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Caught in Lingerie

Rachel had been gone for exactly twenty-three minutes when I opened the lingerie drawer.

I know that because I checked the time, which tells you two things about me.

First, this was not some spontaneous moment of madness. Second, I had become sufficiently experienced at rummaging through my girlfriend’s underwear to think in terms of safe operating windows.

She had left just after ten to spend most of Saturday shopping with her sister, Claire. The plan involved coffee, lunch, an apparently urgent search for something to wear to a birthday party and, knowing the two of them, several hours wandering around shops without buying the thing they had originally gone out for. Rachel had kissed me goodbye in the hallway, told me not to spend the entire day on the sofa and disappeared with every expectation that she wouldn’t be home until late afternoon.

I had waited twenty-three minutes because going upstairs immediately would have made me feel even more pathetic. Twenty-three minutes apparently made it respectable.

The drawer was the second one down on Rachel’s side of the tall chest opposite our bed. Bras were mostly towards the back, everyday panties folded neatly at the front, and the things I found particularly difficult to ignore were arranged along the left-hand side in little stacks of satin, lace and soft colours. Rachel was far tidier with lingerie than she was with almost anything else, although I suspected that had more to do with the cost of some of it than any natural inclination towards organisation.

I pulled the drawer open and felt the same ridiculous little tightening in my stomach that I always did.

This had started months earlier with curiosity. At least, that was the version I preferred. I had been putting away washing, picked up a pair of Rachel’s pale blue satin panties and noticed how soft they felt. There was nothing remotely unusual about that. Anyone with functioning fingers would have noticed.

Trying them on had admittedly been harder to explain.

After that, things had progressed in small, carefully deniable stages. A camisole one afternoon. A robe another time. Stockings when Rachel had gone away overnight for work. I had never dressed completely, never used makeup and never done anything that would have forced me to acknowledge that this might amount to more than an appreciation of nice fabric.

The pale pink set was my favourite.

The chemise was satin, not quite knee-length, with cream lace around the neckline and narrow straps. Rachel wore it occasionally in summer, though not often enough for my liking. The matching panties were cut higher than the things she usually wore and, unfortunately, were just small enough to remind me they had not been bought with me in mind.

I took both from the drawer and laid them on the bed. This was always the moment when a more sensible me should have put everything back.

Instead, I stripped down to my underwear, hesitated for a few seconds and then removed that as well before pulling on the pink panties. They were tight across my hips and the satin was cool against my skin. That first sensation was enough to make the embarrassment begin to slip quietly into the background.

The chemise followed.

I lowered it over my head and let the fabric fall down my body. It caught briefly at my shoulders before sliding into place, the hem brushing the tops of my thighs. The fit was obviously not perfect. Rachel was smaller across the chest and slightly wider at the hips, which meant the shape never sat on me exactly as I liked, but it worked well enough for the effect I wanted.

I turned towards the full-length mirror beside the wardrobe. Daniel Reeves, thirty-two years old, reasonably sensible in most areas of life, standing in the bedroom on a Saturday morning wearing his girlfriend’s pink satin underwear.

My body was slim enough for the chemise to fall fairly naturally, and the satin softened the lines of my waist. I had little body hair because Rachel had persuaded me into waxing my chest the previous summer and I had discovered I preferred keeping it that way. My legs were another matter, but the chemise covered enough of them for the overall effect to survive.

I moved closer to the mirror and adjusted one strap. It was embarrassing how much I liked the reflection.

There was something about seeing a familiar body covered in something so obviously feminine that made my head feel slightly disconnected from the rest of me. I was still Daniel. Nothing about that had changed. Yet the satin altered the way I held myself, the way I looked at my own shoulders, even the way I moved when I turned sideways.

I opened the drawer again.

This was how it always happened. One thing led to another.

Rachel kept her stockings in a smaller compartment at the back. I chose a pair of nude hold-ups because black felt too obvious, which was an absurd distinction considering I was already standing there in pink satin panties.

I sat on the edge of the bed and rolled the first stocking carefully over my foot, then up my calf. I had learned not to rush. The first time I had tried one, I had nearly put a finger through it and spent ten minutes convinced Rachel would notice the damage.

The second went on with delicious ease. When I stood again, the effect was much more complete.

The stockings changed my legs, smoothing the skin and catching the light whenever I moved. The chemise skimmed over the tops of them, leaving a little bare skin between satin and stocking. I looked in the mirror and felt my face warm even though there was nobody there to see me.

“Jesus, Daniel,” I muttered.

The man in the mirror didn’t appear particularly interested in stopping.

I spent longer like that than I meant to. That was another part I preferred not to examine. If this had simply been about the sensation of satin, I could have put the clothes on and carried on with my day. Instead, I stood in front of the mirror adjusting the hem, turning slightly, trying the robe over the top and then taking it off again because I preferred seeing the chemise.

At one point I sat on the dressing-table stool and crossed my legs, then immediately uncrossed them because the movement looked far too natural.

I was considering whether to try one of Rachel’s bras when I heard the front door open downstairs. For a second, I didn’t understand what the sound meant. Then Rachel called, “Dan?”

Every part of me went cold.

She had been gone less than an hour. There was no possible reason for her to be home.

“Dan?”

My knee caught the dressing-table stool and sent it scraping across the floor. I swore under my breath and grabbed for the chemise straps as though I could somehow remove everything at once. The stockings made my fingers clumsy. The panties were underneath the chemise. My own clothes were scattered across the other side of the bed, and the lingerie drawer was still standing wide open like evidence in a police investigation.

