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Foreword

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. 

• Some men get surprisingly passionate about sport, but there’s even more at stake for Jacob than just his team’s pride when he makes a bet with his wife as to which of them will be the other’s sex kitten for the weekend - complete with ears and tail! Having to wear baby blue lace is even more embarrassing when Chloe insists on humiliating her husband in his lingerie, making her new pet perform for her pleasure in his panties and bra. Nevertheless, he accepts his forfeit with good grace, finding out that being feminized is far more fun than he might have first thought. Follow his adventures in the other side’s strip in A Bet’s a Bet. 

• Tight tops and short skirts have a tendency to catch Evan’s eye, but when his wife catches him ogling other women’s chests once too often, she decides to take matters in hand - by giving her husband breasts as big as hers! 

Taking advantage of his penchant for clingy clothing, Faye shows her man v

just what it’s like to be stared at, making him wear a black lace bra that’s all too obvious beneath his thin white top as she punishes him in kind. 

He’s sure to look at skimpy summer wear in a new light after his wife takes him out in some of his own, but will this humbled husband survive a drive through the city unscathed? Find out in Beep Beep Bra Straps. 

• A chance encounter in a car park leads to Liam getting caught up in a whirlwind romance - one that’s made all the more exciting by lacy lingerie! 

He certainly doesn’t have to worry about how to share his secret fondness for frillies with his new girlfriend, because Ruth finds the thought of him wearing pretty pink panties just as much of a turn on as he does. Wanting her boyfriend to wear a bra in order to prove his love for her, she’s only too happy to dress up in sexy underwear herself - on the condition that Liam does too! It won’t be long before their affair with intimate attire becomes even more amorous, as you’ll discover in One Good Turn. 

• Jack’s hair has earned him the nickname of Ponytail Princess from his girlfriend, but that doesn’t stop him penetrating her like a man, taking Claire hard and fast rather than spending time on foreplay. When her playful teasing turns to the topic of panties, however, they soon find a softer side to their sexuality - one which sees him donning the virginal white lace of a blushing bride as they slow things down between the sheets. Learning to make love like a lesbian comes naturally to a man wearing stockings and suspenders, with this bra wearing boyfriend discovering the delights of giving oral pleasure - but will it be one-sided? 

There are few things less manly than lacy lingerie, but that doesn’t mean a guy can’t get girly, no matter how reluctant he might be about wearing his first panties and bra. Indeed, as the women in these stories show, frilly underwear is fantastic for feminizing your husband or boyfriend, proving as sexy and seductive on him as it is on her. Romance and realism come together for these loving couples livening life up with a little lace, learning to share lingerie both in and out of the bedroom, so join in the fun and let’s get lacy! 

I hope you enjoy what I have written. 

vi

A Bet’s a Bet

Having a partner who supported the opposing team was always going to make life interesting for a couple, and Jacob and Chloe were no exception to this rule. With the former being the son of a die-hard fan of the reds and the latter having grown up with four brothers, all of whom avidly followed the light blues, it was no wonder that match days saw more than a little friendly rivalry between the newlyweds. 

While neither were anywhere near as zealous about such matters as their families, having both moved out of their home town to follow first education and then employment, local derbies between the two teams were nevertheless momentous events in the couple’s love life. Such fixtures were something they both cleared their diaries for despite otherwise paying only passing interest to the fortunes of their respective teams, the games having acquired a rather more personal meaning for the pair beyond being just another sporting match. 

Had Jacob’s father known in advance about which side of the divide the woman who was about to become his daughter in law and her family fell on, it would have been unlikely that he would have attended their wedding at all, let alone countenanced it, such was his hatred for City fans. Certainly, there would have been none of the unpleasantness that had threatened to mar the happy couple’s reception, with the opposing camps having to be strictly segregated by their less rabid members to avoid more than muttered insults being flung across the room. 

Despite such family enmity, however, the sporting rivalry between husband and wife was rather more good natured - an amusing aspect of their relationship that each liked to tease the other about, never wasting an opportunity to rib their spouse about the failings of their favourite football team. 

Over time, this playful banter had taken on a more ritual nature, with the result of a cross-town match invariably becoming the subject of a bet between the couple, generally one that involved a degree of lighthearted humiliation for the losing party. Jacob had spent a weekend wrapped in a scarf of his wife’s colours, whereas 1

Chloe’s car had found itself adorned with a bumper sticker proclaiming her love of United, much to her chagrin. Slowly but surely, that had led to the stakes escalating, with each trying to outdo the other in seeking revenge for their previous ignominy - not maliciously, but merely in the way that a loving couple so trusting of one another could get away with. Their wagers soon deviated from involving just sporting paraphernalia, although often retained a related theme, with Jacob ending up washing his wife’s car wearing her team’s strip in payback for making Chloe buy him a case of beer whilst wearing an appropriately coloured jester’s hat, complete with bells. Needless to say, for a couple who were passionately in love with one another, it wasn’t long before things took a distinctly erotic turn. 

So it was that Chloe found herself cooking for her husband wearing nothing but scarlet lingerie, City having suffered a last minute defeat to United. The couple had been on tenterhooks throughout the game, not knowing until the final seconds whether Jacob would be treated to a steak and blowjob night or if Chloe would instead be rewarded with the new pair of shoes and handbag she’d lusted after for so long - bought and paid for by her husband, who’d be painting her nails a pretty pastel blue as part of the naked pedicure that would have formed the finale of his forfeit. If the penalty shoot-out had gone the other way, she’d have found herself being the one being pampered instead of having to indulge her husband’s whims, but since City’s goalie, as Jacob rudely put it, couldn’t save anything even if he was at an “everything must go” closing down sale, her wicked idea to have him wear nothing but a light blue City hat whilst spoiling her would have to wait for another time. 

“I’m going to get you back for this”, she muttered in response to Jacob’s wolf-whistle as he entered the kitchen. Although a necessary compromise for a perilously undressed lady who had to contend with a sizzling skillet on a hot stove, Chloe’s apron did precious little to preserve her modesty from behind, with her skimpy thong leaving her plump buttocks utterly exposed, its tiny triangle of material wedged firmly in her crack. That was something that Jacob wasted no time in taking advantage of, cheekily cupping her bare cheeks in his hands as he stood behind his wife before bending forward to nuzzle her neck with his lips. “With your goalie? Not a chance!”, he teased. “He couldn’t catch a cold standing naked in a snowstorm!”, Jacob laughed, narrowly avoiding the playful jab in the ribs that Chloe had intended for him by means of a hasty retreat to a seat at the kitchen table. “We’ll see about that!”, Chloe scoffed, unable to come up with a cleverer comeback thanks to having her concentration divided between husband and hob. 

“Just you wait until next time”, she threatened. 

“No, no, no”, Jacob taunted playfully before adopting a different tack. “Anyhow, you ought to wear red more often. You look ever so sexy in just your skimpies, 2

especially with those stockings. Phwoar! Hubba-hubba!”, he exclaimed bawdily. 

“I hope you’ve got quite an appetite for dessert, because seeing you like that really does it for me”. Secretly flattered by his appreciation, Chloe nevertheless turned her head and stuck her tongue out at her husband, a gesture Jacob didn’t have time to reciprocate before she’d returned her attention to the frying pan. Even though he was treating her like a glorified sex object this evening, she really didn’t mind fulfilling his fantasies once in a while, relishing the occasional opportunity to let out her inner slut in the safe company of the man she loved more than anyone else. After all, outside of their little sporting game, her husband always treated her with the respect a woman deserved, teasing her playfully at times but always with the loving tenderness that epitomised their relationship. That didn’t mean she wasn’t going to think of something extra special for Jacob to do next time his team lost to hers, however, which they would the next time City faced United. He’d be performing for her amusement when the tables were turned, she was sure about that! 

♥ ♥ ♥

Unfastening Jacob’s belt on her knees while he remained seated at the dining table after a delicious meal was but a distant memory for Chloe by the time the next football season came around, but she’d lost none of her resolve to up the ante as far as their wager was concerned - especially when her husband proposed that she was going to have to be his sex kitten for a whole weekend when City were inevitably trounced by their superior opponents. “With ears”, he’d suggested, only half jokingly. “Oh yes?”, Chloe mocked. “Well, when United lose ten nil, you’re going to be my sex kitten for the weekend. With ears”, she parroted, “and a tail!”. 

Quite how well that was going to work, Chloe really didn’t have a clue, but her husband’s were fighting words that she wasn’t going to take lying down. “Yeah? 

Well I hope you’ve washed those scarlet stockings of yours, because you’re going to be wearing nothing but red”, Jacob rejoined. “Nothing but sexy red undies, in fact. Mmm”, he purred, evidently lasciviously picturing the scene judging by his faraway expression. 

“Well, my sex kitten wears stockings too”, Chloe retorted. “And a bra. And panties. Light blue ones to congratulate the winning team, and you’re going to stay in them all weekend just like your striker does when he’s not mincing about on the field”. She wasn’t really thinking about what she was saying, but found herself on something of a roll, which, judging by her husband’s reaction, had evidently hit a nerve. Rather than upping his half of the wager, Jacob seemed on the retreat, but Chloe knew full well that her husband was far too proud to ever admit defeat. “Now you’re just being silly”, he grumbled, but his sullen response 3

only encouraged his wife to press home her advantage. “Do we have a deal?”, she enquired merrily. “In the unlikely event that I lose, I’ll be your sex kitten for the weekend”, she offered. “With those stockings you like and ears if you insist. But when you lose, well”. Chloe paused for dramatic effect before continuing. “Well, then you have to be my sex kitten instead, and I get to dress you up however I please. With ears. And a tail! Shall we shake on it?”. “You have to wear the tail too”, Jacob retaliated, unwilling to lose face, pressing his hand into hers a little too firmly for his confidence to be entirely natural. The deal was sealed, and the bet was on! 

Spurred on by the news of City’s surprise win against the league’s leaders the week before, Chloe began to give more serious consideration to the terms of their wager. She hadn’t really thought about what she was saying at the time, acting more out of an impulsive desire to see her husband squirm than anything calculated, but the more she contemplated the idea of dressing Jacob up in light blue lingerie, the more she knew was going to enjoy it. Indeed, even if United were to prove victorious on this occasion, a possibility she would never entertain in front of her husband, there would always be the next time the rival teams played one another. City would be sure to triumph over their opponents sooner or later, and then Jacob would find himself at her mercy. It would do no harm to make appropriate preparations now, in secret, so that things were all set for the big day. After all, Jacob had sent her to get changed barely after the post-match punditry had begun - not that Chloe would have wanted to sit through much of the commentators crowing about the last minute let-down by City’s goalkeeper, however much she’d resented having to don sexy red stockings, skimpy scarlet thong and bright red push-up bra to celebrate United’s victory and honour her half of their wager. 

Being a woman who was not afraid to dress to impress in the bedroom, Chloe had such saucy underwear readily at hand in her lingerie drawer, but her rather larger husband would need things to be bought specially for him - much as the thought of having him wear hers amused Chloe, there was simply no way that her muscular man would squeeze into her skimpies, even the lacy light blue ones she made a point of wearing on match days. No, she’d have to go shopping for him in secret, although that wasn’t really a big deal, popping by a local discount department store to pick up something suitable without spending an arm and a leg. Unlike her own underwear, Jacob’s didn’t have to fit perfectly, although she would need to have a rough idea of his sizes. Panties could be guessed at from his boxer shorts, but what about a bra? His shirt size would offer some indication, but the thought of her husband actually filling even the smallest of bra cups made her giggle. Perhaps she should make him wear an enormous one and pad it out 4

to make it look like he had huge breasts, although quite how practical that would be, Chloe didn’t know. She would have to see what was available in a suitable colour and style, picturing her man in pretty pastel lace as she played with him as one might a pet. 

What had else had she promised to do to Jacob? Cat ears? And a tail? The former would require a little legwork online, but the result would surely be worth it. As for the latter, was that even possible? If not, perhaps she should get him a little collar, or perhaps draw whiskers on his face with eyeliner or something, teasing him all the while about what a cute little kitty cat he made. Jacob was the one who had come up with the idea of her being his sex kitten, after all, so it was only fair that he should have to eat his words, ideally in the most embarrassing way she could think of. What had started off as nothing more than a snappy comeback was now beginning to take on a life of its own, with Chloe wondering where she could find man-sized stockings and a suspender belt in her team colours. She would just have to hope that City won, or else pray that her husband didn’t have quite as wicked imagination as she did! 

♥ ♥ ♥

With only minutes to go before kick-off, the atmosphere in the apartment was palpable, with both Jacob and Chloe eager for the increasingly interminable pre-match analysis to come to an end and allow the game to begin in earnest. Their earlier fooling around had long since evaporated, gradually giving way to a slightly strained tension as the couple’s anxiety began to show. The endless onscreen speculation about what might happen when the two old rivals met each other once more was no match for the real thing, with neither Jacob nor Chloe caring much for the minutiae of team selection and which formations might be best suited to particular players’ talents. It was only the final result that mattered for the couple sitting side by side on the sofa, with both knowing that there was a lot riding on the outcome. One of them would end up spending the rest of the weekend wearing nothing but women’s underwear for the amusement of the other, and each was adamant that it wasn’t going to them, however nervous they might secretly be about their team’s chances of success. 

Jacob had gone so far as to change into United’s official jersey, a scarlet affair prominently emblazoned with the names of the team’s sponsors. It was something that was out of keeping for the ordinarily rather snappily dressed man, but Jacob wasn’t wearing the jersey for himself. No, he did so quite deliberately to annoy his wife, who for her part made no secret of the lacy light blue lingerie she was wearing, opting for a clingy white top whose thin material did nothing to hide what was 5

underneath. When Jacob’s eyes inevitably gravitated towards Chloe’s bosom, she wasted no time in taking advantage of his natural masculine tendencies, taunting her husband with the suggestion that he would be wearing a very similar garment when United were thrashed, something that was only a matter of time. It was kind of good natured badinage between the couple that always marked the run-up to a match, a culmination of the gentle jibes and joshing that had become increasingly commonplace over the course of the previous week or so. Naturally, Jacob took such teasing in his stride. “I hope you’ve got your red one ready to change into, because your lot are going to get a drubbing”, he proclaimed. 

“I don’t think so!”, Chloe parried. “You’re going to be joining me in light blue lingerie, my kitty cat”. 

A hushed silence fell over the room as the referee blew the starting whistle, but just like the repartee of the couple on the sofa, the two teams seemed evenly balanced, neither able to break through the other’s defences completely. At half-time, the score was still nil-nil, with a spectacular save from the City goalie dashing Jacob’s hopes of an early breakthrough and causing Chloe to whoop with joy. “What was it you said last time?”, she enquired cheekily of her husband. “Couldn’t catch a cold standing naked in a snowstorm? Well, that looked like a pretty good save to me”. “Well, your striker couldn’t even score in a brothel”, Jacob retorted crudely, but their interchange was hardly acrimonious - indeed, the couple were snuggled up against one another, Chloe with her head on her husband’s shoulder, Jacob with his arm around her waist, perfectly positioned for playfully poking his wife to emphasise his point. 

The unexpected prod caused Chloe to yelp with surprise, but she soon got her own back on her husband, running her hand inside Jacob’s football shirt and playfully tweaking his nipple. “It won’t be long before you’re wearing a bra”, she teased. 

“Oh yes?”, Jacob shot back. “Well, my sex kitten’s going to have go topless”, he laughed, giving his wife’s a loving squeeze. Soon their frolicking had become quite physical, only brought to the end by the impending start of the second half of the football match, something which would have been in danger of being quite forgotten by the couple had there not been so much riding on it. Thankfully, the return of the familiar throaty voice of the lead commentator after the end of the commercial break reminded them that there was only one way the couple would settle this particular argument, and soon their eyes were glued to the screen once more as each followed the game anxiously. 

“He shoots, he scores!”, Jacob cheered as the ball went into the back of City’s net, but his jubilation didn’t last long thanks to United soon levelling the score, then drawing ahead only minutes later. A third goal practically sealed his fate, but still he hung out until the bitter end, turning down his wife’s cheeky suggestion that 6

he don a bra and panties there and then to put him out of his misery. “Oh, come on!”, he cried in exasperation as the ball slipped between the legs of his team’s goalkeeper for a fourth time, but there was nothing he could do but await the inevitable, the final blowing of the referee’s whistle that signified he’d lost and Chloe had won. There was no extra time and thus no chance of escape - like it or not, Jacob was going to be the one being the sex kitten that weekend, and his wife seemed determined to enjoy every moment of it, turning the television off barely before the players had made their way off the pitch. “I don’t think we need to see any more of that”, she grinned with obvious glee. “Come on, up you get. 

No cats on the sofa!”, she teased, pulling her reluctant husband to his feet and leading him out of the room. Jacob knew better than to protest - a bet, after all, was a bet, and he’d both won and lost his fair share of them in the past. This time it was his turn to pay the price, but it could just have easily have been his wife’s if only things had gone the other way on the field. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Upstairs in the bedroom, the fruits of Chloe’s labours were soon pulled out from their hiding place under the bed - a nondescript bag of goodies that nevertheless bulged with potential. “You can take that off, for starters”, she told her husband, gesturing to his football jersey. Jacob’s jeans came next, revealing that he was wearing scarlet boxer shorts with his team’s insignia embroidered prominently in gold above this thigh. Chloe didn’t need her husband to tell her what he’d had in mind by such provocative attire, although Jacob wasn’t surrendering without a fight, cheekily suggesting that he’d worn the shorts on the assumption that it would be steak and blowjob night. “I thought you’d like to get up close and personal with the reds”, he said mischievously as he divested his underwear at his wife’s instruction. “No, no, no”, Chloe insisted, now even more resolved to make her husband’s feminization as excruciatingly embarrassing for him as she could. 

“It’s light blue for you! Pretty pastel panties to match those of the winner”, she laughed. “Those of the winning team, more like”, Jacob muttered under his breath, but his fire was all but spent now that he was standing stark naked before his wife. 

“Let’s see what these look like on you”, Chloe teased, rummaging briefly in the bag before holding up a garment that matched her earlier description for her husband to see. There was no denying the femininity of the skimpy underwear, its soft baby blue contrasting sharply with the striking red of the boxer shorts just as its pretty stretch lace was the complete opposite of their generously baggy cotton. 

Stretching out the elasticated waistband of the pretty panties provocatively, Chloe left her husband in no doubt that his new underwear was going to be rather on 7

the snug side even before he had stepped in to it, but soon he was doing just that, reluctantly lifting his feet one at a time as his wife knelt down and held open the panties at ground level. This wasn’t how Jacob had hoped to see Chloe on her knees in front of him, his plans for the evening involving a rather different colour of lingerie on a rather different wearer, but it was too late for regrets now. 

A bet was a bet, and that meant he was the one having to wear nothing but sexy undies that night. 

Savouring every moment of her husband’s humiliation, Chloe slowly worked the scrap of soft fabric up Jacob’s legs until she finally reached his groin, stretching out the waistband of the pretty blue panties over his hips before playfully letting its elastic snap back against his skin. With her head only inches away from his manhood as she fussed unnecessarily with the garment’s frilly lace trim, Jacob found himself instinctively becoming aroused, a fact that was not lost on his wife. 

“Well, I’m glad to see at least part of you is capable of getting it up for the light blues”, she grinned, looking up to see her husband’s face was blushing a hue more in keeping with his own team that the colour of the strip she was dressing him in. “You ought to wear these more often if that’s the effect they’re going to have on you”, she teased, giving the unfeminine bulge a gentle pat that did nothing to diminish its presence. 

Despite their skimpiness, Jacob’s panties were snug enough to ensure that his turgid member would be going nowhere, with the baby blue stretch lace that surrounded it serving to stop it achieving its full potential for the moment. Perhaps if Chloe had continued her intimate caress, her husband’s shaft might have become stiff enough to escape its frilly confines, slipping out of the lacy trimmed leg band of his panties or popping out over the little bow that adorned the middle of their waistband. It was not just Jacob who was becoming somewhat aroused by the situation - much to her surprise, seeing the source of so much of her own intimate pleasure enshrouded by feminine lace set Chloe’s pulse racing too. Were it not for the fact she had the rest of her bag of goodies to dress him up in, she might have been half tempted to see exactly what would happen if she tried to masturbate or even fellate her man through the skimpy garment. Where would his cock finally pop out? Would it do so at all, or would he end up shooting his load through the insubstantial lace, the latter becoming as sodden as her own underwear sometimes did when she was particularly turned on. That could almost be the subject of a wager in itself - one they might be exploring at some stage, albeit rather later in the weekend. 

Feeling her own face becoming rather flush, Chloe hastily moved around behind her husband so as to avoid his gaze, ostensibly to inspect how his behind fared in his new underwear. Now she had a new treat in store for her, with Jacob’s pert 8

buttocks left completely exposed by the panties, their thong slipping so firmly up the crack between them that it seemed to disappear entirely. After playfully running her hands over the twin mounds for a few moments, albeit far from long enough to pay Jacob back for all the times he had salaciously fondled her own behind, Chloe slipped her fingers inside the lacy waistband of her husband’s panties and proceeded to give it a rather mischievous tug upwards. That elicited an immediate response from Jacob, a yelp of surprise that was exactly what Chloe was hoping to achieve, but she didn’t stop there, tenderly tracing the path of his thong with her fingers in a manner she knew would make him feel especially vulnerable. A low moan of unease from the man standing in front of her was her reward, one that Chloe chose to repay with a gentle pat on his cheek as she got to her feet once more and returned to the bag of goodies. 

If anything, the bulge in her husband’s panties seemed even more pronounced by the time she had extracted the next item from the bag, with her flirtatious frolicking at Jacob’s expense evidently not entirely one sided in its effects judging by the damp spot that was beginning to form near his gusset. Lifting out the matching bra by one of its straps, Chloe let the feminine garment dangle idly from a finger while she explained what she was doing, giving her husband more than enough time to take in the full details of what he would soon be wearing. 

“In case you’re wondering, it’s a D-cup”, she informed him. “That’s the same size as mine, and indeed, that of United’s keeper”, she laughed, ever one to take advantage of an open goal. In truth, despite purporting to be the same letter, the cups of the bra that she was currently teasing her husband with were rather larger than her own, thanks to the difference between his expansive masculine chest and her own more diminutive physique, but educating him about the details of such things would have to wait for another time - right now, there was the far more important matter of putting Jacob in his very first bra to attend to, a bra that matched the pretty panties he was wearing. 

Taking hold of its other strap, Chloe stretched out the feminine garment, turning it around so that the little bows that adorned its delicate lace faced her rather than her pantied husband. “Arms out”, she instructed gleefully, unable to keep herself from smirking as Jacob reluctantly complied. He was blushing furiously, but still managed to keep his composure as Chloe slid the straps of the bra up his arms, noticing that her husband was unconsciously biting his lip as though in some discomfort. For a moment, she almost felt sorry for him, but then recalled the fun and games he had at her expense in the past, the way he’d insisted she’d bend forward to put ketchup on his steak and fries simply so he could ogle her cleavage - indeed, cheekily sticking a chip between her pressed together boobs prior to treating her bust as a glorified plate, nuzzling around with his lips and 9

tongue to retrieve it. That would have been shocking treatment under any other circumstances, but she took such abasement in her stride, indeed, had found herself becoming rather moist down below as a result of how her husband had mauled her. Now it was Jacob’s turn to be the butt of the joke, but only up to a point. If Chloe thought her husband was really suffering, she’d have stopped in an instant - as it was, she judged his awkwardness to be well within the bounds of their little game, and thus continued sliding the bra straps inexorably up towards his shoulders. 

Was it really that bad to be made to wear a bra? For a woman who donned one everyday, Chloe tried to appreciate her husband’s perspective. What must it be like for a man to have to wear this most womanly of garments, especially one in the most humiliating of colours? Sure, their bets had seen her suffer her fair share of degrading attire in the past, but she’d always retained her femininity throughout, often feeling even more of a woman despite being forced to dress as little more than a sex object. There was something distinctly different about putting Jacob in lingerie than simply having him parade around the house in his boxer shorts, her soon to be sex kitten a world apart in character than the naked butler she’d enjoyed on an earlier occasion, his unimpeded cock just another toy for her pleasure during an evening long pampering session. Chloe knew she would have ample time to give such matters further thought as she pulled the clasp of the bra together behind her husband’s back, finding herself strangely turned on by the sight of the lace trimmed elastic pressing into his flesh. Like his panties before it, the bra was rather snug. “Oops. This might be a size too small!”, Chloe merrily announced, far from apologetic about what had been a deliberate decision on her part to err on the side of tighter. 

