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Foreword

When it comes to enhancing the wearer's feminine curves, the lightweight lingerie of a modern woman pales in comparison to a proper panty girdle and longline brassière. Such figure-hugging foundation garments have a devastating effect when they're worn to tease a man with a penchant for old-fashioned underwear, but these wives don't stop there, insisting their husbands dress up for them too. From open bottom girdles to bullet bras, you can be sure such stern elastic will shape more than just a man's body, effortlessly enforcing a submissive state of mind that's perfect for further feminization. 

Corselettes and control panties come back into style in these stories about men made to wear vintage shapewear, supporting fully fashioned stockings for full body discipline under both trousers and skirts. Such traditional undergarments ensure a man stays right where his wife wants him, there being no question of her husband going anywhere else when she's got him  in the grip of his girdle. 

♥ Moving into a new house sees Drew and Melissa discover that they've bought more than they might have bargained for, with this couple's lingerie collection sure to get a shake-up when they inherit a whole shop's worth of intimate attire - straight from the sixties! Already wearing panties and bras to please his wife, it isn't long before Drew finds himself modelling women's underwear of a far firmer kind, but there's much more in store for him than the longline bra and open bottom girdle that Melissa sends him to work in. Soon he's wearing a bullet brassière like a sweater girl as his wife teases him about having to join the typing pool, but Melissa isn't immune to the lure of old-fashioned lingerie herself - as you'll learn in  Firm Contro l. 

♥ Doug's fondness for slapstick films finds him in hot water with his wife when the on-screen antics of a group of college girls

frolicking in their foundation wear inspire Deborah to seek out similar garments - for her husband! Adopting the role of an impossibly strict mistress, his wife makes sure to dress the part herself, insisting that Doug submit to an impromptu underwear inspection that sees her husband end up over her knee in nothing but his regulation attire - white satin shapewear that offers precious little protection from a spanking! After being punished for not being properly dressed, this crossdressing college girl discovers just how strong a hold hosiery can have over a man when he's expected to demonstrate his oral skills while still in his uniform! Follow the fun that this feminized man and his wife have as  Girls in Girdles. 

♥ Desperate for relief, Roy is forced to undress in a cramped toilet cubicle, the feminized man frantically struggling to escape an all-embracing corselette and long legged panty girdle before it's too late. Having to spend the day at work in heavy hosiery supported by such imposing shapewear is enough to drive a man to distraction, but Roy doesn't just wear such devilish control garments for discipline in the office, returning home only to adopt the attitude and attire of a fifties housewife. Making himself look pretty with a floral print dress and pearl necklace, he dutifully does the dishes after dinner, but his wife has something saucier in store for her submissive spouse, insisting that her husband lie back and let himself be taken in his lovely lingerie. Discover how Roy gets on with his marital duties in  The Man Who Wore Corselettes. 

♥ What seemed like a dream dress in the shop proves disappointingly different in the cold light of day, forcing Carmen to look for a foundation garment to help her fit into it. Searching online, she finds more than she might have bargained for when she chances upon another customer's review, with the suggestion that men can be controlled by women's shapewear spurring Carmen to buy more than just a corselette for herself. A little erotic encouragement is all that it takes to persuade her reluctant husband to embrace such elastic, with Glen's new

girdle turning him into quite the gentlemen when he wears it beneath his dinner jacket to a social occasion - along with sexy sheer nylons! What will such intimate attire do for the couple afterwards? Find out in  The Product Review. 

With suspender straps aplenty to support seamed stockings, traditional shapewear transports the man trapped in it back to a bygone age - something that the women in these stories about old-fashioned feminization take full advantage of when they insist that their husbands wear longline bras, girdles and corselettes to put them in their place. Forced to submit to tight fabric, their imposing intimate attire certainly keeps these men under control, but if you love the thought of submissive men stuck in such strict underwear, you'll want to get yourself  in the grip of his girdle. 

Firm Control

“I told you we should have made clearing the place part of the contact!”, Melissa exclaimed with exasperation. “Oh, come on, Melissa! That would have been churlish! The woman was going into a care home, for goodness sake. We could hardly have asked her to clean the place”, Drew retorted, his temper clearly fraying. The newly married couple had finally moved into a house of their own, only to find its rooms as full of furniture as when they'd first toured the place with the real estate agent. Although the slick salesman had assured them that it would all be removed in due course, the property was still piled high with the former occupant's possessions - everything from a kitchen crammed with crockery to a shelf above the downstairs toilet stuffed full of dusty books. 

“Are you sure she doesn't want any of this stuff?”, Melissa persisted, her insistence eliciting an annoyed sigh from her husband. “Haven't we been over this already? The son was quite clear when I rang him. 

They've taken everything that had any sentimental value, so they don't care what we do with the rest”, Drew declared, not sharing his wife's concerns about buying more than they'd bargained for. It was his opinion that the couple would come out as winners once they'd sorted through all the rubbish, already having saved themselves the cost of having to equip the kitchen with appliances. “Anyway, it's not like the old bat's going to need one of these where she's going, is she?”, he added sarcastically, gesturing to a paint splattered ladder. 

“I wish you wouldn't call her that!”, Melissa chided. “Well! Who in their right mind keeps something like this in their bathroom? You'd have to be mad in the head”, Drew asserted. 

“Maybe she just wanted to get up there?”, Melissa countered, gesturing to a trapdoor in the ceiling that was directly above the ladder. “Like a certain someone else who's been ever so keen to see what's in our new attic. Would they be mad in the head too?”, she teased, her hand casually coming to rest on her husband's shoulder

in such a way as to brush across the buckle of his bra strap through his shirt. Although the bump of the little metal adjuster was imperceptible through the thick material, the effect upon Drew's attitude was immediate, with the man who wore the feminine garment falling into line as his wife reminded him of who ultimately had the last word in their relationship. “Well, you never know what might be up there”, he said sheepishly, adding hopefully, “There might be untold treasures just waiting to be found!”. 

“Untold trash, more like!”, Melissa scoffed, but her affection for her husband was clear as she continued her tender caress, tracing the line of taut elastic down Drew's back before bringing her hand to rest upon his buttock. “We're going to need to hire a skip at this rate, you know. I bet it's filthy up there and full of spiders. You can go first, since you're so keen”. “Suit yourself”, Drew said, pouting playfully. 

“But I get first dibs on all the good stuff, alright?”. “Fine by me”, Melissa grinned. “Tell you what, I'll hold the ladder while you go and get yourself dirty”. Her husband didn't need the affectionate squeeze she proffered to start moving, already setting to work on unfolding the set of steps, their rusty hinge protesting noisily as he opened them out. “I doubt anyone's been up there in years”, Melissa said derisively. “We'll see!”. 

It wasn't long before Drew was climbing the wooden rungs, such that he was soon standing above his wife as she held the rickety contraption in place. “You know, from this angle, you've got the most visible panty line”, Melissa giggled as she stared up at her husband's rear, her cheeky comment causing Drew to abruptly bang his head on the trapdoor. “Vee Pee Ell”, she spelled out. “Are they those pretty pink lace ones I saw you putting on this morning?”. “Melissa! Now's not the time!”, Drew grumbled, bracing his shoulders against the recalcitrant hatch, although the latter showed no sign of shifting despite his efforts. “Need any help up there?”, his wife called from below, her offer of assistance not entirely innocent as she continued to tease her husband. “I can manage”, Drew said gruffly, gritting his teeth as he brought his weight to bear on the defiant trapdoor. “It's just painted shut, that's all. Come on, you bastard!”. 

“Language, Drew! There are ladies present!”, Melissa scolded, but her words were lost in an explosion of sound as the hatch finally yielded to her husband's efforts, with Drew's upper body suddenly disappearing from view along with the wooden door. “Well, I wasn't expecting that!”, he exclaimed, his voice echoing down as he lifted his legs up into the loft space, leaving Melissa standing alone with the ladder for a moment before curiosity got the better of her and she too began to climb up. “So, is it full of cobwebs?”, she called after her husband as she ascended the rungs. “Lots and lots of loft insulation? I'm warning you, Drew, if I get these clothes dirty on account of this wild goose chase of yours, you'll be the one washing them”. Once again, her words were lost on the man who had gone up before her, there being no response from the loft beyond the distant creak of beams. Surely Drew couldn't have gone that far, Melissa wondered, finding herself having to concentrate on clinging to the rickety ladder as she climbed up after him. 

Sticking her head through the narrow opening, Melissa was surprised to find the floor of the attic was boarded, with none of the exposed joists or untidy loft insulation that she'd been expecting. 

From her vantage point halfway through the hatch, her view was limited by a stack of storage boxes, festooned with cobwebs just like the low rafters, illuminated by an overhead bulb whose dim light hinted at far more beyond. A thick layer of dust covered everything, its uniform coating broken only by the marks her husband had made as he'd pulled himself up, a trail of footprints indicating where Drew had headed. Craning her neck to see further only confirmed Melissa's suspicions that the loft had long ago been converted into storage space, the outline of an old bicycle to be seen against the internal brickwork of a chimney. Drew must be in his element, Melissa mused, resigning herself to getting dirty as she considered how to lift herself inside without getting covered in any more dust than she had to. 

“You have got to come and see all this stuff, Melissa!”. Her husband's enthusiastic voice was soon accompanied by a helping hand that saved Melissa from having to worry about tottering on top

of the wobbly ladder, with Drew's strong arms effortlessly pulling her up into the attic. “It's filthy up here!”, she grumbled as she stood upright only to get cobwebs in her hair. “There must be decades of dust!”. “Yes, but look at all these boxes!”, Drew exclaimed eagerly, belatedly changing his tune when he sensed his wife was nowhere near as impressed as he was by all the clutter. “And imagine what we could with this space. They've even boarded the floor for us!”. “I'll give you that”, Melissa conceded, “but we'll have to clear it first. 

What is all this stuff, anyway? That bicycle looks as though it belongs in a museum! And look at these lampshades. Who in their right mind would want to keep those?”, she asked querulously, running her finger over the fittings in question until she saw just how much dust she was disturbing. “Urgh! They belong in a skip!”. 

Ducking under the rafters, Drew randomly pulled out a cardboard box from among a pile of other odds and ends, ripping off what remained of the tape that had once held it closed before diving into its contents. “Ooh, look at this!”, he declared, drawing his wife's attention to what he'd found. “An old lingerie catalogue!”. “Trust you to find something like that!”, Melissa scoffed as she looked over her husband's shoulder, watching Drew slowly flick through the faded pages to reveal images of intimate attire from a bygone age. Even in the dim light, there was no denying the dated designs, with the longline brassières and girdles pictured covering a surprising amount of flesh compared to their modern-day counterparts. “Maybe I should make you wear undies like that”, Melissa suggested mischievously, her hand coming to rest on her husband's bra strap once more. “I can just see you all dolled up like a fifties housewife”, she laughed. 

“You could stay at home and look after the house in those”. 

“Melissa!”, Drew protested, feeling the uncomfortable stiffening in his panties that always accompanied his wife's playful proposals to put him in even more in the way of women's underwear. His reaction to being dressed in such intimate attire had seen him swap boxer shorts for briefs soon after he'd met Melissa, with a bra being added to what he wore for her once they'd started living together - a secret submission that kept him charged with sexual energy. Even so, there

was a world of difference between the feminine frillies of a modern woman, as embarrassing and exciting as they were for a man to wear, and the antiquated attire of her ancestors. The girls modelling the garments for the catalogue must be grandmothers now, he mused, the elasticated nylon that so fiercely embraced their bodies a far cry from the scraps of satin and lace he was used to, hugging their figures all the way down from shoulders to thighs. Drew shuddered at the thought of joining them, finding himself thankful that fashions had changed. 

“Why don't you keep that out so I can have a good look at it later?”, Melissa instructed, before directing her husband further. “What else is in there?”. Glad to have an excuse to close the catalogue, Drew rummaged through the cardboard box, pulling out publications at random, but it soon became clear they were just further copies of the first one. “Are they all like that?”, Melissa asked quizzically. “Seems that way”, Drew replied, humouring his wife by flicking his finger through the stack that hadn't ended up strewn out over the dusty floorboards. “How strange!”, Melissa exclaimed, thinking aloud as she continued. “Why would anyone want so many identical lingerie catalogues?”. “Beats me”, Drew shrugged his shoulders. “Well, just keep two out for now and put the rest away”, his wife directed. “That way we can look at them together later on”, she grinned. There was no mistaking how she rubbed her husband's bra strap suggestively before standing up and looking at the other boxes littering the loft with a frown. 

“I do hope they're not all like that”, Melissa grumbled, peering suspiciously over a pile beside her. “The last thing I want to have to deal with is a load of heavy boxes. That bicycle's going to be bad enough to get down from here as it is!”, she declared, making a start on opening another of the cardboard containers. “Goodness knows how they got that through the hatch. Ooh, hang on! What's this?”. 

Rather than the paper she'd been expecting, her fingers had alighted on a plastic bag, its contents clearly visible even in the dim light. 

“You'd better come and see this, Drew!”, Melissa called, her urgency summoning her husband to her side almost immediately. “I may have

stumbled upon that treasure you were talking about”, she grinned, hastily unwrapping the protective plastic before holding up what was inside with a look of wicked delight on her face. 

Drew blanched as he saw what was in his wife's hands - a garment that might have come straight out of the pages of the catalogue they had just been looking at. The longline bra that Melissa was holding up by its straps looked like it had never been worn, the old-fashioned foundation garment still having a cardboard label attached to it bearing details of size and style - a little faded, but otherwise just like new. “There's a whole box of them!”, Melissa informed him eagerly. “I wonder if there are any in your size? Hold this for a moment while I have a look”. With that, Drew found himself the reluctant recipient of the intimate attire, his wife thrusting the bra into his hesitant hands as she rummaged in the box once more. “Oh yes!”, she exclaimed with delight. “I think we're going to have a lot of fun with these! Come on, give me a hand seeing what's in these other boxes”, Melissa insisted, already opening another. 

Discarding the bra on top of the box his wife had extracted it from, Drew watched helplessly as Melissa set about investigating the contents of a second box, feeling a sinking feeling in his stomach as she pulled out a stern looking girdle. Like the longline brassière before it, the girdle was still wrapped in plastic, with the one his wife had picked out being one of numerous similar garments still sitting in the box. There was no doubt that Melissa would want to play dress-up with such a wealth of women's clothing, nor any question as to who would end up modelling the forbidding foundation wear she was still working her way through. “They're all the same style, just different sizes”, his wife said, talking to her husband over her shoulder before turning to a third box. “It's almost as if this is the stock of a sixties lingerie shop”, she mused to herself before suddenly snapping out of her thoughts. “Don't just stand there, Drew. 

Let's have that top box down and see what's in there”. 

“Looks like we've even got stockings too! Fully fashioned ones!”, Melissa purred as she pulled out a packet from the box that her

husband had dutifully fetched down for her. “I tell you what, why don't you make a start on shifting some of these downstairs while I see what else there is up here. If you stick them in the spare room for now, then we can sort things out somewhere where there's more light. Go on, off you go”, she grinned, patting her husband's pantied posterior as she sent him on his way. Soon Drew was balancing the box of bras in his hands as he headed down the ladder, finding himself with virginal white lace in his face as the generous cups of the garment his wife had unwrapped earlier stared back at him - just one of many, judging by the box's weight. By the time he came back for a second one, Melissa had left out several more for him, but Drew didn't dare look at what was inside, knowing that he would find out first-hand soon enough. One glance at the label on one of them told him enough, the faded writing still clear enough to make out a single word - “corselettes”. 

♡ ♡ ♡

“I think I may have got to the bottom of this little mystery”, Melissa declared, brandishing a dilapidated folder in her husband's face. 

“Isn't this the surname of the woman we bought this place from?”. 

“Fredericks? Yes, but the old bat was Margaret, not the Elizabeth you've got there”, Drew replied, squinting to make out the indistinct type that his wife was waving around in front of him. “I've told you not to call her that”, Melissa scolded. “Anyway, whichever it was, they had a shop and it went bust. I think they squirrelled the stock away before their creditors could reclaim it. Look here:  Frederick's Foundation Apparel”. “I suppose that could make sense”, Drew said sceptically, “but then why didn't they try and sell it afterwards?”. 

“Maybe fashions changed and they couldn't”, Melissa suggested. “I mean, even you wear modern bras rather than longline ones, don't you? Why wouldn't newly liberated woman want to do the same?”. 

“Your guess is as good as mine”, Drew shrugged, blushing slightly at his wife's casual mention of what he wore for her. If he was honest, he didn't really care how the couple had inherited a spare room full of sixties lingerie, having seen quite enough humping the heavy

boxes down from the attic. At least they'd cleared a little space in the loft now, albeit at the cost of him getting thoroughly grubby, his once clean shirt now covered with dust as the couple savoured a hard-earned cup of tea together afterwards. Retrieving the rest of the rubbish, not least the bicycle, could wait for another day, he decided

- a conclusion his wife seemed to have come to as well, judging by her next comment. “Why don't you go and have a shower after you've finished your tea?”, Melissa suggested sympathetically, adding with a grin, “You'd better put that shirt in the wash too, because you're showing slightly”. 

There was no need for her husband to ask what he was showing, her oblique reference to his intimate attire causing Drew to instinctively look down at his chest, but there was no obvious sign of his bra. Was Melissa simply teasing him about his skimpies, just as she sometimes did when they were out together? It was only when Drew was standing in front of the bedroom mirror that he finally understood what his wife had been talking about, with the slight protrusions that the lightly padded cups of his bra made through his shirt having disproportionally attracted the dust during all the lifting he'd done earlier. Coupled with how the sweat of exertion had dried to leave salt marks in some places but not others, there was now a faint outline of the feminine garment he wore beneath - something he would never have thought about had he been out and about, too concerned about the bumps of his bra straps showing. 

Slipping out of his shirt and trousers, Drew stood in the front of the mirror for a moment wearing only the bra and panties he'd spent the day in, the frilly pink lace an all too familiar sight against his manly frame. His pectorals filled the cups of the bra almost perfectly, his masculine muscles adorned by the same floral filigree that covered his crotch, the matching panties snug around his manhood. 

Reaching his hands behind his back, the feminized man's fingers fumbled with the clasp of his bra for a moment before finally freeing the fastening that had held him in the girly garment from the moment he had put it on that morning. Shrugging his shoulders as he slipped the bra's straps down his arms, Drew made light work of stripping off

his panties, depositing both items of intimate attire in the laundry hamper along with his shirt as he headed for the shower. Although now naked, his body still showed the signs of his submission, the outline of his bra and panties apparent in the form of the marks that their elastic had made on his skin - something that Drew was so used to that he thought nothing of it as he began to lather himself up. 

“Was there enough hot water for you?”, Melissa asked brightly as her husband entered the bedroom. She was sitting on the bed, her broad grin letting Drew know at once that his wife had more in mind than merely scolding him for taking too long in the shower. “Plenty, thanks!”, he declared cheekily, playing his part in the game that had developed between the couple ever since he'd first drained the boiler with his leisurely ablutions. Melissa had been none too pleased to find her shower suddenly going cold on her when she was all soaped up, but now she made light of her husband's indulgence. “I'll put the boiler on again just to be sure”, she said cheerfully. “More importantly, what shall we do with you? A naked man who needs to be clothed, and a house full of lingerie that's never been worn”, Melissa wondered aloud, caressing her husband's chest as she pretended to be puzzled. “Fancy playing dress up?”, she purred, sliding her hand down Drew's body in the direction of his stiffening sex. There was no need for him to answer any more clearly, his manhood letting them both know how Melissa had her husband wrapped around her little finger as she continued. 

“I've picked out a few things for you. They'll need to be washed before you can wear them properly of course, but I want to see what works in terms of sizes”, Melissa explained, adopting a matter of fact tone of voice as she reached behind her, returning with an imposing mass of white material. Drew watched agog as his wife set about orientating the severe looking garment, hypnotised by the array of dangling suspender straps that jostled against one another, so many that he was unable to count them all while they kept moving. “I think we'd better start with one of these before that thing of yours get any better”, Melissa grinned, glancing at the growing bulge between her husband's legs. “This is called an open bottom girdle. It's what girls

used to hold their hosiery up with before they invented pantyhose. 

I've no idea what's going to fit you, so let's start with your panty size and go from there, shall we?”, she asked rhetorically. “That is, if I can figure out how to get into this thing. Ah, there we go. There's a little zipper on the side, and then a set of hooks”. 

The intricacies of the intimate attire were lost on Drew as he stood in front of his wife, stepping into the girdle as instructed before allowing Melissa to pull the sturdy foundation garment up towards his groin. 

For something that would have to hug his hips, it seemed impossibly tight, with Melissa struggling to stretch the hefty elastic over her husband's thighs. “Perhaps we'll reserve this one for when you've been bad”, his wife exclaimed as she took a breather, but despite the opposition the girdle put up, she seemed to determined to see her husband wearing it - even if that meant crushing his cock and balls in the process. With his legs squashed together by the garment's vice-like grip, Drew felt his masculinity forced to conform with the far more feminine curve that the foundation wear sought to impose upon his body, feeling his figure pressed into shape by the girdle even before Melissa had put it properly on him. 

“Breathe out!”, Melissa directed, tugging the top of the girdle even tighter as she fought to fasten the first of the three hooks than ran down Drew's side. “Next time, I'm going to make you do this yourself!”, his wife grumbled, the effort she was exerting all too apparent from the sweat on her brow as the second and then the third of the hooks reluctantly followed suit. At least the zipper offered less resistance, its slider travelling up the rows of teeth with relative ease before being pressed into place, securing Drew into the garment that had transformed his groin. Where ordinarily there would be an obvious bulge, now there was only the slightest hint of his sex beneath, the stiff panel that smothered his penis shrouding any suggestion of manhood under its pretty white lace. It was an effect not lost on Melissa, purring with delight as she slid her fingers over the taut fabric before directing Drew to turn. 

Feeling four sets of suspender clasps bounce against each of his thighs, Drew did as he was told, only to be rewarded by a whoop of glee as his wife caught sight of how his girdle shaped his behind. 

“Oh my goodness!”, Melissa exclaimed, caressing the smooth nylon that now covered her husband's cheeks. “You are so peachy! How does it feel to have such a shapely rear?”, she asked eagerly, giving one of Drew's buttocks a pinch sharp enough to make him jump. 

“Tight”, Drew grumbled, struggling to stretch his legs apart enough to afford even the slightest relief for his uncomfortably squashed testicles, but his protests were swiftly dismissed by his wife. “Well, you know what they say! No pain, no gain!”, Melissa declared firmly. 

“Now, let's have you in some stockings before that girdle of yours starts riding up. You're in for a real treat with these!”. 

The silky smoothness of the sheer nylon was not lost on Drew as his wife began to unroll the first of the fully fashioned stockings up his leg, slowly enveloping his limb in a clinging second skin. Save for how it imparted a subtle sheen, the nude nylon was next to invisible when stretched out, with only the stocking's reinforced heel and toe contrasting against Drew's flesh until Melissa finally pulled its welt into position just beneath the bottom of his girdle. She held the darker band of nylon in place against her husband's thigh as she set about attaching the first of his suspenders, pulling the thick elastic taut as she fussed with the chunky metal and rubber clasp on the end of the strap. Only when Melissa was sure that stocking and suspender were firmly fastened did she release her hold on them, causing the strap of Drew's girdle to immediately assert its strength as it pulled the welt of his stocking into a curving arch that was soon to be repeated three more times around his leg. 

By the time his wife had finished fastening all four suspender straps, there was not the slightest chance of Drew's stocking slipping, the nylon clinging so closely to his skin that the seam that ran down the back of his thighs and calves may well have been drawn on with indelible ink considering how sheer the hosiery around it was. It wasn't long before his other leg had been similarly attired, with Drew soon standing in front of his wife feminized from the waist down, 

surveying the sight of the stern elasticated lace that tapered down from completely covering his crotch to become the eight strong suspender straps that now effortlessly supported his sheer stockings. With the nude nylon clinging to his skin from thigh to toe, Drew's lower half had been transformed such that he might have stepped straight out of the lingerie catalogue the couple had found earlier, but the feminized man knew that his wife wouldn't stop there even as he turned to allow her to inspect how straight his seams were. 

