrieved all the clothes he had worn and had packed them into a small travelling case. She could never wear them again. She had replaced the camera and had checked it daily, but the videos only showed her and nothing else.
She had lied to the HomeshareUK coordinator and had said how happy she was with Leslie and, apart from him wearing her clothes, she was, and that gave her an idea. It was a selfish idea, and she would not force him to do anything, but she would be well prepared.
Two weeks later, she was ready, and she waited for his day off. This was going to be a day for them both to remember for the rest of their lives. She had cleaned up her breakfast dishes and went to her study. She fired up her laptop and repeated the display onto a large monitor that both she, and the occupant of the chair opposite her desk, could easily see. She checked the speakers and straightened the large file on her desk. Showtime!
“Leslie, have you got a minute?” she yelled, and she heard his footsteps as he approached the study. “Take a seat,” she said closing the door behind him
“What’s this about,” he asked nervously
“This” and she pressed play.
He watched in horror, she had linked all the videos together and they played one after the other. She just watched him, his face collapsed under the weight of his shame.
“I’m sorry, please stop it” he pleaded
“Sssh, we are going to watch it all. Together” she said firmly “and then we will talk about your future”
Leslie couldn’t bear to watch but she had made it clear that he must. He looked at the screen and wondered how it had felt so good at the time but could seem so awful now. The video lasted about 50 minutes, and the detail on the bigger monitor, took both of them by surprise. The sound and vision made Leslie’s activity and enjoyment very clear. Finally, the video ended.
“Vera, I’m so sorry, I can explain, oh god, I will leave today, oh god I am so sorry,” he said, tears running down his face.
“Enough,” said Vera fiercely, “save your apologies and your pleas”
He wiped his eyes and looked at the file on Vera’s desk. It had his name on the front “Peel, Leslie B”
Vera followed his eye line, “As you can see, I ’ve been preparing for this for some time now, Leslie” She opened the file, inside there were two further files, one pink and one blue. She removed them both and placed them side by side.
“It seems that you have been living two lives. In one life, you are Leslie, a Trainee Manager for a respectable hotel chain. You have a National Insurance number, you pay your taxes and you help me around the house”
Vera picked up the second, blue, file. “The other life is lived in women’s clothes,” she said laying out selected stills of him dressed in her clothes across the desk.
“You have abused my trust and are guilty of very indecent behaviour. Whatever you decide today, you will pay me for the clothes you wore. I can never wear them again”
“Of course, yes, absolutely, I am so sorry mam, Vera,” he said, pale and scared.
Vera ignored him and collected up the photos and placed them on one side of the open blue folder.
“Now, one of these lives has a future. One of them does not” she said looking at both files whilst she leafed through the papers before closing the blue file.
“I’m going to be as forthcoming as I can be, Leslie. You are still here because I want your help around the house, and I enjoy your company”
He looked up, daring to hope, there could be a way out of this mess. He leant forward on the chair as she continued to speak.
“I might be wasting my time with you, but I believe you want to do the right thing. It is obvious that you are an intelligent man, Leslie, and that you are interested in the future. That is why I believe you are ready to put your past mistakes behind you and get on with your life.”
“Yes, Yes, I am, I am” agreed, Leslie his hope rising.
Vera smiled, not long now. “I might be willing to wipe the slate clean, give you a fresh start, depending on the choice you make”
Confusion spread over Leslie’s face. “Choice, what choice?” he asked.
“An excellent question. You will need to decide between your two lives. If you chose the blue file, then Leslie will have to leave my home. I will write to HomeshareUK and tell them about this awful experience. Which picture should I send with my letter?” she said holding up two A4 sized colour photos.
“I would have to let the HR team at the hotel know so that they can support your gender fluidity, perhaps they might find the video helpful? Then, of course, I would need to warn the community, perhaps a talk at the WI and a few social media posts. In short, my dear boy, all of this would become very public”
He had heard enough, “and the pink file?”
Vera smiled, and she made him wait as she carefully packed up the blue folder, closed it, set it to one side before opening the pink folder.
“In this life, you can continue to live here, rent-free, not as a home share, but as my companion. I will pay you a generous allowance and you will give up your job at the hotel. As my companion, you will keep me company, help me entertain guests and go with me to social events. As my companion, you will dress, act and live as a woman full time. Leslie would disappear and I will cover the costs to make you a convincing young lady. I think two women living together is far healthier, don’t you? ”
Vera watched his face, he looked stunned, poor boy.
“Whatever you decide, these are yours” and she handed him a small travelling case. He took the bag from her. He knew what the contents were “and you owe me £385”
She stood, turned off the laptop and PC.
“Have a good look through each file and let me know what you decide. And Leslie, I have loads of copies in various cloud accounts, so no silly games please”
“How long do I have to decide?” he asked.
“I expect an answer by 5 pm tomorrow at the latest” she replied “feel free to read the files” and she left.
He wandered around to sit at her desk. He opened the blue file. It was awful. The pictures were bad enough, but Vera had included the draft letters to the Homeshare coordinator and hotel. She had also mocked up a few Facebook posts and a letter to the WI offering to do a talk to warn other members. He shut the file.
The pink folder had no photos inside. There was a job description for a “Ladies Companion” which was pretty much how Vera had described the role. It read almost like being a professional friend. The allowance was generous, and the file also had a profile of who he would become, Alice Vera Henshaw. She had the same date of birth, both of her parents were dead, she had gone to a girls boarding school, and was Vera’s distant niece. The job description also listed potential skills that Alice would need to learn, such as sewing, knitting, ballroom dancing and various other womanly pursuits. The Job description was clearly for a woman. Alice had to look and present as female, and if, in the unlikely event that a male was chosen for the role, they may have to accept long spells in Chastity. The job description for men also required their consent to be feminised, although any procedures requiring General Anaesthetic would require added consent. The final pages of the file also held a short letter of resignation for his employer, a notice to quit the home share arrangement and a document to change his name!




Deed Poll

I Leslie Bailey Peel of 23 Sycamore Court Hollysville HA1 2VL have given up my name Leslie Bailey Peel and have adopted for all purposes the name Alice Vera Henshaw.



Signed as a deed on 10th March 2022 as Leslie Bailey Peel and Alice Vera Henshaw in the presence of 


Vera Alice Wilkinson of 23 Sycamore Court Hollysville, and Sarah Dunsfold of 24 Sycamore Court Hollysville.



Alice Vera Henshaw……………………



Leslie Bailey Peel………………………



Vera Alice Wilkinson………………….



Sarah Dunsfold……………………..…. 


 
The document had already been signed by Vera and witnessed by her neighbour.
Vera sat in the lounge. She was pleased with how she had handled the situation and she wondered which way Leslie would go. If he chose the pink file, it could be a perfect solution she thought, smiling. Yes, she would get her female sharer, a girl, someone she could mould and train to be a perfect companion who wouldn’t get pregnant or married. Plus, the little pervert would have to earn the right to wear women’s clothes. She knew it was wrong, but the thought did amuse her, and she smiled at the thought of him struggling into a girdle!
Leslie went to his room and spent the afternoon on his computer. There was no real choice. He went downstairs and made himself a sandwich, before returning to his room. He sat on his bed. Could he live as a woman? The thought was not erotic, just frightening. He got changed into his shorts and T-shirt ready for bed. It was ironic that he had no interest in the blue nightdress and lingerie that was in the bag in the corner of the room.
He was on the early shift the following day and was at work by 6 am. He was on breakfast service and then in the office for the rest of his shift. He got home to Vera’s shortly after 3 pm.
“Leslie, is that you?” yelled Vera “Can I have a word?”
He walked into the lounge. She was reading the paper over a coffee, but he couldn’t look her in the eye.
“I will see you in my study at 5 pm, to answer any questions and hear your decision. Please bring both files with you”
Leslie nodded and fled to his room.
It was five minutes before 5 pm. Leslie knocked on the study door and walked in. Vera was sitting at the desk and his video lowlights were playing on the monitor.
“Do we.......can you.......please turn it off” he pleaded
Vera shook her head and stopped the video and turned off the screen.
“Thanks,” he said placing both files on the desk before sitting down opposite her.
“Have you any questions?” she asked.
“Just one,” he said, “how long will Alice be your companion for?”
“Good question. The position will last until I die, or I may release her if she was to marry someone of suitable means. She will, as my only relative, also inherit everything I have on my death – not an inconsiderable sum”
The clock in the study started to chime. “This is your last chance. After this, there is no turning back. You choose the blue file —our relationship ends, you wake up tomorrow in your bed and will face the consequences of your actions. You go for the pink file—you stay in Wonderland, and I show you how deep the rabbit hole goes.”
He started to cry, but between sobs, he uttered “the pink, the pink”
“Wise choice Alice and from this point on, you may call me Vera or Aunt Vera if you prefer,” and she pushed the blue file to one side and opened the pink one. “If you could sign the resignation letter and notice to quit, please,” she said handing him a pen.
“And now the Deed Poll, and take your time, this will be Alice’s first signature”
He signed the document and Vera dated it with that day’s date.
She had been shocked at how easy it was to change his name. She had downloaded a simple deed from the Government website which would become a public record for a small fee. The only issue was the second witness, but her neighbour had easily obliged.
“Congratulations Alice, it’s official,” she said smiling.
“And Alice please bring me your wallet, phone, laptop and passport. I will provide you with cash for the next four weeks”
He went to his room, sullen, and tried to read as she had all his electronic equipment. In the corner, sat the travelling bag, like pandora’s box, holding the lingerie he had pilfered from her room.




