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Foreword

Making your husband wear a bra works wonders when you want better behaviour, but if he can't be trusted not to take it off, something more is called for! The wives in these stories about lingerie punishment have found the perfect solution, making sure their men wear what they should by padlocking it in place! As soon as they click the clasps closed, their helpless husbands are condemned to having straps on their shoulders and cups on their chests, staying locked in a bra for as long as it takes for them to learn their lesson. 

There's no escape from the embrace of satin and lace for these emasculated men, each forced to endure the most feminine of garments whether he likes it or not. Being stuck in a bra soon brings out his submissive side, teaching him a new respect for women's underwear - even before his wife gives him breasts! However uncomfortable or humiliating being locked in a punishment bra may be, it's something a man has to face when he finds himself  trapped in its straps. 

♥ The bigger, the better - that's James's belief about women's breasts, or as he likes to call them, their boobies! His puerile habit of pointing out pleasingly plump protrusions finally pushes his wife too far, seeing Camilla punishing him with a pair of his own! Being locked in a big black bra is only the beginning of his problems, however, with this feminized husband forced to contend with a bulging, bouncing bust. Weighed down by water balloons, James discovers that a curvaceous chest even affects his choice of clothes, but his wife doesn't see why it should stop him bringing in the shopping, not sparing her husband's blushes when her friend visits. Read how he fares in  Boobies! 

♥ Torn between the demands of his wife and his fear of being caught, Ian slips out of the bra he should be wearing at work, 

hiding it in his briefcase as he goes about his business. He can't cheat when he comes home, however, unable to lie when Diane confronts him about the unworn white lace. The penance he has to pay is a practical one - sewing locks into his lingerie to make sure he won't let her down again. Wearing only women's underwear as he works under his wife's watchful eye, Ian knows what he's condemning himself to with every stitch he makes, but he's spurred on by the prospect of having more of an audience -

one he'll have to model for! Follow his fortunes in  Sewing Lesson. 

♥ Beth has a straightforward approach to keeping her husband on the straight and narrow - every time he disappoints her during the week, he surrenders more of his weekend to one of his punishment bras. To make sure he serves his sentence in whichever uncomfortable garment she chooses, Philip's wife has fitted each with a lockable bra clasp, using a collar to keep him in its clutches no matter how much he might want otherwise! Having earned himself eight hours in the tight embrace of burgundy lace, Philip's in for a long day even before Beth decides to take him shopping, but his predicament gets worse when his wife buys a fitted blouse - for him! Join this couple in the changing room in  Eight Hours Earned. 

♥ Adam has a weakness for his wife's worn bras, bothering her about them when she wants to do the washing. Surely it isn't too much to ask that Jill models the seductive garments for him before soaking them in the sink? Instead, he finds himself having to fasten satin around his own body before his wife will do the same, but the fun doesn't stop there. Soon Jill's putting her husband into a very special bra of his own, one whose extra strap will ensure he wears it for far longer than he wants. Left alone at home in a locked bra, he has no choice but to come to terms with the consequences of his actions. Find out how this feminized man gets on in  The Third Strap. 

Sometimes it's necessary to enforce the wearing of a bra in order to bring the benefits of doing so to a reluctant husband. Thankfully, as these stories about men being locked in lingerie show, it only takes a spot of sewing to ensure he stays securely strapped in. Whether padlocked in a padded bra as a punishment or fastened in such feminine attire simply to stop him slipping out of it, you can be sure that a submissive husband won't forget what he's forced to wear -

not when his wife decides to impose discipline by keeping him trapped in its straps. 

Boobies! 

James had come downstairs with the intention of telling his wife that he was going for his bath, but as he poked his head around the door to the lounge, he found himself blurting out rather different words. 

“Ooh, boobies!”, he declared brightly, already transfixed by the sight of bare breasts on the television screen - the firm, round breasts of a woman in her prime, presented perfectly as she reposed on a couch. 

The latter's vintage style was lost on him as he took a seat next to Camilla on the couple's more contemporary sofa, James leaning forward so eagerly in order to see that he might as well have stayed standing. 

“Had I known your film was going to be like this, I'd have watched it with you”, he exclaimed enthusiastically, not letting his eyes leave the display of fine female flesh even as he gave his wife a playful dig with his elbow. Having earlier had to retreat to his study in order to avoid Camilla's choice of viewing that evening, James now found himself wondering whether his wife hadn't had an ulterior motive for driving him away - one now hinted at by the foreign accent of a man who at least had the decency to stay off-screen. 

“I though this was meant to be a period romance, not pornographic smut!”, James continued, his mock censure drowning out what were sure to be the platitudes of an exotic lover. So long as the camera remained on the delightfully undressed woman, he didn't much care whom she was being wooed by - but his wife clearly did, judging by the sharp jab Camilla now delivered to his ribs. “Shush!”, she hissed angrily, her rebuke coinciding with a shift in shots such that the screen now showed a rather shabby-looking man busily sketching. 

“Boo!”, James jeered boorishly, now beginning to understand why the girl was naked. With his hopes of an imminent sex scene all but dashed by the revelation that the young woman was no more than artist's model, he was about to stand up again when the camera

changed back to her chest again - or at least, kept it in the bottom corner of the screen while she spoke. “Ooh, boobies!”, he exclaimed, this time more deliberately, but his delight was short-lived - soon the breast-stealing sketcher was shown again, his reappearance warranting another “Boo!”. 

There might have been quite a game to be played were it not for his wife's growing anger, with Camilla soon putting a stop to James's sport. “Go away!”, she barked sharply, backing up her instruction with another annoyed jab to her husband's side. “You're spoiling the best bit!”. “No, he's spoiling the best bits”, James retorted puerilely, reluctantly vacating his seat as he directed a accusation towards the artist. “Why do they waste any film on him?”. That was a question that his wife didn't care to answer as he headed out of the room, but Camilla cast more than a glare in James's direction as he peered back around the door, throwing a cushion at her departing husband as he delivered one last “Boobies!” - this time born of no more than a boyish desire to be bothersome. 

There were more breasts to be seen when James finally returned from his bath, the film having finished in the meantime. Now there was local news, but the fundraising aspects of the featured charity swim were easily overlooked when the women being interviewed were still wet from the water. It could hardly be coincidence that the camera chose to close in on their clinging swimsuits as they spoke of their success, James thought, with the soaking material making no secret of the shape of the bodies beneath. Staring unashamedly at nipples that may as well have been naked, he found his mouth moving of its own accord. “Ooh, boobies!” - an exclamation that earned him a sharp reprimand from his wife. 

“That's becoming a nasty habit, James”, Camilla said sternly, clearly not sharing her husband's excitement as she continued in an even more severe tone. “If you don't stop doing that, then I'm going to have to take you in hand”, she went on, the force of her stare tearing James's attention away from the television. “Ooh-err!”, he laughed, but he soon adopted a more apologetic tone when he saw that his

wife remained serious. “I'm sorry, but if women will show their, err, breasts off like that, then men are going to stare. It's just the way we are”. The withering look he received in response was compounded by how the coverage of the swimmers had come to an end, now replaced by footage of a warehouse fire. Perhaps that was just as well, James thought, given his wife's bad mood. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Accompanying his wife into town the following weekend, James found himself becoming increasingly distracted. Although he didn't mind idly strolling the streets in such warm, sunny weather, there came a point in the morning when any man would want a break from the seemingly endless series of shops that Camilla wanted to visit. 

Still, there were compensations for acting as her escort - the summer sun saw skimpy clothing being modelled on more than just the store manikins, with some of the younger girls who were out and about flaunting their figures in cropped tops and short shorts that flaunted a shameless amount of flesh. 

“I just want to have a look in Luisa's and then I thought we might stop for a drink”, Camilla suggested, referring to the designer shoe shop whose window she often stared dreamily into, but her husband wasn't really listening. Instead, James's attention had been seized by the sight of a young woman up the street, his gaze remaining locked on her as she headed towards them. Was it the daring degree to which her top had been cropped that caught his eye, its thin white fabric barely covering her breasts, or the fact that she wasn't wearing a bra beneath that held him helplessly transfixed - the latter being something that became increasingly clear as she came closer. 

By the time the girl was no more than a few metres away, James could make out not only the pert protrusions of nipples but also the areolae from which they rose, thanks to how closely her croptop followed her figure. Nevertheless, its clinging material did nothing to hold back the hypnotic bounce of her breasts, with every step she took seeing her full, firm flesh bob up and down beneath a garment that barely covered it. Falling away like a curtain from the bottom of

her bulging bust, the flimsy white fabric left James feeling sure he ought to be able to see more, seeing him unconsciously stoop as he sought to look up it. 

Had the owner of the breasts stopped to scold the man so openly ogling them, James doubted whether he would have been able to look her in the eye, let alone answer her articulately. As it was, it took every last bit of self-control he had not to blurt out the words already welling up inside him, with the withering look he received from his wife far from enough to hold them back. 

“Don't say it”, Camilla hissed, clearly reading his mind, but her stern admonition only encouraged the impish mischief that already wanted to explode from James's desperately pressed together lips. No sooner had the girl passed them than he stopped trying to stave off the words completely, instead savouring the sense of relief that came from being able to release the burning words at long last. 

“Ooh, boobies!”, he declared with devilish delight. “Big ones!”. 

“Right, that does it!”, Camilla said crossly. “Forget Luisa's, we're going home. If you want boobies so much, then I'll damn well give you boobies!”, she swore, her voice loud enough to see James receive some strange looks from passersby whose presence he had previously barely been conscious of. With that, she was striding off angrily ahead, leaving James wondering whether his wife really meant what he thought she did as he scurried sheepishly along after her. 

Was Camilla cutting short their shopping trip to show him that her own breasts were just as good as any scantily clad bimbo's, perhaps as part of furious, feisty sex that would see him slapped and scratched before she finally found satisfaction? There would be an odd female logic to that, James decided, conscious of how he was already stiffening with anticipation of his wife taking the lead. 

Perhaps he could provoke an even more passionate encounter with a few carefully timed remarks, he thought slyly, wondering whether he should wait until Camilla had shed her top or her bra before repeating his familiar refrain. Another “Ooh, boobies!” might earn him

an extra slap, but goading his wife into getting all hot and bothered would be well worth it. 

♡ ♡ ♡

No sooner had the couple returned home than James found himself being dragged upstairs, with Camilla not even stopping to collect her shopping from the car. Instead, the various bags she had bought that morning were forgotten in favour of escorting her husband inside, seeing James led up to the bedroom at such speed that he felt in danger of tripping over his feet as he followed behind. 

Ascending the stairs was made even harder for him by his arousal, with his uncomfortably swollen cock being crushed by trousers that seemed increasingly tight with every step he took. The thought of what might soon be in store for him only served to inflame the situation, sending James's mind racing with wild ideas about what his wife was going to do. Would Camilla insist on scolding him before stripping off, or would she shed her clothes straight away, showing him her boobies as she started off on a sermon about his inappropriate attitude? 

James would be quite happy to go along with that, picturing himself dutifully drinking in the sight of his wife's bare breasts while she whipped him with her words. He wouldn't need to listen to her lecture, instead losing himself in Camilla's naked body while he waited for her to work out her anger. Perhaps she would press his head into her chest as part of such proceedings, insisting that he make up for his earlier irreverence by paying his respects in the most passionate of ways. He imagined himself nuzzling at her nipples, fervently flicking his tongue across the pert protrusions so as to cause his wife's preaching to peter out into purrs of pleasure. 

“Take your shirt off!”. Camilla's sudden instruction shattered James's daydreams in an instant, but it wasn't long before his reverie was reasserting itself. So she wanted him to strip as well, did she? James could do that, envisaging his wife demonstrating the differences between his body and hers as he began to unbutton his shirt. Soon

Camilla's blouse would be joining it on the bedroom floor, with her bra bound to follow in due course. Would his wife's fingers find his nipples, perhaps pinching them as she made some particularly important point? Reciprocating rather more softly, he'd soothe her temper with his touch, seeing Camilla's bad mood melt away as she succumbed to his sensual caress. 

His wife had turned to the wardrobe while he had been undressing, but now she was returning brandishing a handful of silky black fabric whose feminine frills were unmistakably those of a bra even before she started to unfold them. “Do you know what this is for?”, Camilla asked angrily, no sooner having stretched out the womanly garment than she began advancing towards her husband with it held out in front of her. It seemed almost as if she was intending to attack him with the lacy lingerie - a ludicrous thought that James now did his best to laugh off. 

“Supporting boobies?”, he suggested with a snigger, finding himself forced to take a step backwards as his wife brought the bra still closer. Even as he did so, he became aware of how close the bed was behind him, with the way the duvet grazed the back of his legs reminding him that he couldn't retreat any further without falling. Was that Camilla's plan? To pin him down prior to pushing her breasts into his face, making sure that he only had eyes for her bust by physically forcing it upon him? Already the thought was summoning an awkward throbbing in his cock, but surely if his wife was intending to smother him, she ought to be taking off her own bra - not turning another article of intimate attire into a barrier between them. 

“That's right”, Camilla said with a smirk of her own, taking another step forward as she did so. Now James could feel the silky black satin brushing against his bare skin, with the bra's lace-trimmed cups tickling his chest as his wife continued. “Supporting your boobies”, Camilla sniggered, letting her unspoken implication hang in the air for a few seconds like the inky lingerie she still pressed upon her husband before spelling out what she wanted more explicitly. 

“Put it on”, she instructed in a tone that brooked no argument, simultaneously giving James enough of a push to see him have to sit down on the bed. At the same time, she let the bra that she had been holding leave her hands, seeing it fall down into her husband's lap as he looked up at her in disbelief. “Put it on, James”, Camilla insisted, repeating her words slowly and deliberately so as to leave him in no doubt as to what she was expecting. “Since you keep going on about boobies so much, it's about time you got some of your own. Put it on”. 

For a moment, James found himself speechless, instinctively shying away from the garment that had somehow become draped over his groin. That its silky cups covered the bulge between his legs did nothing to help him regain his composure as he sought to shake off the inky satin, not wanting even to touch the straps that snaked down around him on the duvet for fear of giving his wife the wrong idea. Surely Camilla couldn't be serious, he thought, acutely conscious of her gazing drilling into him as he shuffled uneasily on the bed. 

“I can't wear an over-the-shoulder boulder holder! They're for girls!”, James pleaded, trying to make light of his desperate situation as he continued to squirm under his wife's stare. Even as the words left his mouth, he realised he was digging an even deeper hole for himself, making Camilla more determined than ever that he should do as she demanded. Was this his wife's way of paying him back for provoking her earlier? If so, she had stumbled upon an exquisite punishment, with the mere suggestion that he should wear a bra enough to make James regret what he'd already said, even as it caused him to stammer more. 

“That is, I mean, well, men don't wear bras, they're not, you know, they're not necessary because we don't have breasts”, James protested frantically, having to stop himself from using the word

“boobies” for fear that doing so would be counter-productive. Not daring to look down at the garment that seemed to weigh increasing heavily on his legs, and yet equally unable to meet his wife's eye as

she waited for him to do as he was told, he suddenly realised he was staring straight at Camilla's chest, seeing the outline of her bra beneath her blouse in a new light as he sought to escape having to wear something similar himself. 

“Please, Camilla! This isn't necessary!”, James floundered, desperately wondering what he could say that might assuage his wife. “I'm sorry for what I said about that woman in the street”, he apologised, bowing his head equally meekly. In doing so, he found himself confronted with the black bra once more - a garment that under other circumstances would have seemed sexy, but now only spoke only of impending shame. How humiliating it would be to have to wear such a thing! 

“Is that what you think this is about?”, Camilla asked sternly, continuing before her husband had a chance to answer. “No, she's far from the first woman you've made fun of. In fact, you've been behaving like a teenage boy for quite a bit now. Boobies, boobies, boobies - that's all I ever seem to hear from you! Well, I've news for you, James Peterson! Women have breasts and we don't want them making fun of, so you're just going to have to grow up and accept it. 

I'm sure you wouldn't find boobies so funny if it was your body that silly little boys made childish comments about all the time!”. 

She paused to take a deep breath, exhaling with an exasperated sigh before continuing slightly more softly. “So you're going to put on that bra and find out what it's really like to have breasts. You'll wear it for the rest of the day, just like a woman would, and then I'll think about forgiving you for all the things you've said. It's either that, or you can forget the idea of seeing any boobies around here for a very long time. Do I make myself clear, James?”. 