Already reaching behind her for yet more in the way of women's underwear, Melissa soon returned brandishing a longline bra, its front featuring a deep lace panel that was a perfect match for the one already gripping Drew's groin. “I'm sure that you're just going to love wearing this!”, Melissa enthused, holding the imposing item of intimate attire up by its straps such that her husband could appreciate every detail of the garment he knew he would soon find himself in. “There are no underwires, so there's no chance of anything digging into you, and it's even got straps that adjust at the front. That means none of those nasty back bumps to worry about! I bet you could wear it to work with just a shirt without anyone being any the wiser!”, she grinned. Merely looking at the length of the longline brassière left Drew feeling far less confident in his ability to keep it hidden, but the feminized man found himself powerless to prevent his wife from bringing the mass of pretty lace still closer, his arms automatically finding their way through the chunky straps that Melissa proffered for him as though having a life of their own. 

Despite its delicate embroidery, the wide elastic was soon making its presence felt on his shoulders in no uncertain terms as his wife set to work securing him in the feminine garment. 

“The only downside is the cup size”, Melissa said nonchalantly, pulling the top of the bra together behind her husband's back. “There wasn't anything smaller than a C cup in that box we found”, she continued, working her way down Drew's spine as she methodically fastened what seemed like an endless series of hooks and eyes. It was a process that her husband couldn't help but follow as more and

more of his torso fell subject to the tight embrace of the foundation garment, his midriff lost beneath layers of lace thanks to how the hem of the longline bra covered the waistband of his girdle. “I guess there weren't any women as flat chested as you, even back then”, Melissa teased, her comment causing her husband to look down his chest to where folds of frilly fabric hung forlornly in place of more feminine curves. The empty cups were the only part of the bra which was remotely loose now that his wife had finished fastening him into it, with Melissa fussing with her husband's wide shoulder straps to ensure that they were as tight as possible before standing back and surveying her feminized man. 

“No, you're going to need to stuff those cups”, she said with a frown. 

“Don't look like that!”, Melissa chided when her husband emulated her expression, Drew pulling a face as he pictured his bra bulging in a way that would be impossible to ignore. “You did say you wanted first dibs on the good stuff!”, his wife grinned, sliding her hand down the seam where one of the silky smooth side panels met the longline bra's frilly lace front, her fingers effortlessly passing over the elasticated scallops that formed the hem of the foundation garment before continuing their journey down her husband's girdle. “We've got ones that are a lot larger if these C cups aren't good enough for you”, she said sternly. “I think they go all the way up to an F, if not more. Would you like me to check?”, Melissa enquired mischievously, knowing her husband's answer even before he shook his head in alarm. “No? Are you sure?”, she teased. 

Drew knew exactly what his wife was asking of him, having long since become familiar with how she could wrap him around her little finger. That, after all, had been how he'd been persuaded into panties for more than just the occasional playing around, with the same womanly wiles being responsible for him ending up in a bra all the time - albeit one far less onerous than the vintage garment he found himself currently trapped in. Now Melissa wanted her husband to beg to have his bra cups filled, and he was helpless to do anything else, standing in front of his wife wearing nothing but old-fashioned foundation wear as she continued to tease him. The soft caress of

her fingers over his girdled groin was causing him to stiffen even more than the thought of still further submission, with Drew knowing that he was completely at his wife's mercy as he reluctantly resigned himself to having his already feminized figure made all the more womanly. 

“No, no, this one's fine”, Drew stammered, feeling his face flush as he made the shameful admission. No sooner were the words out of his mouth than Melissa's fingers had pulled away, the bulge they had engendered beneath his girdle now forgotten in favour of finding something to fill her husband's bra with. For a moment, his wife was pensive, but inspiration was soon apparent as she headed to her own lingerie drawer, returning with a handful of her own pantyhose. It wasn't long before Melissa was stuffing the bundled up nylon into Drew's cups, the soft hosiery causing his chest to curve out in an all too womanly way even as it tickled his nipples. Once her hands had retreated, it was hard to tell that her husband's newfound bust wasn't entirely natural, with the longline brassière's generous style helping to hide the hosiery that filled it out. Obscured beneath the frilly cups, the nude coloured nylon could easily be mistaken for flesh, with Drew finding himself getting personal with his wife's pantyhose in an unexpected way as it pressed between his breasts and bra. 

“Don't you dare snag these”, Melissa said sternly, but her tone soon changed as she stood back to admire her handiwork. “Mmm, look at you!”, his wife purred. “All you need now is a chintzy little dress and a big flouncy apron, and you'd make the perfect housewife”, she teased, her suggestion causing Drew to blush furiously as he felt her gaze travel up and down his feminized figure. His embarrassment wasn't lost on his wife, with Melissa continuing to tease her husband as her eyes flicked between pretty lace and wide elastic, drinking in the sight of the suspender straps and curving cups that made him hers. “Dainty and demure like a damsel in distress. I don't think you need to wear anything else tonight, Drew”, she declared with a devilish grin. “Why don't you go and make yourself useful in the kitchen? Maybe I'll have my wicked way with my new wife later on, but you don't need to worry your pretty little head about that for now”, 

Melissa said theatrically, not needing to stare as she did at her husband's crotch to know how his cock was straining against his girdle. 

Falling into the role imposed by the old-fashioned foundation garments his wife had dressed him in, Drew meekly turned and began to pad out of the room in his stockinged feet - albeit not before receiving a playful slap on his bottom that served to seal his submission to the woman who watched how his girdled buttocks wiggled for a few moments before following on behind. Feeling the stern array of suspender straps rub against his thighs with every step, Drew was acutely aware of his intimate attire as he headed down the stairs, his body encased in so much lace and nylon that it was impossible to forget his feminization even for an instant. Even though he wasn't wearing any panties, Drew's erection was still stifled beneath tight elastic, with the unforgiving girdle pressing his engorged organ down uncomfortably between his legs, forcing the feminized man to walk slightly splayed to try and avoid squashing his balls any more than was strictly necessary. Such an unnaturally slow gait soon earned his buttock a sharp pinch from Melissa, causing Drew to squeal so shrilly that he could well have been the housewife whose intimate attire was all he had to hide his shame. 

Continuing their earlier game, Melissa instructed her husband to do the washing up as the couple entered the kitchen, standing directly behind Drew as he made a start on the dishes dressed only in his vintage lingerie. It wasn't long before her hands were caressing the curves of his chest, cupping the soft lace of her husband's longline bra and squeezing his simulated breasts as she ground her groin against his girdle. Wrapping herself around her man in a way that was positively indecent, Melissa did her best to distract Drew even as she insisted he continued with his chore, chiding him whenever he stopped immersing crockery and cutlery in the suds yet making it impossible for him to concentrate thanks to how she was tormenting him. From snapping her husband's suspender straps to stroking his swollen shaft through the stern fabric stretched taut across it, there was not a second that Melissa left him alone, all the while whispering

suggestive comments about how her husband made such a perfect housewife. 

Only when Drew had started drying the dishes did his wife's hands leave him, with Melissa leaving her husband to his own devices, silently slipping out of the room safe in the knowledge that no matter how horny she'd made him, he wouldn't get up to much mischief in the unfamiliar foundation wear. When the feminized man finally caught up with his wife, he found Melissa in the lounge, sat in the sofa leisurely flicking through what Drew first thought was a magazine, but one glance at its glossy pages told him otherwise. 

Patting the seat beside her, Melissa waited until her husband had sat down before passing him the lingerie catalogue with a wicked grin on her face. “Look, these are the ones you're wearing!”, she said merrily, pointing to a woman coyly modelling all too similar intimate attire. “Your bra's called a Maria, whereas the girdle is a Clarissa, and it says it's guaranteed to keep your stockings up all day long. So you should have no trouble wearing it to work tomorrow, should you, sweetie? Some of the other ones say they can be worn for up to eighteen hours, look!”, she teased, turning the pages until she found the garments in question. 

“Of course, I really need to go through all those boxes to see what else we've got for you to wear”, Melissa sighed. “Still, shout if you see anything else in here that takes your fancy. You never know, we might be lucky enough to have it somewhere. How about something like this? I'm not sure how you'd wear that with stockings, however”. 

The long legged panty girdle she'd pointed out went down almost as far as the model's knees, encasing her crotch in elasticated fabric that Drew knew would make no allowance for his more manly bulge. 

Even the somewhat shorter bra shown with it seemed far more imposing than anything a modern woman would want to wear, its full cups covering any hint of cleavage in conjunction with straps sturdy enough to provide support for the most ample of bosoms -

something the model in question seemed to have been specially chosen to demonstrate, considering her curvaceous charms that put Drew's paltry C cups to shame. “Available in white, black and beige”, 

Melissa read out. “I guess these girls didn't have saucy scarlet skimpies like you”, she grinned. 

Drew blushed a similar colour to the underwear his wife was talking about, knowing that his lingerie drawer had had nothing quite so staid as beige in it before now. Would there be colours other than the traditional stalwart of white in the boxes that had yet to be opened? 

Only time would tell, but the feminized man wasn't sure he wanted to know, not when Melissa had idly turned the page to reveal a woman clad from shoulders to thighs in one continuous garment, cut from an unforgiving black fabric that seemed to shape her entire body. 

Breasts, stomach, hips and thighs - all fell in line with the foundation garment, its fierce elastic forcing the wearer's body to conform to its feminine curves. Hadn't he seen a box marked corselettes in the loft earlier? Drew shuddered at the thought of having to wear such imposing underwear, finding himself holding his breath in the hope that Melissa would soon move on again. Thankfully, she did just that, with the page of high waist panties that came up next proving far more tolerable to a man who had nothing beneath his girdle beyond a stiff erection. 

“I doubt you'd fall out of any of these!”, Melissa laughed, leaving her husband wondering whether she simply hadn't seen the corselette on the previous page or had been distracted by other plans she had for him. Slowly, the latter became apparent, with his wife's fingers slipping from the magazine so as to come to rest on his girdled groin, her hand tracing its way along one of the suspender straps to Drew's stocking top before beginning to burrow its way back inside the foundation garment. Forcing their way beneath the tight elastic, there was no question of what his wife's fingers were hunting out, with Melissa's manicured nails soon finding the stiffness that her teasing had summoned between her husband's legs. Slowly sliding her way along his rock hard pole, Melissa shifted slightly in her seat so as to get a better angle, but despite the intimate attentions she was bestowing upon her helpless husband, it was clear that she still wanted to continue reading the lingerie magazine with him. “Next

page!”, she declared, pausing her caress of Drew's cock until he had complied. 

A collection of longline brassières replaced the array of panties, worn by a group of girls whose coy grins seemed directed at the man wearing all too similar attire. “If only underwear was still this cheap!”, Melissa laughed, not stopping her stroking as she studied the prices, some prominently displayed in stars marked with words such as

“exceptional value” and “best seller”. “Read me the descriptions”, she insisted, her palm still pumping away at her husband's penis such that Drew's voice quavered as he attempted to obey. “Featuring a lace front panel and full cups, this firm control brassière provides the support you need throughout the day, flattering your figure with its pretty embroidery”, the feminized man read aloud, albeit interspersed with moans as his wife continued to masturbate him. “Is that what you need?”, Melissa asked cheekily. “A firm control brassière to flatter your figure?”, she teased, giving Drew's swollen shaft a sharp squeeze to show she expected an answer. 

“Yes”, Drew said sheepishly. “And does your new longline brassière keep you under firm control?”, Melissa continued, her double meaning not lost on the man who had turned to putty in his wife's hands as she held his cock tight beneath his girdle. “Oh yes!”, he cried, but his anguished answer was inadequate for the woman who wanted him to submit to her still further. “So you're going to wear one to work for me, aren't you, Drew? Along with a girdle?”. Melissa's grip on her husband's penis became painful for a moment, twisting the turgid organ uncomfortably until the man under her firm control confirmed that he would do just that. Only when Drew had accepted he would be wearing intimate attire more suited to a stay at home housewife from a bygone age than a busy businessman in a suit and tie did she ease off, returning to a slow and steady stroking as she directed him to continue reading. “This fashionable longline brassière is available in a choice of white, black and beige, in sizes 36C to 44FF”, Drew stammered before moving onto the next item on the page. 

It felt like Drew had read half the lingerie catalogue before his wife finally relented, with Melissa having taken her husband to the edge of orgasm several times, only to ease off at the very last moment. 

His cock was still throbbing beneath his girdle when she finally withdrew her hand, the turgid organ wet and slippery beneath the pretty white lace that kept the feminized man from seeing more than the slightest hint of his swollen shaft. Pressing angrily against the elasticated fabric, Drew's erection fought to assert itself over the feminine foundation wear, but the tight girdle gave precious little ground to the organ it had cornered, allowing only the slightest of bumps to show through its stern material. Trapped and contained, Drew's penis was pushed down between his legs as though being taught its place by the vintage underwear, an effect repeated wherever white elastic stretched across his body. The feminized man's stomach was held in, his buttocks were shaped and his bust was undeniably that of a woman as he sat with the catalogue still in his hands, ladies wearing similar lingerie seeming to laugh at him from its pages as his wife stood up. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Even the simple act of going to the toilet was made troublesome by such underwear, something that Drew had ample time to reflect upon as he sat in a stall at work the following morning, staring down at his stockings. The nude nylon hosiery had slipped down his legs almost as soon as he'd unfastened the last of the suspenders that supported it, a necessary prelude to rolling his girdle up enough to allow him to finally pull down the high waist panties that his wife had picked out for him. The latter had been something she'd found in another of the boxes from the loft, and like everything else Drew wore in the way of lingerie that day, their elasticated fabric exerted an uncomfortably firm control over his crotch. At least Melissa had been good enough to allow him to wear a slightly looser girdle, her husband mused as he emptied his bladder, a size larger than the day before if its label were to be believed. Nor had she made him stuff the cups of his longline bra, although Drew was still concerned

that the empty folds of fabric bulked out his chest enough to be noticeable. 

Although used to sitting down to pee, Drew would ordinarily pull his panties up after wiping himself with barely a second thought, checking only that he had tucked his shirt in properly before heading out of the stall to wash his hands. After all, as frilly and feminine as the intimate attire he normally wore might be, it was fundamentally no different to a pair of men's briefs - albeit lacy, satin briefs whose soft caress was always a little too snug. Now, however, his vintage underwear allowed him no such luxuries, with Drew's foundation garments forcing him to pay rather more attention to dressing himself again rather than simply doing so on autopilot. First, the feminized man found himself having to fight to pull his panties up, their stern elastic having to be stretched over his thighs and hips as he struggled to keep his shirt and T-shirt out of the way, the latter a necessary concession to the longline brassière that made its presence known with every movement as he bent over in the cramped cubicle. 

With his manhood starting to stiffen instinctively at his secret submission, Drew was faced with a race against time as he sought to stifle his nascent erection beneath the firm fabric of the feminine underwear. Manhandling his member only made matters worse as he struggled to squash his shaft in place before it became too big to be pressed down between his legs, something not helped by the knowledge that his cock would end up smothered by a girdle as well. 

There was no question as to which would ultimately win out, however, it being impossible for Drew to leave the safety of the stall without once more donning all the underwear of an old-fashioned housewife beneath his suit and tie, but that didn't mean that his penis was going to give in easily, the errant organ still fighting against his foundation wear even as the feminized man rolled down his girdle over the bulge in his panties. Eight suspender clasps now stood between him and being able to pull his trousers up, each of which had to be fastened in turn to the welt of his sheer nylon stockings. 

Melissa would be sure to insist that her husband's seams were straight, but Drew was satisfied with simply being able to hide his shame once more, letting out a sigh of relief as he finally zipped up his fly. Stepping out into the bathroom beyond, he unconsciously inspected his reflection in the mirror above the basin for the slightest hint of anything showing, but unable to see any sign of what he was sure should be obvious to all around, he reluctantly headed out into the office once more. Would he ever grow used to wearing old-fashioned underwear in the same way he had become familiar with more modest frillies? With a wealth of vintage foundation wear at her disposal, he doubted his wife would grow tired of their new game any time soon - indeed, it wouldn't surprise him if she had something more in store for him when he came home, now having had ample time to sort through the boxes in the spare room in search of the perfect garments for putting him in his place. A bigger bra? A longer girdle? A corselette? Drew found himself recalling items he'd seen in the lingerie catalogue, wondering which of them he would find himself dressed in in due course. Whatever Melissa made him wear, it would be nothing like what a modern woman would - let alone a man! 

♡ ♡ ♡

There was something ineffably ladylike about his wife when Drew finally returned home, with Melissa seeming even more womanly than usual as she greeted her husband in the hallway. Was it the long flowing dress that accentuated her natural charms, or had she worked some feminine magic with her make-up? Whatever it was, Drew found himself instinctively drawn to her, unable to take his eyes off his wife even after she released him from an affectionate embrace. Judging by the way Melissa's hands had slid up and down his body, their hug had served another purpose, confirming that her husband was appropriately attired as she traced the lines of elastic that traversed his shoulders and thighs. Beyond her silent inspection, however, she made no mention of Drew's underwear, taking its presence for granted as she enthused about how she was getting on

with making their new house into a home with some surprisingly simple curtains. 

The latter had been pulled closed by the time the couple found themselves on the sofa later that evening, enjoying a leisurely sit down after dinner that soon took a more amorous turn when Melissa began to slide her hands across her husband's chest. It wasn't long before she was unbuttoning his shirt, pulling up the T-shirt beneath to reveal the pretty white lace that had graced Drew's chest from the moment she'd helped fasten him into his longline brassière that morning. “You're not properly dressed”, his wife chided, her fingers running over the folds of fabric that Drew's body failed to fill, rubbing the empty cups of his bra against his nipples as she did so. How could he not be properly dressed when he was wearing far more in the way of underwear than most women, Drew wondered, soon finding himself half divested of his outerwear as his wife unbuckled his belt to reveal her husband's girdle and stocking tops. 

Nevertheless, it was clear that Melissa wasn't satisfied as she directed him to strip further, having Drew undress until he was standing in front of her in nothing but his foundation wear. “Didn't I tell you that you needed to stuff those cups?”, she said sternly, the slight smile that accompanied her words making it clear that she was toying with her husband as she scolded him for not padding his bra with pantyhose as he had the night before. Drew was about to play along by offering an apology when his wife cut him off, reaching under the sofa and pulling out still more in the way of stiff white fabric even as she continued. “Fortunately, I've found just the thing for you”, Melissa declared. “You won't be able to cheat on your chest with this bullet bra!”, she laughed, holding up just such a garment for her husband to see. “Come on, let's have that longline one off. 

You're going to be my sexy sweater girl from now on!”. 

Drew found himself transfixed by the conical cups of the bra his wife was brandishing, feeling as though he'd been impaled on their sharp points as he struggled to release himself from his longline brassière. 

The challenge of unfastening each and every one of the hooks and

eyes that ran down his spine was hardly made easier by how Melissa tapped her foot impatiently, with Drew fumbling blindly behind his back as he sought to take off the tight garment. Even when he had finally removed it, the foundation garment left a reminder of its presence in the form of angry red marks on his skin, the seams of the bra clearly visible in the imprint they had left behind, but there was little time for Drew to reflect on such matters when his wife was already standing up and bringing the bullet bra towards him. “We've got a whole box of these bras!”, Melissa said brightly. “Enough for you to be able to wear one all the time!”. 

“Imagine these showing through your shirt!”, Melissa teased, jiggling the bullet bra by its straps to make it clear just what she meant before turning it around so the points faced away from her husband. 

Even the inside of the conical cups filled Drew with dread as his wife brought the bullet bra towards his chest, but beneath two layers of tight fabric, his cock was responding rather more enthusiastically to the prospect of wearing such an undeniable brassière. “This one's got double D cups”, Melissa said merrily, sliding the wide white elastic of the bullet bra's straps up her husband's limp arms before bringing them to rest on his shoulders. “Really I should get you a tight little sweater to wear over it”, she teased. “Maybe something in soft pink angora to go with a pencil skirt?”. Her scandalous suggestion caused Drew's penis to press painfully against his panties even as Melissa secured her husband in the pointy bra, fastening its band tightly behind his back before fussing with the straps while he looked down in horror at the perilous peaks that now protruded provocatively from his chest. 

The circular stitching sewn around each of the cups' apexes served only to exaggerate their sharp angle, with the pointed cones jutting out to a dangerous degree. There would be no way of flattening the stiff material to the extent required to disguise it under clothing, such that as long as Drew wore the bullet bra, anyone who saw him would know that he had been feminized. “You'd make a gorgeous addition to any typing pool”, Melissa teased, running her hands around her husband's now exposed midriff before sliding them up and tentatively

touching the tips of his brassière as though she was worried she might prick her fingers on its forever erect nipples. She might as well have been caressing Drew's cock for the effect her actions were having on him, with his swollen shaft straining against the layers of firm fabric that restrained it as she continued to tease her husband with talk of sending him to work so attired. 

Despite her thoughts of dressing him as a submissive sixties secretary, Melissa seemed to regard other clothes for her husband as superfluous, apparently quite content to leave Drew standing there in nothing but his foundation wear as she resumed her seat on the sofa. “Why don't you go and fetch that catalogue for me, sugar?”, she asked sweetly. “I want to see what it says about that lovely new bra of yours”. Finding himself falling into line thanks to his foundation wear, Drew did as he was told, feeling his wife's gaze follow him as he headed across the room before having to face her grin as he returned to her side. Soon he was sitting next to her on the sofa, flicking through the glossy pages of girls wearing intimate attire as he sought to find one wearing the very same garment that gave him such a formidable feminine frontage. Was this the one? No, Melissa was shaking her head. “Yours has got a gap beneath the cups”. 

Finally, Drew found what he was looking for. “The Jeanette”, he read out. “An ideal sweater brassière. Wonderful new stitched cups. 

Flatteringly fashioned. Most practical for all day wear”. The feminized man felt his heart drop as the implications of what he'd just said began to sink in, their meaning not lost on the woman who immediately echoed his words. “Most practical for all day wear!”, Melissa laughed aloud. “Well, that's settled, then. No reason why you can't go to work in one tomorrow and show everyone your wonderful new stitched cups!”. Her casual disregard for the inevitable disgrace that would result left Drew desperate, his eyes widening in alarm even as his wife's grin broadened to match them. “Melissa!”, he pleaded. “I can't! Not this!”. “No?”, she teased, toying with her helpless husband for a moment before offering a way out of his predicament. “Would you rather wear another longline one?”, she

asked wickedly. “Perhaps with a girdle again? Would that be more flattering to your figure?”. “Yes! Please, yes!”. 

Despite knowing what the consequences would be, Drew found himself pleading to be allowed to go to work again in the old-fashioned foundation wear that had feminized him that day, desperate to avoid the idea of him wearing a bullet bra becoming any more serious than it already had. Nevertheless, Melissa wasn't going to make things easy for him, making her husband beg quite literally on his knees in front of her before presenting him with her terms. “Well, perhaps we can reserve your bullet bras for when you've been bad”, she suggested. “But you're going to have to earn your way out of that one. What could I do with a sexy pin-up girl on her knees in front of me? Let me think”, Melissa grinned, reaching behind her back as she got to her feet. Soon her unzipped dress was slipping off her body, revealing an expanse of black satin beneath that almost made her husband's eyes pop out as he gaped at his wife's corselette agog. 

“I don't see why you should have all the fun dressing up!”, Melissa laughed, stepping out of the pile of fabric around her feet to reveal her foundation wear in all its glory. Shaping his wife's figure in ways that Drew had hitherto only dreamed of, the inky black corselette clung to her curves, enhancing Melissa's natural charms to devastating effect. Like her husband's girdle, the fearsome foundation garment sported no fewer than eight suspender straps, but Melissa's supported sheer nylons of an even more exquisite kind than the fully fashioned stockings that Drew had spent the day in. 

Imparting a smoky shadow to her shapely legs, their deep lace welt naturally drew Drew's attention towards the sacred shrine at which the feminized man knew he would soon be worshipping, but the object of his adoration was for now obscured by the same stern elastic that stopped his erection from becoming anything more than an uncomfortable bulge between his legs. It was clear that his wife was expecting oral devotion from him, but less obvious how Drew might deliver it when Melissa's corselette sought to preserve her chastity beneath its clinging satin. 

“You can start by paying your respects to my underwear”, Melissa said sternly, touching one of her suspender clasps to indicate where she wanted her husband to kiss her. Soon Drew was working his way around her body, smacking his lips against each of the eight elastic straps, feeling the points of his bra's conical cups brush against his wife's stockings in the process. “Careful with those!”, Melissa chided, touching each of her buttocks in turn before having her husband's lips ascend the length of the fastener that ran up her spine, her hair tickling his nose as he kissed each of the corselette's shoulder straps before being directed to his wife's breasts. Nuzzling Melissa's nipples through the foundation garment's full cups, Drew showed his devotion to the woman who had dressed him in equally imposing underwear, following the curve of the corselette down her body until ending up where he knew from the start he would. 