“Too small?”, Jacob exclaimed incredulously. “They’re huge!”. He was looking down at his now brassièred chest, stretching out the sagging flaps of lace that now obscured his nipples. “Ooh, you’re going to need something to fill those!”, Chloe cheerfully chirped. “I thought all United fans had man-boobs like their striker, but clearly you’re an exception”, she teased, returning to the bag on the bed and extracting two bulbous balloons. “It’s a good job I’ve got you these”, Chloe said, holding the water filled teardrops up by their knots for her husband’s inspection. “They’ll give you a bust to die for, and I even made them your favourite colour”, she laughed, not needing to draw Jacob’s attention to the light blue latex for him to recognise that it would match the rest of his embarrassing attire. “Lean forward a little bit and I’ll fill you out, you sexy girl”. Jacob did as he was told, but that didn’t stop him from sticking his tongue out at his wife as she carefully inserted the balloons into the cups of his bra, stretching the pretty lace out to accommodate its new contents. That warranted a peck on the lips 10

from Chloe when she had finished, his wife rewarding her husband for his good grace before stepping back to admire her handiwork. Jacob’s bra cups certainly weren’t hanging flaps any more, instead adopting distinctly feminine curves as they jutted out from his chest. 

The opportunity to turn the tables on her husband’s own habits was too good to waste, with Chloe cupping his newfound bosom in her hands, fondling his false breasts with her fingers as she felt him up, moaning lasciviously in an exaggerated imitation of Jacob’s foreplay. Although the bulbous balloons interposed between her caress and her husband’s flesh, such sordid treatment was nevertheless having quite an effect on her man, as one glance down between his legs demonstrated. 

“You love it, don’t you, you naughty girl?”, Chloe drawled, repeating the words that Jacob often used when making her wet with his touch, words she would have surely heard from him had she been the one parading around in her lingerie. This time, however, their bet was about more than just skimpy underwear, however entertaining it was to dress her husband up like this - their wager had been about becoming a sex kitten for the weekend, something for which Chloe had gone to some lengths to obtain the requisite trappings. 

“I could fondle your tits all night”, she told her husband lewdly, “but I haven’t finished dressing you yet. Down you get!”, gesturing to her feet. It didn’t take Jacob long before he understood what his wife meant, all too aware of the un-accustomed weight on his chest as he reluctantly dropped to his knees before her. Although no stranger to pleasuring Chloe with his lips and tongue, such a submissive position was quite unfamiliar for a man who preferred to take the lead in their lovemaking. His wife was the one who went down on her knees to please him, with Jacob preferring to satisfy her on the bed, often pressing Chloe’s body in the most convoluted of positions as he licked her out. There was no doubt as to who was in charge when he did so, but now the situation was reversed. Did Chloe want him to go down on her like this? That truly would be sexual surrender to the victorious winner, especially considering how he was dressed - all dolled up in lacy light blue lingerie, kneeling at her feet. 

The thought had crossed Chloe’s mind too, but however tempting the prospect of her husband worshipping her body right now might be, the thought of him doing so in even more outrageous attire later on was sufficiently enticing to send her back to the bag of goodies once more. Having Jacob drop to his knees put him in the perfect position for placing a pair of furry cat ears on his head, a novelty item that she’d been surprised to find was available in every colour under the sun from a specialist online supplier. Needless to say, she’d chosen baby blue for the plush fabric, knowing that there could be no other option to decorate the head of a fan of the reds. Thanks to a thin metal Alice band of a similar shade, 11

the feline adornments were soon firmly affixed in place, much to her husband’s chagrin. With evident mischief in mind, Jacob shook his head in an attempt to dislodge the unwanted headwear, but the baby blue ears stayed put, much to his wife’s delight. “Oh my!”, she exclaimed. “You do look cute! Are you ready for your collar, my little kitty cat?”. “Meow”, Jacob muttered sarcastically, but that only fuelled Chloe’s desire for more from him. 

“Come on, put your paws up”, she insisted, gesturing with her hands to indicate what she expected of her husband. “That’s what dogs do”, Jacob chided, but he knew that he was in no position to argue, on his knees in front of his wife wearing nothing but lingerie and a pair of plush cat ears - all the colour of the winning team! “Meow”, he purred again, putting more spirit into it this time as he balled his hands up into fists and made as though he was a cat at a scratching post. It was a performance that elicited a whoop of laughter from Chloe, who insisted he repeat the humiliating display several times more before she finally grew tired of such merriment, turning momentarily to the bag of goodies once more and extracting the fruits of her trip to the pet shop. It was probably better that Jacob didn’t know the lengths she’d gone to to get everything just right for this evening, she mused as she lifted the little leather collar out of the bag, unfastening its buckle before turning to her husband once more. She certainly didn’t want to give him ideas for next time! 

Like everything else he was wearing, the stitched leather was a pale blue, but nevertheless it remained the genuine article, intended to fasten firmly around the neck of a domestic pet rather than being merely a plaything like the ears. Jacob would never hear about the trouble she’d had to find something that would fit round a human neck, in the end adapting a dog collar with a set of bells to give it a more feline quality. Cats didn’t go on leashes, but her husband might if he didn’t behave himself! Whilst Chloe doubted that Jacob would notice the incongruous D-ring that allowed one to be attached, having more pressing things on his mind under the circumstances, she still retained the option to take her new pet for walkies, as absurd as that would have been for a real cat. For now, however, the mere presence of the collar was sufficient to put him in his place, with Jacob instinctively flinching away from the band of leather as his wife brought it up to his neck prior to fastening it. Its little bell rang even as she was in the process of doing so, the tinkling note signifying Jacob’s submission as he knelt and allowed her to buckle the collar around his neck, swivelling it round so that the bell ended up beneath his Adam’s apple. 

“Now I’ll be able to hear you no matter where you are”, Chloe laughed, standing back for a moment to inspect the collar’s fit from afar. Her husband’s face was now flushed with shame, with Jacob choosing to cast his gaze down at his feet 12

rather than look his wife in the eye. Unfortunately, even the slight movement of his head needed to do so caused his collar’s bell to jingle merrily, a sound that was soon drowned out by the giggles it engendered in the woman standing over him. “Oh, baby”, Chloe sympathised. “I’m not going too far, am I?”, she asked, beginning to feel the slightest pangs of remorse for what she was putting her husband through. “A bet’s a bet”, Jacob replied with steely determination, evidently unwilling to admit defeat no matter what humiliation he was asked to endure. “Besides, next time you’re going to be washing my car like this, which means you’re going to have to tell me where you got these infernal ears from”, he continued, wiggling his head from side to side to show off the offending articles and causing his bell to jangle once more. “Because only red will do when United are victorious”. With that, he stuck his tongue out once more, causing Chloe to reciprocate in kind. 

“Well, if you’re going to be like that”, she chided, “you can get up and put your stockings on. They’re not really stockings of the kind I would wear, they’re more like thigh high socks if that makes you feel more comfortable”, she told him, extracting the legwear in question from the bag on the bed. “You won’t need a suspender belt to keep these beauties up - look, they’ve got an elasticated top”, Chloe demonstrated. “And they’re pretty much opaque, which means I won’t be shaving your legs - at least, not this time”, she teased, already thinking of how she could push her husband’s feminization further. Fooling around with him like this was so much fun that they’d be doing it again, she’d decided, perhaps even outside their little wagers. Next season was far too long to wait in the absence of both teams making it through to the play-offs, and whilst she doubted Jacob would countenance wearing light blue lingerie under any other circumstances, he might be amenable to other colours, especially if she followed suit. Perhaps matching black lace might have potential, she wondered, with her husband on his knees eating her out all dolled up in something really saucy. Chloe found herself getting wet at the thought, but that didn’t detract from the matter at hand -

Jacob’s stockings. 

Her husband had made a reasonable start at putting the unfamiliar garments on while she had been fantasising about dressing him up further, sitting himself on the bed and bunching up the first of the long lengths of light blue hose prior to unrolling it up the length of his leg. Chloe stood over him as he did so, ruffling his hair affectionately, albeit somewhat cautiously to avoid dislodging his cat ears. 

That put her husband’s head at the level of her bust, with the view of her own light blue bra clearly distracting Jacob as it showed prominently through her thin white top. Noting his awkwardness, Chloe leaned forward nonchalantly, carelessly presenting her cleavage with quite deliberate intent as she continued to pet him. 
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With her bosom only inches away from his nose, there was no mistaking the effect that she was having on her husband’s member, the bulge within Jacob’s light blue panties becoming more pronounced as he first faltered in his efforts to put the stockings on, then stopped completely, entranced by the sight in front of him. 

The clingy material did nothing to disguise Chloe’s natural curves, but soon there wasn’t even that to obscure them as she began to peel her top off, revealing the contents of her bra in all their glory, adorned in light blue just like Jacob’s own chest. 

“Kiss them”, Chloe directed. “Kiss the colours of the winning team”. She had planned on having him properly dressed, in so far as the contents of the bag of goodies could ever be described as that, before having her husband worship her body, but desire had overcome her. Not caring about the single stocking that was even now beginning to slip down Jacob’s leg, Chloe pulled his head towards her chest, the sudden motion setting the bells on his collar tinkling. Her nipples were stiff with excitement, protruding angrily through the light blue lace of her brassière just as Jacob’s manhood stuck up in his matching panties. His lips brushed against the first of the hard bullets that poked out from the sweeping curve of her chest, tenderly caressing it through the frilly fabric before being directed to the next where he showed his devotion once more, lovingly kissing Chloe’s body without concern for the colour of the feminine underwear they were both adorned in. “That’s right”, Chloe purred, pressing her husband’s face against her bust with undisguised lust. “Show your respect for the light blues, my little sex kitten”, she instructed, popping one of her breasts out of her bra and presenting it for her husband’s worship. “Suck it”, she moaned, giving Jacob little choice but to comply as she pressed her teat into his mouth. “Suck it just the way I like it, you naughty girl”. 

Chloe remained in her bra even after she’d freed both of her breasts, her mounds now adorned by a garland of light blue lace bunched up around the stiff underwires beneath them. Certainly, her intimate attire did nothing to impede her husband as he lapped and licked at her nipples, its pretty lace relegated to the periphery of Jacob’s vision as he concentrated on the task at hand, yet never completely forgotten - just as his own light blue lingerie continued to impinge upon his consciousness. The unfamiliar sensations around his chest and groin made his sexual submission impossible to ignore even without the constant jingling that emanated from the bells on his collar. He could feel the light blue leather fastened snugly around his throat just as he could the lacy bra with its heavily padded cups and the pretty panties from which his penis was struggling to escape, making this foreplay like nothing else the couple had ever experienced. Whereas ordinarily Jacob would have taken the lead, quickly moving their lovemaking in a more 14

explicit direction, now he found himself allowing Chloe to set the pace, his wife clearly content with having him worship her breasts for now, however frustrating that was for him. Denied manly release and all dolled up in the light blue of his team’s bitterest rivals, Jacob’s face was flush with shame, made all the worse by his undeniable arousal, his throbbing cock utterly ignored by the woman having so much fun at his expense. 

Releasing her hold on his head for a moment, Chloe reached her hands behind her back and unzipped her skirt, allowing it to drop to the floor before stepping out of the bundle of fabric around her ankles. Needless to say, she too was wearing matching lace panties, their pastel colour in keeping with the rest of the couple’s attire, but it was a fact lost on the man too caught up in her breasts to be aware of anything further down. Only when she pushed him back onto the bed did he catch his first sight of her other underwear, but he didn’t remain unacquainted with it for long, soon finding his face engulfed by lace once more. This time, it was sopping wet with his wife’s excitement, as Chloe sat on his face and had him pleasure her in the most selfless of ways. As with her bra, she had her husband kiss her through the delicate lace to begin with before moving it out of the way so as to present Jacob with unimpeded access to her dripping snatch, pressing her intimate crevice into his face as though to spur him to ever greater efforts with his lips and tongue. 

Soon Chloe was climaxing as a result of her husband’s devotions, her orgasm spasming with such power that it caused Jacob’s bells to jingle furiously. His face was sticky with her juices but his own desires were still unslaked, his manhood throbbing angrily within the pretty lace of his own panties, underwear that was rapidly on the way to becoming just as damp as his wife’s. As Chloe dismounted him, he wondered for a moment whether she was about to return the favour, but her interest in his almost naked body was of a rather different kind, making it clear that their game was far from over yet. “Honestly!”, Chloe chided, looking down her husband’s legs until her eyes alighted on the single stocking that was now bunched up around his ankles. “You aren’t even properly dressed yet. Fetch me my skirt and top”, she directed, “and then go and sort your stockings out!”. 

Jacob did as he was told, feeling his wife’s gaze burn lasciviously on his pantied behind as he got off the bed and bent over to pick her discarded clothes off the floor, retrieving his second stocking in the process. The bells on his collar jingled, the balloons in his bra jiggled and the beast in his panties remained as inflamed as ever, his arousal made even worse by being at his wife’s beck and call. Soon Chloe was fully dressed again, whereas Jacob had only donned even more in the way of humiliating attire, his legs now encased in opaque hosiery whose light blue matched the rest of his catty costume. 
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The two thigh high stockings weren’t the only aspect of her husband’s outfit that Chloe had neglected in her need for sexual satisfaction. Last but by no means least in the bag of goodies was a plush tail, a short length of light blue fur that was more symbolic than realistic yet nevertheless conveyed a certain feline quality. 

Watching his wife slide the fleecy fabric through her fingers, Jacob couldn’t help wishing that it was his own tail that was subject to such treatment, longing for her hands to caress him with the same intimate touch. Frustratingly, Chloe was more interested in the rear of his panties than the front, having her husband turn around so that she could attach the tail to their waistband. “It’s meant to clip on”, she explained as she fiddled behind his back, “although I’m not sure how well that’s going to work. Perhaps I should have got you one with a plug”, she teased, running her finger down the thong of Jacob’s panties to leave him in no doubt as to where such a thing would have gone. The prospect of being intimately invaded caused Jacob to shudder instinctively, something Chloe was not slow to pick up on. “Maybe you can wear one of those for me next time United gets a pasting”, she teased. 

For now, however, even having a length of fur hanging limply down between his legs was enough to make Jacob blush with renewed shame, and worse was to come when his wife asked him to twirl for her. While the plush tail didn’t behave like that of a real cat, it certainly had a life of its own when Jacob moved, curling around his legs and slapping him playfully with its soft fabric, much to Chloe’s amusement. “And the other way!”, she enthused, whooping with glee as her husband gyrated for her entertainment, his bells tinkling and his bust bouncing in addition to his tail whipping back and forth as he did so. “Now purr for me, my naughty little sex kitten”, she instructed, pretty much doing so herself in delight at Jacob’s performance. Her husband’s response was rather less enthusiastic, a proper meow having to be coaxed out of him with repeated entreaties until Chloe was finally satisfied with his feline efforts. 

Nor was that the only trick that Chloe was going to teach her pet to perform, gesturing to a spot beside her on the bed to indicate that Jacob should join her there. “Ah, ah, ah! Not on your tail!”, she corrected as her feminized husband began to sit down beside her. “A real cat would pounce on the bed and prowl about, so that’s what you’re going to do. I want to see my sex kitten stalk for prey”, she instructed, watching eagerly as Jacob overcame his natural inhibitions and clambered reluctantly onto the duvet. “Meow!”, he grumbled weakly, swatting at his wife in playful imitation of a paw, but that wasn’t good enough for Chloe, who immediately set about extracting more from him. “Oh, come on! You must have fantasised about me doing this for you! Stick your butt out and arch your spine. If you were a girl with a rack like that, you’d be wanting 16

to show it off”, she teased, giving her husband’s inflated bust a leery squeeze to leave him in no doubt as to what she was talking about. 

Picturing his wife prowling around on the mattress wearing nothing but the same sexy lingerie that he was all dolled up in, Jacob couldn’t help but become even more aroused, imagining Chloe lasciviously pressing her breasts towards him before pouncing on his rock hard pole with a view to devouring his manly meat, all the while purring seductively. He did his best to emulate such antics, but judging by the gales of laughter his efforts were greeted with, the sight of him making a fool of himself was more absurd than erotic for his wife, Chloe hooting with glee as he shook his head to make the bells on his collar ring for her. “Oh, baby!”, she cried, wiping away the tears from her eyes as she regained her composure. 

“I’m going to have to teach you a thing or two, aren’t I? Come here and let me pet you”. Dutifully pawing his way over to the side of the bed on his hands and knees, Jacob allowed his hair to be ruffled once more, looking sheepishly up at his wife as she tenderly stroked his head. “I’ll show you how it’s done properly later on”, Chloe promised, giving her husband a wink, “but how about we go and get some dinner first?”. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Thankfully, Chloe turned a blind eye to Jacob sitting down to eat, allowing her husband to join her at the dining table just as he might on any other evening save for his unlikely attire. Whilst having him prowl around on his hands and knees might only be reserved for the bedroom, his wife nevertheless insisted that Jacob remain in his light blue lingerie throughout the meal. Indeed, Chloe seemed to have great difficulty keeping her eyes off his artificially augmented chest as they ate, her gaze naturally drawn to the bulging cups of his bra in a manner that left its wearer wondering whether that was how women felt when men ogled them. 

Few women would have opted to go on a date in an outfit such as Jacob’s, however, his skimpy underwear and stylised accoutrements better suited to an outrageous burlesque night or seedy strip club than any kind of public outing. It was difficult not to imagine horny punters stuffing notes in his bra and panties as he performed for them, purring appreciatively and jingling his bells for being so rewarded. For a woman to play a sex kitten like that would be degrading, but for a man, it was unthinkable! Jacob shook his head to clear such thoughts, only to be rewarded with a fresh peal from his collar. There was no escaping his role as house pet this evening! 

After dinner, Chloe liked to sit down in front of the television with a cup of coffee, and this evening was no exception. Jacob made to join her, but Chloe had other 17

plans for him, insisting that her husband sprawl himself out across her lap so that she could tickle his tummy and generally fondle her feline forfeiter. From stroking the plush fabric of his tail to working her fingers under the elastic of Jacob’s bra straps, Chloe left precious little of his outfit unexplored as her roaming hands idly toyed with the man lying helplessly on top of her, his body exposed and vulnerable. With his face in the chair’s cushion, Jacob couldn’t even guess at which part of him Chloe might choose to molest next, denied any forewarning of the playful patting, stroking and touching that seemed to cover everywhere except the bit that really needed it. Even his furry ears, as insensitive and unfeeling as they were, got more in the way of attention than the burning frustration cooped up in lace between his legs, with Jacob’s stiff manhood only having Chloe’s skirt to press furiously against. He was not only hard but wet, knowing that when he was finally allowed up from her lap, he would be sure to have left quite a puddle. 

Surely his wife must sense the dampness growing between them as she continued to pet him? 

It seemed like an age before Chloe finally commented on his discomfort. “I see my tomcat’s in heat”, she teased, running her fingers down the thin strip of Jacob’s thong before allowing them to alight on the gusset of his underwear, now sodden with excitement. “My, my! You are frustrated!”, she continued, allowing her hand to glance upon her husband’s stiff pole only momentarily before withdrawing it again. “Is it wearing all this sexy underwear that’s doing it for you? Or do you have a secret thing for being played with like a pet? I’m surprised you’re not humping my leg, you horny little thing!”. Her tone was playful yet provocative, with her assertive attitude and tender tormenting serving to inflame Jacob’s desire even as he submitted to such shameful indignities. Chloe was probing the crack between his cheeks again, the intimate invasion of her fingers making him squirm as he lay on her lap, molested in a manner that he wouldn’t take from any other woman. 

Her fondling turned into tickling, sending him into convulsions of laughter, and all the while his rock hard manhood was rubbing up against her legs, caressed by the delicate lace of the pretty pastel panties that fought to restrain it. 

“Please, Chloe!”, he begged, gasping for breath in the brief interlude his wife afforded him before resuming her affectionate assault once more. All trace of his earlier rebellion had long since evaporated, with Jacob finding himself falling naturally into a state of utter surrender, submitting to the woman who had not only dressed him as a saucy little sex kitten but now was insistent on having him relinquish every last drop of dignity as he writhed around under her complete control. Despite being humbled and humiliated, he found himself so incredibly horny that he wondered how long his hard-on could hold out against the constant rubbing backwards and forward brought about by twisting this way and that as he 18

floundered under her fingers. It wouldn’t be long before he shot his load, making a sticky mess inside the light blue lace that would slowly drip down and soak into his wife’s skirt, if not the sofa. Chloe wouldn’t be happy with that, but the way things were headed, there was no way he would be able to stop it, not if she continued to tease and torment him the way she had been. He had to warn his wife of his weakness before it was too late. 

“Please, Chloe! I’m going to come!”, he pleaded as the pressure within his balls built to unbearable levels. He was only moments away from spraying her legs with his pent up frustration, his cock throbbing so angrily now that it seemed to have taken on a life of its own. “Then I’d better stop”, Chloe said calmly, withdrawing her hands immediately. “I don’t want my pet making a mess on the furniture”, she said in a matter of fact tone of voice, somewhat out of keeping with the playful ruffle she gave to her husband’s hair. Jacob was still sprawled out over his wife’s lap, feeling as dishevelled as if he’d been put through a mangle. 

Struggling to get his breath back, he felt his wife’s fingers return to his back with apprehension, but Chloe was simply pulling his bra straps back into place, the light blue elastic having slipped off his shoulders and down his arms during all the excitement. After a pat on his buttocks, her attention returned to the television once more, as though nothing had happened. 

Jacob’s raging erection continued to throb furiously, wilting only slightly now that his wife was no longer molesting him. Now that he was no longer being tickled and tormented, he became aware of a growing discomfort, his body unused to being sprawled out like this. Would Chloe allow him to sit up? A tentative attempt to do so was rewarded with her hands pressing gently yet firmly down on his body, making it clear that he was to remain as he was for as long as amused his wife. The best he could hope for was to shift his weight slightly, wriggling this way and that in an effort to make himself more comfortable, but even that was unacceptable to the woman whose lap he lay on. “You are fidgety this evening!”, Chloe grumbled. “Shall I take you upstairs and put you out of your misery?”. 

She didn’t need to ask him twice - Jacob pretty much bit her hand off in his enthusiasm. “Yes! Please, yes!”, he begged, finding that his wife’s fingers had returned to the sopping wet gusset of his panties, touching the tender tip of his engorged cock through the soft, feminine fabric. 

“Well, I don’t know about that”, Chloe teased. “After all, you are wearing light blue lingerie, and I know how much you hate me doing that”, she said mischievously. “No, no, that’s not a problem!”, Jacob pleaded, knowing that he would have to swallow his pride if he wanted release from the frustration that burnt so furiously in his loins. “No?”, Chloe enquired wickedly. “I’m not sure I believe you. Tell me how much you love wearing lacy light blue lingerie”, she 19

instructed. It was just as well that Chloe couldn’t see the face that Jacob pulled as he answered her, his features distorting into a grimace as he told her just that. “I love wearing lacy light blue lingerie”, he muttered through gritted teeth. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t quite hear that”, Chloe replied, prompting her husband to repeat himself with a prod to his most intimate of regions. “I love wearing lacy light blue lingerie”, Jacob reiterated, enunciating every word as clearly as could considering how ill at ease he was with their sentiments. “Liar”, Chloe grinned, loving every moment of getting her own back for some of the things her husband had asked her about her scarlet underwear in the past, her mouth being too full of his manhood to reply with anything more than a mumble to the affirmative as he’d had her admit that red was indeed her favourite colour and, as a City fan, she liked nothing more than being on her knees sucking United cock. “Yep, lying through my teeth!”, Jacob laughed, knowing neither of them took such embarrassing admissions too seriously. 

“Still, if you like lacy light blue lingerie so much”, Chloe continued, pausing to make it clear to her husband that she was working up to something, “then you won’t mind wearing it in the bedroom for me, will you? You’ll need to take your panties off for what I have in mind, but otherwise I see no reason why you can’t remain dressed exactly as you are now - cat ears and collar included! I’ve always wanted to be ravished by a pretty little sex kitten”, she told him, licking her lips suggestively. As shameful as such a humiliating proposition might have been under other circumstances, Jacob knew there was no way he could argue with that. The bells around his neck jingled as he lifted himself up off the sofa and allowed Chloe to escort him up the stairs, the stiff protrusion in his panties pointing the way. It certainly looked as though it was going to be an eventful evening, even before he considered what tomorrow would bring! 
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Beep Beep Bra Straps

The impatient toot of a car horn caused Evan to snap out of his daydream with a start. “The lights have changed, honey”, his wife chided softly, her gentle criticism rather more accommodating than that of the driver behind him, already revving his engine restlessly. “Alright, alright!”, Evan muttered to himself, belatedly releasing the handbrake and setting off, albeit nowhere near quickly enough for the car hot on his tail. “I don’t see what the big hurry is”, he grumbled as they immediately came to a halt again, joining the queue of traffic waiting at the next intersection. “A few extra seconds is hardly going to kill anyone”, he remarked, scowling in the direction of his rear view mirror in the hope that looking daggers at the driver behind might encourage him to back off his bumper a little. “It’s not like we’re going to get anywhere fast with all this traffic”, Evan signed resignedly as he slipped the gears into neutral once more. He knew these particular lights had a long change at the best of times, leaving nothing else for him to do but watch the pedestrians go by unimpeded, the bustling crowds flowing far more fluidly than the stationary vehicles. 

