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Foreword

Lingerie is powerful stuff, no matter who’s wearing it! When a man finds himself fastened in  firmly feminine foundations to please the love of his life, you can be sure he’s in for a rollercoaster ride of sexual submission. There’s no doubt who’s in charge when a husband wears panties and a boyfriend wears bras, as the heroes of these stories about male feminization discover when they learn just what it means to wear lingerie like a lady - with all that entails! 

Regardless of whether the garments in question are everyday women’s underwear or more old-fashioned corsetry, there’s nothing more submissive for a man than feeling feminized from the skin up. From forming a deliciously naughty means of courtship to wearing it as often as any woman, lingerie has its place for these men both in and out of the bedroom. Indeed, such sexy underwear is so seductive that it ensures they remain right where they ought to be - in loving relationships made stronger by silky satin and luscious lace. 

♥ Jennifer is surprisingly receptive to her husband’s desire to wear lingerie, encouraging him to do just that - but only on her terms. While Donald might fantasise about fooling about in skimpy thongs and sexy stockings, he soon learns that pretty panties and practical pantyhose are what real woman wear when they’re going about their everyday business. More exciting garments aren’t completely off limits for the man expected to emulate his wife’s intimate apparel, however, as you’ll find out in  Just Like A Woman. 

♥ Sally bought her husband a bra to teach him a lesson about her own underwear, but Nigel soon finds that wearing this most feminine of garments is a slippery slope, learning all about erotic feminization and lingerie discipline in the process. 

Wearing a bra to work ensures that he’ll be home on time, but it doesn’t stop there for a man whose wife uses lingerie to liven up their love life. In  The Difference A Year Makes, you’ll follow Nigel’s journey from being utterly clueless about such intimate attire to being brassièred on a full-time basis - for both punishment and pleasure! 

♥ Nathan’s wife has a penchant for period dramas, but he’s less enamoured by tales of demure débutantes - until he becomes a damsel in distress himself! When Karen laces him in a corset, this feminized husband learns first-hand why the ladies onscreen are always swooning so breathlessly, but far more is in store for him in his foundation wear, with his wife adopting the role of a strict governess before

making love to her charge! Discover how this couple bring new life to old-fashioned underwear in  The Governess’s Corsets. 

♥ Studying for exams is difficult at the best of times, but sitting opposite a girl who flirtatiously flaunts her bra straps makes things next to impossible for David. It seems Nina loves lingerie just as much as he does, revelling in its feminine fascination as she enchants her man - first with her own undies, then with his! 

Falling in love in a library is made all the more exciting by lacy frills, but will David be prepared to go the extra mile for a girl who likes her boys in bras? Find out in  Seduced By Her Bra Straps. 

The allure of such arousing attire means that these men find themselves inexorably drawn to wearing women’s underwear for their wives and girlfriends, gaining a first-hand appreciation of its power from a more female perspective! If the idea of men wearing lingerie is as exciting for you as it is for them, you’ll find  firmly feminine foundations a fascinating frolic in frillies! 

Just Like A Woman

The inexorable slide of the bra strap down Donald’s left shoulder had gone past the point of no return. No matter how often he nonchalantly reached his arm behind him as though scratching his head in contemplation, it simply wouldn’t budge - indeed, the strap seemed to be slipping further down his arm with every attempt to rescue it. Even more gymnastic manoeuvres proved to no avail, stretching his arms high above him as though limbering up for a yoga lesson doing nothing to return the errant elastic to its rightful place. He could feel it stretching taut across his skin as he shrugged his shoulders and made all manner of other movements in an effort to put it back, but it was no good - his bra strap fell loose again as soon as he ceased his struggles, resisting him with an infuriating persistence for something so simple. 

A woman wouldn’t have this problem, Donald mused, as he wondered what to do about the predicament he found himself in. She would simply reach into her blouse and pull the fallen strap back into position, reaching right down her sleeve if necessary to retrieve it, but it was unlikely that she would let things get that far - an earlier adjustment would save her from such problems, the occasional hand fishing momentarily beneath her top and her bra straps would never leave her shoulders, let alone work their way down her arms as his had started to do. It was a gesture that he had seen his female coworkers perform quite unashamedly in front of him, utterly unaware of the attention that adjusting their underwear merited for a man wearing similar garments himself. Indeed, he often wondered whether they were conscious of doing so at all, or whether rescuing their bra straps had become so habitual as to become an unconscious reflex, performed automatically whenever they started to slip. 

Had Donald been alone, he wouldn’t have had to resort to such surreptitious alternatives, especially given how ineffectual they proved on occasions such as this. 

There was a reason why women reached into their blouses rather than messing around shrugging their shoulders or scratching their heads like he had to, and that was because doing was quick and simple, resolving the problem once and for all rather than merely putting off the inevitable. He longed to be able to emulate them in this regard, but that was difficult in an open plan office, the low cubicle partitions offering little in the way of screening from the casual gaze of coworkers. It wasn’t that he thought anyone would be watching him, but Donald simply wasn’t prepared to take the risk - the revelation that he was wearing a bra under his shirt would be unthinkable, his intimate attire sure to make him the laughing stock of the office should it ever be revealed. 

No, Donald would need to retreat to a more private kind of cubicle in order to put his slipping bra strap to rights, something he was loathe to do too often for fear of attracting unwanted attention of a different sort. Sloping off to the toilet every five minutes was sure to get a man a reputation he could do without, even if no-one guessed the true purpose of his frequent visits. There were men who rumour had it played with far more than just their phones in the stalls, not to mention secret smokers who were the cause of regular memos from management, about whose identity he had his suspicions just like everyone else in the office. That was not the kind of company he wished to keep in the eyes of his coworkers, which meant that he would just have to manage for a little while longer, one of his bra straps hanging slovenly around his arm rather than pulling down on his shoulder like every other bra strap in the office did. 

As though taunting him, he caught sight of his colleague Gladys in the cubicle opposite him making the same simple gesture he so longed to do, unconsciously reaching her hand into the neck of her blouse, crossing her arm across her chest as she did so. There was no sign of her bra strap in the second or two it took her to perform the manoeuvre, but that didn’t stop Donald inferring its presence, there being no other purpose for such an unmistakable action. If she was simply scratching an itch, she would have done so through her clothing, he mused, making more vigorous movements with her hands than the delicate shifting of her fingers needed to locate and adjust the elastic beneath. 

Gladys hadn’t lifted her eyes from her work in the process, carrying on typing blissfully unaware of the effect she was having on Donald - reminding him of his own intimate attire and the dangers of adjusting it in public as much as if she’d crept up behind him and pinged his bra straps while he was doing so himself. 

Beyond being instinctively drawn to the actions of a fellow bra wearer, Donald had no particular interest in what underwear Gladys was wearing. If this were a fantasy, she would inevitably be a ravishing beauty, her black push-up bra all too obvious beneath a sheer fitted blouse that was unbuttoned to reveal a dangerous amount of cleavage. Like a Siren, her bust would captivate any man who laid eyes upon it, luring him to his doom between her brassièred breasts. Only Donald would be immune to her charms thanks to wearing a similar garment himself, keeping his chaste in the face of overwhelming temptation. However much she came onto him, he would be able to resist her advances, knowing that his bra would cause such a vixen to lose all interest in him as a man. 

“Your wife makes you wear a bra?”, she would splutter on discovering his shameful secret, barely able to control her laughter as he blushed with shame. 

Gladys was far from being the femme fatale of erotic literature, however. Like many of the women he worked with, she was middle aged and slightly overweight, presumably a devoted wife and mother to a husband and family he had no doubt heard all about but couldn’t immediately bring to mind. Professionally dressed, her smart blouse and jacket were opaque enough to give no indication of what she was wearing underneath, which

was almost certainly just as sensible as the office worker’s outerwear. Although younger women often blatantly flaunted their lingerie as some kind of fashion statement these days, those of a certain age still recognised the importance of modesty in the workplace, making sure that everything was suitably covered up as far as their underwear was concerned. It was a sure bet that every woman in the office was appropriately brassièred, even if nothing gave the fact away beyond the subtlest of bumps from their strap adjusters or bulges of fat pushed out in places where ordinarily there wouldn’t have been any. Women, after all, wore bras. 

Donald couldn’t picture Gladys, or indeed, any of the other women he worked with wearing anything particularly racy when it came to lingerie, seeing them as the type who would value comfort over style. Perhaps that was unfair, and they all secretly wore black satin basques and raunchy red suspender belts beneath their staid office wear, but Donald had a suspicion that white lace would be as saucy as it got as far as his coworkers were concerned, with plain cotton being more the order of the day. That, after all, was what he was wearing under his suit - a white cotton bra, albeit embellished with a little lace, along with matching full cut panties. They were still feminine - far too feminine for a man to be wearing - but pretty rather than sexy. If it weren’t for the sheer inappropriateness for his gender, there would be nothing out of place about his intimate attire - half the office wore something very similar. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Donald had only himself to blame for the bra and panties he found himself in, underwear that he wore to work every day without fail - and indeed, remained in around the house until it was time for bed. Only on going for a shower was he finally free from such trappings of womanhood, but otherwise he was expected to wear appropriate lingerie throughout the day. That meant donning a sensible bra and panties for work, with practical pantyhose when the weather grew colder and more seductive garments on special occasions. That, after all, was exactly what a woman would do, and Donald had expressed the desire to wear underwear just like a woman, seduced by tales of erotic feminization and lingerie discipline that saw their heroes prancing around in corsets and stockings, basques and thongs, dressed like whores and sluts to their humiliation but also great delight. He wanted to do likewise - to be made to wear such feminine delights all the time, bras and panties and hosiery, exactly like a woman would. 

His wife Jennifer had been surprisingly receptive to the idea when he’d finally broached the courage to share such fantasies with her. “You want to play dress up in girls’

things?”, she’d asked with a mixture of curiosity and amusement. “I want to wear lingerie just like a woman does”, he’d admitted coyly, having no idea what that actually entailed at the time. “Like a woman does?”, Jennifer had echoed, her expression an unreadable mixture of emotions, the gears of her mind evidently turning rapidly behind

her unblinking eyes. “Like I do, you mean?”. “Yes”, he managed to stammer, unable to meet his wife’s gaze as she continued to regard him, apparently unfazed by such a suggestion. “Like you do. I want to wear lingerie just like you do”, he confessed, glad to have found her so accommodating. “Well, we’ll have to see about that”, she laughed, and that was that - Donald didn’t want to press the matter any further, knowing that he was entirely at his wife’s mercy when it came to her humouring him. She hadn’t rejected the idea out of hand, let alone thrown him out of the house or denounced him as a pervert, which was far more than he might have hoped for. 

Jennifer had let him stew for several days before returning to the subject again. “I’ve been thinking about you wanting to wear lingerie like a woman does”, she said suddenly as they were sitting down after dinner one evening. “Like I do”, she added, giving her words a subtle emphasis that wasn’t lost on Donald even though he had no inkling as to what she meant by it at the time. He nodded faintly, not wanting to spoil the moment by saying anything out of turn, waiting for her to go on. “I want you to know what it’s really like. Not just playing, but for real. If you’re going to wear lingerie, you’re going to do it properly”, she continued. “Like a woman does”. Her words had a stronger stress this time, an unmistakable secret meaning that Donald had yet to fathom, but it was clear that Jennifer had something in mind. “You’re going to wear it my way, the way I tell you to, whenever, wherever and whatever a woman would. Is that clear?”. “Yes, Jenny, Yes!”, Donald enthused, but his wife wasn’t finished. 

“I want to hear you tell me properly”, she said sternly, looking expectantly at her husband. When his response wasn’t immediately forthcoming, she spelled it out for him more explicitly, adopting a different tone to make it clear she wanted him to copy her words. “I want to wear lingerie like a woman would”, she intoned solemnly, waiting for Donald to repeat the phrase before continuing. “When a woman would”. He stumbled over the words to the extent that she had him say them again more clearly, insisting that he make a sentence of it. “I want to wear lingerie when a woman would”, he told her, his face burning with embarrassment. “Where a woman would”, Jennifer continued methodically. “Where a woman would!”, Donald echoed, again having to be reminded of the need to add the extra words. “And how a woman would”, Jennifer concluded. “I want to wear lingerie how a woman would”, Donald told her, finally having got the hang of what she was asking him to do, but Jennifer still hadn’t finished with him. 

“From the beginning”, she ordered. “I want to wear lingerie like a woman would”, he stammered before getting into his stride, “when a woman would, where a woman would and how a woman would”. “And you’ll promise that you’ll wear what I tell you, when I tell you, where I tell you?”. “I promise that I’ll wear what you tell me, when you tell me, where you tell me”, he repeated. “Because I’m a woman and I know what it means to wear lingerie like a woman”, Jennifer recited in the tone that indicated he should

copy her. “Because you’re a woman and you know what it means to wear lingerie like a woman”. “Whereas you don’t and you want me to teach you”. “Whereas I don’t and I want you to teach me”, he said before pleading, “Please, Jennifer. I promise I’ll do what you say”. “I know you will, sweetie”, she grinned, kissing her bemused husband on the cheek. Donald had almost started saying “You know I will, sweetie” before he realised his ordeal was over, although something had happened between the two of them. He got the feeling he was in for far more than he might have bargained for. 

Donald had thought back to that conversations on numerous occasions over the months that had followed, wondering whether his wife had been as serious about the matter then as she had later turned out to be. Had she been testing him, perhaps hoping to put him off his fantasy by throwing him in at the deep end, or were the promises she’d had him make indicative of her having a plan all along? Certainly, the way in which she had him wear lingerie had turned out to be rather different to what he had envisaged, although looking back, he wasn’t sure what he had expected at the time. Jennifer’s approach to women’s underwear was the only one that made sense when he turned such things over in his mind, unable to formulate a sensible alternative - even though he was sure his fantasies had never quite been like this. Perhaps that was natural, given that he had been doing things her way for so long, and had she chosen to take him down a different path back then, that might now seem just as normal. 

Such thoughts made his head spin if he contemplated them for too long, but one thing was certain. There was no going back to how things had been, now that Jennifer had trained him to wear lingerie like a woman would. Where a woman would, when a woman would, how a woman would. He remembered the words off by heart, although that wasn’t surprising given how often his wife had made him repeat them for her -

dressed and undressed in various kinds of intimate attire, he would echo her words until they came naturally to him, just as wearing such feminine underwear had slowly became a part of his life. She’d helped him live up to his promise, although she would never have forced it upon him - indeed, she’d given him ample opportunity to suggest alternatives, but he could never come up with anything that made as much sense as her way. After all, she was having him wear lingerie like a woman would, which was exactly what he had asked for - what other way was there, even for a man? 

♡ ♡ ♡

In the toilet cubicle, Donald took the opportunity to relieve himself in addition to retrieving his long lost bra strap. That meant not just pulling his trousers down, which in itself was an unusual action for a man, but also the nude pantyhose he was wearing underneath, carefully working the flesh coloured nylon down his hips and thighs until there was enough room for him to get at his panties beneath. Their white cotton soon joined the bunched up nylon around his knees, the bundle of feminine material slowly

working its way down towards his ankles as he went about his business, seated like a woman rather than standing like a man. Even after all this time, he still got a certain thrill from finding himself in this situation, knowing that only a short distance away, through the wall that divided the men’s room from that of the ladies’, there would be women doing likewise, attired not that differently to himself, without the slightest idea that a man had joined their number - a man who wore lingerie like a woman would and so had to pee like a woman would. 

Autumn had been drawing in when Jennifer first introduced Donald to wearing pantyhose, the nights getting darker, the mornings chillier - a time of the year when women wouldn’t want to go barelegged even without the imposition of dress codes to the contrary. Nylons were something that Jennifer had ignored to date, his training having focused solely on panties and bras even though some of his female colleagues wore pantyhose throughout the year. Such hosiery had never really entered into his fantasies - like most red blooded men, Donald had a strong preference for stockings, ideally held up by a sexy suspender belt. Like the countless pin-ups he had pleasured himself to as a youth, he pictured himself in smoky black nylons, their deep lace tops matching the delicate filigree of the hip hugging garment that framed his sex. Quite apart from being far more of a turn on, they would have the added benefit of convenience - no need to pull them down to touch himself, no matter whether he was merely going to the toilet or engaged in rather more intimate activities. 

He’d expressed such sentiments to Jennifer when she’d presented him with far plainer attire - a three pack of pantyhose, nude in colour, size large, still in the cardboard box bearing the brand of the local supermarket. It was exactly the kind of hosiery he’d seen her pick up for herself when they’d been shopping for groceries together, albeit in a smaller size. “Do you know what men think about women who wear stockings and suspenders?”, Jennifer had asked, directing him to take off his trousers so he could model his new hosiery for her. It was a rhetorical question, of course - she knew full well his thoughts on such matters, her husband having nagged her in the past about wearing similarly sexy attire herself for him. For his part, Donald knew there was no way he could answer his wife without landing himself in a veritable minefield of awkward questions about his attitudes towards women. “You can wear sexier things when we’re together, but I don’t want people thinking you’re some kind of slut”, she told him, simultaneously showing him how to bunch the pantyhose up before carefully running it up his legs. “That’s not why we wear nylons, you know”. 

She’d had him model his hosiery for her, lifting the tails of his shirt to reveal its waistband and having him turn around to show her how the nylon moulded itself to the curves of his behind, stretching itself over the white cotton of the panties beneath. 

Finally satisfied with his appearance in such womanly legwear, she’d had him stand there in front of her, clad only in feminine attire from the waist down, while she taught

him what a man who wore lingerie like a woman needed to know about hosiery. It was far more delicate than his panties or bra, which meant he needed to take extra care in avoiding anything that might snag it, paying much greater attention to his personal grooming so as not to fall foul of hangnails. “If you ladder them, you’re going to have to get yourself new ones. I’ll buy you enough to get started, but after that, I expect you to look after replacing them yourself, just like a woman would”. She’d been true to her word, and soon his lingerie drawer had a pile of flesh coloured nylon alongside the panties and bras that had become an indispensable part of his wardrobe. 

By then wearing the latter had become second nature to him, donning them automatically as part of his morning routine. It had taken a while for him to become as familiar with putting on pantyhose in the morning, its more delicate nature coupled with his natural sleepiness making getting into it far more challenging than his other lingerie. 

Indeed, Donald hadn’t really appreciated what Jennifer had meant about having to take care of his nylons until he’d inadvertently put his finger through them for the first time. 

It had been his first day at working wearing such feminine hosiery under his trousers, and he was surprisingly nervous about it for a man who already wore a bra and panties all day, every day, having still not got used to the electrifying sensation of nylon against his skin. Jennifer had insisted he wear his pantyhose around the house that weekend in an attempt to acclimatise his body to it, although she hadn’t helped the situation by brushing against his legs at every available opportunity, even rubbing her hand sensuously over his nylon clad thighs as she told him how he’d be wearing them to work henceforth - just like a woman would. 

Finding himself feeling intimidated by the thought of his male coworkers going about their business in the urinals, unimpeded by such feminine accoutrements, Donald had been in too much of a hurry to pull his pantyhose back up. The thin plywood door that separated the feminized man from colleagues who were sure to be wearing far more socially acceptable, not to mention rather more convenient underwear may as well not have been there considering the way his heart was pounding in his chest. At any moment, Donald expected to hear howls of laughter as the door burst open to reveal him sitting there, panties and pantyhose bundled around his ankles like a woman. 

Whereas he could at least pull the former up in a hurry, carrying them along with his trousers in an emergency manoeuvre to escape humiliation at the hands of his peers, the latter simply wasn’t amenable to such rough treatment - as he’d found to his cost when he’d tried. 

From then on, his wife had insisted that he always keep a spare pair of pantyhose to hand - a most embarrassing addition to his briefcase, but no different to what a woman would carry in her handbag, Jennifer advised him. She’d instructed him to go to the supermarket and pick up a replacement for the pair he’d ruined on the way home from work the following evening, even writing down the exact kind she’d bought for him. 

That hadn’t made his ordeal in front of the racks of hosiery any easier, however - he’d been too ashamed to hold her note in his hand as he desperately scanned the aisle for what he knew he had to return home with, furtively glancing around to make sure no-one was watching him do so. In retrospect, he realised he could simply have pretended he was buying them for his wife had anyone asked, but no-one did - not even the checkout girl whom he was unable to look in the eye, scanning them through with as little interest in his purchase as the other items he’d bought in an attempt to disguise it. 

Jennifer had frowned at the extra milk, but whether it was the chocolates he’d bought as well or simply his courage in the face of adversity, she’d helped him remove his pantyhose in a far more amorous setting later that evening, discarding them on the way to the bed along with her own. 

Like his bra straps, it was impossible to adjust such feminine attire in public, however much he might want to. His panties were a reasonably snug fit, with the unfeminine bulge of his manhood pushing them out at the front, which in turn had an unfortunate tendency to cause the material at the back to slowly work its way up between his buttocks. Previously, he might have attempted to discreetly adjust himself when he thought nobody was looking, but now there was no hope of doing so - the layer of clinging nylon prevented him doing so through his trousers, whereas running his hand down their waistband to sort the matter out directly was far too much of a risk to take in public - just like fiddling with his bra straps. As such, he now suffered the same dilemma below as he did above - whilst his panties weren’t quite as onerous as his bra in this regard, any adjustment of them now necessitated a trip to the toilet, requiring him to live with the discomfort until an opportune time arouse. 

Jennifer was not unsympathetic to his plight, but was of the opinion that her husband would soon get used to dealing with such matters - just like a woman who was expected to wear pantyhose day in, day out would. When the days had grown so short that Donald was not only returning from work in the dark but setting out before the sun had properly risen too, he found that his wife had put a pair of thick black pantyhose on top of the pile of thinner nude ones in his lingerie drawer. The opaque hosiery was soon joined by several more pairs, enough for a fresh pair every day plus a couple extra for wash days, their warm material making up for his legs’ lack of natural insulation, for Jennifer had insisted that Donald keep them hairless if they were going to look their best in nylons, just like a woman would. When the spring came, Donald found himself back in the lighter nude hosiery again, wondering whether Jennifer would allow him to go barelegged in the summer or insist that he wore pantyhose on even the hottest days, like many of his colleagues did. Having grown so used to his second skin, he could understand why they might feel naked without it, wanting to keep their legs covered at all times for reasons of modesty - he certainly didn’t want to be showing his off, as smooth and unmanly as they had become now that keeping them hairless was as part of his routine as shaving his face. 

It was strange how the sight of bunched up pantyhose and panties around his knees had a tendency to send his thoughts in this kind of direction, reminding him of his wife and how she’d lovingly indulged his desire to be feminized. Sitting in the toilet stall musing on such matters, Donald found he had the beginnings of an erection too, even though seeing such practical attire was an everyday occurrence for him. The thought of what the flesh coloured nylon and plain white cotton meant never ceased to turn him, almost as much as if he had been wearing raunchy red stockings and suspenders along with a matching thong. Such sauciness was as off limits for him outside of the bedroom as it would be for any of his coworkers - Gladys would be sure to cause a stir if she came into work wearing hosiery better suited to a streetwalker, with even fishnet tights bound to attract unwanted attention from her male colleagues. At least David’s nude nylons were inconspicuous, pretty much invisible so long as one didn’t look closely enough to notice that his legs were as smooth as a woman’s, whereas his winter legwear was opaque enough to be indistinguishable from men’s socks at a distance - so much so that Jennifer had him forgo the latter in favour of just wearing his pantyhose, just like a woman would. 