Chapter 5.

The HR lady was surprised by Leslie’s resignation letter. It was a shame, he was one of the good ones she thought but if he wanted to go travelling, who was she to stop him. What was more surprising was that he didn’t seem that excited about his new adventures. They agreed on a leaving date, and he chose to be paid for his accrued holidays, meaning he would work his full four weeks’ notice.
The coordinator at HomeshareUK took the news in her stride and she understood that Vera would like some time to reflect before committing to another house guest. In four weeks, Leslie would be unemployed, homeless and off travelling.
Vera started to throw herself into Project Alice, her goal to create her perfect companion. Leslie had been close, his shortcomings had been his gender and associated interests and now she could fix both of those issues. He could indulge in his distasteful pastime, but that would become less of an issue as he settled into his new life as Alice.
She had been stunned by the resources available online. Men living as women, men becoming women, and vice versa. The sheer number of accessories and clothes made her head spin. She had made a few early decisions and the first was that Leslie would disappear and Alice would have to be believable. She was convinced he could be a pretty girl.
Three weeks later an envelope arrived, addressed to Alice Vera Henshaw. Vera opened it and to her delight, it was official confirmation that Leslie’s name had been changed. She made herself a coffee and went to her study, humming. She suddenly realised she was enjoying herself, it was good to have a project, and this one, well, it made her happy and was absorbing.
She spent the morning online. She registered Alice on the electoral roll and changed Leslie’s Driving licence into his new name. She then ordered subscriptions to Vogue and Cosmopolitan so that Alice could broaden her horizons along with some home shopping catalogues. A new email address, mobile phone and laptop in candy pink would ensure Alice could live online. Finally, a new bank account was linked to her as guarantor and Alice had the basics for her new life.
That evening, Leslie cooked for them both, a wonderful Chicken Caesar salad and he was quiet.
“Snap out of it Alice, some companion you are going to be. You need to stop sulking. We both know you are going to love the clothes, and this way it won’t be perverted”
“Yes, Aunt Vera” he replied.
“Now Alice we have a lot still to do. I will need to take your measurements for your new wardrobe and now that Leslie only has a week left, I think you can start to pack him away, don’t you?”
He sighed, “Please Aunt Vera, I have learned my lesson, I promise to change”
“Stop this Alice, unless you are saying you want the blue file? My letters would still ruin any references you might need for the future, and well, social media, is forever, isn’t it?”
“No Aunt Vera, I am just scared” he stuttered
She smiled warmly at him “of course you are. In a week, you will lose your male privilege and become part of the weaker, fairer sex. But don’t worry, I will be on hand to guide and mentor you and don’t forget that 50% of the population happily lives this way”
Dinner was a subdued affair and he said very little. Once they had cleared up Vera suggested: “let’s go to my study.”
He followed her down the hall and sat in the chair opposite the desk.
“Now, Alice, before we spend a fortune on your new look, are you sure that you want the life of Alice Henshaw?”
“Yes, Aunt Vera” he replied.
“Ok dear and remember why we are doing this. You, as a young man, wearing women’s clothes, wearing MY clothes is wrong and perverted. Agreed?”
Leslie nodded
“But a young woman wearing her clothes is normal. Therefore, the best way to cure your perversion is for you the change your gender. Agreed”
Leslie nodded, but she wasn’t satisfied
“Agreed?”
“Yes, Aunt Vera”
“I offered you two choices, the first was to face the consequences of your actions. The second was to become my companion and distant niece, Alice Henshaw. What did You choose?”
“Alice Henshaw” he replied.
“You did Alice, now before I invest in your new lifestyle, please can you sign the documents”
“What are they, Aunt Vera?”
Vera laid out several documents across her desk that Alice needed to sign. “The first is your new mobile phone contract, this is Alice’s new bank account and finally, this is your new credit card agreement”
Leslie stepped over to the desk and signed all the documents.
“Thank you, Alice,” said Vera, pleased that the twin-port USB camera had caught his consent to his new life.
After the paperwork had been completed, Vera went with him to his room
“I need to get your measurements so if you could slip into your panty and bra set”
He looked at her in horror “no, I couldn’t, oh no”
She was getting impatient, and a clear message was needed.
“Stop this nonsense, it’s nothing we both haven’t seen before and after all, it’s just us girls, so go and change,” she said, adding a louder “Now!”.
He jumped, grabbed the travelling bag, disappeared into his ensuite, and locked the door. He unzipped it, and there on the top was the panty and bra set that had caused him so much trouble. He undressed, this time with none of the enthusiasm of his earlier efforts. He clipped the end of the bra together around his chest and spun it around and then lifted it into position and slipped his arms through the straps.
His cock was hard. ‘No no no’ was all he could think but he was interrupted.
“Hurry up Alice, we don’t have all day!” said an exasperated voice through the door.
Leslie grabbed the panties, slipped into them, and pulled them up over his hard-on. ‘God, they feel good’ he thought as he tried to manoeuvre his cock so that it would be less obvious. He failed. He put on his dressing-gown, to hide his shame.
He opened the bathroom door to see Vera waiting for him, tape measure around her neck, notebook and pen on the vanity.
“Shake a leg Alice, and take that dressing gown off please”
He meandered into the room and slowly took off his dressing gown. He was blushing and had developed a stress rash that ran from his neck and down to his shoulders.
She walked around him, a full 360, before looking him up and down.
“I love Lejaby lingerie, and you have good, but expensive taste, Alice. That bra cost over £90 and the panties £50, but worth every penny wouldn’t you agree?”
He couldn’t speak, look at her, or even breathe. He wished he was dead, or she was, or both of them, he didn’t care, he just wanted this over.
Vera put a finger under his chin and lifted his head so that she could make eye contact “and let’s not pretend. I can see that you love Lejaby lingerie too” and her eyes dropped to the swollen bulge in his ever so pretty panties.
She started at the top and made two lists. One was measurements, the second for items needed for his feminisation. She measured his shoulders and armholes, and then it was bra size.
“Lift your arms Alice” and she ran the tape measure around his chest “Yes, I think a 38 will be best,” she said smiling. “Now, where are those white socks?”
He walked to his chest of drawers and gave the socks to her.
“It’s either a B or a C cup” she stuffed out the bra and checked it with her tape measure “this is a B, what do you think?” 
Leslie said nothing
“Oh, how silly of me, you wouldn’t know would you?” She stuffed some more socks in the bra and then stood back. “I think either could work, but to balance out your shoulders, C might be the smarter choice” She made a note in her book, and then measured his waist (or lack off), hips (too boyish) and legs. She had estimated his foot size from her slingback peep-toed shoes which she made him try on again.
“All done dear,” she said leaving him standing there in her, now his, pretty white embroidered lingerie.
He went back into the bathroom and grabbed some toilet tissue. He had to deal with his erection, now! He dropped his panties to his knees and sat on the toilet and played with his cock, but as soon as he started to rub his ‘breasts’ through the bra, he was reminded of how the tights, slip and dress had felt, and before long, his abdomen tensed and strands of his white juice erupted and flew across the bathroom. He sat there, ashamed and delighted in equal measure. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all he thought in between his panting.
Downstairs, Vera was estimating his sizes after adding hips to create a waist. She intended shopping this weekend and having played around with the options, his small size meant that adding hips was easier than trying to pull his waist in too far. She plumped on a size 14 with a 38 C for him.
She picked up her laptop and started searching. The list of products was bewildering but she easily found and ordered two high waisted padded panty girdles, tailor-made for his overall dimensions.
Next, she went to a specialist website, looking for breasts and the choice was bewildering. Eventually, she bought some sleep safe Vollence silicone breasts and if they worked out, she would order a second pair, but she wanted him to know what it was like to sleep as a woman, to have proper breasts.
She sat back and reflected. ‘Why am I doing this’ she thought and then the sad truth hit her. She was 62 years old, lonely, unmarried and had sacrificed her motherhood for a career. Leslie’s perverted needs and choices would allow her to be a mother, of sorts, whilst punishing the little pervert. She went back to the keyboard and typed ‘chastity devices’.
Leslie sat in his bed, in his t-shirt and jockeys. He didn’t understand why he found women’s clothes stimulating, but he did. Realizing he wasn’t normal, that he was, for want of a better word, a pervert was a shock. There was no manual for this, and the internet seemed to just encourage the behaviour. There was no advice on how to stop. He looked at the bra and panty set on the chair in the corner and saw the pastel blue of the nightdress in the travelling case on the floor and he felt his blood quickening. He sighed and reached for another handkerchief.