Although he would never admit it to his wife, there were far worse places to be snarled up in traffic. Unlike the time they’d been stuck in a five mile tailback on the motorway, the busy city had the benefit of lots of passing interest beyond the back end of the truck in front of them - not least in the form of the college girls who seemed to be particularly in abundance around this area, close to the university and its associated student accommodation. The unseasonably warm weather was enticing enough to encourage many of them into surprisingly skimpy summer clothing, with a profusion of strappy tops and short skirts to be seen despite it really only being the middle of spring. The sight of such youthful beauty in full bloom naturally caught Evan’s eye as he surveyed the street, his gaze flitting from bust to butt as he forgot the traffic in favour of the feminine charms of girls in their prime, a prelude to the pleasures to come on his commute later in the year. Whether walking alone or chatting to one another in small 21

groups, the young women wandered past his window blissfully unaware of how they were distracting drivers like Evan, providing a welcome diversion from the tedium of the interminably slow traffic signals. 

Unlike the queue of vehicles still stationary in front of him, the pert buttocks that now brushed past his wing mirror had a very lively movement to them, their outline barely obscured by a plaid miniskirt as they wiggled while the girl to whom they belonged walked. Evan followed her progress down the road, allowing his gaze to return in the company of another young woman’s bouncing bust. Her figure-hugging top did little to disguise her fully blossomed physique, the thin white fabric clinging so closely to her curvaceous chest that there was no mistaking the silhouette of her bra beneath. As the pair of bobbing breasts grew closer, Evan began to make out a pattern of black lace around them, noting with pleasure how the shape of the girl’s nipples protruded prominently through her clothing. Only barely conscious of how her top stopped just short of her navel and completely oblivious of anything that wasn’t in the immediate vicinity of her now all too apparent bra cups, Evan watched agog as the girl made her way towards his car, utterly unaware of how she’d hypnotised him. Here was a woman who knew how to catch the eye, flaunting her flawless figure with abandon as she strolled down the street. Was her butt as firm and round as her bust? Her tight hipster jeans would certainly let him know once she’d passed, the woman well worth watching in the wing mirror. 

The cacophonous blare of a car horn curtailed Evan’s idle fantasises about how fine the girl would look walking down the road wearing nothing at all, cutting in even before his wife had had chance to point out that the traffic was moving again. “What is his problem?”, Evan swore, gesticulating obscenely behind him with one hand as he hurriedly put the car into gear with the other, but the woman sitting next to him took a distinctly different view of the situation. “Honestly, Evan!”, Faye admonished, waiting until her husband had caught up with the truck in front of them before continuing her criticism. “If you kept your eye on the road rather than perving on the pretty girls, you wouldn’t get honked all the time”. “I wasn’t perving on any pretty girls”, Evan protested weakly, but he knew she’d got him bang to rights. “Pull the other one!”, Faye shot back, “I saw how you were staring at that girl’s chest just now”. “Well, if she will dress like that, she’s asking for attention!”. “I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that, Evan”, Faye said sternly, her tone one of barely repressed anger. Being stuck in a traffic jam was evidently not doing anything for her mood, even without her husband’s puerile antics exacerbating the situation. 

Aware that what had started as a little spat was rapidly in danger of becoming a full blown row, Evan let the matter drop rather than dig himself into an even 22

deeper hole. There was no point in provoking Faye further, not when she was obviously tired and headachy from the traffic and heat, with even an apology right now risking setting her off again. Feeling annoyed that he had been caught out not once but twice by both his wife and the driver behind, Evan pointedly stared at the back end of the truck in front, its dirty roll-over door seeming to taunt him with its inertia as he willed the disagreeable vehicle into motion. If it weren’t for that wretched wagon, he’d have had a clear view of the lights up ahead, giving him a little more leeway to enjoy the passing attractions without anyone being any the wiser. He resolved to overtake the truck at the earliest opportunity, ideally in such a way as to leave the beeping bonehead behind him stuck with the view of its filthy mudflaps. 

♥ ♥ ♥

The truck had turned off down a side road, denying Evan the pleasure of passing it, whereas the impatient driver behind him had finally vented his frustrations by cutting Evan up and speeding off ahead barely before the road was wide enough to allow it. As much as that rankled at the time, such minor irritations were soon forgotten, with Evan and Faye returning home without further incident. The meagre fruits of their shopping trip were soon unloaded from the car, with Faye heading off to the kitchen to put the kettle on and Evan slumping down in front of the television, glad to be able to finally relax after what had been a rather fraught afternoon. The local news programme had a throwaway line about the gridlock that had engulfed the city, preferring, like the man watching it, to focus on the crowds that had turned out for the inauguration of an open-air pool in the park. Frolicking bikini clad beauties naturally caught the cameraman’s attention, but unfortunately for Evan, the close-up of a gaggle of girls wearing very revealing swimsuits happened to occur at the very moment Faye entered the room carrying two cups of coffee. 

“Ogling more breasts, Evan? Will you ever learn?”. For a moment, he found it difficult to read his wife’s mood, but thankfully her tone was somewhat less angry than it had been in the car, with Faye slumping down beside him on the sofa, too tired to get unduly upset with her apologetic but far from contrite husband. Still, Evan was glad when the roving reporter finished his piece about the pool and handed back to the news desk for an item about a blaze at a chemical factory, something which didn’t require him to worry about where he was looking. Burly firefighters in uniform were hardly his thing, although the pretty weather girl who followed them was much more pleasing to the eye, the young lady in question opting to celebrate the unseasonable temperatures with a low cut summer dress that certainly flaunted her natural endowments. If she was wearing a bra, it 23

couldn’t be a very good one, Evan decided, judging by how her bust jiggled whenever she gestured at the map behind her. Roll on summer and seeing more of such top heavy lovelies in skimpy attire, he thought, hoping his wife didn’t realise why he was suddenly interested in the television again. 

Just as the attractive forecaster had predicted, the warm weather continued throughout the week, providing Evan with an unrivalled opportunity to indulge in his fondness for the female form as he drove home from work each evening. 

Despite what his wife might have had to say about him gawping at the girls going by had she been there to witness him watching them from the car window, Evan was of the opinion that there was no harm in just looking. Whether they were sexy students in strappy tops or seductive secretaries in sheer blouses, all were worthy of his interest. After all, it wasn’t as if he would ever contemplate cheating on his wife with any of the women he was eyeing up - he was simply appreciating the way they put their beautiful bodies on show for all and sundry, being sure that they’d enjoy the attention had they known how they caught his eye. What higher compliment could be paid to a pretty girl than to be captivated by her charms, commending her dress sense by drinking in her sensuous shape shown off in skimpy attire? If Faye did the same, his eyes would never leave her, caught up in the curves and cleavage that made her very much a woman to be worshipped in her own right, not passively but physically! 

Indeed, Faye was not immune to the disrobing effects of the sun’s rays, as Evan discovered to his pleasure when he returned home that Friday night, glad to have finally put the office behind him for the week. As though reading his mind, she’d opted for an outfit that wouldn’t have been that out of place on one of the young women he’d watched on the way home from work, her figure-hugging top showing off her bounteous bosom at its finest. Throwing modesty to the wind, Faye had chosen to wear a black lace bra beneath the thin white T-shirt, its outline all too obvious as it lifted and shaped her breasts into a very pleasing profile. So pro-found was the effect her pushed up bust had upon her husband that Evan found himself lost for words, cut off in mid-sentence as he caught sight of what his wife was wearing. It was unlike Faye to flaunt her figure so openly, normally preferring a more conservative choice of clothing, but her husband certainly wasn’t complaining, lost in the plunging neckline that revealed copious amounts of cleavage between her bulbous breasts. 

“What have I done to do deserve this?”, Evan exclaimed enthusiastically, struggling to tear his eyes away from his wife’s chest as she strolled over to greet him with an affectionate kiss. Despite the best efforts of her bra, Faye’s bulging bust bounced softly as she walked, the gentle motion making it all the more difficult for Evan to look anywhere other than the incredibly inviting cleavage that came closer 24

and closer, his wife’s body practically begging him to undress it. “It seems that the only way to get your attention these days is with these”, Faye said playfully, bringing her hands up to her bust and squeezing her breasts even tighter together. 

“I’m tired of you ogling other girls’ boobs from afar when there’s a perfectly good pair right here”, she chided, cupping her chest for a moment before releasing it, in so doing imparting a slight wobble that only served to hypnotise Evan all the more. 

Dimly aware that his wife was up to something, Evan found it difficult to know how to respond beyond offering a non-committal grunt, wondering whether Faye was about to launch off on one of her usual tirades about treating women with respect or simply feeling frisky. He’d be all too happy to help her out if it were the latter - out of her top and bra and into bed, where he would worship her wonderful bust, nuzzling her breasts with his lips and tongue before becoming even more intimate with her body. Perhaps she would allow him to ride her cleavage again as she had on his birthday, pressing her firm breasts against his equally stiff cock until he shot his load between them, the sticky fluid the perfect lubrication for her erect nipples when he’d massaged it into her skin afterwards. Knowing his luck however, he was probably in for a lecture on how men should keep their eyes to themselves, something which would be rather hypocritical considering what Faye was wearing. His gaze still hadn’t managed to escape her bosom, pulled down by the presence of her breasts just as his wife’s lacy black bra was weighed down beneath her thin white top. 

“I’m going to treat you today”, Faye continued, undeterred by her husband’s unresponsiveness, “and then you’re going to return the favour for me tomorrow. 

Perhaps I’ll finally be able to train you to look a well-endowed woman in the eye when she’s talking to you?”. Evan hadn’t really noticed how her fingers had slowly run their way up his chest whilst she’d been speaking, too occupied with his wife’s body to pay much attention to what she was doing to his, which meant it came as something of a surprise when Faye’s hand gently but firmly pressed under his chin, forcing him to make eye contact with her for the first time since entering the room. Nevertheless, he was only barely cognisant of what his wife was telling him, his gaze instinctively flitting down again for one last glimpse of her feminine glory before finally being pulled away. “Whatever you say”, Evan declared dreamily. “You can dress like that for me any day”, he grinned, giving his wife a rather more amorous kiss than might ordinarily be called for on his return home from work. “Perhaps I’ll do so again tomorrow with you”, Faye laughed, the mischievous twinkle in her eye lost on Evan, who also shrugged off her rather strange choice of prepositions as a slip of the tongue. His own tongue would happily slip right now were it given the chance, that was for sure! 
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Faye made her husband work hard for such pleasures that evening, effortlessly teasing and tormenting him in equal measures with her body as they enjoyed a leisurely meal together. Evan’s eyes certainly weren’t on his food with Faye sitting opposite him, his wife nonchalantly leaning forward over her plate as she ate, treating her husband to the sight of a tasty dish that would remain out of his reach until much later on. Even when she lent back in her chair to savour a mouthful, she still seemed to be flaunting her bust, her evidently brassièred breasts jutting up and out as their nipples gazed back at the man who couldn’t stop himself from staring at them. More than once, Evan fumbled with his fork, the metal tines hitting plate rather than pasta as he misjudged where the food was, his mind lost in the tantalising black lace that he longed to explore with more than just his eyes. He’d long since given up trying to keep his erection under control, feeling his stiff shaft throb angrily beneath trousers and table, but Faye seemed oblivious to his plight, for once forgoing her usual lectures about lechery in favour of playing with his passions. 

Even the weather girl had lost her usual appeal, the forecaster’s curvaceous charms coming across as distinctly two dimensional in comparison to the living, breathing beauty sat beside him. Snuggled up against him on the sofa, Faye had somehow positioned herself so as to afford her husband the perfect view down her top, the inky black of her bra now directly visible as its lace trimmed cups rose up from the depths to greet her cleavage. From time to time, his wife would reach an arm idly into her T-shirt to retrieve a slipping strap, revealing even more of her intimate attire for a few tantalising seconds before returning her hand to where it had been, wedged between her husband’s thighs. She couldn’t fail to be aware of his arousal, Evan thought in a rare moment between being engrossed in other attractions, but Faye insisted in playing innocent, toying with him as though utterly unconscious of what she was doing. 

“It looks like it’s going to be another lovely day tomorrow”, Faye said brightly, stretching her arms out to her sides and then up behind her head in a manner that just happened to cause her chest to heave with them. “It’s so nice to be able to get the summer wardrobe out”, she burbled happily as she sat up prior to standing, stretching the bottom of her T-shirt down from where it had ridden up around her midriff. Its low cut neckline naturally followed suit, revealing rather more of her bra than would be seemly in polite society before Faye casually corrected it, apparently unaware of how such a simple action had captivated her husband anew. “Something like this for you tomorrow?”, she asked idly as she arose from the sofa, turning to face her husband and in doing so presenting him with another fine view of her feminine figure. “Yes, please!”, Evan answered immediately, his enthusiasm for her proposal undeniable. “Well, maybe something 26

that shows a little less cleavage if we’re going out”, Faye told him, running her finger suggestively down the cleft between her breasts as though her husband needed any reminder about what she was talking about. “Oh!”, Evan pouted, petulant yet playful. “You don’t have to on my account”. 

Despite his best efforts to persuade her otherwise, Faye refused to succumb to any of her husband’s increasingly desperate advances during the course of the evening, sending Evan to bed thoroughly hot and bothered. Nor was she was in the mood for anything other than sleeping when they were finally between the sheets, rolling over and pulling the duvet with her to tell him in no uncertain terms that however horny he might be, any hanky panky would have to wait for another time. She simply wasn’t interested in the stiff pole that made a little tent in the bedding, and with his wife lying beside him, Evan couldn’t even relieve himself of his sexual frustrations on his own, instead having to watch his pride and joy slowly wilt as he lay awake listening to Faye’s snores. The only glimmer of hope for him lay in how she’d left her T-shirt and bra neatly folded on the dresser rather than discarding them in the laundry basket. Was it too much to think that she might dress up for him again the following day? 

♥ ♥ ♥

Evan woke to find his manhood stiff and hard once more, his natural morning wood exacerbated by the way his wife’s body was pressed up against his. Faye’s slow breathing suggested she was blissfully unaware of how she was spooning him in her sleep, her pert buttocks fitting perfectly into the bend of his groin as she adopted a foetal position, facing away from the husband she was using as a living cushion. His cock had naturally slipped along the crack between her firm, round cheeks, pressed down the length of Faye’s behind such that her flesh caressed its shaft but left its tip untouched, his penis just poking out between her legs on the other side. From time to time, his wife would stir slightly in her slumber, wiggling her backside a little before becoming still once more, the gentle motion just enough to sustain his stiffness between the more constant pressure her pushing buttocks imposed upon his hard-on. Even in her sleep, Faye seemed determined to tease and torment him with her body. 

Not wanting to wake his wife prematurely, Evan had no choice but to accept her unconscious advances, unable to pull away thanks to how Faye had assumed the entirety of the bed as her own, relegating her husband to its very periphery as a result of having appropriated the middle of the mattress. Nor could Evan take advantage of the opportunity presented so bodily to him, prevented by his position from plunging his penis into the opening so tantalisingly close to it even 27

if his respect for his sleeping wife hadn’t kept him from doing so. All he could do was to lie there and suffer her buttocks rubbing against his shaft, waiting for Faye to wake in the hope that she might be amenable to some early morning action. He would certainly be up for it, his member already wet with arousal as she continued to grind her rear against it, his wife murmuring happily in her sleep as though enjoying a particularly satisfying dream. 

Sadly, Evan found his own fantasies soon thwarted, with Faye regarding the thought of treating him to sex before breakfast as being firmly out of the question. She’d been happy enough to fondle him beneath the sheets, idly reaching a hand down to explore what she had earlier been pressing up against unawares, but the fingers slipping softly along his shaft were all that his manhood was to see of her body that morning. “Ooh, you are a big boy today!”, Faye laughed merrily as she discovered the full extent of her husband’s arousal, but despite his amorous advances, she was adamant that he would have to wait. “Maybe later, if you’re good. I want us to get dressed up first”, she grinned, getting out of bed to give Evan a momentary glimpse of the pert buttocks that had been the source of so much frustration for him earlier. Her cheeks were soon enshrouded in a skimpy satin dressing gown, but it did little to diminish his desire for her, the silky material clinging to her curves as though challenging him to strip it from her, taunting him as she left the room. 

Nor was Faye’s clothing any less provocative once she was dressed for the day, the dressing gown exchanged for a tight top and trousers that flowed over her feminine figure just as closely. Much to Evan’s delight, his wife had opted for the same T-shirt that had tantalised him the day before, although its thin material revealed that she was wearing slightly more subdued lingerie than the black lace bra that had so hypnotised him yesterday. Nevertheless, her bust couldn’t fail to catch his eye, lifted and shaped as it was by the plain white cups whose outline was quite apparent beneath the figure-hugging fabric. They must be padded, Evan thought, judging by how her nipples weren’t poking out provocatively, but a man couldn’t have everything. He’d often appreciated such T-shirt bras on passing beauties, and thus it was only right to show his wife the same respect, making favourable noises on catching sight of her so attired. 

“You look nice”, he enthused as Faye joined him in the bedroom once more, his wife casually carrying another of the stretchy tops that made the summer so splendid for a man with an eye for ladies’ fashion. In sharp contrast to her readiness, Evan had only just finished performing his ablutions and was now standing naked next to the dresser, wondering what to wear himself that day. 

Would the casual shirt from a couple of nights before do another day, or would he be better choosing something fresh to celebrate the start of the weekend? That 28

would really depend on whether they would be going anywhere special or not, but Faye had been distinctly cryptic about her plans for the day when they’d chatted over breakfast, unhelpfully suggesting that they could discuss things further when they were both properly dressed. Perhaps his wife would be prepared to give him a steer now? Evan looked to Faye for guidance, but his wife’s expression was enigmatic, her mood one of mysterious mirth as she took his shirt from his hands and put it firmly back on the dresser from where he’d just taken it. “No, no, no”, she chided merrily, “no shirt for you today”. 

Wondering when his wife would let him in on the joke, Evan began to bend down to the drawers in which his clean T-shirts were kept, but Faye stopped him once again, interposing her body between her husband and the dresser in such a way as to thrust her chest in his face. Suddenly finding himself up close and personal with the curve of her cleavage, Evan barely had chance to consider the change of scenery before Faye obscured it once more, this time lifting up the stretchy top she was carrying so as to place it between the two of them. “Since you love clingy clothes so much”, she teased, not having to spell out how her husband’s attention had been drawn to her body even in the brief instant before, “I thought you could wear this today. Let’s see how you like being stared at, shall we?”. With that, she began bundling up the top’s thin fabric as though about to put it on herself, but the way she held it out towards him left Evan feeling distinctly uncomfortable. 

Surely Faye wasn’t serious about suggesting he wear something that would have been better suited to the sexy students he loved to ogle in their sultry summer skimpies. No, she must simply be teasing him, taking the opportunity of putting on a second layer herself to lecture him about treating women with respect or some other such nonsense. 

Evan made for the dresser once more, but this time his wife was more forceful, pressing the weight of her body back against the drawer defiantly so as to keep it shut. There was no denying that Evan had a fight on his hands if he wanted to force the issue, with the look on Faye’s face telling him that his wife definitely meant business. “You can’t chicken out now”, she told him firmly, now stretching out the bunched up material just as she might prior to slipping her head through it. It was a practised movement that Evan vaguely recalled from the many times he’d watched his wife dress, generally too caught up in lasciviously looking at her luscious loveliness to pay too much attention to the finer details of how she put her clothes on. Now, however, the naked man was all too aware of what Faye was doing as she started to slowly lift the top towards his head, causing him to shy away instinctively. 

“I dressed up for you yesterday, so it’s only fair that you do so for me today”, Faye chided, holding out the bundle of fabric expectantly. Standing stark naked 29

in front of his fully clothed wife, Evan found himself caught on the back foot, suddenly feeling very vulnerable and exposed as he struggled to dismiss such a scandalous suggestion. Sensing his hesitancy, Faye pressed home her advantage. 

“I don’t see what you’re so afraid of”, she teased, playfully pushing the bunched up garment towards her flinching husband as though taunting him with it. “It’s only a stretchy top. Still, I guess if you’re so scared of them, I better not wear one myself. Perhaps you’d be happier if I changed into something loose and baggy?”, she wondered wickedly, dropping her hands down to her waist momentarily to give Evan a reminder of what he would be missing out on if he didn’t play along with her little game. “See? They’re not so bad once you’re wearing one”, she grinned, mischievously giving her breasts a little jiggle. “Come on, let’s see what yours looks like on you, shall we?”. 

With that, Faye lifted up the garment that was in her hands again, once more obscuring her own figure-hugging attire as she looked at her husband as though merely waiting for him to acquiesce to her wishes. There was no question that his wife was determined to see him in the stretchy top she was holding out towards him, the matter already decided as far as Faye was concerned. Evan found himself feeling torn, his natural manly pride tempered by the knowledge that it would be difficult to go against his wife without hurting her feelings. At the very least, he could kiss goodbye to seeing her in anything remotely revealing if he wasn’t prepared to wear something similar himself, and the sight of seeing her so attired was so very pleasant. Perhaps that was her plan, he pondered, his wife making another one of her points about women’s bodies. Well, two could play at that game. It was just a strangely shaped T-shirt, after all, and he could always take it off once she’d had her fun - along with Faye’s top too, if he played his cards right, and then that bra of hers. 

Picturing dressing up for his wife as a prelude to undressing her, Evan’s neck instinctively bowed slightly, his head feeling pulled towards the mouth of material that his wife held out in his direction. Swallowing his pride, he bent forward further and allowed Faye to work the bundle of soft white cotton over his ears and nose, having for a moment the strange feeling of having a collar around his neck as his wife rummaged around for the arm holes. Letting his limbs go limp, he watched passively as she swiftly took his hands in hers, inserting them through the sleeves of the stretchy top in turn, pulling and pushing flesh and fabric until all that was left was for her to unroll the rest of the garment down his torso. 

Soon she had done that too, standing back and admiring her handiwork with an expression of pure delight, barely able to keep herself from bursting into giggles at the sight of what she’d done to her man. 

Looking down his body, Evan could see the snug material mould itself to his 30

muscles, the twin tips of his nipples poking out from his pectorals in a pale imitation of how his wife’s would were it not for her padded bra. Like the top that Faye was wearing, his had a plunging neckline, although unlike his well-endowed wife, Evan had nothing in the way of cleavage to display - merely a hirsute chest, the thick, dark hair stopping abruptly at the semicircular hem that ran up towards his shoulders, marking the delimitation between masculine body and feminine attire. Further down, the stretchy fabric came to an end just below his belly button, putting Evan in mind of the trendy young things with their deliciously exposed midriffs, a beautiful band of bareness between crop top and miniskirt, occasionally adorned with navel jewellery that flashed in the sun. It was just as well that Faye couldn’t read his mind, considering the associations such attire set off in him, with Evan having to shake his head to clear his thoughts before the bulge between his legs became any bigger. 

Now that Evan was wearing the top, it didn’t seem that bad. While he wouldn’t have chosen such a feminine style, he could certainly see the merits of showing off his manly chest, beginning to understand why beefier guys strutted around in muscle shirts that left little to the imagination. Although reasonably well toned, his own body would need rather more work at the gym before he could pull that off with confidence, but it wasn’t just men who flaunted their figure in tight fitting clothing. If he were an attractive young woman with bulging breasts, Evan could think of no better way than to show them off to all and sundry than by wearing such a skimpy top, something he was all too happy to oblige when such busty beauties flaunted their feminine charms in public. Such girls didn’t need to put in long, sweaty hours at the gym to bulk up, simply concerned with staying slim and following fashion. If Faye was trying to teach him a lesson about what it was like to be a woman, it was backfiring horribly, he laughed to himself, wondering how he could use this as a bargaining card in future. “Well, I don’t see what all the fuss is about”, he declared haughtily, conveniently forgetting his earlier apprehension. 

“I’d rather wear something a bit more manly, but tight fitting clothing’s fine by me!”, Evan asserted with exaggerated bravado. “I’ll dress up for you if you dress up for me”, he winked, imagining doing quite the opposite with his wife as they stripped one another prior to romping around between the sheets. 

Faye had been content to leave her husband to his thoughts while she fussed and fiddled with his top, but Evan’s sudden declaration caused her to stop what she was doing. “Is that so?”, she asked, putting some distance between them by taking a step back. Evan’s gaze naturally came to rest on her chest, drinking in the sight of the white ovals that pressed through the fabric of her top, supported by twin strips that led off to her shoulders, her bra straps showing just as plainly as the cups that curved to the contours of her bust. There was no question as to 31

which of them looked better in a stretchy top, but Evan’s reverie was short lived, with his wife’s next comment bringing him back down to earth with a bump. 