Left speechless by the strength with which his wife had expressed her feelings, James was in no doubt that Camilla was prepared to carry out her threat. Compared to being sentenced to sleep on the couch for the foreseeable future, wearing a bra for a few hours suddenly didn't seem so bad, with the resulting humiliation a small price to pay in order to avoid the frigid atmosphere that would hang

over the house for weeks were he to refuse. Nevertheless, it took all the strength James could muster to agree to his wife's shameful proposal, with a slight nod of his head the only sign he could give of his acquiescence. 

Did he somehow imagine that that would be enough to satisfy Camilla? Standing over him with her arms folded across her chest, his wife made it clear that she expected him to do far more than merely meekly sit there, with the intensity of her gaze demanding that he show still deeper submission. Reluctantly, James forced his trembling hands down to touch the blackness in his lap, gingerly taking the bra by its straps and lifting it up by no more than the tips of his fingers. Hypnotised by the humiliating garment, it was all he could do to hold it out in front of him, anxiously biting his lip as he considering the black satin cups that he knew his wife wanted him to bring to rest on his chest. 

Camilla's continued silence was so commanding that James found himself forced to comply with her unspoken demands, hesitantly slipping his hands through the twin loops of elastic before lifting his arms up in the hope that the straps would slide down them of their own accord. Was this how women put on bras? He had never really watched his wife getting dressed - at least, not with a view to having to emulate her, instead always more concerned about how to get her out of her clothes. Now James found himself wishing he'd paid more attention, wondering how on earth to fasten the feminine garment as he pulled its straps onto his shoulders. Camilla wouldn't be content with it being anything other than tightly clasped behind his back, something that currently seemed impossible. 

The two ends of the bra had fallen somewhere out of sight under his armpits, forcing James to have to flail around in order to find them. 

His frustration was rapidly mounting even before he had seized the silky fabric in his hands, about to stretch it back when he was suddenly stopped by his wife. “Other way around!”, Camilla scolded, her sharp rebuke bringing her husband to an immediate standstill. 

“Goodness, you've got a lot to learn!”. For a moment, James didn't

understand what she was saying, but then it dawned on him - he was trying to put the bra on inside-out, leaving him feeling even more of an idiot as he hurriedly slipped off the straps in order to start again from scratch. 

“For a man so obsessed with boobies, you really haven't got a clue about what they involve, have you?”, Camilla asked rhetorically, maintaining her merciless stare as her husband continued to struggle with the bra. Soon James had its straps back on his shoulders again, looking down at lace-trimmed cups that now had a big black bow between them - one that matched the smaller loops of ribbon to be seen to either side. As he once again sought to fasten the feminine garment, he couldn't believe how he'd missed such obvious details, but James's carelessness was the least of his concerns as he continued to battle the bra. 

No matter how many times he tried to bring the two parts of the clasp together, the little hooks and eyes refused to mate. He could feel their metal with his fingers, knowing exactly what needed to be done as he fumbled blindly behind his back, but achieving it was quite a different matter. All he accomplished by stretching the black satin was to cause the stiff wires that ran under each of the bra's cups to press into his chest, with the disagreeable sensation one that looked set to become a permanent part of his predicament should he ever secure the frustrating fastener. Such fears, combined with Camilla's constant stare, only added to James's difficulties, his already shaking hands soon becoming so sweaty that he was in danger of losing his grip on the fabric. 

“Come on, we haven't got all day!”, Camilla scolded, hardly helping her husband's humiliation as she looked scornfully down at him. 

James's shame was compounded by the black satin choosing that very moment to slip through his fingers, suddenly springing back so as to see him have to hurriedly reach for it again as his wife continued to chide him. “Can't you even do something as simple as fastening a bra?”, Camilla asked scornfully. “You know, if you really did have boobies, you'd have to do this every day! The rate you're

going, you'd be lucky to get dressed before lunch! Stand up and let me sort you out”. 

James felt like a naughty boy as he obediently did as he was told, his face burning with shame as he got up from the bed and turned around to allow his wife to attend to his bra. Camilla wasted no time in tugging its two ends together, securing the clasp behind her husband's back so swiftly that James might not have known she had done so were it not for the way she went on to stretch back the band of the bra before letting it snap back against his skin. 

“How does that feel?”, Camilla asked, already turning her attention to the straps that were now stretched taut across James's shoulders -

straps that were soon receiving similar treatment, becoming still tighter for a moment before being maliciously released. Each smacked against his back with a loud thwack, the sting of elastic as it impinged upon his skin spurring James on to answer his wife's question. “Tight!”, he gasped, wincing from the sudden slaps. 

“Is it too tight? Do you want to take it off?”, Camilla asked sadistically, her tone making it clear that she would allow nothing of the sort. Nevertheless, there was only one answer James could give, desperately grasping at the straw his wife was offering even though he knew it was too good to be true. “Yes!”, he exclaimed emphatically, all too aware of how Camilla was tightening the bra's straps still further, her fingers fussing with the elastic behind his back even as his own hands came up in a vain attempt to make the cups more comfortable. 

Although the sleek black satin sat in unfilled folds over his skin as though mocking the meagre breasts of a man, the wires that helped give the womanly garment shape dug into his chest like crazy. 

Despite being desperate to reduce the discomfort, James soon discovered that he could do nothing to escape the bra's awkward embrace, with the brief respite that working his fingers beneath it brought soon forgotten as the clinging blackness reasserted itself over his body. Did women really suffer like this all day? It was a

question that Camilla was already answering for him, making it clear she was going to show no mercy. 

“It's too tight? Well, that's too bad. Do you think a woman can just take off her bra when she wants?”, she asked rhetorically. “No, when we put one of these on in the morning, we know that we'll have to wear it for the rest of the day, just like you're going to. You wouldn't want some silly little boy to be able to laugh at your boobies because you were braless, now, would you?”, she went on, showing her husband that she had finally finished fussing with his straps by snapping them both back at the same time. Having done so, she strode back to the wardrobe, leaving James stunned as he stood there still staring down at the bra. 

“Please, Camilla! Can't you just loosen it a little?”, he pleaded, his hands now coming up behind his back in an effort to relieve the pressure imposed by the punishingly tight garment. His fingers had barely begun to explore the firmly clasped fastener before his wife was standing behind him again, Camilla angrily slapping his hands away before starting to fuss with the back of the bra once more. 

“No”, she declared sternly. “A bra has got to be tight if it's to provide suitable support. And to make sure yours does, I've gone and made you a little something. Something that'll stop you from taking this off in a hurry”. 

For a moment, James wasn't sure what his wife meant, with the way in which her fingers busied themselves behind his back hardly helping him make sense of the situation. Nor was it just Camilla's nails that tickled his spine, with something else brushing against his skin, albeit further down - something that seemed to have been attached to the band of the bra judging by how it bobbed back and forth. A single metallic click only added to the mystery, with the odd noise soon followed by a stretching sensation as Camilla tugged her husband's bra up towards his neck. James found it all highly disconcerting, but he was helpless to do anything more than stand there and look down at the black satin that so shamefully surrounded his body while his wife did whatever it was she wanted. 

It took Camilla slipping something around his neck before her husband was spurred into action, his hands coming up in an instinctive response to stave off being strangled - only to find the strangest of collars. Clinging uncomfortably close to his throat, the band that his wife was already bringing around behind him felt for all the world like another bra strap, its elastic stretching taut for a few seconds before there was another metallic click. Only then did Camilla's hands fall away, leaving James's alone in exploring the curious choker that now encircled his neck - one that seemed to be adorned by a big bow at the front, and the unmistakable metal of a padlock at the back. 

Although he couldn't see what his wife had done, James could certainly feel it, his fingers now frantically following a third line of elastic that ran down his spine towards the band of the bra. A tentative tug made it clear that the two were attached, no doubt by means of a second padlock similar to the one that James was now desperately pulling - albeit to no avail. It seemed that Camilla had turned the ends of the elastic into little loops, threading the shackle of the padlock through them before pressing it close. In doing so, she had secured the extra straps as effectively as if she'd sewn them together, seeing James's efforts to separate them only increasing the constriction around his neck. 

“I'll be leaving you locked in this until I'm sure you've learned your lesson”, Camilla told her husband sternly, apparently unconcerned by James's continued attempts to escape his new collar. Indeed, she seemed to be savouring the futility of his struggles as she directed him towards the bedroom mirror, having her husband stand in front of the wall-mounted glass in such a way that he could see the extent of her handiwork simply by looking over his shoulder. 

The two lines of black that would have been at home on any woman's back were joined by a third in the middle, secured as James had suspected to the band of the bra by a little brass padlock that sat snugly against its clasp. It seemed that Camilla had sewn still further loops into the feminine garment itself, with their securely

stitched ribbon now frustrating his efforts to shift the second lock. 

While the latter remained fastened, it would be impossible for him to unhook the bra, no matter how much he might fumble behind his back. Moreover, the way in which its third strap was in turn secured to his collar meant he couldn't shed the shameful black satin even by pulling it down off his body - not that the already tight fabric seemed capable of stretching wide enough. 

Short of setting to work with scissors, something which would make Camilla so angry that he barely dare consider the consequences, James knew he would have to wear the bra for as long as his wife wanted - a bra whose unfilled fabric spoke of still further shame in store for him. Even as his hands fell away in reluctant resignation of being trapped in its tight embrace, Camilla was heading to the wardrobe once more, but the object she was soon returning with left him completely bemused. His wife held what appeared to be a roll of sticky tape, a short length of which she was already biting off with her teeth, then advancing towards him with, apparently with the intention of sticking it inside his bra. 

Unable to do anything other than stand there as Camilla stretched out the black satin that had hitherto sat in folds against his chest, James found himself looking down at his wife's manicured fingers as she pressed the tape in place. Soon she was doing the same on the other side, leaving her husband only when both his bra cups had the same odd addition - one whose purpose James couldn't work out for the life of him. His bewilderment only added to his anxiety, given that everything his wife had done so far had served to heighten his shame. The sticky tape would surely do the same, albeit in some way that he couldn't yet fathom, deepening his disgrace just like the extra straps and locks had. 

James didn't need to wonder about the water balloons were for, however. Even as his wife was extracting the first of them from the wardrobe, he knew where the bulbous black rubber would end up. 

He couldn't help noticing how Camilla used both of her hands to hold the heavy water balloon, becoming increasingly conscious of the

weight that would soon hang from his chest as he watched her bring it closer. The huge swollen teardrop bounced in time to her step, holding him helplessly hypnotised as his wife stretched back the satin to accept it. 

“The bigger, the better, yes?”, Camilla smirked, already on her way back to the wardrobe. This time, James's gaze didn't follow her, instead remaining glued to his chest as his bra fought to support the massive weight his wife had squeezed inside it. Where once the sleek material had lain limp, now the black satin was in danger of bursting at the seams, with the formerly capacious cup now seeming quite insufficient to contain its massive contents. Nor was the inky fabric all that was stretched taut - James's bra strap now dug into his shoulder with a vengeance, straining to do its part in supporting the ponderous weight. 

The slightest of movements on James's part was enough to set one side of his chest wobbling, a problem that was doubled when Camilla returned with a second water balloon. To her husband's surprise, however, she didn't leave both of his new breasts in his bra for any length of time, no sooner having satisfied herself that the two balanced each other before she began to gingerly lift one of them out again. Would the second follow suit, James wondered, holding his breath in the hope that Camilla would soon be depositing the other balloon down on the bed with the first? That seemed unlikely when his wife's attention had returned to the inside of his now empty bra cup, her fingers fussing with the tape she had stuck there earlier as though seeking to peel it away. 

“Double-sided”, Camilla explained, extracting the backing before turning back to the bed. Finding himself even more confused than ever, James watched as his wife picked up the water balloon once more and returned it to his bra, Camilla pressing the black satin firmly against the bulbous rubber as though seeking to make it stick. 

In doing so, she caused the balloon to press against his chest, its contents bulging in a perverse imitation of cleavage for a few moments before she set to work on the other side. Soon she was

repeating the process again, temporarily taking out the other of James's breasts before pulling away part of the tape, then putting the heavy balloon back again - much to her husband's puzzlement. 

James didn't like to ask what his wife was doing, instead looking lost at the lacy trim of cups now stretched into curves by the cumbersome water balloons. Did Camilla really think that a single strip of tape would be enough to secure one of the giant breasts she had burdened him with, when even the bra she had locked him into was struggling to support them? Merely standing up straight required more strength than he could summon for any longer than a few seconds, James finding it far easier to slump under the weight of his womanly endowment. That doing so made him seem even more submissive as he stood in front of his wife was a fact not lost on him as he looked to her for an explanation. 

“There!”, Camilla declared, standing back to admire her handiwork. 

“That should keep those in place!”. Only belatedly did she notice her husband's continued bewilderment, with her expression of satisfaction acquiring a subtle hint of amusement as she started to explain, adopting a tone that seemed to assume that James was stupid. “The sticky tape is very strong”, she told him sternly. “If you so much as think about taking those balloons out of your bra, it'll rip the rubber and the water will go everywhere”. Camilla paused for a moment to allow her meaning to sink in before making it explicit. 

“You'll still be stuck in that bra, and you'll be soaking wet as well. But it'll be even worse than that!”. 

“Do you remember that stinky shampoo you couldn't stand? The one you said left my hair smelling like a whore's handbag? Well, there's half a bottle of the stuff in each of these balloons”, Camilla announced, stepping forward and giving her husband's breasts a none-too-gentle squeeze as she did so. In doing so, she confirmed something that James might have suspected earlier, had he not been so caught up in other concerns - there was more than just the faint scent of rubber emanating from his chest. Indeed, the subtle hint of a floral fragrance seemed to become stronger with every

second he considered being suffused by still more of the sickening stench. “If those balloons burst, you're going to stink of the stuff, and it won't just wash off. No, there's so much shampoo in them that I'll bet you'll smell like a whore for a week!”, Camilla said cruelly. 

Looking down at his chest in dismay, James stood there stunned, struggling to come to terms with what his wife had done to him. Not content with having him wear a bra - an uncomfortably tight bra that he couldn't take off - Camilla had also given him the biggest of breasts, breasts that were no more easy for him to lose than the locked black satin thanks to her devilish scheme. A couple of lengths of sticky tape, a pair of padlocks and some extra straps had been all it had taken her to trap him in the most punishing of predicaments -

one that would see him stuck in a huge, heavy bra if he was not to suffer an even more shameful fate. 

To make matters worse, Camilla was already turning her back on him, showing no interest in her husband's plight as she started to head out of the room. “Don't forget you've still got the shopping to fetch in from the car”, she called casually over her shoulder, disappearing out of sight before the man she was addressing had chance to answer. Standing alone in the bedroom, James knew he could do nothing of the sort - not when he could barely see his own feet for how his bra bulged, with the bulbous water balloons filling the bottom of his field of vision as they bobbed gently about in the stretched black satin. No amount of clothing would be capable of covering them, leaving anyone who caught sight of James's chest sure to stare, if not snigger and make crude comments. No, he simply couldn't do as his wife wanted, but disobeying her would give Camilla yet another reason for leaving him locked in the impossibly large bra. 

Desperately searching for a solution to his dilemma, James found his thoughts running around in ever more frantic circles. If only he could take off the bra, then he wouldn't need to worry about how to remove the balloons full of shampoo without risking them bursting. Their presence weighed heavily on more than just his mind as he explored

the padlocks and straps that held him prisoner of the punishingly tight garment, but his efforts were again to no avail. If only there weren't the sticky tape that held his breasts in place, he could perhaps go outside still wearing the bra, hoping that he didn't run into his wife until he'd put the balloons back again. As it was, James didn't even dare to try peeling the tape away for fear that he would be showered with smelly water, but if he could only take off his bra, that wouldn't be an issue - but the bra was securely locked to his body, leaving him wondering about his breasts again. 

Becoming increasingly conscious of uncomfortable underwires as they contended with the cumbersome contents of the bra's cups, James found himself dimly wondering whether what this was what life was like for a well-endowed woman. A bra meant breasts, and breasts meant a bra, the two coming together to leave him at the mercy of anyone who cared to look. Even surviving the short distance to the car without being publicly humiliated would be like running a gauntlet, but his wife's demands wouldn't stop simply because of how ashamed he felt about his appearance. After all, he would hardly excuse a woman for such reasons, with the mocking comments he would have made now coming home to roost as he realised he would have to do as Camilla wanted or suffer the consequences. 