Although the tight fabric that stretched across the top of her thighs prevented the feminized man from pressing his face into her pussy, it didn't stop him from kissing the satin in a show of submission, dropping down on his knees once more in order to do so. 

“You're going to have to unfasten the suspenders”, Melissa directed, although the way she held her husband's head in place hardly helped Drew to do so, forcing him to fumble blindly behind his wife's bottom as he sought to do undo each of the eight chunky clasps in turn. Only once her sheer stockings had started to slide down her thighs was he finally able to roll her corselette up out of the way, although Melissa barely allowed her husband enough time to do so before guiding his head into place. “They're clearly not made for this in mind!”, she laughed as she filled Drew's face with her sex, grinding her groin against his lips as he began to lap between her legs. It was a fact that the feminized man hardly needed reminding of, feeling the frustration imposed by his foundation wear as it thwarted his body's natural reaction to such amorous activities. 

Beneath panties and girdle, his penis would enjoy none of the pleasure he was even now bestowing upon his wife, with Drew's manhood kept under firm control by such old-fashioned garments. 

Despite being a modern day man, he was becoming all too familiar with vintage women's underwear - something that seemed set to

continue, considering how the couple had yet to fully explore what else was in the boxes stacked up in the spare room. Brassières, girdles and corselettes - all would force this feminized man to fall into line with his wife's wishes! 

Girls in Girdles

“What are you watching?”, Deborah asked sceptically, sticking her head round the door to the lounge in which her husband was leisurely sprawled out in front of the television. “Shh! This is a good bit!”, Doug silenced her, not taking his eyes off the screen as he followed the antics of a group of young men hiding in a shrubbery, their leader starting to climb the ladder which his subordinates were barely managing to support against the wall of an ornate looking building. The sense of suspense built as the camera alternated between the rakish rogue creeping up the rungs in rather out-of-date clothing and his similarly dressed accomplices looking furtively around beneath him, the imminent arrival of authority implied all the while by their whispered exhortations to hurry up. “My! That's an old one! Look at his hair!”, Deborah sniggered as she stepped into the room, only to be shushed again by her husband as the scene cut again to reveal the object of the young men's nocturnal adventures. 

The demure young women in the college dormitory were going about their bedtime business in an assortment of unlikely intimate attire, the longline brassières and panty girdles showing the age of the film just as much as the permanent waves. Oblivious to the rascal even now ogling them through the window, the giggling girls frolicked in their foundation wear, the heroine standing in her hair curlers only a few feet away from the letch licking his lips with delight at her display of white underwear. “Ah ha! Now I see!”, Deborah laughed, but her husband kept his eyes glued to the screen as the young woman stepped forward and unlatched the window as though to let in a little air, in doing so causing the ladder resting against it to teeter precariously for a moment before falling backwards - slowly at first, but soon with increasing speed. Despite the best efforts of his underlings, the man who had seconds before been salivating over the sight of girls in their prime was now deposited ungracefully into a conveniently placed pond, squirting water out of his mouth

theatrically as he resurfaced covered in weed, much to Doug's amusement. 

“I used to love these films when I was younger”, he explained when he'd finally finished roaring with laughter. “I can't think why!”, his wife scoffed as the scene cut back to the young woman still standing in the window, utterly unaware of how she'd drowned the hero's hopes as she offered the audience one final glimpse of her girdle and bra before closing the curtains in front of her. “No, not just that!”, Doug protested, knowing exactly what his wife was referring to. “There's the slapstick humour as well. It's all so innocent and carefree. Look, here comes Miss Priss to give him a good telling off”. Sure enough, a severely dressed mistress was now striding into the scene, the unmistakable points of a bullet bra pressing provocatively through her stiff blouse as she looked over the top of her horn-rimmed glasses at the dripping wet men still struggling to free himself from the weeds. “What on earth do you think you're doing, Rodgers? The Headmistress will be hearing about this, mark my words!”. 

“The slapstick humour?”, Deborah said dubiously as the film cut to a commercial break. “Are you sure you're not just watching this for the women?”. “Would I do that?”, Doug asked with mock outrage, pulling an exaggerated face as he sought to protest his innocence. “Yes, you would!”, his wife retorted playfully. “I know what you're like, Douglas Carter”. Her comment caused her husband to pout petulantly, but they both knew she'd hit the nail on the head, Deborah driving home her advantage as she continued. “Maybe I should get one of my girlfriends to peer in through your window next time you're changing”, she teased, placing her hand on her husband's shoulder. “Let's see how you like being stared at in your bra and panties”. “They'd end up in the pond”, Doug threatened, all too aware of how his wife's fingers had found his bra strap through his shirt. “We haven't got a pond!”, Deborah laughed. “Hush, it's starting again”, her husband grumbled, but he still welcomed how she sat down alongside him on the sofa. 

“Oh look! Another underwear scene!”, Deborah scoffed, prodding Doug gently in the ribs as the dormitory girls, having effortlessly dispatched their spying suitors, now turned their energies towards having a playful pillow fight. Soon feathers were flying everywhere, the soft white down slowly falling like snow around the young women frolicking in their foundation wear. “Are they really going to sleep in all that? They've still got their stockings on, for heaven's sake!”. The nude nylons in question might not have been noticeable save for their prominent seams and thicker, darker welts, the plain bands of the latter stretched into arches by the seemingly ubiquitous suspender straps that hung off every girl's girdle. “You've got to suspend your sense of disbelief”, Doug declared adamantly. “It's all part of the fun. Anyway, Miss Priss will be along in a moment to sort things out”. 

“I bet you're looking forward to that”, Deborah laughed, knowing how her husband had a soft spot for dominant women, even the over-the-top stereotype portrayed by the strict mistress now storming into the dormitory, her presence causing pillows to freeze in mid-air as she surveyed the scene. “What on earth do you think you're doing, girls? 

The Headmistress will be hearing about this, mark my words!”. “Mark my words!”, Deborah parroted playfully. “I'm beginning to see the appeal of this, Doug. It has got a certain charm, however silly”. Her husband seized the opportunity to score a point. “Didn't I tell you it had?”, Doug asked rhetorically, returning his wife's earlier prod in the ribs as he did so. Deborah chose to ignore him, instead taking their conversation down a different direction as the camera closed in on the cone shaped cups of the battle-axe's bullet bra, their contents bouncing up and down to comedic effect. “I wonder what it was like to wear something like that”, Deborah wondered aloud, answering her own question as she continued. “I'm sure it couldn't be very comfortable. Thank goodness fashions have changed!”. 

“Oh, I don't know”, Doug said with a wistful sigh. “I think it's something of a shame that they've gone out of style”. There was a poignant pause before he continued. “I used to fantasise about being dressed up by Miss Priss”, Doug admitted sheepishly, “but I bet you

can't buy bras like that any more”. “Well, it's a good job you've got me instead!”, Deborah said brightly, her sympathetic touch telling her husband that she understood what he was saying even as she sought to dispel his sudden downheartedness. “I'll make sure that you're always wearing what you should, even if it might be a little more modern!”, his wife insisted, adding with a theatrical flourish, 

“Mark my words!”. Then, as though seeking to distract Doug from the old-fashioned foundation wear on screen, Deborah turned to what her husband was wearing under his shirt. “How are you finding that new balconette one?”. “The band is still a little tight, but I'm sure it'll be better when I've broken it in. The straps are great. Thank you!”, Doug replied, bending across and giving Deborah a kiss on the cheek to show how he appreciated the trouble she'd gone to to get him a garment that could be worn as easily to work as it could around the house. “My pleasure!”, his wife beamed. 

The scene had changed while the couple had been talking, such that Deborah had lost track of what was going on. “Who's that?”, she enquired as she returned her attention to the film. “That's Cynthia. 

She's the snitch”. “Boo!”, Deborah hissed as though attending a pantomime. “We don't like her, do we?”. The girl in question was remonstrating with the others, insisting that the group should be good and go to bed like they'd been told rather than surreptitiously sneaking out for an illicit soirée. Already, some of the other young women were donning dresses whose poodle skirts were cinched tight at the waist as though to make up for how much they flared out around their feet, but Cynthia was determined that Miss Priss should be informed of such insurrection. Only being pinned down by four girls still in their girdles stopped her from doing so, the group's ringleader silencing her protests by stuffing a bundled up stocking into Cynthia's mouth before binding her arms and legs with similar sheer hosiery. “I'm clearly going to have to start keeping my old tights!”, Deborah laughed, sharing her husband's amusement as the next scene showed the goody two-shoes being stuffed into a cupboard, the door closing on her despite her plaintive mumbling. 

“You don't mind if I watch the end of this with you?”. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Deborah had snuggled up alongside her husband until the closing credits of the film, not only sharing the amusement of the absurd comedy with Doug but delighting in teasing him whenever there was an underwear scene - something which occurred with surprising frequency, with skirts being blown about by the wind even when they weren't being deliberately flipped up by mischievous men. The slightest hint that a girl's stocking tops might be showing was enough to send her shrieking, let alone when Cynthia, after she had finally managed to escape the cupboard, found herself desperately trying to hold up a dress that seemed devilishly determined to fall down as she attempted to snitch to Miss Priss - something that only earned her a sound spanking for her troubles. When the credits finally rolled, Deborah found herself forced to admit that the film had been surprisingly good fun, heading to bed with a smile on her face that was as broad as her husband's. “I'm going to have to get you some underwear like that!”, she proposed playfully. “I bet you'd look gorgeous in a girdle!”. “Ooh, yes please!”, Doug declared, parroting another catchphrase from the film with exaggerated campness. 

“Ooh, please Miss, can I?”. “Mark my words!”. 

Despite their shared enthusiasm for the suggestion, Doug hadn't taken his wife's comments all that seriously as the couple curled up under the covers, even if he did drift off to dreams of being dressed up in figure-hugging foundation wear. Indeed, he'd all but forgotten the fun of the night before when he woke up the following morning, slipping almost automatically into the comfortable cotton of a pair of everyday panties as he dressed for work. By the time he headed out of the house, he had a matching bra on as well, finding the feminine garment harder to ignore thanks to how snug its band was beneath his shirt. Although usually conscious of the cups clinging to his chest and the straps sitting on his shoulders, wearing such a feminine garment had long since become second nature under his wife's guidance, Deborah insisting that her crossdressing husband should wear such underwear whenever a woman would if he was going to wear it at all. It was a small price to pay for the pleasure they had

fooling around in frillies together, with Doug now almost completely accustomed to going around in intimate attire, both in private and in public. 

Only the tightness of his bra gave the feminized man pause for thought as he surreptitiously scratched beneath its band, wondering how long he would have to wear it before the stiff fabric began to give a little. Experience had taught him that breaking in a new bra always took some time, with Doug only able to enjoy a brief respite from the otherwise ever-present embrace of elastic as he sneaked a hand under his armpit, finding his thoughts wandering to the far more imposing foundation wear that had formed such a fundamental part of the film from the night before. The modern day garment that was giving him such grief was but a pale shadow of such old-fashioned underwear, yet the girls of that bygone age seemed completely at ease in their longline brassières and panty girdles. Even Doug's panties, which had to be pulled down whenever he wanted to pee, were far more forgiving than having to fuss with suspender straps and stockings must be, the slight inconvenience something that he took as part and parcel of wearing women's underwear for his wife. 

Would he grow similarly used to girdles and longline bras if he had to wear them all the time? Perhaps Deborah was right to be glad that fashions had changed, he mused, swiftly extracting his hand from his suit as he caught sight of a colleague approaching. 

Doug had the sneaking suspicion that his wife had been up to something when he returned home that evening, with Deborah being so engrossed with what was on the computer screen that he managed to startle her as he entered the study. The speed with which his wife closed the window she'd been scrolling through put him in mind of how he sometimes wasted time at work on the web, always keeping one hand on the hot key that would swap to a spreadsheet full of sales figures should his boss happen to walk by. 

Now, however, Deborah was going one step further, shutting down the computer even as she changed the subject. “Was your bra any better today?”, she enquired as she swivelled on her chair, standing to give her husband a hug that left him in no doubt as to the garment

in question thanks to how her hands homed in on its straps through his suit. “It's still a bit tight”, Doug admitted as he returned her embrace, feeling his wife's bra straps through her blouse even as Deborah did the same to his. “Well, it can go in the wash tonight”, his wife said brightly. “Maybe that'll loosen it up a little”. Had it been his imagination, or had he caught a glimpse of a white satin panty girdle on screen before she'd distracted him? It was too late to ask now, Deborah already shooing him away in the direction of the shower. 

Enjoying the slightly more relaxed embrace of older bras, there was little to remind Doug of the strange incident in the days that followed, the feminized man soon forgetting all about his wife's odd behaviour as he went about his business in more familiar underwear. In his hurry to head off for work, he thought nothing of the bulky package that showed up on their doorstep early one morning almost a week later, Deborah squirrelling it away almost as soon as she had signed for it just as she did with all the other outfits she ordered online. 

Whether it was shoes or skirts, Doug had lived with his wife for long enough to know that she didn't like to show him her new purchases until she was sure they were right, with countless items of clothing heading back to where they'd come from without her husband being more than briefly aware of their arrival. Whatever it was, Deborah would show him it in her own time, or else he'd one day happen to notice that she was wearing something new. Perhaps, if he was lucky, it might be lingerie. As it was, he was running late, an important meeting with a major client looming over him as he headed out of the door. 

If Doug had been able to read his wife's mind at that moment, he would have known how different this particular parcel was, the items of intimate apparel inside being the culmination of not inconsiderable effort on Deborah's part. As she unfolded the stiff white fabric with its sturdy straps, she found herself once again daydreaming about encasing her man in the old-fashioned underwear that she finally held in her hands, a fantasy that she'd been unable to forget ever since watching the footage of young women frolicked in similar foundation wear. The thought of turning Doug into such a girl had

made her moister than she might have imagined, the source of several orgasms she had given herself as she'd sought to assuage her indecent fantasies of transforming her husband into the very image of innocent femininity, but pleasuring herself to the prospect of putting him in a panty girdle and longline bra before teaching her newly naïve student how girls made love had only fuelled her desire to do it for real. Indeed, even as she slid her fingers across the sleek satin that formed the front of the foundation garment in her hands, Deborah found it incredibly tempting to do the same to the soft velvet between her legs, having to hold herself back with the knowledge that her husband would in due course attend to her with the selfless love that only a man wearing satin shapewear could show. 

Deborah hadn't been surprised to find old-fashioned underwear for sale online, having casually dismissed such dated styles when they had occasionally cropped up during the course of her own shopping as something her mother or even her grandmother might have worn. 

Now that she was looking at such vintage lingerie in a new light, however, she discovered that there were entire shops devoted to intimate attire inspired by retro fashions, bringing corselettes, girdles and longline bras bang up to date as well as offering the original styles straight from the past. Finding herself spoiled for choice, she'd digressed a little, discovering with delight a fan site devoted to the film that had sparked her interest in such foundation wear, allowing her to find the closest modern day matches to the garments worn by the college girls. Indeed, beyond deciding on a suitable outfit for herself, the only real difficulty had been keeping her plans a secret, with Deborah wanting to treat her husband to a very special night rather than spoil the surprise. She could only hope Doug hadn't noticed what had been on screen when he'd walked in on her, so engrossed by the thought of dressing him up in the panty girdle she'd subsequently purchased that he'd been able to sneak right up on her as she'd been about to purchase it. 

Despite his wife's concerns, Doug remained blissfully unaware of what she had in mind for him when he returned home that evening, glad to be finally free of the office as he loosened his tie and slipped

off his shoes looking forward to nothing more than spending a leisurely night in front of the television. When Deborah proposed she go for an early shower after the couple had finished eating dinner, Doug had no objections, more than happy to remain slumped in the sofa surfing the channels for a little while longer. While there didn't seem to be any of his favourite films on, it was still easy to become immersed in the moving images, with Doug soon forgetting that he had been left to his own devices save for the constant whisper of his underwear to remind him of his wife's hold on him, its elastic shifting against his body whenever he did on the sofa. Only when the door to the lounge swung suddenly open behind him did Deborah return to his thoughts more consciously, her arrival causing her husband to turn around with a start as she made her presence known in no uncertain terms. 

“What on earth do you think you're doing slouching so slovenly, young lady? Sit up straight this instant!”, Deborah insisted, striding into the room atop heels that added to her air of authority as much as they augmented her height. With his jaw dropping open at the sight of how his wife was now dressed, Doug immediately did as he was told, sitting bolt upright as he stared at the woman standing in front of him. Gone was the casual clothing that Deborah had cooked dinner in, replaced with an austere outfit that could have come straight from one of his fantasies with its stiffly starched blouse and pencil skirt, the latter hugging his wife's hips before following her thighs down, its hem hanging midway between her knees and her ankles. What little of Deborah's legs remained exposed was sheathed in smoky black nylon, but her husband's eyes didn't linger there long, drawn upwards to the dangerous points that protruded from her chest so sharply as to almost pierce the crisp white fabric stretched across them. Combined with a wide leather belt that tightly cinched her waist, his wife's outfit emphasised her womanly curves even as the cone shaped cups of an obviously black bullet bra threatened to impale Doug from afar. Wondering what else Deborah might be wearing in the way of underwear only encouraged the erection already rapidly growing between his legs, her outfit bringing back decades old desires in the man mesmerised by it. 

Only belatedly did Doug notice how his wife was looking at him from over the top of a pair of horn-rimmed glasses, her hair done up in a tight bun that only added to her sense of strictness as she scrutinised him. “I trust you haven't forgotten about tonight's underwear inspection”, Deborah said severely, her hands coming to her hips as she spoke to make it clear she didn't expect her commands to be challenged. “Stand up and drop your trousers! At the double!”, she barked, biting her lip to hold back a smile as she watched her husband obey, but Doug's own grin as he went along with his wife's game was met with a sharp rebuke. “I don't know what you think you're smirking about, young lady”, Deborah said sternly. 

“This is a serious business, and I expect you to treat it as such. Why aren't you wearing a skirt?”. With his cock stiffening still further under his wife's verbal onslaught, Doug found himself at a loss to reply, reddening with shame even though there was no way he could have dressed otherwise. “I don't know”, he mumbled feebly. “I don't know, Miss”, Deborah corrected, stressing the final word as she scolded her husband. “Any more disrespect from you this evening, and you'll be over my knee for a spanking! Mark my words!”. “Yes, Miss. Sorry, Miss!”, Doug stammered, too taken aback by what was happening to do anything other than fall into line. 

“Now, present your panties!”, Deborah demanded. Doug's trousers had now dropped around his ankles of their own accord, but the hint of pastel pink that showed beneath the tails of his shirt wasn't sufficient for his wife, Deborah glaring at her husband until he finally got the message. Conscious of the growing bulge his cock was making in the comfortable cotton, Doug reluctantly lifted up the hem of his shirt just high enough to reveal the underwear he had worn all day, its femininity apparent not just in its candy colour but the understated lace that adorned both leg and waist bands. Despite the flyless underwear being no different to that which Doug wore to work every day of the week, it was clearly not good enough for his wife, with Deborah swift to pour scorn on her husband's smalls. “What do we have here? Those aren't regulation knickers, are they, young lady?”, she asked angrily, not waiting for an answer before she continued. “And one look at your bosom tells me that you're not

wearing a suitably supportive brassière!”, Deborah declared. “Have you even got one on?”. 

“Yes, Miss”. “Well, it doesn't look like it to me. Prove it!”. Doug hurriedly began to unbutton his shirt, his fingers fumbling as he set about showing his wife the same garment that he ordinarily so desperately sought to hide. Soon a second splash of pastel pink was visible against his skin, the curves of the bra's underwires coming together from under the feminized man's pectorals in a central gore that was embellished with ribbon tied into a pretty little bow, but Deborah's continued critical gaze told her husband she was still far from satisfied. Hastily slipping the shirt off his shoulders, Doug fought to free his arms from its sleeves, but in so doing, he managed to dislodge one of the bands of marshmallow elastic that had hitherto played its part in holding him in the harness of the brassière. Hastily pulling the errant strap back into place, Doug found himself unconsciously trying to hide his shame with his shirt, holding the recently divested garment across his groin so as to cover his arousal, his swollen cock as stiff as steel as it stood to attention. 

“I'll take that”, Deborah said sternly, scooping her husband's shirt out of his hands with a movement so swift it left him powerless to resist. 

Flicking her eyes down for a moment, the sight of Doug's undeniable erection was enough to cause Deborah's previously severe countenance to break into a broad smile as she tossed the now superfluous item of clothing casually onto the sofa, but she soon hid her delight by stepping around her husband, bringing her burning gaze to bear on his back. Doug could feel her eyes falling upon the lines of pastel pink that branded him as a bra wearing man, his sense of vulnerability becoming even more acute as Deborah stepped closer as though thoroughly inspecting his intimate attire. 

Holding his own breath even as he felt his wife's blowing against the back of his neck, Doug stood perfectly still, wondering whether Deborah was checking for the tell-tale marks that the bra had left on his skin as a result of being worn for so long as she started to pull the straps away. She wouldn't find anything amiss there - beneath

the pastel pink was an identical imprint of angry red, proving that Doug had indeed remained brassièred throughout the day. 

Slipping one hand under each of the lengths of elastic, Deborah stretched both of the bra straps taut, stressing her hold on her husband as the bands of pastel pink pulled him subtly yet inexorably backwards towards her. Just as Doug felt he was about to lose his balance, his wife suddenly let go, causing the straps to fly back against his skin with a snap that was soon followed by the lash of her tongue. “Completely unacceptable!”, Deborah barked. “These modern brassières may be all the fashion, but they do absolutely nothing for your figure, young lady!”, she declared sternly, now stepping around in front of her husband once more. “Well, don't just stand there! Upstairs this instant!”, Deborah directed, gesturing towards the door with an outstretched arm so insistently that Doug found his feet already gravitating that way even before he was consciously aware of following her instructions. With his trousers still bunched up around his ankles, however, he was unable to achieve more than an awkward shuffle, his efforts earning him a reproofing look as he struggled to free his legs. 

Doug had found himself the recipient of a sharp slap to the backside before he finally managed to kick off his trousers, scurrying out of the lounge ahead of his wife wearing nothing but women's underwear. 

He could hear Deborah following close behind him as he headed swiftly up the stairs, his wife spurring him on with several further swats on his pantied posterior that served to strengthen his stiffness still further. By the time he'd made it to the landing, his rock hard cock was so inflamed inside its feminine confines that he struggled even to take a step without it becoming still more uncomfortable, Doug's engorged flesh pressing painfully against the snug cotton so as to form an unmistakable pole in his panties. Nor was his undeniable arousal the only dilemma he faced, with the feminized man not knowing exactly where his wife wanted him to go as he reached the top of the stairs, his hesitation rewarded with a pinch to his bottom as Deborah came to a stop behind him. “Don't just stand there, you silly girl! In the bedroom, this instant!”, she ordered, 

sending her husband on his way with a similarly sharp nip to the other cheek. “Yes, Miss! Sorry, Miss!”. 

As he came to a halt in front of the bed, Doug looked down his body only to realise that his recent escapades had added to his embarrassment in the form of a damp spot that was slowly spreading across the surface of his underwear, the pastel pink cotton darkening as it absorbed the copious amount of pre-cum that was oozing from the feminized man's inflamed organ. Feeling his face flush a similar colour, Doug stood there sheepishly, looking down at his feet as he awaited his wife's next instruction, but his arousal wasn't helped by what Deborah was now picking up. Although initially disguised amongst the duvet, there was now no mistaking what she held her hands, the mass of stiff white material something that Doug immediately recognised from his fantasies of young women frolicking in foundation wear, yet found himself face to face with for the very first time as his wife lifted the panty girdle up for him to see. Six suspender straps dangled down from around its lace trimmed leg openings, the front of the old-fashioned garment embellished with a sleek satin panel that promised to shape its wearer's stomach into a similar smoothness. Simply the sight of it caused him to shiver with anxious anticipation. 

“The rules of this establishment are perfectly clear”, Deborah said sternly. “Girls are expected to wear regulation underwear at all times. 