Donald shook his head in an effort to dispel such thoughts, doing his best not to inflame his nascent arousal as he pulled his panties back up, the swollen bulge in the front of them indicative of their effects on him. That was the easy part over with, for panties were not that different to male underwear in so far as pulling them up one’s legs was concerned, no matter how frilly or lacy or girly they might be. Pantyhose, on the other hand, required rather more care and attention, something that Donald knew from bitter experience, having snagged more pairs than he cared to remember. After first checking his nails to make sure there was nothing that would catch the delicate nylon, he cautiously worked his fingers into the bunched up hosiery, slowly working it up his legs until the two separate circles of nylon become one. Thankfully, they’d done so just below his groin such that he could simply roll the waistband up towards his belly button

- had there been much of a gap between the crotch of his pantyhose and that of his body, something that seemed to happen all too frequently as a result of him being rather taller than the average woman, he would have needed to slowly ease the nylon up from lower down his legs, or simply start from scratch - something that was always difficult in the cramped confines of a toilet cubicle. 

This time, however, all Donald needed to do was ensure that his shirt was properly tucked in before flushing the toilet and returning to the company of men. The prospect of inadvertently displaying the waistband of his pantyhose, let alone that of his panties, was frightening enough to cause Donald to pay special attention to such matters even without Jennifer’s special coaching on such dangers. She’d had him sit through a number of romantic comedies in which the hapless heroine unwittingly tucked her skirt into her panties prior to a date with the man of her dreams, humiliated not only in front of her heartthrob but anyone else who happened to glance down at her choice of

underwear so openly on display. While Donald wouldn’t be running the risk of such abject exposure thanks to wearing trousers rather than a skirt to work, that was more than made up for by the fact that even the slightest hint of panties or pantyhose on a man would prove utterly damning. Jennifer was as keen as Donald was that he shouldn’t end up an object of ridicule among his colleagues, and as such had drilled the lesson into him to the extent that he was always reminded of her as he fastened his belt tight enough to ensure his secret would be safe. 

Back at his desk, no-one was any the wiser. For all his colleagues knew, Donald had simply been answering the call of nature, something so commonplace as to barely warrant any attention. The extra lengths to which he had to go as a result of his lingerie were something that only he and his wife need ever know about, no matter how much his feminine underwear impinged upon its unlikely wearer as he went about his business. With his bra straps now pulling into his shoulders as they should and his groin embraced not just by his snug cotton ppanties but clinging pantyhose as well, Donald continued with his work, no different to the others who were wearing similar garments as they beavered away. While the presence of his lingerie might have nagged more at the back of his mind than a woman’s might, it didn’t stop him fulfilling his duties as a man, however much it might complicate them on occasion. Just like a woman, his bra, panties and pantyhose had become a part of his life, always there yet never becoming too much to bear, reminding him of his wife and their shared secret no matter how far apart they were. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Jennifer had started Donald’s transition to wearing women’s lingerie by having him wear panties in place of the briefs that had previously found favour in his underwear drawer. That had involved a trip to a local departmental store where, naturally, Donald was captivated by the sexier garments on offer - luxurious lace and shiny satin festooned with frills and bows, often so skimpily cut as to be practically no more than wisps of material. His wife had been far more pragmatic, and while she’d humoured her husband’s interest in the fanciful frillies for a little while, she’d soon directed him towards the plainer panties that tended to come in packs of three or more rather than warranting individual hangers. These, after all, were the kind of underwear that a woman his age would wear, she told him, and he was going to wear lingerie just like she would - pretty, full cut affairs trimmed with a little lace. They were undeniably feminine but far more practical than the thongs his eye had been drawn to, which meant they left the store with almost two weeks worth of the former yet only one of the latter. 

Donald had assumed his wife had simply been indulging him by allowing the saucy black thong into their shopping basket, but he’d soon learnt she’d bought it more to educate him in the impracticability of such underwear, rapidly becoming glad he’d not insisted on more of them when he experienced its lack of support and perturbing

tendency to slide between his buttocks first-hand. It was soon resigned to the back of his lingerie drawer. 

Wearing the cotton panties soon became second nature to him, however. Although the prospect of going to work for the first time in such feminine underwear had caused Donald some trepidation, it hadn’t taken him long to get used to the feeling of snugness around his most intimate of regions, the soft cotton caressing his manhood in a manner that he soon became comfortable with. While in principle it was possible to pull his panties out of the way whilst using a urinal, the prospect of even the slightest hint of girly lace being visible to whoever was standing next to him gave Donald a bad case of shy kidneys, driving him to the stalls as effectively as the pantyhose that would join it in due course. Moreover, around the house Jennifer insisted that he sit down to pee, berating him every time she found the toilet seat up until he learnt to do so like a woman would, sitting with his trousers and panties around his ankles and trying not to get too turned on by the sight of the latter so as to impede his business. She’d even gone so far as to have him promise not to let her down but to use the toilet “like a girl” at work before he set out in the mornings, an exhortation that petered out as his domestic habits became engrained. 

With purchasing panties for her husband simply being a matter of taking him to an appropriately stocked lingerie department, Donald had assumed that Jennifer would adopt a similar procedure when it came to kitting him out with bras. His wife had built up the importance of him wearing a bra as well as panties as he’d grown used to the latter, stressing that a woman would never consider going braless in public. He was going to have to wear one too, she told him, and while he would be doing so around the house to begin with, she expected him to wear one all time in due course - just like a woman would. Jennifer would tease him when she was taking her own off, asking her husband if he was jealous about how she was able to wear the most feminine of garments whereas he had yet to graduate beyond panties, and he were absolutely honest, Donald was. However much the prospect of wearing a bra under his shirt scared him senseless, a part of him secretly longed to don this most profound trapping of womanhood. He might not be able to fill its cups so wonderfully as his wife did, flaunting her brassièred bosom in his face as she slowly unhooked her intimate attire in front of him, but he could nevertheless feel the tightness of one around his chest and the pressure of its straps pulling on his shoulders. 

“Please can we go bra shopping for me!”, he’d begged on one occasion when Jennifer had teased him beyond the point of forbearance. Their fooling around had led them to the bedroom, with Donald just in his panties, his other clothes strewn on the floor, but Jennifer had remained more fully dressed. She’d had him sit on the bed and touch himself through the soft cotton as she slowly divested herself of her blouse, putting on a sensual striptease that saw her reveal the silky white cups that covered her firm, round

breasts. Like her husband’s panties, her bra was both practical and yet feminine, but Jennifer soon discarded it for something more overtly erotic, easing herself into a lacy little black number before adjusting herself as though utterly unaware of how her husband was staring agog. As sexy as it was, her brassière evidently didn’t find favour with her, for she’d soon rejected it in favour for a push-up one, its padded pink satin giving her an even more pronounced bust. By the time she was finished, half her lingerie drawer was strewn across the bedroom floor, whereas Donald’s member was dangerously close to the point of no return even without him touching it. Indeed, he was having to hold himself back for fear of filling him panties with sticky delight before the appointed time. 

Jennifer was braless herself by the time they returned to the subject, her breasts having been well and truly worshipped by her panty clad husband who’d only been allowed to remove his own underwear when his wife was satisfied with his selfless devotion. “I’d love to take you bra shopping, sweetie”, she cooed, snuggling up against the warmth of his body under the sheets, “but I don’t think they’ll have anything in your size. There’s no point a woman wearing one that doesn’t fit”, she told him in a matter of fact tone, tracing her fingers over his chest as though to emphasise the point before drawing him closer to her. The look of dejection on his face turned to one of puzzlement as she continued. “Don’t be sad. You’re still going to be wearing a bra soon enough, she told him cryptically, “just you wait and see”. Her subsequent kiss had stifled the questions that Donald was burning to ask, his wife refusing to enlighten him further beyond suggesting he’d end up wearing a bra all the time, just like a woman did - a bra that would fit, just like a woman’s did. 

In the days that followed, Donald was plagued by impossible thoughts of growing breasts like a woman or being made to wear falsies to simulate a feminine bust, for it was difficult to see how else Jennifer would remain true to her word and find bras that would fit him. Indeed, she’d gone to the trouble of having him strip for her and measuring his chest, her cold hands tickling him as she worked her tape measure around his body. He was a double-A cup, she told him, his breasts too small to be those of a woman unless he was also a 34, which his expansive chest most patently was not. 

While she was willing to humour his request to look anyway, Donald soon became painfully aware that there were no bras even remotely approaching his natural size, and Jennifer refused to countenance the idea of him wearing anything that didn’t perfectly match the non-existent curves of his body. “A woman wouldn’t”, she told him firmly, 

“and you promised to wear lingerie like a woman, remember?”. He couldn’t argue with that, and whilst their shopping trip netted a particularly pleasing pink lace bra and panty set for his wife, Donald otherwise came home as empty-handed as he was disappointed, without even new panties of his own to show for it. 

He was beginning to wonder whether Jennifer had forgotten all about her promise to see him brassièred all the time like a woman when, out of the blue one Friday evening, she sprang the most unlikely of surprises upon him. It was a bra all right, featuring all the trappings that made this most feminine of garments so compelling to a man drawn to lingerie - its underwired cups and elastic straps with their little buckles just like any other, cut from a material as white as snow that had a slight sheen to it, trimming with lace and featuring a pretty bow in the middle. Unlike those of his wife, its cups were practically flat, strangely out of keeping with the rest of the bra, which seemed much larger than the ones he had become so familiar with when helping his wife into and out of hers. Indeed, if he hadn’t known better, he might have believed that this bra might even fit him, but bras simply didn’t come in men’s sizes - not men with wide, flat chests, men with no breasts of their own to warrant support. But why else would Jennifer be presenting him with such a garment, given her insistence that a woman wouldn’t wear one that didn’t fit? Donald’s mind was reeling as Jennifer eagerly stripped him of his shirt, practically manhandling her husband in her enthusiasm to put the bra on him. 

So bewildered was Donald by this turn of events that he found himself unable to do anything more than stand there as his wife fussed around him, Jennifer taking each of his limp arms in turn and putting them through the shiny white straps of the bizarre garment before pulling them up onto his shoulders. The metal underwires dug into his chest briefly as she stretched the two ends of the bra behind his back. There was a moment’s struggle while Jennifer fastened the clasp before coming back round in front of him and fussing with the cups and the straps some more. Only when she stepped away to admire her handiwork did Donald finally being to take in what was happening looking down to see the flat cups of his new brassière perfectly following the shallow curve of his chest. He had the strangest feeling of being embraced and engulfed by the garment he now found himself in, surrounded by femininity as its straps pulled down on his shoulders and its underwires pressed gently against his chest, its smooth material caressing his nipples and its clasp resting on his spine. Wherever he directed his attention, the bra was there, hugging him in its inescapable grasp. Was this how women felt, day in and day out? It was an incredible sensation. 

Donald was not the only one to be overwhelmed by the effect of his new lingerie. 

Jennifer, who until then had had a pensive frown on her face, now had her mouth open in surprise and delight. “Oh my! It really does fit!”, she gushed, before regaining her composure. “You have no idea of the trouble I’ve been to to get you that”, she told him, launching into a convoluted story about her attempts to find such an unlikely sized garment, eventually resorting to a specialist retailer who sold mastectomy bras. Her husband, still reeling from the shock, was only half listening to her as she gabbled on about her email exchanges with a seamstress who had been only too willing to help fulfil such a special order, but it wasn’t long before Donald was showing his

appreciation for his wife’s efforts in the most intimate of ways, still clad in the bra that he would remain in for the rest of the evening, and indeed, wear throughout the following Saturday, along with similarly feminine panties. 

Of course, a woman would have more than just one bra in her lingerie drawer, but Jennifer hadn’t wanted to order more for husband until she was sure they would fit him. 

That imposed an inevitable hiatus in proceedings, with Donald going to work in just his panties until his wife had washed his bra along with her own lingerie. It had stood out amongst hers on the airer by virtue of its size, its wider band hanging down further, its empty cups flat enough to retain their shape rather than fold in on themselves as Jennifer’s did, holding out the promise of further feminization as soon as it was dry. 

Sure enough, his wife insisted that he don it the next morning along with his panties, having him put on a T-shirt underneath his shirt to disguise the otherwise tell-tale signs of this most unmanly of garments. With a jacket on top, Donald could make out nothing that would give his embarrassing secret away, but Jennifer wasn’t taking any chances, having him bend this way and that as she studied him from all angles. It seemed impossible that the ever present embrace of his intimate attire wouldn’t be reflected in an equally unmistakable display to those around him, but Jennifer seemed satisfied -

although not before having him touch his toes for what seemed like an eternity as she paced around him, mischievously caressing his panty clad buttocks on occasion as she did so. 

“No-one would ever know”, she laughed, before adding more sternly. “You are still wearing your bra, aren’t you Donald?”. “Of course!”, Donald protested, unable to forget the presence of the feminine garment that surrounded him. “Good. I don’t know if you noticed”, Jennifer continued, “but I made sure to get you one with the strap adjusters on the chest”. Donald looked bemused, unsure as to what his wife was getting at until she elaborated further. “That means you won’t have any bra strap bumps, even when you bend forward. You must have noticed them on other women, I know you’ve got an eye for the ladies!”, she teased. “Jennifer!”, Donald spluttered, but he had no good answer for her - surreptitiously ogling the subtle ways in which women gave their lingerie away was a secret pastime of his, one that his wife had caught him out at on numerous occasions. Most men would naturally stare at women’s chests, however disrespectful that might be, but Donald was just as captivated by the bulges and bumps that a combination of tight underwear and outerwear tended to produce. It was a relief to know that he wouldn’t be displaying the same. 

“I know you’re proud of your first bra, but don’t you even think about taking off your shirt and showing people. That’s the kind of thing that gets a girl a bad name”, Jennifer teased, “and I don’t want people thinking you’re some kind of slut just because your breasts need support now. You’d better not let people hug you either”. Her voice became sterner, reflecting the more serious risk of an unwelcome embrace revealing her

husband’s intimate attire, but Donald was all too aware of the possibility. Indeed, he was becoming increasingly nervous the more he thought about the prospect of going to work wearing a bra - far more than when he had first worn panties because of the way in which his brassière imposed upon him, reminding him of its presence with every breath he took. Wearing one all the time, like a woman did, was a powerful fantasy, but right now he was struggling with the first step towards making it a reality. Were it not for the fact that he knew his wife would hear nothing of it, he would be asking her whether they shouldn’t postpone the big day until he had had more practice around the house, but Jennifer had been insistent. A woman didn’t get to choose when she started wearing bras, and neither would Donald. 

A final embrace had seen her trace the outline of his bra straps through his jacket, a passionate kiss promising a romantic reward on his return - that is, were he to survive the day unscathed. It had been a nervewracking experience, but in the end he had managed it somehow. Soon donning a bra in the morning was as natural as putting on panties, its embrace becoming part of his life once Jennifer’s second order had arrived, giving him enough bras in his lingerie drawer to wear a fresh one each day - each fitting his chest perfectly. Like his panties, they were all pretty but practical, white with a little lace trim, with the same well positioned strap adjusters that allowed Donald to wear them without worrying about unwelcome lumps and bumps. By the time he started wearing pantyhose as well, wearing a bra had become so much a part of his life that he felt naked without one, missing its support as much as any woman would. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Yet another week at the office had come to an end, much to Donald’s relief. His bra straps had started slipping again towards the end of the day, but he’d managed to postpone adjusting them until he’d made it to the safety of his car, somehow managing to keep them on his shoulders this time by means of appropriately subtle gymnastics rather than having to resort to a trip to the toilet again. That was par for the course when it came to wearing a bra, something that Donald had learnt to live with just like any woman would, doing whatever was necessary to preserve both his modesty and comfort. While he would remain brassièred for the rest of the day, he would at least be able to fiddle with his lingerie to his heart’s content once he got home - at least, so long as Jennifer wasn’t watching him. Even if she were, her playful criticism of such

“slovenly” or “coarse” behaviour was a world apart from what would befall him were any other woman to catch him messing with his bra straps. In an ideal world, Donald would have that kind of freedom all the time, just like a woman did, perhaps adopting the same unconscious mannerisms as they did when it came to their lingerie, maybe even showing a complete disregard for those around him. 

He longed to be able to be open about wearing a bra and panties to his female friends and colleagues who did likewise, sharing the experience with all who wore similar attire, but the shame of doing so for a man meant that Jennifer was his sole confidante on such matters. His desire to wear lingerie had brought them closer together as a couple, giving him a greater understanding of his wife’s occasional complaints about her own underwear. The difficulty she had in finding things that were both comfortable and stylish, the desire to take off her sweaty pantyhose after the end of a long, hard day at work - they were all aspects that he could empathise with now that he had suffered them himself. Moreover, though Donald would never have considered being unfaithful to his wife, he felt that his adoption of such feminine attire had strengthened her trust in him, the remote possibility that he might go behind her back completely ruled out by the bra and panties he now wore all day, every day. Whether she was intentionally stressing this point or not, Jennifer occasionally commented on how no other woman would be interested in a man who wore women’s underwear for his wife, let alone bras and panties all the time like Donald did. His lingerie meant he would stay with her, and while he was with her, he would be wearing lingerie. That was not a question or a choice but a statement about how things were and how they always would be. 

Donald sometimes wondered what would happen if he ever grew tired of wearing women’s underwear, perhaps waking one morning to discover he was no longer fascinated by such intimate attire. He suspected that he was too far gone to back out now, and that, like it or not, Jennifer would see that he remained brassièred and pantied for the rest of his days. A combination of intimate persuasion and more rational discussion had seen his fantasies shaped to her liking, such that his lingerie wearing had become as practical and everyday as any woman’s rather than the more outlandish daydreams he might have imagined when he was first starting out. Even now, after all these months, he felt her gentle hand guiding him to becoming the husband she wanted him to be, his intimate attire encouraging softer, more feminine aspects of his personality to grow under her direction, merging his desires with hers into a unique blend that could never be untangled. He couldn’t give that up even if he wanted to, 

♡ ♡ ♡

While Jennifer had dictated that Donald’s everyday underwear should be as practical as any woman’s, that didn’t mean everything in his lingerie drawer was white cotton or nude nylon - far from it. There were times when a woman wanted, or indeed, was expected, to dress up, and dressing to impress wasn’t restricted to what others saw, Jennifer had told him. Selecting the right underwear was just as important a part of getting ready for a big night out as choosing the right dress and shoes, and that meant having a range of sexier options on hand - the skimpy black lace and the stockings and suspenders of a man’s fantasies, worn not only to get one’s partner’s motor running but to make a woman feel good about herself too. Whether a girl was going out on the town

or staying in for a romantic candlelit meal, she needed something sensuous and seductive for the occasion, and that meant Donald did too. 

His wife had made it clear to him that she expected Donald to don such attire of his own accord when he was in the mood for loving, a way of signalling his desires to her even if she rebuffed his advances. Equally, she might want to take the lead with their lovemaking from time to time, and her husband would need to be ready for the occasion, dressed in lingerie appropriate for the mood. Sometimes she would instruct him to go and get changed, whereas on other occasions she would take a more active role in dressing him, playing with her husband as though he were a doll to be dressed up or having him model the contents of his lingerie drawer while she watched and touched herself. Then there were the times when she left more ambiguous hints as to her intentions - one of his bras draped over the bedroom door handle, a skimpy thong on the pillow, or simply, as he found now, his lingerie drawer pulled open. That meant his choice of attire was entirely his to make, a freedom that was as daunting as it was exciting. Jennifer wanted him to think like a woman would when it came to turning on her partner, selecting something sexy for their mutual benefit. 

Donald had long since learnt to pick up on such subtle signals, knowing how to read between the lines when the prospect of a passionate night together might be on the table. Jennifer’s suggestion that he go and get showered then change while she got on with preparing their dinner could simply have been a wife’s exhortation to her husband to stay out of the kitchen while she cooked, but combined with the open lingerie drawer, it was clear what she had in mind. The latter could hardly have been an accident, uncharacteristic against her desire for order and cleanliness around the house, as evinced by the way in which she insisted his bras, panties and pantyhose formed neat little piles in the drawer in question rather than just being bundled in any old how. 

There was a section devoted to his everyday underwear, two piles of snow white cotton and a mass of flesh coloured nylon, which occupied the majority of the drawer, with a smaller area devoted to rather more colourful attire - the blacks and pinks and reds of the lingerie he wore when he wanted to look sexy for his wife. 

Before even beginning to think about which would please Jennifer the most this evening, there was the small matter of showering to be attended to first. Donald quickly divested himself of his shirt and tie, letting his trousers drop rapidly to the floor before dropping his pace a little. With the exception of the black men’s socks that helped disguise the fact that he wore women’s hosiery and shaved his legs, he was otherwise clad only in feminine lingerie - a fact that was never lost on him, no matter how often he found himself in this position. Feeling his manhood instinctively swell at this reminder of his feminization, Donald shrugged off the urge to touch himself there and then, knowing that he should save such energies for later. Instead, he savoured the moment by stepping out of his trousers, taking off his socks and folding his male

clothing into a neat pile before beginning to strip further. With the utmost care, he slowly eased his pantyhose down his thighs before sitting on the bed, his cotton panties all that stood between him and the duvet, so that he could work it off each foot in turn. 

Next came his bra, unhooked with a proficiency born of doing so daily, before Donald stood again and stepped out of his panties, his penis bobbing slightly as he carried the pile of lingerie to the special wash basket his wife reserved for their intimate attire -

with two women’s worth of lingerie in the house, that saved work on washday. 

However much he loved to wear a bra, there was still a certain relief to be found in finally being free of its constant embrace. Although he had divested himself of the white cotton, there was still an identical outline of its band and straps etched into his skin, the faint red grooves indicating exactly how Donald had worn this most feminine of garments. That would take a while to slowly fade, such that even without anything on at all, he was still indelibly marked as a man who wore lingerie like a woman. 

Indeed, he’d seen similar marks on Jennifer after he’d helped her out of her bra, not that they had been the focus of his attention as he helped massage away any lingering aches in her breasts. Donald rubbed his own nipples in faint imitation of how he would worship his wife’s before spreading his attentions wider to encompass all the flesh that had been subject to his bra’s embrace, but his body’s reaction was nowhere near as powerful as hers would have been. In that sense, he was still a woman in training, yet to fully blossom to the level of femininity that Jennifer enjoyed - just like his breasts were a pale imitation of hers. 

Showering was more than just a question of washing away the dirt and sweat of the day for a man expected to keep his body feminine enough to wear lingerie all the time. As well as his facial hair, there was the regrowth on his legs and under his armpits to attend to, something that required him to get lathered up with a foam specially designed for such intimate areas. Intended for women rather than men to use, it naturally had a rather fragrant aroma, one that Donald had found persisted faintly after showering as though reminding him of his feminization. Even the razor he ran across this legs was pink, the same brand that his wife used - Jennifer was of the opinion that there was no functional difference between male and female products when it came to shaving one’s legs, and thus her husband would be using the same kind as she did so as to make shopping easier. Donald couldn’t argue with that, but the thought of his wife standing in exactly the same place, doing exactly the same things as him caused his penis to swell once more with excitement. He could just as easily be the wife in their relationship, considering that as soon as he had dried his body, he would be perusing the contents of his lingerie drawer with a view to what his spouse would find most appreciate. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Black lace or pink satin? It was always such a difficult decision to make. Whereas his everyday underwear was similar enough that Donald could simply pick the first pair of panties and bra from the respective piles, there was far more of an art to dressing to impress - especially since he knew Jennifer would expect him to explain his choice to her when she inspected her feminized husband later that evening, wanting to know that he had put thought into what to wear rather than simply select something at random. To begin with, a simple “I wanted to look pretty for you” would suffice for the pink set, whereas “I wanted to look sexy for you” would do for the black, but Jennifer had started to ask rather more probing questions of her husband these days, wanting him to think through what wearing such luxurious lingerie meant from a woman’s perspective rather than tritely coming out with a man’s opinion on it. 