Reluctantly reaching down for his shirt, James felt in danger of overbalancing as he bent forward, having to make allowances for the unfamiliar weight that now hung from his chest. Already his back was aching from the extra effort, with the band of his bra digging even deeper into his skin as it sought to support still more of the load. For a moment, the feminized man found himself fearing that the balloons might fall out of the black satin that so barely contained them, the water-filled rubber wobbling dangerously as he hurriedly righted himself. If Camilla was so insistent that he should wear a bra, he thought indignantly, then the least she could have done was to get him one that gave him enough support. As it was, he would need to be exceedingly careful whenever he bent forward, not wanting to court catastrophe by taking chances. 

Nor was that the only way his newly augmented chest now caused him trouble, as James discovered as he slipped his arms into his shirt. Try as he might, it was impossible to tug the two sides of the thin cotton together across the bulge of his bust, even despite his frantic efforts to flatten the latter. Pressing the cups of his bra against his chest as he sought to stretch his shirt over them only caused their contents to spill out elsewhere, with the bulbous balloons swiftly springing back into shape once he released his hold on them. It was a futile task, made all the more frustrating for how simple it should be. 

Finding it all too easy to picture the buttons popping off should he eventually managed to fasten them, James soon abandoned his attempts to put on the shirt in favour of searching for something a little looser. The baggy sweater that he finally selected was certainly that, the unflatteringly large garment of a size that usually saw it remain at the back of the drawer save for when he was kicking back and relaxing, but even it bunched up over his bust. Conscious of how the contents of his bra wobbled as he worked to cover them, James could only ease the sweater down over his now sizeable chest, far from confident that it would reduce the prominence of the bulging balloons, let alone their burden. 

Even so, he was dismayed to find that the sweater seemed to accentuate such feminine features, disguising the contrivance behind his new curves to leave the impression that he really did have breasts big enough to put most women to shame. Despite blurring the boundary between the balloons and his body, the formerly baggy fabric clung to his chest sufficiently closely as to make clear the cups of his bra, their outline all too obvious to James as he looked down. 

While the colour of the black satin might now be camouflaged, its curve was still without question, with little ridges hinting at the lace that trimmed the plump protrusions. 

With the sweater's polo neck covering his collar, the only suggestion that James wasn't willingly wearing such a womanly garment were the couple of extra bumps on his back, but the presence of the

padlocks would be easily overlooked when the front of his body so shamelessly screamed for attention. Despite having chosen the only thing that would cover his chest, James knew that he lay open to accusations of actively flaunting his figure, cringing as he considered the kind of childish comments he would have made about women wearing similarly clinging clothing. “If she doesn't want me to stare at them, she shouldn't show them off!”, he could hear himself saying as his wife scolded him - yet how could he not show off his breasts when even a baggy sweater boasted of them? 

For a moment, James thought about changing, but having already exhausted his wardrobe to no avail, his only other choice was to go topless - something which would invite even more in the way of unwanted attention. Was it more shameful for a man to be seen with what looked like women's breasts beneath his clothes, or else to admit to having been locked into a balloon-filled bra by his wife? 

That was a question that he wasn't able to ponder for very long, considering how Camilla was now calling up from downstairs. 

“James? I thought you were meant to be getting the shopping in from the car? Come on, I want everything in!”. 

“Camilla!”, James cried desperately, but he found himself dutifully heading downstairs all the same. The earlier wobbling he had experienced was nothing to how his breasts now bounced around, with the heavy water balloons seeming to have a life of their own as he swiftly left the bedroom. Every step he took was enough to encourage their motion, seeing him having to hold his chest in his hands in an effort to bolster his bra. Only when he reached the bottom of the stairs did he realise how such a gesture could be misconstrued, with his reflection in the mirror by the door looking for all the world like a woman who was feeling herself up - save for the uncomfortably familiar face above her bulging bust, the mirror showing a man clearly in anguish. 

“Ooh, boobies!”, Camilla laughed cruelly, not looking her husband in the eye as she joined him in the hallway, but instead staring unashamedly at his chest as she approached. Not wanting to give

his wife any more ammunition that she already had, James had let his hands fall to his sides, adopting a slow, careful pace in a vain attempt to keep his breasts from bobbing about. Despite his efforts, however, the way in which they wobbled seemed to want his wife to watch them, leaving the feminized man looking down at his disgrace with a flushed face, his body slumping submissively as Camilla surveyed his shame. 

“Stand up straight!”, she barked, folding her arms across her chest to make clear her dissatisfaction. In doing so, she subtly boosted her bust in a manner that would ordinarily have attracted James's attention, but it was the contents of his own bra that now held him hypnotised as he did as he was told. As he struggled to stand tall, his prodigious bust became even more pronounced, with his chest seeming to swell beneath his chin as he pushed it out with apparent pride. All the while, his wife continued to watch, her subtle smirk adding to James's sense of embarrassment as he sought to keep his shoulders pressed back. 

“Is that sweater the best you could find?”, Camilla challenged as her husband continued to battle his burden. “It's not very sexy, now, is it?”. It was all James could do to obey her previous command as she continued to chide him, his wife having caught sight of how he was weakening under the weight of his bra. “Stop slumping! Don't you want to show those babies off?”. That was a question that James had no answer for as he fought the fearsome elastic that attacked his flesh ever more aggressively with every passing moment, with the ache in his upper body becoming increasingly agonising as he stood there ashamed. 

“That's better!”, Camilla declared after what seemed like an age. 

“Now, are you going to be a sweetie and go get the shopping in? Or am I going to have to make you take off your sweater?”, she asked, her tone leaving James in no doubt that she would do just that if he didn't comply. “Girls can't skulk around inside simply because they've got big boobies, you know! But if you'd feel more comfortable going out there in just your bra...”. She let her threat hang in the air for a

few seconds before adopting a softer approach. “Come on, it won't take you more than a moment. Get everything in and then we can have lunch”. 

Under other circumstances, it would have been far too hot for a coat, but that didn't stop James from searching for one on the rack as he sought to delay his doom. The raincoat he reluctantly picked out would be as incongruous as his chest, but it might at least afford some degree of disguise. Making no attempt to zip it up, James instead allowed the waterproof fabric to hang loose, hoping that it might act like some kind of cape. If he thrust his hands in its pockets and pressed them forward to stretch the coat out on the way to the car, then came back clutching Camilla's bags close to his body, there was perhaps a chance that no-one would see what he was burdened with beneath - at least, there was if he didn't stop, instead moving swiftly until he was safely back inside. 

James's desperate dash from the door was impeded by how his breasts immediately began to bounce about even more than before, with the heavy balloons seeming to slap him in the face as he sprinted for the car. With his chest pummelled by the contents of his bra as though punishing him for his haste, the ever-present possibility that one of his false breasts might burst served to slow James still further, even as the growing likelihood of a shameful encounter spurred him on. He found himself glad when he was finally able to reach into the back of the car, wishing that Camilla hadn't been quite so prolific with her purchases as he began to lift out the various bags of clothes she had bought. 

Three trips really ought to be called for, but James was determined to do it in two, staggering back under a load that was made more difficult by his desire not to let what he was carrying rest too heavily against his chest. His fear of being soaked with scented water was now compounded by the risk of the shopping suffering the same fate, with Camilla sure not to take kindly to her new clothes coming in soaking wet. Would anyone be able to see why his arms were having to work so hard? James didn't want to hang around to find

out, but no sooner had he made it back to the house than he was having to head out again, the unlocked car calling him back despite his grave misgivings about impending disgrace. 

As he collected the last of the bags from the back of the car, he became conscious of another vehicle pulling up perilously close by, its presence seeing him swiftly slam the door shut and scurry for safety. In his haste to return to the house, however, James managed to drop a small bag that had been balanced on top of the others, its pastel pink plastic tumbling down to the ground at the very same time he was confronted with the sound of a car door being closed. 

Left with no choice but to crouch down to rescue the bag that, as luck would have it, was from his wife's favourite lingerie store, James heard to his horror the sound of footsteps coming up behind him. 

Looking fearfully over his shoulder, he saw one of his wife's friends approaching from behind, with the shock proving enough to see him lose his grip on several other bags. 

“Need a hand with those?”, Diane asked casually, her carefree attitude in sharp contrast to James's frantic scrambling as he grovelled at her feet. “No, no, I can manage”, he stammered, even though it was clear that he could not. Feeling flustered, he found the plastic bags kept slipping through his sweaty fingers, only able to pick one up at the cost of losing his grip on several others. 

Adding to the difficulty of his ordeal was the need to keep his chest hidden throughout, with James dreading what would happen once he deposited the second load of shopping inside. Could he run upstairs and hide before Diane had chance to see his shameful secret? Even if he could somehow do so without the balloons bouncing around so violently that they burst, he knew that Camilla wouldn't stand for it, insisting that he return down to explain, or worse following him up to wherever he'd hidden with her friend in tow, much to his inevitable humiliation. 

“Fair enough”, Diane declared, striding off ahead of James towards the door he had left open. By the time the man she had left behind had finally secured his hold on all the bags and had started towards

the house again, she was already announcing her presence with a cheerful call - one that soon summoned Camilla, seeing the two women sharing a friendly embrace as James finally crossed the threshold. “It's good to see a man making himself useful”, Diane laughed as she stood just inside the doorway, speaking to Camilla but keeping her eyes fixed on James as she prevented him from entering the house properly. If only she would let him past, he thought, he might have a chance to make himself scarce, but Diane showed absolutely no sign of doing that - indeed, she was continuing to scrutinise him as she forced him to stand there feeling increasingly awkward. 

“Expecting rain?”, his wife's friend asked quizzically, her slight snigger only the faintest foretaste of the humiliation that James was sure was soon to come. “I see you've been out shopping”, Diane continued when he remained silent, her small talk serving only to make him feel even more uncomfortable as he sought to keep his hold on the increasingly heavy bags. He could feel his fingers slowly losing their grip on the slippery plastic again, with the sweat seeming to run down the inside of his raincoat before Camilla finally stepped in to save him. “Yes, I've gone and got myself a gorgeous new dress”, she told her friend brightly, addressing her husband almost as an afterthought. “Come through to the kitchen, Diane, and I'll show you. Don't just stand there, James”. 

Her words only offered her husband the briefest of reprieves, but it was one that the feminized man found himself forced to accept as he dutifully followed along behind the two women. Their excited chatter about the latest fashions was broken only when he deposited his burdens down on the kitchen table, but it was not the brightly coloured bags that caught Diane's attention as he stood back again, but rather his bust, its bulge now utterly undeniable. As though seeking to put its unnatural proportions still further on show, the sides of James's raincoat hung down to either side of his swollen chest, framing his undeniably feminine figure much to the amusement of the woman watching agog. 

“Ooh, boobies!”, Diane declared brightly, bringing back uncomfortable memories of James doing the same as she mocked the man standing meekly in front of her. Nor was she content to stop there, instead increasing James's unease as she went on in a similar vein. “Big boobies!”, she exclaimed, stressing her emphasis on their size by drawing out the first word. “You don't get many of those to the pound”, Diane declared shamelessly. Even the most bawdy of builders wouldn't be so brazen, James thought, blushing furiously as his wife's friend continued to treat his massive chest like no more than a piece of meat for her pleasure. “Phwoar! Look at those jugs! 

Such giant gazongas! Let me cop a feel!”. 

Disregarding James's increasing distress, she proceeded to do just that, Diane bringing both hands up to his breasts and giving them a far from gentle squeeze. “Mmm! Milky milky! Come to mama!”. 

“Careful!”, James cried out instinctively, acutely conscious of what could happen if his wife's friend went too far with her careless clutching, but his concern only served to encourage her. “Are your boobies a bit sensitive? Would it be painful if I pinched them?”, Diane asked, now pressing the balloons in James's bra together, then pushing them up into an even more provocative position. “Give your nipples a bit of a nip?”. 

Looking down at the long red nails that laid claim to his chest, the man she was molesting found himself dreading to think what would happen should his wife's friend carry through her threat. It would only take the slightest of pinches through his sweater to see the swollen balloons burst, something he was desperate to avoid. “Gently!”, he gasped, it dimly dawning on him that Diane's theatrical taunts were no more than a mockery of boyish bad behaviour, even as his worries had become those of a woman. Having being catcalled about something he could do nothing about and now suffering the humiliation of being felt up by someone who showed scant concern for his comfort, he realised he had gained a profound respect for the problems of bigger breasted women, their chests not something that should be made fun of by silly little boys like he had been. 

“I see my advice has worked a treat, Camilla”, Diane laughed, finally relenting in favour of turning to her friend. It took a moment for what she was saying to make sense to the man who now instinctively stepped back out of fear of further mistreatment, James pulling the sides of his raincoat across his chest as he sought as much protection as he could muster. “Yes, it certainly looks like he's learned his lesson”, Camilla agreed, speaking as though her husband wasn't there. “Still, I'm going to leave him like that for a bit just to be sure”. Only belatedly did she turn back to James, adopting a patronising tone as she addressed him. “Diane suggested that since you were so obsessed about boobies, you should have some of your own. Big ones, of course, because that's what boys like”. 

“Say thank you”, Camilla insisted. Doing so was the last thing James wanted to do, but he still found himself expressing his gratitude all the same, unable to look his wife's friend in the eye as he imagined the kind of conversation that the two women must have had about him - a conversation that had concluded with Camilla having been persuaded to put her husband in a bra. Who else had she shared such a shameful story with? Her other friends? Her hairdresser? The shop assistant in the lingerie store, no doubt party to the reasons behind the unlikely purchase that was now locked around James's body? That was something he didn't care to consider as his wife turned back to Diane. “I made a couple of improvements on our original plan”, Camilla declared proudly, leaving James wondering what she meant as she told him “Show Diane your bra”. 

“Yeah, get those tits out”, Diane snickered salaciously, clearly unable to resist one last laugh at James's expense as she watched him reluctantly shed his raincoat. Soon he was pulling his sweater over his head, wishing he could stay forever in the sea of fabric that momentarily shielded his face from the stares of his wife's friend. All too soon, however, he had emerged from the other side, James conscious of how the burning gaze of the grinning woman fell upon the bulging black satin that wobbled about beneath his chin. “You need a better bra, babe”, Diane laughed. “One that gives your boobies more support!”. 

Only too glad to turn around as his wife now directed, James continued to find himself the centre of attention, now feeling strange hands coming up to explore the straps on his back - straps that continued to keep him trapped in the bulky black bra even as Diane tugged on them. Like he had done himself earlier, his wife's friend paid special attention to the pair of padlocks, pressing them against James's spine as she expressed her admiration for Camilla's sewing, but Diane's tone soon became sterner. “That's what it's like for a woman, James”, she declared indignantly, stretching the bra's shoulder straps before letting their elastic snap back. “We can't just take off our bras whenever we want to”. 

“Tell her about your boobies, James”, Camilla insisted, evidently enjoying showing off her husband's shame as she gestured for him to turn. For a moment, the feminized man found himself lost for words, looking down at the bulging rubber barely contained in the black satin wondering what his wife wanted him to say. The water balloons that served as his breasts were big and cumbersome, bouncing around at the slightest provocation, but that was plain to see. No, given Diane's interest in the padlocks that held him prisoner in the punishing garment, James knew his wife was expecting him to speak about the sticky tape that ensured his breasts stayed similarly in place, its presence and purpose impossible to perceive unless someone explained - that someone being him. 

“They're stuck in place with tape”, James stammered, knowing that that was far from sufficient an explanation as he struggled to go on. 

“If I try to take them out, it'll stretch the rubber and then the balloon will burst and then I'll be soaking wet and have to spend the week smelling like a whore”, he blurted out, conscious that he'd left Diane confused as he took a deep breath. It took Camilla having to enlighten her friend before the penny finally dropped. “Half a bottle of stinky shampoo in each. I'm not sure what will happen when I finally let him out of his bra, but he's going to be standing in the bath, just in case”. 