Since you can't be trusted to attire yourself appropriately, you will be dressed by me”, she declared with a theatrical flourish. “Do I make myself clear?”. “Yes, Miss”. “Good! Then let's have you out of those skimpy little knickers of yours before you make even more of a mess in them”, she scolded, albeit struggling to stifle a smile as she surveyed the man standing in front of her in only his bra and panties. 

The damp spot on the latter was spreading further with every passing second, the severe talking to that Doug was receiving only fuelling the fire in his loins as he stared at the snow white foundation garment his wife was still holding up. Unable to take his eyes off its stiff material, Doug pictured himself soon wearing the imposing panty girdle, already feeling its fabric compressing his cock as he imagined

Deborah helping him into it, manhandling him into the most unmanly of underwear. 

Despite her severity, it was clear that Deborah was enjoying the part she was playing immensely, something that was evident not only in her barely suppressed grin as she dropped to her knees in front of her husband, but also the degree to which she fondled Doug during the process of divesting him of his panties. She didn't stop playing with him even after she'd instructed him to step out of the pastel pink cotton that she'd swiftly pulled down his legs, barely waiting for her husband to free his feet from the bundle of fabric before using the pair of panties to dry his dick. The soft, sensuous caress of the comfortable cotton was in danger of proving counterproductive as Deborah slid the scrunched up material along the length of her husband's now exposed shaft, Doug having to hold himself back for fear of releasing the sperm boiling in his balls as his wife wiped the ever so sensitive tip of his swollen organ with the very same panties that had surrounded it all day. “Don't you dare!”, Deborah scolded as though reading his mind. “Unless you want to be disciplined?”. “No, Miss!”. 

Picking up the panty girdle once more, Deborah held out the stiff fabric at floor level for her husband to step into, but even before she had pulled it past his knees, it became clear that putting it on would be far more difficult than a mere pair of panties. The suspender straps hanging from the foundation garment bounced up and down every time Deborah tugged it upwards, his wife resorting to rolling up the clinging fabric in an effort to keep it from sticking to her husband's skin. Doug watched helplessly as she slowly but surely inched the panty girdle up his legs, finding himself wondering whether he would ever be able to get out of a garment that even now gripped his thighs incredibly tightly, its embrace gradually encroaching upon his groin until the girdle's gusset was beneath his balls. Even then his wife didn't stop, now unrolling the elasticated fabric further and further up his body, the fierce fabric of the panty girdle effortlessly pressing the pole that was Doug's penis back

against his stomach before continuing on its relentless assault up his torso. 

By the time Deborah had finished pulling the panty girdle into place, everything below her husband's belly button was encased in a stiff white wrapping that hugged him like a vice, yet remained quintessentially feminine for all its fierceness as a result of the sleek satin and pretty lace. The provocatively protruding pole that Doug's erection had formed in his previous panties was now reduced to little more than an incongruous bulge beneath his new underwear, the unlikely length of which was the only indication of his arousal now that his swollen shaft was squashed flat by the stern foundation garment. The effect did not go unnoticed by Deborah, who slid her fingers up the panty girdle's shiny front panel, finding the end of her husband's manhood beneath the smooth fabric and pressing it firmly as though to emphasise its plight. “I don't expect you to make a mess in these”, she said sternly, even as her fingers encouraged still more pre-cum to ooze out of Doug's throbbing cock. “Otherwise there will be trouble, mark my words! Now turn around so I can inspect your behind”. 

Doug did as he was told, feeling his wife's fingers fussing with the panty girdle's high waistband for a moment before her hands moved down to caress his buttocks. Where once there had been a slight flabbiness, now there was only a solid firmness, with Deborah's tender touch feeling subdued as she cupped her husband's now peachy cheeks through the stiff foundation garment. The strange sensation didn't last long, however, with his wife soon standing back to admire her handiwork from further away. “Much better!”, she declared in a tone that left no room for doubt. “Now, let's do something about your brassière, young lady”, Deborah continued sternly, already stepping in behind her husband's back and beginning to unhook the clasp that had held Doug in the feminine garment from the moment he had fastened himself into it that morning. “A girl like you needs a longline one, not something as skimpy as this! So off with it!”, she insisted, already pulling the pastel pink straps off Doug's shoulders. 

Letting his arms go limp so as to allow his wife to strip him, Doug watched as the pretty cotton cups that had caressed his chest all day now fell away, Deborah soon whipping the pastel pink bra out of sight behind him. Moments later, she was returning with another garment, albeit one far more substantial, moving in so close to her husband that Doug could feel her breath on his back once more as her arms came forward on either side of his torso. Soon there was a second mass of stiff white fabric stretched in front of him, his wife holding the longline brassière in such a way as to leave Doug no choice but to slip his hands through its straps, the wide elastic welcoming him like the mouth of a trap even though he had to fold his arms almost completely back against his body in order to be able do so. No sooner had he surrendered to the forbidding foundation garment than Deborah was pulling it into place, forcing her husband to stretch his arms out to allow the chunky straps to slide up them even as she tugged the two sides of the brassière together behind his back. 

Doug had barely been able to get more than a glance of the imposing garment before his wife had begun to put it on him, but now as as he looked down his body, there was no escaping the extent of a brassière that covered the entire length of his torso, its scalloped hem overlapping the high waistband of his panty girdle by at least an inch. The two garments were clearly designed to complement one another, however, with the longline bra sharing a similar satin front panel and lace trim, a style which extended to the cups which currently hung empty from his chest. Without anything to fill them out, the generously folds of fabric drooped down as though emphasising Doug's unworthiness to wear such a feminine garment, but that was the only aspect of the intimate attire that offered any degree of latitude. As his wife set about fastening what felt like an infinite series of hooks, the man she was feminizing still further became increasingly aware of just how tight the longline brassière was, its stiff fabric depriving him of more and more of his breath as Deborah worked her way down his spine. Once again, Doug found himself with the sinking feeling that he would never escape what he

was wearing, condemned to spend his days in shapewear that held his body almost as firmly as a steel boned corset. 

Deborah signalled that she had finally finished fastening her husband's bra by turning her attention to its straps, her fingers now fussing with the broad buckles that sat on Doug's shoulder blades as she pulled the elastic that ran across them even tighter. By the time she was done, the bra straps were so taut that Deborah had difficulty squeezing her fingers underneath them, but that didn't stop her from letting the elastic snap back against her husband's skin when she was finally finished with it. “A good firm brassière flatters a girl's figure”, she declared, indicating that Doug should turn around by putting her hands on his now doubly covered waist and twisting him accordingly. “Well, it would if you had something to fill it out with”, she laughed, her gaze joining her husband's as it came to rest on the flaps of snow white fabric that hung forlornly from Doug's chest. 

“Don't worry, dear, I'll soon have you sorted out in that department. 

Many girls your age need a little secret help”, she confided conspiratorially, giving her husband a knowing wink. 

With that, his wife turned away, leaving Doug standing there still coming to terms with what he was wearing as she rummaged in a cupboard. It wasn't long before she was returning with two familiar flesh coloured lumps, the silicone falsies that occasionally played a part in the couple's private activities now wobbling slightly in the palms of her hands as she carried them, nipples up, to make it clear to her husband exactly what she had in mind. Wondering whether the longline brassière would keep the bust about to be bestowed upon him from bouncing more than some of the other bras that Deborah had made him jiggle about the house in, the feminized man allowed himself to be fitted with the forms, conscious of the cone shaped cups of his wife's bullet bra coming alarmingly close to his chest as she reached in to slip the silicone inside the satin and lace of his own intimate attire. Thanks to the generous cut of the cups, that required some effort, with Deborah fussing with the forms even after she'd inserted the second one so as to make sure they were symmetrical. 

Doug watched helplessly as his wife gave him breasts, his manhood futilely fighting against the stiff fabric that surrounded it as Deborah feminized him still further. When at last she stood back, he was able to look down his body and appreciate the full effect of the longline brassière, now worn as it should be by a woman, the satin and lace lifting and shaping his bosom as the bra's cups held his new breasts in place. Giving his shoulders a tentative shake, Doug was once again reminded of the firmness of his foundation wear, the flesh coloured forms shifting up and down only slightly in the cups that covered them almost completely. It was a far cry from some of the skimpier underwear he had worn them with, such that Doug found himself disbelieving that a bra could offer so much support, shrugging his shoulders more strongly until his wife stepped in. “Stop fidgeting”, Deborah said sternly. “There'll be plenty of time for athletic exercise later, but you're still not properly dressed, young lady”. 

Now Deborah was turning away again, soon returning with what Doug first took to be a pair of her own pantyhose before his wife began to split the nude nylon into separate stockings. Discarding one of the scrunched up lengths temporarily on the duvet, Deborah swiftly worked the flesh coloured hosiery in her hands such that she soon had a bundle of slightly brown fabric between her fingers. 

“Well, don't just stand there!”, she said sternly. “Sit down so I can do your stockings, you silly girl!”, she scolded. Belatedly doing as he was told, Doug brought his behind to rest on the duvet, reminded once again of the extent of the panty girdle as it interposed between his skin and the bed beneath. Simply sitting required him to fight the stiff elasticated fabric as he shifted position, but there was no time to mull over such matters with his wife standing over him expectantly, Deborah waiting until her husband had held his leg out obediently before dropping to her knees in front of him once more. 

“See to it that you're wearing suitable hosiery at all times from now on”, his wife insisted as she slid the bundled up stocking over Doug's toes, swiftly encasing his foot in the clinging gossamer before beginning to work her way up his leg. Soon Doug's ankle and then his knee had succumbed to the advance of sheer nylon, the nude

stocking seeming to melt into his skin as it stretched across the feminized man's flesh. Only the welt that his wife was now pulling into place around his thigh retained a deeper colour, the darker strip curving into an arch as Deborah stretched it up to meet one of the suspenders that hung down from her husband's panty girdle. Holding the flash of satin ribbon that adorned it out of the way, she made light work of undoing the clasp before fastening its metal and rubber jaws around the top of the stocking so as to ensure that it would henceforth stay as secure as the rest of Doug's foundation wear. The broad elastic effortlessly took the place of her hand as Deborah released her hold on her husband's hosiery, his wife swiftly turning to the second stocking even as Doug struggled to come to terms with first. The slightest movement of his leg was enough to emphasise its presence, the difference the nude nylon made all too apparent as he presented his other limb to receive the same treatment. 

Soon it too was encased in women's hosiery, leaving Doug feminized almost from head to toe as his wife directed him to stand and turn so that she could fasten the four remaining suspender straps. Working her way around his thighs, Deborah secured her husband's stockings still further with every clasp she clamped in place, each one adding another arch to the bands of nylon that now stood no chance of slipping down from high around Doug's thighs. So close in colour was the match of the nude stockings that anyone looking at the feminized man might be forgiven for thinking his legs were still naked, but in actuality, the only skin still exposed was the few inches of bareness below the lace trimmed leg openings of his panty girdle. 

That was an area to which his wife's hands now turned as Deborah casually caressed the inside of her husband's thighs, brushing the underside of Doug's balls almost accidentally through the panty girdle's gusset as she tormented him with her ticklish touch. When Doug couldn't keep himself from squirming in response, he received a sharp slap on the thigh for his troubles, only for his wife to start her wicked game all over again. 

When she had finally tired of such fun, Deborah stood up, adopting a posture as authoritative as her tone as she addressed the man still

standing sheepishly in front of her wearing nothing but white foundation wear and nude hosiery. “Now that you're appropriate attired”, she began, folding her arms across her chest so as to push the points of her bust up to an even more devastating degree, “we can finally get down to business. Do you know why you're here, young lady?”. “No, Miss”, Doug replied meekly, racking his brains for what his wife might have in mind. Under the circumstances, he could hardly say that he was hoping to be given a good seeing to, however much he was, such crude comments out of character considering he was the submissive student responding to Deborah's role as strict mistress - a position emphasised by the array of imposing intimate attire his wife had dressed him in, enforcing a demure shyness that was as impossible to escape as the fearsome foundation wear he was fastened in. 

“The uniform regulations are perfectly clear about what constitutes appropriate attire”, Deborah declared imperiously, “and yet I find you wearing none of this establishment's prescribed clothing. Quite apart from your earlier disgraceful underwear, where was your blouse or skirt, young lady?”. “I don't know, Miss”, Doug stammered, the stern scolding he was receiving causing his swollen cock to strain painfully against the prison of his panty girdle as he savoured his wife's theatrically severe tirade. “No, it is clear that you don't, which is why I am going to have to teach you a lesson. At least your shameful state of undress means that I won't have to strip you for your punishment”, Deborah snorted, now sitting down on the bed. “Over my knee this instant, young lady”, she instructed her husband, spreading her legs as far apart as her pencil skirt would permit. “I'm going to spank that insolent attitude out of you, mark my words!”. With that Deborah looked pointedly from the feminized man still standing sheepishly in front of her to her austere fabric that stretched across her lap, leaving Doug knowing exactly what she expected of him. 

Simply spreading himself over his wife's knees was embarrassing enough in itself, with Doug bringing himself closer to where Deborah was sitting before bending his body awkwardly across her legs. 

Thankfully, he soon felt her hands guiding him down into position, his

wife arranging him such that his pantied posterior was placed perfectly in the middle of her lap, his arms and legs drooping down on either side. With his blood rushing to his head as his hair grazed the carpet, the feminized man found himself with a view of his own stocking clad feet, his wife's heels and hosiery only inches away from his face as he braced himself for the inevitable blows she would soon bring to bear on his bottom. Even now, he could feel Deborah running her hands across the smooth fabric that stretched across his behind, caressing his cheeks with a tenderness that would soon be swapped for a series of stinging swats until she'd brought about her husband's complete and utter surrender. The mere anticipation of such punishment was enough to make his turgid cock throb, the swollen organ pressed against more than just the feminized man's panty girdle as it rubbed against his wife's skirt with even the slightest shift of her body. 

“Now, where shall I start, young lady? For not wearing a regulation brassière, ten spanks”, Deborah declared, barely finishing speaking before she'd landed the first of them upon her husband's helpless behind. The covering of taut material did precious little to cushion the blow, the slap of his wife's hand causing Doug to cry out loud as it impacted upon his cheek, a second soon bringing the same stinging pain to his other buttock. Doug barely had time to catch his breath before Deborah spanked him a third time, and then a fourth, each making him gasp, each followed by another and another until she had delivered the promised ten. Even then, the respite that his wife offered was only brief, Deborah swiftly sentencing him to still further punishment before beginning again. “For not wearing a regulation panty girdle, ten spanks”. Doug was once more forced to weather a rain of blows, soon losing count of how many his wife had delivered as he struggled to withstand the continued onslaught. “And two more for squirming”, Deborah said sternly, pausing for a moment before bringing her hand to bear on each of her husband's cheeks rather more deliberately. “Sit still when I'm spanking you!”. “Yes, Miss! 

Sorry, Miss!”. 

However apologetic he might be, it was difficult for Doug not to flinch as his wife imposed a third sentence of smarting pain in the same severe tone as she had declared his earlier punishments. “For not wearing a regulation blouse, ten spanks”, Deborah pronounced, reddening her husband's backside still further with the requisite number of blows. Doug knew a fourth punishment was coming even before his wife had finished the previous one, but that didn't make bearing it any easier for him, the feminized man soon finding himself having to hold back his tears. “For not wearing a regulation skirt, ten spanks”. Yet for all the disgrace and discomfort, Doug found himself harder than ever before, the fiery blows that Deborah was delivering to his burning bottom seeming to inflame his swollen cock just as much as his smarting cheeks. It was a fact that wasn't lost on his wife, Deborah now adopting a slightly softer tone as she allowed her husband to recover from the forty spanks she had so far inflicted. 

“And for getting hard during your punishment, ten spanks, you dirty girl”. These were spread further apart, Deborah counting each one of with a chuckle as she shifted her legs so as to press her husband's penis even more firmly against her skirt. 

“Seven”. “Eight”. “Nine”. “Ten”. “What do you say, young lady?”. 

“Thank you, Miss!”, Doug gasped, directed his answer at his wife's feet as he struggled for breath. “Good girl!”, Deborah praised, bringing her hand down upon his rear once more, albeit this time with a softer touch. Even the gentle caress his wife now offered caused Doug to wince as she stroked the smooth fabric of his panty girdle, the feminized man feeling the fire that burned beneath the stiff foundation garment as he longed for Deborah to turn her fingers towards its front and fondle his frustration instead. She showed no sign of doing that, however, instead toying with the back of her husband's longline brassière for a few moments before directing him to get up. “I trust that has taught you the importance of wearing the proper uniform”, she said sternly. “You will find your skirt and blouse on the chair over there. Get yourself dressed”. 

Only dimly aware of what his wife was referring to as he struggled to get to his feet, it took a moment for Doug to regain his bearings now

that his head was no longer brushing the floor. Nevertheless, there was no time for delay when Deborah was still watching him, her gaze so intense that her husband felt himself almost bodily driven by it towards the chair she had referred to. Had he had an opportunity to look around the room while his wife had been dressing him earlier, he would almost certainly have dismissed the clothing on top as belonging to Deborah, but now there was no question as to whom it was intended for. Padding across the carpet in his stockinged feet, Doug was soon picking up a simple looking blouse, slipping his arms into the plain white cotton before beginning to button it up. Doing so was more difficult thanks to how everything was reversed from his men's shirts, with Doug's fingers fumbling as he fought to fasten the fiddly buttons. Working his way as quickly as he could up his chest, he soon found his efforts hampered by the bulge of his bra, the curve of its cups pulling the cotton taut as he covered up the lace and satin. The outline of his underwear was still apparent even after he had finished, but the feminized man had no time to reflect on such matters, already turning his attention to the skirt still sitting on the chair. 

There was nothing immodest about the pleated plaid material that Doug now had in his hands, the crisply folded fabric long enough to pool at his feet as he held the skirt open so as to step into it. Even when he had pulled it up around his waist, the thick tartan still came down past his knees, chastely covering all but his ankles as it hid Doug's remaining underwear and with it, most of his hosiery too. It was clear that there was little possibility of getting up to anything untoward while his lower body remained cloaked in such a lengthy garment, the prospect of remaining frustrated for the foreseeable future only adding to the pressure inside Doug's panty girdle even as he reached behind his back to zip up the skirt. Soon it was fastened tightly around his waist, leaving him looking the spitting image of a schoolgirl, his innocent femininity in sharp contrast to the manly desires so smothered beneath the sedate uniform. 

Doug's appearance certainly met with his wife's approval, with Deborah expressing her thoughts from where she was still seated on

the bed. “That's more like it!”, she exclaimed enthusiastically, indicating with a gesture of her hand that her husband should give his skirt a twirl for her. Duly doing as he was told, Doug was rewarded with a whoop of delight from his wife before Deborah fell back into character, her tone becoming sterner as she did so. “Don't let me see you out of uniform again, young lady! Now, there should be a pair of pantyhose on the chair. Bring them to me”. Although he'd somehow managed to overlook it in his desire to get dressed, there was indeed another mass of nude nylon on the wooden seat, putting Doug in mind of the practical hosiery his wife wore for work and so often left hanging around the house, whether washing, drying or simply waiting to be worn. Even a casual glance revealed this pair was laddered, however, with Doug desperately hoping that Deborah wouldn't blame him for the all too obvious tears in the nylon as he presented it to her. 

“Thank you. Now turn around. Hands behind your back”, Deborah instructed as she took the pantyhose from her husband, waiting until Doug had complied before beginning to wrap the slippery nylon around his wrists. With his hands soon bound behind him, Doug felt his wife's hold over him become even stronger, standing helplessly as he awaited her next instruction, but it seemed that Deborah was perfectly content with having her feminized husband face away from her for a few moments. Behind him, Doug could hear his wife getting to her feet, her movement causing him to tremble with anxious anticipation, but Deborah seemed to be more concerned with her own clothing judging by the sounds that were coming from behind him. The chatter of a zip being undone was followed shortly afterwards by the swish of sliding fabric, then a silence before more material was thrown down onto the duvet. It was hard for Doug not to imagine anything other than his wife divesting herself of her clothes, his stiffness straining in response, but the picture in his mind was as nothing when compared to what awaited him when Deborah finally indicated that he should turn around. 

If the provocative points of his wife's bullet bra had been dangerous before, they were positively lethal now that they were no longer

covered by her blouse. Were it not for what else Deborah wore in the way of old-fashioned underwear, her jet black brassière would surely have impaled her husband's gaze there and then, but Doug found himself torn from the cone shape cups by the call of the girdle that gripped her groin, a foundation garment that shaped her hips and thighs with slinky satin as dark as night. From its open bottom hung no fewer than eight suspender straps, with Doug suspecting there were a couple more he couldn't see, all playing their part in holding up the smoky stockings whose floral lace tops left him in no doubt that this was the hosiery of a mature woman - a seductress in sultry black lingerie, her femininity in sharp contrast to the innocent naïvety of Doug's own virginal white. There wasn't a hint of any panties beneath the girdle that shrouded his wife's sex, the foundation garment the only thing that stood between him and her holiest of places. 

Deborah made it clear she knew exactly what her husband was staring at when she next spoke. “Girls used to call these their chastity belts, although I guess I have it easy compared to some”, she grinned, fuelling Doug's frustration still further by casually slipping her hands under a couple of the suspender straps that hung down from the garment in question. The sight of his wife's stocking tops stretching as Deborah strained the elastic supporting them left her husband utterly mesmerised, with Doug no longer even attempting to disguise how he was staring at his wife's crotch. He watched agog as Deborah's fingers leisurely ran under the floral lace before coming back to fondle the satin flashes that were threaded through the top of each suspender clasp, stirring her husband's cock as effectively as if she were stroking its stiffness directly. Hypnotised by her display, Doug could only watch as his wife set about unfastening the two straps she had been toying with, letting them spring free before turning her attention to the next pair around. Soon they too had been released, albeit not without further tantalising torment as Deborah continued to tease Doug. 

When three pairs of suspender straps had been relieved of their tension, albeit at the cost of heightening her husband's, Deborah

began to roll up the hem of her girdle, offering the man still standing helplessly in front of her a glimpse of her groin at long last. With the remaining lengths of elastic more than enough to keep her stockings held up, she slowly revealed her sex, Deborah's pussy as slick as the black satin that had until now hidden it. The sopping wet crack between her legs was testament to how turned on she was, but despite her arousal, Deborah still remained in character, bossing her husband about even as she stood before him in just her bra and girdle. “Be a good girl and make Miss happy”, she insisted imperiously, tapping the floor with her foot to indicate where she expected Doug to kneel even as her husband was already dropping to his knees in front of her. Hampered by having his hands bound together behind his back, not to mention the length of his skirt, he found it harder to adopt the familiar position, but that didn't stop him from doing what came naturally as soon as his head found its place beneath the black satin of Deborah's girdle. 

With his face pressed against his wife's pussy by the hands that came up to hold the back of his head, Doug set about licking up the sweet honey that flowed in copious quantities from between Deborah's legs. Surrounded by the smell of her sex, he was conscious of his own cock struggling to escape the stiff fabric that encased it, his panty girdle becoming as sodden as the crevice his tongue was darting in and out of, but Doug knew that the couple's lovemaking that evening would be a distinctly one-sided affair even as he sought to bring his wife off. It would take more than just the unfastening of a couple of suspender straps to free him from the foundation wear he was so firmly fastened into, his skirt and blouse enough to stop casual attempts at making himself more comfortable even if his hands weren't tied behind his back. Resigned to remaining as chaste as a schoolgirl, Doug devoted himself selflessly to his wife's pleasure, licking and lapping with ever increasing intensity until he felt Deborah's thighs began to shiver around him. 

Even then, he didn't stop his worship of her womanly shrine, continuing until such subtle tremors became shuddering spasms of orgasmic ecstasy as his wife climaxed in his face. 

Doug waited patiently on his knees until Deborah, who had slumped back on the bed behind her, had recovered enough energy to sit up again, his wife pulling her girdle swiftly down over her pussy as though she'd been caught undressed. Even as she refastened her suspenders, she was beckoning her husband to stand up and turn around, Doug dutifully getting to his feet despite his skirt and presenting the pantyhose that had bound his hands while he'd pleasured her in the hope that his wife might deign to untie the surprisingly strong nylon. It was clear that doing so would come a distant second to sorting out her loose suspender straps, however, with Deborah slipping back into her skirt and blouse before she finally turned her attention to her husband again. “I trust you've learnt your lesson, young lady!”, she said sternly as she fussed behind Doug's back. “I expect to see you appropriately attired from now on”, she declared, adding more softly, “although I'll let you off the skirt and blouse when you go to work tomorrow”. Her implication was clear to the man acutely aware of his intimate attire, leaving Doug in no doubt that he would feel the grip of the girdle for more than just the remainder of an evening spent dressed as a girl. 