I heard Rachel on the stairs.

“Are you up there?”

I pulled one stocking halfway down, realised that made everything worse and dragged it back up again. Then I reached for my jeans before remembering I would have to take the chemise off first.

The bedroom door was open.

I could shut it. That would buy perhaps three seconds but also announce that I was hiding something. I stood in the middle of the room trying to decide whether being caught in lingerie was better or worse than being caught apparently barricading myself into the bedroom.

Rachel appeared in the doorway before I made the decision.

She stopped. For one extraordinary moment, neither of us spoke.

Rachel was still wearing the fitted black jeans and camel coat she had left in. Her handbag hung from one shoulder, sunglasses pushed up into her dark hair. She looked exactly as she had less than an hour earlier, except that her expression had gone completely blank.

I became aware of everything at once. The pink chemise. The stockings. My bare feet. Her open lingerie drawer. The matching panties I could feel far more clearly now than I had thirty seconds earlier. I tried to pull the hem of the chemise lower, which was pointless and probably made me look stupid

Rachel’s eyes moved slowly from my face to my body, then down to my legs.

“Rachel, I can explain.” It was the worst possible sentence and utterly futile. Nobody has ever said “I can explain” when what followed was likely to make things better.

She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her.

“Claire cancelled,” she said.

I stared at her. “What?”

“She’s got some stomach bug. She messaged me when I was halfway there, so I turned around.”

“Oh.” It seemed inadequate.

Rachel looked towards the open drawer, then at the bed where several pieces of her lingerie were lying in a little pink and cream pile.

“How long?”

My mouth went dry.

“How long what?”

She gave me a look. I could feel myself collapsing under it. “How long have you been wearing my things?”

I looked down at myself. “A while.”

“A while meaning today?”

I shook my head. Her eyebrows lifted slightly. “Daniel.”

“Months.”

There it was. Saying it aloud made the whole thing suddenly real. Rachel walked closer. I wanted to step back but there was nowhere useful to go. The wardrobe was behind me, the bed beside me, and fleeing the bedroom in her chemise was probably not the dignified solution I was looking for.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I know this is weird. I should have told you. I wasn’t doing anything to them, I mean, I’ve been careful and I wash anything I’ve worn, and I know that somehow sounds even worse because it means I’ve clearly developed a system…”

I stopped because Rachel was staring at me. Her eyes travelled down again, pausing at the chemise before settling on my hips. I felt utterly exposed.

“I’ll take everything off,” I said. “Obviously. Just give me a minute and we can pretend this never happened.”

Rachel stepped closer still. I braced myself for whatever came next. She reached out, caught the satin lightly at my hip between two fingers and gave it a small tug.

Then she frowned. “Those panties are far too small for you.”


Tell Me Everything

For a few seconds, I honestly thought I had misheard her.

Rachel was standing there, one hand still resting lightly against the side of the chemise, while I tried to reconcile the sentence I had expected with the one she had actually said.

“You’re worried about the size?”

She gave the satin another small tug and then let it fall back against my hip. “They’re digging into you. I’m surprised they’re comfortable.”

“They’re not particularly.”

“Then why are you wearing them?”

“Because they match.” The answer came out before I had time to stop it. I closed my eyes. “Right. Excellent. Apparently, I’m confessing everything now.”

Something close to a smile touched her mouth, though she was still studying me with an expression I couldn’t read. I reached for the hem of the chemise and began pulling it upwards. “I’ll get changed, put everything back and then we can have whatever deeply uncomfortable conversation you think we need to have.”

“Don’t.” I stopped. Rachel walked past me and sat on the edge of the bed, placing her handbag on the floor beside her. “I didn’t say take it off.”

I slowly lowered the chemise again. “You’ve just caught your boyfriend wearing your underwear.”

“The day is full of surprises.”

“And you don’t want me to take it off.”

“Not yet.”

There was something about the calmness of that answer that was far more destabilising than anger would have been. If she had shouted, I could have apologised. If she had laughed, I could have got defensive. If she had been disgusted, I could at least have understood what I was dealing with.

Instead, Rachel crossed one leg over the other and looked at me as though she had unexpectedly discovered a new room in a house she thought she knew.

“Sit down.” I glanced at the bed. “You’ve been wandering around the bedroom like that while I was out. I think you can manage sitting.”

I lowered myself carefully onto the other side of the bed, keeping a little distance between us. The stockings made the satin hem slide over my thighs, and for the first time since she had walked in I became conscious again of how the lingerie actually felt rather than simply how incriminating it was.

“How long have you been doing this?”

I looked at my hands. “A few months.”

“That could mean two or twelve.”

“Four. Maybe five.”

She nodded slowly, absorbing it rather than reacting. “And how often?”

“Not often.”

“Daniel.”

“I don’t know. Occasionally.”

I sighed. “A couple of times a month, maybe. Sometimes less.”

“And always when I’m out?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever done it when I’ve been here?”

“No.”

She thought about that for a moment. “Have you wanted to?” I looked at her sharply. “What have you worn?”

I hesitated.

She waited. “That chemise before, obviously.”

“Yes.”

“Some of your panties.”

“How many?” She sighed at my reticence and raised an eyebrow. “Favourite pairs?”