“Well, since I’m wearing a bra”, she began, looking at her husband as though knowing exactly where he had just been staring, “you won’t mind doing so too. 

After all, a girl can’t wear a top like that without something underneath, as I’m sure you know full well!. Faye didn’t need to explain what she meant by that, with Evan being too dumbfounded to even begin to argue with his wife’s implicit suggestion that he ogled other women. 

“Faye!”, he spluttered, barely able to get his words out without them tripping over another, his tongue tied in knots by such an outrageous idea. “I’m not wearing a bra!”. His protest caused his wife to pout, but Faye wasn’t taking no for an answer. “You don’t want your little nipples to show, now, do you?”, she teased, caressing the protuberances in question through the thin fabric of her husband’s stretchy top. That was the least of Evan’s concerns, with the prospect of wearing such a humiliating garment being absolutely unthinkable even for a man who was already wearing a feminine top, but his wife’s off the wall argument proved difficult to counter. Who cared about nipples showing when she was talking about making him wear women’s underwear? Evan opened his mouth again, but no words came out, his train of thought derailed by the way his wife had taken his manhood in her hands and was gently fondling it, pressing her chest up provocatively as she did so to leave no doubt of her meaning. 

“If you’re a good boy, I might let you do that thing that you like later on”, she purred suggestively, allowing one hand to slip from his swelling shaft and bringing it up towards her cleavage, her fingers unconsciously toying with the cleft between her breasts in a pale imitation of what she had in mind. “But you have to do what I say first”, she said firmly, letting her husband’s erection slide from the hand that had been caressing its length as she brought her arm up to meet the other, cupping her brassièred breasts to emphasise what she meant. “You’re already wearing a girly top, so a teensy weensy little bra won’t be any problem at all”, she told him, talking down to Evan as though he were a young child rather than her husband. “You’ll wear one for me now, and then I’ll see what I might do for you this evening”, she proposed, not waiting for an answer from him before continuing. “Now, let’s get you strapped in, gorgeous”. 

Evan found the flames of his rebellion faltering, his once fiery determination dwindling as his wife rummaged briefly around under the bed, pulling out a bag she’d evidently secreted there earlier. Like the top in turn, it was difficult to argue with a woman speaking from a position of power, her control over the situation cemented by the way in which she’d caught him naked, putting him in a stretchy top before he’d really had chance to appreciate what was going 32

on. Now there was the prospect of a special treat on the table, the thought of being allowed to pleasure himself between her breasts helping to overcome Evan’s natural inhibitions from one side even as his wife’s determination worked away at them from the other. Faye was already extracting something from the stylish carrier bag, something black and lacy and ever so feminine, something he was going to end up wearing if he couldn’t find a way out of this without upsetting her. 

Nevertheless, Evan couldn’t see how to do so without throwing away the chance to have his way with her later, the thought of spraying his hot, sticky juices all over her chest outweighing even the price of wearing a bra of his own. After all, he was already wearing a feminine top and that hadn’t killed him - how much worse could a bra be? It was a little embarrassment now for a lot of enjoyment later, he rationalised, imagining his cock in her cleavage as he reluctantly surrendered to the inevitable. He didn’t need to tell Faye that he would wear a bra for her, because his silence spoke volumes, giving his wife tacit consent to start strapping him into the feminine garment. 

“Don’t worry, you won’t be taking it off for long”, Faye laughed as she helped her husband’s arms out of the sleeves of the stretchy top, leaving its soft cotton bundled up around his neck again. She’d left the bra on the bed while she did so, but now she was holding it up, letting her husband have a good look at the garment he would soon be wearing. Evan certainly wouldn’t have said no to seeing the sultry black lace adorning his wife’s body, knowing that thanks to being able to see straight through the delicate gossamer despite its floral appliqué, he would have been treated to the sight of her nipples shrouded by the smoky filigree. 

He pictured himself slipping the embroidered straps off Faye’s shoulders prior to popping her breasts out of their lace confinement, and found himself becoming hard despite his predicament, a fact which was not lost on his wife. “I’m glad you like it!”, she beamed, looking pointedly at the projection protruding from her husband’s groin. “I know you’ve got a thing for black bras, so I thought I’d get you one of your own. Now you won’t have to ogle other people’s! Let’s have your arms out”, she directed. 

Lost for words, Evan did as he was told, limply lifting his arms so as to let Faye slip them through the twin loops of inky black elastic, the bra’s straps overlaid with pretty stitching at the front to complement its fancy lace cups. The latter soon came to rest gently upon Evan’s chest, with his wife lifting the straps onto his shoulders before moving around behind her husband’s back to finish off fastening him into the feminine garment. For something that had seemed so dainty from a distance, Evan soon discovered that the black lace bra had a deceptive robustness, the stiffness of its underwiring becoming all too apparent as Faye pulled the two ends of its clasp together, causing the curved metal strips to dig into his chest 33

for a moment before the pressure eased. Now she was fussing with the straps once more, fiddling with the little buckles so as to tighten their elastic too, then releasing each with a snap that caused Evan to jump with a start, the smarting sting soon fading into an undeniable pull on his shoulders that matched the tightness he felt around his chest. He was wearing a bra, a black lace bra, and his wife wasn’t done with him yet, working her hands under his armpits as she pulled its band down into place then doing the same to its cups as though such subtle changes could ever make any difference to how her husband looked in such unmanly article of intimate attire. Evan’s face began to flush with embarrassment as he took in every last detail of the feminine lingerie first-hand from the inside, standing motionless while his wife continued to manhandle him. 

Only when her husband’s bra finally met with Faye’s satisfaction did she step back and admire her efforts from a distance, grinning so broadly that Evan couldn’t help responding with a weak smile of his own, glad that at least one of them was enjoying her little game. He felt just as ridiculous as the bra looked on him, its saggy lace flaps doing nothing without any of the bulbous contents the womanly garment was evidently intended to support. Worse still, Evan was acutely aware of how his wife’s gaze remained firmly fixed on his chest, with Faye apparently unable to keep her eyes off his bra, biting her lip with evident glee as though struggling to stifle her giggles. Her fervent attention made Evan feel somewhat uncomfortable even though he knew he had nothing to fear here in the safety of his own home alongside the woman he loved. “Stop staring at it!”, he protested, pouting forlornly and folding his arms over his chest in a vain attempt to cover up his immodesty, but that only caused Faye’s smile to stretch even wider, his wife clearly relishing her husband’s discomfort as she continued to tease him with clothes Evan would much rather see on her. Girls wore sexy black lace bras like this, not guys! 

“Well, you’d better put your top back on if you don’t want people to see it”, Faye laughed, raising her eyes briefly to the bundle of soft white cotton that had remained snugly wrapped around Evan’s neck. He’d all but forgotten about the stretchy top, but now he found himself glad of its presence, frantically fumbling for its arm holes before slipping his hands through the sleeves and tugging the clingy fabric down over his body. So keen was Evan to cover his shame that he managed to stretch the elastic material well past his hips, which in turn pulled the top’s plunging neckline down far enough to reveal the cups of his bra once more. Hastily rearranging his unlikely attire, he discovered to his horror that even when the thin white cotton covered the frilly black lace, the outline of the latter was still clearly visible. Quite apart from the way the stretchy top clung to every last lump and bump of the feminine garment underneath, its flimsy fabric was so 34

transparent as to make even the colour of his embarrassing underwear painfully obvious. Just like his wife’s had been the day before, and just like that of so many of the beautiful babes he’d longingly lusted after from his car window, there was no denying the presence of Evan’s bra, so undeniably on display as to suggest he was deliberately flaunting it. 

The sight was too much for Faye, unable to stop herself from bursting into peels of laughter as her husband’s face fell, his arms instinctively coming up to cover his chest once more. His wife was apologetic when she finally regained her composure, however, stepping up close to her husband and proffering him an affectionate kiss to make up for the mirth she’d had at his expense. “You’re being a very good sport about this”, she said softly, pressing her chest up against his as she tenderly caressed the soft cotton covering Evan’s back, tracing her fingers along the outline of his bra straps before exploring its band through his top. “Keep it up, and I’ll see what we can do with these”, she grinned, wiggling her body in such a way that her breasts rubbed against his, tickling his nipples through the black lace of Evan’s bra. Her intimacy was enough to arouse Evan’s desires once more, his nascent erection not going unnoticed by his wife, with Faye slipping a hand down to help its progress along for a moment before pulling back. “Thanks for reminding me!”, she exclaimed, swiftly returning to the bag on the bed. “I almost forgot your panties! If you’re going to wear a bra, then you have to wear panties too!”. 

Evan could only stand and look flabbergasted as his wife extracted another frilly garment from the bag, the skimpy scrap of lace far less substantial than the bra had been. “You can put these on yourself”, Faye declared, tossing the panties in her husband’s direction. “I don’t want to inflame that thing any further”, she laughed, looking pointedly down at her husband’s groin where his manhood was jutting out at an increasingly alarming angle. “Not just yet, anyhow”, she purred. 

Struggling to straighten out the bundle of black lace that he’d only just caught, Evan found himself distracted by the way his wife had slipped a hand nonchalantly down the neckline of her top, pulling up first one bra strap, then the other before rummaging around her bust quite unashamedly. He knew that she was doing so deliberately, but that didn’t make things any easier for him as he slipped his legs through the lace trimmed waistband and began to pull the panties up towards his now rock hard penis, face burning red with a mixture of shame and arousal. Faye had him wrapped around her little finger, but he’d gone too far to back out now, already having made too much of a fool of himself to forgo the reward his wife kept raising the stakes for. Had he known he’d end up in not just a stretchy top but a bra and panties too, he might have been more determined to stick to his guns and not be swayed by her amorous entreaties, but it was too late for that 35

now. 

Like his bra, Evan’s panties were snug. Indeed, they were so snug that it proved impossible to squash his stiff shaft into their lacy embrace, with the feminized man having to make do with covering only its base and balls with the skimpy underwear, leaving its purple head poking out provocatively above the pretty little bow that adorned the middle of the low-cut waistband. Faye was evidently unimpressed by his efforts, turning her back on her husband as she headed out of the room. “I’ll leave you to sort yourself out”, she called over her shoulder, the outline of her own bra straps visible as two lighter strips in the white of her own top, adorned with twin bumps where their little buckles were, coming down to meet the band that bulged slightly in the middle where its clasp joined. It was a subtle feminine detail that Evan might have savoured under other circumstances, but now he found himself thinking that he too must be sporting such tell-tale signs of women’s underwear as though tattooed across his back, his provocative black bra far more visible than his wife’s practical white one. Was Faye going to leave him like this? Just as he was about to call out to her, his wife turned in the doorway, but rather than putting him out of his misery, Faye’s next words only added to her husband’s anguish. 

“When you’ve got your little friend under control”, she grinned mischievously, the way her gaze rested upon his penis doing nothing to dampen its spirits, “you might want to put some trousers on. Unless you want to go around in just your undies all day? Or would you rather I lent you a skirt?”. “No, no, trousers will be fine!”, Evan spluttered, but Faye had already left the room, evidently assuming her husband wouldn’t want to be feminized any further than he already was. Clearly there wouldn’t be any chance of him being able to take off either of their bras any time soon, Evan thought, resigning himself to watching his pride and glory slowly wilt into the snug black lace around his groin rather than take its well earned right to do its manly duty between his wife’s breasts. At least she hadn’t been serious about him wearing a skirt, he mused, surprised that Faye hadn’t taken the opportunity to make a point about his penchant for pert buttocks, with round rears catching his eye as often as bulging busts. It was a small mercy, but not something he was going to complain about, feeling enough of a fool wearing frilly underwear, quite apart from a girly top that did nothing to hide such embarrassing attire. 

The reason for his wife’s leniency soon became apparent when Evan rejoined her downstairs, having slipped into a comfortable pair of jeans that thankfully covered up any trace of black lace beneath the waist. With a pair of socks and shoes, he was at least wearing as many items of masculine attire as he was feminine ones, however obvious his bra might be beneath the thin white cotton of what was 36

clearly a woman’s garment. Now Faye wanted to tip the balance in his favour, but that came as cold comfort when considered against what else she was asking. 

“You might want to go and get yourself a jacket too”, she told her husband, “I thought we’d go out for a drive”. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Evan’s protests had fallen on deaf ears, and now he found himself in the passenger seat as his wife reversed off their driveway. It was rare for her to want to drive the car, with Faye ordinarily preferring to be chauffeured by her husband, but just as she had taken control of his wardrobe, she was now in the driving seat of their vehicle, relegating Evan to no more than a passive observer. He’d even suffered the indignity of having to carry her heavy handbag to the car, dashing out from the house in the hope that his wife would be similarly speedy when it came to unlocking the door, but Faye had been far more leisurely, not sharing her husband’s desire to get in the vehicle as quickly as possible. Despite the thick, fleecy jacket he’d donned on top, Evan was still convinced that his bra showed as badly as his wife’s did, desperate that none of their neighbours should catch him in such disgraceful dress, but Faye had made him wait around for all to see. 

She wouldn’t even tell him where they were going, causing Evan’s heart to sink as they left the suburbs and headed into the city. Wherever it was, there would be other people, women who would be quick to spot what he was wearing and men who would repudiate him as no longer one of their own. He wanted nothing more than to shrink away into the car seat, instinctively curling his arms up in order to add extra cover to his embarrassing attire. 

“Have you ever been to the top of the car park?”, Faye enquired innocently. “One of the girls at work was telling me how spectacular the views are from up there”, she enthused, continuing without regard for the monosyllabic grunt that was all that passed as her husband’s response. “I know a car park doesn’t sound like the most romantic place in the world, but I thought we’d go and check it out. 

I doubt there’ll be many people up there, it’s one of those places you’d never think of going unless you knew what was there”. That, at least, allowed Evan to relax a little. Their steady approach towards the city centre had seen him become increasingly anxious about what his wife had in mind for their little trip. 

His imagination had gone into overdrive, convinced that Faye was planning on parading him in public, even taking him shopping shopping for more in the way of unmentionable attire, all the while attracting the interest of onlookers and shop assistants keen to add to his shameful humiliation. In comparison, the top of the car park seemed like heaven, though quite why Faye had chosen today of all days to go there, Evan couldn’t possibly fathom. 
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As their car ascended one spiral ramp after another, Evan noted how quickly the number of other vehicles thinned out, with most shoppers quite sensibly opting for the lowest floor on which they could find a space. Why trudge down endless flights of stairs or brave the horrors of a lift that always smelled of urine when you didn’t have to? By the time the interminable concrete opened out into daylight again, there were no other cars at all, the topmost storey completely deserted save for the odd item of litter that blew around in the wind beneath the occasional lamp post. With an entirely free reign of where to park, Faye opted to drive to the very end, bringing the car to a halt as far away as possible from the dull concrete building that encased the lift and stairs. “Goodness!”, she exclaimed, 

“Karen wasn’t lying about the view”. With that, she released her seat belt and got out of the car, leaving the door wide open in her eagerness to peer over the safety barrier at the scenery below. 

For a moment, Evan forgot what he was wearing as he took in the view, too entranced by the panorama to worry about whether anyone was watching them. 

From this height, the people going about their business down below were no more than little ants scurrying about, utterly oblivious to being observed from above. 

The rooftops of nearby buildings also caught his eye, brandishing an impressive array of equipment that Evan would never have imagined might be perched on top of them - from giant satellite dishes and spiky aerials to huge fans that must have been part of enormous air conditioning systems. Amidst the office blocks, the soot darkened spire of an old church fought for sunlight, and in the distance, he could just make out the countryside that the suburbs finally petered out into. 

It was hardly a romantic sunset, but Evan nevertheless felt privileged to share such a secret place with the woman he loved, watching the wind whip up his wife’s hair as Faye gazed dreamily into the distance, snuggling up against him not just to use his body as a windbreak, but out of genuine affection too. 

Just as Evan was beginning to think his wife had forgotten all about the lacy lingerie she’d made him wear, Faye returned her attention to her little game. 

With her hand already slipped up inside his jacket, it didn’t take much for her fingers to find the band of his bra, reminding him of its presence by working their way along its lace trimmed edge. “How about taking your jacket off?”, she suggested naughtily, still tenderly caressing her husband’s back through the soft cotton of his stretchy top. “There’s no-one up here to see but me”, Faye told him, running her other hand up Evan’s chest and beginning to pull down his zipper. 

Despite her husband’s protests, Evan found himself powerless to prevent his wife from unfastening his coat, with Faye soon slipping its sleeves off his shoulders to reveal the full extent of his feminization, the bright sunlight doing little to disguise the sharp contrast between black lace bra and skimpy white top that adorned his 38

distinctly manly chest. 

“You don’t need this on such a lovely day”, Faye said firmly. “Go and put it in the back of the car and bring me my handbag”, she instructed, adopting such a tone of authority that Evan instinctively complied without question. The thought of putting the jacket back on, let alone standing up to his wife more forcefully, didn’t even cross his mind as he resigned himself to doing as he was told, the few steps back to the car seeming like miles to the man who was acutely aware of how his bra was now on public display. What if one of his wife’s other colleagues had taken Karen’s advice and come to see the view, choosing that very moment to appear in their car from the mouth of the spiral ramp? Didn’t the car park have a janitor who would be doing his rounds, or worse, watching him secretly on some hidden security camera? Evan quickened his pace, swiftly depositing his jacket on the back seat of the car before picking up his wife’s bulky handbag, the latter feeling even heavier now than when he had first carried it out of the house for her. Was Faye simply teasing him by having him fetch it for her, or was there something inside she intended to further torment him with? Evan wasn’t sure he wanted to find out. 

“Thank you! You are a sweetie”, Faye beamed, taking the bag from her husband’s trembling hands and slinging its strap over her shoulder before bending down on her knees. For a moment, Evan thought his wildest dreams were coming true as his wife began to unbuckle his belt, Faye pulling down his fly and watching with a wicked grin on her face as his trousers dropped around his ankles, but any hopes he might have of impromptu oral pleasure were soon dashed as she got to her feet once more. With the skimpy black lace of his panties now even more openly on display than his bra, Evan was utterly at his wife’s mercy, trapped in the most humiliating of predicaments and completely vulnerable as he stood exposed to the elements wearing nothing but women’s clothing from the ankles up. With his trousers bunched up around his feet, he couldn’t even run back to the car in a hurry, but Faye wasn’t finished with him yet, delving into her handbag and extract something so unexpected that it took Evan a moment to fully comprehend what she was doing. Why did his wife have what looked like a lump of soft pink flesh in her bag, something that looked for all the world like a woman’s breast, complete with protruding nipple and large, dark areola? 

Before he knew it, Faye was reaching into the neckline of his stretchy top and inserting the fleshy mass into one of the cups of his bra, its presence causing the black lace to curve in an undeniably feminine way. Soon she’d done the same with a second silicone form, rummaging around in her husband’s bra momentarily to ensure that both false breasts were suitably supported by their respective cups before fussing with the neckline of his top, the soft white cotton now stretched 39

taut across Evan’s newfound bust. Looking down with horror, the feminized man discovered he now had a chest to rival any woman’s, his bra now as big as his wife’s and all too apparent through the clingy top. He found his hands instinctively rising to cup his new breasts, squishing the silicone gently between his fingers and massaging his nipples in a strange parody of a woman in heat, his manhood rising to attention just as if he were touching his wife’s body rather than his own. For a second, he was lost in the moment, but then the reality of the situation hit him, standing on the top storey of a car park with his trousers around his ankles, excruciatingly vulnerable and exposed. Flushing red with shame, Evan looked to Faye for a way out of the pinch she’d put him in, but his wife had a rather indecent proposal to offer instead. 

“If you’re man enough to let me drive you back like that”, she suggested, staring pointedly at her husband’s protruding chest, “then I’ll let you play with these when we get home”, pressing her own impressive bust towards him as her sultry voice effortlessly changed into a more matter of fact tone. “You’ll have to leave your jacket in the back, of course, and I don’t want to hear any complaining. You ought to be proud of having such a nice pair!”, she teased, nonchalantly reaching into her handbag once more and withdrawing a stubby purple object which Evan immediately recognised as one of her toys. Did his wife always carry a vibrator around in her handbag, or had she put it there specially to tease him with? He was too entranced by what Faye was doing with the ribbed plastic to consider the question for very long, watching agog as she idly ran it up and down her own cleavage before letting its bulbous tip slip inside her stretchy top and nestle between the cups of her bra. His own cock could be following suit if only he could bring himself to do as she had asked, but such pleasures would come at a very high price to his pride. Could he really do as his wife wanted and flaunt his bulging bra so openly? 

♥ ♥ ♥

Sitting helplessly in the passenger seat once more, Evan knew that it was far too late to back out now. He’d taken some persuading to go along with Faye’s scandalous suggestion, but her intimate caress of his pantied penis had sealed the deal, her fingers gently stroking his manhood through the smoky black lace as she demonstrated with her dildo what was at stake, using the plastic phallus to pull down her top so as to reveal even more of her captivating cleavage. Having turned to putty in her hands and all the while scared that someone would suddenly catch him with his trousers down, Evan had meekly taken his place in the car, fastening the seat belt across his newly augmented chest with some difficulty as he wondered how he had allowed himself to get into such a predicament, the safety 40

of his jacket seeming a million miles away despite only being in the seat behind him. Even then, the thick fleece would have done nothing to hide the unmanly protrusions that now graced his chest, however much it might have shielded the damning shadow of black lace that shone straight through the thin fabric of Evan’s stretchy top, the clearly visible cups of his bra tapering off into lines that ran off over his shoulders, adorned with little bows that could just be made out if one looked closely enough. Evan hoped that no-one else would, but he couldn’t help but stare down at every last detail of his humiliating attire, knowing that beneath his trousers were matching panties that were embarrassingly wet from his earlier excitement. 

Far from getting any closer to the end of his ordeal, his long awaited reward seemed to stretch even further away as Faye took them out of the car park, the swiftness with which she’d managed to descend the spiral ramps soon slowing to a crawl as the couple became snarled up in traffic once more. This time, Evan didn’t dare look out of the window at his surroundings, too afraid of catching the eye of a passer-by to contemplate staring anywhere other than his feet, his protruding chest impinging upon the periphery of his vision. Nevertheless, he could still hear the merry chatter of gossiping girls as they walked past, their heels clattering along the pavement as they came uncomfortably close to where he was sitting, fading away only to be replaced by a fresh pair. He barely dared to breathe, sure that sooner or later someone would happen to glance through the window at where he was trying to sink into his seat, chancing upon a sight that would send them into peels of laughter before pointing him out to all their friends. There would be no way of hiding his shame, his false breasts feeling so firmly supported by his bra that he doubted whether he could remove them before his secret was out. 

The traffic lights had just changed to red as Faye came up to the next intersection, causing her to bring the car to a halt at the very front of the lane. With no other vehicles in front of them, Evan knew that he was even more exposed than he had been so far on their journey, wishing that his wife had run the lights rather than stop so perilously close to the pedestrian crossing in front of them. Faye had none of her husband’s urgency, driving with a relaxed leisure that was the antithesis of Evan’s anxious need to get home as soon as possible. Her husband’s desire was no longer driven by the prospect of salaciously enjoying his wife’s breasts, as had been the case in the car park, but now simply a need to divest himself of his own, taking off the bulging bra that marked his complete and utter submission to his wife. Would Faye allow him to do so as soon as they got through the door, or would she insist on keeping him in his feminine frillies for even longer, having a little fun at his expense around the house before finally putting him out of his 41

misery? He wouldn’t put it past her to insist he kept his lingerie on even as they made love, molesting his chest with her own phallus before letting him reciprocate so as to show him what it was like for a woman to have a man between her tits. 

The lights’ long awaited change to amber had just begun when two young ladies began to cross the road in front of them, apparently oblivious to the long queue of waiting traffic judging by their slow amble. Indeed, so caught up in their conversation were the two girls that the lights had turned to green before they’d even made it to the middle of the road. “Oh come on, we haven’t got all day!”, Faye muttered under her breath, but the driver behind them was far less forgiving, tooting his horn angrily when the car in front of him failed to immediately pull off. Quite apart from making Evan almost jump out of his skin, the sudden sound certainly attracted the attention of the pair of girls, looking up in alarm as though they’d only just noticed where they were. For a moment, one looked Evan straight in the eye, her face broadening into a gigantic grin as her gaze dropped down his body. “Please don’t stare at my chest. Please don’t stare at my chest”, Evan found himself praying, watching with horror as the woman, who was wearing a stretchy top not dissimilar to his own, tugged at her companion’s arm as though to draw her attention to what she’d seen, but the other girl was already scurrying across the street, pulling her astounded friend along with her. 