Chapter 6

Leslie’s leaving party consisted of a few drinks at the local pub. Everyone was excited to know about his plans to travel, but his answers were vague and lacked the passion one might expect. They had bought him a World map and a compass to go with the card. The party fizzled out quite early, and that was it, he was done, unemployed and homeless from Sunday.
When he got back to Vera’s, he saw that more boxes had been delivered
“Alice, is that you?” she shouted
“Yes, Vera” She could hear he was tired.
“Could you move those boxes into the study please?”
He moved the boxes, some were from Amazon, and two were from America. They gave no clue as to their contents, but he knew, they were probably for him.
She was upstairs in his room, packing. His large canvas bag was on his bed, and she was clearing out his room.
“Hi Alice, how was your last day?”
“Fine” he replied testily
“I thought I would make a start. You need enough clothes to get you through to Sunday, and then you will have a new, different and exciting wardrobe to choose from. I have left some catalogues for you to have a look at before we go shopping tomorrow. I popped your nighty and panties under your pillow”
He shook his head “I’m gonna take a shower”
“Great,” she said, “but Alice, you need to have a bath. I have bought you some bubble bath, shampoo, conditioner and some items to help with hair removal. We can start tonight or Monday, it’s up to you, but that nighty will feel gorgeous over shaved legs”
“Monday will be fine,” he said
“Suit yourself, but we will be off early to hit the shops tomorrow-“
He closed the door and cut her off mid-sentence.
She woke him up at 7.30 am, a crying shame, it was his first weekend off in years.
“Morning Alice here is your tea, breakfast will be ready at 8”
Over breakfast, Vera was in high spirits.
“We have a busy day today. We will need to buy Alice all the things she will need” she said brightly “oh dear cheer up you silly girl.”
He said nothing as she cleared away the breakfast things.
Vera had chosen an out of town mall, 80 miles from her home, today was not the day to run into old friends. They walked into the mall and Vera stopped and faced him.
“There
are two ways today can go, easy or hard. I expect co-operation and enthusiasm, which will make for a pleasant shopping experience for us both. If I have to put up with your petulance, then this will be an embarrassing and painful experience for you”
“Yes, Aunt Vera”
“Happier please, and don’t forget to smile and look happy”
They entered the store, Leslie pushing a large empty trolley.
“Let’s start with underwear, then outerwear, and finally shoes and accessories, Ok dear?”
“Fine,” said Leslie, squirming with embarrassment.
They walked into the lingerie department, he didn’t know where to look. There was so much choice, lace and pastel colours everywhere, some familiar items and other more mysterious garments.
“Let’s work through the day in each department. So, underwear” and Vera walked over to a bewildering display of knickers. Leslie felt his blood quicken and his cock started to stir.
She kept talking, “Women need a range of underwear, what about these?” She held up a 5 pack of white cotton cotton-rich knickers. “The bikini shape offers a low-rise waist, high leg and full bum coverage and the cotton will be soft against your skin”
Leslie looked disappointed, and she understood. “Don’t worry dear, we will buy some more interesting lingerie, you can’t wear £90 Lejaby bras every day” she said tenderly.
“T-Shirt bras next” and a 3 pack of cotton-rich bras were floating in front of his eyes.
“Feel how soft and gentle they will be on your skin” she urged. He looked around and felt the bra, treating it as if it was a poisonous snake. She continued his tuition “It is a full cup for coverage, underwiring for support and padded cups for a smooth outline. What do you think?”
“They are fine” he whispered looking around nervously.
“Remember our deal? Now, what colours do you want Alice?”
“Shh, Vera”
“Then cheer up,” she said.
“The navy blue, pink and white pack please,” he said a bit more brightly.
She marched across the aisle, deeper into the sea of lingerie. “Ooh look at these matching sets, much nicer don’t you think?”
“Yes,” said Leslie with some genuine interest.
“What I suggest is 7 sets, different colours but at least two in white, and different styles. Oh, now these are charming, oh no, scrap that, hand wash only.”
A small voice, took her by surprise, “How about these?” said Leslie
“Oh yes, they are divine,” she said to a very scared Leslie. He wasn’t holding anything, he was pointing at a beautiful light tea rose pink bra and knicker set. She moved up next to him and picked up the hanger.
“A nice high waisted brief, it is a deep knicker designed for full coverage, yes very nice” she lowered her voice “lovely side lace panels, scalloped edging and a sweet pink centre bow. Yes, you will be very comfortable in these all day long won’t you Alice, and just LOOK at the keyhole detail on the rear, so girly. You are going to look so adorable in those…..and look at the matching bra!”
Vera started to read from the description on the label. “The St Moritz bra is one of our best selling styles, full cup style, firm mesh and floral embroidery with underwiring for support. Soft scalloped edging beautifully decorates the cups and it's finished with a pretty satin bow to the centre front. If you're looking for a super-supportive and understated bra then this is the one for you” looking at him, she finished “isn’t it dear”.
She leant closer to him and whispered “Just think, this time next year, you will understand what all this lingerie is for and how and when to wear it, won’t that be fun.”
He nodded his head and mumbled “Yes Auntie Vera”
She stepped back. “Ok, what colours? How about a set in white, black, peach and mulberry, slate and silver, navy and aqua, and oyster?”
“But they are £40 each! That’s £240!” he said in shock.
“Let me take care of the money. You have another problem to manage,” she said looking down at the bulge in his trousers.
He blushed. “Err yes, I think I might pop to the toilet”
She leaned in and whispered into his ear “You are enjoying this aren’t you Alice, we are going to have so much fun, aren’t we, my dear niece”
Leslie walked off, with a slight limp in his step and found the gents. He locked the stall, dropped his trousers and sat down. His cock was hard, erect and there was precum everywhere. He pulled his handkerchief from his pocket and in less than a minute, it was full of his hot seed, cooling between the cotton folds.
Vera smiled, the poor boy had no idea what was coming. She moved into hosiery and bought a 5 pack of 10 denier tights in barely black, and another in tan. Some knee-highs, a 3 pack of thigh highs, some ankle socks and trainer slips in white and pink. They all joined the lingerie in the trolley.
She decided to spoil him and bought 2 silk camisoles, one in ivory and one in black. She looked at slips, they were so boring and plain, eventually, she found one lace-edged silky slip in white and the matching half slip. Alice, she had decided, was going to be a girly girl.
Leslie left the toilets, his hanky stuffed in his underpants, and looked around for Vera. He couldn’t see her, so he was forced to walk through the lingerie department looking for her. To all the world, he looked like a man browsing and he didn’t respond well to offers of help from the staff. He found Vera in nightwear and was shocked at how much had been added to the trolley.
“Just in time, I think a secret support nighty would be best. Why don’t you pick some styles from this display, but no pyjamas.”
He was truly a condemned man, he still hoped she would capitulate and forgive him, but this was looking less and less likely. He picked a full-length nightdress in super soft viscose with adjustable cami straps, secret support and a faux wrap skirt design. It was a pale navy blue with white lace detail around the bra cups.
“Lovely,” said Vera, “grab the matching gown” and both items went into the trolley. This was followed by shorter, girlier, satin chemise. The print was a beautiful mix of dramatic navy and flirty pink florals, with delicate straps that crossed over at the back.
“Ok, slippers” and a pair of soft pink velvet ballerina slippers joined the growing pile “don’t you love the dainty bow trim?” she asked.
“Outerwear next”
“Can we take a break please?” he whined
“Good idea Alice”
They walked to the tills. This was it, thought Leslie, if Vera was going to teach him a lesson and forgive him, it would be now. The assistant smiled at Vera and saw the miserable-looking boy with her. She had no idea that the shopping was for him.
“That will be £415.47 madam”. Vera paid with a smile.
Leslie was in a daze. He took a swig of his coffee. “This is real, isn’t it?”
“Oh Alice, did you think I was bluffing? No, my sweet sissy, yes, it is real. From Monday you will be living as a woman, full time, with only women’s clothes to wear. Can you believe it yet?”
The problem was he could, and he was getting aroused and scared in equal measure.
“But I will look awful, I can’t do this” and the poor sweet boy started to cry.
“Ssh, relax. Together, we will make sure that you act and look like the pretty young woman you will become.” They finished their coffees, Leslie, snivelling as he digested the consequences of his choice.
They set off to the outerwear section. Vera took charge, they had wasted too much time in lingerie.
“Can you take your shopping back to the car please,” she asked handing him the keys. He picked up the four large carrier bags and she watched him as he carried his panties, bras and nighties and all the other bits and pieces back to the car.
She made great progress without him and chose 7 dresses in various prints and lengths. 2 denim skirts, a leather knee-length skirt and four printed skirts in various floral patterns. She struggled with blouses, most were designed to be worn with trousers. She found some mock tops, a few pretty sheer blouses, two cotton print shirts and then a divine pussy bow blouse that forced her to add a herringbone pencil skirt to the trolley.
Knitwear was easy, a couple of twin sets, a boyfriend cardigan and some jersey tops in various colours that would work with his skirts.
Leslie reappeared, and once again he was surprised at how much Vera was spending.
“Hello Dear, I have picked out some basics for you, but if you see anything you like, just shout”
She moved them out of knitwear and over to accessories. She grabbed a hooded pink parka jacket and he looked at her in horror.
“I won’t need that, I won’t be going out,” he said with alarm.
“Silly girl, how can you be Ladies Companion if you never leave the house?” and she moved on to shoes.
“Alice, you are going to love shoes! All women do.” She held up a pair of white trainers, he nodded, and they were in the trolley, as were a pair of brown suede espadrilles with a solid 3inch heel. Two pairs of ballet flats, one in black and the other in a pastel blue and finally a pair of classic court shoes, again with a 3-inch heel.
Vera knew she was close to the finishing line, “Accessories and handbags, and I think we are done for today”. He followed her, aroused and dismayed. These clothes were all for him!
“Choose a handbag and purse, while I look for some jewellery,” she said leaving him with the trolley. He didn’t quite know where to start, or what to look for, but he managed to choose a black leather saddle-bag, and a matching black purse and guiltily placed them in the trolley.
Vera returned and showed him the rose gold watch she had chosen, along with several pairs of earrings, 3 different pendant necklaces, a mixture of bangles, all of which she placed carefully on top of some knitwear.
“Nice bag dear”- he cut her off mid-sentence              
-“Those earrings are for pierced ears” 
“Of course, we will pierce your ears next week. Now try this ring on for size” she said breezily
He was horrified, “No, what here? Now?”
“Yes, how else will we find out your ring size?” she said this as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. He worked through the four rings and found his size. Vera wheeled around to the jewellery stand and pulled down 10 different rings and they joined the others in the trolley.
“Now is there anything else you want Alice?” she asked brightly.
He shook his head, she settled the £900 bill and drove them home. Tomorrow, He would be leaving Vera’s house, forever.




