What have I done... (2)

“So go on then, how the hell has this happened?”
“I was just curious how it would feel to have breasts” I answered weakly.

 “Why would you want to know that?” Sarah continued, “Do you want to be a woman? Do you dress as a woman when I’m not around? Are you gay?” the questions started to rain from her.

”No, I don’t want to be a woman. Yes, I do sometimes dress when you’re not around. And no, I’m not gay or bi” I tried to explain.

 “I really don’t know what to make of you right now. You better get

Dressed.  I need my sleep right now and need to think about you and us 

The next few weeks were really difficult with a tense silence between the two of us. This didn’t however stop my breasts and hips from continuing to grow and my skin softening.  I also seemed to be losing some of the bulk from my arms
Sarah was obviously aware of this “Here you better wear one of these otherwise your boobs are going to sag.” She said as she handed me a bra “I reckon it should fit you. Are they getting sore?”
 “Thanks, they are aching a bit and my nipples are really tender” I replied.
“Here’s a tape measure, you’ll need to measure yourself properly. There‘s a guide in this book on how to do this. Let me know what you come out as and I’ll get you some bras”
“Thanks love” I replied and seizing the opportunity to keep the conversation going added “I know this is a nightmare for you, but I didn’t want this” 

“I believe you, but you also like to dress as a woman, don’t you, and that’s bad enough” “Do you wear my clothes?” she asked.
“No, I’ve collected my own clothes”
“Right, well I need to face into this. Get your clothes and stuff out and let’s see just how silly you look” she replied as she left the room.
“You sure you want me to put everything on?” I asked after her. 

“Yep, I reckon the more convincing you look the less pathetic you’ll seem to me.” She called back. 

“Right, I thought, with the curves I’ve now got, the best I can do is going to be better than ever”.
As I didn’t need to shave my face I concentrated on shaving my legs and under my arms. Once finished I put on a pair of lacy panties and was quite surprised to realise that my boobs fitted the matching bra without any further padding. I then sat down and put on my makeup, again with my softer skin and no possible stubble shadow I could afford to lessen the amount of foundation. This helped to give a more natural look. 
Resisting the temptation to pluck my eyebrows I worked my eye makeup and liner to create the look of having arched brows. Happy with the effect I added some body spray deodorant, pulled on a pair of light coloured fine stay-up stockings and picked out my favourite pencil skirt. As I slipped this on I noticed how my fuller hips were emphasised by the cut of skirt. “No need for my old padding” I thought to myself.  I then added a stretch blouse to complete the look. I buttoned this up just enough to avoid my bra showing and adjusted myself in my bra so the rounded tops of my boobs were showing and to give me a full cleavage.
I brushed out my favourite wig, fixed this on my head and finished styling it and finally put on a pair of black 3” patent court shoes. Even I was surprised at the final result, this really was as convincing as I had ever been.   Afraid that the sight of my cleavage would be too much I experimented with buttoning my blouse a bit more.  “What the hell” I decided as I unbuttoned it again “if she wants convincing then this will show her”
“Well, here we go” I thought “I don’t know whether she’s going to be freaked out by how I look” For good measure just before I left the room I added a spray of perfume and set off downstairs.
The swish of my stockings as my legs rubbed together sent a shiver down my body.  With one final hesitation I walked into the lounge.

“Bloody hell” Sarah gasped “is that really you in there!”

“Yes love” I smiled sheepishly

“Stand there and let me have a good look at you.  You really wouldn’t know you are a man” adding after a pause, “there again, I don’t suppose you are right now, are you?