Evan was glad when his wife finally drove off, leaving the two women far behind, no doubt to snigger among themselves about what they’d seen - a manly face atop a distinctly feminine chest, a husband being punished by his wife for having a eye for the ladies. 

Things were very different when the tables were turned, Evan mused, vowing that he would never stare at a woman’s bust again, not now that he knew just how uncomfortable it could feel to be on the receiving end of such unwanted attention. 

If nothing else, he didn’t want to give his wife any excuse to repeat their little expedition, knowing that Faye would surely keep his bra and breast forms on hand should her husband ever stray from the straight and narrow again. No, the only chest he wanted to see curve in a womanly way was his wife’s, bras being something Faye could quite happily keep to her wardrobe. One pair of breasts as large as hers was quite enough as far as Evan was concerned, the only pair he would be appreciating from now on! 
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One Good Turn

Liam still couldn’t believe his luck. Walking down the thoroughfare of the busy shopping centre with the girl of his dreams on his arm, he found himself in seventh heaven, barely conscious of what was going on around him as he savoured the sensation of a second date. Meeting up for a drink after work was hardly the most amorous of assignations, but such an easygoing encounter had suited both their schedules. Indeed, they’d first met under similarly low-key circumstances, a forgotten purse and a parking barrier making for a chance meeting that might never have happened had Liam not left the office late that fateful evening. He’d found his route out of the underground car park blocked by a vehicle whose driver was frantically searching her pockets for the money demanded by the officious machine, the latter refusing to remove its obstruction without being paid its pound of flesh. It was sheer good fortune that there was not a queue backed up behind her - as it was, Liam was the only one inconvenienced by the woman’s inconsiderate behaviour. 

A less patient man might have honked his horn, cursing to himself about women drivers, but Liam had already seen his plans for the evening scuppered by a chain of mishaps verging on the farcical, an interminably long meeting only the start of a series of delays that culminated in him getting back to his car over an hour later than he had intended. He’d left the ingredients he’d bought at lunchtime for his evening meal behind in the canteen refrigerator, then managed to lock himself out of the office’s sophisticated swipe-card entry system on the way back to get them. The lift in the car park had been out of order, forcing him to take a very dingy set of stairs, and then, to add insult to injury, he found that even his route out of the car park was blocked. Fate was evidently trying to tell him something, Liam had thought, wishing that he’d not picked that evening to experiment with a new recipe but instead had opted for something quick and easy. At least he wasn’t alone in having a bad hair day, he’d smiled sadly, watching the woman flap around on the verge of panic. 
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In for a penny, in for a pound, Liam had thought to himself as he’d got out of his own vehicle to see if he could assist, ending up paying the woman’s parking charges out of his own pocket before seeing her car safely through the barrier. 

The heavy metal pole had swung down immediately behind the little hatchback as it sped up the ramp into the sunlight, leaving Liam plenty of time to consider what had happened as he fed the hateful contraption the due it demanded from him too. Did the fact that she was a pretty blonde on the verge of tears stop him from remonstrating with the woman, or was it the disastrous day he’d had himself that had helped him to empathise with her? It would have been so easy to have lost his cool under the circumstances, indignantly insisting that she shifted her stupid vehicle out of the way before she inconvenienced him any further, but Liam hadn’t done so. Indeed, he’d gone as far as to stuff the handful of loose change into the maw of the machine himself so as to save her trembling fingers from having to fumble around trying to feed the slot’s insatiable appetite for coins. 

Her name was Ruth, and she’d insisted on taking his phone number so that she could pay him back, but Liam hadn’t expected anything to come of that, already having written off the money as a small price to pay for finally getting home that evening. A woman like that would be well out of his league, he’d mused melan-cholically as he chopped up vegetables later that evening, his stomach rumbling in anticipation of a dish that served more as supper than dinner that night. She probably had a boyfriend, and on reflection, he should simply have suggested she call him to sort out her crisis, given that whoever the lucky guy was would get all the rewards of a relationship with such a gorgeous girl. Liam considered himself to be far too ordinary a bloke to attract a babe of that calibre, but that hadn’t stopped him from fantasising about her, with the memory of how Ruth’s long blonde hair cascaded down her shapely figure one that he savoured far more than his meal that evening. He’d ultimately consigned the failed recipe to the bin, regarding his chances of cooking that particular dish again as being about on a par with bumping into the girl he’d helped out, however sweet she’d been in comparison to the recipe’s unsavoury flavour. 

Liam was quite happy as a bachelor, he told himself, the freedom of being single allowing him to do what he liked without having to worry about anyone else. 

Indeed, if he never saw the beautiful blonde again, he wouldn’t have to worry about how to tell her about his special interest in women’s things, something that had often proved a stumbling block for relationships in the past. A woman like that would want a real man, he mused sadly, not one who liked to dress up in satin and lace from time to time. She wouldn’t understand the flouncy apron he wore while cooking, nor appreciate the lightly padded bra and pretty panties he sometimes slipped into when he came home from work, such feminine frillies 44

allowing him to put the trials and tribulations of a man’s life to one side for a little while. Still, his slightly enhanced bust offered scant solace when he recalled Ruth’s rather more voluptuous curves, leaving Liam longing for a woman whose lingerie he could play with rather than having to make do with his own. Anyhow, he had to look on the bright side, enjoying the chance encounter for what it was and moving on. Besides, it wasn’t as if he wanted to pay twice the going rate to park his car every day - the charges were exorbitant enough already! 

So completely had Liam forgotten about the woman in the car park that he almost didn’t answer the unfamiliar number on his cellphone a couple of days later, having long grown tired of having to fend off endless calls from marketing companies. “Ruth who?”, he’d asked suspiciously when the perky voice on the other end of the line had identified itself, with Liam struggling to recall any colleagues or acquaintances of that name, but his tone had dramatically changed when he finally put two and two together. “Oh! Car park Ruth! Yes, yes, yes!”, he’d enthused when the woman in question suggested they met up after work so that she could repay the money she owed him. “I know it’s only a small sum, but it’s the principle that counts”, she’d stressed as though rationalising her decision to herself as well as him, but Liam needed no persuasion. “Yes, I know the place!”, he’d replied eagerly after she’d proposed they meet up at a coffee shop that was conveniently close to the car park, a rendezvous location that would avoid either of them having to loiter around underground waiting for the other to arrive. 

That had made sense at the time, but the more Liam had thought about it, the more unlikely such an arrangement seemed. It wasn’t as if he had lent Ruth anything approaching a serious sum of money, the few coins that he’d dredged up from the bottom of his pocket being something that he would never miss, but the alternative seemed equally implausible. Could he have unwittingly been asked out on a date? Liam didn’t dare consider the possibility too seriously, but that didn’t stop him making an extra effort with his appearance that morning, even going so far as to inspect his grooming prior to leaving the office, much to the amusement of his colleague Brian. “You got a hot date or something?”, the portly old man joshed, unashamedly still zipping up his flies as he turned his attention from the urinal he’d just been peeing in to the way Liam was checking himself out in the mirror. “I wish!”, Liam had parried playfully, not wanting to go into detail in case he jinxed things. “Well, good luck”, Brian declared, slapping an unwashed hand on Liam’s shoulder as he passed him in the narrow corridor that led out of the toilets, calling out cheekily on his way out the door, “cos you’re gonna need it, pretty boy”. 

Liam hadn’t let his co-worker’s good natured ribbing deter him, although he had felt distinctly anxious as he loitered around the coffee shop, waiting for Ruth to 45

join him. What if he’d misread the signals he thought she was sending and she really did just want to give him a handful of loose change before heading on her way? Thankfully, things hadn’t turned out that way. “At least let me buy you a coffee now that I’m here”, the smartly presented young woman had offered by means of an apology for her lateness, directing Liam to a patio table as she set about attracting the eye of a waiter. That wouldn’t be difficult for her, Liam had mused, allowing his gaze to idly wander up and down the length of her body, even more beautiful now that it was illuminated by more than just the harsh glare of fluorescent strip lights. The sunshine had given her golden locks a gleaming lustre as they snaked down her shoulders, whereas the crisp white cotton of her fitted blouse had taken on a dazzling brightness that had caused Liam to blink, not believing his eyes as he took in Ruth’s fantastic figure. A smart skirt and strappy heels gave her outfit a professional air, but that didn’t stop her from looking very sexy as well, thanks to sheer hosiery and the faintest hint of what she wore underneath, imperceptible to all but a lover of lingerie like Liam. Underground, Ruth had been pretty, but in the light of day, she was downright gorgeous. Liam had found himself falling in love at first sight, desperately hoping against hope that the girl of his dreams would feel the same way. 

The dregs in their cups had long since grown cold when the couple had finally called it a day at the coffee shop, matching the unmistakably frost vibes they were beginning to receive from the waitress clearing the table around them. Two refills hadn’t been enough to properly get to know one another, with Liam and Ruth really hitting it off as their conversation meandered this way and that. Who would have thought that two strangers would have so much in common, Liam had mused as he had reluctantly returned to his car, proffering a final wave to the woman who had coincidentally parked only a few spaces away. “You have got the right money this time?”, he’d teased as they’d walked down the final flight of stairs together, her shoulder brushing comfortably against his as Ruth instinctively shied away from the dingy concrete walls. “I don’t want to have to bail you out at the barrier again”. That had caused her to pout, playfully reminding him that the last time she’d forgotten her purse, she’d been rescued by a hero. “Who knows what will happen if I do so again?”, she’d laughed. 

“Well, I’d like to do this again”, Liam had declared, knowing that he would regret not taking the opportunity to ask Ruth out a second time. It was a suggestion that had been rewarded with a chaste kiss on his cheek before Ruth turned in the direction of her car. “I’ll give you a ring sometime”, she had called out over her shoulder, leaving Liam unsure as to whether she really meant that or was simply giving him a polite brush off as he got in his own vehicle. He’d followed her little hatchback up the spiral ramps that headed towards the surface, their 46

cars bumper to bumper one more time as he watched Ruth feed the machine its fee, this time from the comfort of her car seat. A final flash of his headlights and that was that - Liam was alone in the car park once more, realising only belatedly that Ruth had never paid him back the money that had been the pretext for their impromptu date. Writing the sum off a second time, he had wondered if anything more would ever come of what had definitely been an evening to remember, or whether a pleasant chat over coffee with a pretty girl was all the reward he could expect from his selfless act of generosity. The ball was very much in her court in that respect, but Liam hoped very much that Ruth would want to play. 

Over the next few days, Liam had found himself looking longingly at his phone as though willing it to ring, but there had been no further calls from the one number he wanted to see on the screen, only more marketing companies trying to ply their wares. He often thought about ringing Ruth himself, but on the only occasion he’d summoned up the courage to do so, the phone had been answered by the impersonal tones of a voice-mail system, his nerve breaking before he’d managed to leave any message. To call again would appear desperate, if not creepy, he’d realised, and thus there was nothing for it but to wait for her to ring him. Liam did his best to put the memory of such a gorgeous girl to the back of his mind once more, even though doing so was now a thousand times more difficult after their earlier encounter. She might not even be single or else have found another man in the meantime, no doubt having no difficulty in taking her pick from a host of suitors. Even the waiter at the coffee shop had seemed to flirt with her, Liam brooded gloomily, thinking back to how quickly Ruth had been served in comparison to the length of time he would have had to wait had he been the one ordering. Hapless heroes like himself were probably ten a penny in her world, called upon only when needed, forgotten when not. 

Despite his pessimistic prognosis, Ruth had surprised him a second time, ringing out of the blue just when he was least expecting it. He’d been standing in line at the supermarket checkout, cursing his phone going off just as he’d begun to unload his basket onto the conveyor belt, but the chirpy voice on the other end soon cheered him up. “Let’s go for a drink this evening”, Ruth had proposed, not waiting for Liam to reply before suggesting they meet up at the coffee shop after work. With that she’d hung up, and though the call had lasted just seconds, it had thrown his plans for the evening into disarray, causing Liam to hurriedly disengage from the queue much to the annoyance of the shoppers behind him. 

Whatever he ended up doing that evening, it wouldn’t involve the basketful of ingredients he’d picked up, hastily returning them to the shelves before leaving the supermarket empty-handed. Wishing he’d had more warning so that he could have worn something smarter than the casual clothes that his company encouraged on 47

“dress down Friday”, Liam had returned to the office with a skip in his step, one which would soon be matched by the girl with whom he would find himself walking arm in arm that night. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Ruth was undeniably perky as she strolled along beside him, the couple having outstayed their welcome at the coffee shop once more and now heading off in search of the restaurant that a friend of hers had recommended. Having to rely on Ruth’s somewhat questionable sense of direction meant they took a rather roundabout tour of the city centre, but neither seemed to mind the opportunity to continue their conversation. The more time Liam spent with Ruth, the more he felt like he’d known her forever, feeling quite comfortable with the way her arm had slipped through his as she chatted away. Such casual intimacy seemed to come so naturally to her that he wondered if she was like this with all her friends. From time to time Ruth would catch sight of a familiar landmark and stride off ahead at such speed that she practically dragged Liam along behind her, but otherwise she kept him close to her, their bodies occasionally bumping together as they walked and talked, too caught up in one another to care. 

Lubricated by a bottle of wine, their intimacy grew deeper over the course of a delicious meal, with distinctly amorous undertones creeping in as they slowly worked their way through starter, main course and dessert. By the time their coffee arrived, Ruth had long since shed her jacket to reveal a close fitting top underneath, and despite the low lighting at the back of the comfy little bistro, the cleft of her cleavage was all too apparent above its plunging neckline. Try as he might, Liam couldn’t help but appreciate the sight of her feminine charms as she lent forward confidentially, his eyes flicking down instinctively to her bust only to have to be wrestled away. “It’s okay, you can look if you like”, Ruth laughed, her foot brushing against his leg under the table as she swept away her long golden locks to give her suitor an unrivalled view of the curves of her chest. Liam didn’t know what to say, let alone where to look, finding himself blushing furiously as the woman sitting opposite him continued to tease him with her body, her thin top doing more than just hint at a lacy black bra beneath as she pressed her bust towards him provocatively. 

The streets were somewhat quieter when they finally emerged into the cool night air, the scurrying crowds of office workers making their way home having long since been replaced by groups of scantily clad revellers queuing for admission to thumping nightclubs, some already rather the worse for wear. Liam had drunk rather more than he had intended to, already knowing that he wouldn’t be able to 48

drive, but his worries about how much the car park would charge for an overnight stay could be left until the morning. For now, he was happy simply to enjoy Ruth’s company a little longer, escorting her wherever she wanted to go before making his own arrangements to get home. Walking along, Liam wondered whether the woman by his side was feeling the cold, considering how close she snuggled up to him. Ruth had gone so far as to slide her arm up inside his coat, curling her fingers around his chest as their conversation continued. Soon Liam had reciprocated, tentatively resting his hand on her hips to begin with, but gradually becoming confident enough to run it inside her jacket too, glancing briefly upon the band of Ruth’s bra before making a hasty retreat to the safety of her waist. He too was comfortable with considering them both a couple now, their intimacy slowly deepening the more time they spent together. 

“Ooh, she must be cold!”, Ruth exclaimed, gesturing with her free hand to a girl who was wearing nothing more than a strapless top and scandalously short hot pants as she lent against a lamppost for support. A number of similarly clad young women were sitting around nearby, perhaps waiting for others to join them before heading off to party through the night, Liam thought, but Ruth’s attention had already turned elsewhere. “And what about that one in the window?”, she asked with some concern, pointing towards a shop the couple were passing. “She must be freezing her tits off standing around in just her skimpies”. “That’s a model, you dummy”, Liam laughed, giving Ruth a sudden playful squeeze that caused her to shriek out loud. Still, she insisted on steering them towards the window display, only satisfied that the lingerie clad manikin wasn’t a real person when she’d peered sceptically at it through the glass. Liam knew that she was just fooling around, but he loved her for it nonetheless, wondering if his own company gave Ruth similar pleasure. 

About to head off down the street once more, Liam was unexpectedly startled by a question that seemed to come out of the blue. “So, what kind of undies do you like, Liam?”, Ruth enquired cheekily, pulling him back to the window display. Her tone was still playful, but Liam suddenly found himself becoming rigid and tense. 

He’d felt a little apprehensive as they’d approached the shop, but now they were in distinctly dangerous territory, the subject of sexy underwear one that he would rather have avoided. He owed it to Ruth to be honest about what he liked to wear sooner rather than later, knowing that the longer he left telling her about his love of lingerie, the harder it would be to do so, but was now the right time? He’d already fallen so deeply in love with this girl that the thought of losing her was unthinkable, but how could a woman like her ever accept a man who wore panties and bras for pleasure? Liam did his best to make a joke of things, enjoying the bittersweet embrace of Ruth’s arm around his body for what he thought would 49

be last time the last time as he bit the bullet and hinted at his shameful secret. 

“Oh, I can never find anything nice in my size”, he laughed nervously. “Those frilly pink ones are pretty”, he opined in an effort to change the subject slightly, already regretting making even such an ambiguous comment. Still, he couldn’t help but picture himself wearing the lacy little numbers that the manikin was modelling, holding his breath while he waited to see whether Ruth had noticed the nuance in his earlier remark. She had. “Ooh, do you like to dress up too? I had a boyfriend who was into that once, and he was a hoot”. Her casual acceptance of his crossdressing allowed Liam to breathe a sigh of relief, but Ruth refused to let the matter rest at merely a bashful smile from him, insisting that Liam tell her more about his unlikely hobby. “I can’t wait to see you in something sexy”, she said suggestively after he’d admitted to occasionally wearing panties and bras around the house. “You said you like frilly pink ones? Perhaps you should wear some for me sometime”, she grinned. 

Ruth had brought herself around to face him while they’d been talking, her other arm slipping inside his jacket to join the one that had been wrapped around him all along, and now she was pressing her chest against his, tilting her head upwards so as to present her cleavage once more. Reading her body language, Liam bent forward to bring their lips to meet in the middle, savouring a passionate kiss that seemed to last an age. His hands emulated hers, pulling Ruth closer as he worked them up her coat and caressed her back, finally allowing himself to explore her bra through her thin top as his tongue did the same in her mouth. He’d become stiff with excitement, and he knew that his arousal would be all too obvious to the girl whose groin was now grinding against his, but Liam didn’t care, wanting Ruth to know just how much she turned him on. Were it not for the fact that being pressed up against a shop window was hardly the most practical of positions to make love, Liam’s desires would have almost certainly got the better of him. As it was, he had to resist the urge to hitch up her skirt in public, restricting himself to an amorous embrace that nevertheless received drunken wolf-whistles from the girls they’d passed earlier. “Get a room!”, one called, but the couple continued their clinch completely oblivious to such catcalls, utterly lost in one another. 

Ruth didn’t let go of her man when she finally allowed him for up air, pulling her head back a couple of inches so as to be able to look him in the eye, a broad smile on her face. “Was that why you were staring at my chest earlier?”, she asked mischievously. “Jealous of my bra, were you?”. Liam was about to protest that, as lascivious as the way he had been looking at her bust might have been, he’d been thinking quite different thoughts about lingerie back in the little bistro, picturing helping Ruth out of her bra rather than donning one himself, but he’d no sooner opened his mouth to speak when she silenced him with another kiss. 
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“Maybe I should insist you wear one when we’re together so you don’t feel left out”, she suggested a few seconds later, planting another smooch on his lips. 

With that, she released her embrace and skipped off down the street, leaving Liam standing alone for a moment under the watchful gaze of the scantily clad manikin in the window before he set off to catch up. 

Soon they were walking hand in hand again, arms swinging gently back and forth as they meandered slowly through the city centre. “Where’s a taxi when you need one?”, Ruth wondered aloud, her gaze periodically flitting in the direction of the road in search of a cab to hail, but the couple had to wait until they reached a taxi rank before finding a vehicle for hire. “I’ll treat you if you forget I still owe you for the car park”, Ruth suggested cheekily as they boarded the taxi together, taking the opportunity for one last snuggle in the back seat as the driver headed off out towards the suburbs. Liam’s tentative suggestion that Ruth might want to come in for a coffee when they reached his house was gently declined. “It’s late and I’m tired”, she explained, with them both knowing full well how little sleep they would get if she spent the night with him. “Besides, I thought you might treat me to dinner sometime”. With a parting kiss, the taxi went off on its way, leaving Liam absent-mindedly unlock his front door as he savoured the thought of what Ruth had suggested. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Treating himself to a leisurely lie-in, Liam awoke to find sunlight already streaming around the sides of the curtains, illuminating his bedroom with a warm glow that gave him all the motivation he needed to get out of bed and see how the day was shaping up. There was barely a cloud in the sky when he looked out of the window, but the air was still pleasantly cool, making it the perfect morning to be out and about. Knowing that he needed to recover his car at some point that weekend, Liam decided to walk into town, preferring to get some exercise rather than be cooped up on the bus or incur the expense of another taxi. Although some trudging along suburban streets was inevitable, he knew of a number of back ways that would allow him to stroll through leafy parks and even along the river at one stage. While the journey would take him an hour or so, there were far worse things he could be doing with his time, buoyed up by his memories of the night before. Liam found it difficult to believe that his date with Ruth hadn’t been just a dream, still trying to take in the fact that such a beautiful woman seemed to feel as passionately about him as he did about her. 

For once, Liam was glad to find himself in the dingy stairwell that led down into the depths of the car park, welcoming the contrast its cool shade offered from the 51

warm sunshine outside. He’d worked up something of a sweat over the last half mile or so, the drab concrete of the city centre encouraging a brisker pace than the more sedate stroll he’d enjoyed earlier. Now all he wanted to do was to liberate his vehicle from the rapacious clutches of the underground facility, knowing that he would have to hand over a small ransom in order to do so. Looking down the catalogue of ever increasing charges that was posted prominently at every floor, Liam felt his heart sink, all too aware that he would have to pay the penalty listed at the very bottom for unauthorised overnight stays. It was daylight robbery, he fumed, his earlier good mood in distinct danger of evaporating completely as he wondered whether his wallet would withstand such outrageous extortion. 

“Fancy seeing you here!”. The familiar perkiness seemed to come from nowhere, causing Liam to look around in confusion before finally realising that Ruth was sat in the car he’d just walked past. He’d completely overlooked her little hatchback as he seethed about the excessive surcharge, but now the sight of the pretty blonde getting out of her car to greet him allowed Liam’s anger to melt away, looking on lovingly as Ruth casually tossed her head backwards so as to clear her hair from her face. It was just as well that she did, for soon their lips had joined again, her hands running up Liam’s back as she pulled him in towards her, not letting her man up for air until she’d well and truly renewed her acquaintance with his mouth. Only then did Ruth pull back, her features turning into a frown that made Liam worry whether he had done something wrong. “You’re not properly dressed”, she chided playfully, her hands coming forward and pawing his chest as she pressed Liam back against a concrete pillar. 

There had been moments on his walk into town when Liam had wondered whether Ruth had been serious about wanting to see him wearing women’s underwear or whether it had just been the wine talking, a playful tease that he’d taken too much at face value, but now he was left in no doubt as to her intentions. There was no way he could possibly misread what she meant as she cupped his breasts, as insignificant as they were, in her hands, pressing them together in pale imitation of a push-up bra. “No bra!”, she pouted, silencing Liam’s protests by sealing her mouth to his once more. Finding his body sandwiched between Ruth’s and the pillar behind him, Liam’s arms hung limply by his sides for a moment before belatedly finding their natural place around the woman who seemed intent on grinding him into the concrete support. His hands worked their way up from the small of her back towards Ruth’s shoulder blades, stopping to explore the outline of her bra as though acknowledging his own insufficiency in that regard. Liam was all too aware of the growing stiffness in his groin as he wondered how long it would be before this wonderful woman would do the same to him, toying with his bra straps just as he was doing with hers. He longed to cup her breasts like 52

she had done to him, letting his fingers caress her nipples with the same tender passion that she was showing for his, albeit perhaps in rather more romantic circumstances. 

After all, backed up against a concrete pillar in a dingy underground car park, as arousing as it might be, was hardly how Liam had imagined making love with Ruth in the many idle fantasies he’d had enjoyed since first seeing her, nor did it seem appropriate for the couple to discover one another for the first time here. No, that pleasure would have to wait, something that even Ruth seemed to acknowledge for all her passion, allowing things to cool a little as she let him up for air. “Mmm”, she purred happily, letting herself have one last taste of Liam’s lips before lifting her face off his a little, still resting the weight of her body against him with her hands pressed against his chest. Liam craned his head forward in an attempt to snatch a final smooch of his own, but that only caused Ruth to pull away completely, taking his hand in hers as she helped him stand up after leaning against the pillar for so long. “It’s good to see you again”, she grinned. “Shall we go get a coffee?”. 