“The blue satin ones,” I admitted blushing a deep red. “The black lace pair from that set you bought before Christmas. These, except they don’t fit properly.”

“What else?”

“A couple of camisoles. Your short satin robe. Stockings a few times.”

“Bras?”

I nodded. “They don’t fit.”

That finally made her laugh. Not loudly, and not at me exactly, but enough to take some pressure out of the room. “I’m not surprised. You’ve got a broader back than I have.”

“I worked that out after nearly dislocating a shoulder trying to fasten one.”

Rachel laughed again, then reached over and touched one of the straps of the chemise. “What about dresses?”

“No.”

“Skirts?”

“No.”

“Makeup?”

“No.”

“Shoes?”

“No.”

The questions were coming more easily now, and I was beginning to understand that she wasn’t compiling evidence against me. She was genuinely curious. That created a different problem. It was one thing to be caught. It was quite another to be invited to explain.

Rachel shifted slightly on the bed. “Why?”

There it was. The question I had been avoiding even when there was nobody around to ask it. “I don’t know.”

“You must have some idea. You like the fabric. You’ve been stroking the hem of that thing for the last five minutes.”

I immediately took my hand away. Rachel smiled. “See? You like how it feels.”

“Yes.”

“And that’s all?”

I opened my mouth to say yes. Rachel knew me too well. We had been together for nearly four years, living together for almost two, and she had seen me lie about everything from whether I had eaten the last biscuit to whether I was nervous before a job interview. I had never been particularly good at it.

She leaned back on her hands. “You don’t have to give me a clever explanation. I’m not asking you to define yourself. I just want you to stop pretending you haven’t thought about it.”

My reflection was visible in the mirror from where I sat. Pink satin, stockings, bare shoulders. I still looked ridiculous to some part of myself, but there was another part that kept noticing the softness of the chemise, the way it changed my outline, the unfamiliar but appealing femininity of the whole thing.

“I like seeing myself in it,” I said quietly. “I don’t know why. I just do. The first time I put on the blue panties, I expected to feel stupid and take them straight off. Instead I looked in the mirror and…” I struggled for a word that didn’t sound absurd. “I liked it. Then I wanted to see what something else looked like. That’s basically how it carried on.”

“And the secrecy?”

“That was half the excitement, I suppose.” There. Another admission. Oddly, each one made me feel slightly less exposed. Rachel stood and crossed to the open drawer. For one terrible second, I thought she was going to start packing everything away. Instead, she began taking things out.

First came a cream satin robe, which she laid across the bed. Then a black lace bra, followed by a matching pair of panties. She rummaged through the back section and produced a pair of sheer stockings still in their packet.

“What are you doing?”

“Research.”

“Rachel.”

She ignored me and held up the bra.

“This definitely won’t fit you.”

“I know.”

“You need something with a longer band.”

She put the bra down and picked up another pair of panties, a softer rose colour with a wider waistband. “Try these.”

I looked at them. Then at her. “You want me to change into another pair of your underwear while you sit there?”

“You’ve already been wearing my underwear for months. I’m not sure modesty is the strongest position available to you.” Rachel’s expression softened slightly. “Do you want me to leave the room?”

“No,” I said eventually. “It’s fine.”

Rachel turned away while I changed, though I had the strong suspicion she could see plenty in the mirror if she wanted to. The new panties were much more comfortable, sitting properly at my waist without cutting into my hips.

She picked up the cream robe and held it open. I slipped my arms into the robe and felt her settle the satin across my shoulders. She drew it around me, then tied the belt loosely at my waist. The fabric was softer than the chemise and heavier, cool at first before warming against my skin.

Rachel stood in front of me and adjusted the collar. “Better.” I looked at her face rather than the mirror. She wasn’t laughing. That mattered more than I expected.

“What do you think?”

The question came out before I could stop it. Rachel’s eyes travelled over me slowly. “I think you’re much more comfortable than you were ten minutes ago.”

“That wasn’t what I meant.”

“I know.”

She stepped aside so I could see myself properly.

The robe softened everything. The pink chemise showed beneath it, the stockings made my legs look smoother, and the different panties had removed the only part that had genuinely been uncomfortable. I looked feminine.

And because Rachel was standing there beside me rather than being somewhere else in town, there was no secret to hide behind anymore. I expected that to ruin it. It didn’t.

Rachel opened the drawer again and began rearranging things, apparently deciding which items were worth keeping out.

“You’re taking this remarkably well.”

She glanced over her shoulder. “Would you prefer screaming?”

“No.”

“Calling my mother?”

“Definitely not.”

“Telling Claire?” She laughed. “Relax. I’m not telling anyone. But I am going to ask you something.” She turned back towards me, leaning lightly against the chest of drawers. “Would you have told me eventually?”

I thought about it even though I already knew the answewr. “I don’t know. Probably not. Because I didn’t know what you’d think.”

“And now?”

I looked down at the satin belt around my waist.

“Now I don’t know what to think.”

She came closer and touched the robe at my shoulder, smoothing a small crease with her fingertips. “You don’t have to decide what this means today. You like lingerie. You like wearing it. You like seeing yourself dressed this way. That’s enough information for one Saturday morning.”

“You caught me stealing your underwear.”

“Borrowing.”

“That is generous.”

“I reserve the right to become less generous if you stretch anything expensive.”

I smiled despite myself. Rachel picked up the black bra again and examined the label, then looked thoughtfully at my chest.