Even when it came to dressing up in the bedroom, his wife was insistent that Donald’s bras should fit him - a woman was even less likely to want to wear an ill-fitting brassière when showing off her body to her lover than she was during the day. While comfort might be less of a consideration, she told him, relating her experience of the basque he’d bought her as a birthday present long ago, looking one’s best was of prime importance. Wearing a bra with cups that weren’t completely filled would draw attention to Donald’s lack of natural breasts, and that simply wasn’t acceptable to her, any more than it should be acceptable to him as a woman. Although hosiery was different in the bedroom, with stockings and suspenders being pretty much expected and pantyhose being out of the question in a complete reversal of what Donald might wear to work, bras remained the same. No, he couldn’t get away with wearing one of his white ones, and yes, he did have to wear a bra, however soon it would be coming off. 

Thankfully, Jennifer offered Donald a resolution to this dilemma by providing him with the details of the specialist retailer who had supplied his everyday bras, who just so happened to sell sexier attire too - after all, even women who had had mastectomies still wanted to look their best, she told him. She wasn’t going to get involved, however, expecting her husband to surprise her with something nice, which meant that Donald not only had to pick out something that he thought would appeal, but also had to go through with ordering it in his name, much to his embarrassment. Even though it was all done online, he still pictured the face of the woman at the other end processing his order, who was sure to know that the bra she was packaging was intended for a man. 

Then there was the cost - such bras weren’t cheap, especially when bought with matching panties and suspender belts. Jennifer had laughed when he’d raised concerns, telling him that now he knew what it was like for a woman who had difficulty finding lingerie to fit her - she often had to go upmarket and pay a small fortune herself, simply because nothing cheaper would do the job. 

Nevertheless, Donald had soon become a repeat customer of the company in question. 

Indeed, he soon had quite a respectable range of bedroom attire to choose from, beginning to rival the pile of everyday underwear for space in his lingerie drawer. In addition to the bras, panties and suspender belts, there were also a number of pairs of stockings, which he’d purchased at a local department store. Jennifer had helped him do so on the first occasion, but had henceforth insisted that buying stockings, just like pantyhose, was the responsibility of the woman who wore them, and so he was on his own. Despite the initial embarrassment of proffering such sexy hosiery to a sales assistant, Donald had actually become quite adept at buying feminine attire for himself, whether online or in person. Indeed, he’d taken to doing so on his accord so as to completely surprise Jennifer with something new, something which had definitely won him favour in her eyes, his wife praising him for acting just like a woman who was looking to spice things up a little would. 

After much deliberation, Donald decided on a naughty little black lace set, trimmed with red ribbon not only in the form of bows but weaved into each of the garments around its edges, giving the appearance of holding the delicate lingerie together. 

Slipping into the thong panties, he felt their narrow strip of fabric pull between his buttocks as he adjusted his manhood so as to be more comfortable within the tight confines of the skimpy lace, reminding him why he was glad such underwear was not a regular part of his wardrobe. Next came his bra, which he deftly fastened behind his back before spending rather longer adjusting its straps and cups so that he looked his best in it, just as he pictured Jennifer doing - no matter whether she was dressing herself or her husband. Finally, there was the less familiar form of the suspender belt, its four elastic straps needing to be untangled before he could wrap its length around his body, fastening its double hooks behind him just like he would a bra. Donald checked that there was nothing out of place before taking a pair of black nylon stockings from his lingerie drawer and, sitting on the bed, worked them up his legs just as he would his pantyhose in the morning, only this time with the added complication of fastening them to each of the intricate clips of the suspender clasps in turn. 

Having gone to such trouble to make himself look so nice for his wife, it seemed a pity to hide his efforts beneath a far more mundane array of male clothing - a casual shirt and trousers, together with a fresh pair of men’s socks, serving to disguise any trace of the sexy women’s underwear he wore underneath. He very much wanted to go downstairs in just his lingerie and seduce Jennifer there and then, but his wife had made it quite clear that women did not walk around the house in such attire - at least, not for the purposes of eating dinner! While it might amuse Jennifer to have him parade around for her later on, for now his intimate attire held the anticipation of being discovered by his wife in due course as she unwrapped him on their way back to the bedroom, serving to heighten the mood. He hoped he had not misread her signals in this regard and that all his dressing up would not prove for naught, but if that were the case, he might

naughtily intimate what he was wearing to her, letting her know that he was wearing stockings and suspenders or perhaps flashing a hint of his black lace bra - just like a woman would do! 

The Difference A Year Makes

Nigel watched the clock on the meeting room wall tick inexorably by, all too aware that it was a situation like this that had got him into the predicament he found himself in now. The passage of the second hand around the functional timepiece offered little in the way of diversion, but proved infinitely more exciting than the dull project debriefing he’d been lumbered into attending by his manager. Nigel had only had a passing involvement in the cross-company collaborative venture under discussion, with most of the work being carried out by other members of his team, but they’d all conveniently found good reasons not to attend - or at least, were able to make excuses better than his. 

That meant the responsibility had fallen upon Nigel, and while that wouldn’t do his reputation with his boss any harm, it posed the far bigger danger of upsetting his wife by not making it home on time, with everything that would entail. 

While Nigel ordinarily enjoyed his job, he could do without meetings that seemed to have no other purpose than ticking a box on a big bureaucratic checklist that insisted that meetings be held for such projects. When the meeting in question was scheduled to start at four in the afternoon, organised by a manager who was infamous for his poor timekeeping and tendency to drone on, Nigel knew that he was onto a loser. In the past, Nigel would simply have sat through such affairs, no matter how late they lasted, regarding them as part and parcel of his job, but now there was no forgetting that Sally would be waiting at home for him. The bra she made him wear under his suit saw to that, its feminine embrace reminding him of his martial responsibilities even when his wife wasn’t there to keep him on the straight and narrow. 

As far as bras went, the one that Nigel was wearing now was far from being the most imposing of garments in his lingerie drawer, serving more as a gentle reminder than any kind of punishment. Its constant presence around his chest was difficult to forget for any length of time, but could nevertheless be put to the back of his mind for the most part, allowing him to perform his job just as well as his colleagues. Indeed, Sally had occasionally opined that his bra was responsible, at least in part, for his recent promotion, thanks to the way in which it encouraged him to get things done on time, working efficiently and effectively rather than resorting to a last minute rush. Nigel wasn’t sure he would agree with that, but his manager had certainly been pleased with his efforts of late, which was one of the reasons Nigel was reluctant to let him down as far as attending the meeting was concerned. 

Nevertheless, faced with a choice between work and wife, Sally won hands down every time - not least because she could make his hours in the office far more unpleasant than

even the most despotic of bosses. Coming home late could see him spending the following day in not just any bra but one of his punishment ones, specially chosen to be excruciating uncomfortable for the man trapped inside it. Even the thought of being strapped into its tight embrace made him shudder, knowing that once his wife had sewn the clasp closed, he had no choice but to suffer its torments until she chose to release him. Its underwires would dig into his chest or poke up his armpits, its straps would fall down at the slightest provocation, whereas its band was so tight that after a few minutes he would invariably find himself fiddling with it in the vain hope of relieving the pressure - a nightmare for anyone to wear, let alone a man who had the added difficulty of keeping such embarrassing attire hidden. Whether his punishment bras really did leave much bigger bumps on his back or not, Nigel wasn’t sure, but Sally relished teasing him about of how obvious his strap adjusters were all the same, leaving her husband constantly on edge about them. 

With nothing of real interest in the meeting to distract him, even the presence of an ordinary bra weighed heavily on Nigel’s mind. He felt the resistance of the feminine garment against his body as he idly shrugged his shoulders to ease the tension in them, conscious of the presence of his bra straps as he did so. With no breasts of any size to hold them in place, the underwired cups lifted slightly in the process, falling back down as he relaxed his shoulders once more thanks to the pull of the slightly stretched band. 

Now that his awareness was drawn to it, he could feel the pressure of the clasp as it rested on his spine, causing him to imagine the tiny loop of coloured thread that fastened the two ends of the bra together. That ran through the T-shirt he wore on top, making it impossible to remove his intimate attire without breaking the thread, and so eliminating any temptation to do so in the process - quite apart from earning time in a far more securely fastened punishment bra, Nigel would never dream of going behind his wife’s back like that. For her part, Sally trusted her husband, but didn’t want to leave any room for doubt as far as his bra wearing was concerned - the thread was a simple and effective solution for them both. 

Nigel had set himself a limit of half past five as the latest he could leave the office and still safely make it home by six, the latter being his wife’s deadline for dinner. Any later would give her grounds to impose a punishment bra the next day, but also deprive him of the inestimable pleasure of her company over a delicious home cooked meal, something which was all too easily disregarded in the office, its hustle and bustle having a nasty tendency to skew his priorities towards matters at hand. Wearing a bra throughout the day gave him a greater appreciation that there was more to life than just work, whereas the threat of having to suffer one of the punishment variety added an extra impetus to do the right thing. The combination came together very nicely as far as Sally was concerned, but even Nigel could see its merits now that he’d been subject to such a regime for almost a year. Whereas he had once come home late more often than not, now it was very rare for him to let his wife down, his punishment bras relegated to

the back of his lingerie drawer for the most part, and his relationship with Sally far healthier as a result. 

Despite being all too aware of the consequences of not doing so, leaving the meeting early would nevertheless require making excuses to its inept excuse for an organiser, the number of people watching the interminable presentation was far too small to allow him to slip out unnoticed. Direct confrontation was not something that Nigel relished, finding it difficult to be too defiant whilst knowing what he was wearing around his chest. There was something so feminine about a bra that it seemed to soften his behaviour whenever he was wearing it, rendering him less aggressive and more willing to compromise, a fact that Sally often expressed her delight about. There had been situations where he might otherwise have got himself into real trouble had it not been for the gentle reminder the bra offered of its presence, subduing his hormones just enough to keep a clear head rather than let testosterone get the better of him. He was a better man for wearing a bra, he had to admit, however unmanly doing so might be. 

imply standing up and storming out of the room was therefore not an option, but fortunately Nigel had learnt a clever trick with his phone that caused it to ring on demand. There was no shame in answering a call from an important client - indeed, company policy required him to do so, whereas social etiquette expected him to leave the room in consideration of those around him. Nobody need ever know that it was actually only a representative of the important client who was extracting from the meeting, nor that the client in question was his wife and the representative himself! 

With the clock edging towards half past and the presenter still showing no signs of wrapping things up, Nigel set his plan in motion. “Mr Biggs”, he answered, giving the name of a prominent prospect loudly enough for everyone else in the room to hear. 

“Just let me leave the meeting I’m in and I’ll be right with you”. He relaxed his shoulders as he strode out of the room, causing his suit to bunch up slightly over his back - one of the little tricks he had learnt to disguise the lumps and bumps that stood out from the otherwise imperceptible outline of his bra when he thought people might be watching him. Beyond a couple of brief glances in his general direction to see who was responsible for the disturbance, no-one did. 

♡ ♡ ♡

How had a man such as Nigel found himself wearing a garment that would ordinarily be associated only with women? It wasn’t that he needed to wear a bra for the support it offered, his natural breasts being so insignificant as to barely warrant mentioning, nor even that he did so on grounds of modesty, as a similarly flat chested woman might. 

Indeed, the revelation that he wore such feminine attire would prove acutely embarrassing were anyone else ever to find out about it, far more so than a woman’s nipples showing through her blouse. After all, nipples were a perfectly natural part of a

woman’s body, and though such a fashion faux pas would be best avoided, it would invariably result from negligence rather than a deliberate choice on her part. No such excuses could be made for the presence of Nigel’s bra were it ever to be discovered, nor would it be easy to explain the real reasons why he wore one for his wife. 

It had all started with an unfortunate choice of gifts on their wedding anniversary the year before. Although Sally had greatly appreciated the sentiment behind the beautiful lace basque he’d bought her, it hadn’t really suited her - like his punishment bras would in due course, the underwires dug into her armpits in a manner she found most uncomfortable, and she didn’t regard the effect on her tummy as terribly flattering. “But I got the size right!”, Nigel grumbled as his wife did her best to explain the situation without hurting his feelings, something that improved impossible given how personally he ended up taking things. “Well, there’s more to buying underwear than just the size, not that I’d expect you to know about such things”, Sally had snapped, her patience exhausted by her husband’s petulance. “Can’t you just wear it anyway?”, he asked querulously. It was a thoughtless thing to say at the best of times, but that had done it as far as Sally was concerned, who threw the basque back in his face. “You wear it if you like it so much”. 

Of course, a basque intended for Sally’s diminutive frame was never going to fit Nigel, nor was donning such a feminine garment a prospect he would ever consider, especially not in that kind of mood. After they’d exchanged several choice comments about how he wouldn’t bother next year and she wouldn’t miss anything, their row had eventually flared out - indeed, they’d eventually become intimate, their lovemaking just as passionate as their argument had been. As she dressed afterwards, Sally had attempted to show her husband how a bra should fit, directing his attention to where the underwires lay with respect to her breasts, but he was far more interested in the latter than the former, going so far as to unhook her bra midway through her explanation. 

She’d shrieked, called him all manner of unspeakable things, albeit in a far more playful way than earlier, and told him that she was going to teach him about bras one way or another. “If you won’t look at mine seriously, I’m going to get you some of your own”, she’d warned him, but he’d failed to take her seriously. “I’m looking at yours very seriously”, he’d replied, working his wife’s straps off her shoulders again much to her annoyance. “Very seriously indeed!”, he’d laughed as he’d suddenly pulled her bra down towards her waist. 

Sally had been too occupied by his attention to her breasts thereafter to say anything more on the subject immediately, but Nigel had obviously crossed an unwritten line, for his wife raised the topic again later on. “So, what’s your bra size?”, she’d teased, leaving her husband on the back foot as he wondered how to counter this unlikely attack. Soon enough she had her tape measure out and was wrapping it around his chest, tutting to herself while Nigel stood there wishing he’d made more effort to refuse rather

than simply humouring her when she’d proposed the idea. “Well, you’re a little on the small side in the boob department”, she laughed, “but I’m sure I’ll find you something. 

After all, you said a bra doesn’t need to fit properly. You can just wear it anyway, no matter how uncomfortable”. There was no answer to that for a man who knew what was good for him, leaving Nigel having to do his best to change the subject in the hope that Sally would let things drop if he did. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Nigel’s first bra was exactly the kind of thing he might have bought for Sally had he not known any better - a saucy black lace affair, its half cups embellished with red ribbon woven through their flowery edges, matching the similarly coloured straps that were adorned with contrasting black. A big red bow nestled in the gap between the two underwires, with a smaller one where each of the straps joined the body of the bra. Even the wings that went under the armpits were trimmed with lace, signifying that this was far from being just a common or garden brassière - it was an extraordinary garment intended for special occasions, something to be shown off in intimate surroundings rather than hidden under clothing or discarded prior to making love. 

“Guess what I’ve got you!”, Sally beamed, holding up a small yet sophisticated bag towards her husband as he greeted her in the kitchen, having just returned home from work. Nigel knew exactly what was inside, for the name of the lingerie store in question was featured prominently on its thick white paper, the cursive script doing little to keep him from recognising it at a glance. As obvious as it was given his wife’s earlier expressed intentions to see him in a bra of his very own, Nigel was reluctant to hazard a guess on the off-chance that Sally was simply teasing him - or worse, that she’d use his answer as an excuse to buy him one at a later date. “Something sexy for yourself?”, he volunteered cautiously. “No, silly, it’s for you!”, she grinned. 

“I’m not wearing that, Sally”, he protested as his wife reached her hand into the bag and slowly lifted the bra out, taking her time so as to tantalise her husband. He could only watch with ever widening eyes as the fully extent of the feminine garment became apparent. Initially his wife had hooked a finger under one of the straps and raised the bra as though charming a snake, but once it was clear of the bag, she put the latter to one side and used her other hand to support the second strap, holding it out towards her husband as though beckoning him to slide his arms into its welcoming embrace. “Oh yes, you are!”, she told him firmly. “This is what it will look like to me”, she told him, then swapping her hands around so as to rotate the feminine garment through one hundred and eighty degrees, “but it really needs to be this way round for you to wear it”. The ribbon bows and lacing were now facing his wife, leaving Nigel with a view of the bra from the inside - somewhat less embellished, but still very fancy given the delicate lace which allowed the light through it. 

“Come on, off with your shirt!”, Sally insisted. “You can’t wear your bra on top, it just won’t feel the same”. For a moment, Nigel stood there motionless, but he knew he faced a losing battle. Like it or not, there was no way he could refuse his wife, who could be a very determined woman when she put her mind to it. She was obviously taking this bra business so seriously as to have gone to the trouble of buying him one, and experience taught him she would never give up until he complied with her wishes. 

Once Sally got an idea in her head, he would never hear the end of it until she’d tired of whatever it was, her fancy only then turning to the next big thing. Perhaps he should simply humour her and get this over with, he thought, as he reluctantly slid off the tie from around his neck and began to unbutton his shirt. She could make her point about bras, something that obviously still rankled her from that time with the basque, and that would be that. He would have atoned for his ill judged comments, and she could go back to wearing bras for him, the way things were supposed to be - rather than the other way around! 

Slowly slipping the shirt off his body, Nigel placed it on the back of one of the kitchen chairs along with his tie, and let his arms hang down loosely, unsure of what his wife expected of him. She’d allowed the bra to drop to her side while watching her husband strip, but now she held it out eagerly in front of her again, stretching it out to its full length such that its straps became open circles. “You put your arms through them”, she told him with the slow and careful tone of one stating the obvious to a child. “Normally a woman does this all by herself”, she said patronisingly, “but since it’s your first time, I’ll help you. You’ll soon get the hang of it, I’m sure”. Nigel didn’t like what his wife was suggesting, but found himself in no position to argue as he reluctantly held his arms out in front of him, allowing her to slide the raunchy red bra straps with their luxurious black lace trim up his arms, not stopping until they rested on his shoulders. He allowed his arms to fall again, standing as thought frozen to the spot whilst waiting for Sally’s next move. 

For a moment, the bra hung limply from his body, supported only by the two straps upon his shoulders, leaving Nigel wondering what all the fuss was about. Although the feminine frills looked ludicrous against the manly hair of his chest, the discomfort he felt was entirely psychological rather than being of a physical nature as his wife had complained about the basque. He’d begun to blush as soon as he’d surrendered to his wife’s wishes, such that by the time he’d taken his shirt off, his face was a bright red. 

Now he found himself practically burning up with shame and embarrassment, so much so that he barely noticed the presence of the bra itself against the heat that was emanating from his body. All that was about to change however, as Sally came around behind him and, taking a loose end of the feminine garment in each of her hands, set about fastening it behind her husband’s back. 

All of a sudden Nigel found himself incredibly aware of the underwires pulling against his chest, a sudden pressure that relaxed slightly when Sally stepped back to admire her handiwork, but didn’t ease up that much. Although he couldn’t see what was happening behind him, it didn’t take Nigel long to figure out that she must have brought the two ends of the bra together in preparation for fastening them, exerting a momentarily stronger pull that relaxed when the little hooks and eyes finally met in the middle. As a man who had unhooked his fair share of bras in the past, albeit ones worn by women, he had some understanding of what was involved in that regard. The pressure he was now feeling around his chest was simply the natural elasticity of such intimate attire, something that women such as his wife presumably lived with all the time, taking it for granted just like he might a belt around his waist. If that were the case, he could see why the underwires might become a pain - he was all too aware of his pressing into his chest without respite. 

Judging by the renewed activity behind him, Sally evidently wasn’t satisfied with her efforts, briefly fussing with the band of the bra but soon turning her attentions to its straps. Again, Nigel knew that these could be lengthened or shortened by means of little buckles on the back, but beyond that he’d never really shown much interest in them. 

Such things were the preserve of women, not the concern of men who merely wanted their bra straps off their shoulders as a prelude to encouraging the rest of the garment to slide down their bodies, in turn revealing breasts and boobies and tits for their pleasure. 

Now Nigel became all too aware of their significance as Sally set about tightening the twin elastic straps that helped keep his bra in place. No longer merely resting on his shoulders, they started to pull with a vengeance - like the band of his bra, they would become suddenly much tighter for a moment as she worked her hands behind them and fiddled with the adjusters, then loosen off a little, but only slightly. In turn, their heightened tension added an extra upward pull on his underwires, causing them to start to dig into the underneath of breasts he’d never really appreciated he’d had until now. 

Sally’s hands slipped under her husband’s bra straps again, and for a moment Nigel found himself wondering whether they really needed so much adjustment, but he was rudely awakened from such musings by a sudden sharp stinging on his shoulders. He turned round sharply to see Sally grinning with glee, for she had mischievously snapped his bra straps as a finale to dressing him up in such feminine lingerie. “All done!”, she laughed, wolf-whistling as she laid sight on her husband’s freshly brassièred chest. 

“You do look sexy!”, she purred, enthusiastically fondling his nipples through the black lace that bedecked them. Nigel stood there looking flustered, unsure of what to say or do now that he found himself in the grip of such intimate attire, completely at his wife’s mercy as she continued to fuss with his bra, tweaking its pretty red bows and ribbons and lifting what to him seemed imaginary specks of dust from it. 

Part of Nigel wanted to assert control of the situation and take the bra off immediately, but his wife’s delight in seeing him so attired, coupled with the disappointment he was sure would follow if he refused to go along any further with her little game, was such that he found himself unable to do so - even if he knew where to start, never having unhooked a bra from the inside before. While he found himself a figure of fun at her expense for the moment, such humiliation would be worth it if it meant that lingerie was no longer a sore point between them, as it had been ever since the incident with the basque. Indeed, there might be a silver lining to the cloud he found himself under, for Sally was now unbuttoning her own blouse, revealing a bra that was remarkably similar to the one she’d put on him, albeit filled out far more satisfyingly. 

“I didn’t see why you should have all the fun”, she told him, “so I got myself one too. 

Don’t worry, mine fits rather better than yours does”, she laughed, pinching the fold of lace that hung from Nigel’s breasts as though to remind him of his body’s failings in that regard before encouraging him to caress the cups of her own bra in a rather more gentle manner. She had him trace the line of her underwires with his fingers before doing the same to his, pointing out where the ends might push up into the wearer’s armpits or the cleavage between his or her breasts, something that didn’t happen with her own bra because it was well fitted, but was more of a problem for Nigel given the fact that he simply didn’t have the D-cup chest that it was intended for. Then she pointed out the subtle side boning that helped keep the band of the bra rigid, emphasising that it too could be problematic, as could the strap adjusters if they came to rest on the collar bones - something that wasn’t a problem for this style, she told her husband, pressing down on the metal buckles to stress the point, but could be when the straps were arranged in a different design. 

Soon their explorations took rather less of an educational nature, with Sally running her hands over far more of her husband’s body than the narrow band that was covered by his bra. His trousers dropped to the floor, soon followed by her skirt, and it wasn’t long before they were making love on the kitchen table, Sally having bent her brassièred husband backwards over the oak furniture in order to take advantage of the magnificent erection he sported. Despite his embarrassment earlier, there was no denying how aroused he’d become by proceedings, and Sally wasted no time in taking advantage of the situation, popping her own breasts out of their confines but otherwise keeping her bra on - just as she insisted her husband did. Their rhythmic motion caused the table to bang against the wall in a manner that was sure to be heard by the neighbours, but Sally simply didn’t care and Nigel was unable to argue when his wife was on top of him, her tongue passionately writhing in his mouth as other parts of their bodies intertwined and did what came naturally to a couple so desiring of one another. 

The kitchen table was hardly the most comfortable location for post-coital cuddling. 