The Man Who Wore Corselettes The crampedness of the toilet cubicle was hardly conducive to getting changed, but Roy found himself undressing there all the same, hanging his jacket over the hook on the back of the door before beginning to loosen his tie. It was an exercise made all the more difficult by how much of an effort he had to make not to bang his elbows against the walls of the narrow stall, the man now unbuttoning his shirt not wanting to call the attention of his colleagues to his activities as they went about their business in the bathroom only a few feet away. The sound of water running in the nearby urinals only added to the sense of urgency in his bladder, still several garments away from relief, but there was nothing Roy could do but cross his legs as he continued to take off his clothes. The ease with which those around him were able to answer the call of nature made his torment all the worse as he struggled to slip his arms silently out of his shirt, longing to be able to simply unzip his trousers like other men. 

Instead, Roy turned his attention to the loose fitting T-shirt he'd been wearing underneath his shirt, its heavy, dark fabric ill-suited to the hot, stuffy air of the badly ventilated building. As he pulled it off carefully over his head, the reason for his circumspection became clear to anyone who might happen to be spying on him stripping in the stall, Roy slowly revealing yet another layer of clothing clinging to his skin beneath. For a moment, the hint of black that hugged his body might be mistaken for just another top, albeit one cut from unusually shiny material, but by the time Roy had draped his T-shirt over the increasingly overloaded hook, there could be no doubt as to what he was wearing underneath. The broad elastic straps that ran over his shoulders were as damning as the lace trimmed cups whose underwires pressed against his chest, but that marked only the start of a foundation garment whose inky black fabric stretched down until it disappeared beneath the belt Roy was now unbuckling. 

Lowering his trousers slowly down his legs, Roy crouched so as to bring the bundled up material quietly to rest around his ankles, swiftly silencing the clatter of his belt buckle before it had had chance to do more than briefly sound against the bathroom floor. As he stood up again, the full extent of his embarrassing attire became apparent - the sleek black corselette that embraced his upper body continuing down to curve under Roy's crotch, its stiff fabric complementing the similarly snug long legged girdle it partially overlapped. Sturdy suspender straps stretched down from the bottom of both, the longer lengths of elastic attached to the corselette pulling taut across the curve of Roy's buttocks as they worked together with the shorter stubs sewn into the lacy leg openings of his girdle to ensure that the feminized man's hosiery stayed high up his thigh. Like the trousers that were necessary to disguise all the lumps and bumps of the twelve clasps supporting them, Roy's stockings were uncomfortably hot and heavy, the thick nylon so opaque that barely a hint of flesh could be made out beneath their all embracing darkness. 

Pressing his legs together as he sought to hold off peeing for a little longer, Roy didn't have the time to consider such matters in any detail, already frantically fumbling behind his back for the first in an apparently endless series of fiddly little fastenings. Working his way down his spine as swiftly as he could, the feminized man felt the foundation garment's vice-like grip slowly ease, Roy letting out a silent sigh of relief when he was finally able to slip the corselette's straps off his shoulders. The twin bands of taut elastic had made their mark upon his skin, leaving angry red imprints that he would have loved to have had the luxury of massaging, but Roy knew he still had the long legged panty girdle to attend to, the second article of shapewear still pressing his penis awkwardly against his body. 

Even to access this innermost garment required him to peel off his corselette still further, something the stern elastic sought to resist as it doggedly stuck to his skin. 

Really, Roy knew he should unfasten its suspender straps too, but his urge to pee was growing greater by the second, the sight of the

toilet in front of him becoming so tantalising that he was afraid he would soon wet the garment he was even now struggling to free himself from. After what seemed like an age, the corselette finally yielded to his efforts, Roy having finally pulled it far enough away from his groin to reveal the gusset his wife had sewn up. The press studs that would have given a woman wearing such a garment much easier access to her crotch were kept permanently closed by stitching that was deliberately designed to frustrate, forcing Roy to have to fight for the right to do something that other men took for granted. Combined with a panty girdle whose lace trimmed legs covered the top half of his thighs, Kathy had made sure that there was no way her husband could pee without getting almost completely undressed, but even such an stern imposition might be regarded as lenient when she was perfectly capable of sewing him into such foundation wear fully as a punishment - a single stitch at the top of the corselette keeping him trapped in it all day if he wasn't to face his wife's wrath when he came home. 

That Kathy had allowed Roy to dress himself that morning without bringing out the needle and thread meant that she only wished to stress her hold over her husband, her choice of intimate attire for him ensuring that he would never forget the woman who was the head of their household as he went about his work. Even when Roy wasn't desperately struggling to divest himself of the devilish shapewear, he couldn't help but remain constantly aware of its tight embrace, the unyielding fabric of the fearsome foundation garments hugging him so firmly that it felt as if Kathy had her arms forever wrapped around him. Merely bending his body required Roy to fight against the stiff material that surrounded him from shoulders to thighs, but sitting still was no easier, the clinging elastic clamouring for attention as it clutched him close. All that was before the feminized man attempted to walk, doing so bringing about a barrage of sensations as the myriad suspender straps tugged at the top of his stockings, Roy's trousers rubbing with every step against the nylon underneath. Even the simple act of breathing had been made more laboured by the two layers of stifling shapewear stretched over the feminized man's stomach, the high waisted panty girdle still effortlessly holding Roy's

tummy flat even in the absence of the corselette that had turned inside out as he'd tugged it off. 

Now Roy was pulling down the zip that ran down the side of the panty girdle, his urgency tempered by the fear that the fiddly fastener would catch, as had occurred on occasions in the past, or worse, jam so severely as to require his wife's assistance to resolve. He found himself glad when he was finally able to start undoing the row of hooks that sat beneath, working his fingers underneath the girdle's now looser lace waistband in order to begin peeling its clinging black fabric off his sweltering skin. Having been covered with more in the way of women's underwear than any of his female colleagues would ever wear, not to mention the extra men's clothing required to keep such an array of intimate attire hidden, Roy's abdomen was wet with sweat, but the gusset of his girdle had become moist with more than just perspiration. As the feminized man finally uncovered his crotch, the culprit became clear - a stringy strand of fluid stretching from Roy's shrivelled up dick to the soft fabric that had so snugly surrounded it, becoming thinner but resolutely refusing to break as he unrolled the panty girdle down his legs still further. Although the pressure to pee meant that Roy wasn't aroused now, there was no doubt that he had at some stage been turned on by what his wife had made him wear to work, the evidence of his earlier excitement showing in the sodden inner lining of his shapewear. 

Sliding over the slippery surface of what looked like a shrunken little snail, Roy's fingers frantically sought to find the end of his penis, separating the diminutive organ from the balls it had curled up beneath not a moment too soon. Feeling the pressure in his bladder building to bursting point, he struggled to retract his foreskin far enough to avoid spraying urine everywhere, Roy's flesh sticking to itself with its own slime as he desperately sought to stave off his dire need for relief for a few seconds longer. At last the feminized man revealed his pee hole, no sooner having pointed it at the toilet bowl than a rushing stream was released from it. Had Roy been at home, his wife would surely have scolded him for not sitting like a lady, but there was no time for such niceties now, the roaring torrent a

testament to how long he'd held in the contents of his bladder as they finally gushed forth only inches away from the bundled up black fabric that had proved such a hindrance. 

Even now, Roy's panty girdle pressed his legs awkwardly together, but the man letting out a sigh of satisfaction didn't care for such minor inconveniences as he savoured the sense of relief brought about by the flow of urine. The earlier frustration he had felt was now paying dividends as he delighted in being able to pee at long last, the simple act of answering the call of nature transformed into an ecstatic experience thanks to the trouble he had had to go to in order to get there. Now that the initial pressure had eased slightly, the feminized man allowed himself the pleasure of playing with his penis in the most innocent of ways, the slightest waggle of the limp little organ sending the powerful jet that shot forth from it dancing around the toilet bowl. Revelling in how the sound changed depending on whether the stream was rushing into water or simply splashing against porcelain, Roy found himself feeling slightly sad when it finally slowed, the once mighty river becoming a mere trickle before petering out in a series of drips. Shaking his dick to send the last of them down into the bowl below, Roy reluctantly reached for paper with which to dry himself off with, knowing he was still far from being able to leave the toilet stall. 

Before he could even think about rejoining his colleagues, the man with a mass of black foundation wear bundled up around his thighs would have to feminize himself afresh, voluntarily surrendering his body once more to the clinging embrace of the panty girdle and corselette before putting on the rest of his clothes. Even without his wife's expectation that he should stay appropriately attired throughout the day, it would be impossible to do otherwise, the size of the imposing shapewear such that it simply couldn't be stuffed into a suit pocket. Short of walking out of the toilet stall with the incriminating intimate attire in his hands for all to see, there was no way that Roy would be leaving the cramped cubicle without first fully donning the stiff garments he was currently only half wearing, the thought of having to do so already starting to stir his flaccid flesh as

he looked down at the deceptively pretty black lace. Nor did he have time to delay, already having spent longer than he would have liked away from his desk. Whether he wanted to or not, Roy had no choice but to dress himself just as he had done that morning, now knowing exactly what he was condemning himself to as he turned his attention to the panty girdle once more. 

Getting back into the impossibly tight garment proved even more difficult than getting out of it had, with Roy struggling to shift the steadfast fabric more than slightly as he tugged at it with his sweaty fingers. Determined to stay rolled down around his thighs, the panty girdle stubbornly refused to reclaim Roy's crotch, forcing the feminized man to press his legs even more awkwardly together in his efforts to emasculate himself. Only after a long struggle did he finally manage to do so, Roy having to fight the fierce elastic to fasten the first of the hooks that ran up its side. Soon he was zipping himself even tighter into the torso gripping garment, noting how the floral lace waistband of the panty girdle rested almost exactly on top of the ring of red that remained imprinted upon his skin from his last encounter with it, high above his navel. Similar bands of black lace ran around each of his legs, with everything in between embraced once again by a sleek second skin that effortlessly smothered all but the slightest hint of Roy's growing stiffness beneath. As it pressed his nascent erection awkwardly against his body, the panty girdle seemed to be chiding its wearer for his arousal, reminding Roy in no uncertain terms that he didn't have time to be turned on when he was meant to be getting dressed. 

Roy's corselette had all but inverted itself while he'd been attending to the call of nature, such that the stern black fabric was now supported by little more than its six suspenders as it dangled down the feminized man's legs. In turn, that left the bra straps that should have been stretched across his shoulders brushing against his bundled up trousers, Roy's stocking clad legs shrouded by an unlikely skirt that would need to be turned inside out before his appearance could resume any semblance of a man. After spending a moment or two making sense of the situation, Roy decided it would

be safer to unfasten all of the chunky suspender clasps before starting to squeeze himself into his shapewear once more, swiftly setting about doing just that. Fumbling with the fiddly fasteners, he had to take care not to confuse the six longer lengths of elastic with the shorter straps stretching down from the lacy leg openings of his panty girdle, the latter still holding his stockings in place even as he finally freed the heavy hosiery from the clutch of his corselette. All the while, Roy was conscious of the comings and goings around him, desperate to avoid making the slightest of sounds that might tip off a sharp-eared passerby to exactly what he was doing inside the stall. 

Moving as silently as he could manage, the feminized man reached down for the broad bands of black elastic that were the corselette's bra straps, taking hold of them along with a handful of the foundation garment's stiff fabric before beginning to pull everything up towards where it belonged. Although he made swift progress to begin with, Roy soon found his efforts slowing to a crawl, such that by the time the corselette had begun to bundle up around his upper legs, he was having to coax it up centimetre by centimetre, just like he had first thing that morning. Things grew a little easier once his crotch was embraced by a second layer of clinging black fabric, but even as Roy struggled to stretch the straps of the corselette over his shoulders, he knew that yet another difficulty still awaited him. His wife wouldn't settle for him wearing such a garment anything other than properly fastened, with Kathy insisting that each and every one of the little hooks that currently brushed against his back must meet the corresponding eye - a task that required him to fumble blindly behind him as he painstakingly worked his way up his spine, making sure none of them were mismatched as he pulled the stiff black fabric together ever tighter. 

Adding to the pressure he was under, the feminized man could hear an all too familiar voice coming from outside the stall, the sound of his manager's deep, reverberating tones causing him to freeze with fear. With his heart pounding so loudly in his corselette covered chest that he was sure it was calling out his shame to all around, 

Roy didn't dare breathe, remaining motionless even after he'd managed to make out the other half of the conversation taking place only a few feet away from him. Although his boss was only talking to a colleague, Roy felt far from comfortable continuing to dress in the cramped cubicle, standing as still as a statue as he waited for the unwelcome voice to finally disappear out of earshot. Before it did, however, he had to suffer an interminable series of other sounds -

water running, both in the urinals and the washbasins, then the roar of the hand driers before still more conversation on the threshold of the toilets. Only once the bathroom door thudded closed at last was Roy able to continue, his hands shaking as he sought to finish off fastening the corselette, in doing so strengthening the foundation garment's inexorable hold on his body until he was once more fully gripped in its grasp. 

After that, however, getting dressed was relatively plain sailing. With the tops of his stockings still held up high around his thighs by the stubby straps stretching down from his panty girdle, Roy didn't have to worry about whether the heavy hosiery might have slipped as he set about securing it still further. Swiftly working his way around his legs, he tugged each of the corselette's suspenders down in turn, barely aware of the additional force he was exerting on the foundation garment's hem thanks to how tightly the stiff black fabric clung to his body. Feeding each of the chunky metal clasps a mouthful of nylon, Roy didn't stop until he'd fastened all six, flexing his legs for a moment to make sure they were all secure before turning to more manly attire. There was no time to waste when he knew his boss was on the prowl, with the suggestion that he'd merely been to the toilet sure to raise the eyebrows of a man who'd been and gone in a quarter of the time it was taking Roy to do so. 

No, he needed to be back at his desk before his manager noticed he was missing, and to do that, Roy needed to be wearing more than just women's underwear - a lot more, if his extensive array of embarrassing intimate attire was not to be noticed. 

First his T-shirt, then his shirt and tie. Roy made swift work of donning such simple garments, finding himself glad to now have

nothing more complicated than a few buttons to contend with as he covered up his corselette. Soon he was pulling up his trousers, taking a moment to make sure that the tails of his shirt were tucked in before turning his attention to his jacket. Only after he had slipped his arms through its sleeves did he pause once more, surveying himself as best he could in the narrow stall as he sought to ensure there was nothing he had overlooked. The slightest crack in his disguise could spell doom, with the nagging doubts that normally lurked at the back of his mind now rearing their ugly heads as he struggled to summon the courage to step outside the cubicle. 

Belatedly, Roy realised that he had yet to flush the toilet, it now seeming like forever since he'd emptied the contents of his bladder into the bowl. His nerves were bringing back the need to pee once more, but it was too late for that now - not unless he wanted to spend another age undressing again. Before the uncomfortable feeling had chance to get any worse, Roy pulled the chain in an attempt to flush it away, turning to unlatch the toilet door before stepping out into the bright lights of the bathroom beyond. 

♡ ♡ ♡

“When did you take this off?”, Kathy asked sternly. His wife's question showed she was in no doubt that Roy had undressed during the day, although quite how she knew that remained a mystery to the man now standing in front of her naked save for his shapewear. He had barely stepped through the door before she was insisting on inspecting his intimate attire, the clothing that had covered it throughout the course of the day now neatly folded on a nearby chair. “After lunch”, Roy admittedly sheepishly. “I needed to pee”. “Oh, did you now?”, Kathy said sceptically, running her hand down the line of little fasteners that had kept her husband in the hold of the corselette in the hours since he had left the cubicle. “Were you really that desperate?”. Roy nodded bashfully, feeling his face flush slightly as his wife probed this most private of matters. “Well, it's a good job I didn't sew you in this time”, she laughed, her fingers now sliding under the broad black straps that sat on her husband's shoulders, causing the twin lengths of taut elastic to dig even deeper

into his skin as she pulled herself closer to him with them. “Imagine having had no choice but to have to hold it in”, Kathy teased, whispering seductively in Roy's ear as she stressed her control over him. “Maybe you'd have ended up wetting yourself”. 

Her suggestion was met with an anxious moan from the man who couldn't help imagining such indignity, but his wife wasn't finished tormenting him yet. “Of course, if you made a mess, I would have to punish you”, she declared sternly, suddenly releasing the straps she had been stretching so as to cause them to snap back against Roy's skin. “Perhaps I should send you to work tomorrow in your sexy rubber shapewear just in case”, she proposed, summoning memories of the heavy black latex that lurked at the bottom of her husband's lingerie drawer, the impossibly sweaty corselette intended as feisty fetish wear but having proved supremely effective at putting Roy in his place in the past. Horribly hot and humid even without having to be hidden under other clothing, merely the thought of spending the day stewing in its suffocating embrace was enough to make him shudder, but Kathy continued painting a picture of such a punishing predicament with relish. “I seem to remember you having some rubber panties somewhere too”, she purred, her hands sliding down the sleek black fabric that stretched across her husband's buttocks as though imagining the silky material was even slipperier. 

“I bet you'd soon make those moist”, Kathy laughed, suddenly slapping Roy's behind as she changed the subject. “Now, why don't you run along and make yourself pretty for dinner, darling?”. 

Conscious of an uncomfortable stiffness growing in his panty girdle, Roy didn't need to be asked twice, pausing only to pick up the pile of clothes from the chair before heading out of the room. No matter how tightly he clutched it to his chest, Roy's discarded workwear did nothing to disguise his intimate attire now, the feminized man feeling his wife's gaze flitting across his foundation garments as she drank in the sight of his body shaped by the stiff black fabric. Was Kathy staring at his buttocks, pert and peachy beneath two tight layers of controlling clothing, or else studying what little could be seen of Roy's thighs, his bare flesh seemingly trapped behind twelve

impenetrable bars of black elastic and all their accompanying metalwork? Either way, there was no doubt as to her delight at seeing him so dressed, with Kathy holding her husband in her power as effortlessly as his corselette held him in its clutches as Roy padded across the carpet in his stockinged feet, his shoes in his hands along with the rest of the men's clothing that now wouldn't be needed until the following day. 

Compared to the cramped cubicle he'd undressed in earlier, the bedroom in which he now began to strip seemed boundless, offering Roy not only the space he needed to divest himself of his intimate attire but the security too. Swiftly depositing the pile of clothes he was holding down on another chair, Roy didn't waste a moment in slipping off the straps of his corselette, savouring for a few seconds the sensation of being able to stretch his shoulders unimpeded by the pull of elastic before starting to unfasten his foundation wear further. One by one, he released the line of little hooks that had held him prisoner in the corselette's tight embrace, all the while looking forward to being finally free from its grasp. Once he'd reached the bottom of his spine, Roy turned his attention to the chunky suspender clasps that still stretched steadfastly from the bottom of the figure-hugging foundation garment, releasing each one in turn before at last working the sturdy fabric slowly but surely off his torso. 

It was with a sigh of relief that he finally stepped out of the severe shapewear, Roy putting the mass of black material carefully down on top of his other clothes in the knowledge that, depending on the whim of his wife, he might well be wearing it again the following day. 

Even now, however, the feminized man was far from naked. The long legged panty girdle that still gripped Roy's groin was more than strong enough to stifle his smouldering erection as he began to detach the remaining suspenders from his stockings, the opaque nylon finally starting to slip down his thighs now that it was no longer supported. Against his hairless flesh, the bedroom air felt chilly in comparison to the sweltering heat of such heavy hosiery, the first of Roy's nylons already down around his knee by the time he finished freeing the second stocking. Taking the utmost care, he bent down to

bundle it up the rest of the way, feeling an array of metal and rubber clasps bounce against his bare thigh as he balanced awkwardly on one leg to slip his toes out of the sweaty nylon. Soon he had done the same on the other side, unfurling both of the little black bundles out into leg sized lengths again, then depositing them on top of the rest of his workwear before turning at last to his panty girdle. 

After unzipping and unhooking for the second time that day, Roy slowly shuffled the stiff fabric of his final foundation garment off his skin, the feminized man forced to fight with fierce elastic yet again. 

With more room for manoeuvre than he had had in the toilet at work, he found himself wiggling his buttocks from side to side as he sought to free himself from the clinging darkness that stretched so severely across his cheeks, conscious that he must look quite a sight as he battled against the unyielding black fabric. Even when he eventually revealed the swollen organ that had been forced to spend the day pressed far from comfortably against his crotch, the panty girdle that had been his penis's prison refused to give up the fight, its long, narrow legs having to be tugged down his thighs despite turning themselves inside out in the process. Roy was only too glad when they finally fell away, but he still found himself having to pay one last act of respect to the panty girdle, straightening the stiff garment out once again prior to adding it too to the pile of his office attire. 

There was then the usual routine to be attended to in the bathroom, with the familiar masculine chore of removing the stubble from his face accompanied by armpits that also needed to have a razor run under them, not to mention Roy's legs and chest. Lathering his body up with the same sweet scented shaving foam that his wife used, Roy knew that his skin needed to be as smooth as hers by the time he had finished, the slightest hint of unwanted hair sure to detract from the feminine figure she desired of him. Standing in front of the bathroom mirror as he systematically shaved himself from head to toe, he couldn't help but be aware of how his wife's wishes had already left their mark upon his body, the intimate attire she had insisted he wear to work having imprinted itself indelibly into his skin. 

The outline of both corselette and panty girdle could clearly be made

out in the form of angry red marks pressed into his flesh, fading only slowly as Roy showered and dried. Even as he did so, his thoughts were caught up in foundation wear, the feminized man mentally rummaging through his second wardrobe as he wondered what he should wear in the way of womenswear to please his wife that night. 

There was no question of him putting on the same shapewear he had worn to work, not that Roy would have wanted to after spending so many hours stuck in its severe embrace, but equally, Kathy would expect him to be appropriately dressed from the skin up, insisting that her husband's outfit had foundations that were as firm as they were feminine. Although whatever he wore in the way of intimate attire would be covered by his outer clothing, it would nevertheless affect its choice, with Roy long since having learnt that wearing black lingerie beneath a light coloured dress was as much a no-no around the house as it was at work. Similarly, Kathy was a stickler for her husband's stockings complementing not only his clothing but whatever supported them as well, leaving the feminized man with a difficult juggling act as he sought to balance outerwear, underwear and accessories just like a woman would. It was all so much easier when his wife simply decided what he was going to wear for him, Roy sighed to himself, even if being subject to her flights of fancy sometimes saw him suffer like he had today. After all, Kathy's sense of female fashion was so much finer than a mere man like him could ever hope to emulate, but she'd made it clear to her husband that looking pretty for her was his problem tonight. Lingerie, hosiery, a dress, shoes, jewellery and make-up - it was all down to Roy this time. 

The thought of dressing up for dinner only served to strengthen Roy's arousal as he dried himself off, the soft towel that he was rubbing between his legs exacerbating his erection as his manhood enjoyed a brief respite from being squashed against his crotch. 

Knowing that he would need to get his cock under control before he stood any chance of being able to squeeze it into yet another panty girdle only added to the problem, with Roy despairing of how his dick was swelling all the more now that his attention had turned to it. 

Masturbation was out of the question for a man whose wife seemed to have sixth sense for her husband's secrets, with Kathy sure to know if he had even so much as thought of pleasuring himself without her - and punish him accordingly, something that Roy didn't dare risk, not when his wife had already joked about sending him to work in his heaviest of corselettes. The last thing he wanted was for Kathy to more seriously suggest spending a day in suffocating black latex, however much his dick might think differently about being a prisoner in rubber. No, the only thing that Roy could do was to try his best to ignore the bulge between his legs, desperately hoping his arousal would subside of its own accord. If only he were already wearing something that would keep his cock under control! 

There was certainly no shortage of such garments as Roy stood in front of his lingerie drawer a few minutes later, surveying the array of satin and lace that had become such a familiar part of his wardrobe. 

There were no men's briefs or boxer shorts here, only panties of varying degrees of severity, almost all of which featured stiff fabric intended to shape and support. Dismissing skimpy thongs as unseemly, Kathy insisted on her husband wearing fuller cut styles, the old-fashioned underwear that filled his dresser engendering a submissive femininity straight from the past. The stay at home housewife whose shoes Roy would soon be stepping into was a far cry from the busy businesswomen he worked alongside, the high waisted panty girdle he was even now picking out from the pile as dainty and demure as the dress that would in due course follow. 