Chapter 7

Leslie woke up early, he hadn’t slept well. He got up, showered and finished packing his large canvas bag. He looked around the room, the only thing of his that remained, was the travelling bag with the lingerie and dress he had borrowed from Vera. He hadn’t worn the panties and nighty, they were still under the pillow, untouched. The previous day’s shopping also lay untouched in the corner.
He had breakfast on his own, Vera was having a lie-in, but she came down as he was having his second cup of coffee.
“Ok so are you clear on the plan?” he nodded.
“Tell me”
He sighed, they had gone through this the night before, twice.
“I will leave here around 10ish and catch the 10.20 am bus to Tingwall. I will get off at Dawns Copse and take the footpath to the car park where you will meet me. I will get in the back of the car, into the rear footwell, and cover myself with the black blanket”
Vera gave him £5. “I will pick you up at 11.45.”
She was excited, all her plans were coming together.
Leslie hugged her on the doorstep as she waved him off.
“Happy travelling Leslie,” she said, putting on a show for the neighbours. She shut the door and ran upstairs. She removed the labels from his new clothes and hung up his dresses, skirts, tops and blouses in the empty wardrobe. Shoes underneath, he would need more, but that would come in time.
She created a lingerie drawer, with tights, socks and panties in one drawer, bras in another. Slips, camis and nighties in a third drawer. Knitwear was popped into another drawer just as the shop had folded it the day before and his gown went on the back of the bedroom door.
She moved over to the vanity and put his jewellery into the jewellery box and the watch next to his bed. She looked around and smiled. She took down the pictures and pulled the throw and cushions off the bed. These would be going to the charity shop, and she went downstairs and dumped them all in the boot of her car.
She retrieved some boxes from her study and went back to his room. She opened the first delivery, a complete make-up kit. She unpacked the brushes, foundation, sponges and colour palates onto his vanity and arranged them.
The next box had a fluffy pink throw with matching cushions that softened his bed and went beautifully with the grey headboard and two new ballerina prints went up on the walls.
She looked at her watch, still plenty of time. She went to her room and fetched another bag. A packet of tampons and sanitary pads went into his bathroom along with a pink toothbrush, and various other items, including pumice stone, pink body scrub and bath salts.
Finally, she unpacked the travelling case, her stolen dress and shoes went into the wardrobe and the Lejaby bra in with his lingerie. She retrieved the unworn nightdress and knickers from under his pillow and put them away. Tonight, he would have to choose what to wear. She looked at her watch, time’s nearly up she thought.
She picked up his purse and put his slippers next to the bed before heading down to her study. There, she filled his purse with cash, his new driving licence, and the debit and credit card in Alice’s name. She grabbed his new mobile phone, with its pink flamingo bump case and went back upstairs. She put the phone on charge next to his bed and the purse back into his handbag next to the vanity. Time to go!
Vera grabbed her bag and reversed the car out of the garage, checking she had the black blanket on the back seat. She drove carefully, she was surprised at how excited she was about this new adventure in her life. She wondered if he would be there. If he had any sense, he would run.
She pulled into the car park at Dawns Copse and reversed the car, close to the footpath. She looked at her watch, he was 5 minutes late. The car park was deserted, and her heart sank, perhaps he had decided to run. She decided to wait, reminding herself that he was using public transport.
The time dragged, talk about a watched kettle never boils, but then, she caught sight of some movement in her rear-view mirror, and her spirit soared. There he was the same slight fair-haired boy she had met on her steps some months ago carrying a large canvas bag.
Leslie dumped the bag into the boot, closed it, and got into the back of the car. He sat across the rear footwells and covered himself with the black blanket.
“Hello, Alice, could I have your phone please?” A command, not a request.
He passed her his phone, which had been switched off from the moment he had boarded the bus. Vera popped the sim card out, folded it into two pieces and drove the car close to the bin, so she could dispose of the remains. She then headed out onto the road, driving even more carefully. Nothing would stop her now.
She pulled the car into a local car park and stopped next to the recycling and collection bins. “Wait here and be quiet” she whispered to him before popping the boot open. She went to the rear of the car and unzipped the bag and grabbed armfuls of his clothes before dumping them into the textile recycling collection bin. Once empty, the bag itself followed along with the old throw and pictures from his room.
She shut the boot and retrieved his old phone, and having smashed it on the tarmac, it was dumped in a refuse bin. She got back in the car, and drove, carefully, back to her house pulling straight into the garage and having shut the door, she exhaled loudly.
“Ok, you can come out now,” she said.
He climbed out of the car, and whilst this was familiar territory for him, it was the start of a very different relationship for them both.
“Go upstairs, run a bubble bath, and strip off. I will be up in a minute” she commanded.
He shuffled off and she grabbed his wallet and headed for her study and locked it in her drawer. She then joined him upstairs.
He looked worried, but as instructed he had started the bath running and had added the bubble bath.
“Let’s get you out of those dreadful clothes,” she said tossing his new gown at him. “Come on dear, we mustn’t let the water go cold”
He stripped, with his back turned to Vera, and he put the new lace-trimmed gown on.
“Do you know what you want to wear after you bathe dear?”
He shook his head.
“No? Ok, I can help you this time,” she said walking into the bathroom. “Now into the bath, you go! I expect you to relax and wash properly using the floral body wash. Then shave everything below your eyebrows and wash your hair twice. That might be easier in the shower”
She then turned to the cabinet, “when you are finished, use this hair removing moisturiser to replenish your skin everywhere, except for your face. On your face, you will need my Vaniqa cream. Ok?” He nodded and she left the bathroom and closed the door                
He took in the scented bottles around the rim of the bath, the pink razors and feminine scented shaving gel. He was relieved to be on his own. The thought of his new life was terrifying but also exciting. His cock was hardening, and he knew he would have to deal with it, later. He eased himself into the floral bath and once in he sighed, a long contented sigh, and relaxed.
Vera picked up all his male clothes and took them downstairs. She found her sewing shears and cut them up. The ruined remains went in a black bin liner along with his wallet from which she had removed the remaining cash. She knew it would be at least an hour before he finished in the bathroom.
She took the cash to his room and picked up his new black leather saddle bag and matching purse. The purse already held his new debit and credit card along with his driving licence and supermarket club card. She added his cash from the wallet and popped it back into his handbag. She also put his new phone, complete with a glittery protective case in with the purse. The handbag had already been loaded with a small packet of tissues, his house keys with a cute unicorn keyring, pads, a tampon, and lipstick. She closed the handbag and placed it on the vanity.
“You ok in there?” she asked through the ensuite door
“Fine” he replied miserably
She went back downstairs and retrieved some special items. The breast forms from the USA and something truly naughty. She had got caught up in her research and had found a delightful website called Koalaswim.com which specialised in items to make cocks look like vaginas. The Transformation panties had been irresistible, and she had bought a few camel toe panties, shorts and gaffs. The highlight was the ‘Mr. Vagina Pussy Maker’ which as the name implied, reworked and reshapes the penis within a stainless steel clamping system. Vera had made a few amendments, it needed to be smaller, Leslie was a slight boy, and she had shortened the bolts and made them fit a unique Allen key design. The result was a Mr Vagina Pussy Maker chastity system. Too much for the first day she thought, she would save that for later.
She picked up the ‘Smart Girl Thong’, a
fem-style vagina-look thong designed to change any man’s look to a deceptively new sex. It had the advantage that it would also be completely hidden by a full brief.
Her final box, for today, held the padded hip panty girdles. She had gone for a tight fit, the thought of him, like her, struggling into a girdle amused her. If he wanted to live the womanly dream, he could have it, spades and all.
She went back upstairs and placed his “presents” beside his bed and thought about what he should wear for his big day. She thought of the wedding mantra, old, new, borrowed and blue. They had plenty of new and borrowed. She could gift him some jewellery, which would do for old and there were plenty of blue items in the wardrobe.
“How much longer will you be?” she called out
“At least 45 minutes” he replied.
Vera started planning, she would make him choose but under her direction. She went to his bed and retrieved the vagina look thong and went to the ensuite, hung it on the door handle.
“I have left something to keep you modest on the door handle”
Leslie was startled by her voice and nearly cut his leg shaving. He didn’t quite know what to say, but he was still hard, so he couldn’t deny his sexual interest in the situation.
“Ok”
He finished shaving his legs and feet. The water was full of hair and cold, so he decided to move to the shower. He was mortified by the amount of hair in the water, much of which was sticking to the bath. He rinsed the bath down, and then over the sink, he shaved his face, closely, as Vera had instructed. Happy with the results, he cracked open the bathroom door and retrieved the thong, his confusion clear from the tiny scrap of material.
He washed his hair in the flowery shampoo and applied an equally prissy smelling conditioner to his hair before turning his attention elsewhere. He grabbed his cock, it was hard despite the water. He looked at the vagina shaped thong and started to think about all the clothes that Vera had bought for him. He started moving his hand up and down his smooth shaft and groaned lightly. He remembered the thrill of the lingerie and how glorious the slip had felt over his nylon covered legs and then the thought of having to dress like that every day…..and that was enough. He came in the shower, the evidence washed away as fast as it had appeared.
Vera was getting impatient, but eventually, she heard him turn off the shower.
He stepped onto the bathmat and dried his short hair and the rest of his body. He was surprised at how different the towel felt across his shaven skin. He ran the comb through his hair and then moisturised his legs and face just as he had been instructed. He sighed, he knew he was on the edge of the precipice, and there were no more excuses to delay the inevitable.
He picked up the white thong and examined it carefully. The front was designed to be hidden under knickers and was low-rise and there was a padded cavity, shaped like a woman’s mound, with a hint of a slit. It was hollowed out to allow room for the male equipment to sit within. He opened the leg holes and lifted the thong up to his thighs. His damp skin and the thong’s size meant that this was a trickier exercise than he expected. He worked the vagina shaped pouch into position and arranged his bits to fit before lifting the thong to its final resting place. It was tight, but not uncomfortable, and he went to the mirror and gasped. The mound and the slit were perhaps a bit more prominent than he expected, but he was no expert on female anatomy. It surprised him that the thong strap splitting his buttocks was the major source of discomfort and not the pouch.