“Well, I hadn’t planned on that happening!”, Sally laughed, as she got up from her

husband before helping him to his feet. They were both still clad in their bras, although Sally’s did so little to cover her breasts now that she simply took it off, standing naked before her brassièred husband as she kissed him, her bra dangling from her fingers as she did so. “I’m glad you liked your bra”, she grinned. “I got you matching panties too, although it’s probably a bit late for those now”, Sally suggested, her eyes glancing down at her husband’s still dripping manhood. “Perhaps next time?”, she asked casually, but Nigel knew that this was far from the last occasion he’d find himself wearing such feminine finery - Sally would see to that. As he struggled to unhook his bra, hands fumbling behind his back, he made light of the situation. “Of course! 

Wearing a bra is easy. I don’t see what you girls make such a fuss about. You just have to lie back and let a beautiful woman have her way with you!”, causing Sally to snap his straps again as they playfully wrestled. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Those were words that would come back to haunt Nigel in due course, but it had taken several months before his lingerie wearing began to extend outside of the bedroom. 

Indeed, Sally might never have insisted he wear a bra to work at all had he made it home on time that fateful evening, an evening she’d made it clear she had something special planned. Something special generally meant a romantic night in, and while their lovemaking didn’t always involve him wearing lingerie, Sally had suggested over breakfast that she’d bought a little something for him that he might end up modelling for her. She’d refused to tell him anything more than that, but had left some pretty strong hints that she would make it worth his while, both in terms of dressing the part herself and perhaps something extra if he played his cards right. That left Nigel’s mind reeling as he set out for work that morning, his imagination going into overdrive as he wondered what Sally had in mind. His manhood had bulged so dangerously in his trousers as he drove into work that he knew he had to get himself under control if he wasn’t to get himself into trouble. Sally certainly knew how to get him all hot and bothered, even before either of them had taken off their clothes. It was going to be an evening to remember, Nigel was sure about that. 

Sadly, that turned out to be the case for all the wrong reasons. Back then, Nigel hadn’t been anywhere near as adept at managing his work-life balance, unable to turn down the invitation to accompany his manager to a meeting with a potential client - one which seemed to go round in circles without achieving anything as the other company’s representatives argued amongst themselves. He’d returned home two hours late to find his wife fuming with anger. It was not that he had got caught up with work that made her so cross, she told him in no uncertain terms, but the fact that he hadn’t had the decency to let her know. A simple phone call would have sufficed, but no, she’d spent the time freezing her tits off, as she put it, her unladylike language indicative of her incandescent fury, in a skimpy little outfit intended to inflame his passions from the

moment he walked through the door, and where was he? In a wretched meeting! There was only so long a girl could wear a basque, thong and fishnet stockings before she gave up and put something more comfortable on, she told him, which meant that she was wearing comfortable undies and he wouldn’t be seeing any of them that evening -

let alone the racier stuff she’d had in mind. 

Nigel had tried to explain, but Sally simply wasn’t having any of it. Even when he’d endeavoured to win her over by expressing interest in what she’d bought for him, she’d thrown his attempt to make amends back in his face. “You had your chance for that earlier”, she told him angrily, “but you were at work. If you want to be at work so much that you’d turn down an evening with me, you can damn well wear your things there, you see if I care!”. “Sally!”, Nigel pleaded, but his wife had already stormed off, leaving him to spend an unhappy night alone on the sofa with the bag of lingerie she’d thrown in his face. The pretty pink bra and panties inside made it perfectly clear what the forsaken man had missed out on thanks to coming home late, but were no consolation for his wife not being there to share them with him. 

Sally pointedly stayed in bed so long that Nigel had left the house before she got up, evidently still so angry with him that she didn’t want to see his face. Thankfully she was in a much calmer mood when he returned home from work that evening, with Nigel making a particular effort to leave the officer earlier so as not to run the risk of getting himself any deeper into trouble. It was clear that his wife had yet to fully forgive her husband for letting her down, for she rebuffed his affectionate advances as he did his best to put a brave face on things. “I’ve decided what you’re going to have to do to make things up”, she told him, her tone brooking no room for argument. “You’re going to wear your new bra and panties”, she said, pausing momentarily. That was no big deal as far as Nigel was concerned - indeed, if it meant the night of passionate lovemaking he thought he did, with Sally clad in equally lovely lingerie, he would be only too happy to do so. He’d thus begun to nod enthusiastically when his wife continued. “To work. Under your suit. Tomorrow. All day”. 

For a moment, Nigel found himself speechless, unable to fully appreciate the enormity of what his wife was proposing. “Sally! I can’t wear those to work”, he began to protest, but she cut him off. “I don’t want to hear it. Take your clothes off”, she ordered and once again Nigel found himself stripping in the kitchen, albeit in far less pleasurable circumstances, knowing there was no point in arguing with his wife when she clearly meant business. She watched him undress for a moment before leaving the room, taking long enough that Nigel was standing completely naked by the time she returned, brandishing the bag of lingerie in her hand. Soon Nigel was donning himself with its contents while Sally continued to watch him, such that he now stood in front of his fully clothed wife wearing nothing but the bra and panties - a very pretty, girly pink that was soon outreddened by his face as he blushed furiously with embarrassment. It was one

thing to dress up in the amorous surroundings of the bedroom, his wife egging him on clad in similarly seductive attire, but quite another to be doing so as a punishment while she scrutinised him impassively. Nigel felt incredibly vulnerable and exposed, entirely at Sally’s mercy. 

“Put your shirt on”, she instructed him, watching as her lingerie clad husband bend forward and pick up the garment in question from the neat pile of clothes on the kitchen table. There was nothing out of the ordinary about its thin white cotton, being quite typical as far as men’s workwear was concerned, but it soon demonstrated itself to be singularly inappropriate for Nigel’s newfound predicament. “It shows through, Sally!”, the brassièred man whined, seeing the unmistakable shape of his intimate attire when he looked down at his chest. “There’s no way I can go in like this. Everyone will know that I’m wearing a bra!”. “Oh my, yes they will!”, his wife laughed, but her amusement was not without a touch of sympathy. “You’d better wear a T-shirt as well. Stay here while I go and get you one”. It was not as if Nigel was going to go anywhere else, still gazing at the outline of the pink cups on his chest with horror. 

With a T-shirt and jacket on top, the bra was thankfully far less obvious, whereas the pink panties quickly disappeared beneath a pair of trousers. His lingerie was practically invisible unless you knew it was there, Sally told him, inspecting her now fully dressed husband from all angles, such that no-one would ever need know that he was wearing such pretty underwear. “But what if someone finds out?”, Nigel asked anxiously, imagining the worst. “Well, then you simply tell them the truth”, Sally laughed. “Why are you wearing a bra and panties to work tomorrow, anyway?”. Knowing that he had to choose his words carefully, Nigel cautiously volunteered that he had let his wife down and was having to wear such feminine attire in order to make things up to her. “That’s right!”, Sally beamed. “And when you’ve proved you’re sorry by spending the day in them, we might have a little fun together afterwards”, she intimated, far more softly than before. “You don’t have to tell people about that, however!”. 

The prospect that he might earn his wife’s favour once more and perhaps even experience what he had missed out on a couple of nights before bolstered Nigel’s confidence a little, but he was nevertheless a bundle of nerves the following morning, donning his bra and panties in place of his ordinary underwear before getting ready for work in the usual way. Studying himself in the bedroom mirror, it appeared that his wife might be right - there was no way of knowing what he was wearing beneath his smart businessman’s suit and tie. Nevertheless, he was acutely aware of his intimate attire, the bra around his chest and the panties snuggling his groin making their presence known with even the slightest of movements. Even if they hadn’t, he could never have forgotten what he was wearing underneath - the mere thought of going to work dressed in women’s underwear brought a flush to his cheeks, all too conscious of how vulnerable he would be once he stepped out in public clad in such frillies

Sally subjected him to a thorough inspection before letting him leave the house, reassuring him that so long as he behaved himself, his underwear would remain perfectly invisible. “Only you and I will ever know you’re wearing pink underneath”, she whispered in his ear before intimating how she would make it worth his while if he made it through the day. She’d sewn his bra closed to ensure he did just that, explaining how the little loop of thread passed through its clasp and the T-shirt on top to make it impossible for him to take off his intimate attire without her knowledge. It had never occurred to Nigel that he might do so, regarding wearing his lingerie all day as a fait accompli from the moment he’d stood in front of his wife wearing nothing else, but Sally was taking no chances when it came to ensuring her husband kept his promise to her. If he didn’t keep the bra on all day, she’d know as soon as she inspected him on his return - and she’d want to know why! 

♡ ♡ ♡

It took all the courage that Nigel could muster to open the car door, gingerly leaving the safety of his vehicle for the perils of the car park and then the office itself, all the time expecting to hear the wolf-whistles and catcalls that meant his embarrassing attire wasn’t as invisible as he knew it must be. Passing colleagues in the corridors, he found it difficult to look them in the eye, convinced that they must be able to somehow see straight through his suit to the pretty pink bra and panties he was wearing underneath. 

Even now, the grapevine would be awash with gossip about what he had on, for Nigel felt he must already be well on his way to becoming the laughing stock of the office -

the man who wore a bra and panties because his wife made him do so. He blushed with shame at the thought, but to his surprise, no-one said anything - not even tactless Tom, who had a reputation for blurting out whatever was on his mind, no matter how insensitive that might be. Was it because they were just as embarrassed about his disgraceful underwear as he was, or could it be that no-one was really any the wiser about what he was wearing under his suit? 

It certainly seemed to be the latter, and as the day passed slowly by, Nigel found himself able to relax a little. He was all too aware of the presence of the bra around his chest, its tight embrace shifting slightly with every breath he took, resisting the natural movement of his body as its elastic clung to him tenaciously. Now that Nigel was trapped in one himself, the brassièred man found himself acutely aware of what the women around him wore to support their breasts - not, as might have been expected, from the perspective of a leery letch ogling the bouncing busts of beautiful babes, but rather as a fellow bra wearer looking to see what made some garments visible and others not. It was, after all, a fair bet that every woman in the office was wearing a bra, but some flaunted their underwear whereas others were rather more discreet. Nigel hoped he fell into the latter category, but he could hardly ask those around him - any more than he could point out the dreadful bulges of fat that signified that the

postwoman’s bra that was too tight, or comment on how the receptionist really ought to wear a top that covered her bra straps better. 

As if that wasn’t enough of a reminder about what he was wearing himself, Nigel found himself being bombarded by a stream of sexy text messages from his wife - generally far too explicit for him to feel comfortable reading in the presence of his colleagues, detailing exactly what Sally was going to do with him on his return home. Even those that weren’t outright obscene were far too suggestive for Nigel’s liking, leaving no room for doubt what she was talking about for a man already all too conscious of his intimate attire. “Tighten your straps if they keep slipping”, one told him helpfully, as though Nigel could just simply reach into his shirt and do such a thing in full view of those around him. She even rang him on one occasion, cheerfully letting her husband know she was in the toilet at work before asking him how his bra was, a question he could only answer in the vaguest of terms knowing that anyone could be listening in to his side of the conversation. “You are still wearing your bra, aren’t you Nigel?”, the voice on the other end of the phone asked sternly, causing him to blush as much as if his wife had been in the office with him. “And your panties? Have you kept your pretty pink panties on?”, Sally continued, oblivious to the distress she was causing him. He could only hope she had far less company than he did as he stammered in the affirmative, it being impossible for him to answer more directly with his manager only a couple of desks away. 

While the pressure of the bra around his chest was the most noticeable manifestation of his lingerie, Nigel’s panties were no less of a problem for him. Despite his discomfort, the thought of returning home to Sally, coupled with her saucy text messages, had turned him on so much that he had become very damp down below - so much so that he was concerned that the moisture might be beginning to seep through his trousers. There would be no mistaking such a damp spot on his groin, even though anyone seeing it would be hard-pressed to guess the real reason for its presence. He could hardly explain to people that the disgraceful mark was caused by his panties being absorbent in the wrong places to deal with such masculine emissions and thus ended up resorting to stuffing his underwear with toilet paper in the hope of fending off such a shameful possibility. It was bad enough becoming turned on himself by his intimate attire without anyone else being aware of his untoward excitement. 

The heady combination of embarrassment, anxiety and arousal left Nigel feeling flustered, unable to concentrate on his work - so much so that several of his colleagues came up to him and asked him if he was feeling alright. The awkward pause that preceded such conversations only added to his discomposure, with Nigel convinced that his shameful secret was about to be rumbled until his unwitting tormentors put him out of his misery. Whether it was the friendly face of the group’s secretary, Janice, or the rather less shapely form of his manager, Bob, Nigel found himself coming out in a cold

sweat whenever anyone approached him, which only served to heighten their belief that he must be coming down with something. “You’d better go home early if you’re not feeling well”, Bob told him in a rare display of compassion, before spoiling the mood by displaying his true motivations. “Whatever it is you’ve got, I can’t be doing with it myself. I’ve a big presentation coming up and the last thing I need is your lurgy”. 

“Thanks, boss”, Nigel replied weakly, but his ironic tone was lost on his manager, who had already scuttled off to wash his hands. 

“You get yourself better soon”, Janice told him as he explained his early departure on the way past her cubicle. “I’m sure I’ll be feeling right as rain by tomorrow”, Nigel told her weakly, unable to confide the real reasons behind what was sure to be a miraculous overnight recovery. “Go home and sleep it off”, Janice advised motherly, not knowing that that was exactly what Nigel was planning on doing - albeit in a rather different way to that which the secretary had in mind. “Oh, I’ll be going to bed early tonight, don’t you worry”, Nigel laughed, his delight at such a prospect causing a brief look of bemusement to cross the secretary’s face before she returned her attention to the screen in front of her. He couldn’t tell her that he knew his wife would be more than amenable to such a plan, her raunchy text messages suggesting that she would be dragging him to the bedroom at the earliest opportunity that night - unless, of course, she had plans for taking him elsewhere in the house. 

The thought of making up to and making love with Sally caused any lingering anxiety to evaporate as Nigel headed across the office car park, knowing that he had survived the day unscathed. Indeed, he felt slightly guilty as he strode confidently towards his car, given that he had been let off work an hour early on the pretext of being unwell. 

Now he felt fit as a fiddle and raring to go, but his early departure posed a new problem

- Sally was unlikely to be home yet herself, and arriving too soon would be just as unwelcome as coming back late. Catching his wife in the middle of preparations for a romantic evening or, worse, sitting around watching her do so, would hardly put her in the right frame of mind for forgiving him, whereas attempting to take charge himself was asking for trouble if she had plans of her own. That meant he had an hour to kill, an hour in which he ought to do something. 

A sudden flash of inspiration gave Nigel the idea he needed. Early enough to avoid the rush hour traffic, he could drive into town and visit his wife’s favourite florist, picking up something in the way of flowers as not only a peace offering but a way of wooing his wife. Of course, he would need to do so whilst still wearing his bra and panties, and the thought of interacting with the attractive foreign shop assistant there filled him with some trepidation. His wife always teased him about the young woman in question having a thing for him, offering a flower “for the gentlemen” and generally making a great fuss of putting it in his buttonhole on the occasions he’d accompanied Sally there. 

Now he would need to face her not only without his wife but whilst wearing women’s

underwear too. He toyed with rejecting the idea for a moment, but there was a lot of merit in it nevertheless - a dozen red roses would be sure to bring a smile to Sally’s face if he presented them to her on the doorstep, the icing on the cake as far as making up to her was concerned. 

“Not with your wife today, Sir?”, the melodious voice greeted him as he stepped through the threshold of the flower shop, its owner appearing as if by magic in response to the gentle tinkling of the bell that had been disturbed as he’d opened the door. It was difficult to place her strong foreign accent, but it added a sense of mystery to this flamboyant woman, whose long black hair curled down around her shoulders. She was as pretty as the most exotic of flowers, and eagerly awaited Nigel’s reply with an enthusiasm that was a far cry from some of the surly home-grown sales clerks he’d had the misfortune of dealing with. “No, I’m hoping to surprise her”, Nigel admitted. “I thought I’d get her some roses. I know it’s a little clichéd, but I want to make things up to her”, he said, his voice trailing off as he realised how lame his explanations must sound to the beautiful girl before him. “A dozen red roses, yes? For you, Sir, I have a special price. They match the beauty of your wife, no?”, she opined as she began to wrap the flowers in question - first in practical white paper, but then a layer of pretty cellophane topped off with a flurry of ribbon. 

“And something for your buttonhole, yes?”. Nigel tried to protest, but she was already selecting a suitable flower for the privilege of adorning her handsome customer, trimming its stem with an expert proficiency before proceeding to put it in place. Her hand grazed his chest as she did so, pausing for the briefest of moments before continuing as though nothing had happened, but the wide grin that spread across her face made Nigel wonder if she’d chanced upon his bra. She couldn’t possibly have felt it beneath his jacket, could she? Had her finger caught upon the metal ring that joined strap to cup or was he simply imagining the whole thing? It wasn’t as if he could ask. 

“A very special evening for you, Sir, yes?”, the girl enquired merrily as she rang up the price on the shop’s register. “You show your wife you love her, yes?”. Nigel couldn’t argue with that as he handed over his credit card, but was only too glad when he and his floral tribute were safely back in his car, the awkward encounter with the shop assistant a distant memory as he sped home. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Nigel felt a little silly standing on the doorstep to his own home. He’d rung the doorbell, but there’d been no signs of life from inside for long enough for him to wonder whether Sally had actually come home yet. Now, however, he could make out the sound of footsteps making their way down the hallway towards him, before the door opened to reveal his wife, whose face promptly cycled through a variety of expressions

- surprise, annoyance and delight, as she took in the sight of her husband and the

flowers he proffered. Whisking him through the doorway, he had barely had chance to close the door behind him before she’d embraced him, pressing her lips against his as he did his best to return her hug with the roses still clutched in his hand. As her hands rubbed themselves up and down his back, coming to rest on top of the strap adjusters of his bra, it was clear that Sally had forgiven her husband for his earlier indiscretions. 

The roses took pride of place on the kitchen table that had been the site of so many amorous activities for Nigel and his wife in the past, positioned in a vase such that they formed a floral border to Sally’s face as he sat opposite her, eating the delicious dinner that she’d prepared and sharing the best part of a bottle of wine together. Looking deeply into one another’s eyes, it was clear that the washing up would wait for another time as the couple put down their glasses for the last time, marking the end of an intimate meal that was only the prelude to the evening’s activities. There was no mistaking his wife’s intentions as she took Nigel’s hand and led him upstairs, with his prediction of an early night proving right on the money. Still wearing his pretty pink panties, he could feel his manhood bulge within the feminine underwear as they crossed the threshold of the bedroom, stripping each other of their clothes until all that was left was their lingerie - an area in which Sally had outdone him. 

Her basque wasn’t the same one that had started him down the road to wearing women’s underwear all those months ago, but was more than similar enough to get Nigel’s blood racing. The contradictory combination of delicate black lace and stern boning gave Sally a quintessentially feminine appearance that Nigel’s intimate attire could never hope to compete with, no matter how girly its pink frills. Its cups pushed her bust up into a magnificent cleavage that simply begged to be worshipped, her nipples clearly stiff beneath the gossamer that did little to disguise her womanly curves. 

Allowing his eyes to drop down her body, Nigel relished how the basque tapered off into four elastic suspenders, holding up black lace topped fishnet stockings that criss-crossed over his wife’s luscious legs. Between the two, a tiny triangle of black barely covered his wife’s sex, held precariously in place by the most minuscule of lace trimmed waistbands. It was sopping wet with excitement, Sally’s juices having saturated the diminutive thong with her desire for her husband. 

His member throbbed angrily, pushing against the delicate pink lace that proved no match for its animal ferocity, but Sally wasn’t going to release the beast from its pantied prison quite so easily. “Taste me”, she commanded, falling backwards onto the bed then spreading her legs apart so as to present her crotch to her husband, pulling her thong to one side to reveal her body in all its feminine glory. Falling to his knees, Nigel found himself instinctively worshipping at her womanly shrine, his head being guided into position by his wife’s hands as he lapped at the hot, moist crevice that oozed sweet nectar as he tantalised it with his tongue. Sally’s purrs of delight grew to a crescendo as he continued his ministrations, utterly consumed by his devotion to his wife as he bent

forward so as to pleasure her with no concern for his own comfort. She buckled and shuddered beneath him, clutching at his bra straps as though the pink elastic was a life raft for a woman afloat on a sea of pleasure. 

After the earthquake had subsided, Sally beckoned her husband to continue in a less selfless manner, now pulling his panties to one side so as to finally release his throbbing penis, slick with arousal. Plunging himself deep into her snatch, Nigel began satisfying his own need for sexual release, built up to a frenzy by the events of the day, culminating in making love to his wife while they were both clad in sexy, feminine lingerie. While his wife lay beneath him, he kneaded her lace clad breasts with his fingers, tweaking her nipples until she could bear it no more, spasming once more from his efforts. Before he had had a chance to follow suit, she’d rolled him over onto his back and returned the favour, caressing her husband’s chest through his pastel pink bra as she rocked backwards and forwards on top of him, never stopping her rhythm for a moment as she told her lingerie clad husband just how sexy he looked. 

The sight of her bouncing breasts, now free from their lace confines, and the sexy black basque that encased his wife’s body as she bounced lithely up and down on top of his turgid manhood, finally proved too much for Nigel, the combination of visual and tactile stimuli causing him to shoot his pent-up frustrations deep within Sally’s eager gash. Was it coincidence that his climax had occurred at the very moment she was telling him how she would make him wear a bra and panties to work again so that they could repeat this evening once more? How she would wear the basque and fishnets for him but only if he wore his lingerie all day in exchange? No matter how daunting such a suggestion might seem in the cold light of day, the thought of coming home to such sensual pleasures again was one that Nigel would happily pay the price for, his wife cuddling her still brassièred and pantied man as he lay there spent in her arms. 

♡ ♡ ♡

All that had been months ago, and now wearing a bra and panties to work had become routine for Nigel. He wasn’t quite sure how that had happened, but little by little, Sally had upped the ante, finding more and more excuses for him to do so - whether as a punishment, or simply as a way of working him up into a lather for an evening in together. When wearing a regular bra and panties became an everyday experience for her husband, Sally found new ways of using lingerie as a punishment on the rare occasions when he warranted such chastisement - introducing him to underwear that was simply too small to be comfortable, whether in the form of bras that cut into his chest or thongs that squashed his manhood and invaded deep between his buttocks. For the most part, however, his underwear was more of a gentle reminder of her presence in his life than anything else, encouraging him to do the right thing by his wife even in her absence. It gave him all the motivation he needed to sneak out of meetings when his

employers took liberties with his work-life balance, for starters, not to mention revving him up for special evenings in together when she had him wear something rather more raunchy under his suit and tie. 

Despite having allowed himself a comfortable amount of leeway in leaving the office, there was always the unpredictable rush hour traffic to contend with. Congestion would be no excuse as far as his wife was concerned, Sally being of the professed opinion that one should set out as early as necessary to arrive on time no matter what the traffic was like. Knowing that she was a stickler for punctuality, he’d long ago learnt that arriving even a second after six o’clock was automatic grounds for spending the following day in a punishment bra - there were no ifs and buts as far as Sally was concerned, who believed the only way her husband would learn was if she was consistent about such things. She didn’t like making him suffer any more than he did, but she liked being let down even less. Putting him in a punishment bra was the lesser of two evils, she’d told him on more than one occasion, but she’d much rather he only wore a regular one and made it home on time to put on something sexier. 

Thankfully, despite a snarl-up around the hospital roundabout, Nigel made it home with five minutes to spare and soon found himself in the welcoming embrace of his wife, briefly distracting her from her cooking. “You haven’t forgotten what tomorrow is?”, Sally asked casually over the resulting dinner. “How could I forget such an important date as our anniversary?”, Nigel asked. “I’ve booked us a table at a very classy little restaurant”, he told her proudly. “Ooh!”, Sally exclaimed with delight. “Shall we dress up for the occasion?”, she asked with a twinkle in her eye. “I thought I might wear that basque and thong you like, maybe with those fishnet stockings that get you all hot and bothered, but only if you’ll do the same. It’s about time you started wearing hosiery!”. It was a far cry from how things had been the year before, but despite knowing he’d be wearing the imposing foundation wear and saucy stockings his wife had in mind all day, Nigel wouldn’t go back to how things had been for the world. 