She smiled. “I was thinking we need to get you your own. If you’re going to keep doing this. These aren’t made for you, and I’d rather not discover you’ve destroyed a hundred-pound set because you were too embarrassed to buy something that actually fits.”

I looked towards the mirror again and realised Rachel was watching my reaction.

“If you’re going to wear lingerie, Daniel, at least let me teach you how.”


Something Of Your Own

By lunchtime, Rachel had reached a conclusion I had been ignoring for months. Her lingerie did not fit me properly and this was unacceptable.

She spent the rest of the morning treating the problem with the same calm practicality she brought to almost everything else. The pink chemise was too tight across my shoulders. Panties sat wrongly at the hips for a variety of reasons. Her bras were, as she had already pointed out, hopeless. Even the stockings were a little short.

Rachel stood in front of the wardrobe with her arms folded and announced that the obvious solution was to buy me something of my own.

“Oh,” I said. “We can look online.”

Rachel turned and gave me a patient smile. “No.”

I was still wearing the cream satin robe over the chemise, which made it difficult to summon much authority. “No?”

“We’re going shopping.”

I laughed because that was clearly ridiculous. Rachel did not.

“I am not wandering around a lingerie store and announcing that I need a bra.”

“You won’t have to announce anything. I’ll help you.” She came across the bedroom and rested both hands on my shoulders. There was no teasing in her expression now, only that infuriating certainty that meant she had already decided I was going. “Daniel, you have spent five months secretly wearing things that don’t fit because you were too embarrassed to tell me or buy your own. I’m not going to let you go straight back to hiding. We’ll go somewhere quiet, buy a few things, and come home. Nobody knows why we’re there unless you want to tell them.”

Half an hour later I was back in jeans, trainers and a dark jumper, looking exactly like myself again. The transformation had disappeared so completely that I almost convinced myself the morning had been a strange dream.

Then Rachel handed me her car keys and said, “Come on. Let’s buy you some knickers.”

The shop she chose was a small independent lingerie boutique tucked into a side street about twenty minutes away. I had passed it dozens of times, giving it a sly, wistful glance or two. The window contained tasteful displays of silk robes, lace bras and satin nightwear arranged around gold stands and pale flowers.

“This is the sort of place where they remember customers.”

Rachel slipped her arm through mine and steered me towards the door. “You’ll be fine.”

A bell chimed as we entered. The shop was quiet. Soft music played somewhere near the back, and the air smelled perfume. It was kind of old-fashioned and likeable, the sort of place where you had a conversation while you were buying things.

There was one woman and she stood behind the counter. She was perhaps in her early forties, elegantly dressed in black trousers and a cream blouse, with short auburn hair and the easy confidence of someone who had spent years making strangers comfortable while discussing underwear.

“Afternoon,” she said. “Let me know if you need any help.”

Rachel smiled. “We will.”

For the first few minutes, I genuinely believed we were shopping for her. Rachel moved between rails, running her fingers over fabrics and picking up several things that would have looked completely normal in her wardrobe. A plum satin robe. A black lace bra. A cream camisole.

I began to relax. “This one’s nice,” I said, holding up the camisole.

Rachel glanced at the size. “Too small.”

The assistant appeared beside us carrying a few things on hangers which she proceeded to place on nearby rails. “Can I help with sizing?”

Rachel smiled warmly, as though there was nothing unusual about any of this. “Yes, actually. We’re looking for something for someone about Daniel’s size.”

I stared at her and couldn’t help blushing. The assistant looked at me for perhaps half a second, then back at Rachel. There was no surprise, just professional calculation. “Broad through the shoulders, fairly slim through the waist?”

“That’s right.”

Rachel continued as though discussing curtains. “We’d like a few things that are feminine but comfortable. Satin, lace, pretty but nothing too extreme.” The assistant nodded. I looked at Rachel. She ignored me. “Ideally a bra, matching briefs, stockings, maybe a suspender belt. And perhaps a full slip if we find something suitable.”

I had apparently become invisible.

The assistant smiled. “Of course.”

What followed was strangely ordinary. The assistant introduced herself as Helen and began selecting pieces with the confidence that comes from experience. She held things against me, asked about chest measurement, waist and hips, and suggested a soft-cup bra with a longer band that would accommodate a broader back. At one point she produced a dusky blue satin set with ivory lace.

Rachel’s eyes lit up. I looked at the bra and matching panties. “That is completely you.” She nearly followed it with an ‘oops’ and put her hand over her mouth.

Helen added the set to the growing collection without comment. Now two people knew about my little hobby and I wondered how far this was going to go.

There were black stockings, a matching suspender belt, a pale champagne slip and another pair of satin panties in deep burgundy. By the time she had finished, I was holding enough feminine clothing to last me a year. Helen gestured towards the fitting rooms at the back.

“You’re welcome to try everything. The end room is larger.”

I just stood there like an idiot my face heating up again. My embarrassment was clear but that didn’t seem to deter Rachel.  “Come on.”

“I thought we were buying things.”

“We are.”

“You didn’t say anything about trying them on here.”

“How do you know they fit?” She sighed. “Girls always try stuff on.”

I looked at Helen, hoping she might intervene. She smiled politely. I was outnumbered and, though my heart was hammering in my chest, I was actually strangely thrilled at the prospect.