Chapter 8

Vera looked up at the sound of the ensuite door opening. Leslie looked like himself, in a woman’s pale blue, lace-trimmed gown. It was practical, not sexy, those would follow she thought to herself.
“Are you wearing the thong?”
Leslie blushed, “yes”
“Good, let me see”
He opened his robe
“Oh my,” she said, both hands leaping to her cheeks. Composing herself she went on “Why don’t you get a pair of knickers and a bra from your lingerie draw. The Lejaby set might be nice for your first day”
He shuffled over to his lingerie drawer and gasped in shock at all the panties and bras. She moved up behind him “Nice isn’t it, but my dear, this is the bare minimum, you have so much more to learn and so much more to buy. But no there is no need for you to borrow any of my lingerie.”
He retrieved the Lejaby set, the set he had pilfered and that had started the chain reaction that had led to his new life as Alice. He raised one foot, and then the other, and pulled the panties into place.
“Oh yes, that is a much better fit,” she said. “Look can you see how much flatter the front is, and well look at the crotch, it is soft and pillowy down there, see? Just like the real thing.”
He looked in the mirror, she was right and was thankful that the thong was as tight as it was. His cock was trying to stir but was being held firm.
She was right, the panties looked so much better. The top of the knickers dipped in the middle across his flat tummy creating a sort of secret smile. The front panel was an inverted triangle, the long base at the top of the brief tapering down to the soft pillowy curve of his ‘new’ genitals.
Unusually, the front panel didn’t have a centre bow, instead, embroidered wavy S-shaped lines ran down the front panel, all roads leading to the same destination. Either side of the front panel were beautiful lace panels which in turn joined the silky soft rear of the brief. He couldn’t resist running his hands over his bottom and feeling for the gusset line. It was all in the right place and fitted!
“Nice?” asked Vera.
Still beetroot red, he croaked a shame-filled “yes”
“Good, off with robe, bring your bra and lie on the bed please” she commanded, her tone, one of no-nonsense.
He shrugged off the gown and hung it on the door, and with ‘his’ bra in his hand he lay back on the bed. She examined his chest wall and could find no hair and he watched intensely as she opened a small purple box and pulled out two small discs and put them on the bedside cabinet. She then picked up one of the longer boxes off the floor and put it on the bed next to him. She opened the box and pulled out a breast.
“No Vera, no way, they are huge,” he said in genuine fear
“Nonsense, they are a C cup, average, in reality. We will be the same size and I manage perfectly well, with the right support, and so will you. So please stop all the fussing.”
He looked on, transfixed by the large lump of silicon, it even had a nipple with a large womanly areola. It seemed alive in her hands, and he watched as she stuck the disc to the rear of the breast.
“Ok, your breasts are made of pure medical-grade silicone. They have a realistic outer skin feel, are soft and comfortable and even bounce and move like real breasts” she paused and removed the backing from the plastic disc she had attached.
“Hold still,” she said lining the breast up into the correct position before she stuck it to his chest. “There, be a dear and hold it in position please,” she said laying his hand down over his new breast.
“Now for the other side. As I was saying, these have been designed with a full cover silicone process, which is very durable. You can wear these while bathing or sleeping, so 24/7, just like a real woman” she said repeating the process with the adhesive disc. She attached the second form and he automatically put his hand onto it to keep it in place.
She stood back and smiled.
“You look lovely, so girly in that pose” and she took a quick snap of him with her phone.
“No!” complained Leslie.
“Remember the video dear, it’s all a bit late to be coy,” she said grinning. “These breasts also weigh the correct amount so you will need to wear a bra, every day, and you will need some support at night. No longer a perverted boy wanting to wear a pretty bra, but now living as a young woman who needs the support for her breasts and has to wear a bra, won’t that be nice dear?”
He was mortified. He was stuck between fear, loathing and arousal and he was desperate to cover up. His cock had picked up on the new reality of his situation. He owned lingerie, and he needed to wear a bra to support his new breasts.
“It may also affect your balance, as there is an extra 1.25kg on your chest.” She checked her watch “Time to put your bra on dear”.
She watched him slide himself up the bed, his breasts moving and jiggling, just as they should. He leant forward, his hands moving quickly into straps, and he manoeuvred the bra into place.
“Lean forward more, get your breasts into the cups and their weight will keep the bra in place while you do it up” she encouraged. She watched him struggle “it will get easier, after all, you can practice every day. Now up on your feet young lady”
She led him to the mirror “Now let’s get the straps adjusted. Remember the support comes from the chest band, not the shoulder straps. If they are too loose, they will fall down your shoulders all day. Too tight they will be painful and leave red marks.” She adjusted both straps and looked him in the eye through the reflection of the mirror.
“Different, isn’t it? Full cups, no creases, the weight of your breasts being supported by the bra.” She rubbed her hand over the bottom half of the cups, to ensure they were smooth.
He looked in disbelief. The bra looked right, in a way it never had with socks. The lace cups were full, with a hint of darker skin on the inside. He could feel the gentle tension in the embroidered shoulder straps and the chest band whilst the centre bow lay flat, and smooth, against his skin. The fit, the contrast to his flat body, made the full cups look even larger.
“Pretty huh? All you need is a waist” and she used her hands to squeeze out a small waistline “and some hips and you will be perfect.” She released his ‘waist’ “but ahead of that, could you get yourself into a pair of tights please dear” and she left the room.
He stood, rooted to his reflection in the mirror. The lingerie looked right, yet he still looked like a boy. It was odd. He ran his hands over the bra cups, down to his flat front and then over his buttocks and smiled. Not only did his lingerie look good, it felt divine. He walked over to the drawers, momentarily surprised by the movement from within his bra, opened his full panty drawer and found a new pack of tights.
He sat on the bed and opened the pack of 10 denier tight in natural. He had never smoked but had unwrapped and opened packets of cigarettes for family and friends. He found the process enjoyable, and hosiery was no different. His fingers skated over the cellophane until he found the flap on the rear. He tugged it open and slid the cardboard packet out. His mouth was dry, and he licked his lips.
He opened the carboard flap and freed a pair of tan tights, beautifully pressed around its cardboard support. He put the remaining tights away, and then refocused on his prey. He sat on the bead and unwound the tights from the cardboard, which he slipped into the cellophane and tossed into the bin. Instinctively he stretched the tights and then started balling one foot. He loved tights. He couldn’t understand why women moaned about wearing such heavenly things, he couldn’t believe he would ever moan about tights.
His pointed toe dived into the brown sea of nylon, and he worked the first leg up to his knees. He repeated the process on the other foot and then gently tugged the tights into position. He laughed out loud, they felt so good. His shaven legs intensified all of his previous feelings. The glorious friction as each leg moved across each other and the sound. “Oh god,” he whispered.
Vera found him smiling at himself in front of the mirror “You like the tights?”
He just smiled and nodded.
“Take a seat at the vanity, there are a few things I need to take care of before we pick your outfit”
He walked over to the vanity and sat down as instructed.
“I have an ear-piercing kit-“
“-No, that is going to hurt” he whined
“As I was saying, I have an ear-piercing kit, some ice cubes to numb the pain and some studs for you to wear. Stop being a baby, millions of young girls have this done and remember there aren’t many nerves in the ear lobes. “Now I need you to keep still, ok?”
He nodded, she could see he was scared.
She rubbed an alcohol swab over each ear lobe and cleaned the ear-piercing ‘gun’. She then used a sharpie pen to put matching black dots on each ear before holding an ice cube against his lobe for 10 minutes.
“Ready?” she asked
“Not really” he replied, sullenly.
“Ok hold still” and she lined up the needle on the ‘gun’ and then squeezed both ends together.
“SSHHh” he exclaimed at the pain.
“All done.”
The piercing device had used the sharp stud to push through the flesh and a pretty fake diamond now sat in his ear lobe. She quickly attached the backing clip.
“Time for the other side” and ten minutes later he was sporting a fake diamond stud on each earlobe.