Simply the sight of the snow white satin that Roy had decided upon was enough to see him surrender to such a role, the feminized man's fate sealed from the moment he slipped his feet through the lace trimmed leg openings in the stiff satin shapewear and began to work its silky material slowly but surely up his body. 

Pressing his still swollen penis back against his body as he set about pulling the pretty panty girdle up over his groin, Roy didn't stop until he'd brought its lacy waistband to rest high above his navel, doing up the little line of hooks that ran up its side before pulling its zip closed over them so as to seal himself inside. The familiar embrace of the

figure hugging foundation garment saw him fall still further under its feminine spell, with Roy feeling strangely secure once his sex was again smothered by shapewear. Sliding his hands over the sleek satin that held his cock completely in its clutches, Roy was conscious of the quiet yet powerful control exerted by the panty girdle, the embrace of elastic effortlessly shaping his cheeks as effectively as it did his crotch. He couldn't help but instinctively cup his newly firmed flesh in his hands for a moment, savouring a sensation that put him in mind of the countless occasions on which Kathy had done the same to him before swiftly moving on. It wouldn't do to keep his wife waiting this evening, not when she was expected him to present himself suitably dressed for dinner. 

Turning back to the dresser, Roy extracted still more in the way of snow white satin from a second drawer, holding up the open bottom corselette by its straps while he made sure that it matched what he was already wearing. With so much in the way of women's shapewear to his name, it was easy to get confused between similar garments, forcing the feminized man to check the pretty lace that ran along the cups of the corselette to make sure it was the same as that which adorned his waist and hips. Only then did he begin to undo the line of little hooks that had remained fastened even in the drawer to avoid snagging, Roy thankfully having a rather easier time of doing so than the previous two occasions, such that the corselette was soon ready to be stepped into. Bunching up the stiff fabric in his hands, he sought to pull it as far up his legs as possible, but despite pressing his thighs uncomfortably close together, he soon found himself having to tug the tight material up little by little. The corselette's six suspenders bounced merrily against his skin as the feminized man struggled to stretch the unyielding material up towards his waist, things only easing near the end thanks to how his body tapered in slightly past his thighs, the slippery satin of the panty girdle for once coming to his aid. 

Now, however, the corselette posed a new problem for its would-be wearer. Unlike the garment Roy had spent the day in, its open bottom style lacked a gusset, let alone one that was sewn up, such

that without anything attached to the six swinging suspenders to hold them down, there was nothing to stop the hem of the foundation garment from starting to roll up of its own accord. In due course, stockings would solve that, but Roy was still only halfway into the stiff shapewear, the feminized man resigning himself to the situation as he slipped yet another set of bra straps onto his shoulders, bringing the broad white elastic to rest on the faint red lines that still remained from the previous incumbent. Then, for the third time that day, he set about the painstaking process of doing up every one of the little hooks that would hold him in the corselette, Roy biting his lip with concentration as he closed each one in turn before moving onto the next, all the while envying women who were able to slip into their bras in a matter of seconds. No matter how much he might practice, it would always take him minutes to get into, or indeed, out of, his own intimate attire, Roy's foundation wear imposing discipline even upon the simple act of dressing thanks to its complicated contrivances. 

The bottom of the corselette had rolled up around his waist while Roy had been fastening it, forcing the feminized man to have to tug it down again as he sought out stockings. The outfit he had in mind called for nude nylons, with Roy swiftly plucking out just such a pair from his dresser. Following the same vintage theme as so much of what he wore for his wife, the sheer stockings were fully fashioned, featuring prominent seams that would have to be perfectly straight if they were to meet with Kathy's satisfaction. After making sure his fingers were smooth enough not to snag the delicate gossamer, Roy set about bundling up the first of the ethereal lengths of nylon in his hands, feeling the stiff fabric of his foundation wear fight against his flesh as he bent forward to stretch the stocking over his toes. Soon he'd left a reinforced heel and toe behind, paying scrupulous attention to the seam as he slowly unrolled the silky hosiery up the length of his leg. Even the slightest deviation of direction was enough for the feminize man to find himself backtracking, but his flesh only earned a brief reprieve from the otherwise inexorable advance of nylon, ultimately finding itself entirely covered by a clinging second skin. 

With the stocking's darker welt stretched high up his thigh, Roy turned his attention to the first of the three suspenders that would henceforth support it, holding the top of his hosiery in one hand while he used the other to secure the corselette's chunky clasp to the sheer nylon. Repeating the process twice more, the stocking soon stood no chance of slipping, the stern elastic of the suspender straps ensuring that its deeper coloured top would remain curved into steep arches for as long as it remained attached to his shapewear. Even this wasn't enough for Roy, however, the feminized man now double-checking that his rearmost suspender was as straight as the seam that it supported, the two needing to be perfectly aligned before he felt comfortable moving on to the second stocking. By the time he had finished, both of his legs were enveloped in silky smooth nylon, the subtle sheen the nude stockings imparted belying the exhilarating electricity that shot across his skin with the slightest movement. 

Even walking a few steps in such hosiery was to be reminded of the extent of its embrace, with Roy left in no doubt as to how far he'd already feminized himself as he headed towards the wardrobe, feeling the six suspender straps tug at the top of his stockings as he travelled the short distance. Extracting a pair of matching boxes from a shelf, he returned across the room, placing them both carefully down on the duvet before removing their lids to reveal pools of flesh coloured silicone sitting inside. Soon the plastic cups that the false breasts nestled in would be swapped for the silky satin that currently hung in loose folds from Roy's chest, the feminized man already scooping up one of the silicone forms and stretching open his corselette to receive it. By the time he had finished positioning the falsie, the lace trimmed satin that contained it curved as smoothly as the rest of his shapewear, the full cut of the foundation garment covering the seam between silicone and skin such that an observer might be forgiven for thinking that Roy had the bust of the woman were it not for the second form he was even now slipping in place. It wasn't long before that too was supported by the underwired cups of his corselette, the pair of nipples that pressed prominently through the sleek fabric calling out to be fondled as the feminized man took a

seat at the vanity table. Roy struggled to tear his eyes away from the breasts that seemed to stare back at him from the mirror, hypnotised by how his own heaving bosom was held up by white satin. 

Sitting on the little stool in nothing but his foundation wear, Roy found himself feeling like a pin-up girl, conscious of how the stiff fabric of his corselette came between his body and the painted wood beneath. Sitting forward slightly so as to keep his rear suspenders from catching on the edge of his seat, it looked like he was deliberately putting his bust on display as he reached for the first of the cosmetics that would transform his face, Roy's stifled erection stirring even as he began to smear a stick of foundation over the slight shadow that was now all that remained of his facial hair. Soon he was patting powder over his face with a puff before following it up by brushing on a little blusher to bring some colour back to his cheeks, keeping to the routine that his wife had taught him as he continued to make himself pretty for her. A hint of eyeshadow, a touch of mascara and a subtle shade of lipstick was all it took to complete the look, with Roy aiming for the kind of natural appearance that a woman might adopt around the house rather than anything too outlandish - after all, Kathy wanted him to look pretty, not provocative. 

The dress that Roy had in mind for dinner was certainly in keeping with that. Indeed, he could well believe that the garment that his wife had picked up for him at a charity shop had at one time been worn by the kind of woman who would have found herself feeling at home in similar shapewear to his, the chintzy cotton something he could easily imagine a stay at home housewife greeting her husband in on his return from work. The floral print fabric featured a cheerful pattern of pink and red blossoms, cut into a fitted bodice that gathered at the waist before flaring out into a full, flowing skirt that would come down well past Roy's knees once he had zipped itself into it. With a modestly high neckline, only the short stubby sleeves would expose all that much in the way of flesh, the pretty dress one that would be perfectly presentable at a social occasion, albeit seeming somewhat dated. As he slipped it off its hanger, Roy couldn't help being put in

mind of an older generation wearing such garments, finding himself transported back to a bygone age where a woman's place was to look pretty and please her man. Already wearing all the underwear from that era, and with his face feminized with cosmetics, Roy was about to emasculate himself still further, the tables having well and truly turned with time. 

After stepping into the skirt of the dress, Roy pulled its flowing fabric up his body with ease, the chintzy cotton sliding effortlessly over sleek nylon hosiery and smooth satin shapewear alike. Even as he slipped his arms into its sleeves, he could feel the bodice of the dress beginning to hug his bust, the pretty floral print pulling taut across the curve of his chest as he reached behind his back to zip himself up. That came as little surprise to a man who had stood patiently while his wife had pinned the dress in for subsequent sewing, Kathy having tailored it, like the others that hung in her husband's wardrobe, to fit his feminized figure perfectly. 

Nevertheless, Roy couldn't help but cup his bust for a moment as though assessing the size of the silicone that gave it shape, his hands following the floral fabric down and around his torso until they fell away, like the material, over his equally firm behind. Nor could he stop himself from giving the girly garment a twirl in front of the mirror, feeling the dress's full skirts swirl around his legs for a moment before finally falling still. While the seams that ran down the back of Roy's calves were the only visible sign that he was wearing sheer stockings beneath, the feminized man was left in no doubt as to the hosiery he had on, the air wafting around the clinging nylon only adding to the sublime sensation. 

Even the more sedate steps he took towards the vanity table were accompanied by a slight swishing of his skirts, Roy's pert posterior now cushioned by folds of fabric as he took a seat once more. Lifting the lid of the little wooden jewellery box that sat alongside the couple's assorted cosmetics, he carefully took out an inner tray containing delicate gold and silver chains, putting it gently down to one side before delving deeper to extract a necklace that was somewhat more substantial. Featuring three rows of lustrous white

spheres, the pearl choker would wrap as snugly around his neck as any collar, fastening with a little clasp that always seemed to close far more easily than it would open. After fumbling for a moment, Roy soon had his neck suitably adorned, already turning to the jewellery box once more as he sought out a pair of matching earrings from a different drawer, swiftly clipping them in place to put the finishing touch to his face. All that was left now was to find some suitably feminine footwear, and Roy was all set to finally present himself to his wife, having followed Kathy's instructions to the letter by making himself look pretty for her. 

♡ ♡ ♡

“You know, you really are the most perfect little housewife!”, Kathy laughed, leisurely leaning back in her seat at the dinner table to allow her husband to deposit a plate of steaming hot food down in front of her. The feminized man's choice of outfits had found similar favour with the woman who was now praising him for his proficiency in the kitchen, although Roy was only able to remove the pinafore that had protected his pretty dress after he finally put his own plate down. As he passed his wife with a view to hanging the flouncy apron up before at last sitting down himself, Kathy reached out her hand, her fingers brushing against her husband's behind with an undeniable affection. “Whatever would I do without you?”, she grinned, gesturing that Roy should come closer on his return journey. 

Bending forward to bring his face to the level of his beckoning wife, the feminized man found himself the recipient of a kiss on the cheek before Kathy sent him off again, her attention now turning to the plate in front of her. “This smells good!”, she purred, savouring the aroma of the casserole her husband had taken such trouble to prepare. “Mmm! And it tastes good too!”, Kathy declared, her effusive praise causing Roy to blush an even deeper shade of pink than the rouge that adorned his feminized face. 

Thanks to his foundation wear, even the modest portion Roy had served for himself soon left him feeling rather full, the way his stomach was held in by two layers of shapewear stopping him from

overindulging in a delicious dessert. Nor did Kathy seem inclined to have a second helping of apple pie herself, instead suggesting that her husband turned housewife return the remainder to the refrigerator for another day on his way to make the coffee. After doing just that, Roy rejoined his wife in the lounge, Kathy allowing him to sit and savour the fruits of his labours alongside her on the sofa until the couple's once steaming cups were cold and empty, then sending him on his way to wash up. With not only his apron on again as he stood in front of the sink, but a pair of rubber gloves too, Roy felt his cock stiffen at the thought of how his wife so effortlessly commanded him to attend to such chores, working his way through the pile of dirty dishes wondering whether she would want to have her way with him rather more intimately that evening. Kathy might simply be content with sitting together, enjoying the company of a man who would go to such lengths to please her that he would silently spend the day in the sternest of shapewear simply to see the smile it brought to her face. 

Roy had just finished wiping the work surfaces down and was slipping his hands out of the still dripping rubber gloves when he felt his wife come up behind him, Kathy resting her hands upon her husband's hips for a moment before pulling herself closer. Soon she was wrapping her arms around him, sensuously sliding her hands across the curve of his chest as she ground her groin into his shapely behind. Roy could feel her hot breath against his neck as his wife purred with pleasure, Kathy's lips nuzzling his ear in a manner that made her carnal intentions perfectly clear. “You'd better have finished here, honey, because you've got some marital duties to perform for me”, she whispered lewdly, giving her husband's silicone bust a salacious squeeze as she spoke. Beneath the tight embrace of corselette and panty girdle, Roy's manhood responded to how his wife was feeling him up as though it had been the recipient of her fondling, his sex swelling to the extent that the stiff shapewear surrounding it permitted as Kathy continued to caress him. 

Powerless to play anything other than a passive part in proceedings, Roy found himself pushed forward as his wife pressed him up

against the sink, Kathy humping her helpless husband with her hips to let him know exactly what she had in mind before finally relenting. 

“Let's have you upstairs, cutie pie”, she insisted, now taking Roy by the arm and leading him out of the kitchen. Still in his apron, it was all that Roy could do to leave his rubber gloves behind as he found himself dragged along after her, his wife not stopping as she headed upstairs. With his heels clattering along after hers, the feminized man was in danger of falling over as he followed his wife into their bedroom, a flourish of Kathy's arm as she came abruptly to a halt seeing him go flying towards the bed. Losing his balance at the last moment, Roy fell down onto the duvet, ending up sprawled across the sheets with his rear in the air as Kathy stepped closer. Soon she too was mounting the bed, albeit far more gracefully than her husband had, his wife kicking off her shoes as she brought her body down on top of his and continued her earlier humping. After slithering on top of him for what seemed like an age, Kathy sat up, still keeping Roy's legs pinned beneath hers as she began to untie his apron strings. “You won't need your pretty little pinny for this”, she declared lasciviously, now starting to unzip her husband's dress as well. 

Rolling Roy onto his back, Kathy pulled her husband's pinafore off over his head, discarding the flouncy apron behind her without a second thought for where it might come to rest before setting to work on the floral fabric of the dress beneath. Although carefully easing its bodice over the bumps of his bust, she was soon tugging at it rather more roughly, forcing Roy to have to arch his back slightly to allow the chintzy cotton to slip away underneath him. As the pink and red rose blossoms slid off to reveal his snow white shapewear, he could see his wife's eyes light up, the sight of his body smothered in such old fashioned foundation garments fuelling Kathy's excitement as she continued to strip him. Only when her husband was wearing nothing but his underwear, his legs naked save for the sheer nylons still effortlessly supported by his corselette, did Kathy begin to undress herself, making light work of divesting herself of her top to reveal that her breasts were supported by a rather more modern garment than that which restrained her husband's heaving bust. 

Soon her lacy black bra had been unhooked and tossed away, joining Roy's dress on the floor behind the bed with a speed that the feminized man could never have hoped to match even if he had been permitted to shed his own shapewear for sex. 

There was no question of Roy undressing further for the moment, however, with Kathy now filling her husband's face with her bosom, pressing her breasts down on him such that he struggled to breathe between her cleavage as she shuffled out of her skirt, kicking it off carelessly behind her along with whatever in the way of panties she might have worn underneath. Now completely naked, Kathy pinned her husband's hands to the bed as she slithered on top of Roy's sleek satin shapewear, sealing her lips against his before pressing her tongue into his mouth with undeniable passion. With the weight of his wife serving only to frustrate the stirring in his loins, Roy found himself unable to do anything other than allow Kathy to have her way with him, his stifled sex so close and yet so impossible far away from where it wanted to be as her body brushed against his bulge. It seemed like forever before Kathy finally let him up for air, his wife still holding his hands down against the duvet as she looked lovingly into his eyes. “You just lie there and let me take care of things, cutie pie”, she said with a grin, continuing to gently grind her groin against his as she spoke. It was all Roy could do to nod his agreement. 

Now Kathy was sitting up on top of her husband, revealing her feminine curves in all their glory to the man who remained motionless beneath her. Even Roy's hands didn't move from where his wife had held them, the feminized man knowing from having made love like this before that he was expected to stay perfectly still while the woman who now straddled him satisfied herself however she saw fit. Kathy was slowly rocking her body back and forth, her hands now coming forward to cup her husband's false breasts through his corselette as she sped up her rhythm slightly. Was she seeking to bring herself off by rubbing against the bulge between his legs, or simply stressing the power she held over his smothered sex, tormenting it with a tantalising touch that was muffled by two layers of taut elastic? Roy yearned for his wife to free his thwarted

manhood from the infernally frustrating foundation garments, his predicament made all the worse by the knowledge that he had chosen the clothing that now kept him chaste. Would anything else in his lingerie drawer have let his penis play a more active part in proceedings? Whether corselette, control panties or girdle, he knew the end result would be the same, such stern underwear enforcing his sexual submission as effectively as it imposed upon more mundane matters. 

Despite the dampened effect upon his dick, Kathy's continued jostling of Roy's crotch through his corselette and panty girdle was nevertheless enough to elicit a moan from him - one that his wife seemed to notice even above her own purrs of pleasure. Bringing her body down on top of Roy's once more, Kathy silenced her helpless husband with another kiss before slithering down his shapewear to place a second smooch upon what little of his chest remained uncovered by snow white satin. From there, it was only the slightest of detours for her to caress each of Roy's prominent false nipples with her lips, Kathy kissing the curving cups of his corselette with a tenderness that left the man trapped inside the old-fashioned underwear aching for more. His wife was soon forthcoming, her head travelling down her husband's body to show her affection for where his navel would have been were it not for what he wore on top, the inexorable progression towards Roy's imprisoned penis seeing it stiffen long before her lips grazed his groin. Held firmly in its place by his foundation wear, the swollen organ strained in vain to meet the mouth now lavishing its love upon it in a manner that meant that Roy couldn't help but moan once more. 

“Shh!”, Kathy scolded softly, now slinking even further down the bed so as to be able to kiss each of the chunky suspender clasps that stretched across her husband's thighs. Roy lay in silence, barely daring to trust his senses as he felt his wife's hands come up to where her lips had been, Kathy's fingers fussing with the fastenings that had securely held his stockings up for what seemed like forever. 

Only seconds before they had been taut, but now the lengths of elastic were loose once more, dangling dangerously down his legs

as his wife reached underneath to repeat the process once more. It wasn't long before all six suspender straps had been freed, the hem of Roy's corselette beginning to roll up of its own accord even before Kathy began to encourage it on its way, revealing the similar satin of the panty girdle that stretched up his body beneath. It too found itself the recipient of a series of kisses, the caress of his wife's lips now much closer as her mouth traced the outline of the bulge beneath. To free it from the clutches of his foundation wear completely would require still further work, and Kathy seemed content simply to toy with the trapped organ as she began to run her fingers over it. 

“There's nothing like a pair of proper panties to put a man in his place”, she purred from her position between her husband's legs. 

“Tell me why you chose these tonight, cutie pie”. 

“I wanted to look pretty for you”, Roy stammered, struggling to string his words together into a sentence as his wife continued to stroke him through his shapewear. “Is that why you're wearing that cute little corselette? The one that just happens to have slipped up?”, Kathy asked, her question eliciting a sheepish nod from the man she had wrapped around her fingers in more ways than one. “Well, you look absolutely ravishing in sexy satin”, she declared. “So ravishing, in fact, that I'm going to have to give you a good hard seeing to!”. 

Abruptly stopping her stroking, Kathy now forced her hands up inside the hem of her husband's corselette, her fingers fighting their way between the two layers of fierce elastic until they found where the hem of the innermost foundation garment finally ceded its hold on Roy's flesh. Struggling not to squirm as his wife's hands invaded his intimate attire, Roy lay helpless as Kathy pulled down the zip of his panty girdle, then went on to release the hooks that it had covered. It wasn't long before she was roughly tugging the tight shapewear off his torso, pulling the skin-tight satin down just far enough to reveal the swollen shaft that had for so long been smothered by it. 

Roy's erection seemed thoroughly incongruous as it poked out between the hem of his corselette and the top of the unorthodox skirt that his panty girdle had become, the latter turned inside out but still pressing his thighs together with the same tenacity as it had gripped

his torso. The sight of such a manly protrusion amidst so much in the way of women's underwear didn't seem to bother Kathy, however, as she swiftly mounted her husband once more. This time she slipped herself down on top of Roy's manhood, engulfing his turgid flesh in a firmness as tight as any foundation garment as she pinned him to the bed with her weight. Holding Roy helplessly down, Kathy savoured the sensation of having him deep inside her, the only part of her husband's body that wasn't feminised for his wife now becoming part of her as she began to bob up and down on his rock hard cock. Unable to do anything other than to follow Kathy's earlier instruction to lie back and let her take care of things, Roy found himself becoming little more than a fleshy dildo, one that was rewarded for its obedience with the most sensuous stimulation as his wife rode him to an orgasm so powerful that she collapsed on top of him after climax. Her spasming throes were enough to tip him over the edge himself, Roy shooting forth wave after wave of sperm as he finally unleashed the frustration that had been bottled up in not one but two panty girdles over the course of the day. 

After his wife had finished having her way with him, the feminized man was something of a sight, his stockings having slipped down his legs in the absence of suspenders to support them. Roy's corselette had ridden up as much as his panty girdle had slipped down, with the once snow white shapewear now stained with sperm and sweat. 

Kathy was swift to disapprove of his dishevelled state, no sooner having recovered her energy from her recent exertions than she was insisting that Roy sort himself out. By the time her husband was fixing his lipstick, he was back in the stiff satin that ensured he would always be hers, Roy's corselette covering his panty girdle as it held his stockings high. 

The Product Review

Letting out an exasperated sigh as she looked in the mirror one last time, Carmen reluctantly reached behind her back and began to unzip the dress she'd had such high hopes for. In the cold light of day, its fit was quite different to how it had seemed when she'd first tried it on in the cramped changing room, the garment now drawing attention to certain aspects of her body that were, if she were being brutally honest, better unemphasised. Had she really put on that much weight in the intervening couple of days? It was more likely that she had been hypnotised by the half price sale, overlooking the dress's now obvious faults in favour of its fancy fabric and fashionable label. Such a brand would ordinarily be well out of her price range even for special occasions, whereas the sophisticated scarlet satin was made all the more gorgeous thanks to its understated style. If only the otherwise perfect party dress was a little less figure-hugging where it really mattered, around her all too plump posterior! 

Carmen's husband had been no use, either - the simple question of whether the dress made her bum look big had been met with a thoroughly unhelpful answer, however flattering his comments might have been under other circumstances. “It looks amazing!”, Glen had enthused, his eyes practically popping out of their sockets at the sight of his wife wearing the slinky cocktail dress. His effusive praise had left Carmen with the sinking feeling that he was assessing her outfit against rather different criteria to the ones she had in mind, his salacious expression earning him a look of non-verbal disapproval before she'd retreated to the bedroom in a black mood. Her husband could hardly be expected to know about dresses, she harrumphed to herself, but he could at least offer an honest opinion instead of merely thinking with what was between his legs. He probably didn't even know what he'd done wrong, with Glen no doubt wondering what had got into her if he hadn't already returned his attention to the television. 

Still, it seemed a shame to have to take such a lovely dress back to the shop. Laid out on the bed as Carmen slipped into far more mundane trousers and top, the sleek satin shimmered seductively, calling to her just as much as it had when the scarlet garment had first caught her eye among the others on the sale rail. Quite apart from the hassle of having to return it, there would then be the much greater problem of trying to find a suitable replacement in the few days remaining before the dinner party the couple were due to attend. Discovering the dress had been a stroke of good fortune, taking a load off Carmen's mind thanks to her no longer needing to worry about looking her best, but now her earlier bind returned with a vengeance. Was there anything in her wardrobe that would work as well that she hadn't already worn recently? The last thing she wanted was for someone like Charlotte to belittle her with one of her cutting comments. “Such a lovely outfit, Carmen. Didn't you wear something similar last time I saw you?”, she would say, her bitchy intentions breaking through an otherwise innocent tone. 