The fitting room was larger than I expected, with a padded stool, full-length mirror and hooks along one wall. Rachel came in behind me while Helen lingered near the rails outside.

I closed the door. “You have absolutely no idea what this feels like.”

Rachel hung the satin slip on a hook. “I think I have some idea.”

“No, you don’t. You can walk into a place like this and buy anything you want without wondering whether everyone thinks you’re insane.”

She looked at me more seriously then. “Do you think Helen thinks you’re insane?”

I hesitated. That was irritating enough to be true.

Rachel handed me the blue satin panties. “Start there.”

I took them and looked at the label. I changed behind the curtain section at the back of the fitting room while Rachel leant against the wall. When I stepped out again, I immediately understood what she had meant about fit.

The panties sat properly on my hips. No cutting in, no pulling, no sense that I was borrowing somebody else’s clothing. The satin lay smoothly against me, and the lace detail was decorative and suitably pretty.

Rachel looked me over and smiled. I turned towards the mirror. “They’re comfortable.”

The bra came next. Rachel helped me with the clasp, then adjusted the straps and showed me how the band should sit. There was no need for exaggerated padding. The lightly shaped cups simply created a soft suggestion beneath clothing.

When I looked in the mirror, the effect was subtle but unmistakable. The person staring back at me was not wearing Rachel’s lingerie anymore. That distinction changed everything.

Rachel fastened the suspender belt around my waist and showed me how to attach the stockings. I expected the whole thing to feel theatrical, but once the straps were adjusted correctly, it seemed oddly elegant. The black stockings contrasted with the dusky blue satin, and the line of the belt changed the shape of my waist.

Rachel stood behind me in the mirror.

“You’re smiling.”

I looked at my reflection again and realised she was right. Helen knocked softly on the fitting-room door.

“How are we doing? Would you like another size in anything?”

I glanced at the bra. Rachel noticed. “This one’s perfect.” The words sent a strange warmth through me. Rachel picked up the champagne satin slip and held it out. “Try this over everything.”

I stepped into it and drew it carefully up my body. The satin settled over the lingerie with almost no resistance, skimming my waist and falling to just above my knees. It had fine straps and a softly shaped neckline that worked with the bra underneath.

When I turned towards the mirror again, I went very still.

At home, wearing Rachel’s things had always included an element of pretending. The wrong size. The wrong proportions. The knowledge that everything would have to be returned to her drawer before she came back.

This was different. Every piece had been chosen for me.

The slip hung correctly because it had been bought to fit my shoulders and waist. The bra sat properly. The stockings reached exactly where they were supposed to.

Rachel’s expression softened when she saw my face. I touched the satin lightly at my hip. There was no secrecy in the gesture now. Rachel moved beside me and slipped an arm around my waist. “How does it feel?”

I looked at the two of us in the mirror.

“Different.”

“Good different?”

I nodded.

“Very.”

She kissed my cheek.

When we left the fitting room twenty minutes later, Helen folded everything carefully into tissue paper and placed it inside two cream shopping bags. Rachel paid for it before I could object, insisting it was a present.

I carried the bags out of the shop. That felt significant too. On the pavement, Rachel glanced at them and then at me. “You all right?”

I looked down at the handles in my hands. “Yes.”

Inside those bags were satin, lace, stockings and a slip that nobody else had ever worn.

They weren’t borrowed.

They weren’t Rachel’s.

They were mine.


Rachel’s Pretty Boyfriend

By the time we got home, the shopping bags had begun to feel strangely important.

That sounds ridiculous, I know. They were two cream bags with elegant logos from a lingerie shop, Yet I carried them upstairs with far more care than I would normally give to clothes. My heart was beating heavily as if this was the moment when everything changed forever. Every item inside had been chosen for me, fitted to me, and paid for with the full knowledge of the woman I had spent months hiding all this from.

Rachel noticed the way I placed the bags carefully on the bed.

“You’re treating those like they are important heirlooms.”

I blushed again. “It’s been a weird day.”

There was that smile again. Not mocking. More like she was watching me arrive at conclusions and ticking them off in her head. The buying of the underwear had not only changed things in a small respect – me having my own lingerie – but it had inextricably altered the dynamic between me and Rachel. That was something that I would never be able to change back. That made me nervous. One of the benefits of my pretty little secret had been I knew what the future looked like.

I unpacked the blue satin set first and laid everything out. The bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt looked different here than they had under the boutique lighting. More vibrant somehow. The champagne slip followed, then the robe we had bought almost as an afterthought.

Rachel leaned against the wardrobe and folded her arms. This seemed to be her go to pose for this little relationship experiment we were going through. “You’re not staying in jeans, are you?” I knew what she meant. She came over and sat on the edge of the bed. “You tried them on in a fitting room. That isn’t the same as actually wearing them properly.”

I stared at her for a moment, then laughed. “You realise this is exactly how you ended up buying two bags of lingerie for me. You keep moving the line.”

Rachel smiled. “And yet you keep stepping over it.”

I changed again, this time without quite the same hesitation as before. The blue panties went on first, then the matching bra. The fit still surprised me. There was none of that strained, slightly too small feeling I had become used to with Rachel’s things. Everything fitted as it was supposed to.

The suspender belt followed, then the stockings.

By the time I stepped into the champagne slip, I was already looking forward to seeing the finished result. That admission was becoming easier too.

Rachel had gone downstairs while I changed, and for a few minutes I was alone with the mirror. I adjusted one strap, smoothed the slip over my waist and looked at myself.