“So that's why you were so worried about me playing with those puppies”, Diane laughed. “Show me how a woman would want someone to play with her breasts”, she insisted, her gaze never leaving James's chest as she waited for him to comply. “We're waiting, James”, Camilla prompted, joining her friend in staring at the black satin of her husband's bra as James reluctantly brought his hands up and began to fondle the cups. His fingers barely brushed the silky fabric for fear of upsetting the balloons it supported, his face flushing furiously as he tried to satisfy the two women watching him. 

Despite his humiliation, it was hard for him not to imagine Camilla putting on a similar sexy show, his body becoming hers as his hands helped his bra in holding up its heavy burden. 

“Looks like someone's learned more than just their lesson”, Diane laughed, giving her friend a playful jab with her elbow. “Shall I leave you two alone so you can take advantage of your husband's new skills?”. “No, we've not even had lunch yet!”, Camilla protested peevishly, taking her annoyance out on James as she continued sternly. “Put your sweater back on, we've seen quite enough of your bra”, then adding more softly, “You can show me later, when we don't have company”. The subtle smile she accompanied her words with was not lost on James as he hurriedly did as he was told, with the faint upward curve of her lips giving him the suggestion that his wife's stance might be softening as Camilla turned back to her friend. 

“Fancy staying for lunch, Diane?”. “I'd love to!”. 

Sewing Lesson

Balancing his briefcase on the lowered seat of the toilet, Ian double-checked that the door to the stall was locked before beginning to take off his jacket. Only when his shirt and tie had joined the smart black suit already hanging on the hook behind him did he return his attention to the black leather box, swiftly dialling in the combination that had kept it locked since that morning. 

Even after he had clicked the catches, however, the businessman didn't dare open the briefcase immediately, instead furtively looking around the walls of the cramped cubicle in case someone might somehow be watching him through them. Save for the occasional drip of water, the basement toilets were as silent as the grave, but that didn't stop his heart from pounding furiously in his chest as he sought to still his fears. He knew there was no way he would be able to explain what was inside the briefcase were anyone to catch a glimpse of its contents, let alone were they to see what he was about to do with them. 

Merely imagining the silky whiteness that he had stuffed into the most inaccessible pocket that morning was enough to make Ian flush with shame, with the knowledge that he would soon be wearing the same lacy bra making his hands tremble as he prepared to extract it again. The toilet had been his first port of call when he'd arrived much earlier that day, taking off the bra being of such priority that he'd sneaked in through the basement fire exit for fear of running into someone before being able to escape its embarrassing embrace. 

How awkward it would have been to have met his boss on the way in, having no choice but to accompany the older man up to the office floor while remaining trapped in the clutches of such an damning garment. From there, Ian knew he would inevitably have fallen foul of the group's new secretary, the attractive brunette already seeming to

suspect his secret from the way she always stared at his chest. The casual hand she had put on his shoulder when she had come to ask for his timesheets earlier that week had been the final straw as far as the businessman was concerned, with her fingers coming perilously close to finding the presence of an incriminating strap before he had managed to jerk away. 

His narrow escape had surely only fuelled the woman's curiosity, with Ian convinced that he was only another such encounter away from being caught out. Cringing as he heard her mocking laughter in his mind, he couldn't help imagine the consequences of the secretary discovering what he wore, yet he was just as powerless to prevent her trying to confirm her suspicions. Every time they met, the brunette's eyes seemed to be stripping away his suit, searching for the tell-tale signs of a most unmanly garment as she mentally undressed him. 

No, there was no way that he could wear a bra while subject to such scrutiny, but it was just as impossible for him to return home without it safely clasped beneath his shirt. His wife expected nothing less than for him to have worn it all day, regarding what she had strapped him into that morning as being just another part of his working wardrobe - along with the matching panties, making sure he wouldn't get up to any mischief in her absence. As such, Ian knew he could hardly discuss the matter with Diane - the story of the secretary would only strengthen her conviction that he ought to wear women's underwear to work. 

Instead, he had resigned himself to having to stop off at the basement toilet first thing and last thing every day, transferring the bra from his body to his briefcase and back again so as to appease the contradictory demands of the two women. That meant doing what he was now, gingerly pulling out the mass of silky white lace from the deepest recess of the briefcase before going on to unfold the cups that had spent the day squashed together by the surrounding papers. To think that their stiff underwires should have

sat on his chest instead, the floral filigree he was now brushing lint off meant to have tickled his skin! 

It wouldn't be long before Ian would be feeling such sensations again, with the topless man already setting about wrapping the bra around his waist. His nervousness meant that he had to do so twice before the band of white was the right way around, but soon his fingers were fumbling with the fiddly clasp that would contain him in the feminine garment. Looking down his chest as he tried to bring the awkward hooks and eyes together, he knew that his wife wouldn't approve of him putting on the bra in such an unwomanly way, but at that moment, he was more concerned with just getting the fateful act finished. Speed was of the essence here, with Ian expecting the door behind him to burst open at any moment as he hurriedly rotated the finally fastened whiteness around his waist. 

Now he was slipping his arms through the elastic straps, stretching the latter up onto his shoulders as he simultaneously pulled the lacy cups into position over his nipples. While the frilly fabric hung in lip folds from his inadequate flesh, the band of the bra nevertheless seemed breathtakingly tight, with the underwires digging into Ian's skin as he swiftly turned around for his shirt. He didn't care how his tie fell to the floor in the process, wanting to cover his shame so quickly that he didn't even bother to button the thin white cotton before he was pulling on his jacket on top. Only then could he return to the details of getting dressed, acutely aware of what he was seeking to hide as he hurriedly worked his way up from navel to neck, then knotted his tie on top. 

By the time Ian slipped out of the stall, his appearance was very much the same as when he had entered, but his demeanour was completely different. Gone was the man who had been able to fend off the stares of the secretary knowing there was nothing to see beneath his shirt, instead replaced by a nervous wreck who now worried about making it to the car park without being confronted by his colleagues. The thought of facing his wife added to his anxiety as he sought to summon the courage to leave the building, with Ian

wondering just how long he would be able to get away with such subterfuge before Diane confronted him about his cheating. She hadn't said anything the day before, but that didn't mean she wouldn't eventually - a prospect that filled him with fear as he drove off. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Ian's trepidation as he returned home appeared to be unfounded, with Diane taking it upon herself to drop whatever she had been doing in the kitchen and come out to meet him in the hallway - not to scold him for his shortcomings, but simply to welcome him back with a hug. As he returned her embrace, Ian couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt, wishing that he didn't have anything to hide from his wife as he felt her hands explore inside his jacket. Sliding over his shirt, Diane's fingers swiftly found the straps that he had been at such pains to keep secret, homing in on the little buckles that always caused Ian to worry about bumps on his back as she pressed her chest against his. 

The effortless way in which his wife emphasised the presence of the bra added to Ian's sense of powerlessness, with the feminized man feeling himself become weak in her arms as she continued to caress his clothing. Despite being shorter and lighter, Diane nevertheless had the upper hand thanks to what her husband was wearing, a fact that she continued to stress as she casually asked “Have you actually worn this today? I know you didn't yesterday”. 

So sweetly did she look up at Ian while speaking that it took him a moment to appreciate the implications of what she was saying, Diane taking advantage of her pause to reach her head up and plant a kiss on his lips, simultaneously pressing the buckles into his back so as to assault him from both sides. “Don't think I don't notice these things”, she declared. “When did you take it off?”. 

Ian couldn't lie, but he found it difficult to admit the truth, biting his lip sheepishly as he wondered what to say. Despite the way in which his wife's arms remained wrapped around him, there was no doubt that

he had disappointed her, with Diane's increasingly stern eyes clearly expecting a confession as she continued to fuss with his straps. “I'm waiting, Ian”, she insisted, pushing not only her fingers but the fabric of his shirt beneath the elastic before allowing the latter to snap back against his skin. “When did you take it off?”. 

“This morning”, Ian found himself reluctantly admitting. Such an answer was far from adequate as far as his wife was concerned, Diane immediately pressing him for further details. “When this morning?”, she challenged, her tone making it clear that Ian could hold nothing back as she renewed her reminder of his bra. “As soon as I arrived at work. In the basement bathroom”, he confessed, only to find his words being repeated back to him with a note of incredulity. “In the basement bathroom?”, Diane asked, adopting the same kind of voice a mother might have used to elicit the truth from an errant child. She wasn't angry, but nor was she amused by Ian's answer, instead demanding further details with a quiet, methodical patience that he was unable to defy. 

“Is that where you put it on again?”, she now enquired, taking her husband's contrite nod for granted as she continued. “Let me guess, just before you left to come home?”. Another nod followed by another question - this time one that required more of an answer from the man conscious of how his wife's hands were worming their way under the band of his bra. “So where has this been when it's not been where it should?”, Diane enquired, stretching her husband's bra away from his back so as to make it seem even tighter as she showed what she meant. 

“In my briefcase”, Ian confessed, doing his best to ignore the discomfort of the underwires now digging even deeper into his chest. 

“In your briefcase?”, Diane repeated, relenting only when her husband had given her another nod. “I see. Well, it's not going to do you much good there, now, is it, pumpkin?”, she chided softly, answering her own question as she allowed the bra to return to a more reasonable position. “No, it is not. You know you need to wear it all day, don't you, Ian?”, she insisted, extracting another, more

reluctant, nod from the man she had at her mercy before spelling out the price she expected him to pay. “Go make things up to me by slipping into a sexy bedroom set. You needn't bother with anything else, I want to see that you don't try and cheat again”. 

With that, Diane was disengaging from her husband, sliding her arms out from his jacket before swiftly heading back down the hallway. Still standing where he had entered the house, Ian found himself following his wife's departing figure until she finally disappeared into the kitchen, only then able to find the strength to head up the stairs. Diane hadn't raised her voice once, but she had still made him feel incredibly sorry for how he'd let her down -

something that Ian knew he could now only remedy by wearing still more in the way of women's underwear, soon to be his only clothing for the rest of the evening. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Ruling out the pile of everyday panties and the bras that belonged with them, Ian looked to the other side of his lingerie drawer for appropriate attire with which to appease his wife. There was nothing plain or practical to be found there, instead a profusion of provocative colours that he knew would be impossible to ignore. 

Whether the saucy red satin of the padded bra that sat on top of the pile, its sturdy cups adorned with lines of frilly black lace that only added to its impact, or the luridly hot pink of the one beneath, the girly garment made all the more playful by its white polka dots, any one would be sure to stand out against his skin, the contrast constantly catching his eye. 

Even as he considered which to choose, Ian felt his manhood stiffen, with memories of more intimate moments spent wearing such feminine finery flooding through his mind as he slowly flicked his way through the bras in search of inspiration. Would Diane like to see him in the same lingerie he'd worn while kneeling before the bed, the sophisticated teal bra whose straps she'd used as a harness to hold him in place while he made her happy with his mouth? Or would she prefer something less substantial, perhaps the pretty pastel pink set

whose barely-there lace would leave his flesh no place to hide were his wife to start to fondle him through frilly fabric so flimsy as to be almost transparent? 

To be told to wear any one of them would be a tremendous turn on, but to have to decide all by himself put Ian in a devil of a dilemma -

one made all the more demanding by his desperate desire not to displease his wife any more than he already had. In the end, he decided to play safe, opting for a simple black satin set that was still sexy but somewhat more subdued than some of the other offerings -

an appropriate choice for a man wanting to make amends, he thought, extracting the panties that matched the bra now waiting for him on the bed. 

Moreover, it had the advantage of having a suspender belt as well, giving him an excuse to add stockings to his outfit. The sheer nylons wouldn't do much to hide his nakedness, but they might help convince Diane that he was was sorry, perhaps even persuading her that they were an appropriate alternative to a bra for work. Even as he prepared to change into such an erotic ensemble, Ian knew he would have to broach the subject of the secretary at some stage, all too conscious that what he would be wearing would weaken him in any argument with his wife. He could hardly protest about wearing a bra while doing so so openly, but suggesting stockings instead might just swing things in favour. 

Such matters would have to wait until later, however. At that moment, there was only one thing that Ian could do, with the feminized man no sooner having put out appropriate hosiery than he was beginning to shed his clothes. He made swift work of stripping off his shirt and trousers, soon standing there wearing only white lace. Even that didn't remain on for long, with the bra's awkward clasp only delaying him for a matter of moments before it was being swapped for a similar one in black - albeit a fastener with three hooks rather than two this time, all needing to be brought together before he could begin to tug the silky satin around his body in order to bring its stiff cups to rest on his chest. 

For the second time that hour, Ian found himself slipping his arms through loops of elastic, feeling the edge of the tautly stretched straps cut into his skin as he pulled them up onto his shoulders. He had no time to consider the consequences of what he was doing, instead hurriedly putting on the panties before proceeding to perform the same fastening ritual on the suspender belt - another three hooks and eyes, this time holding his hips in a black embrace as a series of clasps bobbed about around his thighs. Soon he was stretching the straps that supported them taut too, attaching them to the lacy tops of the stockings whose smoky nylon now engulfed his legs in a sensuous second skin. 

In no more than a couple of minutes, he had gone from being dressed as a smart businessman to wearing the lingerie of a seductive woman, as unlikely as the latter's black satin seemed on his body. Looking down towards his stocking-clad feet, Ian couldn't help but be conscious of how the cups of his bra stuck out shamefully from his chest, but their stiff padding nevertheless failed to hide the fact that he couldn't fill them of his own accord. Nor could he deny the unseemly protrusion in his panties, even though his stiffness was reduced to an awkward bulge by the satin it sought to stretch. Thanks to how he was wearing the suspender belt on top, there would be no chance of his erection escaping any time soon, his arousal serving only to pull the silky fabric still deeper between his cheeks as he made his way awkwardly out of the bedroom. 

Despite his scandalous appearance, Diane didn't give her husband a second glance as he sheepishly joined her in the kitchen, instead continuing her cooking as though there was absolutely nothing out of the ordinary about how he was dressed. Indeed, she went on to serve dinner without commenting on Ian's choice of clothing at all, sitting across the table from him more concerned with her meal than the man whose lingerie remained at the forefront of his mind throughout. It was as if things were no different to usual as far as Diane was concerned, with Ian's brazenly displayed black bra no more worthy of note than it would have been beneath his shirt, however often it caught his eye. 

In fact, so run-of-the-mill was the couple's routine that Ian found himself expecting to sit alongside his wife for their customary after-dinner coffee, wondering whether Diane might be inclined to stress his submission by casually caressing his panties or else idly sliding her hand over the cups of his bra as they watched the television together. Instead, she had no sooner had him side the plates than she was surprising him with the oddest of instructions - to fetch the little folding table from the spare room, and then the simple wooden stool that usually served to help her reach the topmost shelves in the kitchen. 

There was something distinctly disconcerting about lugging around furniture in nothing but lingerie, but Ian did as he was told, dutifully positioning the table in the corner of the lounge. He found himself thankful that the curtains were closed, knowing that had it been lighter, anyone looking in would have been able to see how he was dressed. There was no doubt that in due course he would find himself sitting at the table, but his wife's intentions otherwise remained a mystery as she sent him away again - this time to fetch the bra that had spent the day in this briefcase, a request that only added to his confusion. 

Did Diane want him to sit and stare at the white lace that he should have worn to work, familiarising himself with the frilly fabric so that he would not be afraid of it in future? That was the only conclusion that Ian could come to as he hurriedly headed upstairs, taking them two at a time in his haste to satisfy his wife's strange request. 

Clutching the silky cups in his hand as he came back, he found that Diane had still more in store for him - in his absence, she had spread an assortment of objects over the surface of the table, ones which he was still struggling to make sense of when Diane again addressed him. 

“Tonight, you'll be doing some sewing”, his wife declared with a grin, gesturing in the general direction of the things she had laid out as she rattled off a quick inventory of them. “There's a needle and thread, some ribbon and a few other bits and bobs. You're going to

use them to add a lock to that bra, so that when you wear it for me tomorrow, you won't be tempted to take it off”, she told her husband brightly. The way in which her suggestion caused Ian's mouth to drop open merely served to broaden her smile as she beckoned him over to the table, taking the bra from his hands and showing him what she meant. 

Ian was only dimly conscious of what his wife was doing with the white lace, barely registering how she picked up a spool of ribbon and used it to simulate the loops she wanted sewn in the two halves of the bra's clasp. “You'll need to unpick the seams here and here, then stitch them back up again with the ribbon inside”, he could hear Diane saying, but the meaning of her words was lost to him as he stared into space. His wife seemed scarily serious, but surely she must know he couldn't sew to save his life - quite apart from the consequences that he found himself desperately trying not to consider, with the mere thought of having to spend a day at work trapped in a bra causing him to tremble. 