The Governess’s Corsets

“I don’t know why you want to watch this bilge”, Nathan grumbled querulously from over the top of his newspaper. “It’s not even based on a real book this time”. Karen’s suggested viewing had not found favour with husband, who simply failed to share her fascination with period dramas - from the seemingly endless television adaptations of classic novels that she’d been obsessed by in their time to this latest offering, claiming to be inspired by them but written by some modern-day scriptwriter. The producers were scraping the bottom of the barrel, he’d opined objectionably, if the best they could come up with was some made-up tale about a governess and her charges, all the best books obviously having been done to death by now. The newspaper’s arts correspondent had given it an unimpressive review, something he’d read aloud in attempt to dissuade his wife, and worse still, the drama clashed with a motor programme he was rather partial to, although Nathan hadn’t mentioned that last bit to his wife. 

“Hush, it’s starting. You don’t have to watch it if you don’t want to”, Karen scolded as the continuity announcer’s voice disappeared to be replaced by an impressive orchestral score, the screen filled by a shot down the drive of an ornate stately home, slowly zooming in to reveal an unlikely crowd of actors milling around. “Fine, I won’t!”, Nathan harrumphed, rustling his paper noisily as he pressed his face into it. He did so in such an exaggerated manner that his nose was practically touching the newsprint, holding it there for a few seconds to make his point before adopting a posture more comfortable for reading. There may not be cars on the television, but the newspaper’s bulging motoring supplement was a close second, after which there were the sports pages to tackle. That should see him through all but the lengthiest of period dramas, and this one couldn’t be that long given that it was meant to be a series - something his wife would no doubt want to watch every week. 

Karen smiled at her husband’s somewhat childish performance, although her amusement at his antics was lost on the man hiding behind the wall of paper. They would just have to agree to disagree about such programmes, she decided, which were hardly something she could expect him to enjoy as much as she did. Just as she humoured his incessant interest in motor racing, not understanding for the life of her what could possibly prove so fascinating about noisy cars going round and round the same track again and again, her husband should allow her to indulge in her little pleasures - which, to be fair, he did, albeit somewhat ungraciously. She was no doubt equally dismissive during the Formula One season, but that was just the way their relationship was. Besides, there were far more important matters to attend to, with the

country house evidently holding much intrigue judging by the secretive scuttling about of maidservants behind their mistress’s back and the illicit embrace of a young lady and a gardener, rudely interrupted by the arrival of a stern looking governess. 

Despite her husband’s initial antagonism towards the programme, Karen couldn’t help but notice that his attention often wandered from his newspaper. Indeed, its rustling pages often ended up in his lap, invariably at the more amorous scenes. If she didn’t know him better, Karen might have said that her husband had taken quite a liking to one of the lead actresses, but knowing him all too well, he was probably just ogling her chest, which showed a surprising amount of cleavage and bosom considering the staid propriety and stilted interactions of this pseudo-Victorian household. Indeed, the more she looked for it, the more Karen came to realise that all of the actresses were flaunting their feminine charms - even the maids appeared to be corseted beneath their aprons, whereas the three young charges around whom the drama revolved wore the most revealing of bodices, their waists infeasibly narrow in contrast to their bulging busts and padded bustles. 

“Do you think she’s wearing any panties under all that lot?”, Nathan asked lewdly as the feisty younger daughter frolicked with a suitor, having somehow managed to have escaped her governess’s attentions for long enough for a quick fumble behind the fountain with the footman. “That poor man doesn’t stand a chance”, he laughed. “It’ll take him weeks to get her kit off”. Karen gave her husband a disparaging look, but her non-verbal disapproval didn’t stop him from continuing. “If I were him, I’d leave her corset on. Lucky gent!”, he whistled, about to develop his line of thought further when, like the couple onscreen, he was suddenly cut short by an unexpected arrival, which caused Nathan to sit up in his chair just as quickly as the footman’s hands dropped to his side. 

“What on earth do you think you are doing, Miss Montague?”. The stern voice was that of the governess, who had finally caught up with her errant charge and was wasting no time in reminding her of the importance of retaining her honour and virtue rather than falling into disgrace at the hands of a mere servant. “I wouldn’t want to get into her bad books”, Nathan gulped, evidently affected by the imposing figure who now filled the screen. Like the young ladies she was responsible for looking after, the governess was tightly corseted, but rather than wearing the pretty pastel colours becoming to a débutante, she was clad entirely in black, giving her hourglass figure a severity that was completely in keeping with her character. His reaction caused Karen to laugh - for a man who had been so dismissive of such dramas, he was certainly taking an interest in them now. Whatever his reasons, that had to be a good thing. 

♡ ♡ ♡

“Are you going to be watching that dominatrix programme this evening?”, Nathan asked his wife over dinner. “What dominatrix programme?”, Karen replied with a look of puzzlement on her face. “You know, the one with all the corsets”, Nathan said salaciously, miming a bouncing bosom with his hands. His wife slapped him playfully. 

“Not dominatrix, silly, governess. The Governess”, she told him, stressing the word in the forlorn hope that her husband might get it right next time. “Could have fooled me”, Nathan muttered under his breath. “Why, do you want to watch it with me? Are you desperate to know what will happen between Elizabeth and Mr Sutcliffe?”, she teased him. “Might be”, Nathan answered a little bashfully. “You just want to letch over her chest, more like”, Karen said scornfully. “But yes, I will be. You can read your newspaper if you like”. 

Any pretence that Nathan might have made of doing so was soon abandoned, his paper not even resting in his lap this time but rather folded up by the side of his chair as the television held him rapt. “I don’t know why women don’t wear corsets like that nowadays”, he proclaimed to his wife as the programme cut into a commercial break. 

“Why don’t you get one? It would do wonders for your figure”, he continued tactlessly. 

“Have you any idea how uncomfortable it must be to wear something like that?”, Karen retorted angrily. “It must be a real nightmare for those poor actresses. I bet they can hardly breath, laced up like that”. Nathan laughed. “I bet they love all the attention they get, more like”. Karen was about to make a scathing comeback when the adverts came to an end, so she simply hushed him instead. However disagreeable her husband’s attitude, now wasn’t the time for correcting it - there was a period drama to attend to! 

♡ ♡ ♡

There was no mistaking the contents of the package even before Karen had opened it. 

The return address, printed prominently on the parcel’s label, made it perfectly clear that the company from which it had originated sold nothing but corsets, their logo featuring the silhouette of an archetypal hourglass figure, not to mention the word

“corsets” as part of their web address. That had caused quite a stir when Nathan had fetched the post in that morning, the heavy clatter of the padded envelope signifying something far more exciting than the usual mixture of bills and junk mail. With the excitement of a small boy wanting to open his Christmas presents, he’d rushed back to the breakfast table where Karen was just finishing her toast, but his wife had steadfastly refused to do anything with the mysterious parcel beyond putting it to one side, telling her husband that he would need to wait until they were both back from work that evening before she would even consider showing him what she’d ordered. 

“Are you going to be dressing up like the Montagues?”, Nathan pestered, taking the parcel from where Karen had put it down on the sideboard and shaking it in a futile attempt to ascertain its contents. Despite his enthusiasm to see what was inside, he

knew that there was no way he could get away with opening post addressed to his wife, particularly not a special delivery such as this, but that didn’t stop him from trying to persuade her to open it on his behalf. Much to her husband’s annoyance, Karen wasn’t having any of it. “Something like that”, she said, non-committally, refusing to answer any further questions on the subject until Nathan crept up behind her and wrapped his arms around her, holding her tight as he kissed her on the neck. “Will I get to lace you up?”, he whispered quietly in her ear, giving his wife a squeeze that caused her to emit a playful shriek. “Just you wait and see!”, she told him sternly as she wrestled her way out of his manly grip. “Just you wait and see!”. 

Karen waited until they had finished their after-dinner coffee before finally putting her husband out of his misery. “Oh!”, she exclaimed in mock surprise, “I’ve completely forgotten about that package that came this morning. Do you mind if I go and open it?”. 

“No, no, let me fetch it for you”, Nathan offered, rising from his chair with surprising speed for a man who had only recently eaten a substantial meal. In a flash he returned to her side with the padded envelope, watching expectantly as Karen carefully pulled away the strip that sealed it. As though tormenting him, she took her time removing the invoice from inside the package before pulling out a polythene bag containing a heavy bundle of material. Quickly discarding the outer plastic, she unfolded the fabric inside, revealing a garment that was simultaneously stern and delicate, its pretty embroidery reinforced by stiff boning. The contrast between the snow white jacquard and the heavy steel fastenings was almost paradoxical, but somehow they came together as a whole, giving the unmistakable form of a corset. 

“Is that going to fit you?”, Nathan asked cautiously, showing the hesitancy of a man who had learnt the hard way not to make quips about a woman’s weight. “It does look a little large, doesn’t it? I hope they’ve not sent the wrong size”, Karen sighed, letting the heavy corset drop into her lap as she returned her attention to the previously discarded invoice. “They’ve sent a forty two. There’s no way I’m a forty two!”, she exclaimed angrily, as though offended by the suggestion that the corset was her size. “No, you’re more like a thirty two”, Nathan said doubtfully, his knowledge of women’s clothing being stretched to its limits in his efforts to comfort his wife. “Thirty four”, Karen coughed, but she hadn’t really the heart to correct her husband when he was trying his best. “Anyway, it’s a shame”, Nathan said, “I was looking forward to seeing it”. 

A wicked grin broke out across Karen’s face as she stifled a mischievous giggle. “You know”, she said, holding the corset up towards her husband, “I bet it would fit you”. 

“I’m not wearing a corset!”, Nathan spluttered, but his wife refused to take no for an answer, continuing as though her husband were in full agreement. “Come on, let’s have your shirt off and see whether it does”. “Karen!”, Nathan protested, but his wife wasted no time in undressing him, starting to undo his buttons even before she’d stood up, her husband squirming as much from the tickling of her fingers as from the thought of what

she was proposing. “I’m not a forty two any more than you are”, he pleaded, knowing that Karen was all too aware of his constant battle with his waistline. “Well, a corset needs to be a little tight”, Karen laughed, moving behind her husband now that she’d finished unbuttoning his shirt and starting to pull it off his shoulders. 

Soon the battle was lost as far as Nathan was concerned, standing bare chested in front of his wife as she picked the corset up from off the floor where it fallen in her enthusiasm to strip him of his shirt. Her husband stood watching helplessly as she held the stern foundation garment up towards him, struggling momentarily with the steel fastenings of its busk which seemed to have a natural affinity for latching on one another. It was as though being open was entirely alien to the corset, which instead expected to remain firmly closed around the body of a helpless victim, Nathan found himself thinking as his wife grumbled to herself about the garment’s stubbornness. 

Finally Karen managed to stretch it out into one long length, its two halves joined by laces in the middle. “Now, how does this work? Arms up!”, she ordered, standing behind her husband again as she began to wrap the corset around his body. 

Unsure of what to expect, Nathan couldn’t help himself from emitting a brief chortle of amusement as the corset failed to reach all the way across his chest, instead leaving a gap of approximately two inches between the pairs of chunky metal fastenings that were meant to meet each other in the middle. “I told you it was too small”, he told his wife smugly. “You’ll just have to send it back and get one that’s your size”. “I’m not finished yet”, Karen snapped, before adopting a softer tone. “Clearly you’re meant to unlace it more first”. Removing the corset from her husband’s body, she proceeded to do just that, working the strong cord backwards and forwards through the criss-cross pattern as though undoing a monster shoelace until the gap between the two sets of eyelets was significantly wider than it had been when she had started. 

“Right, let’s try again. Arms up, Miss Montague!”, Karen instructed her husband, adopting a tone that was frighteningly similar to that of the young lady in question’s governess. This time, she had no trouble in fastening the corset around her husband’s body, the steel fastenings needing only minor persuasion to come together down the length of his chest. The natural tendency of the corset to stay closed was now working against the man imprisoned in it, clinging against Nathan’s body as his wife fussed behind his back. “There’s a flap of fabric which I think is meant to go behind the laces”, she explained. “To preserve your modesty, you understand. A young lady wouldn’t want to show bare flesh there, not if she had any degree of breeding”, Karen told her now corseted husband, one again adopting a tone and mannerisms that were all too familiar from their viewing. “Now, let’s lace you up, shall we?”. 

Nathan had mistakenly assumed that the corset was already adequately laced, given that it fitted snugly around his body, but Karen soon put pay to any delusions he might have

in that regard. Her husband winced as she pulled tightly on the lengths of cord that hung down from his back, causing his corset to suddenly squeeze him in a suffocating embrace. Worse was in store when she methodically set about removing the remaining slack from the laces, for whilst each individual pull may not have been severe, the cumulative effect proved quite relentless. By the time Karen was finishing, Nathan found himself forced to take short, rapid breaths, the unyielding constriction around his chest making it impossible to breathe normally. However much he struggled against the steel bones that gripped his body, they refused to budge - the corset expected him to conform to its shape rather than the reverse. 

With one final tug, Karen began to tie her husband’s corset lace behind his back, a process that seemed to take an age as far as the man trapped in the infernal garment was concerned. Nathan was beginning to gain an appreciation for what the actresses he had been ogling onscreen had suffered in order to provide lecherous viewers like himself with such a delightful visage - the thought of delivering lines, let alone frolicking around, whilst trapped in such attire was beyond comprehension. “Okay, enough’s enough, Karen!”, he protested with as much breath as he could muster, but his wife simply wasn’t listening. “Oh my!”, she exclaimed as she walked slowly around her husband, inspecting his corseted body from all angles. “I’d say that fits you very well indeed!”. 

“Karen, I’m not wearing this”, Nathan said crossly. “It looks like you are, darling”, Karen laughed, now standing in front of her husband. She had her hands on his corseted waist, although it would have been hard to tell without looking down, given how the pressure she exerted upon his body paled in comparison to the vice-like grip of the steel bones that Nathan found himself trapped within. Pulling herself closer to him, she planted a kiss on her blushing husband’s lips, pressing her body against his corseted frame as she did so. “It’s so firm”, she cooed, “not like that flabby belly of yours. Look, you’ve even got little breasts!”. Sure enough, the corset had caused the flesh of Nathan’s chest to be pushed up, spilling out at the top of the white jacquard to give the impression of a modest bust - hardly impressive by female standards, but more than enough to cause Nathan renewed paroxysms of protest. “Karen!”, he spluttered, his objections cut short by a sudden absence of breath as his corset reminded him who was in control of the situation. “Karen, please”, he begged. “You’ve made your point. Let’s send this back and forget you ever ordered a corset, shall we? I couldn’t possibly ask you to wear something like this”, he implored. “Well, I should think not, white’s really not my colour”, his wife joked, refusing to put her husband out of his misery just yet. 

“It suits you, you know. You look so sexy in your corset that I want to ravish you in it. I can see why men can’t keep their hands off the Montague sisters”, she laughed. 

“Speaking of which, it’s almost time for The Governess”. 

“You wouldn’t want to miss that”, Nathan volunteered, finally seeing a way out of the predicament he found himself in. “Let’s put this corset away and watch it together. I promise I won’t say anything about what any of the actresses are wearing now I know what it’s like”, he offered. “I’ve a better idea”, Karen suggested, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “If you can take your corset off before the theme music starts, you can say whatever you like about them and I’ll play the helpless maiden for you later on. 

But if you can’t, you have to keep it on all through the programme and I get to treat you like Miss Montague afterwards. Do we have a deal?”. Nathan glanced at the clock before answering, but with several minutes to go before the start of The Governess, it seemed like a safe bet. Even a garment as awkward and cumbersome as his corset couldn’t take that long to take off, he reckoned, earning him free reign as far as being a red blooded male was concerned - both here and in the bedroom. 

“You’re on!”, he said confidently, shaking his wife’s hand to seal their deal. Karen sat back down on the sofa with a distinct look of amusement on her face as she watched her husband struggle with his corset, but try as he might, it simply wouldn’t budge. First Nathan attempted to simply pull the steel fasteners apart, but his foundation wear was laced far too tightly for that to ever have been a viable option, which meant his efforts soon turned to loosening the cord that criss-crossed over his back. That was hampered by the small matter of the knot that Karen had tied, pulled so tightly as a result of his earlier struggles that it was impossible to gain any kind of leverage on it. It was hard to tell for sure, given that he was reduced to feeling blindly behind his back, but it seemed that there was more than one knot - indeed, his crafty wife had tied a whole host of them, one after another, knotting the cord so tightly that seemed to be an indivisible mass rather than distinct loops. She’d almost certainly done that deliberately, Nathan fumed, setting him for an evening in the corset right from the very beginning. It wouldn’t surprise him if she’d deliberately ordered the wrong size with exactly this in mind. 

As if to remind her husband of his plight, Karen nonchalantly turned on the television, just in time for the voice of continuity announcer to fade in over the theme music of the previous programme. With only seconds left, Nathan gave up on trying to undo the knots behind his back and frantically tried to pull the tight garment down his body, but it was no use - the corset was going nowhere. “And now, let’s catch up with the goings on at Montague Hall”, the faceless voice boomed, condemning Nathan to his fate. With a dejected sigh, he sat down next to his wife and allowed her to snuggle up to his tightly laced frame, knowing that he was a prisoner of the corset until she chose to release him from its crushing grip - which wouldn’t be for another hour, at least. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Gone were the quips about undergarments and dominatrices, for Nathan now found himself sympathising with the female characters, expected to go about their business in corsetry not that dissimilar to his own. While he couldn’t help being drawn to the young ladies’ bulging bosoms, which were a far cry from his own modest mounds, he nevertheless appreciated that such beauty came at a price for the maidens in question, understanding their tendency to swoon and faint at the slightest provocation rather than deriding the scriptwriters for using such trite clichés to place the women at the mercy of their dashing suitors. Indeed, when the middle of the three sisters, Victoria Montague, was getting ready for a ball, he found he fully understood her breathlessness whilst conversing with the maid who was mercilessly lacing her up - a far cry from the salacious comments that would earlier have accompanied such a scene of females dressing one another. His expression of concern for her well-being caused Karen to remark at her husband’s change of face, innocently wondering if his corset was the cause and suggesting that he might wear it again if that were the case. 

Victoria was not the only one of the Montague sisters to be seen in just her corsetry that episode - Elizabeth was too, albeit in circumstances that were far more amorous. “Oh, Mr Sutcliffe!” she gasped as her admirer finally enjoyed the fruits of his wooing, kissing her passionately as she melted like butter in his arms. In no time at all, the couple were engaged in surprisingly intimate activities considering the period the drama was set in, a four poster bed providing the backdrop to extramarital lovemaking that would have seen the governess horrified at the resulting loss of honour had she been around to witness it. Conveniently, her attentions were occupied by the goings on at the ball, leaving Elizabeth free to be stripped down to just her corset before being ravished by her handsome suitor. It was a display that would have been sure to have provoked Nathan into making lewd comments were in not for the fact that he found himself in similar attire - his corset a snow white like hers. 

Any hopes that Nathan might have had for a swift release from its embrace were soon dashed as the programme came to an end, for Karen seemed determined to keep him to his word, insisting on referring to her husband as “Elizabeth” and “Miss Montague” as she led him upstairs. Divesting him of all but his corset, she pushed him backwards onto the bed and pinned his arms down as she inflamed his growing manhood, casting her own clothing aside in the process of bouncing up and down upon his stiff, hard member. It was rare for her to take the lead like this, but with his corset keeping him from taking all but the tiniest of breaths, Nathan could do little else but to lie back and let his wife have her wicked way with him, unable to muster the strength to do anything but moan and gasp. As her rhythm increased in tempo, Karen clung onto his corseted sides once more, her breasts bouncing in time with her body as she forced his manhood deep inside her, only for it to be withdrawn moments later. It was all that Nathan could do to remain conscious throughout proceedings, feeling himself becoming faint with the combination of excitement and exertion. 

Finally Karen’s body arched backwards, indicating that she had passed the point of no return, and Nathan found himself following soon afterwards, shooting waves of sticky ejaculate deep within his wife as he climaxed from her ministrations. Stars passed before his eyes and the world span alarming for a moment before he regained his bearings, Karen having dismounted him in the meantime. “Was that good for you, Miss Montague?”, she teased softly, tracing her fingers over her husband’s newfound bosom, but rather than challenge such an unlikely epithet, Nathan was only able to let out a sigh of contentment, having been well and truly ravished just like his onscreen role model had been earlier. “You’ll have to marry me now”, she joked, “in order to preserve your honour, young lady!”. 

Karen finally released her husband from the tight embrace of his corset, but not before extracting a promise from him that he would don it prior to the next episode of The Governess. She had ample time to discuss such matters with Nathan as she set about undoing him, for her knots were almost as impossible for her to untie as they had been for her husband, even with the added benefit of being able to see exactly what she was doing. “Next time I won’t tie these as tightly”, she grumbled, before adding almost in passing, “and I might dress you up a little more, if that’s alright with my charge?”. 

Finding himself in no position to argue, wearing nothing but the corset that his wife had yet to release him from, Nathan grunted in assent. “I’ll take that as a ‘Yes’, shall I?”, Karen asked sternly. “Yes”, Nathan sighed. “Yes, Miss Hardcastle”, Karen corrected, employing the surname of the governess. “Yes, Miss Hardcastle”. “Very good, Miss Montague. I shall see to it that you are properly outfitted for our next encounter”. 

“Thank you, Miss Hardcastle!”, Nathan replied, somewhat tongue in cheek, but he had to admit there was something to be said for such roleplaying - however unlikely he was to be cast as the lead heroine! 

♡ ♡ ♡

Karen made an imposing figure as she stood in the doorway of the lounge, her hands on her hips. It had been half an hour since her husband had returned from work, and after initial pleasantries, he’d left her with her preparations in the kitchen, opting to sit down with the newspaper until dinner was ready. That didn’t mean he wouldn’t help out in due course, however, but it was too early to start setting the table and experience had taught him that his wife was best left to her own devices as far as cooking was concerned. As such, her sudden presence came as something of a surprise, causing him to look up in concern in case there was cause for alarm - an emergency that required his attention, or simply something he had overlooked. It turned out to be the latter, but Nathan certainly wasn’t expecting what his wife was about to say, nor the melodramatic formality of the tone she adopted to address her seated husband. 

“Why aren’t you properly dressed, Miss Montague? I believe we had an arrangement whereby you would be appropriately corseted on those evenings when The Governess is to be shown, did we not?”. Nathan opened his mouth to speak, but found himself struggling for words - his wife had indeed had him promise to do just that in the warm afterglow of their lovemaking the previous week, but he hadn’t expected her to take it so seriously, let alone do so this early in the evening. “I’ve instructed the maid to leave your corset out for you upstairs”, Karen continued sternly, not dropping out of character for a moment. “You certainly wouldn’t be slouching like that if you were wearing your stays as you should, young lady. See to it that you are appropriately dressed before dinner is served!”. With that last pronouncement, a huge grin broke across her face and Karen stole a kiss from her bewildered husband before disappearing swiftly out of the room. She was evidently enjoying this little game of hers, Nathan though as he got out of his chair, and so he had better humour her. 