Flicking through the contents of her closet only added to Carmen's frustration, with nothing coming close to the scrumptious scarlet satin that she so longed to wear. Could she go on some kind of drastic diet as so often seemed to feature in the pages of women's magazines? No, she had enough common sense to realise that that would simply be a recipe for disaster, but the resulting train of thought now took her back to an article she'd read in one of the supplements about shapewear that could work wonders. Carmen had dismissed the pictures of models squeezed into uncomfortable looking underwear without really bothering to read the details, but now she found herself returning to the idea with renewed interest, wondering whether such garments could really deliver the miracles promised of them. It certainly wouldn't hurt to have a look, she decided, not when there was still a chance that she could wear the dress after all. No matter how awkward, anything beat having to return it and start again! 

Soon Carmen was browsing an online store, scrolling through intimate attire that ranged from panties that looked little different to

ordinary underwear through to full-on foundation garments that embraced almost the entire body, covering the women modelling them in tight fabric from shoulders to knees. Indeed, there were so many options that she felt slightly overwhelmed, not knowing where to start when it came to choosing between a body shaper that boasted that one could wear one's own bra with it and a panty girdle that promised firm control of tummy and thighs - something that sounded rather too strict for comfort. What she wanted was a garment that would solve her particular problem whilst still remaining reasonably sexy, a requirement that ruled out some of the more unflattering shorts, whilst not running the risk of giving her a visible panty line. Bringing up more details on a couple of items that might fit the bill, Carmen soon found herself flicking from page to page as she followed the links that showed what other customers had looked at, stopping occasionally to read the reviews they had left in the hope of finding inspiration in them. 

To her surprise, even the most uncomfortable looking of offerings seemed to have their die-hard devotees, with anonymous authors extolling the benefits of garments that Carmen wouldn't have stopped to look at had she not found herself coming back to the same pages again and again. Corselettes and girdles had been concepts she had been almost entirely unfamiliar with before she had started her virtual shopping expedition, but it seemed like a surprising number of women swore by what she would otherwise have written off as old-fashioned foundation wear, judging by the comments they left online - not just those old enough to grandmothers, but younger girls too if the details alongside the reviews were to be believed. “Hello girdle, goodbye bulging bum”, one wrote as though speaking to Carmen directly. “It fits and it works!”. Another seemed to address exactly the same concerns that she had. “Never having worn a corselette before, I was worried that it would be uncomfortable, but it was perfect under my party dress. It holds me in all the right places and gives me a shape to die for. Well worth the money!”. “Gives me all the support and confidence I need”, commented a third. “I'll never worry about my stockings slipping

again - far better than a flimsy suspender belt, and surprisingly comfortable to boot”. 

Until then, Carmen hadn't fully appreciated the presence of suspender straps on some of the garments, too concerned with how they might shape her body than to worry about what hosiery she might wear with them. Now that her attention had been drawn to the fact, however, she found herself considering the possibility of wearing something other than pantyhose - a thought that made her smile as she imagined the effect such legwear would inevitably have on her husband, with Glen sure to respond positively to sexy sheer stockings, especially the lace topped variety that the models wore. 

More practically, however, she would need to make sure that such suspenders wouldn't show as obvious lumps and bumps beneath the snug scarlet satin, something which would be impossible to tell without wearing both garments together. The corselette she'd picked out seemed more promising in that regard, having detachable suspenders along with shoulder straps that could be removed too, whereas the girdle, which until then Carmen had been favouring on the grounds of it being less imposing, appeared to have fixed fasteners. Was there anything in any of the reviews that would help answer this question more definitively? It was surely a problem that other women would have faced, such that someone must have commented on it somewhere. 

Having earlier only read the first page of reviews for each product, Carmen now delved more deeply, systematically working her way through the various comments that had been left. Alas, surprisingly few said anything about the straps, and those that did didn't address her question. “An excellent control girdle that really does the business. The six straps give great support”, wrote one woman, saying absolutely nothing about whether those straps ever showed through her skirt although surprising Carmen with their number, who until then had assumed there would only be four. “Comfortable enough to wear all day!”, enthused another. “I never have to adjust the straps, which remain firmly in place - just like my stockings do!”. 

Carmen was about to write the girdle off as being no good, having

found nothing to definitively answer her question one way or the other despite now being seven pages into the reviews, when the final comment on the page caught her attention - and then made her jaw drop as she did a double take that saw her start to read the paragraph of text again. 

“Perfect for my husband”, ran the title. “This gorgeous girdle is just the thing for imposing a little “firm control” on my man. It's great for keeping his bum and tum in check, helping him lose weight as well as making sure he doesn't get up to any other mischief. You'd never know he was wearing it under his trousers, which now fit him so much better, and it's comfortable enough for him to wear for a whole day at the office. Like other reviewers have said, the six suspender straps are more than enough to make sure his stockings stay right where they should be, with no need for constant adjustment. The sexy retro style is a real hit around the house too, working just as well under a posh frock as a suit and tie. Highly recommended -

every husband should have one!”. 

Carmen's earlier smile at how her husband might react to seeing her in stockings supported by a girdle now broadened as she pictured Glen being the one to wear such intimate attire, protesting plaintively as he was reluctantly persuaded to pose for her in nothing but the feminine garment. She could tease him something shocking, making up for all the times he'd made suggestive comments about her own clothing, but things wouldn't have to stop there. Hadn't she been nagging her husband about losing weight for longer than she cared to remember? If the mysterious author was to be believed, putting Glen in a girdle might be just the thing he needed to help him finally shed his protruding paunch, whereas the immediate effect of containing his stomach would be sure to improve his appearance under a dinner jacket - something that wouldn't go amiss at the party in a couple of days time. With a smirk, Carmen bookmarked the page for future reference, her smile fading slightly as she wondered whether the online store would really be able to ship an order at such short notice - a factor that was critical when it came to buying a corselette for herself, if not a girdle for her husband, her thoughts

returning to the problem at hand as she remembered why she was looking at such garments in the first place. 

Without detachable suspender straps, the girdle would be no good for her, but Carmen was beginning to warm to the corselette. While it wasn't the prettiest of undergarments, the plain nylon panels adorned with only a little lace down the centre, there was nevertheless something quintessentially feminine about the sleek, shiny material, cut as it was in a womanly silhouette that put Carmen in mind of a daringly short dress. Although the traditional white did little for her, the black was a different matter entirely - indeed, there was a hint of a femme fatale about the model pictured wearing the smouldering shapewear, her smoky black stockings needing only the addition of a pair of patent leather stiletto heels to command absolute respect as she posed provocatively in the figure-hugging fabric. “Crafted to flatter, this corselette is sure to boost your confidence”, the strapline declared, before going on to boast of how its firm control was guaranteed to help shape all aspects of the wearer's figure. 

Carmen had all but decided on purchasing the more imposing item of foundation wear for herself now, and after checking that the store had her size in stock, she hurriedly pulled up a page of delivery details to see whether there was any chance of it being shipped in time. Next day delivery was indeed available, albeit at a rather hefty surcharge, but a special offer added such shipping for free to all orders over a certain value - something that, sadly, the corselette alone failed to exceed. Looking at the figures, however, Carmen realised that adding a girdle would just tip the balance, reducing the cost of the second garment significantly. The small amount extra now involved was barely worth worrying about, and so, on a whim, Carmen returned to the page she'd earlier bookmarked, adding a suitably husband-sized girdle to her shopping basket before throwing in his and hers stockings for good measure. If it didn't work out, then she had hardly lost much - indeed, she was more worried about how well her corselette might fit as her finger made the simple click that

placed the order. Would she really be able to wear the scrumptious satin after all? 

♡ ♡ ♡

Glen was none the wiser about his wife's order, nor did he seem all that interested in the package that arrived as promised two days later. Instead, he left it to Carmen to take the unprepossessing padded envelope away, with his wife heading upstairs with it after dinner while he remained snoozing in front of the television. The folded up fabric Carmen found inside was a far cry from the filled out feminine form that had enticed her into purchasing earlier in the week, with both the corselette and the girdle flattened inside protective plastic wrappers that did nothing to enhance their contents. Only the pictures on the packets of stockings promised anything, the glossy cardboard envelopes featuring models showing off their shapely legs clad in sheer nylons, their hosiery suspended by straps that disappeared beneath descriptive text before displaying anything more about what kind of garment might be supporting them. 

Feeling slightly disappointed, Carmen set about unwrapping the corselette, unfolding the mass of inky black material before trying to make sense of it. Soon she had the unfamiliar foundation wear figured out, although not before wondering where its various straps had got to, finding them all rolled up in a little plastic bag attached to the laundry label hiding inside the garment's hem. The attentions of a pair of nail scissors soon dealt with that, allowing Carmen to attach the various lengths of black elastic in place before laying the corselette out on the bed and considering it with curiosity. It really was just like a daringly short dress, she thought as she slipped out of the clothes she was wearing, albeit a scandalously skin-tight one that incorporated bra cups and suspender straps in a sensuously burlesque fashion. Even if it didn't make any difference to her party dress, she could see herself having a little fun with her husband whilst wearing it, knowing Glen well enough to understand how he would react to such raunchy intimate attire were she to seduce him in it. 

First, however, there was the small problem of how to squeeze herself into the corselette. That seemed easier said than done, considering how the stiff fabric fought her efforts to stretch it, leaving Carmen wondering for a moment whether she'd really been sent the right size. The laundry label claimed that was the case, but she remained unconvinced as she held the corselette up by its straps against her body. Still, there was only one way to find out, and so, after unfastening the seemingly endless series of clasps that ran down the back of the fearsome foundation garment, Carmen stepped into the mass of black material, soon finding she had to bundle it up if she was to stand any chance of pulling it past her thighs. The unyielding elastic was incredible tight, such that even pressing her legs together failed to earn her that much extra leeway against its stern stiffness, but slowly she managed to make progress. Gradually inching the inexorable grip of the imposing garment up over her hips, Carmen didn't stop until her lower half was entirely encased in the grasp of elastic, the firm fabric seeking to mould her body to its model as it hugged her tight. 

Had she opted for a girdle, she would now be home free, but Carmen knew she still had the other half of her corselette to attend to. That seemed to be relatively plain sailing as she slipped her arms through its straps, until she realised that she still had to fasten the long line of hooks that hung open down the length of her spine. With her breasts already cupped by clinging fabric that even now served to lift and shape them, Carmen slipped her hands behind her back as she sought the first of the fasteners, bringing the tiny hook and eye together at the base of her spine before seeking out the second pair. Individually, each should have been no worse than fastening a bra, but in aggregate, the fasteners flummoxed her thanks to being far less flexible, such that for a moment Carmen considered asking her husband for assistance with the rest. Dismissing the idea soon afterwards as she imagined how Glen would make fun of her, a helpless heroine halfway out of her undergarments, Carmen wondered wickedly whether she shouldn't have bought her husband the corselette instead if it was going to be so difficult to get into, and more importantly, out of. 

Nevertheless, she slowly but surely worked her way up the series of clasps, and, save for an occasion where some of the hooks and eyes became mismatched and had to be undone and done up again, everything seemed to be coming together. Carmen could certainly feel the jet black fabric hugging her figure as she surrendered more and more of her body to the corselette's firm embrace, its control over her lower half already clearly noticeable where it clung to her hips and thighs but gradually gaining ground further up her torso as well. Save for the six suspender straps which bobbed around as though they had a life of their own, the strict elastic stayed in place as securely as the flesh it contained, with Carmen's stomach succumbing to its flattening effect just as much as her firmed up buttocks beneath the sleek blackness that now covered her from her breasts down. 

Wondering whether she would ever be able to escape the corselette's clutches as she fastened the last of the clasps behind her back, Carmen slid her hands along the smooth fabric that now surrounded her, craning her head over her shoulder so as to inspect her behind. There was no denying how the corselette had worked wonders for her feminine curves, pushing her bust up even as it pulled her bum in. The effort she had put into persuading her body into the tight black fabric was certainly beginning to pay off, but the real test would be what effect it had on her new dress. Carmen was all set to start on the scarlet satin, having gone so far as to slip the luscious material off its hanger, when a gentle bouncing against her thighs reminded her she still had loose suspender straps - six of them, their chunky clasps closed around nothing but air, calling out for hosiery to hold up. If she was going to wear stockings as well, now would be the time to do so, and since she needed to know how badly any bumps might show through what she wore on top before the day of the dinner party, Carmen found herself reluctantly putting her dress back down on the bed in favour of picking up one of the packets that she had hitherto ignored - then swapping it for the other when she realised the larger nude nylons were the ones she'd bought with Glen in mind, despite the wrapper clearly showing a woman wearing smoky black. 

It wasn't long, however, before Carmen had liberated her own stockings from their packet, discarding the cardboard that had contained them before carefully bunching up the first of the lengths of sheer nylon in her fingers. Soon all that was to be seen of the bundled up gossamer was the band of lacy filigree that adorned its top, but that situation wasn't to last long. Sitting down on the bed beside her dress, Carmen lifted up her leg in order to slip her toes inside the stocking before slowly stretching it out as she rolled the sheer nylon up towards her thighs, smiling to herself as she realised how sensuous a show she was putting on. Wearing nothing but a foundation garment that wrapped her body in sleek black fabric, she could imagine how her husband's tongue would hang out were he there to watch her attach the first of the suspender clasps that would keep her stocking firmly in place, her fingers caressing her thighs as they slipped under the floral lace and fastened it to the inky elastic. 

Soon she had repeated the process on her other leg, standing so as to be able to attach the remaining suspender straps - one on each side and two behind. Working her way around her body, Carmen didn't stop until all six were firmly fastened, soon realising that there was no chance of her stockings slipping in the slightest, the sheer nylon pulled taut as it curved across the top of her thighs. Flexing her legs to get a feel for the unfamiliar attire, Carmen had the strangest feeling of being supported almost from head to toe, surrounded in clinging fabric of one form or another that provided the perfect foundation for whatever she might choose to wear on top. Feeling exquisitely feminine, Carmen was confident that her new dress was now sure to fit her even before she made a start on slipping into the mass of scarlet satin, the fluid, figure-hugging fabric seeming to slide effortlessly over her sleek second skin as she pulled it up over the corselette prior to reaching behind her back to zip herself in. 

Beneath the bright red satin, there was now no hint of the foundation wear that had served to shape Carmen's body, only the firmness that her intimate attire imposed. To someone not knowing her secret, it would be easy to assume that she had simply been born with the tight, womanly curves that the slinky dress served to showcase, its

shiny satin covering the corselette completely. Turning slowly around in front of the mirror, Carmen cautiously inspected her appearance, paying particular attention to her posterior, but it was hard to find anything amiss - indeed, it was difficult to imagine how it might be improved. Were it not for the constant sense of compression caused by the eternal embrace of the corselette, Carmen could see herself wearing such foundation wear all the time - as it was, any discomfort was a small price to pay for the delight of finally being able to wear her new dress without worrying about how she looked in it. 

She could certainly feel the elastic fighting her flesh as she lent into her wardrobe to see which shoes might go with her outfit, with merely breathing enough to make her conscious of the corselette's hold on her as its fabric sought to flatten her abdomen. The six straps of Carmen's suspenders tugged at the top of her stockings as she bent her legs, their pull matched by the tightness that wrapped around her rear, but she didn't care as she slipped her feet into a pair of patent leather heels, feeling like a million dollars thanks to her foundation wear. Soon her sense of supreme femininity was enhanced even further thanks to the stilettos, the simple black shoes providing the finishing touch to a very special outfit, their polished leather catching the light just like the scarlet satin. A delicate golden necklace and a matching clutch bag would complete things, but such details could wait along with her make-up until the day itself - for now, it was the dress that mattered, a dress that Carmen was dying to show off to her husband, twirling with delight in front of the mirror. 

“Wow! You look amazing!”, Glen enthused, sitting up in his chair at the sight of Carmen entering the room. His initial look of astonishment slowly faded into a confused frown. “Have you done something different with the dress?”, he asked curiously, unable to tear his eyes away from his wife's shapely figure as he continued to look her body up and down. “That's my little secret”, Carmen said with a mysterious smile, taking her husband by the hand before pulling him to his feet. “Come on, let's see whether your dinner jacket still fits you”, she proposed, her insistence overcoming Glen's evident reluctance as he followed along after her. Heading up the

stairs behind his wife, he couldn't help but appreciate her behind, nor fail to notice how her hosiery hinted at stocking tops hiding beneath the slinky scarlet satin. If Carmen wanted to dress up for him like this, then he wasn't going to complain, even if that came at the cost of donning his dinner jacket a couple of days early. With any luck, he might be able to persuade her out of her party wear sooner rather than later, Glen thought to himself, having to suppress a salacious smile as his wife turned at the top of the stairs, Carmen evidently aware of the effect she was having on him by the way she looked over her shoulder to make sure he was still following. 

Directing her husband to strip off his clothes, Carmen stood back and waited until Glen had made a start divesting himself of his casual shirt and trousers before heading to the wardrobe and taking out the hanging bag that contained his dinner jacket. By the time he was down to just his underwear, she'd extracted the smart evening wear from its protective covering and found Glen a formal shirt to go with it, putting everything down on the bed in readiness for him. The nearby girdle, still in its plastic bag, went entirely overlooked by the man getting dressed as though to go out, with Glen slipping into his shirt entirely oblivious to the feminine foundation garment he would soon be wearing. Nevertheless, Carmen felt her heart racing as she watched her husband fall into the trap she had set for him, not needing to wait until Glen had fastened his trousers to know how his stomach would protrude over them, yet standing back and watching as he struggled to fasten his belt all the same. Her pounding pulse seemed amplified by her own intimate attire, with the prospect of having a little fun with her man by subjecting him to firm control filling her with excited anticipation. Beneath the scarlet satin of her dress and the black nylon of her corselette, she could feel herself becoming surprisingly moist, unable to keep herself from biting her lip with anxious expectation. 

Glen had barely finished slipping his arms into the smart black jacket before Carmen was sliding her hands inside it, dropping down in front of her husband as she spread open his suit to reveal his shirt covered stomach beneath, its bulge receiving the brunt of her critical

comments. “I'm sorry to have to say this, Glen”, she declared in a sombre tone, “but we're going to have to do something about this belly of yours. Don't think I didn't notice the difficulty you had doing your belt up over it”. With that she began to unbuckle it herself before unzipping her husband's fly and then encouraging his trousers to fall to his feet. “Fortunately I've got just the thing for you. 

Let's have those off and see”, she insisted, knowing full well what her husband would be thinking. After helping his train of thoughts along a little by accidentally brushing her hand across his crotch, Carmen turned to the bag on the bed, quickly removing the girdle from its packaging while her husband was otherwise occupied. By the time Glen's attention returned to her, she was holding the foundation garment up against her hips, the white fabric being just big enough to disguise her body behind it as she showed her husband where it would be worn. 

It took a moment for Glen to make sense of what his wife was proposing, his eyes following the girdle as she held it out towards him, hypnotised by the sight of the six suspender straps swaying from the hem of the feminine garment. “I can't wear that!”, Glen protested weakly, but his wife was already dropping down in front of him, making it clear that she wasn't going to take no for an answer even as she paused to unfasten the zip that ran halfway down one of the girdle's sides. Revealing a short line of hooks and eyes that were soon also unfastened, Carmen held the girdle just above the ground, leaving Glen in no doubt that she expected him to step into the waistband of what was clearly a woman's undergarment, complete with pretty embroidery and lacy front panel. “Come on, feet in! It's just like putting on a pair of pants!”, Carmen declared brightly, although secretly even she had to admit that that wasn't the case, the girdle proving almost as difficult to pull up Glen's legs as her own corselette had been earlier. Still, it wasn't long before the foundation garment came to a stop around her husband's thighs, further travel impeded by the presence of his shirt. “If you wouldn't mind holding that out of the way, sweetie?”, Carmen directed, waiting until Glen had complied before continuing. 

With his hands holding the tails of his shirt up, Glen was helpless to prevent his wife from pulling the girdle into place around his abdomen, but that didn't stop him from grumbling as she did so. His muttered complaints about what his wife was doing fell on deaf ears, however, with the firm elasticated fabric soon snugly surrounding his stomach, its grip becoming even tighter as Carmen worked her way up the line of fasteners before pulling the zip closed over them. The simple act of pressing down its metal tab at the top served to seal her husband into the shapewear, securing him in its grasp so firmly that the silky smooth fabric might as well have been stuck to his skin for all the give in it. Beneath the pretty lace panel that now graced Glen's groin, the incongruous outline of a pair of men's briefs could be still be made out, but the slight bulge that indicated where his manhood was squashed beneath was distinctly suppressed by the stiff material, even as Carmen slid her hands playfully across its surface before standing up to admire her handiwork. 

Directing her husband to turn for her, Carmen continued her earlier caress by casually running her fingers over Glen's behind, his buttocks now held firmly by the fabric stretched over them. “Mmm!”, she purred with pleasure. “So much nicer! I bet you'll have no trouble doing your belt up now!”, she proposed, indicating to her husband that he should put his trousers back on by picking them up off the bed and proffering them for his attention. Despite his evident misgivings, Glen did as he was told, albeit not before looking dubiously down his body. “Is it meant to be so tight?”, he asked sceptically, finally letting go of his shirt in favour of taking his trousers from his wife. Nevertheless, there was no denying the ease with which he was now able to fasten them, nor the effect the foundation garment had on his figure. Where once Glen's stomach would have stuck out awkwardly over the top of his belt, now there was merely a smooth surface as the crisp white cotton of his shirt segued almost seamlessly into the darker fabric of the smart black trousers beneath. It seemed as though he'd somehow shed several pounds in no more than a few minutes. “Wow”, Glen admitted begrudgingly, still surveying the sight. “That works better than I would have thought”. 

“Oh, come on!”, Carmen protested. “You look absolutely fantastic! 

Just like the man I married!”, she said dreamily, her hands returning to her husband's rear as she continued to explore the effect the girdle had on him beneath the tail of his jacket. “Of course, you really should be wearing stockings as well”, she suggested with a wicked twinkle in her eye, feeling her husband's body stiffen as she went on to explain. “To stop your girdle rolling up, silly! Anyway, you don't want to have those suspenders dangling around your thighs all evening, do you?”, she asked rhetorically, giving Glen's behind an affectionate squeeze. “Carmen! I'm not wearing stockings!”, her husband protested adamantly, but his remonstrations were ignored by the woman continuing to fondle him. “Don't worry, I got you some nude ones so no-one need ever know you're wearing them. Anyway, I don't see why you're making such a fuss. You're already wearing a girdle, and you look so much better for it, don't you?”. It was another rhetorical question, but this time one that Carmen expected to be answered, prompting her husband after a second or so's silence. 

“Don't you, Glen? You do want to look your best for me?”. 

“But, Carmen!”, Glen grumbled. “But nothing!”, his wife declared sternly before adopting a softer approach. “They're nothing to be afraid of. Look, I tell you what, why don't I show you how it's done? 

Be a sweetie and unzip my dress”, she directed, turning to allow Glen to do just that. As the slinky scarlet satin fell away, the extent of her own intimate attire was slowly revealed, the inky black fabric still clinging to her like a second skin as it supported her own stockings with its six sturdy suspender straps. Carmen knew exactly how her husband's eyes would be following her as she stepped out of her dress and carefully deposited it on the bed, taking her time before turning to face him once more. Sure enough, Glen was staring at her wide-eyed, his jaw having dropped open as he drank in the sight of his wife standing in front of him in her jet black corselette. Seeking to take advantage of the situation, Carmen provocatively lifted her leg, resting her heel upon the duvet as she brought her knee up so as to emphasise the presence of her hosiery, then sliding her hands provocatively across the smoky nylon. “See?”, she purred. “It's easy”. 

“Now you're going to do so for me. Trousers off!”, she insisted, already making a start on unbuckling her husband's belt once again. 

She could feel his gaze falling into her cleavage, irresistibly drawn between the breasts that her foundation wear so magnificently emphasised even before she'd bent forward to exaggerate the effect, rewarded for her troubles with a soft moan from the man standing in front of her. It wasn't long before Glen was once again out of his trousers, submissively sitting down on the bed as directed by his wife while Carmen set about extracting a second pair of stockings from their packet. Save for their colour, the nude nylons were exactly the same style as the ones she was wearing, their floral lace tops just as feminine, their gossamer just as delicate. Carmen began to bundle the first of the lengths of sheer nylon up between her fingers, watched all the while by her husband. “And your socks!”, she instructed, smiling at the sight of the firm white fabric that was wrapped tightly around Glen's groin, the girdle's six unattached suspenders shifting as he lent forward to comply with her command, doing as he was told without question. Was this the firm control that the anonymous woman online had spoken of, and if so, was it his foundation garment or hers that had brought it about? 