Welcoming any excuse to spend more time with the woman of his dreams, Liam gladly accepted Ruth’s offer, putting the thought of finding his own vehicle out of his mind as she collected her handbag before locking her car. “I’m glad you’ve got that”, he grinned mischievously, waiting for the look of puzzlement on Ruth’s face to turn into mild indignity as she finally realised how he was ribbing her. “I should really ask you to pay my surcharge too, given it was your fault I couldn’t drive home last night”, he continued, reciprocating when Ruth stuck her tongue out at him. “Don’t you forget that I got stung too”, she countered, suggesting that Liam had talked her into having more than one glass of wine when she’d been planning on a rather more sober evening. “I ought to punish you for being such a bad influence”, she threatened, playfully swatting Liam’s rear. “I’ll look forward to that!”, the cheerfully chastised man replied, with their good-natured banter continuing as the couple ascended flight after flight of dingy stairs. By the time they finally emerged into the warm sunshine they were discussing something entirely different, the matter of parking charges firmly put behind them as they sauntered off happily towards the coffee shop together, still hand in hand. 

Rather than run the risk of getting a reputation with the waitress for hanging around, Liam and Ruth opted to take their coffees to go, enjoying a leisurely walk through the pedestrianised part of the city centre that saw them take in an open-air marketplace, complete with an outdoor band and a girl who juggled knives whilst riding a unicycle. “You know, we may as well make the most of the day”, Ruth suggested, skirting dangerously close to a subject that they’d both agreed not to mention until they returned back to the car park, but Liam knew 53

exactly what she meant. Why hurry to get home when it would cost no more to spend time with Ruth instead, he wondered, welcoming her unspoken proposal that they soak up the carnival atmosphere for a while. Meandering in and out of the narrow passageways that led between the market stalls, they idly browsed through the wares on offer, Ruth flitting this way and that as her eye was caught by things that took her fancy. A pretty necklace particularly appealed to her, and so Liam treated her to it, helping Ruth fasten its length around her neck as she held her hair out of the way, rewarding him with not only a kiss but the sight of his gift dangling down into her cleavage. 

A sandwich stall and a shady seat with plenty of passing interest provided the couple with a welcome break for lunch, watching the world go by as they shared an al fresco meal amidst the crowds going about their business. With no sense of urgency, they were able to enjoy each other’s company, Ruth resting her head upon Liam’s shoulder as she snuggled up to him, giving her man a ringside view of her new necklace and the promise that its pendant pointed to. He might have felt a little guilty about staring down her top were it not for the way that Ruth kept drawing his attention to it, idly fiddling with her jewellery whenever he took his eyes off her so as to lure him back into the depths of her cleavage. “Let’s go shopping for you later”, she suggested, slipping her hand between his legs, but she showed no inclination of getting up any time soon, sitting contentedly next to her man as the sun gradually encroached upon the shade they had taken advantage of. Only when its rays illuminated them from over the top of the building they had their backs to did she finally stand up, retrieving the crumpled up sandwich wrappers from between them before pulling Liam to his feet. “Come on, sleepy head. I’ve got somewhere to take you”. 

Ruth refused to give him any indication as to where they were headed, replying with only a cryptic “You’ll see” whenever Liam asked. He soon gave up trying to wheedle any information out of her, resigning himself to being led on a mystery tour of the city streets. There were worse ways to spend a sunny afternoon than shopping with the woman of your dreams, he thought, although Ruth’s interest in the innumerable little boutiques they passed had waned somewhat since the morning, when it had taken an age simply to get from one end of a road to another. While still strolling sedately, they were no longer walking hither and thither but taking a direct route that suggested she had a definite destination in mind, soon leaving the bustling marketplace behind in favour of the slightly quieter streets that surrounded it, still dotted with shoppers. 

There was something that seemed strangely familiar about the neighbourhood they were now in, with Liam having a feeling of having been there recently, even though he couldn’t place when. Had he been there that night he went out with 54

Ruth, when the ornate lampposts would have illuminated a road free of traffic rather than cast their shadows on the passing cars? Turning a corner, he found that everything suddenly fitted into place, knowing exactly where he was now that he’d caught sight of the manikin that had watched over the couple’s first kiss. The plastic woman stood in exactly the same position, still clad in the same frilly pink lingerie, but now illuminated by bright sunlight rather than dim glow of distant street lamps. Quickening her pace, Ruth strode forward to greet her friend from the night before, dragging Liam along behind her. Did she have in mind what he thought she had in mind? He was struggling to think of any other explanation, but that didn’t make the prospect any easier for him, his heart pounding in his chest as Ruth passed the window display and headed towards the door of the lingerie store, now invitingly wide open rather than forbiddingly secure and deterring as it had been when they were last here. 

Once they had crossed the threshold of the underwear shop, Ruth snuggled up to Liam once more, wrapping her arm tightly around his body as though worried that he might escape her grasp. “Now it’s my turn to treat you”, she beamed, giving her man an affectionate squeeze. “Let me know if you see anything you like”. With that, she guided them beyond the doorway and deeper into the shop, meandering through the racks of bras and panties just as she had done earlier with the stalls in the marketplace, idly perusing the offerings rather than appearing to have anything particular in mind. Save for a shop assistant who gave them a somewhat forced smile from behind the till, the couple seemed to have the place to themselves, just the two of them all adrift on a sea of feminine finery, surrounded by lace and satin on all sides. Was Ruth looking for something for herself or for him? It was impossible to tell whom she had in mind when she stopped to feel the fabric of a silky black bra in her fingers, fondling its frilly trim before dismissing the garment in question. “A bit too slutty”, she explained. 

“We’re looking for something prettier”. 

Liam deferred to her judgement, allowing himself to be led further down the aisle even though he wouldn’t have objected to seeing Ruth’s beautiful breasts supported by the black lace bra she had just been holding, slutty or otherwise. 

The woman by his side allowed him a few moments to picture her doing just that before reclaiming his attention, this time with a question. “You said you liked pink and frilly, yes?”, she asked, her conspiratorial whisper still painfully loud in the silence of the shop. Liam nodded weakly, not wanting to say anything that might attract the interest of the assistant who was idly watching them from the other side of the store. He still didn’t know whom they were shopping for, alternating between imagining Ruth wearing something sexy for him and fantasising about her buying lingerie of his very own before making him model it for her. Perhaps she 55

intended to do both, such that they would soon be leaving the store with his and her underwear to mark the start of their relationship becoming more physical, but that had to be too good to be true, Liam mused, aware of a growing dampness in his groin that was slowly spreading from the stiff lump between his legs. His awkwardness in the lingerie shop was matched only by his arousal, turned on and terrified in equal measure. 

Buying women’s underwear had always been a rather furtive affair for Liam, being something he preferred to do online if at all possible if only to avoid having to interact with shop assistants. They had always been very helpful and friendly on the few occasions he’d summoned up the courage to go shopping in person, but he was sure they could see straight through him, knowing exactly who would be wearing the unmentionables he clutched in his sweaty hands. “Did you find everything you wanted, Sir?”, they’d ask professionally, seeming to emphasise the pronoun, or worse, they’d come up to him while he was browsing the shelves and ask him if he needed any help. How different things were now that he had a woman by his side, his presence no doubt dismissed as that of dutiful boyfriend by the assistant behind the counter, the woman surely having seen countless courting couples wander through her store, lost in one their love for one another and looking to stoke their lust with a little lace. It suddenly hit home to him that Ruth had thus become his girlfriend and he her boyfriend, given how they were shopping for lingerie together, however unorthodoxly. A boyfriend who would soon be wearing a bra for his woman rather than just himself, he thought, his stiffness throbbing uncomfortably. 

“Ooh, yes! There they are!”. An insistent tug on his sleeve pulled Liam out of his daydreams, with Ruth’s sudden enthusiasm causing him to look around to see what had got her so excited. They were closing in fast on a rack further down the aisle, the array of pastel pink lace standing out from the lingerie around it even at a distance. Coming to a halt right in front of the rails lined with frilly bras and panties, Liam could see that they were the very same style that the manikin in the window had been modelling. He hadn’t been able to appreciate the more subtle details in the dim lamp light the night before, nor taken in much beyond the fact that they were going lingerie shopping when Ruth had whisked him past the window a few minutes earlier, but now he could see why the shop had chosen this style for their display. With pretty little flowers embroidered into the fabric and a lace trim interwoven with a shiny ribbon that gave the illusion of holding everything together, the matching bras and panties were undeniably feminine beyond just their pastel hue. Little bows graced the middle of both garments as well as decorating where the embellished bra straps split into two, the elastic diverging an inch or so before it joined the cups. 
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“You’ve never told me your size”, Ruth chided. “How big a girl do you like to be?”. “I’m probably a 38A”, Liam admittedly sheepishly, looking down at his feet as he felt himself redden with shame. “But I can never find anything in that size, so I usually go for a B-cup instead”, he explained. “A 38B it is, then!”, Ruth exclaimed merrily, leafing through the bras on the topmost rail. “Let’s see if they’ve got any. Thirty twos, thirty fours, thirty sixes, ah yes, thirty eight, no, no As, but here’s a B”. Soon she had pulled out one of the pastel pink garments from among its sisters and was holding it up to Liam’s chest as though judging it for size. “That looks like it will do you”, she told him in a matter of fact tone, pressing the feminine garment into his reluctant arms before moving onto the next item on her shopping list. “What about panties?”. “I’m a size twelve”, Liam told her, sure that he was the subject of the shop assistant’s scrutiny as he stood there, helplessly watched Ruth rummage through the lower rail. Again, she counted the numbers up until she got to the one she was looking for, returning not only with a pair of panties to match the bra that Liam was already holding, but a broad grin on her face too. 

“This is so much fun!”, Ruth enthused. “I can’t wait to see you in this little lot. 

You’re going to look ever so cute!”, she told the now furiously blushing man from whom she was now taking the bra that he’d been holding, planting a kiss on his cheek in exchange. Swinging the feminine garments from their hangers in one hand and dragging a still dumbstruck Liam along by the other, Ruth proceeded to head down the aisle once more, evidently with a destination in mind judging by how her earlier meander had morphed into a more purposeful pace. “I might buy myself something nice for the occasion too”, she confided, her implication not going unnoticed by the man by her side, “but not now. We wouldn’t want that girl behind the counter to get ideas, now would we?”. Liam couldn’t help thinking that the shop assistant would be sure to suss what was going on anyway, the man-sized bra sure to give the game away when she saw how small its cups were in comparison to Ruth’s considerably more curvaceous chest, but the woman by his side seemed to share no such qualms, giving his hand an affectionate squeeze as they headed towards the till. 

“Did you find everything you wanted, Madam?”, the sales clerk enquired with an evident lack of interest, already running the bra through the till. Even as a bystander, Liam found himself in a heightened state of anxiety, sure that at any moment the woman behind the counter would come out with an even more embarrassing question about whether it was really the right size, but she seemed more concerned with getting the garment to scan properly than thinking about who would be wearing it, sighing loudly as she resorted to manually entering its details into the register. “Yes, thanks”, Ruth replied politely, but her answer 57

went unnoticed as the shop assistant repeated the process on the panties before cursorily taking her customer’s card and waiting impassively for the transaction to complete. “There you go. Have a nice day”, she concluded half-heartedly pushing the candy coloured carrier bag across the counter for Ruth to take before immediately turning her attentions to troubleshooting the recalcitrant scanner, the couple in front of her completely forgotten. 

“I guess she’s having a bad day”, Ruth sympathised as they left the store, handing the bag of lingerie to Liam to carry. “Well, you’re the one going to be wearing them”, she laughed as she sensed his reluctance, pressing it into his hesitant hands with a determination that brooked no dissent. Soon she was snuggled up against him once more as they strolled down the streets again, Liam desperately trying to distance himself from the undeniably feminine pink plastic he held at arms length, albeit to no avail. What if anyone he knew were to see him like this? Looking around him at the other couples going about their business, some arm in arm, others rather less affectionate, Liam relaxed a little, knowing that he and Ruth would look no different to a casual passer-by beyond being obviously head over heels in love. He’d come across as a boyfriend who had treated his girl to something sexy and was now dutifully carrying it back to the car for her in anticipation of undressing her later. Lucky guy, men would think enviously, perhaps picturing Ruth wearing whatever was in the bag, their jealousy matched by the women who coveted being spoiled in such a sexy way, lucky girl. Who would have imagined the situation was reversed and it was Ruth who had treated him to the intimate attire that he was now carrying, or that he’d be wearing it for her in due course? Still, he was a lucky guy nonetheless, and he let Ruth know that with a kiss. “Thank you”, he grinned. 

“I suppose we’re going to have to face the car park soon rather than later”, Ruth sighed. They had slowly been making their way in its general direction, but neither of them had been in any hurry, leisurely wandering along the city streets and taking in a little window shopping along the way. The bridge over the river had provided a romantic spot for a kiss and a cuddle, but now the shadows were beginning to lengthen as the afternoon imperceptibly turned into evening. Even the embarrassment that Liam had first felt about carrying a bag of lingerie had faded to no more than a slight unease, more than outweighed by the pleasure of Ruth’s continued company. He didn’t want to go back to the car park any more than she did, but sooner or later he knew that they would have to part ways, not to mention hand over an extortionate amount of money to the uncaring machine that had first brought them together. It would be as well to do so before the on-site attendant went home, he thought pragmatically, knowing Ruth’s propensity to have problems with the parking barrier. 
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The drab concrete loomed large as the couple finally approached it, seeming to swallow them up as they entered its dingy stairwell and descended its depths. 

Bringing him to a halt beside her little hatchback, Ruth stole a final kiss from her man before holding out the promise of more. For a moment, her fingers caressed Liam’s chest just as they had when she’d backed him up against the pillar earlier that day, cupping his bust through his shirt briefly before letting her hand drop down to his, bringing the bag of lingerie with it on the way back up. “Now, you’re going to be wearing these next time I see you, aren’t you?”, she asked rhetorically, pressing the lurid pink carrier bag to his body. “No buts”, she said sternly. “I’m going to check, and my boyfriend had better be wearing a bra for me”. With that, she pulled herself away, getting into her car with a wicked grin on her face as Liam stood there shell-shocked. As he watched her hatchback disappear out of sight, he realised that she’d confirmed their relationship in as many words, but had made it conditional on him wearing women’s underwear for her. He certainly hadn’t expected that when he’d set out to reclaim his car that morning, regarding the stream of coins he found himself absent-mindedly feeding to the parking machine as small change in comparison. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Trying on new underwear was always a special occasion for Liam, but now he found the fun of dressing up in frillies tempered by conflicting emotions. Had he bought such a pretty bra and panties for himself, he would have been sure to christen it at the earliest opportunity, admiring his feminized figure in the mirror as he masturbated, but now the thought of pleasuring himself without Ruth seemed wrong. The lacy lingerie was as much hers as it was his, given how she’d gone to the trouble of treating him to it, such that he couldn’t imagine not sharing its thrills with her. Even the style was special, the same as worn by the guardian angel that had watched over their first kiss, blessing their unlikely relationship with its feminine charms as they’d moved onto a more physical level of intimacy. Hoping that it would work its magic again a second time, Liam didn’t want to do anything that might jinx things, wondering how soon Ruth might call him up on his promise to put on the bra and panties for her. Hadn’t she told him in almost as many words that she wanted him to wear it for their first time together, seductively suggesting that she might treat herself to something nice for the occasion too? 

After checking that his new lingerie fitted him, therefore, Liam did no more than remove the tags from the bra and panties before returning them to their bag with a wistful sigh. The candy coloured plastic called to him, catching his eye whenever he passed it on the table, but he had resolved not to wear its contents 59

again until he was with Ruth, slipping into his flouncy apron that evening without anything in the way of women’s underwear on underneath. She would be sure to chide him for that had she been there to see, Liam thought, given her enthusiasm for him to be appropriately dressed in the car park, but then if she had been there, Liam wouldn’t have been cooking a solitary supper. Indeed, he doubted that he would be cooking at all, picturing himself fooling around in frillies with a woman who was similarly attired, her feminine curves putting his to shame as they enjoyed each other’s bodies between the sheets. It had only been a couple of hours since he’d last seen her, but he already found himself missing Ruth madly, glancing at his phone as often as he had after their first date. It still hadn’t rung by the time he headed off to bed, nor did it the following day, a Sunday which Liam spent pacing around the house wondering what the woman of his dreams was up to. Was she thinking of him as much as his thoughts were occupied by her? He longed to see her again, to wear his new lingerie for her no matter where and when she asked him to do so. 

Liam even went so far as to secret his underwear in the rucksack he took to work the next day on the off-chance that Ruth might suggest going for coffee at lunchtime, but was desperately hoping she would have something more private in mind. Would he have been able to summon up the courage to change into such feminine garments in the office toilets, running the risk of bumping into colleagues such as Brian so attired? Liam genuinely didn’t know, coming out in a cold sweat as he thought about Brian slapping a hand on his shoulder only to discover the straps of a bra underneath, but equally knowing that he couldn’t disappoint a woman who had already changed his life. He had to show Ruth that he was serious about her, even if that meant humiliation and ridicule, but that wouldn’t make wearing women’s underwear in public any easier for him. Would she want him to do so all the time from now on, or was this merely a test of courage to prove that he was worth dating? Liam happily wore a bra and panties on occasion around the house, but the thought of doing so all day, every day was one he didn’t like to think about, filling him with terror and yet arousing him more than he cared to admit. Ruth could surely talk him into doing so, if she were so inclined, telling him he had no choice if he wanted to keep seeing her. 

“No buts”, he heard her saying sternly “I’m going to check and my boyfriend had better be wearing a bra for me”. 

Such thoughts returned with a vengeance when Liam’s phone rang that lunchtime, its shrill tone causing him to jump with a start as he stood once more in the supermarket queue. He’d been stocking up on some of the supplies he would have bought that Friday had it not been for Ruth, but once again found himself having to hurriedly disengage from a line of irritated shoppers in order to answer 60

her call. Immediately recognising the number on screen, for a moment all Liam could think of was how he was going to get changed, his mind frantically racing for where the nearest public toilet might be, but thankfully Ruth was more laid back about her plans. “I thought I’d come round yours for dinner tonight”, the perky voice on the other end of the line suggested, allowing Liam to breathe a sigh of relief as he confirmed she’d got his address right. “Make sure you’re properly dressed for me”, Ruth instructed chirpily, hanging up before he’d had a chance to say anything more. It was just as well he hadn’t made it to the checkout, Liam thought, already turning his attention to what he might cook at such short notice, because he’d need more ingredients! 

♥ ♥ ♥

Liam had to drag himself away from the mirror, knowing that he couldn’t afford to spend time admiring his new bra and panties when he had to prepare for the arrival of his guest. Reluctantly slipping on a casual shirt and trousers, he noted how the feminine lace was now all but indistinguishable beneath his male outerwear, the pretty pastel pink that had adorned his flesh now completely obscured by the thick material that covered it. From a distance, it would be difficult to tell that he was wearing women’s underwear - only the odd lump on his back gave any indication as to its presence, and only then if one was actively looking for it. Of course, if he happened to bend forward in the wrong way, his bra strap bumps became undeniable, branding him as a lingerie wearer to anyone who was open to the possibility that a man might wear such feminine garments. He imagined himself walking down the street, some women smiling to themselves as they sussed his shameful secret, others blissfully unaware that he had joined their number. Had Ruth taken her previous boyfriend out in public so attired? Liam wasn’t sure he wanted to ask for fear of putting ideas in her head, but something told him that it was only a matter of time before his new girlfriend insisted they go out together all dressed up. However much the prospect scared him, he knew he’d ultimately be persuaded to do exactly as she wanted, wearing women’s underwear whenever and wherever she asked if that was the price that had to paid in order to continue to see her. 

Such thoughts occupied Liam’s mind as he slipped on his apron and set to work preparing dinner, absent-mindedly chopping vegetables and stirring saucepans as he waited anxiously for the doorbell to ring. When it finally did, he found himself racing to the door, only realising when it was too late that he was still wearing the flouncy pinafore - something that would have taken some explaining had it not been Ruth standing outside, her grin broadening as she took in the sight of the frilly floral garment. Blushing slightly, Liam swiftly ushered his visitor inside, 61

helping her out of her coat before finding himself the recipient of a passionate embrace, her kiss stealing his breath as she wrapped her arms around him, caressing his back as she did so. It was clear that this was no casual cuddle from the way her fingers homed in on his bra straps, coming to rest on the little metal buckles and pressing gently, leaving Liam in no doubt that she’d found what she was searching for. “Good boy!”, Ruth praised, dropping her hands down to his buttocks and giving them a gentle squeeze before disengaging. “I’ll check your panties later”, she winked. “Now, are you going to show me round or do you need to get back to the kitchen?”. 

Liam had the cooking sufficiently under control to allow him to give Ruth a guided tour of his modest apartment, taking in the sight of her little black dress as she inspected his dwelling. Its low-cut neckline and short skirt left little to the imagination, but despite the way its inky black fabric clung to her body, Liam could make out precious little about what she was wearing underneath, save for the faintest of hints of lace where the dress was pulled taut across her bust and butt. He could certainly appreciate the sheer nylons she’d chosen, however, complemented by the high heeled slingbacks that sent an unmistakable message about her intentions. Nor could he miss how Ruth had adorned her cleavage with a necklace, the very same necklace that he’d bought for her that weekend. She was wearing his gift just as he was wearing hers, he realised, the pendant pointing to the pleasure he could look forward to in due course. Instinctively stiffening at the thought of what might be in store for him later, it was all Liam could do to stop himself undressing Ruth there and then, with only the insistent peeping of a timer from the kitchen saving him from surrendering to her feminine charms right there in the hallway. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Pushing her plate to one side, Ruth let out a contented sigh. “That was delicious, Liam”, she purred, leaning forward over the little table to reward her boyfriend with a kiss. He’d been about to offer to top up her glass, but the bottle of wine in his hand was soon discarded in favour of a more enticing prospect, the couple never breaking their clinch as they rose to their feet, bumping against furniture as they made their way haphazardly across the apartment. Liam found himself stripped of his shirt by the time they reached the bedroom, its sleeves pinning his arms to his sides as Ruth pushed him back onto the soft duvet. Her lips never stopped caressing his skin as they worked their way down, her hands swiftly unbuckling his belt and divesting him of his trousers, revealing the unmistakable arousal that pressed stiffly up from between his legs, the pretty pink panties doing little to prevent Liam’s manhood from responding instinctively to the situation. 
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He was naked now save for the lingerie he wore for her, but Ruth had so far remained fully clothed, her little black dress resisting his efforts to remove it, not helped by the way that its wearer had taken the lead, barely giving her man chance to breathe let alone take a more active part in proceedings. 

“Mmm”, Ruth purred happily. “Do you always wear such sexy underwear?”, she teased, running one hand over Liam’s brassièred chest as her other slipped behind her back and began to unzip the dress that had so far thwarted him. “That calls for a reward”, she grinned, slipping the garment off her shoulders to reveal that she too was wearing pastel pink lingerie. Indeed, Ruth was wearing the very same style that he was, albeit in a far more feminine way, the cups of her bra curved out in a way that he could never match, her panties lacking the bulge of his even though they were just as moist. Soon she was passionately pressing her body against his, the couple writhing on the bed together, both dressed in nothing but lacy lingerie. It didn’t take long before Ruth’s breasts had been liberated from their confines, but she kept her bra on throughout, even as her stiff nipples found their way into Liam’s mouth to be worshipped with his tongue, her fingers fondling his through the frilly cups that adorned his own chest before heading in the direction of his groin. 

Pulling her boyfriend’s panties down just enough to set the beast within them free, Ruth slipped her own underwear to one side, straddling his body before impaling herself upon Liam’s mighty shaft, holding his hands to her bulging bust as she bounced up and down as though riding a bronco. Her bra straps had slipped off her shoulders, their elastic pulled taut across her arms as she showed Liam how to knead her breasts, but Ruth didn’t care, too caught up in the act of lovemaking to think about anything more than how she was becoming one with her man, joined in flesh and fabric as they brought one another to ever greater ecstasy. Soon it was too much for Liam to bear, his body spasming beneath hers as he shot wave after wave of his hot juices up inside her, not stopping until his balls were well and truly drained. Only then did he realise how Ruth had arched back on top of him, moaning deliriously in the throes of passion before slumping forward to join her man on the bed once more. 