Whether it was the mysterious maid that Karen had spoken of or simply his wife herself, someone had indeed left the corset out on the bed for Nathan, albeit alongside one of his wife’s bras. Nevertheless, whoever it was had gone to the trouble of loosening its lacing, spreading the garment out such that all he need do was pick it up and wrap it around his body. Even that was easier said than done, but getting the steel fastenings to come together down his chest was child’s play compared to trying to tighten the laces behind his back. Nathan had made a start on doing so when he realised that the modesty panel that his wife had made a fuss about last time was now half folded under the body of the corset. That was something which was sure to earn him reproof from Karen if, as seemed likely, she intended on playing the role of the stern governess for the rest of the evening. There was nothing for it but to start again, with undoing the laces being thankfully a little easier than doing them up, being merely a case at pulling at things until they came loose again. 

With his corset looser, Nathan made a point of ensuring that its modesty panel covered the gap at the back of his corset, looking over his shoulder into the full length mirror that adorned his wife’s side of the bedroom to make sure none of his skin was showing through the criss-crossed lacing. It was a strange sight to see his own body done up in such feminine attire, and Nathan found himself becoming slightly turned on, imagining the figure in the mirror turning around to reveal the bulging bust of a maiden in her prime, her bosom bursting out of her bodice. That was unlikely given the circumstances, Nathan thought, looking down to see his hairy chest above the top of his corset, no bustier than it would be normally thanks to the corset not yet being properly laced. 

The mirror proved to more of a hindrance than a help as far as lacing himself up was concerned, with the awkwardness of having to work behind his back being compounded by the confusion of seeing everything reversed. In the end, Nathan found himself going

by touch alone, only consulting his reflection on occasion to see how he was getting on. 

There was no way that the corset would ever be as tight as his wife had laced it, he realised, for judging by the width of the criss-crossed laces, there were still several inches to go before its embrace became as crushing as it could be. Moreover, he would soon be eating dinner, and thus there was a certain benefit from leaving things looser, not least in being able to breath more easily than he had last time. While that ran the risk of suffering the wrath of the governess, he would take his chances with his wife. 

After all, he was going along with her little game, he told himself as he put his shirt back on, observing how much easier the buttons fastened now that his stomach didn’t bulge as much. If she wanted him corseted any tighter, she would have to do so herself, not that he would suggest that to her. 

Karen certainly seemed pleased with her husband’s efforts when he presented himself in the kitchen, complimenting him on his figure as she pressed her body against his, caressing the outline of his corset through his shirt. “It does wonders for that belly of yours”, she laughed. “Maybe you should wear one more often. Elizabeth Montague would wear on all the time”, she playfully suggested, before adding salaciously, “Even when she’s wearing nothing else”. “Well, I’m not Elizabeth Montague, am I?”, Nathan grumbled. “You might be later on”, Karen intimated, her hand grazing her husband’s crotch suggestively. “Though I want to see what happens in this week’s episode first. 

Elizabeth might decide to take a vow of chastity and become a nun, and then you would have to, too”, she laughed. “I think that’s most unlikely, she’s far too hot to trot! My money’s on her getting ravished by that Mr Sutcliffe again”, Nathan countered. “I do hope so!”, Karen laughed. It was an unlikely topic of conversation given how Nathan would have scoffed at such talk only weeks ago, but now he found that corsets, both on screen and off, were bringing him and his wife closer together. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Dinner had presented Nathan with a dilemma. It was ordinarily all too easy to overindulge in Karen’s delicious home cooking, as his waistline clearly gave testament to, but the pressure from his corset now put the brake on proceedings much earlier than might otherwise have been the case. While a second helping of the tasty casserole would ordinarily have been accepted without question, Nathan now declined it, much to his wife’s astonishment. Thanks to the reduction imposed by his corset, he was already beginning to feel full even before dessert, begging Karen’s forgiveness for not taking her offer for fear of being unable to stomach the scrumptious second course. His wife was far from being offended, however, instead expressing delight at Nathan’s moderation. “We might even be able to get a second meal out of that”, she suggested, 

“assuming you can show similar restraint when you’re not wearing that corset of yours”. 

After a leisurely cup of coffee, Karen glanced at the clock, informing her husband that there were ten minutes to go before the start of their favourite television programme. 

“That means it’s ime for your corset inspection, young lady”, she said sternly, seamlessly adopting the role of governess once more. “I simply won’t have my charges improperly dressed. A firm pair of stays is an essential foundation no matter what gown you have in mind”, she intoned. “Take your shirt off!”. Nathan’s body felt leaden after the heavy dinner, but he knew he had no choice but to get to his feet, reluctantly divesting himself of his shirt in the process. “Yes, Miss Hardcastle”, he replied meekly, presenting his corseted torso for his wife’s inspection. “Do you call this tightly laced?”, Karen chided. “You’ll never win the heart of your suitor if this is the best you can do, Miss Montague”. With that, she began untying the knots that fastened her husband’s corset before setting about relacing him far tighter than before. Nathan groaned as his stomach was pulled in even further, the familiar breathlessness returning as he struggled to keep down his dinner. 

“And another thing! Where’s your brassière? I distinctly remember leaving one out for you alongside your corset. With a bust like yours, you can’t expect to go braless. 

Goodness knows what people would think, young lady!”. Karen had finished knotting his corset cords again and allowed her hands to wander, one caressing the modest mounds that protruded from above the stiff jacquard, the other wandering its way down the line of steel fasteners until it rested upon her husband’s groin, gently stroking his nascent erection in a manner that left no doubt about her intentions. “I thought that was one of yours”, Nathan gasped, instinctively pressing his body in towards his wife’s touch, but she withdrew her hands just as he did so. “Nonsense. There’s no way I would ever need one so large!”, Karen told him in a tone of mock outrage, before dropping momentarily out of character. “You don’t mind, do you? You did say I could dress you up a little more, and I know how much you like big busts!”. Nathan had barely had time to accede to his wife’s unlikely demand before she had disappeared out of the door, leaving him standing alone, still struggling against the vice-like grip of his corset. 

Karen returned just as quickly as she had left, presenting her husband with the bra that he had seen earlier, having extracted it from a heavy carrier bag that she’d brought back with her. Now that he took the trouble to inspect it more closely, it was obvious that it couldn’t be one of hers - it was far too large for that, both in terms of the overall size of the garment but also its massive cups, cut from a pretty embroidered fabric that, whilst not an exact match for the jacquard of his corset, certainly complemented it well. 

Directed by his wife, he held his arms out and allowed her to slip its straps up onto his shoulders, feeling quite bewildered as she fastened the feminine garment behind his back. Its huge cups hung loosely from his body, with their underwires resting against the top of his corset rather than his chest, such that it didn’t seem to add anything in the way of femininity to his appearance - indeed, it only served to emphasise the fact that

his natural bust was nowhere near large enough to warrant wearing any kind of bra, let alone one this big. 

Nathan was about to point this fact out to his wife when he saw that she had extracted a bulging water balloon from the carrier bag that had previously been discarded at her feet. Carefully supporting it as she lifted the heavy teardrop towards his chest, she proceeded to insert it into one of the cups of his bra, with a second one soon filling the other. Now there was no way that the bra could be accused of serving no purpose, for its cups were stretched into an unmistakable curve by their contents. Combined with the way the corset pulled his waist in, that gave Nathan a distinctly feminine figure, albeit a rather caricatured one, something that Karen was not slow to remark upon. “I see Miss Montague has blossomed rather since I last saw her”, she purred, caressing her husband’s newfound bust with a lust that was distinctly out of place between a governess and her charge. “Be sure to keep that bulging bosom of yours under control, young lady. And put your shirt back on. It’s unseemly to be out in public in just your bra, especially with breasts that size!”, she teased. 

With that, Karen sat back down and turned the television on, leaving Nathan to pick his shirt up off the floor as the deep voice of the continuity announcer greeted them. It was just as well the man behind the microphone couldn’t see what was going on, Nathan thought, as he frantically tried to button up his shirt, all too aware that his wife’s favourite programme was about to begin. Although his corset made things easier as far as fastening the lower buttons were concerned, the presence of a bulging bra made doing them up an ever harder challenge the further he got up his chest, such that he was forced to give up well before he reached the top. With his bosom threatening to burst out of his half done up shirt, he was anything but a picture of modesty, something that would have been sure to earn the scorn of his wife had she not been too caught up in the theme music. No doubt she would chastise him for his exhibitionism in due course, just as the governess would with any of her charges who had the temerity to show themselves in such a state of undress. 

Now that he had justifiable grounds to study it more closely, Nathan observed that Elizabeth’s bulging bust was unrestrained by any brassière, but it was hardly a discrepancy that he could point out to his wife, who must have gone to some trouble to source such a garment for their games. Were bras even invented in Victorian times? He would let the anachronism slide for now, hoping that such unlikely attire would serve to enhance their bedroom games in due course. Indeed, if his role model was anything to go by, Nathan would definitely be up for some action later on. Elizabeth certainly seemed to be having a time of things this episode, not only ending up in just her corset again during a flashback to earlier events, but having her skirts hitched up by her suitor and taken in a horse-drawn carriage, the driver conveniently unaware of the rhythmic banging coming from beneath his vantage point atop the cab. 

In turn, Nathan found himself with his trousers around his ankles, bent backwards over the arm of the sofa as his wife had her way with him. Karen had unbuttoned his shirt, but only partially pulled it off his body, pinioning her husband’s arms to his sides as she revealed his bulging bra, the contents of which wobbled up and down to his wife’s rhythm. Rendered helpless by the corset that deprived him of anything more than the shallowest of breaths, Nathan once again found himself unable to do anything but to lie back and allow Karen to do as she wished with him, his wife grinding her body against his as she took advantage of his rock hard manhood to their mutual pleasure. Impaling herself upon him, Karen’s own braless breasts bounced in time to her rocking motion, but Nathan kept his bra on throughout - even for the repeat performance in the far more comfortable setting of their bedroom, led upstairs in just his lingerie by his naked wife. 

She’d denied him climax the first time, withdrawing from him shortly after she’d come herself and leaving his throbbing member painfully frustrated, but made up for that in due course, kneading his balloon breasts with her hands as the pressure of her hot, moist crevice drove him over the edge at last. The world span as his consciousness dissolved in waves of ecstasy, his entire being consumed by the act of love he was engaged in. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Now that a precedent had been established, Nathan found himself expected to don his corset and bra every week, finding the feminine garments left out for him on his side of the bed when he came home from work. After showering, he would do his best to lace himself into the corset, then struggle with hooking the bra behind his back even though he knew that Karen would insist he take it off again shortly afterwards in order for her to tighten him up. However well he thought he had managed to close the gap of criss-cross laces, his wife always managed to do better, although she had the benefit of being able to throw herself bodily into the task at hand, often placing her knee in the small of his back so as to get better leverage. Once Karen had knotted him securely into its suffocating embrace, she would present her husband with his bra and watch as he struggled to put it on again, offering no assistance beyond plenty in the way of comments on his efforts, finishing with a congratulatory kiss when he finally managed to fasten it. Slapping Nathan playfully on the buttocks, she would then leave him to sort the rest out - inserting the bulging water balloons that gave her husband a most unmanly bust and finding a top that would fit over them. A young lady should learn to dress herself, she told him. 

To Nathan’s disappointment, the plot of The Governess took an unexpected twist as Elizabeth Montague went down with a severe case of brain fever, seeing her laid up in bed without any of the amorous activities that usually took place in her boudoir. Even the lascivious Mr Sutcliffe had to respect her doctor’s orders and allow Elizabeth rest and recuperation rather than ravishing her at the slightest opportunity as had been the case previously. His role model spent her time not only bereft of corsetry but chaste, her

long nightdresses in keeping with the setting but far from as alluring as the bodices that pumped up her bosom. Nevertheless, Karen saw no reason why her husband should follow suit, insisting that he donned his corset and bra regardless of what was happening onscreen. After all, the governess was still tightly laced, as were all of the maid servants, whereas Victoria Montague was making preparations for her wedding, a process that regularly saw her changing clothes but somehow remaining corseted throughout. Nathan would do the same, he was told in no uncertain terms, getting into his foundation wear for the evening’s entertainment without fail no matter what Elizabeth was up to. 

Nor was he anywhere near as chaste as his role model - indeed, Nathan and Karen had become positively wanton in their activities, occasionally ending up in an intimate embrace even before the programme had come to an end. While Karen had been initially entranced by the goings on at Montague Hall, there were times now when things became distinctly clichéd, the scriptwriters evidently having run out of fresh material and forced to resort to recycling the same old scripts, some of which were blatantly stolen from classic works. For Karen, who in Nathan’s opinion had not only watched every period drama that had ever been televised but read all the classic romances they were based on, things became distinctly old hat, even verging on boring at times. That was something that naturally brought out her mischievous side, as Nathan discovered first hand, being the only plaything in reach of his wife on such occasions. 

On one occasion, Karen had unzipped Nathan’s trousers and proceeded to work them and the briefs he wore underneath far enough down his legs to permit her unimpeded access to his manhood, which she promptly began to caress idly with her hands, still watching the television as though it were perfectly normal to masturbate one’s husband whilst doing so. Nathan had found his attention soon drifted from the interminable dialogue of the housemaids, discussing the forthcoming wedding of their mistress with a saccharine glee, their chatter displaced by the familiar helplessness that being toyed with by his wife brought. Much to his frustration, her rhythmic grip relaxed when the scene changed, her husband’s throbbing member forgotten when the blushing bride appeared on scene, leaving Nathan no choice but to watch his manly glory subside before his eyes and those of the veiled beauty onscreen, who seemed to be staring straight through the television at her corseted counterpart. 

Karen didn’t remove her hand entirely from his groin, however, and when she was no longer transfixed by the extravagant wedding dress that adorned Victoria Montague, she returned her attention to her husband’s penis. It didn’t take long for him to respond to her attentions again, and soon his manhood was pulsing with renewed enthusiasm, kept gently ticking over by a more gentle stroking until the closing credits finally signalled the end of onscreen proceedings, marking the start of activities closer to home. Bending forward over her corseted husband, Karen lovingly took his rock hard pole in her

mouth, working her lips and tongue over it with a delight matched only by her husband’s pleasure. Again, he found himself helpless in the face of her ministrations, every gasp of breath he took reminding him of the corset that so mercilessly imprisoned him as his wife sucked and licked as though hungry for his sperm. He soon obliged her in that respect, shooting his ejaculate into her eager mouth as her head continued to bob up and down on his manhood, easing off only when it became clear that her husband was well and truly spent. 

“You’ll have to return the favour for me sometime”, Karen grinned as she looked up into her husband’s eyes, licking her lips as she did so. Propping herself up on the sofa once more, she snuggled alongside his corseted body. “Perhaps you might amuse me similarly next week”, she wondered idly, stroking the unlikely curves of her husband’s bulging bust as she did so. “It’s the last episode, and I think it would only be appropriate for my charge to show due respect to her governess, don’t you think, Miss Montague?”. “Yes, Miss Hardcastle!”, Nathan exclaimed contentedly. “That would be my most humble pleasure, illustrious lady”. His affected accent and hammy delivery caused Karen to burst into fits of giggles, something that soon proved to be quite infectious. Unable to stop himself from joining in, Nathan once more found himself gasping for breath, his corset imposing even upon such merriment as he begged his wife to stop laughing herself so that he too could be serious again, paying a far greater price than she did for such mirth thanks to his heavily restricted chest. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Like its predecessor, there was no doubt as to what the second package that came from the corset company contained. Now that Nathan knew what to look for, he could clearly make out the stiff outline of a foundation garment through the padded envelope, its bones resisting the gentle bending he subjected the parcel to in the hope of ascertaining what was inside. While it was impossible to make out colour or style from such tactile probing, it was clear that there would soon be a second corset in the house, which set Nathan’s mind racing. Would Karen have him wear it in place of his regular one for the final episode of The Governess? Perhaps she’d ordered him something that would be more in keeping with the bridal theme, although it was hard to see what could be any more appropriate than the snow white jacquard of his existing corset - the perfect accompaniment to any wedding dress, he thought, although he wouldn’t wish its embrace upon any bride wanting to breathe on her big day. 

Despite her husband’s evident enthusiasm, Karen once again refused to open the parcel over breakfast, insisting that Nathan wait until he got home from work before she would even consider letting him see what was inside. With the prospect of such a surprise waiting for him on the kitchen table, not to mention the fact that he would be sure to be up for some action in whatever it was that evening, Nathan found the clock

drag by even more than it normally did at work, but by the time he got home, the padded envelope had mysteriously disappeared. It was nowhere to be seen on the kitchen table, and a search of likely possible places yielded no clues that might indicate its whereabouts. Moreover, his wife was acting particularly suspiciously - she’d gone to the trouble of dressing up for the occasion, wearing a little black dress that somehow seemed to accentuate her feminine curves far more than usual, and she wasted no time in indicating that he should do the same, encouraging him to go for his shower rather than waste time on what she termed “a wild goose chase”. 

Nathan might have been inclined to write the whole thing off as a figment of his imagination, especially when he saw his familiar corset and bra laid out for him on the bed, but the former had been embellished somehow. Looking more closely, he saw that his wife had fastened a number of suspenders to its bottom, their elastic attached by hooks to small loops that he’d never noticed were sewn inside it before now. That would mean that she was expecting him to wear stockings, but there was no sign of any such hosiery on the bed. Nevertheless, the presence of the bra and corset meant that Karen obviously wanted him to change into them, so Nathan proceeded to do just that, setting about the familiar routine of fastening the corset around his body before beginning to tighten its laces behind his back. He was getting quite practised at doing so now, although he knew Karen would be sure to want to improve upon his efforts no matter how narrow he managed to squeeze his waist. 

Tying the cords of his corset in a bow behind his back, Nathan was about to start donning his bra when he became aware of a figure standing in the doorway. Karen had divested herself of the little black dress he’d seen her in earlier, and now the cause of her enhanced curves became apparent - she too was wearing a corset, albeit one that accentuated her natural feminine beauty in a way that Nathan’s could never hope to match. Although her waist was not pulled in as severely as her husband’s, her corset nevertheless worked its magic as far as her bust was concerned, causing it to be pushed up so firmly that her breasts practically formed a shelf, bisected by a stunning cleavage that left Nathan weak at the knees. Like his, her corset had suspenders, but rather than hanging loosely from her body like Nathan’s did, Karen’s stretched to support lace topped black stockings that gave her legs a sexually charged sheer smokiness, clinging to her thighs as though a second skin. At the other end of her legs, her hosiery disappeared into a pair of killer stilettos, their black patent leather saying only one thing to any red blooded man. A tiny thong was his wife’s only other article of attire, a minuscule triangle of satin that matched the material of her corset, barely covering the sex he so longed to enter. 

It was all Nathan could do to keep himself buckling before the sensuous vixen that stood before him, but Karen clearly had more practical matters on her mind than receiving devotion from her enthralled husband - at least, for the moment. “Turn

around, Miss Montague”, she instructed him, adopting a tone that was as stern as her appearance. Clad all in back, Nathan suddenly realised that she was a distorted caricature of the governess, whereas in the snow white jacquard of his corset, he was her young charge, expected to obey her command on penalty of punishment. “Yes, Miss Hardcastle!”, he drooled, gasping as his wife began to set to work on refastening his corset. Was it his imagination or was she throwing herself into lacing him even more bodily than usual, practically pushing him against the bed as she put her knee into the small of his back? Either way, he could certainly feel the difference as his wife knotted his cords firmly behind him once more, taking her time to tie knot after knot to ensure that only she would be able to release him from the crushing embrace. 

“You will have noticed your suspenders, Miss Montague”, Karen remarked, as though the corset she had just laced her husband into was of no significance any more. “That’s because you will be wearing stockings this evening, as befits a young lady. Sit on the bed”, she instructed. Nathan did as he was told, naked apart from his corset, keeping his feet off the floor in anticipation of his wife’s needs. After extracting a silky white mass from her lingerie drawer, Karen proceeded to kneel in front of her husband, but despite her prostrate position, there was no doubting who was in control of the situation as she worked the slippery stockings up each of his legs in turn. “Stand up!”, she ordered, hardly waiting for her husband to comply before she began fastening the luscious lace tops of his snow white hosiery to the similarly virginal suspender clips that hung from the bottom of his corset. “Now put your bra on while I find you some panties”, she told him, returning to her lingerie drawer as Nathan dutifully obliged. Panties? It would be impossible for her to put such underwear on him without noticing the bulging erection that was already forming between his legs, but something told Nathan that his wife was in no mood to play with him just yet - they were merely getting ready for the evening! 

Sure enough, the only attention Nathan’s throbbing manhood received was a slap of chastisement as Karen had him step into the silky white panties she had extracted from her secret supply of lingerie for her husband. Like his bra, their pretty embroidery complemented the jacquard of his corset, although they were a similarly snug fit, working their way up between his buttocks as his wife manhandled his erection between his legs. Soon it was restrained entirely by the soft material, a far from feminine bulge and a growing damp spot the only indication of the mighty monster that was trapped within. Now wearing not only a corset and bra, but stockings and panties too, Nathan wondered whether his wife was finished dressing him up, but she clearly had other ideas in mind. “Sit down again”, she told him, this time walking to her closet, with Nathan unable to prevent his gaze from following her, his eyes drawn to her firm buttocks, between which her thong seemed to disappear such that the round, peach like cheeks were bisected only by the taunt black elastic of her suspenders. He longed to get on his knees and worship Karen’s body, a desire that became even stronger when, 

turning around, she presented him with the sight of her thong clad sex again, evidently as moist as his was. 

“A young lady shouldn’t be seen at a wedding in just her stockinged feet”, she told him firmly, kneeling in front of her husband once more but this time clutching a pair of white stiletto heels. He looked down to see her working one of his feet into the first of them, its sandal design showing off his toes, with three silver buckles fastening delicate ankle straps to keep the shoe in place. “I might allow you to take them off later”, she intimated more softly, now working his other foot into the matching shoe, “but I doubt you’ll be able to, what with that corset of yours. Imagine being trapped in high heels, like a damsel in distress”, Karen suggested playfully, allowing her hand to glide across her husband’s crotch momentarily before pulling him to his feet. “You really will be playing your part this evening”, she told her husband merrily as he struggled to find his balance, unaccustomed to such perilous footwear. “It will be my pleasure, Miss Hardcastle”, Nathan grinned, wobbling precariously. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Karen insisted that her husband sit in just his lingerie while they ate dinner together, although she’d put her little black dress on again after dressing her husband, leaving the tiny triangle of her thong nothing more than a memory for him until later that evening. 

Only when the clock indicated that it was almost time for The Governess to start did Karen divest herself of her outerwear again, revealing a corseted figure that captivated her husband, but she clearly desired his devotions to take a more formal form this evening. Thoughtfully positioning a cushion from the sofa at her feet, Karen motioned to her husband to kneel before her, his back to the television as he bent forward as far as his corset would permit, stretching his head so as to reach between his wife’s stocking clad thighs. The voice of the continuity announcer soon faded into the familiar theme tune, but the plot of the period drama was lost on Nathan, too caught up in matters in front of his nose to care for the wedding being played out onscreen. The hustle and bustle of maidservants and the clip-clop of horses’ hooves blending into the background as far as the feminized man was concerned, his head held gently in place by his wife’s hands as he showed his respects to the governess in the most intimate of ways. 

Karen shuddered with ecstasy as the wedding march played behind him, but still she held his head tight, evidently expecting oral devotion from her corseted husband until the very end. With his face becoming increasingly sticky with her juices, he managed to bring her off twice more before the closing theme tune signified the end of the programme, and indeed, the end of the series. Only then did Karen allow him up again, her husband kneeling upright before her wearing only women’s underwear. “It’s a shame that’s come to an end”, Nathan sighed. “What will we do on Wednesday nights now?”, he asked, wondering whether the change in television schedules meant a similar

change in their intimate activities. “Oh, don’t worry!”, Karen laughed. “You’ll have plenty more opportunities to wear your corset for me. Indeed, I think you’ll be keeping it on for rather longer this evening. You needn’t think I’ve finished with you yet, young lady!”, she exclaimed in a tone of mock outrage, pulling Nathan’s head down between her legs once more. “There’s the matter of what’s in those panties of yours to attend to, for starters!”. 