“Come on, the sooner you get started, the sooner you'll be finished. 

Sit!”, Diane commanded, her assertive tone giving Ian no choice but to comply. His panties provided precious little buffer between the bare flesh of his buttocks and the uncushioned wood of the stool, with the edge of the latter seeming to emphasise his nakedness as he perched himself awkwardly down on the low seat. For a moment, his wife seemed to tower over him, but soon Diane was heading away, making herself rather more comfortable on the couch behind her husband, in so far as Ian could tell from the sound of its springs squeaking. 

Not needing to look around to know she would be watching him, Ian's gaze gravitated to the objects on the table - a miscellany of sewing supplies that he might have associated with dressmaking were it not for the dreaded bra in their midst. A packet of needles sat alongside a spool of white thread, the latter near to a roll of similarly coloured ribbon that was perhaps the same width as his little finger. 

Then there was a small pair of scissors of the sort one might cut

one's nails with, a somewhat incongruous pair of tweezers, and a length of what looked like bra strap elastic - complete with associated buckle, as though some woman somewhere were missing a shoulder. Finally there were two small padlocks, each accompanied by keys that Ian knew would soon disappear. 

Part of him wanted to turn and protest, to plead with his wife that what she was proposing was impossible, yet wearing nothing but women's underwear, he struggled to summon the courage to confront Diane. Stripped of his strength by the black satin he himself had selected, he instead found himself sitting in silence, unable even to lift his hands from where they had instinctively dropped to cover his crotch. Merely to start threading one of the needles, as difficult as that would be considering his quivering fingers, would see him take the first step down a road that would ultimate end in even greater shame. 

Behind him, he could hear his wife taking a sip of her coffee, but otherwise the room had fallen into silence - a silence that grew more awkward by the second, with the absence of other activity seeming to make Diane's gaze burn into his back all the more. Ian knew his wife would be watching him sitting there, her eyes drawn to the black straps that dug into his shoulders like some kind of strange harness, but still he couldn't bring himself to do anything with the bra in front of him. Perhaps if he simply sat there for long enough, she would see that what she was asking of him was unreasonable, yet even as he considered the only means of objection apparently open to him, his wife was ruling it out. 

“You know you're not leaving the lounge until that's locked about your body”, Diane now told him in such a matter of fact tone of voice that she might merely have been proposing to go for her bath. “And Camilla will be coming around later. Do you really want her to see you still sitting there sewing?”, she asked rhetorically, not needing to spell out the full details of what that would involve. Even if Ian were decently dressed, simply being seen making adjustments to a bra would be impossible for him to explain, raising all manner of

awkward questions without the added embarrassment of what he was so blatantly wearing. To have to suffer such shame was too much to contemplate, causing the feminized man to start stammering as he turned around in alarm. 

“Diane, there's really no need for this!”, Ian spluttered, turning as he desperately searched for some way to appease his wife. “I'll wear it all day tomorrow, I promise”, he pleaded, all too conscious of how unconvincing he must sound. There was simply no way he could wear the bra at work, not when he would inevitably come under scrutiny from the secretary, yet Diane would subject his intimate attire to an even closer inspection on his return home. With his wife somehow able to see straight through him when he was wearing women's underwear, it would be impossible for him to claim he had complied with her wishes unless he really had - something Diane now seemed to take for granted as she spoke. 

“I know you will”, she said softly, lifting her husband's hopes for just long enough to make dashing them even more devastating for Ian. 

“There'll be no cheating those little locks”, she declared confidently but calmly, continuing in the same vein to Ian's growing dismay. 

“Once I click them closed, you'll have no choice but to be a good boy and keep your bra on like you should. So come on, get sewing! You don't want Camilla seeing you in your sexy undies, now, do you?”, she asked, her face showing more than a hint of amusement as she did. 

Unable to disagree, Ian found himself forced to take a different tack, allowing himself to take the briefest of glances behind him before turning back to his wife. “But I don't know where to start!”, he whined plaintively, dimly conscious that he was losing ground as he looked to Diane for some way out. There was nothing untrue about his assertion, with even the scissors seeming strange when sitting alongside such an unlikely miscellany. What did his wife mean when she spoke of unpicking the seams? And what did she want him to do with the roll of ribbon should he manage to do so? Ian felt like he could stare at such alien things for a thousand years and still be

none the wiser, the last shreds of his confidence seeping away as he silently begged for mercy. 

Instead, he earned a sigh for his troubles, with his wife now leaving her seat and striding towards him. Soon she was standing behind Ian, cutting such an imposing figure as she towered over him that the feminized man found himself instinctively following her gaze. His wife was staring down not at him, but rather over his shoulder, Diane apparently more interested in the sewing supplies than the man who had joined her in looked at them. “You don't know how to thread a needle?”, she asked incredulously, already extracting just such an implement from the others in the packet. “I don't believe that! Give it a go”. 

With that, Diane was pushing the needle towards her husband, making it clear she expected him to take it from her along with the spool of thread she was also now proffering. Again, Ian found himself automatically obeying her unspoken instruction, only belatedly realising that he had done so when his wife continued to stare at his hands. With no choice but to continue to comply, it wasn't long before he was trying to find the end of the thread, frantically working his way around the spool wondering where it was hiding. 

Finally finding the little notch into which the loose end had been tucked, Ian wasted no time in unrolling enough of the thread to allow him to put the spool down on the table. As he picked up the needle in its place, however, an inadvertent twitch of his hand caused the roll of thread to fall down towards his feet. It travelled some distance before coming to a stop, disappearing beneath the table such that Ian couldn't see it when he looked down. Impulsively pulling on the free end only caused more thread to unspool, forcing him to leave his seat to search. 

What a sight he must seem, Ian thought to himself as he dropped to his knees to follow the thin line of white under the table. With his face no higher than his wife's knees, he knew that Diane would be looking down on him in more ways than one, no doubt considering his pantied posterior as his head disappeared from view. Was she

smirking at the black satin or simply looking scornfully at such a shameless show, he wondered, not daring to meet his wife's eyes as he crawled back from under the table. He might have the spool in his hand, but he felt thoroughly humiliated as he readopted his seat, conscious of how his face was flushing as he tried to turn his thoughts to threading the needle again - only to discover that he had lost track of the slender sliver of steel. 

Hadn't he had it in his hand when the spool had rolled away from him? It certainly wasn't there now, leaving Ian desperately looking around, dreading the possibility that it too had fallen on the floor. His flimsy stockings would offer scant protection were he to accidentally step on the sharp object, something that would be just his luck considering how his day was going. Thankfully, he could see no glint of metal anywhere near his nylon clad toes, but that didn't mean the needle wasn't lurking somewhere less close - perhaps even under the table, having fallen there when he'd rescued the spool. 

Should he drop to the floor once more, grovelling at his wife's feet as he searched for something that might not even be there? Or should he simply give up on the needle he'd lost, following Diane's earlier example by taking another from the packet? Conscious of the increasing impatience to be felt from behind him, Ian was only saved from the horns of his dilemma by suddenly noticing the needle staring him in the face - in such plain sight, in fact, that he found himself wondering why he hadn't noticed it sitting on the table. 

Taking a deep breath in an attempt to steady his nerves, Ian had no time to do anything about the untidy loops of thread that hung down from the edge of the table to form a jumble on top of his legs. He couldn't afford to keep his wife waiting any longer than he already already had, instead having to make threading the needle his top priority - something that proved far easier said than done. The end of the thread was frayed, such that no matter how hard he tried, it simply wouldn't slot through the tiny hole in the end of the steel. 

Even when he managed to make the two meet, which was less often than he would like, at least one of the strands would decide to snake

off in a different direction, causing the rest of the thread to bend before finally falling away. 

With his hands becoming increasingly sweaty, Ian's found his concentration further eroded by nagging doubts about when he'd last threaded a needle - indeed, whether he'd ever undertaken what should be such a simple task. Had he ever done so as a child, perhaps as part of some sewing class that he and his friends would surely have pooh-poohed as being for sissies? Despite wearing the sexy undergarments of a grown woman, he felt like no more than a naughty child now, needing to be constantly watched by his wife if he wasn't to misbehave. 

“You're going to be at this all night at this rate!”, Diane declared, her exasperated comment serving to stress Ian's thoughts even as it interrupted them. “You know, I've never seen someone make such a pig's ear of something so easy”, his wife went on with similar scorn, her words hardly helping his hands to do what he wanted. “You're doing it all wrong!”, she sighed, taking a deep breath herself before adopting a calmer tone. “Pinch the very end of the thread between your finger and thumb. You don't want any slack, it needs to be short and stiff”, she advised her husband, bending forward so as to oversee his efforts more closely. “If it's frayed like that, you'll need to wet it first”. 

Wet it? Ian didn't understand what his wife meant, instead freezing until she repeated her instruction in even more explicit terms. “Put it in your mouth and suck it”, she directed, her subtle hint of double-entendre leaving her husband feeling as ashamed as if she'd suggested something far more scandalous as he did as he was told. 

Despite his sense of disgrace, however, Diane's tip did the trick, with the fraying strands coming out of Ian's mouth a single sodden mass -

one which, to his surprise, could be slotted through the needle on the first attempt if he followed her other advice and held the thread by its end. 

He didn't need his wife's praise to feel proud of himself, but Diane's warmer words were certainly welcome as he held up the result for

her to see. “Good boy!”, she beamed, giving Ian an affectionate ruffle of his hair to reward him for his success. If only her hand had remained on his scalp rather than heading to the table, Diane picking up not only the pair of scissors but the bra as well - a combination that not only confused Ian, but served to remind him that he was being punished as well. This was no simple sewing lesson, as shameful as it would have been to be taught to thread a needle wearing nothing but black satin lingerie. No, his wife had a clear objective for the evening - to render the lacy white bra impossible to remove when he next wore it to work. 

“Now, I want you to watch what I do carefully”, Diane said sternly, her tone reminiscent of a school mistress as she brought the bra and scissors closer to Ian. “Do you see how the clasp is sewn together?”, she asked, using the blade of the scissors to indicate where the two hooks emerged from the silky white fabric. Despite nodding his head, Ian's puzzled frown clearly indicated that he didn't, with what his wife had in mind remaining a mystery to him as she went on. “This line of stitching holds the front and the back together. Do you see how the thread goes through to the other side?”. The way she now turned the bra over and over again while continuing to gesture with the scissors hardly helped Ian do that, but he nodded all the same. “So if you unpick it, you can separate the two”, his wife informed him. “I suggest you start in the middle”. 

Ian was still holding the needle and thread, but these had to be swiftly discarded in order to accommodate the bra now being thrust in his direction. Holding it up by the clasp just like his wife had, he could feel its other end brushing against his stockings as he took the scissors from Diane as well, with the elastic strap that seemed fated to spend the following day on his shoulder tickling his legs as he tried to make sense of things. He could see several lines of stitching running around the sides of the clasp, along with a thicker, zigzagging one where it joined with the body of the bra, but there was only one that his wife could mean - right on the clasp's edge, overlapped by its hooks. 

Even if he had been able to overcome his natural reluctance to cut anything, there was no way he could snip through the clasp there -

not with such sturdy metal in the way. The same hooks that could so easily keep him in the bra's embrace would be more than a match for the scissors, considering how the fasteners were formed from what on closer inspection looked like folded wire. Nor did Diane's advice to start in the middle offer much in the way of insight to the man now studying his bra far more intimately than ever before, with Ian's understanding of his wife's instructions hampered by not really knowing what she meant when she spoke of unpicking - a term that had gone completely over his head, but clearly of critical importance when it came to complying. 

In the hope of finding inspiration, Ian followed his wife's earlier example by turning the bra over, but there was no revelation to be found on the other side - nor the first, when he flipped it over again. 

He had repeated the futile gesture twice more before Diane stepped in, his wife saving him by taking the bra and scissors from hands that were only to glad to see them go - but not without chiding him in the process. “Come on, Ian, do try! I'm not doing this all for you, you know - no matter how incapable you might pretend to be!”, Diane said sternly, giving Ian a distinct look of disapproval before returning her attention to the bra. 

“See this line of stitches here? You just need to work the tip of the scissors underneath one of them, like so, and then you can stretch it up enough to be able to snip it”. She demonstrated what she meant by doing exactly that, her earlier meaning about starting in the middle making more sense to Ian as he watched his wife deftly manoeuvre the scissors between the two hooks. Before his eyes, Diane seemed to lift a loop of thread out from the clasp, enlarging it by working the tip of the blade underneath before suddenly cutting it. 

In doing so, she left two loose ends that were already becoming camouflaged against the other stitching, so short that Ian felt he would lose sight of them were he to blink. 

“Now you can just need to do that again and again”, Diane declared, already repeating the process on the next stitch along. “Of course, you don't need to cut it this time, the thread should just pull through”, she continued, making one of the loose ends just a little but longer. 

“Does that make sense?”. Ian found himself dutifully nodding, but for once, he could see what his wife was doing - at least, as far as this step of her plan was concerned. A little work with the scissors and she would soon have created a gap in the end of the clasp, exposing the inner structure of the hooks and who knew what else besides. 

“Good, because now it's your turn”, Diane told her husband, making it clear that she wasn't going to carry on by pushing the bra and scissors back into his hands. Reluctantly taking them from her, Ian tried to continue what his wife had started, but something that she had made seem so easy proved to be more difficult than he might have thought. Simply working the tip of the scissors underneath one of the clasp's stitches was no mean feet, with the point of the blade slipping across the surface of the fabric the first time he tried. 

It was with a sense of triumph that Ian finally succeeded, but his jubilation was tempered by the almost imperceptible fraction with which he had extended the gap. “That's the way”, Diane encouraged, still standing over him as she watched his slow progress. “It needs to be wide enough for you to get the ribbon in, but not too wide - unless you want extra sewing to do later!”, she laughed. There seemed little chance of that, not when every stitch unpicked required a frustrating battle before it succumbed to Ian's efforts, but his wife wasn't done in giving him advice. “And don't forget to work on the other side”, she told him as she returned to the sofa, picking up a magazine in the process. Her instruction saw Ian start to alternate between the two loose threads, making each one just a little longer, then a little longer again. 

Slowly but surely, he seemed to be making progress, allowing him to eventually look up from his labours in the hope of earning the approval of his wife. “Is this wide enough?”, he asked anxiously, standing up from his stool as he sought to show Diane the extent of

the gap he'd made with the scissors. He would have crossed the carpet to present the bra to her were it not for how she swiftly dismissed his efforts. “Why don't you see for yourself?”, Diane suggested. barely looking up from the glossy pages she had been engrossed in. “You've got the ribbon right there in front of you. See if you can get it inside”. 

Ian had been so caught up in the task at hand that he'd all but forgotten why he was unpicking the stitching, but now the memory of what his wife had done with the silky white ribbon returned to the forefront of his mind. She'd formed two little loops from its length, showing how she wanted them on either side of the clasp so as to allow her to thread a padlock through them - one of the very padlocks that still sat alongside the roll of glossy satin tape on the table. To think that such small additions to the bra would be enough to stop him from taking it off - sewn in place by his own hand, no less. 

Trying not to think of the consequences, Ian took the roll of ribbon from the table and proceeded to unwind enough of the silky white strip to allow him to see whether the gap he had made was wide enough. The space between the hooks was tight, but if he used the tweezers, he might be able to push the ribbon in place, saving him from having to unpick any more of the stitching - something that he was all too glad about, considering how the fasteners would interfere. 

Acting on his own initiative, he took up the scissors again, now using them to cut off a short length of the ribbon before folding in two. Here was the first of the loops that would lock him in the bra, no more than a scrap of satin that could be easily overlooked under other circumstances, but now capable of causing his heart to beat faster as he gripped it in the tweezers. With just a little force, he could squeeze the end of the folded strip past the gap in the hooks, pushing it into the clasp of the bra where it could be subsequently sewn in place. In doing so, he began to see how his wife's devilish

design would work - or at least might, were it not for how Diane now stopped him in his tracks. 