The difference was subtle. Nothing about my body had magically changed, yet the proper fit gave everything more confidence, I suppose. The satin followed my shape rather than stretching against it. The bra gave a little structure. The stockings smoothed my legs. Even my posture seemed different because I was no longer worrying that something was about to slip or split.

I heard Rachel returning and turned slightly.

She came in carrying her small makeup bag from the bathroom and something tucked under her arm.

“That looks suspiciously shaped like hair.”

“It is hair.”

I sighed. Rachel placed the wig on the dressing table. It was soft brown, shoulder-length, with loose waves and a side parting.

“Where did that come from?”

“Claire bought it for a costume party last year and left it here.”

Rachel laughed and opened the makeup bag. “Come here.”

I sat at the dressing table while she stood behind me. She kept the makeup simple. A little tinted moisturiser, concealer beneath the eyes, some powder. She brushed my eyebrows into shape, added a soft brown shadow to my eyelids and then mascara.

The process was far less dramatic than I had expected. There was no sudden transformation, just a gradual softening. My skin looked more even. My eyes became more noticeable. The angles of my face seemed slightly less harsh. Rachel added a muted rose colour to my lips, then stepped back.

“Well?”

I studied myself. “Not bad.”

She adjusted the wig cap, gathered my own hair beneath it and then lowered the brown wig into place. For a moment the effect looked wrong, but Rachel worked at it patiently, moving the parting, tucking strands around my face and brushing the waves until they sat naturally at my shoulders. This intimate moment caused my stomach to tighten and left me feeling quite emotional. I could smell her perfume and the warmth of her breath and could not think of a more perfect moment.

Then she moved aside.

I looked into the mirror and nearly let out a cry.  My face suddenly belonged with the satin. I leaned closer, then sat back again. Rachel rested her hands on my shoulders.

“You’re very quiet.”

“Wow.” I looked at her in the mirror. “You’ve become very comfortable with all this remarkably quickly.”

Rachel shrugged. “I’ve had the easier adjustment. I’m still me. You’re the one discovering things.” That was probably the most sensible thing she had said all day.

I touched the ends of the wig.

Then she opened the wardrobe and took out a pale pink dress. It was ankle-length, with a softly shaped neckline and a matching lightweight wrap. “This was always a bit too big for me so it should, theoretically, fit you.”

The dress went over my head and settled smoothly against my body. It was looser than I expected but still unmistakably feminine. The a thin belt completed it, tied gently at the waist.

Rachel looked pleased.

“Now you look respectable.”

With the belt, I seemed to have developed a waist and the new bra had given me some more definition up top. I turned, feeling more complete all of a sudden as if the lingerie had just been a prelude to something else. Of course, the line had been move again. I wasn’t just dressed in silk and satin and lace – I was dressed as a girl. All I was missing was a pair of heels. I looked down at my feet.

Rachel smiled. “May I take a photo?”

I looked at my reflection again. Months earlier, the idea of a photograph would have terrified me. Evidence. Something permanent. Proof that this side of me existed. Now I found myself thinking about whether the light was flattering.

I nodded.

Rachel moved me closer to the window, adjusted the skirt of the dress and told me not to stand as if I was in a police lineup. I relaxed my shoulders and tried to smile naturally. “Stare wistfully out the window,” she instructed. “That’s better.”

She took the picture.

She came over and showed me the screen. I looked feminine. Not perfectly. Not enough to fool anyone who knew me well. But much more than I had expected.

Rachel swiped to a second photograph. “That one’s better.”

We went downstairs soon afterwards.

That was when the evening became stranger than everything before it. Nothing happened.

Rachel put music on. I poured wine. We ordered Thai food rather than cook because being transformed into a woman did not improve either of our enthusiasm for washing pans. We sat on the sofa and talked about the same things we would normally have talked about on a Saturday evening.

Every so often I remembered what I was wearing.

If Rachel had spent the whole evening staring or teasing, I could have treated it as a game. Instead, the femininity simply became part of the background. I crossed my legs beneath me without thinking. I tucked the wig behind one ear when it fell forward as I was talking. At one point I went to the bathroom and automatically checked my lipstick before returning.

Later, when the food arrived, I answered the door wearing the dress. I’d had a few  drinks and was feeling brave, let’s leave it at that. The delivery driver barely looked up from his phone. I think I felt that was a little disappointing.

When I returned, Rachel was smiling.

She poured more wine and handed me my glass. “Here you go, Danielle.”

“Danielle.”

Rachel looked innocent. “It’s close to Daniel.”

“Okay,” I said. Names suddenly become important when you’re dressed as a girl.

“Do you want another spring roll, Danielle?”

“You’re doing that deliberately.”

“Obviously.”

She behaved herself for perhaps fifteen minutes. Then she asked whether Danielle wanted to choose the next album. By the fourth time, I pretending I didn’t like it.

The music had changed to something slower. Evening light had faded from the windows, and the room had taken on that quiet, comfortable feeling it often had after a couple of glasses of wine.

Rachel reached over and touched the hem of my skirt.  “Are you happy?”

The question caught me off guard.I thought about it before answering. “Yes.”

Not ecstatic. Not transformed. Not suddenly certain of anything. Just happy. Rachel squeezed my hand.

“Good.”