Seduced By Her Bra Straps

For a place that was meant to be devoted to silent study, the library was a surprisingly noisy place. Although barely perceptible individually, in aggregate the turning of pages, rustling of paper and illicit whispering of students came together to form a low background murmur that pervaded every nook and cranny of the ancient building. 

Whilst austere librarians might chastise the most brazen of offenders, their sibilant demands for silence only served to add to the constant drone, unable to quieten the place completely. The warm, fetid exhalations of countless scholars added to the sense of the library being a living organism, albeit one that was slightly sleepy thanks to the fuggy atmosphere that resulted from the combination of overheating and body odour. 

So packed were these halls of study that David had some difficulty in even finding a seat. It was exam term, and while his finals weren’t until next year, he was nevertheless as stressed as the next student frantically finishing off their coursework. Desperately hunting around for anywhere that wasn’t already completely occupied, the second year undergraduate mentally kicked himself for not getting up as early as he had planned, his alarm clock all too easy to sleep through despite, or perhaps because of, the pressure he found himself under. Now everywhere he looked the seats were taken, no matter how far away he strayed from his preferred location near the chemistry section. David found himself wondering whether it wouldn’t be easier to borrow the books he had been carrying round since taking them off the shelves and cart the heavy load back home, but several of them were marked as reference only - a thick yellow label on their spine indicating that under no circumstances were they to be removed from library premises. 

Like it or not, he would have to find a seat somewhere. 

Looking at the subject headings on the bookcases around him, David had entered the realm of the social sciences - a part of the library that was new to him, given how the likes of psychology and sociology were a far cry from his chosen discipline. Despite what was, in his mind at least, softer subject matter, the students here were no less dedicated to their studies, with every last desk being occupied. Occasionally he caught sight of a seat that was empty, only to realise that the stack of books and paperwork strewn around it signified the space was only temporarily vacated, its absentee occupant gone to fetch further reading material or simply stretching their legs momentarily. He could hardly take such a place, knowing that the impending threat of the rightful owner’s return would make it impossible for him to concentrate on studying, quite apart from the problem of what to do with the detritus they’d left behind. 

David was about to give the whole thing up as a bad loss, resigning himself to condensing his coursework into the even tighter timetable that would result from spending the day in the student bar, when suddenly he espied an empty spot. It was one of two desks that were tucked away in an awkward corner of the room, the other occupant serving to partially shield it from view, their books spilling over the boundary between the two so as to give the impression that both were taken - at least to one who lacked David’s eagle eyed desperation. It seemed too good to be true, such that David found himself checking twice to make sure that he hadn’t overlooked anything, but it certainly seemed that this desk had somehow stayed empty despite the heaving throngs of students all around - a minor miracle, he thought as he homed in for the kill, wondering how best to approach the other student about their territorial expansion. 

The sight of the girl in question gave him pause for thought, however. What had previously been a mass of brunette locks buried in a book raised her head as he approached the desk opposite hers, watching him curiously as her intense gaze caused his step to falter for a moment. “Is this seat taken?”, David asked with all the confidence he could muster in the face of her unblinking stare, knowing that it was far too late to back out now - however unwelcoming the girl in front of him might be, sharing a table with her was the lesser of two evils given the apparent impossibility of finding anywhere else in the library to sit. An unenthusiastic grunt was all he got from her for his troubles as she returned her attentions to whatever she had been reading, although the girl tutted loudly when David let the heavy pile of textbooks he’d been carrying round with him drop to the desk with a thump. “Sorry!”, he whispered, but his apology fell on deaf ears - the brunette was lost to her book once more. 

Try as he might, David found it difficult to focus on the weighty tomes he’d so laboriously carried from the other end of the library. Whether it was the warm, stuffy atmosphere or the fact that he’d skipped stopping for coffee on the way in a vain attempt to make up lost time, David found his eyes wandering from the pages of transition metal compounds that were meant to be occupying him that morning. Instead he found himself studying the stack of books that the girl had grudgingly pulled back a couple of inches on his arrival, albeit still well into what he regarded as his half of the desk. They were arranged somewhat higgledy-piggledy, such that only some of their spines were facing him, but she was clearly studying a far more interesting course than his - “Human Sexuality: Diversity in Contemporary Society” struck him as the most promising of the titles that he could make out, almost worthy of a cheap chat-up line were it not for the cold shoulder that the brunette had given him thus far. It was natural to think the grass was always greener on the other side, but he doubted that she would ever find “Electronic Properties of Transition Metal Compounds” anywhere near as fascinating, even if she was as tired of her coursework as he was of his. No-one sought the solace of procrastination in semiconductors! 

Then there was the girl herself. David watched her reading out of the corner of his eye, wondering if the book she was engrossed in was anywhere near as exciting as the one that had caught his eye. Her long brunette hair was slightly wavy, and would periodically fall in front of her face such that she would flick it back over her shoulder with a gesture so practised as to have become utterly unconscious, not lifting her eyes from the page for a moment. Evidently quite accustomed to the stuffy atmosphere of the library, she was wearing a black tanktop that was tight enough to cling to the curves of her body, at least as far as David could follow them before the desk stacked high with books cut off his line of sight. Now that he had time to study her at leisure, he was forced to admit that the girl had a certain beauty despite her aloof attitude, though the two might go together - he doubted she was short of male attention. Indeed, he could picture her regularly having to fend off unwanted suitors, especially when dressed like that. 

David had been doing his best not to stare at the brunette opposite him during his surreptitious appraisal of her, but a glimpse of hot pink elastic peeking out from beneath her tanktop put pay to that. He watched agog for another sight of the bra strap in question and was soon rewarded when the girl turned the page of the book she was lost in, inadvertently causing the neon coloured elastic to pop out a little further. With glacial slowness, it began to work its way down her shoulder, encouraged on its journey by the occasional movement of its unwitting wearer as she shifted in her seat or swapped one hefty volume for another. David kept track of its progress, almost urging the errant bra strap on until it picked up enough speed to escape the girl’s shoulder entirely, slipping down down her arm so far as to warrant intervention. 

He watched her fingers scrabble for the brightly coloured elastic with undisguised fascination, only realising when it was too late that the girl was staring straight at him, a broad grin spreading across her face. He hurriedly buried himself in a page detailing the semiconducting properties of gallium arsenide, but there was no doubt that the girl had caught him out. Feeling somewhat ashamed of himself, David resolved to concentrate on his studies henceforth, too scared of meeting the brunette’s gaze again to dare look up from his books. Whatever her mischievous smile had meant, he didn’t want to have to explain why he’d been watching her so intently, knowing that telling her how thoroughly he’d been mesmerised by the sight of her adjusting her eye-catching bra strap would inevitably result in the girl expressing the disgust she felt towards letches who couldn’t keep their eyes to themselves. 

Doing his best to study in earnest, David hoped that knuckling down with the books in front of him would keep his gaze from straying again, not to mention allow the girl to soon forget about the unfortunate incident. She certainly seemed to have no trouble getting down to work, David mused, temptation getting the better of him once more, watching the brunette out of the corner of his eye as his attention drifted from

contemplating a particularly abstruse formula from the textbook in front of him. The girl had idly slipped one hand under the shoulder of her tanktop, her fingers nonchalantly fiddling with her bra strap, intertwining with the invisible elastic beneath the cover of the black cotton. David found himself willing her to bring the hot pink of her lingerie back out into the open once more, and as if obliging her secret admirer, it didn’t take long before the girl did just that, carelessly letting her bra strap slip from her grasp and allowing it to wantonly slide down her arm again before finally coming to its rescue, lazily putting it back into place. 

Nor was the bright pink elastic the only aspect of her lingerie that the brunette unconsciously played with, for she also fussed with the band of her bra as well as its underwires, running her fingers beneath them through her tanktop before gently tugging as though something had ridden up, or simply scratching the skin beneath. Doing so occasionally might simply have been one of those things that women do from time to time, David considered, but the girl’s hands practically never left her bra, constantly fiddling with it in one way or another. After the third time one strap or another had fallen down her shoulder in quick succession, David began to wonder whether the brunette was toying with him as much as her underwear, tormenting him in a manner that he could never confront her with for having the temerity to stare at her in the first place. 

Apart from their gaze meeting that first time, the girl’s eyes had never left whichever book was in the front of her, whereas David’s had barely returned to the page before him, too engrossed in the sight in front of him to have got anywhere with his studies. 

Whatever she was reading was evidently amusing, he thought, for a faint smile barely left her face, breaking out in a wicked grin from time to time as though she was fighting back giggles. Just when he thought he could stand such teasing no more and was about to ask the girl what on earth she thought she was playing at, the trilling of a phone caused the brunette to sit upright, earning the opprobrium of a passing librarian in the process. Hurriedly packing her books in her bag, she promised whoever was on the other end of the line that she would be there shortly before getting to her feet and departing, leaving David none the wiser as to who might be blessed with her company. 

Had she winked at him as she stood up? That had probably been just a figment of his imagination, he thought, now having no excuse not to study the intricacies of transition metals, but finding himself utterly drained of motivation to do so. After all, he didn’t even know the girl’s name! 

♡ ♡ ♡

For the first time in several days, David was enjoying a leisurely cup of coffee, sitting back and relaxing in a seat outside his favourite café. It had been touch and go for a while, but in the end he’d finally managed to hand in a reasonably complete

assignment, albeit at the very last minute, anxiously waiting in the queue of other eleventh hour submitters to get it stamped in triplicate by a secretary who had reputation for leaving on the dot of five - regardless of how many students were still waiting outside her office. Now that particular piece of coursework was done, and whilst he really ought to be making a start on the next, he found himself in no particular hurry to do so - the deadline wasn’t for a couple of weeks yet, giving him enough time for a brief breather, at the very least. He might wander over the library later nevertheless, but not before the coffee had worked its magic. After all, it was still early

- even the café was far from busy, with David being one of only a handful of customers who had chosen to sit outside in the sunshine rather than order a drink to go. Perhaps he might go for a stroll in the park first, get some fresh air into his lungs for a change and catch some rays. 

“Is this seat taken?”, an unfamiliar voice asked, causing him to sit up from his daydreams with a start. His immediate thought was what an odd question that was, given how many empty tables there were around him - unlike the library, one could pretty much take one’s pick of where to sit without the need to disturb any of the other patrons of the coffee shop. Frowning, he looked up to find himself staring straight into the eyes of the girl from the library again, her beaming smile all too memorable from when he’d sat opposite her before. She had already placed her hands on the back of the metal chair that faced him and, now that he’d acknowledged her presence, she’d begun to take the liberty of pulling it out from beneath the table, its feet scraping against the stone patio beneath as she did so. Without so much as a by your leave, she sat herself down opposite him, instinctively tossing her brunette locks over her shoulder before carefully sipping from the coffee she’d brought with her. It was evidently still too hot for comfort given how she put it back down again. 

“I’m Nina”, she said brightly. It occurred to David that he’d never heard the girl speak before, their interaction in the library being entirely non-verbal on her part, but her voice had a breezy cheerfulness that seemed perfectly in keeping with her smiling face. 

“David”, he grunted, wondering what on earth she was doing here. “I saw you in the library the other day”, she volunteered, her enthusiasm in sharp contrast to David’s reticence, the memory of having been caught out ogling her bra straps still rather too close for comfort. Had she come to berate him for that indiscretion? The café would be a perfect place to do so, the girl being able to speak her mind on such matters frankly without being shushed by librarians or inconveniencing other students. “Yes, you did”, David replied guardedly, but thankfully the brunette didn’t want to dwell on that particular incident, preferring to turn the conversation down a rather different avenue. 

“What were you studying?”, she enquired brightly, listening eagerly to his rather stilted explanation before sympathising with him about the tyranny of coursework - something even psychology students suffered from, it transpired, as she waxed lyrical about all night essay marathons. 

Despite his initial reservations, her infectious enthusiasm soon broke the ice between them, such that it didn’t take long before David and Nina were chatting away like old friends. Indeed, they seemed to have a surprising amount in common, from growing up in the same city to sharing similar tastes in coffee, a fact that came to light when the hovering waitress, evidently eager to clear the table, enquired pointedly as to whether they would be ordering anything further, the dregs of their original beverages long since grown cold. Nina’s eyes sparkled as she talked, enthralling David as much as she had when they sat silently opposite one another in the library, but coming to life far more in conversation. Nor were her eyes the only aspect of her body he paid attention to - David would not have been a man had he not been affected by the way in which the stretchy white cotton of Nina’s top followed the curves of her body, its deep scoop revealing a delicious cleavage that the brunette felt quite comfortable about presenting to him whenever she lent forward. 

Indeed, she might even be making a deliberate display of her breasts, he mused, considering how she folded her arms underneath her bust as if her bra needed help in pushing it up. He couldn’t help noticing that the garment in question was black today rather than the hot pink of their previous encounter, but despite the less garish colour, there was no denying its presence under her top. Every so often he would catch her adjusting it, albeit quite unconsciously, her hand briefly darting under the thin white cotton after sliding down her shoulders or chest. It was like watching a beautiful bird preening its feathers, he thought, though he tried to keep his interest in Nina’s chest more discreet than he had in the library. When she laughed, she would flick her head back and arch her body slightly, even going so far as to move her long dark hair out of the way so as to give him an unimpeded view, all perfectly naturally. The more he watched her, the more he came to the conclusion that she was showing her body off, there being no question that the young woman sitting across the table from him had taken a fancy to David for reasons best known to herself. 

“What’s the kinkiest thing you’ve ever done?”. Nina’s question came out of the blue, and for a moment an uncomfortable silence fell between them. Sensing his awkwardness, the brunette girl laughed. “Don’t be shy, it’s for my coursework”, she suggested, albeit somewhat unconvincingly, the latter being a subject they had just been discussing. She’d already told him that she was studying human sexuality as part of an elective module in her psychology course, but their conversation had taken an increasingly intimate turn as she related some of the things she’d been reading about in the library - paraphilias, to use the technical term, although he might know them better as fetishes. Despite only having known this girl for an hour, well actually more like three, David realised, looking down at his watch, it seemed perfectly natural to chat about things which were far from suitable as a topic for casual conversation between strangers, but even so he was rather hesitant about sharing such an intimate secret with

her. The last thing he wanted to do was to scare her away, as had been the case when he’d broached his love of lingerie to girls in the past. 

“My last boyfriend used to like my undies”, Nina volunteered as a means of bridging the gap. “Really like my undies, if you get my drift”, she intimated, her trademark grin spreading across her face again as she watched David’s eyes widen in a turmoil of emotion. She’d run her hand down insider her top again and was toying with her bra strap once more, albeit this time perfectly well aware of what she was doing. “Carter and Seagrave reckon that’s pretty common among men”, she told him, the names ringing a vague bell somewhere deep at the back of David’s memory. Evidently taking his continued silence as a failure to appreciate her academic reference, she tutted loudly. 

“Carter and Seagrave. Human Sexuality: Diversity in Contemporary Society”, she intoned seriously as though requesting the volume in question at the reference desk. 

“The book you were staring at yesterday when you weren’t ogling my bra, silly”, she laughed. 

David opened his mouth to protest, but he knew it was hopeless to deny what they both knew to be the case. Nina had obviously rumbled him the previous day and was now taking a mischievous delight in tormenting David as she continued as though apparently oblivious to the effect she was having on him. “Do you like hot pink, David, or are you more a pastel kind of guy?”, she enquired in a tone whose innocence was belied by a wicked twinkle in her eyes. “I don’t mind either”, David stammered weakly, unsure of what she wanted from him, her gaze never leaving him for a moment as he floundered in her questions, but much to his surprise, she came to his rescue. “It’s nothing to be embarrassed about”, Nina told him sympathetically. “In fact, it really turns me on. It really, really turns me on to think of a pretty boy like you all dolled up in sexy pink”, she purred, licking her lips with evident relish. “Come to think of it, I wouldn’t mind seeing you in any colour frillies, just so long as they’re not grey and moth-eaten. Then I can stare at your bra straps for a change!”. 

The trilling of her phone prevented Nina from developing this line of thought any further. Before David had had chance to respond to her thoroughly indecent suggestion, the brunette was leaping to her feet, evidently only just realising how late it had become. “Oh hell”, she cursed. “I’ve got to be at a tutorial at twelve. I’ll see you in the library sometime, yes?”. With that, she turned her back on him at some speed, leaving David feeling utterly bewildered by such a bizarre encounter. He watched her stride off with a strange sense of longing, if not outright loss, in his heart, her svelte figure soon mingling into the crowds that now thronged the street in front of the café. Even at a distance, he could easily make out the outline of her bra through the back of her top, its black straps and band all too obvious as they protruded visibly through the thin white cotton. It was a sight he savoured the memory of for several minutes while he mulled over what had just happened. Had she been serious about seeing him in something

similar, or was she simply teasing him? One thing was for certain - David had definitely found a new enthusiasm for studying at the library, and would be there bright and early the next day. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Having spontaneously woken up at what felt like the crack of dawn, so full of anticipation at the thought of meeting the girl again that he was unable to get back to sleep, David arrived at the library within minutes of it opening. For a man who had grown accustomed to arriving so late that he had to fight for a seat, only frequenting the library when absolutely necessary for his studies, there was something distinctly unnerving about seeing the place so empty. One or two fellow early birds had already claimed their favourite spots, but otherwise David had his pick of the seats, leaving him in somewhat of a quandary - should he sit in the section of the library allocated to his chosen discipline, where the books he needed would be easily to hand but Nina might not find him, or was it worth the inconvenience of choosing to sit where he’d been forced to the day before on the basis that’s where she would be? 

When he thought of it like that, there was no competition - the psychology section won hands down, despite requiring him to lug an armful of heavy volumes down half the length of the library. That would bemuse the librarians tidying away at the end of the day, he thought idly, wondering what they would make of such an unlikely cross-disciplinary collaboration - no doubt cursing him for it when they came to ensuring that every book was back in its rightful place, a task too important to be left to mere students. He’d share that particular mental picture with Nina when he saw her next, entertaining the vague hope that the girl who had haunted his dreams might already be seated at the desks they had shared the day before. To his disappointment, although not his surprise, there was no sign of her - indeed, the meticulous librarians had cleared away every last trace of his encounter with the girl with the hot pink bra straps. 

Hoping to take advantage of the same factors that had worked to his advantage previously, David took the seat that Nina had been sitting in, spreading his books over the boundary with the desk opposite to give the impression that it too was taken. 

Coupled with the awkward architecture of the room and the way in which his own body shielded the other desk from view, there was a good chance that no-one would notice it was free, let alone ask if they might sit there as he had. Anyone who did would be told that he was expecting his coursework partner to show at any moment, or perhaps that the desk had been reserved for an esteemed professor, had been condemned on grounds of health and safety, was about to be requisitioned by the army as part of a training exercise, or any one of a host of other increasingly unlikely excuses he thought up in an effort to avoid having to open his textbooks and knuckle down to work. 

David watched the clock tick slowly by, but an hour later, there was still no sign of Nina

- and precious little in the way of notes to show for the time, given that he’d spent much of it looking over his shoulder in the hope that he might see her or replaying their conversation in the coffee shop over and over again in his head. The library had slowly filled up, but so far his plan had been successful - the seat opposite him remained as empty as it had been when he’d arrived. He resolved to concentrate on his studies rather than fret about such matters any further, and had just buried his head down in his work once more when the thump of a heavy stack of books on the desk opposite caused him to look up with a start. David was all set to give whoever it was an unwelcome glare and launch into one of his ready made excuses about why they couldn’t possible take that seat, when a familiar face turned his frown into a smile. 

Nina waved enthusiastically at him before taking her seat, respecting the unspoken rules of the library or perhaps just conscious of the presence of a passing librarian. Her stack of textbooks was as large as his, but though the weighty tomes had been what had first caught his attention, they were soon forgotten as David’s gaze her drawn to the girl who had been carrying them. Her sparkling eyes and cheerful smile showed that she as glad to see him as he was to see her, but their eye contact was brief, with Nina soon starting to set out everything she needed to study in earnest. That gave David the opportunity to surreptitiously take in the rest of the beauty that sat before him, albeit while trying not to stare too obviously, something that was hard to do given how flagrantly she was flaunting her choice of lingerie. 

There was no mistaking the electric blue bra straps that clung to Nina’s shoulders, for the brunette had opted for a halterneck croptop that did nothing to cover the twin strips of brightly coloured elastic. Moreover, she had tied her long hair up in bunches such her locks no longer fell over her shoulders but hung in mid-air, conveniently keeping them from obscuring her attire. While someone unfamiliar with what had passed between the couple might think nothing of such a gaudy display, David was left in no doubt that Nina had deliberately chosen such a combination so as to tease him with her bra straps, knowing the impact that such a spectacle would have on a man with a penchant for lingerie. She may as well have been wearing nothing but her bra, David thought, his eyes in danger of bulging out of their sockets as he drank in such a magnificent sight, yet his tormentress remained perfectly presentable, at least among the other student denizens on the library. It was only because he was particularly prone to such things that he found himself going weak at the knees, utterly hypnotised by this brazen display of intimate attire. 

David shook his head and buried his head in his books once more, determined that he would not let Nina see how much her choice in underwear was affecting him. Even if she started idly fiddling with her bra straps, letting them slip down her shoulders as she had done last time she’d toyed with him, he wouldn’t let that distract him from the

assignment he was meant to be writing up. Nor would he picture her taking off her halterneck top to reveal the full extent of her feminine glory, let alone imagine her wearing nothing but matching panties as she transferred her brightly coloured bra onto him, fastening it behind his back as she asked him how he liked her bra straps now. 

There had been enough of that the night before, his dreams of her dressing him causing David to wake with a start, his penis throbbing angrily beneath the sheets. 

The folded up scrap of paper hit him squarely between the eyes, causing David to once again meet Nina’s eyes. She watched intently as he unfolded her note, a faint smirk crossing her face as he read what she had written. “Are you wearing one?”, her cursive handwriting asked, the “i” dotted with a little heart that was perfectly in keeping with the rest of the flowing red strokes. Momentarily taken aback, David watched as Nina ran her hands over both of her bra straps, briefly lifting the electric blue elastic off her shoulders before letting them fall back into place again. There was no question as to what she was asking him, but no, of course he wasn’t wearing a bra! He shook his head vigorously, only to be greeted by another note, this time tossed more leisurely over the stack of books that divided them. “Why not?”. David shrugged his shoulders in response, the best he could manage with mere body language, but he doubted he could have answered her even with all the words in the world. Why wasn’t he wearing a bra? 

What kind of question was that? 

Nina’s grin had turned into a frown, indicating her evident displeasure, albeit with the same playful tone that had marked the rest of their silent conversation. She waggled a finger at David in a manner that left no room for doubt as to whom she was referring to, her other hand unmistakably tracing the opposite bra strap before cupping the breast beneath. Him. Bra. Still gesturing in his direction, Nina proceeded to pick up her pen again, allowing it to slip between her lips. To a passing librarian, she might just have been pensively sucking on her writing implement, but there was no mistaking what she had in mind as far as David was concerned, who found his own utensil stirring between his legs at the prospect of receiving similar treatment. Nina’s tongue darted suggestively over the thin plastic shaft as her hand returned to her bra strap one again, her fingers now rubbing up and down it as though caressing a far more intimate part of her body, yet all the while there was nothing untoward about her behaviour - at least as far as someone sitting across the room might have been concerned, unaware of the secret meaning of her lewd suggestion. 