“Double up the ends so it won't be in danger of pulling out”, she commanded from the comfort of the sofa. It took a moment for Ian to understand what his wife meant, but soon he was extracting the ribbon again, releasing it from the tweezers with a view to folding over where it might fray - only to decide that the length he'd cut was too short to allow the loop to be of a suitable length. The last thing he wanted to do was to sew it in place only for Diane to insist that he took it out and started again, seeing him swiftly discard the short strip in favour of cutting a longer one, then folding over the latter's ends. 

If he did it right, Ian could see how he would be sewing through four layers of ribbon rather than two when he eventually got to stitching up the clasp of the bra, making the loop far stronger than his first attempt would have been. The very thought caused his fingers to tremble as he tried to achieve the desired effect, with the satin slipping from them before he finally had the ribbon held between the tweezers again. Having done so, there was nothing for it but to push the loop in place, the extra thickness making things hard enough that Ian had to really work with the tweezers before the clasp ceded to his efforts and allowed the loop to sit between the bra's hooks. 

The sound of a page being turned behind him made it clear that Diane was preoccupied with her publication, but Ian knew what he needed to do next even without asking his wife. Putting the bra gingerly down on the table for fear of inadvertently losing his hard-won efforts, he now turned to the needle he'd threaded earlier, trying to make sense of the tangle of thread that separated it from the spool - the result of the latter rolling beneath the table, then the thread getting snarled up in itself while his attention had been caught up elsewhere. There was certainly no way he would need so much to stitch up the clasp, with the excess sure to be only a hindrance -

but how much was enough? 

Deciding that it was better to have a little more than less, Ian backtracked his way from the needle until he had a more modest length before making a cut, putting the shorter section carefully down beside the bra as he started to wind the rest around the spool. Not even trying to match the very precise pattern in which the virgin thread had been wrapped around the central plastic cylinder, his untidy addition was all too obvious, but Ian had no time to worry about such things as he pushed the spool out of harm's way. 

Instead, he was picking up the needle again, taking the bra in his other hand as he prepared to stitch. 

Considering the clasp that he clutched between his fingers, Ian could see how a single stitch would hold together several layers of fabric -

the two faces of the fastener sandwiching the ribbon that he'd stuffed between them. With a push of the needle, he could pierce them all, allowing him to then pull the thread through them, but doing so would start to secure the little loop. With each stitch he subsequently added, the folded ribbon would become more and more a part of the feminine garment, eventually so attached to the bra that there would be no chance of the two ever coming apart. Instead, the loop would help hold a padlock in place - one which would keep him prisoner in the silky white lace, whether he wore it around the house or was forced to do so to work. 

Sitting there in nothing but sexy black lingerie, Ian knew he had come too far to stop now, but still he had to force himself to continue. 

With the threat that his wife's friend might be calling round still looming over him, not to mention his more immediate concerns about satisfying the woman on the sofa, he brought the needle up beneath the bra before beginning to exert pressure upon it. He found himself surprised to find how stiff the fabric was, such that he had to put all his strength into pushing the needle through it. By the time its tip had emerged again, he felt sure he had pricked his finger as well, but there was nothing to be seen on his skin save a slight redness as he brought his hand around to pull the needle through from the other side. 

It took some struggling before the slender steel implement had made it all the way through, with the contrast between its marked recalcitrance and the ease with which the thread followed being all too clear to Ian as he hurriedly pulled the latter in its wake. He might have silently celebrated such a small victory were it not for how the far end of the thread emerged too, his sense of success swiftly shattered as he realised he should have tied a knot in it. His wife would surely have had words to say about such a stupid mistake were she watching him, but thankfully Diane seemed to still be reading, allowing him to hurriedly rectify his mistake - or at least, attempt to. 

Concerned that a single knot wouldn't be enough to stop the thread pulling through, Ian tried to tie a second on top, but the result ended up further along the white cotton, as did the third. Soon he had a string of knots to show for his efforts, making him wonder whether he wouldn't need to discard the thread and start again before, by some miracle, he managed to make two at the top collide. Hurriedly cutting off the useless end, he added it to the scrap of ribbon from before, hoping that his wife would forgive him such waste as he turned back to the bra - only to find his needle had fallen off while he'd been fussing, forcing him to have to go through the trouble of threading it again. 

Becoming increasingly conscious of how long he was taking, Ian found himself only too glad when he was able to start stitching again, not caring for the discomfort in his fingers as he forced the needle through the fabric for a second time. It wasn't long before he was doing so again, and then again, making a series of wide stitches to secure the ribbon in place before starting to emulate the shorter ones that he had unpicked earlier. His world had soon reduced to the silky whiteness he was hunched up over, with the taut straps that dug into his shoulders and the unforgiving wood of his seat struggling to intrude upon his awareness as he devoted himself singularly to stitching. 

Sometimes the needle seemed easier to push through, sometimes harder. Sometimes it threatened to come off the thread, forcing Ian to stop what he was doing and rescue it if he wasn't to make more work for himself. There were times when the thread itself tangled, not pulling through cleanly but clumping on the wrong side of the clasp. The feminized man soon learned that brute force was not the answer to such situations, with tugging on the snarl up only making it more defiant. Instead, he found he had to take a softer approach, carefully working out how the white cotton was wound around itself before freeing it. 

Despite such difficulties, it was only a matter of time before Ian had closed the gap in the clasp, but his doubts about how well he had done so saw him return to add a second line of stitches on top of the first. He could all too easily imagine Diane wanting to take the bra from him in order to test his sewing by tugging upon the loop, with the thought of his wife being able to pull the ribbon free driving him on as he secured it still further. If it came away in her hands, he would have to start all over again, with the humiliation of being told to unpick his own stitches something he was desperate to avoid. 

Only the way in which the thread was slowly shortening caused Ian's thoughts to change, with the growing danger of not being able to work the needle through the bra forcing him to consider how to finish. Should he try to tie more knots? No, that would be impractical, considering his inability to position them, but what else could he do? 

His wife would hardly think highly of him just leaving the loose end poking out, but cutting it off would surely see his stitching start to come out - soon presenting the same problem, but in another place. 

Ian might have sat there wondering what to do for longer, were it not for how Diane had noticed how he'd stopped moving. The sound of her magazine being put down in her lap presaged her speaking by a second or so, giving Ian time to turn and face his wife, still clutching his work. Unconsciously, he found himself holding his hands out in the hope that she might help him, his dilemma apparent from how

close he had to keep the needle to the clasp for fear of the thread falling out of it again. “That's looking good!”, Diane said brightly. 

“But now you need to tie it off”, she continued in a more commanding tone, going into more detail when Ian's blank expression made it clear he didn't get what she was saying. “Just make a series of small stitches one on top of another, then stick the needle through them a few times”. Ian still wasn't sure that he understood, but the way his wife now returned her attention to her magazine told him that she wasn't going to offer him any more advice. There was only one way to find out for sure - to try by himself and see what happened. A series of small stitches one on top of another. That was straightforward enough, as was sticking the needling through them a few times. The result might be far from tidy, forming a little lump on the clasp, but it seemed to hold the thread fast all the same, allowing Ian to reach for scissors and cautiously cut away the loose end. 

Would the loop hold in place if he pulled it? Part of him was reluctant to try, but another part of him preferred to find out himself that watching helplessly while Diane determined whether his sewing was up to scratch, seeing him now take the clasp in one hand and the ribbon in the other. 

A gentle pull, then a firmer tug when it became clear that his stitching could take it. No, there were absolutely no signs of give in the silky whiteness, with the loop of ribbon remaining resolutely attached to the clasp of the bra - so much so, in fact, that Ian felt a shiver of horror run down his spine as he realised how what he was doing would keep him trapped in such a terrible garment. It only needed a second loop of similar strength to be sewn in place before one of the little padlocks could be threaded through the pair of them, the parts of his creation coming together to render him a prisoner in it. 

Ian must have been lost in such thoughts for some time, for now his wife was spurring him on again. “When you're done with that, make a start on the other side”, she directed, leaving her husband in no doubt as to what would happen to him in due course as she continued. “Think about how the bra needs to fasten behind your

back and where you want the lock to sit. You should really make the second loop just long enough to hold it against the clasp when it's hooked, but I'll forgive you a little slack this first time”, she declared brightly, her hidden meaning not lost on her husband as he hurriedly returned to the bra. 

Ian chose the loosest set of eyes as he fastened the clasp in front of him, knowing that even these would be uncomfortably tight when the silky whiteness was stretched across his back. Gingerly picking up one of the little padlocks, he then proceeded to thread it through the loop he had already fitted, not daring to click it closed as he considered where the other length of ribbon should go. The innermost set of eyes was the obvious place, such positioning having the advantage that Diane couldn't then use them for punishment. Could he unpick the stitching around them in a similar way? There didn't seem to be any on first inspection, but sliding the blade of the scissors beneath them soon revealed hidden thread -

thread that Ian could stretch taut before cutting. 

Soon he had begun to open up another gap, discovering that he could wriggle the scissors around inside it in order to make it wider. 

When it was large enough to accept the ribbon, Ian wasted no time in turning to the roll, not cutting the silky strip to begin with, but rather working with it still on the reel as he sought to find out what length was required. In doing so, he found himself wrapping it around the padlock, seeking out the sweet spot that his wife had mentioned -

the place where the chunky brass would rest against his back rather than dangling down. Would he come to regret trying to impress Diane in such a way? Only time would tell, but Ian knew he must avoid having too much slack. 

Ian left the clasp of the bra still fastened as he cut the ribbon to size, then folded the strip of satin just like he had for the first loop. It wasn't long before he had it grasped between the tip of the tweezers, once again using the tool to push the loop in - this time, underneath the bra's last set of eyes. Holding the ribbon in place with his fingers, he proceeded to position the padlock, threading the shackle of the

latter through both loops before making minor adjustments. Only when he was confident that it could sit flush against the fastened clasp did he feel comfortable in starting to sew, with the feminized man feeling much happier when a couple of stitches held it in place. 

It was with a sigh of relief that he began tying off the thread some time later, having already tested the strength of his stitching to find the second loop as secure as the first. Indeed, Ian might have felt a degree of pride in his work, were it not for the purpose it would be turned to, with the knowledge that he would soon be locked in the bra tempering his sense of satisfaction as he picked up the scissors to tidy up the last of the loose ends. No matter how long he might try to stretch out such a task, he would sooner or later have to present the end result to his wife, swapping his black bra for a white one that wouldn't be leaving his body until Diane deigned to unlock it. 

Biting the bullet, Ian stood up from the stool, anxiously clutching the bra in his hands as he headed sheepishly towards the sofa. Despite having worn women's underwear for his wife more times than he cared to remember, he had never felt so disconcerted by a simple item of intimate attire, with his sense of unease deepened by the nagging doubt that Diane would find fault with his efforts. He'd done the best he could, but there was still the possibility that the finished bra wouldn't be good enough, seeing him sent back to the corner to start again - but not before receiving a suitably stern scolding. 

Adding to Ian's anxiety, Diane didn't look up until her husband was standing almost by her outstretched feet, but even when she did, what he held in his hands warranted only a passing glance before she was turning her burning gaze towards his face. “And the collar?”, she enquired imperiously, forcing Ian to look down for want of being able to answer his wife in any other way. In doing so, he found himself staring straight at the white lace that he'd spent so long sewing - a bra that was now lockable, yet was still not enough for his wife. 

“The collar?”, he repeated, all but choking on the words as he sought to make sense of them. “The collar”, Diane confirmed unhelpfully, 

leaving a long enough pause as to make Ian wonder whether he would have to ask her again before she put him out of his misery. 

“Sew some loops in the end of a length of ribbon so it'll lock around your neck, and then use the extra elastic I've left you to make an additional bra strap. I'm sure someone as proficient at sewing as you will have no difficulty figuring out how to use it to link the two locks”. 

At that moment, Ian felt that he might as well have been asked to perform brain surgery on the bra, but he headed back to his stool all the same. He had barely brought his buttocks down on the uncomfortable wood when a sudden sound caused him to freeze with horror - the unmistakable chimes of the doorbell, seeming to sound his doom as they signalled the arrival of his wife's friend. Had it not been for how Diane stood between him and the door, he might have been tempted to make a run for it - as it was, he had barely looked up in alarm before his wife was insisting that he must keep his natural instincts in check. 

“Stay there!”, Diane instructed sternly, making it clear that she would brook no interruption to her husband's work even as she stood to answer the door. “You've still got sewing to do”, she called over her shoulder as she headed out into the hallway, leaving Ian no choice but to wait with bated breath as he tried to hear what was happening. 

Would his wife send her friend away? No, the single set of footsteps that had left the room was soon coming back joined by another, the clatter of heels accompanied by the excited voice of a woman. 

Ian didn't dare to look behind him as he heard the door to the lounge open again, instead trying to shrink into the corner in the hope that he wouldn't be noticed by his wife's friend. Perhaps if he busied himself with his sewing, he might seem like he somehow belonged -

yet, even as he tried to remember what Diane had told him to do, he knew he was sure to attract attention. After all, he was hardly incongruous, sitting naked save for his striking black lingerie, such seductive attire worn not by a woman, but a man - a man who found himself in an even greater predicament for having yet another bra in his hands. 

There was no mistaking the gasp of surprise with which Camilla greeted him, nor any way to avoid the sudden flush of shame Ian felt as his wife made light of his plight. “You don't mind if my husband finishes his sewing, do you?”, Diane asked her friend, continuing in the same casual tone when the other woman remained speechless. 

“Ian has been so much better behaved since he started wearing a bra, but he still has times when it's better to keep an eye on him”. 

The flurry of questions that such a suggestion provoked in her friend was something that the feminized man did his best to ignore as he tried to thread his needle again, his shaking hands conspiring to prolong his shame as Diane told Camilla all about how she made him wear lingerie. His wife had told him in no uncertain terms that he wouldn't be leaving the lounge until he had the bra locked around his body, but that would require still more sewing - even after he had figured out what he needed to do. If only Diane's friend had left it a few more minutes, he might have been able to ask his wife for help. 

As it was, merely the thought of turning around was enough to make Ian shiver, with the laughter the two ladies were sharing at his expense already embarrassing beyond belief, let alone the shame that would result from seeking assistance with his sewing. 

♡ ♡ ♡

It seemed like an age before Ian was finally able to put down his needle and thread, the feminized man having only modest results to show for his labours - a length of ribbon that could be wrapped snugly around his neck before having its two ends locked together, and a bra strap that had been furnished with a similar loop at its end, permitting the joining of Ian's new collar with the band of his bra. At least, that was the theory - in practice, Ian hadn't done more than check the collar wouldn't choke him. It would be his wife's prerogative to click the padlocks closed, with the buckle in his third bra strap allowing her to adjust it accordingly. 

All that was left now was to present the finished article to his wife, but the simple act of standing from his stool required every last bit of strength that Ian could muster. The two women had long since

stopped talking about him, their conversation having wandered through several other subjects while he'd been sewing, but the slightest movement on his part would be enough to bring their attention back to his plight - with all the embarrassment that that would entail. 

It was all that Ian could do to approach the sofa on which his wife and her friend were sitting, his slow, sheepish shuffle speaking of how ashamed he felt as he held out the bra and its associated straps for Diane's inspection. She made him wait for several seconds before finally taking it from him, only turning her head after finishing what she was saying, but Ian was conscious of how Camilla had been tracking his movements from the moment he had stood up. 

Now the visitor's attention flicked between him and the lingerie that the woman sitting beside her was holding up, her eager eyes drinking in Ian's disgrace as Diane considered her husband's sewing. 

“I suppose the proof of the pudding will be seeing how well this works when its padlocked”, Ian heard his wife declare as he continued to stare down at his feet, catching a gesture in the corner of his eye that indicated that he should turn. At least that saved him from having to avoid looking at the two ladies, but it didn't spare him from feeling their gaze upon his back as he waited for the inevitable sound of sofa springs. Sure enough, his wife was soon standing, Diane performing the familiar ritual of unhooking his bra for him, then encouraging the black straps off his shoulders - only to present him with another pair to replace them, with the white lace that he should have worn to work soon being handed to him with an unspoken instruction to put it on. 

Ian found it shameful enough for another woman to see him slipping his arms through the straps of a bra, let alone to know that Camilla was watching as Diane pulled the two ends of the band together behind his back - especially since he was standing there in his panties and stockings, their sultry blackness quite out of keeping with the virginal white cups now coming to rest on his chest. So far, 

his wife hadn't done anything that she hadn't that morning, albeit with an audience this time, but now Diane was going further, wrapping the collar that Ian had made around his neck before fussing with the first padlock. 