“Now, this is serious. Always wash your hands before touching your newly pierced ears. You will need to leave the earrings in your ears for six weeks or more, even at night. Regularly wash your ears with soap and water every day to avoid infection. Finally, twist the earrings a few times daily as this will help keep the pierced holes open. Have you got all that?”

He nodded

“Any questions?”

He shook his head, his new earrings sparkling as he did so.

“Ok, why don’t you pick one of your new dresses to wear,” she said.

He hopped up smartly. Whilst he loved his lingerie, he didn’t enjoy sitting in front of Vera in her panty and bra set.
He looked through his wardrobes and chose a blue floral print midi dress. The flowers created an eye-catching effect. There were three flower combinations, pale blue with a black centre, black with a pale blue centre or white with a black centre. The flowers sat on a black background and the black flowers often had blue surrounds to ensure they stood out. The frock had a smocked waist for a flattering shape, pintuck folds at the chest, a frilly high neck, buttons on the shoulder and short sleeves with shirred cuffs to create a hint of volume for his thin arms.
“That’s a lovely choice dear, but I have forgotten your hips!” She reached down for another box on the floor and pulled out a padded panty girdle. “This will help your shape and stop your tights from falling down”
He hung the dress on the wardrobe door and took the white girdle from her. He looked at it for a moment, the padding clearly showing him which way round it should be worn. He opened the waistband and raised each foot and pulled it up from the waistband.
Vera smiled, men knew nothing of what women went through, but this one would. She knew how a girdle felt and by the end of today so would this ‘man’. She watched him wriggle, pull and contort himself until the crotch of the girdle reached the correct position. He then spent a few minutes making sure the waistband was strait and his tights hadn’t bunched. The final result was a very smooth front and womanly hips.
“Nice job,” she said. “But now you will understand why us girls take so long in the loo!”
He was struggling, the girdle was new, it was his first, and he loved it. He loved the fight, the grip, the material, the smooth front. Wow. He also loved how it crushed his maleness, yes it was painful as his cock was desperate to rise and his body was diverting blood to pump it higher, but there was a sweetness in denying its wish.  The result was an exquisite sweet and sour tension. He was incredibly aroused but neither he nor his body could express that joy.
She handed him his dress, he carefully removed the hanger and passed it to her. He found the base of the dress and his head disappeared under the hem and she waited, and waited, and then his head and arms started to appear through the right holes. He pulled the dress down into place.
“Not a bad effort for your first attempt.” She walked over to him and adjusted his dress. “The smocked waist should be looser” and she adjusted the dress and stood back. “Oh my, you look far better than I would have hoped. A bit of make-up and long hair and you are going to be a cutie. You will be beating the boys off……….…with a stick” she said with a mischievous glint in her eye.
He looked at himself in the mirror and could see what she meant. A boyish head on a womanly body. He couldn’t yet imagine himself with long hair and make-up, but he suspected she was right. He wasn’t going to be too ugly.
She broke the silence “Let’s take a break for a cup of tea and we can finish you off later”




Chapter 9

Vera watched him as he brought the tea and sandwiches into the lounge. His figure was good, and she was shocked at how realistic his breasts were. Their swell and move were spot on! His dress was cut and suited his complexion and even went with his slippers. He placed the tray down and sat on the sofa.
“Up. Let’s do that again, you need to smooth your skirt under you before you sit”
Leslie complied and poured the tea for them both.    
“After this, we can finish you off, and then we can chat about next week”
He nodded and focused on eating his sandwich and not spilling tea down his new dress. He couldn’t believe how much harder it was having breasts, they would catch any small spill or crumbs which would ruin his new dress.
He was also troubled by how into all this Vera had got. She had spent a fortune on him, and here he was sat on her sofa, with a girl’s name, wardrobe, and life.
“How do you feel dear. Isn’t this fun?” she asked
“Honestly, no it isn’t. I am embarrassed and look stupid” he replied.
“Tsk tsk, it is day 1 dear. What did you expect? Rest assured, in 6 months, nobody will see any hint of Leslie. Are the clothes as dreamy as you remembered?”
He blushed, and smiled, “well, the tights feel amazing now that I have shaved my legs” he shared guiltily.
Vera chortled. “let’s see how you feel in a year” and flicked on the television so they could watch an antiques show they both enjoyed.
After lunch, she sat him at her vanity and started from the top. “First, I need to reshape your monobrow into something more attractive” and she started to pluck.
“Oww, that hurts”
“Stop moving and stop moaning,” she said firmly, vexed at his behaviour. She spent the next 20 minutes plucking and by the time she had finished he had had two thin arches that sat much higher on his forehead.
He looked at himself, he was disappearing. In the blue dress, prominent breasts, earrings and now high arched eyebrows which made his eyes look bigger, he realised that he was slowly disappearing.
“Now, let’s move onto makeup” and she started in earnest.
“This is your foundation, I have chosen a liquid foundation for you, but you will figure out what’s best for you over time. This is used all over your face to create an even base for the rest of your makeup” she said whilst applying it to his face.
“Next, a little eye shadow, not much, it’s an everyday look we are going for, so just enough to make your eyes pop. I am going with a soft peach. There, open your eyes and have a look”
He looked, “I can see you have done something to my eyes, they look brighter somehow but I just can’t tell what”
“That’s perfect then, now for the tricky part. Eyeliner and mascara. I will do both today for you, but you will need to learn.” She applied the eyeliner, he moaned a bit, but after 2 or 3 tries his eyes were done.
She grabbed another box from his vanity, “it’s downhill now, blush and lippy and we are there. She picked up a large makeup brush and applied the blush to his cheeks “there that’s better, you have some colour at last. Now, can I leave you to do the lippy?”
He was now hard and uncomfortable, the vagina thong was being tested to the limit as his young ardour strained the stitching, which so far was holding, but only thanks to the powerful girdle.
She handed him a black tube and after a little fumbling, he had the top of it and rotated the lipstick out of its tube.
“It’s a lovely light coral pink, perfect for that fresh daytime look. Cover both lips and then rub them together. Like this” She took her red lipstick and smoothed the red crayon of colour across her top and bottom lip and then put her lipstick back in her pocket. “Now rub both lips together, carefully, so that you don’t spread the colour beyond your lips. She demonstrated “there perfect. Your turn”
He looked at his increasingly feminised reflection in the mirror. ‘Is this happening’ he thought. He watched, mesmerised, as the tomboy in the dress lifted the Coral lipstick to his mouth and then started spreading the colour over his top lip    
“Don’t press so hard, you can always apply more later if you need to. Just do the top lip and then rub your lips together as that should be enough” she offered, guiding him on technique.
He finished his top lip, his mind spinning. How had this happened so fast? He had been a normal boy four weeks ago and now, well look at me he thought. He rubbed his lips together and then looked at her in the reflection.
“Not bad,” she said begrudgingly. “Just imagine how pretty you will be with longer hair. Now jewellery here is your new watch and some rings and bangles of mine. I know you like to borrow my things.”
His shoulders slumped at her dig, and he slipped the pink gold watch onto his wrist “Thank you it’s lovely” he said.
She slipped a couple of rings on his fingers and then slid a bangle onto his bare wrist.
“Right, pop your lippy into your bag, and we can do our nails together downstairs.”
He looked confused until he spotted the handbag and picked it up. He was surprised by the weight and looking inside he saw his new phone and purse. He pulled out the phone looked at it, and then opened his purse and shuddered at the bank cards and driving licence in his new name.
“Come on, you can look at all that later.” Said Vera heading downstairs
They made a simple supper together. She smiled, he looked so much better in an apron and dress, and it was pleasant having another woman in the house. He was making a classic Caesar salad whilst she was grilling the chicken.
“How about a glass of wine with supper?” she asked, and he nodded and replied “that would be lovely”
She left him to finish the salad and went to her chiller and found a nice bottle of Picpoul. She hoped a glass of wine might take the edge off him and she returned with the bottle to find that he had laid the table and set the salad. She took her apron off and sat down and poured them both a glass of wine. 
He removed his apron and sat down, served her some salad before adding some to his plate. He took a sip of wine and was momentarily confused by the lipstick smudge on the glass. She reached out and laid her hand on his forearm “don’t worry, you will soon get used to that”
He smiled, he didn’t know quite what to say.
“After supper, we can do each other’s nails, I have got a coral varnish to match your lipstick. Anyway, we need to talk about the next 6 months”
Leslie finished his mouthful of salad and took another sip of wine and she continued. “I think you will agree we have made great progress today. I have organised several sessions over the next 6 months to accelerate your progress. If you are good and develop as I expect, then we can take a vacation together once all the sessions are completed.”
“What are the sessions about,” he asked with a slight wobble in his voice.
“I am glad you asked. I have arranged a remote session on Mondays with a voice coach so that you can sound as good as you look. Tuesday is a bit brutal, I have a lady coming to do electrolysis at 8 am before she goes onto her clinic”
“What is electrolysis?” he asked
“Hair removal, the aim will be to reduce the amount of shaving you will need to do. Wednesday is a free day, Thursday is makeup day and Friday is colouring and style. Pastimes, deportment and mannerisms I will coach all day every day. How does that sound?”
“Terrifying” he replied.
“Not as scary as being discovered as a man who wears women’s clothes surely?”
He ignored the question
“At the end of this, you will be a new woman, I promise”
They finished lunch, chatting about possible holiday destinations and Vera had laughed so hard at the look on his face when she had suggested the idea of them both lounging by the pool in their bikinis.
They cleared up together and she set up the ‘nail bar’ on the kitchen table whilst he made coffee.
“Sit down dear and give me your hand. She looked at his nails. At least there is no polish to remove.” She thrust his hands into the bowl of warm water and sipped her coffee. “Longer nails will make your hands look smaller, daintier and prettier. Once we get these acrylics on, you will be able to experiment with all sorts of colours and styles”
She worked fast, and soon his nails were rounded ovals onto which she applied nail glue and then the false nails.
“There, that’s better already. Now it’s your turn. You can find a video tutorial on YouTube, and paint your nails”
He fished out his new phone from his handbag which he struggled to work with his new nails.
“Keep the phone flatter and use the pad on your finger, you won’t be able to tap like you used to dear” encouraged Vera.
He sighed and soon found a video tutorial and she watched transfixed as her feminised lodger, sat at the table, in his blue flowered dress, prominent breasts and nylons painting his nails a pretty Coral pink.
“That’s looking good, very good for your first time. I can just imagine us both getting glammed up for a night out, or you on your own with your boyfriend” teased Vera.
She tidied away the nail varnish telling him “Just sit there and let your nails dry sweetie. When you look more…..complete we can go to the salon, together”.
He looked at her, stunned, the ramifications of this new life were just sinking in. It wasn’t just new clothes and some housework, this was a new life sentence.
“After all, in 6 months, with your wardrobe full of pretty new clothes, long hair and a new voice, you are going to be so pretty” she continued.
He ignored her and blew on his nails.
“You have so much to learn but relax, together we can get there”
Twenty minutes later, his nails had dried.
“Ok, so your next job is the ironing. The iron and ironing board are in the utility room” she said flicking her head in the direction of the kitchen.
He put his hand on the table and pushed himself up.
“That is no way for a lady to behave. Sit back down. Now, women are expected to be graceful and fluid. You will rise serenely from your chair, without pushing yourself off other furniture. Try again” she commanded.
He quietly slid his chair back and then rose from his seat and smoothed his new dress back into position and then walked off to the kitchen.
She watched him, ‘not bad’ she thought, and she then enjoyed the sight of him working through the ironing.
“I think this will work out wonderfully for us both Leslie” she purred.
Leslie stood at the ironing board, deep in thought. He couldn’t deny he liked the lingerie, tights, slip and dress. The problem was that he had been dressed now for half a day. The bra straps, supporting the additional weight, were now noticeable and he had to move them along his shoulder blades now and again to keep comfortable. His arousal was low, he hated ironing although Vera’s teasing had caused some excitement within his thong. The problem was that when he thought about spending his days, living, dressing and being a woman, he found that hugely stimulating. He picked up one of Vera’s blouses, read the label, and reset the iron and in a few minutes that too joined the ironed pile, and he was done.