David found Nina looking him expectantly in the eye, as though waiting for a response from the flustered man who sat opposite her. He tried to lose her in his books, but every time he looked up, she was still there, quietly fellating her pen and making it perfectly clear that she wanted him to wear a bra for her in exchange for allowing him to taking its place between her lips - there could be no other interpretation of her pantomime, given what she had told him over coffee the day before. As the throbbing down below

became ever stronger, David hurriedly tore a scrap from his own notepad, his hasty scrawl indicative of the effect the girl opposite had had on him. “Fancy going for coffee again?”, his note asked, but Nina hadn’t finished playing with him yet. “How about lunch in an hour or so?”, she silently replied, finally extracting her pen from her mouth to write her note before proceeding to devote herself so wholeheartedly to her studies that it was as though David was no longer there. 

An hour seemed like an eternity to wait when it was impossible for David to ignore the sight of Nina’s bra straps in the corner of his eye. Even if she’d left them alone, David would have been hard-pressed not to notice the bright blue elastic whenever he looked up from his books, but her unconscious habit of fiddling with them while she worked meant that he had no hope of that. It was all he could do to keep himself from simply staring at her, always having to pull his gaze away for fear that Nina would look up from her studies and see how enthralled he’d become by the captivating sight in front of him. The chemistry of transition metals became nothing more than a sea of meaningless words, swimming before his eyes as he wondered where this nymph with the electric blue bra straps was taking him. Wherever she wanted him to go, he was bound to follow, he knew, all too aware that he had begun to fall in love - not just with what she was wearing, but with the girl beneath the clothes, a mischievous nymph who had him wrapped around her little finger, coincidentally entwined in her electric elastic. 

♡ ♡ ♡

As though making up for all the words that had gone unspoken in the library, Nina wasted no time before she plunged into an animated conversation, barely waiting until the stuffy librarians were behind her before bursting out into lively chatter. Just as had been the case in the coffee shop, talking to her came naturally, and soon David found himself feeling at ease again with the girl whose hand clasped around his as they skipped happily down the street together. Engrossed in a discussion of the relative merits of various local food establishments, it was clear that she wasn’t going to raise the subject of their silent conversation any time soon, and David had no idea as to how he might broach the topic, no matter how heavily it weighed on his mind. Even with the ever deepening intimacy between them, there was no way he could simply come out and ask her directly about what she’d been intimating earlier. That would spoil the mood, and he was enjoying her company far too much to risk doing anything that might cause her offence, as distracted as he was by the sight of her bright blue lingerie and the prospect of her dressing him in something similar himself. 

It wasn’t just Nina’s bra that was electric blue, although she treated him to the sight of its other side as she raced off ahead of him. Doing his best to keep up behind her, David drank in the sight of its strap adjusters protruding against the bare skin of her back. She was wearing a similarly coloured thong too, its whale tail poking out above the low

waistband of her jeans. He was thrilled to find that she was a girl who loved lingerie so much as to co-ordinate top and bottom like this rather than simply throwing on the first things she pulled out of her underwear drawer, and wanted to ask her whether she’d made a special effort on his behalf or whether this was simply par for the course. Would he be treated to such delights every day if he hung around? He hoped he’d find out in due course, as well as get to know this mysterious girl rather better. They’d shared so much even in the short time they’d been together, but there was still so much about her that he longed to find out, and so much he wanted to share with her in exchange. 

Some of David’s queries were answered over the lunch they shared, opting to take their food away in favour of a romantic stroll in the park rather than eat in the rather less salubrious environs of the sandwich bar, packed out with fellow students seeking a respite from their studies. The dappled shade of a park bench offered a far more enticing prospect, not only for devouring their meal but for continuing their courtship too. Once Nina had eaten her fill, she laid back contentedly, resting her head on David’s shoulder as she did so. Feeling emboldened by her move, he put his arm around her, allowing his fingers to gently caress her exposed skin, gingerly at first, but more confidently once Nina had shown that she was not offended by him taking such liberties

- indeed, she seemed to positively relish his embrace, her own hands gently stroking his thigh as they snuggled up to one another, still chatting about everything and anything under the sun. 

“You can touch my bra strap, you know. It won’t bite you”, Nina suggested. “No, but you might!”, David countered cheekily, causing the girl snuggled alongside him to chomp her teeth at him playfully. “Only if you ask nicely”, she laughed, squirming as David’s hands tickled her bare flesh in retaliation. In truth, he had been avoiding the exposed elastic, confining his caress to the far safer territory of her upper arm and shoulder, but now that Nina insisted, he allowed his fingers to explore further, running over and then under her bra strap as the girl who it belonged to purred happily. “Have you ever worn one yourself?”, she enquired naughtily, her hands stroking David’s chest while she did so as though searching for the presence of a bra there and then. “Once or twice”, David confessed hesitantly, reluctant to admit the full extent of his love of lingerie even in such an intimate setting. “Come on!”, Nina said derisively, evidently not believing him. “I bet you wear a bra more often than that. In fact, I reckon you’ve got a whole drawer full of them at home”, she teased. “At least, I hope you have. 

Otherwise I’m going to have to take you shopping!”. 

David found his reluctance melting away as Nina continued to caress his chest, tracing out a pattern of invisible underwires beneath his breasts before outlining straps running up over his shoulders and cups that traced spirals around his nipples. At least, that was how he pictured her touch, wondering how this girl knew so much about his secret and yet didn’t mind - indeed, seemed positively enthusiastic about the prospect of seeing

him in feminine lingerie. There was no way he could lie to her, he realised, nor did he want to. She had propped herself up beside him now, staring up into his eyes as he looked down into hers, her lips reaching forward and touching his as he wondered how best to put his feelings into words. That soon became an impossibility now that his mouth was full of her darting, probing tongue, but David found a far better way to express his emotions, returning Nina’s kiss with passion. Embracing her in his arms, his hands automatically slid underneath both her bra straps, fingers intertwining around the elastic as he pulled her close to him. 

♡ ♡ ♡

The memory of that kiss had lingered long after they had parted that afternoon, but it was soon to mingle with other, equally passionate clinches. For starts, there was the rather more restrained peck on the lips she’d given him as she took up her seat opposite him in the library a few days later, with Nina once again employing her underwear as a weapon of love. David began to wonder whether his girlfriend, for that was how he now thought of Nina, actually possessed more sedate lingerie, or whether the top drawer of her dresser was one giant rainbow. She’d opted for a vibrant red bra today, its straps trimmed with lace as they rose out of her top, a similarly strappy affair whose colour co-ordinated rather than contrasted with the garment underneath for a change. With twin straps to slip down each shoulder, Nina’s fingers were in heaven as they unconsciously fiddled with the pretty elastic and the more mundane cotton in turn, working their way into David’s attention as effectively as if she’d been caressing his own shoulders while they worked. Once again, he found it a real struggle to focus on his studies in the face of the far more appealing option in front of him, longing for his own fingers to intertwine themselves there instead. 

Nina’s reading list hadn’t changed from when they’d first met, still focusing heavily on the psychology of human sexuality, but they’d grown close enough now for her to share choice passages with him. Whether she did this because she thought he would be genuinely interested or simply to tease him, David wasn’t quite sure, but it was a distinctly one sided affair - there simply wasn’t anything as remotely fascinating in his own textbooks as the perversions and practices she picked out of hers. Sometimes it was clear that she was only sharing a choice titbit that had amused or horrified her, her face making it perfectly clear that she would never contemplate such things herself. On other occasions, he got the feeling she was sussing him out, wanting to see how far he might be willing to go for her. The passage on transvestitism in the bedroom was one such example, with Nina licking her lips as she watched David’s eyes widen. The scholarly discussion of couples enjoying intimate attire together required some interpretation, but David soon understood exactly what the author had in mind, not to mention Nina, who grinned wickedly as he finally got it. He raised his eyebrows and pointed first at her and them at himself with increasing incredulity, but Nina only

nodded enthusiastically, smacking her lips together with a noise that would have outraged a passing librarian. 

Following a familiar routine, the couple lunched in the park once more, this time with far less reluctance to express their emotions for one another. Soon the remains of their sandwiches were discarded to one side as Nina straddled David, the pair demonstrating their love for one another with their tongues as they enthusiastically explored each other’s mouths in earnest. The park bench was not really intended for such activities, leaving Nina at constant risk of slipping off David’s legs were it not for his embrace, his arms wrapped tightly around her body, fingers finally entwined in the quadruple straps that had taunted him throughout the morning. Even with his eyes closed, he could tell the difference between the stretchy elastic of her bra and the stiffer cotton of her top, the latter without the former’s little metal buckles to toy with. Cheekily, he ran his hands further down, allowing them to come back up again inside the outerwear of the girl sitting in his lap, tracing his fingers along the lace wings of her bra and playing with its clasp. Nina purred happily as her boyfriend became more intimately acquainted with her underwear, although their configuration on the bench made it difficult for David to survey more than its back - Nina’s breasts were still unexplored territory as far as his roving fingers were concerned. 

For the first time since they’d started seeing one another, neither of them had lectures, tutorials or overly pressing assignments due, such that their lunch turned into a leisurely stroll in the park, his arm wrapped around her slim waist, hers around his rather more manly girth. As so often seemed to happen when they were alone together, the topic of their conversation drifted back to the subject of lingerie - more specifically, David’s lingerie. “So how many bras do you have?”, Nina enquired merrily, grinning as his face flushed almost as red as her own attire. “Far too many for a man to admit to”, he laughed sheepishly, but that hadn’t been good enough for the girl by his side. “You’re going to have to show me”, she told him firmly. “Come on, I’m dying to see your place. 

It’s about time you took your girl back home”, Nina said, leaving David so caught up in the revelation that the brassièred beauty on his arm thought of herself as his that he found himself unable to think of a good reason why she shouldn’t invite herself back to his flat for the afternoon. 

The tour of David’s modest student lodgings didn’t take long - after all, there was only one real room, a bedroom cum lounge with two doors leading off to a modest kitchen and bathroom respectively. After demonstrating that his dwellings met with her approval and having accepted David’s offer of a coffee, Nina wasted no time before beginning to explore his furniture. “So, so, so”, she chimed melodious, “where do you keep your frillies then?”. David returned from the kitchen to find her with her head in his chest of drawers, rummaging around with increasing disappointment. “They’re not in this one! Nothing but boring boxer shorts there”, she exclaimed as she turned her

attention to the next drawer down, offering David a fine view of the whale tail of her thong as she bent further forward. “And this one’s just full of T-shirts”, she pouted. 

Nina soon worked her way down the entire chest of drawers, her enthusiasm for David’s secret stash of lingerie such that each was left somewhat ajar, one drawer even having the hem of a T-shirt caught in it as she quickly closed it before moving on to the next. Ordinarily, David wouldn’t have taken kindly to a visitor leaving his things in such a state of disarray, but Nina’s energy was infectious. Moreover, the prospect of her discovering what was hidden in the bottommost drawer was one that part of him was secretly looking forward to, however much his heart raced in his chest as she drew nearer to it. He wasn’t going to spoil the surprise however, feigning complete ignorance of Nina’s search as she crouched down, wrinkling her nose at the smell of mothballs that emanated from the penultimate drawer - one full of towels. The sight of the four bright red straps cutting across her deliciously pale flesh as she bent forward was more than ample recompense for the mess she was making, causing David to go weak at the knees even before she pulled open the final drawer. 

“Ooh!”, Nina cooed, her eyes wide at what she’d found. “You’ve got almost as many as me! And panties too, and stockings, and ooh, you are a naughty boy”, she exclaimed, holding up a wicked black basque. The contents of David’s lingerie drawer spilled out onto the floor as she delved deeper, plucking at garments as they caught her eye. “I knew you were a pastel pink kind of guy”, she laughed as she pulled out a lacy pink thong and playfully flung it in the direction of David, who by that stage had crouched down beside her. His face was slightly flush with embarrassment, but Nina seemed to be taking it all in her stride - indeed, she seemed to be having a whale of a time rummaging around in the collection of bras and panties that had taken David many awkward shopping trips to put together. Finally her eyes settled on something that must have particularly caught her fancy, for Nina’s explorations came to a sudden halt. 

“I dare you to wear this to the library tomorrow”, she challenged him, holding up a white lace bra. Nina looked at David expectantly, waiting for him to take the feminine garment from her hands before beginning to delve into the drawer again. She soon pulled out a pair of matching panties, but even that wasn’t enough for her, letting out a whoop of delight when she finally put her hands on a suspender belt. “Have you got any white stockings?”, she asked in a tone so matter of fact that David, still reeling from the last thing she’d said, found himself wondering whether he’d imagined it. He shook his head weakly, utterly lost for words. “Well, you’ll have to get yourself some”, Nina told him firmly. “I want you all in white for our first time”. “Our first time?”, David echoed hesitantly. “Our first time”, Nina repeated, her broad grin helping to melt away a little of the anxiety he felt at what she was suggesting. “If you come in all dressed up for me, I’ll take you back to my place afterwards”, she said, before adding naughtily, “and then you can rummage through my drawers!”. 

David wanted to protest that there was no way he could possible go out in public wearing such feminine underwear, but the prospect of being taken home by a girl who seemed to be as turned on by lingerie as he was was far too good to turn down. With his hands still occupied by the garments she’d picked out for him, David found it difficult to steady himself when Nina lent forward to kiss him. That meant the couple soon fell backwards in an undignified heap on the floor, the lacy white lingerie between them. It wasn’t long before his hands were entwined in a rather more vibrant shade of bra strap as they made out on the floor of his flat, but Nina refused to allow him to take things any further. He wasn’t wearing what she had told him too for starters, but even when David offered to put the bra and panties on there and then, Nina declined, telling him she wanted their first time to be special. “Besides, you’ll be wearing them tomorrow for me, won’t you?”, she asked rhetorically, and David knew that, one way or another, he’d end up doing just that. No matter what it cost to be with this girl, he’d pay the price. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Even by his usual standards, David was late arriving at the library. Nina had stayed for dinner the night before, such that by the time he’d reluctantly seen her off, there would have been no point in even trying to go out and look for stockings - all the shops that might have been likely to sell such things would have been well and truly closed. Their long, lingering kiss on his doorstep in the dark had held promise of more to come, but only if David lived up to his word and wore what Nina had asked of him. That meant he would have to buy his new hosiery before going to the library in the morning, a plan that had made perfect sense the night before but whose implementation in practice ended up being rather less straightforward than David might have liked. The prospect of going out and buying stockings, then returning home and putting them on with the rest of his lingerie before heading out again was one that did not appeal, and so David had decided to take everything with him, planning to get dressed in the library toilets instead. That had the advantage of not having to walk in to town all dolled up, something he had been dreading despite the rewards on offer, as well as allowing him to arrive earlier at the library - something that was sure to please Nina, he thought, even if was cutting corners a little. 

Buying a pair of white bridal stockings was no more troublesome than David might have expected, with the department store he’d opted for having a modest display of such hosiery, allowing him to pick up a pair without undue fuss. Paying for them was as awkward and embarrassing an experience as buying any other item of feminine attire, but David was practised enough in such matters to be able to keep his blushing and stammering to a minimum as the cheerful sales assistant took his money. It was just as well he hadn’t gone along with his other plan, which was to wear all the lingerie Nina had picked out from the get-go and take only the stockings to the toilets with him - the thought of facing another woman wearing not only a bra and panties but the suspender

belt that would soon be supporting his purchase was too much to contemplate. Even the prospect of donning them in the library filled him with a degree of dread, but at least Nina would be there to make up for that, and then, well, he would have proved himself as a man to her, with all the rewards that entailed. 

David hadn’t counted on the state of the men’s toilets in the library, which were hardly the most appropriate of places to get changed into such delicate attire. The cramped stall offered little in the way of space to manoeuvre, such that he kept bumping his limbs into the flimsy chipboard partitions that were all that separated him from the men going about their business next door - goodness only knew what they made of the crashing and banging emanating from the cubicle right at the far end. Then there was the problem of not wanting to put anything down on the filthy floor, nor let anything untoward be seen over the top or under the bottom of the stall, such that he had to engage in quite a juggling act, making extensive use of the single hook on the cubicle door as he laboriously undressed himself, only to put on his new stockings along with the pile of white lingerie from his bag, before getting dressed again. It was a surprisingly time-consuming process, and David found himself wondering on more than one occasion whether it wouldn’t have been less painful simply to have got dressed at home and suffer the consequent risk of public humiliation than have to go through such a palaver. 

Despite having checked repeatedly that Nina’s choice in underwear wouldn’t show through what he’d decided to wear on top, David was still a bag of nerves as he left the safety of the toilet stall and then the toilets themselves, convinced that all around would see straight through the unseasonably thick jacket he’d opted for over his more usual T-shirt and make out his bra just as easily as one of Nina’s. Then there were suspender bumps and panty lines and the small matter of whether anyone might notice a flash of silky white nylon around his ankles, though they’d have to lying on the floor to notice that, he laughed to himself, trying to remain calm. Thankfully, although he was acutely aware of what he was wearing underneath, no-one else seemed to notice - indeed, many of the other denizens of the library were so caught up in their own business that they failed to see him at all, such that he had to step around them or even out of their way to avoid being walked into as they searched for books with a single-minded determination that even a man wearing nothing but lingerie might have difficulty interrupting. 

Had David been hunting for desks alone, he would have found finding an empty seat a next to impossible to task - the library was so busy that there were students hunched up against the walls of the corridor in lieu of anywhere better to work. Fortunately, he knew exactly where to go by now, not even bothering to pick up anything from the chemistry bookshelves before heading straight towards the now familiar alcove in the psychology section. Given what he was wearing, there was no way he would be getting any work done today, he decided, striding hastily through the realm of social sciences in

the hope of catching sight of the girl of his dreams, the girl who had put him in such a predicament but would be sure to make up for it simply by being there, let alone anything more. For one desperate moment, he thought their desk in the alcove had been taken by someone else, causing his heart to skip a beat until he looked more closely and realised that the woman sitting there was indeed Nina, her books sprawled out on the desk opposite to make it look occupied - exactly as had been the case the first time they had met here, barely days before. 

Considering how blatantly Nina usually flaunted her lingerie, she was surprisingly sombrely attired today, her dark, long sleeved top giving little away about what she might be wearing underneath. From his observations, not to mention more personal experience, David knew enough about women’s clothing to suspect she was wearing at least one other layer underneath, for although her close fitting top clung tightly to the curves of her chest, there were none of the lumps and bumps he might otherwise have ogled in the absence of more obvious signs of a bra. Moreover, she’d tied her hair up into a tight little bun that gave her a rather sterner appearance than he’d seen before - so much so that he had momentarily failed to recognise her. Nevertheless, there was no denying the mischievous grin that spread across Nina’s face as he sat down opposite her, evidently already knowing the answer to her unspoken question simply from his flushed face and embarrassed smile. “Are you?”, she mouthed silently. David nodded sheepishly. “The stockings too?”. His confirmation caused her to lean forward over the stacks of the books on the desk they shared and give the lingerie clad man opposite her a surprisingly passionate kiss considering their surroundings. 

Despite that initial amorous display, Nina nevertheless left David to stew for what seemed like an eternity. The girl sitting opposite him was unable to hide her grin completely as she buried her head in her books, nor did her body language leave David in any room for doubt about her pleasure. It hadn’t taken long before she’d let her hair down, shaking her head so as to cause her long brunette locks to twirl around her shoulders like a model in a shampoo advert. Then she’d taken off her top, revealing a far lighter T-shirt underneath - one which, to David’s delight, was thin enough to let the outline of her bra show through from underneath. Like him, she was wearing white lingerie, at least on top, leaving David to wonder whether Nina was similar kitted out further down. It was impossible to tell, but that didn’t stop him imagining her in nothing but her underwear, an awkward erection developing in his panties which would have been sure to amuse his tormentress had the tabletop not obscured it. Nina almost certainly knew the effect the situation would have on him, he mused, desperately trying to keep his bulging manhood under control, which would be why she was making him do this as she innocently scribbled away before him. 

♡ ♡ ♡

They’d walked out of the library arm in arm, with Nina reaching her hand up inside not only his jacket but his T-shirt as well so as to toy with David’s bra straps, intertwining her fingers around his elastic just as he had done with hers on previous occasions -

albeit nowhere near as openly. To anyone passing, she was merely a girl snuggling up against her boyfriend, her secret caress a secret known only to the two of them. He returned the favour, resting his hand on her shoulder and allowing it to gently press on the metal buckle of her strap adjuster through her thin T-shirt, only to find Nina retaliating by doing the same to him, albeit with rather more force than he had. 

Combined with the unfamiliar sensations of wearing lingerie under his clothing while out and about in public, David found himself sporting an uncomfortable erection once more, something that Nina wasted no time in pointing out. Her teasing about how turned on he was only served to inflame the situation, especially when she whispered in his ear exactly what she was going to do to rectify his bulge. 

Like David’s own place, Nina’s apartment was hardly spacious, but the small dwelling was nevertheless infused with a certain charm that demonstrated she had gone to some trouble to make it feel her own. A perfunctory tour took David to the kitchen and bathroom in turn, before returning to the single room that comprised the main living space. The multiple functions of the room were clearly evinced by the desk in one corner, piled high with books and papers, and the clothes airer in another, on which hung a brightly coloured array of garments to which David couldn’t help but turn his eye. There was the hot pink bra without which they would probably still both be in the library right now, perhaps not even sitting opposite one another as each struggled with their assignments. Next to it hung its electric blue sister that Nina had so teased him with and the vibrant red one she’d worn when going through his own lingerie drawer, tipping out his own softer coloured underwear as she hunted for what he wearing now for her - a dainty little white lace set that seemed tame in comparison to the rainbow array of bras and panties hung out on the drier. 

Still, it was the white lingerie that Nina was herself wearing that was soon to occupy David’s attention, for it didn’t take long for the formalities of being shown where everything was to come to an end. Nor did Nina bother offering him a drink, for they both had only one thing on their mind. Beckoning him to join her on the bed, Nina barely waited for David to sit down beside her before she pounced on him, unbuttoning his shirt with an enthusiasm that was only matched by his own desire to divest her of her top. Unlike his, Nina’s white lace bra was filled to perfection by her breasts and she encouraged David to fondle her nipples through it as she did the same to his chest, caressing him through the lace of his bra before turning her attentions lower down. His trousers were soon pulled down around his ankles before being tossed away, his white bridal stockings all that was needed in terms of legwear as Nina revelled in the pole that thrust up inside his panties. David savoured her fingers grazing against his most sensitive of parts before his desire to see what his girlfriend was wearing down below

got the better of him. Now her jeans joined his on the floor beside the bed, revealing that Nina too was wearing stockings and suspenders, just as white and lacy as her boyfriend’s. Pulling his panties down and her own thong to one side, she proceeded to take him inside her, her fingers wrapped around his bra straps as she bounced up and down on top of him. In turn, David would do the same to her before they swapped positions again, using their tongues and fingers in due course until both were truly satiated. 

They were both still clad in lingerie when they finally retreated beneath the duvet at the end of their marathon lovemaking, snuggling up against the warmth of each other’s lace clad bodies. “Next time, we’re going to do this at your place”, Nina purred contentedly, her hands giving both cheeks of David’s buttocks a squeeze through the lace of his panties. “There was so much more in that lingerie drawer of yours that I’d like to see you in”, she grinned. The thought of repeating their encounter caused David’s penis to pulse with renewed enthusiasm despite its recent exertions. Perhaps he’d ask her to show off that hot pink bra of hers again, he mused, unimpeded by any tanktop - the privacy of his flat would be a far more appropriate place to show his appreciation of her taste in underwear than the stuffy confines of the library. He could be sure of one thing, that was for sure - their adventures in lingerie together had only just begun, such that he’d be wearing a lot more of it in the coming days. Nina would see to that, and for her, he’d be happy to wear anything. 
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