I looked down at our fingers together and felt something inside me loosen. For months, I had imagined being caught as the moment everything would become complicated. Instead, the complicated part had been the secrecy. This felt surprisingly simple.

Rachel lifted her glass. “To Danielle.”

That night we made love slowly and deliberately as if something big had changed between us. Rachel took a slightly more dominant role, which I noticed but didn’t say anything about. I quite liked it. At one point she lay over me, pushing my arms back and squeezing my wrists, pressing her lips firmly against mine and then working down my body to the nipple area.

Then she said: “Oh, Danielle, you’re such a naughty girl.” She saw my reaction and smiled, beads of sweat on her forehead. “It looks like we’ve found something else you like.”


Her Drawer

I woke on Sunday morning expecting regret.

That seemed like the natural next stage. Saturday had been too strange, too indulgent and too far removed from the version of myself I had been happily maintaining for years. I had been caught in Rachel’s lingerie, admitted that I had been secretly wearing it for months, gone shopping for my own, sat through a fitting in a boutique, let her put makeup on me and then spent an entire evening answering, eventually without protest, to Danielle.

A sensible person should have woken with embarrassment. Instead, my first thought was about the blue satin set and whether I could wear it again today.

I lay there for several minutes staring at the ceiling, remembering how perfectly it had fitted. That was the part my mind kept returning to. Not the shop, not Helen calmly measuring me up with her keen eye, not even the photographs Rachel had taken or answering the door dressed as Danielle. I kept thinking about the small difference between borrowing something designed for somebody else and putting on lingerie that had actually been chosen for me. It was mine and that was such a delicious feeling that it is difficult, even now, to explain.

Beside me, Rachel moved beneath the duvet. “Morning.”

She rolled onto her side and looked at me. Her hair was a mess and there was a faint smudge of yesterday’s mascara beneath one eye. Somehow, after spending Saturday overseeing my transformation with the confidence of a woman running a lab experiment, she had forgotten to take off her makeup.

Rachel studied my face for a few seconds. “How bad is it? The existential crisis.”

I smiled despite myself. “I haven’t decided yet.”

“That’s promising.”

I turned my head towards her. “I thought I’d wake up feeling completely stupid.”

“And do you?”

I considered the question properly. “A little.”

“Only a little?”

“I’m lying in bed with the woman who caught me wearing her underwear yesterday. I think I’m entitled to some embarrassment.”

Rachel smiled. “Well, you’ve got your own now so there shouldn’t be any complaining or embarrassment. I enjoyed yesterday, didn’t you?”

“That part is considerably harder to defend.”

“You don’t have to defend it. I quite like Danielle…especially in bed with me.” She said it casually, but the sentence hit home. I remembered our love making and the more obvious dominance she showed when we were between the sheets. Not only that, the way it made me feel. Now I was trying to be a man again and it didn’t quite sit right.

That had been the strangest thing about the previous day. Rachel had never asked me to justify myself in the way I had expected. She had asked questions, plenty of them, but not with the assumption that there was something wrong with the answers or with me. I had spent months imagining discovery as some great disaster, and when it finally happened she had been more concerned about whether the panties fitted properly.

I sat up against the headboard.

“Can I ask you something?”

Rachel settled back against her pillow. “Of course.”

“Does any of this bother you?”

She didn’t answer immediately, which I appreciated. A quick reassurance would have sounded too easy.

“The secrecy bothered me a bit,” she said eventually. “Not because I think you owed me a confession about every private thing you’ve ever done, but because you obviously thought I would react badly. I don’t particularly like the idea that you’ve spent months waiting for me to go out so you could do something harmless and then hide all the evidence before I came home.”

I looked down at the duvet. “When you put it like that, it sounds slightly pathetic. I’m sorry.”

“Now go and make me a coffee. Put the robe on.”

I slipped on the silk robe and tied it around my waist. I saluted and said: “Yes, Mistress.” She giggled and pulled the duvet back over her head. I went to the kitchen and made the coffee, the sun slanting through the back window and wondering what would happen next. The silk of the robe was cool and natural against my flesh and, when I opened the back door to let some air in, I felt it move against my thighs that suddenly gave me a thrill. I breathed in the morning and suddenly felt deliriously happy.

I took the coffee upstairs and curled into bed next to her.  “And what about the rest of it?”

“What rest?”

“Your boyfriend spending Saturday night in makeup and a pink dress while you called him Danielle.”

She smiled. “Oh, I enjoyed that.”

I laughed quietly, then looked towards the window. The curtains were still half closed, and pale morning light was cutting across the room in a narrow strip.

Rachel’s thumb moved slowly across the back of my hand. “Does it need to mean something? Apart from you like being a girl every so often.”

“I don’t know. That’s sort of the problem.”

“You like lingerie.”

“Yes.”

“You like wearing it.”

I nodded. “You liked the makeup. And the wig. I saw your reaction when you were properly dressed. You liked it.”

“More than I expected.”

“You liked Danielle.”

That one took longer. “I liked how I felt.”

Rachel nodded as if that distinction made complete sense. “Then we start there.” She shifted closer and rested her head against my shoulder. “But you don’t have to suddenly decide you’re one thing or another because you enjoyed wearing a dress. You don’t need a label by lunchtime.” We lay there for a moment. Then she said: “We need to get you some shoes.”

I smiled. “That sounds like a good idea.”

“A pair of 5-inch stilettoes.”

“I think I’m scared of heights.”