Chapter 10

Leslie sat in the bath, his long blonde hair protected by his pink shower cap. The last 6 months had been tough, but the electrolysis had got his hair under control and his legs only needed a quick going over with his razor once a month. Today was a special day, and he knew Vera was excited and proud of what she had created. Today was her opportunity to show him off to her friends.
He got out of the bath and patted himself dry before moisturising his face and body. He couldn’t deny that the treatments had worked, his skin was so much softer and smoother now. He slipped his satin flowered robe over his shoulders and walked into his bedroom, Vera looked up from the bed and smiled at him.  
“We have so much to do dear and so little time before we need to be at the church. I am so looking forward to your confirmation and baptism as Alice”
He walked into his room as she kept talking “I have bought you a Confirmation present, some rather special lingerie to wear under your dress”
He looked at the carpet, even after all this time, with everything that they had shared, he still felt embarrassed about his lingerie. She passed him a gift bag, with tissue paper hiding the contents.
“Thank you, Vera,” he said taking the bag and removing the tissue. He still found it odd, watching his hand, with his own beautifully shaped French manicured fingernails, dipping into the bag and then withdrawing a folded panty and bra set. Thankfully, after 6 months of wearing women’s clothes, he no longer became so easily aroused. He worried today might be an exception.
“Why don’t you pop into the bathroom and slip the knickers on, you will need a pad today dear” she suggested, motherly.
He blushed, she had started making him use feminine hygiene products after three months. He still despised the tampons during his monthlies but so did all women according to Vera.
He closed the ensuite door and looked at his present. The panties were gorgeous. She intended to make his day memorable. They were pure silk and lace in Ivory. He knew these panties would keep him on edge all day, so he attached a thin daily pad and stepped into the deliciously cool panties and pulled them over his smooth thin legs. He arranged his bits (as Vera called them), pushed his testicles into his body cavity and bent his small cock backwards. He would need the girdle today he thought as the silk knickers warmed to his body temperature. They were so soft, it felt like he was wearing nothing, and that nothing was super soft.
He walked back into his bedroom.
“Let me see,” she asked eagerly.
He opened his robe, and she took in his smooth front and the tell-tale outline of the pad. “Give me a twirl”
His bottom was wrapped in Ivory silk, which extended into two thin bands of silk joined diagonally above the centre of each thigh. Then two exquisite lace panels ran from the bottom hem to the centre bow and separating the lace panel was a further diamond-shaped silk panel covering his secret.
“OH, aren’t they delicious? They are silk satin, which is silk that is woven like satin, which is why it is so shiny and yet so breathable and comfortable. Hand wash only I am afraid”
He dropped his robe and shut off Vera’s view.
“Ok on the bed, time for your breasts dear”
He was used to the routine. He could do this himself, but on special days or whenever she was bored, she liked to dress him, like a mother with a child or worse, a doll. He opened the top of the robe, and she carefully stuck each breast form to his chest wall, where they would stay for the next few days.
“This would be so much easier if we got you some implants” she teased. He knew that procedure needed General Anaesthetic and would require his consent. He didn’t rise to the bait.
“Why don’t you slip into the matching bra,” she said passing the silken confection to him.  He swung his legs over the side of the bed and shrugged the robes off his shoulders. His arms expertly went through the straps and within moments he had clasped the bra successfully behind his back.
“Come on dear, no need for all this bashfulness. What are you going to do when we share a cabin on a cruise or in a hotel? Now stand up and let me get a proper look”
He stood up and she spun him around to face the mirror.
“Isn’t this what you dreamed of?” she whipped off his shower cap. “Look at you with your long blond hair, lovely eyebrows, diamond stud earrings wearing your beautiful silk panty and bra set” she continued as she adjusted the straps on his new bra.
“Is the bra comfortable?” she asked.
“Yes, thank you Vera, and it’s so pretty,” he said truthfully. The bra was solid silk, underwired, and had a full silk cup except for a lace panel that ran from 8 o’clock to 2 o’clock and cheekily showed his nipples.
“Yes, that fits beautifully, but I can see evidence of your perversion. Get in that bathroom and deal with it now young lady” she said angrily.
Vera hated his bits, she rarely saw them these days, but clearly, today was a special day. She had threatened to have his testicles removed as that could be done under a local anaesthetic.
“I am going to get a coffee, do you want one?” she said so that she could leave him to his ‘problem’
“Yes please, Vera” he yelled from the bathroom. He sat on the loo, his silk panties around his knees and the panty pad, mocking him. He grabbed a flannel, there could be no spillage today, she would be furious if he stained his knickers. He knew what was to come, she had told him, it was all her idea. Today was his coming out.
At her insistence, he had been attending religious classes to help save his perverted soul. Over the last 6 months, she had systematically shut down Leslie’s old identity. There was now nothing left of him. She had even deleted all his old social media accounts, closed all of his accounts and he even had a passport in Alice’s name, even though the gender still showed as male.
Today was his coming out, today he would be baptised and confirmed into the Church of England as Alice Vera Henshaw. They had picked out his gown together and all the matching accessories although the new lingerie was a surprise. For Vera, this was the end of his training program and the start of his new life as her companion. She had invited her friends to the ceremony, and she intended to formally introduce him to society in his new role.
His cock was now rock hard, the thought of his new lace dress, and his new life as Alice was all he needed. His room, was female, as were all his clothes and his hobbies which now included sewing, knitting, crotchet and watercolour painting. He could apply make-up for any occasion and could pass easily for the woman he appeared to be.
Alice was real, she had an identity, Leslie was fake, except he was Leslie. He continued to pump his cock and it didn’t take long. The orgasm was intense, a sharp jab in the guts that spread left and right from his belly button as he exploded into the flannel.
“Alice, we don’t have all day dear” she shouted through the door.
The last thing he needed was her. He cleaned himself up and reorganised his bits. The pad served a real purpose now. He felt ashamed, his Y chromosome put up some resistance, but he knew Vera would soon crush that. He returned to the bedroom.
“Coffee is on the vanity and put your tights and girdle on. We can get your hair and make up sorted,” she said cheerfully throwing a new packet of hosiery at him.
They had chosen them together, Fogal All Nude 10 denier tights. It was a brand he had never heard of and at £28 he knew they were special. She re-checked his hands and nails.
“Take care with these, they are special, and we only have one pair” she warned
He opened the luxurious cellophane-wrapped packet and eased out the tights.
“What makes these tights so special is the thread count, it’s much higher than ordinary tights and therefore will feel nicer on your legs and the seam, which is on the bottom of the sole, which makes it more comfortable and better for showing off your pretty toes.
He gathered up the tights, the lack of a seam in the toe threw him at first. He started to wrap one leg in the hosiery, and it was clear Vera knew what she was doing. These tights were supercharged compared to the everyday tights he had been wearing for the past six months. The other leg joined its brother and soon the tights had reached his knees, he couldn’t help but look at her, a small smile half crossing his face.
“The high thread count makes them feel softer and silkier, doesn’t it?” she said noticing that the poor boor was dangerously close to overloading.