They snuggled together for some time without saying anything, Ruth idly toying with one of her boyfriend’s slipped bra straps in an unspoken display of appreciation, Liam’s hand coming to rest on his girlfriend’s hip as he held her close, not wanting the moment to end. A tender kiss on the lips brought him out of his reverie, the woman who was looking him in the eyes having a broad grin on her face once more. “See, that’s why I wanted you properly dressed”, she told him, returning the fallen elastic to his shoulder. It was a subtle gesture, but one that left Liam in no doubt as to what she was saying. Being properly dressed for 63

Ruth would become part and parcel of their relationship, a precondition for the pleasure of being with her. Liam would be wearing lingerie a whole lot more from now on, and not just when they made love! 
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Ponytail Princess

The length of Jack’s hair had been a source of much mirth for his girlfriend during the couple of months they’d been together. A holdover from his student days, his long blonde locks were frequently the target of playful joshing, even though Jack credited his ponytail with bringing the couple together in the first place. Would he have caught Claire’s attention in the crowded bar had he not been egged on by his friends to do his trademark impression of a shampoo commercial, shaking out his tresses with an exaggerated pout and crooning that he was worth it? 

Would her interest in him have been as apparent were it not for the way she’d playfully pulled the golden strands that snaked down his spine, preventing him from leaving until she’d thoroughly inspected them for split ends? She’d insisted on him keeping his hair down that night, idly running her fingers through it as they’d become more physical, his shoulder length locks tickling her décolletage when they’d kissed in a secluded corner. 

That was but a foretaste of what was to become a defining feature of their relationship, with his blonde and her brunette tresses mingling as intimately as their bodies whenever the couple made love. Afterwards, a stray hair on the pillow would give rise to a game of finding who was to blame, held up to the light to judge its colour before being used to playfully accuse its owner of encroaching on the other’s territory or else hurriedly hidden from the reproachful amusement of the innocent party. Even when tied back, Claire would pull Jack’s ponytail on a regular basis, whether to stop her boyfriend in his tracks or simply to needle him in payback for the all the times he’d grabbed her from behind in a great big bear hug, provoking a startled shriek of surprise. Nor did she stop there, often referring to Jack as her “girly boy” or claiming to have mistaken him for a woman from behind, despite her boyfriend standing at over six foot tall, big and brawny in a manner that no woman could ever match. No-one but her could have got away with making such comments. 

Did Claire want her boyfriend to cut his hair, such teasing her way of subtly 65

suggesting he’d be better off with a crew cut up top? Not in the slightest -

indeed, when Jack had talked about doing so, she’d vehemently objected, telling him in no uncertain terms that he wasn’t to go anywhere near a barbershop if he knew what was good for him. No, Claire loved her man’s hair just the way it was, but that wouldn’t keep her from ribbing him about its luscious lengths whenever the fancy took her. Whether she was idly toying with his tresses as they snuggled up under the sheets together or referring to her boyfriend as “ponytail princess” 

when they were out and about, Claire never wasted an opportunity to bring Jack’s long blonde locks into the limelight, regarding them as part and parcel of the man she loved like no other. Her embarrassing terms of endearment and the pranks she played at his expense were meant in the best possible way, showing just how close the couple were that she could get away with taking such liberties - just as he did with her on other occasions. 

“Ooh, look! There’s a girl in my bed!”, Claire laughed, practically pouncing on Jack as he lay sleepily under the sheets. He’d spent the night at her place, and now he was starting the day with his girlfriend on top of him again, the couple wrestling with the bedclothes as they fooled around together. Despite being at a distinct disadvantage due to still being half-asleep, Jack was nevertheless able to reward his girlfriend with a mouthful of pillow for her cheeky comment, but Claire wasn’t going to take that lying down, seizing his hair in her hands and shaping the sprawling strands into two pigtails, albeit rough and ready ones. “Like a pretty princess! Hello, sleeping beauty”, she grinned, swiftly letting going of her boyfriend’s locks in order to forestall the hands that were coming up to grab her. 

Squealing with delight, Claire just had time to steal a kiss from Jack before he had rolled her over onto her back, getting his own back by pinning his girlfriend’s wrists to the mattress as he loomed over her. “Hello yourself, you wicked witch”, he grinned, continuing their fairytale themed banter, then pulling his head back in an exaggerated reaction to how Claire was snapping her teeth at him like a cornered beast. 

Such good-natured antagonism soon melted away as the couple expressed their feelings for one another in a far more friendly fashion, coming to rest in each other’s arms again after enthusiastically canoodling under the covers. Claire snuggled up against her boyfriend’s body, idly twirling his chest hair around her fingers in the absence of being able to play with his ponytail, whereas Jack was cheekily cupping one of her buttocks in his man-sized palm, giving her cheek a gentle squeeze as though he were judging the ripeness of fruit. That led to Claire seeing how firmly his hair was attached by giving it a stiff pull, which in turn saw her behind getting pinched hard enough to make her jump, and soon they were at it again, only stopping when Claire had been unceremoniously ejected from 66

one side of the bed, albeit not before playfully pummelling her boyfriend with a pillow. 

“Kicked out of my very own bed”, she pouted, “and by a long haired girl, no less. Well, if you’re going to be like that, I’ll just get dressed and leave you to sleep in, lazybones”. She had her back to him now, openly displaying the plump curves of the buttocks that Jack had earlier been fondling as she bent down and picked out a pair of panties from her chest of drawers, unashamedly stepping into her underwear in the full knowledge that her boyfriend would be watching. “That’s fine by me”, Jack laughed, “I’ll just lie here and enjoy the view”, leering salaciously on the off-chance that Claire would turn and stick her tongue out at him - as indeed, she did, modestly clutching her arm to her chest so as to deny her boyfriend the pleasure of ogling her breasts. Only when her bust was safely brassièred did she turn and face him again, this time on the offensive. Striding swiftly over to the bed, she pulled the duvet onto the floor with a single sweep, surveying Jack’s nakedness with evident amusement. “Up you get, princess. Do you want to borrow a pair of my panties or have you brought your own?”. That proved too much for her boyfriend to tolerate, with Claire pulled back onto the mattress again as Jack retaliated, struggling to keep her bra straps on her shoulders as he pawed at her body. 

“Oh, you want to wear a bra as well?”, Claire teased, writhing this way and that so as to escape her boyfriend’s inquisitive fingers. Her comment caused their advance to cease momentarily, but soon he was up to mischief again, this time fumbling around her back in an effort to unfasten the feminine garment. “No, I just want you out of yours!”, Jack grinned. “Let’s have your tits out so I can have a good feel”, he continued lecherously, causing his girlfriend to protest by slapping his pectorals. “You had plenty enough chance for that earlier”, she grumbled, “but you were too busy feeling up my bum”. “And a very nice bum it was too”, Jack retorted, finally succeeding in undoing the clasp that kept bra around breasts, rewarded for his efforts with a shriek of surprise. “Just you wait”, Claire threatened as she sought to keep her underwear from slipping any further down her body. “You won’t be laughing when you’re the one wearing lingerie, girly boy”, she taunted, fastening her bra again with a frown. 

♥ ♥ ♥

It might have just been Jack’s imagination, but Claire now seemed to have a new weapon in her arsenal, no longer restricting herself to just comments about his hair as far as being her princess was concerned, but suggesting he should dress the part too. He took it all in his stride, giving as good as he got in that respect 67

- indeed, he’d been taking liberties with his girlfriend’s intimate attire ever since he’d first bedded her, snapping an exposed bra strap or pulling her panties down, or indeed, up, whenever he thought he could get away with it. Jack had lost count of the number of times he’d made Claire squeal by sneaking up on her and having fun with her frillies, in exchange finding himself the recipient of a playful pout or half-hearted slap that only spurred him on all the more. “Well, if you didn’t wear such things”, he’d begin, before embarking on the most ludicrous fantasies in which his girlfriend strolled around naked prior to satisfying him sexually - not because he seriously expected Claire to do so, but simply because he got a kick out of winding her up about it, seeing how far he could go before she put her foot down. Such badinage was part and parcel of their relationship, just like their more physical frolicking, with Claire more than capable of responding in kind. 

His girlfriend did just that when they were snuggled up in front of the television a few nights later, running her hand up his shirt as they sat together on his sofa after dinner. She’d come round to his apartment on the way home from work, bringing with her everything her boyfriend needed to prepare a meal more elaborate than his usual microwave fare, and now there seemed little question as to where she intended to spend the night. Such physical intimacy was usually the prelude to far more passionate activity than passively watching the tube, even if they ended up making out on the sofa rather than getting to the bedroom, but this time his girlfriend had a frown on her face. “No bra!”, she pouted, her fingers finding their way to Jack’s nipple and fondling it unopposed. “I bet my princess isn’t wearing panties either”, she teased, her other hand beginning to unbuckle her boyfriend’s belt. Jack didn’t stop her, instead laughing as he felt his manhood respond instinctively to his girlfriend’s intimate advances. “Only one way for you to find out”, he grinned. 

Soon his trousers had been kicked off, revealing a pair of black satin boxer shorts that were anything but feminine. “Well, really!”, Claire exclaimed, the greedy look in her eyes belying her mock outrage as she drank in the sight of his manly bulge. 

“Perhaps you ought to show me how it’s done”, Jack proposed, his hands already hiking up her skirt, causing his girlfriend to shriek once more as he exposed her underwear, a triangle of pretty white lace that was the antithesis of his own manly attire. Claire made a half-hearted attempt to preserve her modesty, attempting to pull back her skirt back down her thighs even as Jack’s body pressed her legs apart, but that only left her blouse vulnerable to his advances. The latter was soon unbuttoned to reveal a matching bra, its cups uncovered as he pinned her arms to her sides with her sleeves, pushing Claire down on the sofa and stealing a kiss for his troubles. 

“There’s only one princess around here”, Jack declared, his fingers already fondling 68

his girlfriend’s breasts through the silky softness of her bra to her evident satisfaction, his groin grinding against hers as his weight pressed her body into the cushions of the sofa. However pleasurable the position she found herself in, Claire wasn’t going to let her boyfriend get one up on her that easily, instinctively firing off a retort even through moans of delight. “I know, and he’s not properly dressed!”, she asserted, slapping Jack’s chest feebly as he continued to knead her own. “Oh yes?”, Jack challenged, stopping Claire from responding immediately by invading her mouth with his tongue, not letting his girlfriend up for air until he had well and truly explored her tonsils. “Yes!”, she protested dreamily. “I’ll get you in panties yet, girly boy”. “Not before I’ve got you out of yours!”, Jack laughed, and with that he lifted his girlfriend bodily off the sofa, causing Claire to squeal once more as he carried her through the apartment in the direction of the bedroom. 

Jack had definitely taken the lead in the lovemaking that followed, being true to his word in so far as removing her underwear was concerned. Claire’s panties and bra had soon been discarded along with his boxer shorts amidst the bedding, plucked from her body with undeniable passion as a prelude to him having his wicked way with her. Now the couple lay naked in each other’s arms, sprawled out and spent among the sheets as they shared a post-coital glow, but it didn’t take long for Claire to recover enough energy to want to start playing again. 

Propping herself up on the pillow, she began by twirling Jack’s ponytail around her finger, tickling his skin with its ends as she resumed teasing him, but she soon found other ways to badger her boyfriend, reaching down the bed and retrieving a bunched up bundle of white lace. “Ooh, look! I’ve found your panties”, she giggled, pressing the underwear in question up against Jack’s nose so annoyingly that he shook his head from side to side to fend her off. “I bet your bra’s around here somewhere too”, she teased, her other hand already searching around under the sheets for the missing garment. 

“I don’t need a bra and nor do you”, Jack retorted, wrestling his girlfriend’s arm away from his face, albeit depriving himself of her feminine scent in the process. 

Soon the panties Claire had been holding had slipped from her grasp as the couple shared a kiss, her earlier teasing forgotten in the tenderness of the moment as Jack pulled her close, embracing her softly and yet strongly to show that however much she might taunt him about being girly, he was still very much her man. 

Nor did he make it easy for her to get dressed again when they finally made it out of each other’s arms, with Jack going out of his way to keep his girlfriend from putting her underwear back on, pulling her panties down and sliding her bra straps off her shoulders with mischievous glee. Only when Claire suggested that was because he wanted to wear such garments himself did Jack relent. Resigning 69

himself to ogling her lingerie clad body as he lay in bed, he persisted in making lewd remarks about Claire’s feminine charms until she put a stop to that too with an alliteration of ponytail, princess and panties, accompanied by a provocative wiggle of her lace clad behind as though showing her boyfriend exactly what she had in mind for him in due course. 

♥ ♥ ♥

The next time Jack called round at his girlfriend’s apartment, he found that Claire had gone to the trouble of squeezing herself into a figure-hugging dress, its low-cut neckline immediately attracting his attention when she opened the door to him. “I thought we weren’t going out tonight?”, he enquired anxiously, all too aware of how his own outfit paled in comparison, his scruffy T-shirt and jeans being no match for the sexy little scarlet number his girlfriend was wearing. 

“We’re not”, she grinned, proffering him a kiss on the lips before continuing, “but that doesn’t mean a girl can’t dress up, princess”. Jack pouted at his girlfriend’s embarrassing term of endearment, but Claire had already turned her back on her boyfriend, now leading him by the hand down the hallway. Jack found himself unable to take his eyes off her behind as Claire strode off in front of him, the clingy red fabric of her dress following the curve of her buttocks in a manner that left precious little to the imagination. 

Occasionally, Jack would be treated to a hint of his girlfriend’s hosiery, glimpsing a band of lace around her thighs for a moment when her perilously short dress rode up of its own accord, but any attempt to persuade Claire to show a little more leg was quickly rebuffed. Indeed, his efforts to encourage his girlfriend out of her evening wear were rewarded only with a sharp slap whenever his hand strayed too close to her clothing - zipper, neckline and skirt were all equally off-limits, as Jack discovered to his cost while he watched her cook, rapped on the knuckles with all manner of kitchen implements until he finally learnt his lesson. Keeping his hands to himself, he could only imagine what might be in store for him later on as Claire bent forward, putting her body on display first over a hot stove and then over a steaming plate, showing off a cleavage that had him captivated as she toyed with his desires from a distance. 

He knew what she was doing of course, getting him all fired up in preparation for getting steamy under the sheets, but even after the best part of a bottle of wine between them, Claire seemed determined to remain fully clothed. The dirty dishes were a distant memory as the couple made out on the bed, but his efforts to undress her still met with scant success, Jack finding himself divested of his clothing even as his girlfriend kept him from what was under her dress. 
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He might have been topless himself, but Jack had barely managed to make any headway as far as undoing Claire’s zipper was concerned, her short scarlet sleeves sitting resolutely on her shoulders just as they had been at the start of the night, stopping him from performing his trademark trick with her bra straps. Only her skirt offered any compromise, hoiked up a few inches to reveal that Claire was indeed wearing stockings rather than pantyhose, their deep lace tops held up by jet black suspenders that disappeared up her dress as though inviting him to follow, along with the barest hint of black lace panties. Even that didn’t last long, pulled back down into place with the determination of a woman wanting to preserve her modesty in public, not a girl getting dirty with her man. 

Nevertheless, there was no question that Claire wanted him, his girlfriend taking the lead in a manner that Jack couldn’t help but be turned on by. Even though her physical strength was no match for his own, she’d still managed to get him on his back, fending off his efforts to flip her over by means of feminine cunning as she fondled his body. His hair tie had long since been lost among the bedclothes, his long blonde locks splayed out beneath him by the time Claire worked her boyfriend’s boxer shorts down his legs, revealing his bulging manhood to her evident approval, judging by the lick of the lips his erection elicited. He hadn’t even got her out of her panties, feeling their soft fabric rub against him as Claire ground her groin against his, his cock leaving a trail of excitement up the length of her dress as his girlfriend descended down his body before taking him in her mouth. He wanted to take a more active part in proceedings, but it felt so good just to lie back and let her pleasure him, feeling an unfamiliar frisson of excitement at the way a fully clothed woman was fellating him, her hair tickling his thighs as she bobbed up and down on his engorged shaft. 

Instinctively, Jack found himself trying to hold his girlfriend’s head in place with his hands, following the pattern of some of their previous bedroom games by pushing her face into his groin, but Claire was having none of it, slipping out from under his grasp and waiting until his arms were safely down by his sides again before she continued her devotions. It was clear that she wished to remain in control of the situation, a far cry from the times when she’d been eager to submit her mouth to his cock, moaning with pleasure as she’d allowed herself to be manhandled like a slut. Now Claire was performing a far more refined sexual service on her boyfriend, albeit on her own terms, going so far as to hold his hands down on the mattress with her own so as to prevent him from getting any ideas. 

Alternating between taking almost the full length of his stiff pole in her mouth and merely caressing its tip with her lips and tongue, Claire eagerly devoured Jack’s manhood, showing an unworldly appetite for cock that put him in mind of a succubus. It was easy to imagine that he was dreaming, finding his eyes closing 71

of their own accord as he savoured the novel pleasure of lying back and letting his girlfriend satisfy him rather than taking the lead in their lovemaking as he might usually do. 

It wasn’t long before Jack felt a new sensation added to the cornucopia of carnal delight he was being treated to by the scarlet woman on top of his cock. Satisfied that her boyfriend’s hands were going to stay put rather than try to force her to fellate him again, Claire had let go of her hold on them and was now using her fingers for a far more intimate purpose, sliding them up and down his shaft as she teased its tip with her tongue. Such treatment served to inflame Jack’s passions all the more, but he found himself bothered by a niggling doubt even as he allowed himself to be masturbated into her mouth. Was it just her hands that she was pleasuring him with, or was there something else as well, something that tickled his balls on each downstroke? Curiosity got the better of him, causing Jack to open his eyes to find his girlfriend rubbing a mass of frilly white lace up and down his cock, apparently bringing him off with a pair of her panties, albeit not the ones he caught sight of earlier, the ones that still remained stubbornly around her snatch. Those were black lace, whereas these were white. Had they been left in the bed from last time, or had Claire put them there specially with precisely this in mind? 

Sensing her boyfriend’s confusion, Claire allowed his slippery shaft to slide from her lips momentarily, grinning broadly as she looked Jack in the eye. “Do you like your new panties, princess?”, she teased, continuing to rub the soft fabric up and down the length of his pole. “Your friend here certainly seems to”, she laughed, rewarding the beast in her hands with another lick of her tongue as she slipped the bundle of lace off its length and held it up for her boyfriend to see. Why was she showing him her panties in such a strange way rather than sucking his cock?, Jack wondered dreamily, desperate for his girlfriend to continue her devotions rather than tease him like this. If she wanted to display her underwear, Claire could start with the black lace pair she’d denied him all night, Jack thought, moaning with frustration as his hands rose in a futile attempt to pull his girlfriend back to the job she’d started. Not only was Claire out of reach, but she took his gesture to mean something quite different. “Ooh, you want to wear them? I was hoping you might”, she laughed, lifting herself off his body as she held the panties up high. 

Was it his imagination, or were they rather larger than her usual ones? 

“Claire!”, Jack protested, his cock bobbing forlornly now that the warm, wet intimacy of her mouth was becoming a rapidly fading memory. “I want my ponytail princess to wear panties properly”, Claire insisted, evidently having practised the phrase judging by the glee with which she delivered it. “You don’t have to, of course, but then I don’t have to do anything about that”, she said sternly, 72

gesturing with a lace filled hand toward the turgid member that jutted up from between her boyfriend’s legs. “So, are you going to wear them for me?”, she drawled seductively, already bending down and beginning to work Jack’s feet through the holes in the lacy garment. “Tell me you will, and then I can get back to that cock of yours. I can’t wait to see what it feels like to lick it through lace”, she grinned, pulling the panties up her boyfriend’s legs. Jack had so far made no effort to resist, but to lift them any further up his body would require his active co-operation, something Claire sought to acquire by running her hand up the inside of his thigh, sliding her fingers over his bulging shaft before bringing them back down the other leg and taking hold of the feminine underwear once more. “Lift your bum for me, princess”. 

Longing to feel his girlfriend’s lips around his shaft once more, Jack found himself doing as he was told, not even quibbling with the way she kept calling him princess for fear that doing so might delay proceedings. The lacy panties felt as soft around his behind as they had when Claire had been stroking his cock with them, the delicate gossamer caressing his buttocks as it clung snugly to his cheeks, but things were far from as easy at the front. Whether it was the prospect of Claire going down on him once more or simply the predicament he found himself in, Jack’s erection was bulging with renewed enthusiasm, the stiff pole that poked out from his groin more than a match for the skimpy lace that sought to surround it. Claire managed to lift the lacy waistband over his testicles, but that was as far as his manhood would allow, his shaft sticking up defiantly above the feminine frills no matter how much she manhandled it. “Oh dear!”, Claire laughed. “My princess has got a pole too big for his panties. I’m going to have to do something about that”, she purred. “Just let me slip out of this dress, and I’ll get you sorted out, big boy”. 

Considering the difficulty Jack had had with it earlier, Claire made light work of undoing her zipper, effortlessly slipping out of her scarlet dress to reveal the full extent of her smouldering lingerie beneath. Not content with wearing just lacy black panties, Claire had opted to squeeze herself into a matching basque, its body tapering down into the suspender straps her boyfriend had caught sight of earlier, framing her sex with their stark lines. Further up, the contrivance behind her cleavage became apparent, the garment serving to lift her bust into a veritable plateau of voluptuousness with its stiff boning just as much as it pulled in her waist, giving his girlfriend an hourglass figure to die for. Beginning to understand the reasons for her earlier coyness, Jack found his manhood responding instinctively to the sight of Claire standing over him, knowing that she must have gone to some trouble to dress herself up like this. He’d happily forgive her calling him “princess”, indeed, he was beginning to regard wearing panties as a small 73

price to pay for being so treated, even before the lingerie clad vixen had pounced hungrily on her prey. 

Claire began where she had left off, eagerly taking her boyfriend’s cock in her mouth as she demonstrated her appetite for his shaft, swallowing its entire length before regurgitating it to begin the cycle anew. Jack was soon in danger of climaxing down her throat, but his girlfriend wasn’t going to let him come so easily, diminishing her intimate devotions to the barest touch of her tongue as she sensed his shaft starting to spasm, letting him cool off a little as she popped her breasts out of their lacy confines. Now her nipples became her weapon of choice, tickling the tip of her boyfriend’s throbbing cock with her own little erections as she smeared his excitement over her breasts, leaning back and rubbing his pre-cum into her skin with evident delight. Her hand dropped down again, and for a moment Jack thought she was going to masturbate him once more, but Claire was simply slipping the thong of her own panties to one side prior to mounting the beast between her boyfriend’s legs, lips of quite a different kind gripping his shaft as she took him inside her. 

Guiding his hands to her chest, Claire began to ride her man, rocking back and forth on top of him in her lacy black lingerie. With their usual roles completely reversed, Jack found himself lying back and letting his girlfriend have her way with him, unable even to thrust his hips in time with her rhythm thanks to how her weight pressed down on him. All he could do was knead her breasts as they bounced up and down, but even then his freedom was limited, his hands held in place by hers as Claire strove to satisfy herself even while taking her boyfriend over the edge of orgasm. Soon it was all too much for him, his cock finally showering its pent-up load of hot, sticky juices deep inside his girlfriend’s tight crevice, Claire’s body arching back only moments later to indicate that she too had climaxed, shuddering on top of him as his manhood slowly began to dwindle. 

Even by the couple’s usual standards, it had been an encounter to be remembered, with Jack drifting off into semi-consciousness now that he had slaked his desires, Claire’s panting indicating that she had dismounted him prior to flopping on the mattress beside her man. 

Jack had all but forgotten about the panties that his girlfriend had put him, the presence of the clinging garment having become lost in far more stimulating sensations. Slowly getting her breath back, Claire had snuggled up against him, and now her hand slipped down his body once more, idly toying with the organ that had brought them both so much pleasure only minutes earlier. “You’ve fallen out of your panties, princess”, she grinned, helping his manhood inside the lace now that it had shrunk to a size where the feminine underwear could accommodate it. Jack pouted instinctively, but nevertheless found himself quite content just to 74

lie there, feeling no urge to remove the unlikely attire as his girlfriend continued to fondle him through it, her fingers helping spread the growing damp patch that seeped out from his subsiding shaft. “I’m going to have to wash these now, you messy man”, Claire chided playfully, making no mention of how her own panties were even more sodden with sperm. 