Either way, something was certainly having an effect on her husband, with Glen meekly lifting up his leg when asked in order to allow her to unroll the sleek stocking up its length. Beginning by surrounding her husband's toes in the bunched up nylon, Carmen slowly shrouded more and more of his skin with the clinging hosiery, caressing his flesh with her fingers as she worked her way up towards Glen's girdle clad groin. “You're going to look so sexy!”, Carmen suggested, eliciting a quiver of excitement from her hypnotised husband as she fondled his thigh, one hand holding the top of his stocking in place while the other sought the suspender strap that hung down from the tight white foundation garment. Soon the two were firmly attached to one another, allowing Carmen to make a start on the second stocking, albeit not before running her hand down the smooth nylon that now stretched from the top of Glen's leg right down to the tips of his toes, the casual gesture

sending such a palpable wave of electricity across her husband's skin as to cause him to shiver. 

When Glen's other leg had received the same treatment, Carmen had him stand, directing her husband to turn so as to let her fasten the remaining suspender straps. Working her way around the bottom of his girdle, she attached each in turn, their chunky elastic stretching the floral lace of his stockings tops into curving arches as they served to ensure his hosiery would stay firmly in place. “Next time you can do this yourself!”, Carmen chided, but her soft caress belied her stern words as she softly stroked her husband's intimate attire, her fingers flitting from stockings to shapewear as she fussed with the feminine garments before finally stepping back. “There! 

Everything's firmly fastened!”, she said brightly, distracting Glen from how he'd been looking down his body in disbelief with a sudden surprise kiss before turning back to more practical matters. “I thought we could wear these for the rest of the evening to make sure there'll be no problems at the party”, she proposed. “You don't have to wear your dinner jacket, however - no matter how handsome you look in it now we've done something about that stomach of yours! In fact, it's probably best that you don't so as not to get it creased. What you had on earlier will do”, Carmen suggested, directing her husband to a pile of long forgotten garments. “Unless you fancy going around in just your girdle?”, she grinned wickedly. 

With that, Carmen was already slipping back into her top and skirt, finding that even such casual clothing fitted better thanks to her foundation wear. Waiting until her husband had also made a start on getting changed, she began to put away their formal clothing, returning dress and dinner jacket to first their hangers and then the wardrobe, albeit distracted by the sight of Glen wearing nothing but women's underwear for a moment before he too began to get dressed again. Soon his shapewear and the stockings it supported were covered up by more masculine attire once more, albeit not without leaving their subtle but unmistakable mark on his body beneath, the clinging fabric holding his flesh firm as it imposed a quiet control on the feminized man. While their presence would soon

be forgotten by Carmen in favour of her magazine, her husband would find himself unable to ignore his intimate attire, feeling its unfamiliar femininity throughout the hours that followed as he sat alongside his wife. 

♡ ♡ ♡

“Be a darling and help fasten this for me”, Carmen asked sweetly, turning to present her almost bare back to her husband. Naked save for the corselette she was still only halfway into, Carmen was becoming increasingly conscious of the clock ticking by as she prepared for the evening's party, having only her hair and make-up to show for the inordinate amount of time she seemed to have spent so far. The way Glen was fully dressed in his dinner jacket was putting her to shame, a situation her husband might have taken more advantage of were it not for what he was wearing beneath such formal attire. She'd helped him into his girdle and stockings before making a start on getting changed herself, and now it was Glen's turn to return the favour, the feminized man dutifully working his way up his wife's spine as he fastened her into her foundation wear. With her husband now fully clothed and herself next to naked, it was the reverse of their earlier interaction, but Glen remained the submissive party as he saw to Carmen's needs, his secret shapewear encouraging a silent obedience that was much appreciated by a woman who had no time for messing around or mischief. 

His compliance was a far cry from the concerns she had had when she'd first struggled into her corselette a couple of days before, with the fact that Carmen could ask Glen to spare her the trouble of fastening herself into it speaking volumes about the effect the girdle had on him. Whereas on other occasions, Carmen might not have objected to her husband's hands wandering or his lips nuzzling the nape of her neck as he sought to persuade her out of what little clothing she was wearing, now she was grateful of his selfless assistance. Nor was that the only blessing that his intimate attire brought, with Glen looking devastatingly dashing in his dinner jacket, there being no hint of a protruding paunch now that his stomach was

pressed in place by its hidden helper. Holding up the hosiery that remained equally invisible beneath his smart trousers, his girdle was perfectly concealed beneath his clothes, its firm control a secret shared only between the two of them as the couple got ready to go out. 

Despite her earlier anxiety, Carmen nevertheless found herself becoming somewhat moist as she savoured her husband's tender touch, relishing the feel of his fingers brushing against her body as Glen's strong hands pulled the two sides of the stiff foundation garment together almost effortlessly. With every hook and eye he fastened, the tightness around her torso went up a notch, embracing her body in its clinging caress. Soft yet strong, the stirring sensation was over all too soon, but it left her wanting more, her desire overcoming even her concern about the clock. “And my stockings?”, Carmen asked imperiously after her husband had stood back and given her space. “It's only fair that you should help me with mine given how often I've had to help you with yours of late”, she grinned, sitting down on the bed and gesturing to an amorphous mass of black nylon on the duvet beside her. Watching Glen expectantly, she waited until he had made a start on separating the two stockings before lifting a leg up for him, wiggling her toes impatiently as her husband did his best to bundle one up. 

With her foot no higher than the level of the bed, Carmen left Glen no choice but to drop down on his knees in front of her, his submissive gesture bringing a broad smile to her face as the smartly dressed man sought to reciprocate his wife's earlier assistance with his own intimate attire. Now Glen was the one working sheer hosiery slowly up Carmen's legs, his fingers caressing her skin just as hers had done his earlier, but there was no doubt as to who remained in control of the situation as his wife looked down on the man helping her dress. Relishing such intimate attentions, Carmen spread her legs slightly so as to reward her husband with a view right up the open bottom of her corselette, knowing that Glen would be hard pressed to keep his eyes off the skimpy lace thong she had opted for beneath in order to minimise the chances of a visible panty line. As

her husband's hands hovered hesitantly at the top of her thigh while he considered the unfamiliar fastener that hung from her suspender strap, Carmen knew she had Glen wrapped completely around her finger, finding herself half tempted to have him satisfy her growing desire for him there and then by rolling up her corselette and pressing his face to her crotch. 

Her reverie was only broken by her husband finally making sense of the chunky metal and rubber clasp, his manly fingers stretching the floral lace that ran around the top of her thigh as they slid between stocking and skin before fumbling with the fastener. Soon the two were joined together, leaving Glen free to make a start on the second stocking, Carmen noting how his face was slightly flushed as though he too were feeling the effects of such a sensuous situation. 

Any erection he might have from seeing her barely shrouded sex was sure to be stymied by the stiff elastic that surrounded his groin, with even the most swollen of manhoods standing no chance against the feminine fabric that imposed such firm control as to see him humbly helping with her hosiery. His girdle had turned Glen into the perfect gentleman even as he fixed his wife's second stocking to her shapewear, biting his lip with concentration as he made sure the nylon was secure. All the while, he was dressed to impress, the sight of her husband wearing a smart dinner jacket as he devoted himself to fulfilling her desires causing Carmen to grin far more than the slight tickle of his touch warranted. 

So far, she had simply sat on the duvet and allowed herself to be pampered, but now Carmen got to her feet, turning so as to present the rear of her corselette to the man kneeling before her. Her unspoken instruction was clear, with Glen swiftly setting about fastening the remaining four suspender clasps, his hands trembling as he worked his way around her firm cheeks, covered as they were in the inky black fabric that imposed a perfect shape upon her posterior. Bending forward to attend to her intimate attire, Glen had his face barely inches from his wife's behind as he attached each strap in turn, stretching the lengths of broad elastic across Carmen's buttocks as he brought the floral lace up to meet them. By the time

he was finished, there was as little chance of his wife's stockings slipping as there was his own nylons leaving his legs, her hosiery curved into the same sensuous series of arches that clung to the top of his thighs too. Playfully wiggling her rear to show her appreciation as Glen's hands finally fell away from her flesh, Carmen felt like a princess even before she considered the scrumptious scarlet satin she had still to slip into. 

Now that her stockings were sorted, Carmen turned on the spot and graciously helped her husband to his feet, pulling Glen up by the hand until he was standing in front of her once more. Conscious of his gaze continuing to rest upon her corselette covered curves even as she went to fetch her dress, Carmen stepped into the slinky garment, her husband's eyes following the progress of the rich red fabric as she pulled it effortlessly up over her foundation wear. When the sleeves of the dress finally came to rest on her shoulders, Glen was naturally there to help zip it up, with Carmen not even having to hold her hair out of her way as her husband attended to her outfit. 

“You look fantastic”, Glen whispered in her ear as he gently tucked the zipper away with the same care he had shown throughout, but his wife wasn't quite finished, already searching out a pair of shoes to complete her outfit. Soon she was slipping her feet into the simple black patent leather heels she'd worn the last time she'd donned the dress, the extra inches they added to her height giving her even more of a presence as she effortlessly held her husband in thrall. 

Turning her attentions to her dressing table, Carmen was about to pick up the necklace she had picked out earlier when Glen stopped me. “Please, allow me”, he insisted, before adding more meekly, “If I may?”. A simple nod of her head, accompanied by a satisfied smile, was all the acknowledgement he needed to take up the delicate golden chain, straightening it out to make sure there were no kinks in it before carefully bringing its ends together behind his wife's neck. 

Glen didn't need the crystal pendant pointing to her cleavage for his eyes to find themselves falling between Carmen's breasts, with her husband seeming even more entranced as a result of the very personal part he'd played in helping her get ready for their evening

out. Only when she turned her body was his gaze finally torn away, with Glen left standing mesmerised for a moment until his wife chided him. “Come on, we haven't got time to be standing around”, she said sternly, before asking rhetorically, “Are you all set for going out?”. 

With that, it was Carmen's turn to look her husband over, her sudden attention bringing Glen's intimate attire to the forefront of his mind once more as she subjected him to an even closer inspection. 

Caught up in the immediacy of helping his wife into her clothing, the reason why the couple were dressing up that evening had until then loomed less large in Glen's consciousness, but now the prospect of going out in public wearing a girdle and stockings beneath his smart dinner suit reared its head once more judging by her husband's reaction. “Are you sure no-one's going to know?”, he asked anxiously, looking nervously over his shoulder at the woman who had directed him to turn so that she could inspect his rear. “Not if you keep your trousers on!”, Carmen grinned, sliding her hand under the tails of her husband's jacket so as to offer his behind an affectionate caress, her fingers sliding down his shapely rear before seeking out one of the suspenders straps that hung from the open bottom of his girdle. 

“I'm not sure I can do this, Carmen!”, Glen protested as she traced the outline of the wide elastic through her husband's trousers, but his grumbling received short shrift from the woman still feeling him up. “If you think you've got problems with a girdle, you want to try wearing a corselette like me!”, Carmen said sternly before adopting a softer tone. “Look, you've got nothing to worry about”, she reassured her husband. “Unless you know what to look for, you can't see a thing through your trousers, and they're going to be hiding under a table for half the evening. No-one's going to discover your secret! Well, not unless I tell them”, Carmen teased, giving her husband's rear a squeeze sudden enough to startle him. “Anyway, you look super sexy in stockings and suspenders. Just the thought of you wearing nylons turns me on something shocking! I bet I'll be really horny by

the end of the night”, she purred seductively, her tone hinting strongly at what might be in store later on if only Glen played along. 

With that, Carmen picked up her clutch bag from where she had deposited it on the dressing table, and taking it in one hand and her husband in the other, strode forth out of the bedroom, leaving Glen no choice but to follow along behind. Torn between the thought of his wife's stocking tops sitting all too tantalisingly beneath the slinky scarlet satin and the acute awareness of how his own hosiery was held up by six suspender straps that stretched taut across the tops of his thighs, the latter reminding him of their presence with every step he took, he found himself helplessly in tow to her even as escorted her out of the house. For her part, Carmen felt like royalty as she took his arm, knowing that her husband would be on hand to help her into and out of their car, with Glen sure to remain attentive to her needs for as long as he remained in his girdle. The surprising effects that the feminine foundation garment had had on her husband would earn it a glowing review in due course - one that she was already beginning to pen in her mind as she sat back in the passenger seat with a smile while the suited man alongside acted as chauffeur. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Despite his wife's earlier assurances, there was no denying Glen's nerves as the couple performed the obligatory meeting and greeting over cocktails, with Carmen conscious of how her husband stayed by her side rather more than he ordinarily might at such a social gathering. Admittedly, the majority of the people there were her acquaintances rather than his, strangers to her husband such that it made sense for Carmen to do the introductions, but she still found herself wondering whether Glen was taking advantage of how her outfit attracted the attention of the other women present - at least, she did in the occasional moment when she wasn't basking in the limelight, relishing the compliments that her new dress brought her before the conversation turned to other matters. However dashing Glen's dinner jacket might be, it paled in comparison to the scarlet satin, with her husband left firmly in her shadow. 

Indeed, the only person who commented on Glen's appearance was the one woman who Carmen could have done without seeing that evening. “Have you lost weight, Carmen?”, Charlotte asked tactlessly, clearly unable to find anything else to criticise judging by how swiftly her eye turned elsewhere. “In fact, you're looking slimmer than usual too, Glen. Don't tell me she's got you on a diet!”, she asked without subtlety. “Something like that”, Glen stammered, looking down at his feet, but Charlotte wasn't listening, evidently having spotted someone far more interesting to talk to as she none too politely disengaged from the couple. Looking around, Carmen noted that the objectionable woman's own husband was nowhere to be seen - probably having slipped off to somewhere where there was alcohol, she thought cruelly, finding herself glad that she and Glen had a far healthier relationship. “You handled that very well”, Carmen said softly, taking her husband's hand in hers and giving it a reassuring caress. “Dreadful woman. I shall be glad when this is over”, Glen muttered. 

Nevertheless, Carmen couldn't help noticing that her husband became rather more relaxed as the evening progressed, with Glen clearly more comfortable once the couple were safely seated for dinner. With any hint of his intimate attire now safely hidden beneath the table, the only indication of its presence was the restraint it imposed upon his appetite, with Glen declining a second helping despite the evident temptation the delicious food posed. Such self-control was surely the result of his girdle, Carmen mused as she felt first-hand the effects of wearing foundation wear, conscious of how her own corselette stretched over her stomach as she slowly savoured the meal. Making a mental note to reward her man for his moderation more properly when they finally returned home, she made do with slipping her hand under the table and bringing it to rest on Glen's thigh for a moment. Thanks to his stockings, such a subtle gesture had a surprisingly powerful effect, with the electrifying sensation of trousers rubbing against nylon causing her husband to drop his fork, earning Carmen an annoyed frown from him once he'd finally regained both cutlery and composure. 

When the evening finally drew to a close, Carmen barely waited until her husband had begun to drive her away before showing her appreciation more openly, her arm stretching across to allow her to find a rather more intimate location in which to rest her hand. Slowly encouraging an erection to develop beneath the elasticated fabric of her husband's girdle, by the time the couple returned home Carmen had made sure that Glen was as hard as man could be while wearing such a firm foundation garment, her intentions clearly sexual as she led him to the bedroom barely after they'd got through the door. Discarding her bag along the way, she was soon slipping out of her dress, unzipping herself from the scarlet satin before depositing it quickly and carefully out of the way. Now wearing nothing but lingerie, hosiery and heels, there was no question of her command of the situation as she encouraged her husband out of his clothing, swiftly stripping Glen of jacket and tie before unbuckling his trousers to reveal what he'd been wearing beneath for her all evening - the femininity of his girdle and lace top stockings in sharp contrast to the manly attire that had until now hidden them. 

The bulge between her husband's leg had a distinct damp spot at its summit, allowing Carmen to home in on Glen's hardness with her hands as she slid them over the sleek white fabric, surrounding his stiffness on all sides. “I guess you must really like wearing a girdle!”, Carmen grinned, pushing her husband back onto the bed before pulling off his shoes, leaving Glen to kick off the bundle that his trousers had become around his ankles as she too mounted the bed. 

Sliding on top of him, Carmen pinned her husband's arms to the pillow as she let out her pent-up passion, kissing him with animal intensity as she pressed her corselette covered body against his. 

The couple's stocking clad legs rubbed against one another as she absent-mindedly kicked off her heels, too caught up in the clinch to care where they fell to the floor. With her breasts resting against her husband's chest, Carmen explored Glen's tonsils with her tongue, not letting him up for air until she had well and truly let him know how she felt. “I've been wanting to do that for a while”, she purred when their lips finally parted. “Thinking about what you've been wearing

under your suit has got me all hot and bothered”, she admitted with a sheepish smile. 

Sitting up on top of her half naked husband, Carmen kept hold of Glen's hands, bringing them to her breasts as she began to grind her groin again his. There was no chance of his cock entering her while they both remained covered in clinging fabric, but the unlikely chastity imposed by their foundation wear didn't seem to bother Carmen as she set about unfastening her six suspender straps so as to better be able to rub herself against her husband's stifled mound. 

With Glen caressing her breasts through the sleek black cups that enhanced their shape, Carmen let the bottom of the corselette ride up as she spread her legs, straddling her husband as she sought to bring herself off on his girdled groin. Knowing that he would be powerless to penetrate her only added to her pleasure as she stimulated her sex against the sleek shapewear, Glen's frustrated moans fuelling her passion as she rode her helpless husband to ever greater ecstasy. Carmen could feel his hardness struggle against the stiff fabric, his smothered sex smouldering without ever catching fire

- in sharp contrast to her own orgasmic delight as she finally tipped over the edge, helped along by knowing just how firm a control she held over her husband. 

Exhausted by her exertions, Carmen had slumped on top of Glen after her climax, but it wasn't long before she recovered her composure, sitting up and making a fuss about fastening her stockings to her suspenders once more. She could see her husband's face fall as Glen assumed how that must mean that sex was off table, at least for him, but his expression soon changed when she began to caress his crotch again - this time with her hands, tracing the patterns in the pretty lace of his girdle before allowing her fingers to follow the lines that led to one of the suspender straps. Soon her hand had slipped underneath, her arm disappearing up the open bottom of the feminine foundation garment as she sought her husband's underwear, pulling Glen's briefs out of the way as a prelude to finding her true target. Fighting his manhood's natural urge to jut out, Carmen tugged the turgid organ

down between Glen's legs, pointing the bulbous end of the swollen shaft towards his feet as she grasped it tightly. “How does it feel to be under firm control?”, she teased, slowly masturbating her husband while he lay motionless beneath her, still in stockings and girdle. 

The moan her actions elicited from him was all the approval she needed to continue. “You know, some men wear these to work every day”, Carmen said with a devilish smile, not stopping stroking him as she spoke. “Apparently a girdle works wonders when it comes to keeping them out of mischief”, she told Glen, tugging on his cock as though milking a cow. His flustered face left her in no doubt as to the effect she was having on him, with her husband panting heavily as he lay back on the bed. Although earlier his eyes had been open, drinking in the sight of his wife wearing slinky black shapewear as she sought to have him shoot his load over his stockings, now Glen was scrunching them closed, his expression a mixture of ecstasy and agony as Carmen kept up her relentless stimulation. “Imagine wearing a girdle and stockings under your suit and tie”, she said dreamily. “They'd give you such a lovely shape. I'm not sure I could handle how horny that would make me”, she purred, before letting out a slightly annoyed sigh. “And clearly neither can you. Ah well, I guess this all needed washing anyway”, Carmen said to herself, belatedly pulling out her now sticky fingers after her husband had finished showering his shapewear with sperm. 

♡ ♡ ♡

“Excellent all round!”, Carmen's review started. “This girdle made for a very special night with my husband, as well as giving his bum and tum much needed shape. Thanks to its help, he looked positively dashing in a dinner jacket, with not a hint of his sexy secret showing through his trousers. The six suspenders kept his stockings up even through the most strenuous of activities, and the firm fabric not only provided all the control a woman could ever want, but washes easily as well! Don't let any doubts you might have about this garment being for girls put you off getting one for your man - I have already

ordered several more and can't wait to see my hubby wearing them more often!”. 
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At  brassièred, we believe that men benefit from expressing their feminine and submissive sides - as do their wives and girlfriends! 

That's why we offer helpful how-to guides on topics ranging from erotic feminization and lingerie discipline to male chastity and men as maids, as well as exciting erotica that sets a good example. 

Whether you're looking for tried and tested advice on how to transform your own relationship or searching for sexy stories about loving couples that are as plausible as they are passionate, you're sure to find something at  brassièred for you! 
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put him in panties

everything you need to know about erotic

feminization and lingerie discipline

There's no denying the power of lingerie when a woman wears sexy underwear to seduce her man, but what happens when the tables are turned and he wears such intimate attire for her? You'll look at lingerie in a new light after reading this book, discovering just how much feminine frillies can do for you and your man - when he's the one wearing them! 

From the fun that can be had with women's underwear in the bedroom to the benefits of having him wear it more regularly,  put him in panties explores every aspect of lingerie for men, showing how a little satin and lace can not only liven up your love life, but strengthen your relationship and even improve your man's attitude and behaviour too! Containing everything you need to know about erotic feminization and lingerie discipline, it's packed with advice about the practicalities of particular garments for men as well as including more general tips and tricks to help keep him on his toes - for you! 

www.brassiered.com/puthiminpanties
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firmly feminine foundations

men learning to wear lingerie like a lady 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. 

www.brassiered.com/firmlyfemininefoundations
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let's get lacy! 

his first bra makes for some very moist panties! 

A man never forgets his first time wearing women's underwear, no matter why he ends up in garments better suited for a girl. Whether he's pantied as a punishment, has to wear a bra as a forfeit for losing a bet or simply dons lacy lovelies while fooling around in the bedroom, such feminine attire is sure to bring out his submissive side - much to the delight of the woman dressing him up! It won't just be her underwear that'll be wet with excitement by the end of the night - when a man's spent the day all dolled up in dainty delicates for his wife's pleasure, his panties will definitely be damp too! 

Luscious lingerie certainly works its magic as far as these couples are concerned, with each of these stories about men wearing frillies for the very first time showing just how much fun feminization can be. 

When these wives and girlfriends say  ”let's get lacy!” , they won't be the only ones dressing to please, sharing the secret of sexy underwear with their men in a very special way. 

www.brassiered.com/letsgetlacy
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penance in panties

misbehaving men finding forgiveness in feminine frillies

Being made to wear uncomfortable women's underwear is the perfect punishment for a man who misbehaves, however much he might otherwise love sexy lingerie. Whether it's the physical discomfort of being trapped in a tight thong all day or simply the psychological stress of knowing he's wearing knickers in public, there's nothing like being stuck in a little satin and lace to teach naughty boys a new respect for all things feminine. 

When a wife expects more from her man, panty punishment is only the start of having him apologise with intimate attire! From making him wear a bra for bad behaviour to using a corset to correct his carelessness, the ladies in these stories have more than a few tricks up their sleeves to have their husbands show they're sorry. Whether made helpless by hosiery or powerless in panties, submission comes naturally to men forced to make amends in frillies, having no choice but to learn their lesson in lingerie as they pay a  penance in panties. 

www.brassiered.com/penanceinpanties





Document Outline


	Frontmatter

	Foreword

	Firm Control

	Girls in Girdles

	The Man Who Wore Corselettes

	The Product Review

	You might also like... 




cover.jpeg
l///olv
R
PP e

SRS
OSSR SRR
't00“0$00n000

o
S ORSISS
SIS
0“

ooo/d sy uj Ausisoy suow o 4snf* uoyl
SUOW SPJOY JOM UOLLDPUNOY Wil Uaym

S|PJId SIy Jo dib syl u

Emily Masters





index-115_1.jpg





index-117_1.jpg
let's get lacy!





index-116_1.jpg
wco_ﬁovcaog






index-1_1.jpg
sop(d s Ul Augisoy suow o Lsnf uoyL
2JOW SP|OY JOSM UOLLDPUNO, Wl 4 uaym

SlpJib siy Jo diub oyl ul

)
5
17
e}
>
=2
=
|





index-118_1.jpg
perance npanties