He had to pause. He sat on the side of the bed, took a large breath and exhaled. “Yes,” he croaked before working the tights up through his thighs. The sensation was a new level of joy. In addict terms, it was like he had just discovered the good stuff capable of generating a bigger high and his cock was responding.
Working quickly, he tugged and pulled the oh so smooth tights into position and urgently grabbed his padded girdle and stepped into it, he needed its crushing presence to prevent her from seeing his problem. The girdle settled around his waist, and whilst it did hide his problem, it hadn’t resolved the issue.
He put his robe back on, that didn’t help at all, the satin moving over his new tights generating sweet sensations with each caress. He looked down, his French manicured toenails positively gleaming through the weave now they were not hidden by a reinforced toe and seam.
“Nice, isn’t it my pretty?” she teased.
He sat down at his vanity and looked at her in the mirror, she was starting to work on his hair. Again, he didn’t need her to do it, she just wanted to be involved today.
“Oh yes, and I can’t believe how much nicer it is not having a toe seam”
She chuckled. “Oh, my sweet pretty sissy boy, you are a hopeless case, aren’t you?” she said as she unwound the rags that he had put into his damp hair the previous night.
“Today, I am going to make you so swishy, so girly, you are going to forget you were ever a boy. Won’t that be nice?”
He lowered his eyes, he knew she was right, and recently she kept pushing him, he knew where she was taking this conversation.
“How the boys are going to look at you, all virginal in your pretty dress, whilst they imagine how they might make out with you. Have you started thinking about boys yet?”
He ignored her, thankfully he hadn’t had much exposure to boys over the past 6 months, except for the religious education lessons where they had been on best behaviour.
“No, Vera, I am not interested in boys” he replied firmly.
“Oh, you will be, and soon you will be pleading for real breasts so that you can wear low-cut blouses and look sexy in your bikini”
He just ignored her, and she brushed and worked his long blond hair into place.
“If you had breasts, there would be no questions that you needed to wear a bra, you would need the support and so your behaviour wouldn’t be perverted, it would be a necessity.”
“No, never,” he said, with a slight timbre of fear in his voice.
“There we are, doesn’t your hair look lovely?” she said switching topics effortlessly.
He looked in the mirror and had to agree. His long blonde hair hung down over his shoulders, strait at the tip, leading into soft curls from his jawline to his collarbone. It framed his face beautifully and his hair partially covered his bra straps, the whole image screamed ‘woman’.
“Ok time for your dress,” she said moving across to his wardrobe. She opened the door, and they were both surprised at how full the rails were with his skirts, blouses, dresses and other female accoutrements.
“Reminds me of my wardrobe” she teased as she withdrew a white lace dress.
He gasped. He had chosen this dress with her a few weeks ago, but he had forgotten just how girly it was – a stupid thought, all dresses were girly – but this was hyper-feminine.
“Did I tell you this was a wedding dress?” she said slipping it off the hanger.
He swallowed. She was sending him to his Confirmation in a wedding dress.
“I wanted you to know something of how a girl might feel to get married. This wedding dress brings all the romance any girl could want on her big day. Don’t you love the beautiful long-sleeved lace bodice over the integrated lining designed to look like a slip? See how the dress is cinched in at the waist using a satin waistband, then flows out into a swishy pleated skirt – a dream for any girl, let alone a pretty boy like you.”
He looked at her holding up the dress, the problem was, he couldn’t disagree.
“When you are all dressed up, like a bride, in your silk lingerie, luxury tights, and dress, you are going be so beautifully uncomfortable in your girdle….and I demand that you behave like the lady you have become – are we clear Alice?”
He nodded as she unclasped the rear of the bodice and opened the zipper that started halfway down the dress where the lining started.
“Here we are dear,” she said offering him the dress.
He stood, took off his gown, the arousal in his groin was intense. He took the open back of the dress and stepped into the satin lining and the intensity of his feelings surprised him. He was transported back to that first time, wearing her slip, and berated himself for taking these clothes for granted.
He felt his long hair move over his bare shoulders as he shimmied into the frock. He pushed his hands through the long lace sleeves as Vera stepped around to his rear and helped the dress onto his shoulders. She made a few adjustments and started to lift the zipper over his hips and up to his bra strap. She found the satin button and closed the lace bodice.
“Nearly there,” she said “I just need to tie the sash off in a pretty bow………there, now let’s have a look at you.”
She led him over to the full-length mirror “Oh my, don’t you look”-
“Perfect, it’s perfect” he finished. “It’s wonderful, thank you Vera” he gushed, quite overtaken by his feminine, virginal reflection in the mirror.
“I thought you might like to wear these,” she said, and her ivory peep-toe heels appeared in her hand, “the first high heels you wore, remember?”
He blushed, “of course” and he stepped into them.
“Ok, I will leave you to do your make-up, a simple and innocent daytime look, whilst I get myself ready.
Vera took her seat in the pew, next to of all people, Marjorie from the WI. They exchanged pleasantries against the background organ music. The music stopped, and a new piece played bringing the congregation to its feet.
The altar boys led the procession, followed by the vicar and the bishop. The Confirmands followed behind. Leslie and a boy in a dark suit were at the front, they were both to be baptised by the Vicar before all of them were confirmed into the Church by the Bishop. Leslie did look like a bride with the young man beside him.
Leslie was just about holding it together. As if the luxurious tights, silk lingerie and his dress weren’t enough, here he was walking down the aisle with a boy next to him. He caught Vera’s proud motherly eye as he passed her in the congregation.
“Is that your niece?” asked Marjorie.
Vera nodded and turned to face her “Yes, doesn’t she look pretty?”
Marjorie smiled, “Yes, very, that one will need to watch the boys”
They watched the ceremony. Eventually, after hymns and prayers, Leslie was called forward by the Vicar. “Do you, wish to be baptized?”
Leslie heard the words, this was it, he was about to be baptised before God as Alice Henshaw. He was painfully aroused at the thought but determined to remain ladylike.
“I do” he replied softly.
Vera smiled at the words ‘I do’ it was so like a wedding she thought.
The Vicar continued “faith is the gift of God to his people. In baptism, the Lord is adding to our number those whom he is calling. People of God, will you welcome these candidates and uphold them in their new life in Christ?”
Vera answered “With the help of God, we will” with rather more energy than others around her.
The Vicar continued “Alice Vera Henshaw, I baptize you in the name of the Father,
and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.”
“Amen,” said Vera cheerfully.
The service ended and the newly confirmed followed the procession out of the church and onto the green outside. Vera and Marjorie weaved their way through the crowds and found Leslie chatting to another boy and a girl. He saw Vera and broke away from them.
“Congratulations, and welcome to the church. This is my friend from the WI, Marjorie” said Vera hugging him.
Marjorie smiled, “I love your dress Alice and congratulations on your confirmation”
“Thank you, I must say your bag is divine” he replied.
Deep down all he wanted was to go home and partake in some unladylike relief. Instead, Vera trotted him around the congregation introducing him as her niece.
Finally, after half an hour, the crowds started to disperse, and they started to say their farewells.
“Great to meet you Leslie, and I hope we will see you with Vera at the WI?” asked Marjorie
“I expect so,” said Vera.
“Tell me, do you still have that young man staying with you?” asked Marjorie
“Oh No, he left some time ago,” said Leslie, smiling.
More adventures will follow as Vera and Alice take a vacation.
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