The feminized man could feel the slender band of ribbon cutting into his throat as his wife's hands pulled its two ends together, but soon Diane's fingers had been swapped for the shackle of a padlock - a padlock whose brass body Ian found himself imagining having one of the loops of the third bra strap wrapped around before being clicked closed. Now the tension turned to the band of his bra, with Diane threading the remaining lock through the loops that her husband had sewn there - including the bottom of the extra strap, judging by how he felt his collar being momentarily pulled down. The silence of the room spoke of Camilla watched with bated breath, before a second click condemned him. 

“There! Let's see you get out of that!”, Diane laughed, her hands now adjusting the length of the third bra strap before departing from her husband's back. Even as she resumed her seat on the sofa, Ian remained standing there motionless, his mind racing with the implications of what his wife had just done. To be locked in a bra, unable to escape its embrace save for resorting to drastic measures

- something that he would not only be unable to deny, but would earn him the wrath of the woman now challenging him to defy her. “Go on, try and take that off now”, Diane insisted, her friend's snigger emphasising the unfairness of such a demand as she heightened his humiliation. “We're waiting, Ian. Take it off like you did when you went to work”. 

Despite knowing that his efforts would be futile, Ian found himself forced to bring his hands behind his back, his fingers following the lines of lace until they found the fastener. Blindly unhooking a bra like this was something that he found difficult at the best of times, but now it seemed next to impossible, made even harder by the knowledge that if he did manage to undo the clasp, the padlock would keep him trapped in the bra's clutches. Indeed, separating all

the hooks and eyes would only see him expected to fasten them again, or else suffer the shame of having to ask his wife for assistance when he couldn't. His own stitching would stymie any efforts at escape, with his evening's endeavours with needle and thread now making sure that he remained in the unmanly garment. 

Nevertheless, he found himself tugging on the little lock, then stretching the third strap as though doing so would achieve anything other than momentarily tighten his collar. Conscious of how risible he must appear even without the continued chortles of amusement coming from the sofa, he could only hope that his wife would put him out of his misery soon, but Diane seemed determined to stretch out his suffering. “Can't you do it, Ian?”, she now asked cruelly, her comments accompanied by the laughs that Camilla made no effort to restrain. 

“No!”, he pleaded desperately, his hands falling down to his sides as he tried to show his wife that he would accept his fate - not that now he had any choice in the matter, indeed, had had any from the moment she had sat him down at the table with the sewing supplies. 

Even so, Diane insisted on extracting one further admission from him

- one that saw her husband hang his head still deeper in shame. 

“So you're going to be a good boy and wear that bra all day at work tomorrow, aren't you, Ian?”, she asked brightly, triggering another round of laughter from beside her on the sofa. Still facing away from the two women, Ian found himself nodding weakly, trying not to consider what he was condemning himself to as he surrendered to his wife's wishes. “That's what I like to hear!”, Diane declared. “Now why don't you run upstairs and change into some more suitable panties? And bring back a couple more of your work bras while you're at it, because you've made such a good job of that one, you can do a few more”. It wouldn't be long before Ian would find himself at work with a needle again, sewing loops of ribbon into a second bra while his wife and her friend watched. 

Eight Hours Earned

“Now, which of your bras are you going to wear today?”, Beth asked eagerly, apparently addressing her husband's chest of drawers rather than the man who was standing naked behind her. The apathetic way in which Philip shrugged his shoulders was a response lost on his wife as she continued her deliberation, Beth too caught up in the feminine garments she was flicking through to see how her husband didn't share her enthusiasm for him wearing one of them. 

As he watched his wife wondering to herself, Philip couldn't help but notice how the outline of Beth's own bra could be seen through her top as she bent over, its straps and band signalling their presence in the form of prominent ridges through the clinging black cotton. So clear was the impression, in fact, that despite the dark fabric, Philip could clearly make out where the bra's clasp was fastened - indeed, he could even hazard a guess that Beth was wearing it on the loosest set of hooks. That was a luxury he could only hope she would allow him as he mentally performed an inventory of the bras his wife was working her way through - tight, tight and tighter still, even before she made them worse. 

“Remind me which one you wore last week”, Beth now enquired, still not looking up from the chest of drawers as she confronted her husband with a question that couldn't be shrugged off as easily. “The black one”, Philip mumbled reluctantly, conscious that his voice was barely audible to himself, let alone the woman in front of him. “Come on, you can do better than that, Philip!”, Beth admonished, accompanying her sterner tone by turning her head so as to frown at her husband over her shoulder. It wasn't just his faintness that Philip was being scolded for, with his wife's reproachful look wanting more words from him as well. 

“I wore my double D-cup black lace brassière”, Philip found himself forced to stammer, feeling his face flush as he spat out the shameful sentence. How could he have forgotten the way in which his wife wanted him to refer to the garment in question, when she had reminded him so often over the course of the morning he'd spent wearing it the previous Saturday? Stuck in the house for four hours because of the breasts the bra had given him, he had had to repeat the same catechism on countless occasions while catching up on chores, unable to ignore the contents of cups that had hung heavily from his chest while he worked. 

“That's better! Your double D-cup black lace brassière, because you were bad”, Beth declared, no sooner having acknowledged her husband's admission than she was developing her theme further. 

“And you've been bad this week as well, haven't you?”, she asked rhetorically, continuing before Philip had chance to answer. “Which means you're going to have to wear a bra again, but which should it be? Do you think big breasts would be the best way to bring about some better behaviour? Or would something tighter be more likely to teach you a lesson?”. 

Beth left her questions hanging in the air, her continued preoccupation with her husband's chest of drawers forcing Philip to join her in considering the possibilities that it contained. Each of the bras would bring him a different discomfort, but all shared a similar awkwardness for the man whose wife made him wear them as a punishment. Whether their cups burdened him with breasts like the double D-cup black lace brassière or simply imposed their underwires uncomfortably close like the tight white training brassière, every one soon saw Philip wishing he hadn't racked up as many hours as he had to spend wearing it. 

His wife's system of domestic discipline was as straightforward as it was ingenious. Should he let her down during the week, Beth would simply declare a certain amount of time to be added to his total -

perhaps merely a quarter of an hour for minor misbehaviour, but much more if he had really disappointed her. Then, at the weekend, 

Philip would have to work off his sentence, serving that much time in a bra of his wife's choosing. If he'd been good, he wouldn't have to worry about the contents of his lingerie drawer, but if he'd been bad, he might find himself having to spend all of Saturday so shamefully attired. 

Philip didn't just have one punishment bra to his name, but rather a whole drawerful, his wife keeping him on his toes by picking a different one each time. There seemed to be no end to her inventiveness, with whichever way she chose to impose such a feminine garment upon him guaranteed to put him in his place. 

Never knowing what was in store for him, the only thing that Philip could be sure about was how he would soon regret whatever he had done to deserve such disgrace, hating each and every one of the bras he had to wear. Even so, he could understand why his wife did it - the couple's weekend ritual always cleared the air between them, rather than letting resentments linger. 

Beth's strategy had soon corrected the worst of her husband's shortcomings, with merely the suggestion of serving time usually enough to keep him in line. Even so, Philip still found himself in a bra for at least a little while most weekends, his wife having slowly upped the bar as his behaviour had improved. Beth always seemed to expect better from him, not content with a husband who took her for granted, and far from forgiving about his occasional relapses - the previous week being a case in point, with Philip knowing he had a long day ahead of him as he waited for his wife to pick her instrument of punishment. 

“How about your B-cup burgundy brassière?”, Beth now enquired, holding up that very garment as she turned from the chest of drawers. “You've not worn this for a bit”, she continued, not needing to jiggle the reddish brown bra about by its straps to ensure that Philip's attention was immediately seized by it. No, the silky satin caught his eye of its own accord, with the gleaming fabric drawing his gaze to the delicate lace that trimmed its modest cups. The floral whirls shared the same colour as the body of the bra, right down to

the little ribbon between them, being more sophisticated than the stark black he had worn the week before. 

There were underwires, of course, but ones that would be nowhere near as uncomfortable as they could be, Philip recalled, remembering that the band of the burgundy bra was broad enough to allow them to rest on his chest rather than dig in too devilishly. If he had been asked to pick out his own punishment attire, this perhaps might be it - soft cups that could be easily flattened if not filled, and a colour that, although not wonderful under a white shirt, could still be much worse. Was his wife showing mercy on him because of how long he would have to wear it for? 

Having earned himself a whole eight hours over the course of the week, Philip dreaded to think how he would get through the day were Beth to have chosen something less forgiving. To have to suffer the weight of large breasts for so long, or worse, to find himself seeking relief from the wires that would press into his chest without care for whether he was in a position to ease them. In comparison, the burgundy bra would be a blessing - assuming, that was, that Beth wasn't about to change her mind and choose a far less comfortable one, perhaps even doing so deliberately in order to add to his punishment. 

Desperately hoping his wife wouldn't turn back to the drawer, Philip watched with bated breath as Beth brought the burgundy bra towards his body. “Would this be a suitable punishment for a week's worth of bad behaviour?”, she asked, holding the deep coloured satin so close that the silky fabric brushed against her husband's nipples. Knowing that he wouldn't be leaving the bedroom without some kind of bra around his chest, Philip found himself wondering whether his wife wanted him to beg for it, the temptation to plead tempered by not wanting to seem too eager. How shameful that would be, actively asking to wear such an unmanly garment - yet the alternatives in the drawer were all much worse. 

In the end, the naked man compromised by nodding his head, conscious of what Beth was pressing against his pecs as he showed

his willingness to go along with what she wanted. Such a show of submission was insufficient to satisfy his wife, however, with Philip soon finding himself challenged again. “Tell me properly”, Beth insisted, now all but pushing him back with the bra as she demanded that her husband perform his part in their weekly ritual perfectly. 

Swallowing his pride, Philip had no choice but to do as he'd been told. “Please may I wear my B-cup burgundy brassière for my punishment today”, he stammered, struggling to say the words in anything approaching the semblance of a normal voice. Instead, he was conscious of sounding like a naughty child who found himself having to say sorry, with his wife's superiority stressed by how she once again challenged his request. “You don't want to wear your black one again this week?”, Beth asked, using a form of words that her husband would have been swiftly reprimanded for. “I bet those breasts would teach you to behave”. 

An anxious shake of his head was the only protest that Philip could offer, even though he suspected that his wife was just teasing him. 

With the pleasure she took from making his punishment unpredictable, it was unlikely that Beth would want him to wear the same bra for two weeks in a row, even though suffering the huge, heavy forms all day would certainly deter him from disappointing her in future. No, his wife was just warming up, with a second question giving a hint of where she might be headed, her words now taking him towards still greater shame. 

“What about the hot pink horror?”, Beth enquired with an impish grin. 

Philip would surely have earned himself an extra half hour in what he was expected to call his provocative pink and padded punishment brassière had he dared to refer to it in such a way, a bra so garishly bright that its bulky moulded cups had stopped his wife in her tracks when she'd seen it. “I bet that would keep you from being bad”, she had d declared in the department store, and now it looked like her thoughts were heading that way again - whether Philip liked it or not. 

“Wouldn't you rather wear that?”, Beth went on wickedly, her delight matched only by her husband's discomfort as she developed the

details of her devilish idea. “On top of a black T-shirt, so that everyone could see you were sorry? Just think how it would stand out!”, she proposed playfully, licking her lips like she was savouring the suggestion as Philip frantically shook his head. “No? You'd still rather wear the burgundy one?”, his wife enquired sceptically, causing his movements to change merely by renewing the pressure on his chest. 

Now Philip was nodding his head just as desperately as he had been shaking it only seconds before, but he doubted that would be enough to convince his wife that he didn't need to spend the day in such a blatantly obvious bra. “Please! Please, Beth, please may I wear my B-cup burgundy brassière for my punishment today!”, he found himself pleading again, tripping over his words as he sought to stave off a far more shameful fate. When faced with a choice between it and a more lurid colour, there was simply no contest - especially when Philip didn't know who might call round should he have to show his submission for all to see. 

Beth said nothing for long enough for her husband to become conscious of how he was holding his breath as he awaited her answer. “Very well”, she finally declared, adopting a tone that seemed to doubt Philip's judgement even as she accepted his decision - if, that was, if had ever been his to make. “If that's what you want, then that's what you're going to get. Let's get this on you”. 

With that she was taking a step back, Beth still holding up the bra as she gave her husband space to stretch his arms out, but now turning it around in front of him so that its underwired cups faced away from his chest. Looking at the burgundy satin that would soon surround his body in its sturdy embrace, Philip couldn't help but feel an all too familiar frisson of fear, knowing that once his wife had fastened the bra behind his back, he would be expected to wear it, no matter what, for eight whole hours - assuming, that was, he didn't earn himself still further time in the feminine garment in the interim. 

It was, of course, his choice whether to accept its straps, yet Philip knew he had no choice at all - not if wanted to make amends for his

misbehaviour. If he didn't slip his arms through the loops of dark red elastic that Beth was even now expectantly holding open for him, if he kept his hands where they had instinctively come to cover his crotch, then he would have to make things up to her in some other way, suffering her indignation until he had. Compared with being banished from the bedroom to the couch by a woman who was perfectly capable of not speaking to him for a week, the bra was by far his best option - but that didn't make it easier for Philip to make the fateful movement necessary to submit to it. 

Could there be anything more emasculating for a man than to have to wear such a womanly garment? Having found himself forced to wear a full range of bras, Philip had difficulty imagining anything could be, especially when there was no possible way of explaining its presence short of admitting the truth - both to himself, and anyone else who might see him in such embarrassing attire. Every time the bra seized his attention, whether because of the strange sensations of its cups and straps or simply because its colour or shape caught his eye, Philip was reminded of why he was wearing something so awkward - and how he could have avoided its discomfort if only he hadn't disappointed his wife. 

If wearing it was easy, then it wouldn't be an effective punishment, Beth might say, deliberately making Philip's bras difficult in order to enhance his discipline. She had made no secret of how she wanted him to suffer for her, making her husband understand how he had hurt her by having him experience hardship himself - albeit in a more controlled manner than the careless comments and casual disregard that had warranted such treatment. It had all made sense when she had explained it in principle, his wife even sharing with him the book that had given her such ideas, but still Philip struggled to accept his weekly punishment in practice, already regretting what he had done to earn it. 

Reluctantly reaching out his arms, Philip watched as his wife slid the burgundy straps up towards his shoulders, his eyes following the frilly cups as Beth brought them up towards his chest. Soon he was

looking down at the reddish brown lace as he dutifully turned to allow her to fasten the bra behind his back. He didn't need to be told what to do, having been trained well enough to know that he must now stand there while his wife tugged the two sides of the clasp together across his spine. In doing so, she caused the cups' underwires to dig into his chest, but soon the punishing pressure relaxed, replaced by a subtler sense of being surrounded that would stay with him throughout the day. 

Philip remained motionless despite Beth's hands having fallen away, instead following his wife's movements by means of the sounds coming from behind him. “How many hours have you earned yourself this week?”, she asked from the direction of the chest of drawers, her voice accompanied by a barely perceptible rustle that suggested she was rummaging through lingerie once again. The whisper of women's underwear had the occasional more metallic scrape, putting Philip in mind of bra straps and their buckles as he hastily sought to answer. 

“Eight”, he replied, wishing he could summon more confidence as he confessed the shameful figure. It had been one of his worst weeks for a while, and Beth wasn't going to let him forget it, his wife already ridiculing his response as she returned from the chest of drawers. 

“Eight? Eight whole hours?”, she asked with an air of disbelief, her voice becoming louder as she came up close behind him. Philip found himself sheepishly nodding in response, but Beth wanted still more of an answer, already challenging him with an even more awkward question. 


“How on earth have you managed that?”, she enquired sternly, simultaneously wrapping something around her husband's throat. 

Although he couldn't see what it was, Philip knew from past experience that this new imposition was another bra strap, a matching strip of burgundy elastic that was only moments away from becoming a collar. Even as she awaited an answer, Beth was making it harder for him to speak by stretching its two ends together

behind his neck, tugging the strap uncomfortably taut for a moment before letting it relax a little. 