“Well, if you will make me wear your panties”, Jack grinned, rolling his girlfriend onto her back to demonstrate that such feminine underwear hadn’t stripped him of all of his masculine mischief. Despite being pinned underneath her man for a change, Claire was as feisty as ever. “You’d never fit into my panties”, she told Jack with a smile, watching her boyfriend’s expression change as he slowly put two and two together. “That’s right!”, she grinned as Jack’s mouth dropped open. “I got you some of your very own, so you can be my pantied ponytail princess without stretching my smalls”. “I wish you wouldn’t call me that!”, Jack frowned, about to get his own back when Claire pre-empted his counter-attack, getting her own in first by sliding her hands down his back and tugging up the waistband of his panties. That caused Jack to jump with a start, his girlfriend grinned wickedly. “Or what?”, she asked mischievously, putting her boyfriend on the back foot once more. “Or, or, or I’ll tickle you!”, Jack declared, proceeding to do just that. Claire squealed, squirming under his touch, and soon the couple were back to their old tricks. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Any question that wearing panties might have affected Jack’s sexuality was well and truly ruled out when Claire next stayed the night at his apartment. Hers was the only underwear of the feminine variety as the couple had sex in a rather more conventional way, ripped from her body as her boyfriend ravished her. Jack took the lead in their lovemaking, lifting his girlfriend’s legs high into the air prior to penetrating her. He held Claire’s body fast as he thrust his cock furiously in and out of her hole with a roughness that caused her to scream out loud. “Oh yes, oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, yes, yes”, she panted as Jack did his duty, the bed banging against the wall in time to his rhythm. His attitude was anything but soft and submissive, the only lingerie in sight to be found littering the floor as he slapped his balls against her buttocks with a ferocity verging on animal. The contrast did not go unnoticed by the couple, as Claire commented as they shared a tender moment afterwards, both drenched with sweat from their exertions. “You weren’t like that in your panties, princess”, she teased, hand squashed between her boyfriend’s thighs as though to warn her if his cock should decide to go on the rampage again. 
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During the pillowtalk that followed, Claire explained that sometimes she liked to go slowly just as much as she liked to be taken hard, and while she wasn’t criticising her boyfriend’s performance in the slightest, there were times when she wanted to take the lead just as there those when she wanted just to lie back and be taken. “You can fuck me like that again next time I come here”, she told him, her face flushing at the memory of her recent ravishing, “but when you’re at mine, we’re going to do things my way”, Claire grinned, rewarding Jack with an amorous kiss when he agreed to her proposal. He’d filled her full of sperm without thought for tenderness only minutes before, but that didn’t mean that Jack was an uncaring brute, being more than willing to give his girlfriend what she desired - even if he had a sneaking suspicion that she would want to see him in women’s underwear again. Claire hinted at such when she idly mentioned that she’d washed his panties in the interim, pulling his ponytail as she cheerfully complained about how hard it had been to get all his cum out of the lace. “You think you’ve got problems!”, Jack laughed, all too aware of the mess he’d made in his unbridled passion. “What about my sheets?”. 

So it was that Jack found himself fumbling with a bundle of white lace a few nights later, his girlfriend having presented his freshly laundered panties to him before telling him to go and get changed in the bedroom. His manhood was nowhere near as engorged as he pulled the frilly fabric up his legs, with Jack feeling somewhat embarrassed now that he was feminizing himself without any intimate encouragement from Claire. Nevertheless, he soon had his cock tucked safely inside the unfamiliar underwear, the nascent bulge between his legs suggesting that such feminine attire was not without its attractions for the man wearing it in anticipation of her arrival. Slipping under the covers, he pulled the sheets around himself coquettishly and awaited his girlfriend, finding himself becoming aroused as he recalled what he’d been treated to last time he was wearing such lingerie. 

Would Claire indulge him with another blowjob? Wearing panties for her would be a small price to pay for such pleasurable pampering, even if she insisted on taking things slowly and softly rather than hard and fast as his hormones would otherwise dictate. He’d happily shoot his load however she wanted, even if he felt like a newly-wed bride nervous about the impending loss of her virginity as he waited for Claire to join him. 

When last he’d seen her, Claire had been wearing casual clothing, her T-shirt and jeans unremarkable save for the stocking clad feet poking out underneath. 

The sheer nylons that encased her toes hinted that she might be wearing special hosiery for the occasion, but otherwise Claire gave away few clues as to what she had on in the way of lingerie, her dark, loose outerwear serving to shield anything more intimate. Now, however, Jack was greeted by the sight of his girlfriend in 76

scarlet once more, her body adorned with bright red lace in the form of matching panties and bra, along with a suspender belt that supported her sheer stockings, the latter’s smoky blackness her only concession to a less striking colour. Nor had she stopped there, slipping into a pair of patent leather heels in no less garish a hue during the short time the couple had been apart, the stilettos’ towering spikes leaving a man catching sight of them in little doubt as to what was on her mind even if she’d been more conservatively dressed. The combination caused Jack’s cock to stiffen within his panties, the man beneath the sheets wolf-whistling appreciatively as Claire strode confidently towards the bed, kicking off her shoes with abandon. 

“Is my princess properly dressed?”, she enquired, mounting the mattress before peeling back the sheet that Jack had surrounded himself with. “Mmm”, Claire purred, her hands already fondling her boyfriend’s frillies as she greeted him with a passionate kiss, fingers idly caressing his pole through his panties as the couple engaged in a sensuous clinch. “Nice and hard, just the way I like it”, she grinned when they finally came up for air, but Claire showed no sign of taking advantage of Jack’s erection, instead directing his attention to her own underwear. “Now you do the same with mine”, she suggested, taking her boyfriend’s hand in hers and pressing it against the triangle of scarlet lace that sat snugly between her legs. “Gently does it”, she told him, showing Jack by means of a hands-on demonstration how to stroke her pussy through her panties just the way she liked it. “Oh yes, that feels good”, she moaned, waiting until he’d got the hang of things before relaxing her grip on him. “Don’t stop”, she insisted, returning her own fingers to her boyfriend’s bulge and reciprocating the intimate attention as he continued to stimulate her, the soft foreplay a far cry from the hard and fast fucking he’d given her the last time they’d had sex, but just as pleasure for the woman receiving his love. 

“See how I’m all moist now?”, Claire grinned, pressing Jack’s hand against her sodden snatch to leave him in no doubt as to how turned on she was. “You’re going to have to wash those panties now, you messy girl”, Jack teased her, continuing his caress much to the delight of the woman he was fondling. “Maybe not just now”, Claire giggled. “Anyway, yours are all damp too”, she chided, her breaths coming short and fast now, her boyfriend unconsciously increasing his rhythm to match until Claire suddenly pulled away. “Easy, tiger! I don’t want to come just yet”, she told him. “Well, maybe I do”, she admitted, “but sometimes it’s nice just to take things slowly, yes?”. She reinforced her message by gently stroking Jack’s groin again until the beast beneath the lace responded, its engorged shaft forming a flagpole that slowly rose up the front of his frilly panties until it seemed in danger of escaping out of their waistband. 
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Now it was Jack’s turn to moan, although unlike his girlfriend, the man being fondled through his frillies was in no danger of climaxing. Claire’s touch was undeniably pleasant, the kind of thing that he could lie back and enjoy for hours, but she was going to have to up her rhythm if she was going to bring him off, he thought. Right now, her fingers were merely maintaining his erection, keeping his attention firmly fixed on her even as they slowed to a tantalising crawl before coming to a stop completely. “See? We’ve not even had to take our panties off yet”, she told him in a surprisingly scholarly tone. “Now, let me show you what you can do while I’m still in my bra. Speaking of which, why aren’t you wearing one? If you’re going to wear panties, you’ve got to wear a bra too”, Claire grinned, pulling out just such a garment from seemingly out of nowhere. Its white lace was evidently intended for her boyfriend judging by the way it matched the panties he was already wearing, too large for Claire’s diminutive frame even if she’d been topless. Clad in red lace herself, there was no way the bra she was now holding was for her, Jack realised, stunned by such an unexpected turn in developments. 

Was his girlfriend really going to make him wear such a girly garment? 

Sensing his unease, Claire resumed her stroking of his shaft, adopting a slightly firmer touch as she reminded Jack about what was at stake. “You’re going to look ever so sexy in it”, she purred, her fingers fondling him with an enthusiasm that Jack found difficult to ignore. “Let’s see what it looks like on you, shall we?”, she suggested, not waiting for an answer before she started stretching out the bra as a prelude to putting it on her man. Her hands had come away from his cock now, leaving behind a longing that left Jack doing as he was told in the hope that they would soon return, holding out his arms at her command and allowing his girlfriend to slide the snow white elastic of the bra’s straps up towards his shoulders. “There’s no way this is going to fit me”, he protested as he caught sight of the amply proportioned lace cups coming up to greet his chest. “I’ve not got boobs like yours”, he pouted, nevertheless leaning forward so as to let Claire fasten the bra behind his back. 

“Would you like some?”, Claire teased, fussing with the frilly band of the feminine garment before turning her attention to its straps again, fiddling with them until she was satisfied with the result. “No I would not!”, Jack declared adamantly, feeling his face flush even at the sight of white lace gracing his chest without his body being augmented with anything more feminine. “That’s a pity, I was hoping you might play with mine”, Claire laughed, her hands moving effortlessly across her boyfriend’s bra, massaging the pectorals that passed as breasts before caressing his nipples through the virginal lace. “See how I can feel you up without having to take your bra off? I’ve not even had to slide the straps off your shoulders like a certain someone I know has a habit of doing”, she pointed out, referring to 78

Jack’s trademark trick. “Now you try”, she directed. “Pretend I’m not wearing a bra and your hands are all I’ve got to support these babies”, her hands cupping her own bust for a moment, pushing her breasts up slightly before releasing them to a gentle bounce. 

Jack followed his girlfriend’s instructions, forming his hands into a bra even though there was no denying the presence of the lurid red lace that gave shape to Claire’s feminine curves. “Now squeeze them together as though you’re a cleavage bra”, she purred. “Or maybe a push-up one”, not having to direct her boyfriend any further as he kneaded her breasts, extracting a moan of evident satisfaction from the woman he was feeling up. Soon he’d shown her that he’d learnt what she’d taught him about nipples, running his fingers in ever decreasing circles around the erect bullets that pressed through her frilly red lingerie, tweaking them gently before spiralling slowly out again. His cock was bulging in his panties even though Claire had long since stopped stimulating it, the sensation of the bra clinging to his chest hardly detracting from the intensely erotic nature of their intercourse. 

Softly and tenderly, he continued to caress her body, finding himself rewarded by Claire finally reciprocating, her hands running up and down his chest, fondling his flesh through the lace that adorned it. Her hands slipped under his bra straps and beneath the band that encircled his body, giving him an excuse to do the same to her, Claire’s bra straps finally succumbing to his advances as they slid down her shoulders, only to be put back into place by her as she did with his when they fell. 

“Are you ready for your stockings and suspenders?”, Claire enquired naughtily. 

Her nylon clad legs had been intertwined with his for a while, her sheer stockings rubbing against his bare skin as they’d fooled around in their frillies together, but now she drew Jack’s attention to her hosiery, running one foot up his calf as she sought to share its electrifying touch. Jack found himself too far gone to offer much of a protest, knowing that his girlfriend was set on dressing him in all the lingerie that she was wearing, and secretly he had to admit to having something of a fascination for such sexy legwear. Certainly, when Claire had worn stockings for him the other evening, his passions had been aroused in a manner that mere pantyhose could never had matched, and now she was doing so again. Would wearing it himself encourage her to don such arousing attire on a more regular basis? “I never say no to stockings and suspenders!”, Jack declared lustfully, brushing a hand across his girlfriend’s nylons as she bent over the side of the bed and retrieved even more in the way of feminine finery, this time a lacy suspender belt. He was trying to put a brave face on things, but inside he was a veritable maelstrom of conflicting emotions, feeling aroused, submissive and embarrassed in equal measures, yet somehow sure that he could rely on Claire to see him right. 
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“I thought you might say something like that”, Claire laughed as she untangled the frilly garment, stretching it out in front of her man just as she had done with his bra in its turn. Four elastic straps hung down from its lacy length, gently bobbing up and down as she oriented the suspender belt the right way round for wrapping it around his waist. “You’ve certainly nagged me enough times about wearing them”, she grinned, recalling her boyfriend’s enthusiasm for her seeing her in what he called “sexy stockings” whenever she treated him to such hosiery. 

“This goes around here like that”, she explained, “and then we tuck these through your panties, and ooh, you are hard down there”, Claire laughed, momentarily distracted from her task by the lump in his lace, the clamouring bulge between his legs getting a brief fondle before she continued threading Jack’s suspender straps beneath the waistband of his panties. 

Once again, Claire bent over the side of the bed, putting her pantied buttocks on prominent display as she contorted her body in her search for whatever she was looking for. Under other circumstances, Jack would have found it difficult to resist taking advantage of the situation, perhaps running a finger up the crack between her cheeks and tickling her until she squealed, or more subtly snagging the waistband of Claire’s underwear such that his girlfriend unknowingly pulled it down as she lent forward. Now, however, conscious of the vulnerable position in which he found himself, Jack was content just to ogle his girlfriend’s body, a quiet wolf-whistle his only concession to masculine mischief. “Patience!”, Claire called out over her shoulder, giving him a gentle prod in the ribs with her stocking clad foot as she slid ever further forward. 

Finally, however, she returned with what she’d been looking for, swivelling around on the mattress before propping her head up with her hands, provocatively close to his groin. For a moment, Jack wondered whether his girlfriend was going to treat him to an impromptu blowjob, but her intimate pose merely meant that he had to look down into his lap to watch her unwrapping the packet she’d retrieved. Her efforts at opening the cardboard and cellophane wrapper were framed by the lace that surrounded his sex beneath, his bulging erection seeming to strive for the stockings that Claire was now carefully unfolding, their delicate gossamer as snow white as the rest of her boyfriend’s lingerie. “These are called bridal stockings”, she told him, bundling the first of the sheer lengths up in her fingers, “but I suppose they’ll do just as well for a princess, especially one with a ponytail”. She’d ducked instinctively out of the way, rolling to one side as though anticipating trouble, but Jack only belatedly considered swatting her for such a cheeky remark, too caught up in the thought of himself wearing hosiery more suited to a blushing bride to parry his girlfriend’s banter let alone chastise her for it. 
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Claire had already set about the more serious business of getting her boyfriend into the bridal hosiery, having him stretch his leg out for her so that she could slowly unroll the silky length up towards his thigh. Fondling Jack rather more than was strictly necessary in order to simply dress him, Claire took her time about attaching the deep lace welt of his stocking to the first of his four suspender clasps, running her fingers under and around the taut elastic afterwards on the pretext of ensuring it was properly fastened, then sliding her hand across the clingy nylon for no very good reason other than to save waves of electricity shooting over his skin. His manhood responded to her touch despite not being directly stimulated, her fingers never closer than a couple of inches to his throbbing cock even as they grazed the inside of his thigh. Soon she was repeating the process with the other stocking, again holding it in place with a single suspender before having Jack roll onto his back so that she could fasten the other two clasps. 

His vulnerable position was the perfect excuse for her to caress his buttocks afterwards, cheekily pulling his cheeks apart with her hands so as to encourage the lace of her boyfriend’s panties to slip down his crack, wedging in place when she subsequently squeezed them together. Nor did Claire’s mischief stop there, the scarlet clad woman choosing to mount her man as he lay prone on the mattress, practically diving on top of Jack and pressing him into the bed as she humped him, gratuitously pulling on his ponytail as she did so. Jack wasn’t going to take that lying down, and soon they were wrestling playfully, their stocking clad legs wrapped around one another as the couple cavorted on the covers, kissing and caressing in a combination of red and white lace. Jack’s cock threatened to escape his panties at any moment, but Claire was insistent that his manhood should remain within his feminine frillies until she was ready for it, manhandling the errant organ back into place whenever it made a break for freedom, much to her boyfriend’s frustration. His bra straps received similar attention, returned to his shoulders whenever they started to slide with an admonishment that he should look after his lingerie more carefully. 

It was clear that she was in no hurry to take their lovemaking up a level, making sure her own lingerie stayed in place just as much as her boyfriend’s did. Neither her panties nor bra were going anywhere, staying resolutely put as they kept him from plundering her intimate parts like he might ordinary be wont to do. Her hands might slip up inside his underwear, working their way under straps and bands, and she might allow him to do the same to hers, but that was the extent of their exploration, the lace remaining around their bodies even as they sought to pleasure one another. The delicate gossamer and sheer nylon added two delicious textures to their otherwise naked skin as the pair rubbed against each other, fooling around in frillies as both sought to have the last word in their unspoken 81

tussle. Jack’s distinct advantage in strength was countered by the unfamiliar attire he found himself strapped in, not to mention the familiar weakness of his ponytail, pulled playfully whenever Claire felt like she was losing the upper hand. 

He was her princess, as she reminded him in all manner of ways, her girly boy now dressed like a girl in snow white lace. 

Claire had Jack repeat the tricks she’d shown him earlier, having him fondle her through her panties and bra while doing the same to him, the couple giggling with glee like a pair of girls making out for the very first time. Nuzzling his neck before working her way down her body with her lips, she didn’t have to tell her boyfriend to lie still and enjoy her ministrations, with Jack in no doubt that the trail of kisses was heading towards the bulge between his legs. Her body grazed his stocking clad legs as she descended in the direction of his groin, but her position evidently wasn’t to her satisfaction when her mouth finally reached the waistband of his panties, with Claire giving Jack’s stiffness only one brief smooch through the frilly lace before lifting her head again. Grinning broadly at her man from further down the bed, his girlfriend proceeded to slowly bring herself around on the mattress such that she was now facing away from him. Treated to the sight of her pantied behind resplendent in red lace, Jack watched on as the scarlet clad cheeks gently lowered themselves down onto his chest, threatening to press into his face as Claire resumed her long awaited worship of his straining member with the tenderest of touches of her tongue against its feminine shroud. 

Now Claire was peeling away the lace from the organ that had made such a pole in them, releasing her boyfriend’s penis at last from his pretty panties, sopping wet with excitement even before she’d licked them. His manhood was free for only the briefest of moments, however, swapping the embrace of snug underwear for the even more intimate confines of her mouth as Claire finally descended on his cock, rewarding her boyfriend for his obedience with a blowjob that soon had him moaning with delight. With the weight of her body on top of him, Jack could do little but lie there as his girlfriend pleasured him, surrendering to her completely as she savoured his shaft with a series of noisy slurps. Still Claire seemed set on teasing him, easing off her stimulation as the animal she was toying with reared its head in a prelude to releasing its load. She allowed Jack to get perilously close to the edge of orgasm, yet held him back from actually climaxing despite her continued teasing, slowly withdrawing until all that was touching him was her fingers, tenderly caressing his tip. 

Claire’s buttocks had lifted from her boyfriend’s body in the process, and now she pressed them backwards, raising them up as she did so such that her crack barely grazed Jack’s nose. Soon he found himself with her snatch directly over his mouth, his girlfriend’s moist crevice descending upon his face as she seated herself 82

upon his body once more, albeit now in a far more provocative position. “Now it’s your turn”, she told him, encouraging her man to do his duty with a stroke of his shaft, one that she repeated once Jack had licked her pussy through the frilly red lace. Encouraging him to go down on her was something that Claire had had difficulty with in the past, with Jack showing an all too masculine tendency to want to pleasure her with his cock rather than his mouth, but now he seemed more than amenable to her suggestion that he satisfy her with his lips and tongue, lapping away as though his life depended on it. In return, Claire continued to caress his cock with her hands, sustaining his erection but never quite giving it enough stimulation to make it come, even as Jack brought her ever closer to climaxing herself, working her up into a frenzy with his oral devotion as he lay beneath her in his lingerie. 

Claire had all but forgotten about the shaft she was clutching in her fingers by the time she spasmed on top of her boyfriend’s face, selfishly leaving Jack’s member to its own devices as she ground her dripping snatch into his mouth, moaning with delight as he continued to do his duty even through her earth-shattering orgasm. 

Slumping forward, she found herself coming face to face with the rock hard pole that jutted up from between Jack’s legs, the feminine finery surrounding his organ doing nothing to impede its masculine prowess as it throbbed angrily in front of her. Lazily licking its length like a lollipop, Claire was only too happy to reward her man for his recent efforts, tickling the tip of his cock with her tongue before plunging her head down on top of it as though hungry for his meat. Continuing from where she had left off earlier, Claire used both her hands and mouth to bring her man off, masturbating and fellating him until Jack could take it no more, shooting wave after wave of sperm down his girlfriend’s throat, his own head sandwiched between her stockinged feet as she sat on him to keep him still. 

Giving his slowly deflating shaft a final lick so as not to waste a single drop of the sticky fluid that even now was running down its length, Claire smacked her lips together noisily before rotating round to face her boyfriend once more. 

Their juices mingled as she kissed him, his cum and hers coming together on their tongues in an unlikely union as each tasted their own excitement mixed with that of their lover, faces sticky with each other’s fluids. “Mmm”, Claire purred, snuggling up against her lingerie clad boyfriend, her stockings rubbing against his as they basked in the afterglow of their intimate encounter. She had her fingers entwined in one his bra straps, pulling Jack close to her even as he did the same to her, the couple lying in each other’s arms still dressed in contrasting scarlet and white lace. “Now you’ve got two pairs of panties to wash”, Jack ribbed, all too aware of the dishevelled bundle of damp lace around his thighs. “Oh no you don’t”, Claire protested playfully, releasing her boyfriend’s bra strap so that 83

it snapped against his skin. “You can jolly well wash your own, princess”, she teased, and soon they were at it again. 

In the end, Claire did indeed wash her boyfriend’s dirty underwear, adding his lacy lovelies to her next load of hand-washed whites rather than worrying about having to talk him through doing so himself. After all, she didn’t want their adventures in lingerie to be a one-off affair, with his feminine frillies getting lost at the bottom of his wardrobe rather than ready to hand whenever she fancied having him don them in her bed. Having opened Jack’s eyes to the delights of making love like lesbians, Claire was of the opinion that he was going to wear women’s underwear rather more often - indeed, the next time he stayed the night at hers, she was planning on presenting him with all of his lingerie in advance of their amorous activities, having her boyfriend dress himself so as to be ready to surprise her under the sheets. He’d still be her man whenever she wanted him to, ravishing her like a helpless maiden when she wanted just to lie back and let him take the lead, but that didn’t mean Jack couldn’t show a softer side from time to time as her pantied ponytail princess. 
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Feedback

No matter what you thought of this book, your feedback is always welcome! 

Whether you’ve been inspired to try some of these ideas yourself or care to share your own story, I’d love to hear from you. Perhaps you’d like to let me know what worked well for getting you in the mood, or maybe you’ve spotted a typo that should be fixed for the next edition. Either way, your comments and criticism are greatly appreciated, not only encouraging me to write more but helping to shape future books for the benefit of you and other readers. Why not send me an email and let me know your thoughts? 

emily @ brassiered.com
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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! 

On the following pages, we offer a selection of other books that you might like, all of which are available in both paperback and electronic formats. For the full range and news about the latest releases, check out the brassièred website at: www.brassiered.com
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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, this book is 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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Do you love lingerie? These couples certainly do - so much so that the men wear it too! Whether it’s a boyfriend finding himself dressed in women’s underwear for the very first time, a man taken shopping in frilly pink panties or a husband who has to wear a bra to work, you’ll find it all here in this exciting collection of erotic feminization stories. There’s nothing like having a man don a little satin and lace to spice things up, with women’s underwear keeping him on his toes wherever he wears it - as these men are about to discover! 

It’s not just the wives and girlfriends who dress up in these stories about men wearing lingerie, with bras and panties proving just as powerful when he wears them for her pleasure! Each of these exciting tales distils the very essence of erotic feminization into a scenario that’s as plausible as it is passionate, featuring loving couples whose respect and affection for one another becomes ever stronger as a result of sharing a love of lingerie. 

www.brassiered.com/aloveoflingerie/
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The incessant frustration of being locked in chastity can drive a man to almost any lengths for an orgasm. The longer his cock is kept in a cage, the more submissive he becomes, until eventually he’s begging to do whatever his keyholder asks him

- even if that involves feminization! Kept from touching himself without the key that hangs around her neck, he’ll happily wear women’s underwear and more if that’s the cost of a climax, accepting such humiliation as the price that must be paid for both punishment and pleasure. 

From wearing high heels and foundation wear to working as her fully dressed maid, these feminized husbands have surrendered their sex in more ways than one, submitting to the whim of their wives without question when it comes to dressing up like a lady. There’s orgasm denial aplenty as they’re teased beyond belief before being put back in their chastity belts and cages, with chaste males turned female for the amusement of those who keep them feminized and frustrated. 

www.brassiered.com/feminizedandfrustrated/
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Sissy maids dream of domestic duty all dressed up in satin and lace, but what a mistress really wants is a submissive servant who’ll scrub her floors and sort out her laundry while she sits back and relaxes. A frilly French maid’s uniform may be fine for fantasies, but when a man has to take care of the chores wearing such an outfit in reality, he soon discovers how difficult it is to stay looking his best without compromising on the cleaning! 

Sheer stockings, bulging bras and puffed out petticoats are just some of the challenges that these male maids have to contend with as they set about their duties around the house, knowing they mustn’t let mistress down when it comes to their domestic service. The husbands and boyfriends in these stories about men as maids have more on their minds than merely mincing about in the most delicious of dresses, expected to look as immaculate as the houses they clean for their wives and girlfriends - after all, they’re pretty maids put to work! 

www.brassiered.com/prettymaidsputtowork/
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