“I could imagine you wiggling down the high street in a pretty secretary outfit, going to work as Danielle.”

Until that moment, I had been treating Saturday as an exception, a bizarre little bubble that had burst when we went to sleep. Now, I suddenly realised that Rachel wasn’t going to let it go.

“I’m pleased with you.” That made me blush, again. She gently stroked the silk of the robe around my nipple area and then sat up and picked up her coffee from the side table.

For a while we stayed where we were, talking about nothing particularly important. Coffee. Breakfast. Whether Claire was feeling any better. Somewhere in the middle of it, yesterday stopped feeling like a confession and started feeling like something we had simply done together.

Eventually Rachel got out of bed and opened my underwear drawer. She grimaced and said: “Well, we can’t have all that, can we?”

She picked up my boxers in one fell swoop and tossed them onto the floor in a corner. I watched her with mild amusement. Then she picked up the bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt and laid them more neatly into the drawer, with a reverence that I found appealing. She tapped the side of the drawer.

“This side is for your posh lingerie, the sort you wear for special occasions. This side,” she added, “is for your work lingerie. What do you think?”

I felt a knot tighten in my throat. “You’re serious.”

“If we’re going to explore your femininity, we need to do it properly.”

I got up. “I’m making more coffee.”

“Good for you.”

“You can make breakfast.”

“Then we’re going shopping for panties. Lacey ones.”

I threw a pillow at her. She laughed and I disappeared downstairs. Rachel made avocado and poached egg on toast and we sat in the kitchen and we talked some more. Actually, Rachel talked most. It seemed I was being pushed into a whole new world that had more structure than an architects drawing. First of all, she thought we might have themed days. Maybe I’d like to be her maid for the day, for example. I would wear women’s lingerie under my work clothes from now on, no arguments. I found it difficult to oppose that one. She asked how I felt about going out dressed as Danielle.

“Not right away,” she said between a mouthful of toast and lifting her coffee cup. “When you’re more confident. That would be so great, don’t you think.”

We went into town later, the sun shining and I imagined what it would be like to be dressed as Danielle taking the bus. At a large department store, we headed to the lingerie section, and Rachel began picking out items. We bought lace and satin briefs for the working week and a few more seductive selections for ‘special’ occasions. But that wasn’t the end of it. Next, we went to the dresses and she picked out a couple of summer outfits that she thought would be suitable for Danielle. She lifted one floral dress up and then held it against me as I stood there holding carriers with the lingerie in it. I looked around and nobody was taking the blindest bit of notice.

We stopped for a coffee at a café on the way back and watched the crowds go by. “I’m not going to fast for you?” Asked Rachel.

I looked at the shopping bags. “You might be going to fast for my wallet.”

“Purse,” she said. “Oh, my God. Purse.”

That meant another trip to another store where we bought a purse and matching handbag. By the time we got home, it was late afternoon and we were both worn out. That didn’t stop her getting me to model the outfits for her. She applied a little makeup and I put on a pale pink bra and panty set. The dresses fitted beautifully and, once the wig was on, I looked like a young woman ready for a walk in the park.

I put my new lingerie away in the drawer and Rachel picked up my old male boxers and took them away. She didn’t bat an eyelid as she put them in a bin bag and then went outside and dropped them in the bin. I didn’t complain. I stood back and looked down at the open drawer with it’s neatly arranged panties, bras, garter belts and a few packs of sheer stockings.

That was Her drawer now. Danielle’s.

Rachel came back and we stood together looking down. “Well,” she said and kissed my cheek. “That’s a start.”

We sat on the bed together and she grabbed her laptop. The day of shopping wasn’t quite over just yet. “You need shoes,” she said. I went and opened a bottle of wine. This time I stood for a while by the kitchen door wearing the summer dress, my long hair around my shoulders. I could feel the breeze fluttering the skirt and it was wonderful. By the time I returned to the bedroom with the wine and two glasses, Rachel had already ordered two pairs of stylish heels.

“Now you have no excuse,” she said, closing the laptop and picking up her glass of wine.

“What do you mean?”

She grinned a little mischievously. “Letting the world meet Danielle.”

Right then, the idea seemed preposterous but I could tell that Rachel was serious. She had already decided that this was her big project for the next few weeks or even months. She had thrown away my male underwear already and now I had not excuse for wearing lingerie all the time. I guess I didn’t quite realise that I would soon have no excuse for not going out dressed as Danielle.

By the time Rachel was finished with me, I would be spending more time than I ever imagined as a girl.
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If you enjoyed Her Lingerie Drawer, there are plenty more transformations waiting for you.

Feminine Transformation Short Reads is a growing collection of fast-paced, self-contained stories from Emma LaVerne, each built around a different feminine fantasy. Expect makeovers, satin and lace, maid uniforms, salon visits, dominant girlfriends, unexpected public outings and men discovering that becoming feminine can be far more convincing, and far more enjoyable, than they ever imagined.

Every Short Read features new characters, a complete transformation story and a satisfying ending, making them perfect for reading in a single sitting.

Look out for more titles in the Feminine Transformation Short Reads series, available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited.

Full-Length Novels

If you prefer longer stories with deeper transformations, evolving relationships and more time to explore life on the feminine side, discover Emma LaVerne’s full-length Feminine Transformations series on Amazon. Novels such as Training Maid Sophie and Caught in Her Lingerie are perfect for a lazy day in bed where you can dream of becoming the girl.
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