Now there was something other than her fingers holding Philip's unlikely collar closed, something that felt cold and heavy as it came to rest on his skin. Beth seemed to have left the little luggage lock open for now, but Philip knew it would not be long before his wife was clicking it closed. Trying not to think about the consequences of such a subtle movement, he instead found himself desperately attempting to recall the first of the incidents that had put him in such an embarrassing predicament. He knew he would have to enumerate each and every one of the events that had earned him his eight hours before the woman whose hands had returned to fuss with his collar once more would be satisfied. 

“I came home late from work on Thursday”, Philip admitted hesitantly, pausing while he sought to recall the penalty his wife had imposed. “That earned me an hour in my B-cup burgundy brassière”, he confessed in the form of words he knew Beth wanted, conscious that he still had another seven to explain. “It wasn't just that you were late”, his wife corrected, pausing from how she had been pulling the back of the collar down with what would surely be yet another bra strap in order to stress her point. “You were late without letting me know. I wouldn't have minded so much if you'd just had the courtesy to call. You had your phone, so it would only have taken you a moment. What else?”. 

Philip was in no position to explain how he'd been caught up with clients, nor to say how he'd not wanted to seem weak by excusing himself from their meeting merely to talk to his wife. Indeed, as he looked down at the lacy cups on his chest, his reasons for not ringing Beth seemed just as silly as the feminine fabric did against his manly frame. His wife was right - it would only have taken him a moment, but now he would have to spend a whole hour in the bra as a result, a bra whose band Beth was now fussing with as she prompted again. 

“What else, Philip?”. “I made an uncalled for comment about our waitress when we went out on Wednesday”. Their server had thankfully been out of earshot when he'd foolishly referred to her as a “pretty little thing”, indeed, so far out of earshot that Philip might have been forgiven wondering about her whereabouts were it not for the way he'd phrased his thoughts. “Where's that pretty little thing got to?” - a slip of only a few seconds, but the cause of another hour that he would have to spend stuck in his B-cup burgundy brassière. 

His wife had told him that at the time, but it now it was Philip's turn to repeat it to her. 

Beth accepted his admission in silence, apparently preoccupied by the second padlock that Philip knew she was now positioning across the clasp of the bra. The little loops of ribbon that she had sewn into each of the latter's sides would allow her to thread the former's steel shackle through them, his wife including the bottom of the extra strap that now hung down his back in order to fasten both bra and collar together. It was always a fiddly process, such that Philip couldn't help feeling that his confession had been more for his benefit than his wife's as she belatedly offered a distracted “Uh-huh. And?”. 

Even so, he couldn't stop, instead having to continue his recounting of the unfortunate events at the restaurant. “And then you caught me staring at the young woman's behind”, Philip said sheepishly, struggling to bring his voice above a whisper as he told his wife a half-truth. Admittedly, the waitress's skirt had been very tight, with the lines of her panties so pronounced that Beth had assumed he had been imagining the lace lurking beneath, but Philip had found himself drawn to the outline of her bra instead. The way in which its white straps had been so obvious beneath the server's sheer blouse had made him wonder what it must be like not to need to worry about showing such womanly signs - a thought he could no more share with his wife now as then for fear of giving her ideas. “That earned me another hour in my B-cup burgundy brassière”. 

Having done whatever she was doing with the very same garment and the extra straps, Beth waited until her husband had finished

speaking before filling the silence that followed with two subtle clicks. 

Having no choice but to patiently stand there as his wife pressed closed the padlocks, Philip couldn't help but shiver as the almost imperceptible sounds signalled she had sealed his fate, but he knew Beth was far from finished with him. Quite apart from the five hours he still had to account for, his wife was clearly not satisfied with his version of events, her stern tone admonishing him as she adjusted his straps. 

“You didn't earn an hour because I caught you”, Beth scolded, making no secret of her displeasure by the sharp tug she now gave the elastic joining Philip's collar and bra. “You earned an hour because you were staring. I should have thought you would know better than to do that by now! If you're going to gawk at other women, you're going to find yourself in a bra, Philip. It's as simple as that!”. Her fingers continued to fuss with the strap as she spoke, stretching its elastic to such an extent that Philip was conscious of his collar cutting into his neck as his wife chided him. “And how else did you let me down?”. 

“I flirted with her when she was pouring my wine”, Philip confessed. 

Under other circumstances, he could have persuaded himself that he was only being polite in complimenting the pretty young waitress on her appearance, perhaps trying to make it clear that he had forgiven her for her earlier tardiness, but his wife wasn't going to stand for such subterfuge. “Honestly, Philip, do you really want to wear a bra all weekend?”, she had hissed, barely having given the girl time to depart from their table before she was adding another two hours to his sentence. Four hours earned in a single evening - a fact that Beth hadn't let her husband forget at the time, any more than she was going to now. 

“That's right. Another two hours in your B-cup burgundy brassière”, she reiterated. With her hand remaining wrapped around the strap that ran down Philip's spine, there was no doubt she was in a commanding position as she went on. “I wonder what that waitress would think if she could see you now. Was it really worth it?”. “No”, 

Philip said contritely, shuddering at the thought of being seen by anyone other than his wife in such a shameful state. “No, it wasn't”, Beth stressed, speaking down to her husband before increasing his discomfort with her next suggestion. “Perhaps next time we go out, you'd better wear one of your bras to make sure you behave. Is that what you want, Philip?”. 

Philip found it hard to tell whether his wife was serious or simply teasing him, but his instinctive response was the same. “No!”, he gasped, his anxiety made all the worse by knowing that, one way or another, Beth would be sure to have the last word on the matter. For the moment, she seemed content with leaving things uncertain, instead turning her attention to the remaining time that her husband had earned himself. “Well, we'll see. Why else are you having to wear this today?”, she asked, spurring Philip on with another stretch of the strap. 

“I left the toilet seat up”. That was hardly the most heinous of crimes, Philip felt - indeed, it might be understandable for a man who worked in a mainly male environment, his thoughts naturally turning from flushing to washing his hands without any consideration for the woman who would be using the facilities next. Beth, however, was determined that he should change his ways, and when it had become clear that merely reminding her husband wasn't going to do the trick, had quickly upped the ante. Now every time he forgot, Philip earned himself time in a bra - the amount increasing with each offence as an incentive to remember. 

“Not just once, though”, Beth now said sternly. “How many times did I have to tell you this week?”. “Three times”, Philip dutifully answered, looking down at his chest in shame. How easy it would have been to avoid the lacy cups whose burgundy satin contrasted so clearly against his skin - just a simple matter of putting the seat down. The feminine frills seemed to silently scold him for his forgetfulness even as his wife did so more vocally, Beth now wanting him to spell out exactly what his lack of thought had cost him. “So that means?”. 

“So that means I earned myself”, Philip began, but he soon found himself having to double-check his arithmetic. The first occasion had only warranted a quarter of an hour, with his wife having come down after having had her bath to tell him that he needed to try harder. The next time would cost him half an hour, she had said, standing in her bathrobe - and so it had, even though Philip had protested that he'd still been half-asleep while getting ready for work. His excuse of wanting to rush down to dinner had been received by similarly deaf ears, with Beth insisting on three quarters of an hour for his third offence, one that she'd spotted later that evening after the couple had eaten. 

It felt strange to be able to remember such trivial incidents so clearly, but the memories now made the mathematics more difficult as he ran over the numbers again. One quarter plus one half plus three quarters equalled one and a half - or at least, it better had, if he wasn't to spend still more time stuck in satin. “So that means I earned myself one and half hours in my B-cup burgundy brassière”, Philip swiftly, suffering a moment of dread when he suddenly doubted his addition, only to breath a sigh of relief when Beth seemed satisfied. 

“I'm not reducing the penalty just because it's a new week, so it'll be an hour if you let me down like that again. And then an hour and a half”, Beth declared, taking a devilish delight in threatening such discipline. “So you'd better try harder. Or you could just sit down to pee if that's simpler”, she suggested with a grin, pausing before going on. “Now, what have you got left?”. “I dropped my wet coat on the floor rather than hanging it up to dry”, Philip admitted, racking his brains for what else he had done. The damp patch on the hall carpet had cost him another hour, as he was now telling his wife, but for the life of him, he couldn't remember where the remainder had come from. 

Not being able to account for the full total would see Beth insist on adding extra time to it, his wife no doubt telling him that he needed to know what he was being punished for if such discipline was to be

effective. At any moment, the awkward silence that had descended upon the bedroom could be broken by her pronouncing another hour, if not more, the looming threat making it even harder for Philip to think as he mentally worked his way back through the previous week. 

Friday, Thursday, Wednesday, Tuesday, Monday, Sunday. When had he earned the missing half hour? Even as he frantically tried to recall what he'd done, Philip knew that Beth wouldn't stay fussing with his bra straps forever, his wife soon wanting to get on with her weekend rather than wait for an answer. What she was doing being his back only added to his difficulty remembering, however, with her fingers hardly helping him bring his misbehaviour back to mind. 

Keeping one hand wrapped around the strap in the middle, Beth was adjusting the two that sat on his shoulders, working the little buckles up the elastic in a manner that Philip soon realised wasn't intended to tighten them, but rather to make them looser. Was his wife really in such a lenient mood as to spare him the suffering of overly taut straps digging into his skin, he wondered? 

Conscious that he couldn't afford to test his wife's patience any more than he already, Philip found himself desperately thinking through all the time they had spent together in the previous week - and, indeed, that they hadn't. Had he let Beth down at home, or had they been out somewhere when he'd disappointed her? Was it even something he had done that had earned him the missing time in the bra, or merely something he hadn't - a careless omission that he should have caught, rather than an actual action on his part? There was only so long that his wife would be occupied by his straps, with that time rapidly running out. 

“Oh, that's it!”, Philip exclaimed with a sigh of relief. “You had to nag me about the washing up on Monday!”. It had been so long ago that he would surely have forgotten had the stakes not been as high -

how he'd been so tired after his first day back at work that all he had wanted to do was slump in the sofa, despite earlier having promised his wife that he would take care of the dishes so that she wouldn't

have to. “I did not nag you!”, Beth said with more than a touch of annoyance in her voice, stretching back the bra strap she had been fussing with far enough so as to cause it to to snap back against Philip's skin when she suddenly released it. “I just had to remind you that you'd offered to do more than fall asleep in front of television. On more than one occasion!”, she snorted. 

Not wishing to argue with his wife, Philip swiftly rephrased his earlier admission. “I had to be reminded about the washing up”, he offered humbly, hoping that doing so would make up for the unfortunate choice of words he'd used previously. “That earned me half an hour in my B-cup burgundy brassière, making eight hours in total”. He found himself holding his breath as he waited to see whether Beth would want to correct his last statement, but instead his wife chose to rattle off a summary of his sins. “So, not doing what you said, not thinking, not ringing, and, of course, that débâcle in the restaurant. 

No wonder you're going to have to spend so long in that today, you have been bad! In fact, since you're going to be wearing that bra all day, you'd better put on some matching panties too. You clearly want to dress like a woman!”. 

With that, Beth was releasing her hold on her husband's strap and heading back towards the chest of drawers. Soon she was pressing still more in the way of women's underwear into his reluctant hands, but she didn't need to stay and supervise Philip to know that he would obediently slip into the burgundy satin briefs. Instead, she was making her way out of the bedroom, but not without casting a parting shot that caused her husband's heart to sink. “And make sure you look presentable, because we'll be going out shopping shortly”. 

Standing naked save for a bra that he couldn't take off and panties that he had yet to put on, Philip felt his heart skip a beat. So that was why his wife had allowed him to wear such an agreeable garment, rather than making him spend the day with breasts as large as the week before! The latter would be impossible to hide in public, whereas the burgundy satin could be camouflaged if he were to wear enough layers of clothing on top - as uncomfortable as that would be

on a day so warm. Forget the T-shirt that he might have worn under more ordinary circumstances, now he would need at least a jacket as well - not just to hide the cups whose burgundy lace even now confronted him from his chest, but the collar that Beth had locked around his neck as well, unseen yet equally damning. 

Tearing his eyes away from the shameful satin whose silky fabric fell in limp folds as though mocking his meagre chest, Philip sought out his reflection in his wife's vanity mirror, only to confirm his worst fears. Now that he had a moment to consider it, he could see that the collar that he had only caught a glimpse of earlier was just as emasculating as the straps that sat on his shoulders, sharing not only the same shinier strip in the middle and picoted edges constructed of countless little loops, but adorned with a ribbon as well. 

The dainty bow beneath his chin spoke undeniably of bra straps, and was similarly out of place on a man's body, such that it would need to be hidden just as much as the cups and band that branded him as having surrendered to his wife. Would even his jacket be enough to keep it covered? Were it not for how his wife would soon be calling impatiently from downstairs, he could easily go through his entire wardrobe and still not find anything he felt comfortable with - yet, in a matter of minutes, he would be wearing women's underwear in public, his weekend punishment feeling like a life sentence to Philip as he reluctantly stepped into his panties and pulled the sleek satin up. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Philip's eventual choice of clothing saw him sweltering long before he had left the safety of the couple's car, but his extra outerwear was far from the only thing making him sweat as he accompanied his wife into the department store. Despite their unseasonable thickness, his jacket and shirt seemed to offer no protection from all the smirks and stares that he was sure would be cast in his direction were he to dare look up from his feet. That Beth had her arm wrapped affectionately around his back hardly helped him feel more at ease, 

her fingers resting on the band of his bra as though needing to remind him of its presence. 

Worse yet, he could feel his bra straps starting to slip from his shoulders again. The trouble that it had taken to put them right when that had happened earlier in the car was such that Philip knew he wouldn't be able to correct them now, with unzipping his jacket and worming his hand inside his shirt something that would be sure to draw even more attention to his plight were he to do so in a busy shop. Instead, he found himself forced to try and remedy things with a series of subtle shrugs, hoping that Beth wouldn't comment on what he was doing as he tried to stop the elastic's inevitable descent down his arm. 

Even if he had been able to stretch freely, Philip doubted whether he would have been able to do more than merely delay things. He knew that it was only a matter of time before the straps slid down inside the sleeves of his shirt, pinning his arms to his sides in the process. 

Would his wife scold him if she caught him in such a slovenly state, as she would have done were she to have had him wearing no more than a sleeveless top around the house? Or would Beth be more critical of the contortions he was having to go through in an effort to prevent public shame? Either way, Philip looked destined for further discipline. 

With the prospect of still more time being imposed in the impossible bra as a punishment, Philip suddenly realised why Beth had loosened his straps earlier that morning. She wasn't being kind in sparing him overly stretched elastic, but rather adding to his worries about wearing women's underwear, ensuring that his awkward attire would occupy his attention just as much as if it burdened him with bouncing breasts or else beleaguered him with the constant discomfort of digging-in underwires. Philip couldn't help but wonder how long it would be before his wife would pretend to discover his predicament, her hand idly coming up from his armpit in an attempt to follow a strap that simply wasn't there. 

Perhaps she would simply insist that he sorted himself out on the spot, not caring that he would have to show off his collar in the process, nor whether anyone would be watching what he was doing. 

Philip had seen enough women reach into their blouses in order to adjust their bras to know that it was a most unmistakable movement, one which would surely call attention to any man doing the same. He found himself glad that, at least for the moment, Beth seemed to be more interested in the clothes she was looking at than what he was wearing for her. 

“What do you think about these?”, his wife now enquired, using her free hand to gesture in the direction of a display of garments all too similar to those he had just been thinking about. Philip had been so caught up in such thoughts that he had barely registered his surroundings beyond an uncomfortable awareness of being in the womenswear section, but now, as his gaze followed Beth's finger, he could see that she was considering clothes for work - fitted blouses cut from white cotton, their short sleeves well-suited to the summery weather. 

The flimsy fabric put Philip in mind of what the waitress at the restaurant had been wearing earlier in the week, forcing him to shake his head as he sought something more suitable to say. He could hardly comment on how the thin cotton would be sure to show off whatever was worn beneath, even though that was where his thoughts immediately headed thanks to never having left the subject of bras. Nor could he say how the blouse's low-cut neckline was somewhat closer to the border between professional and provocative than he cared to consider his wife wearing - at least, not to work. 

Perhaps if Beth was dressing up as a sexy secretary - but that was hardly something to be shared under the circumstances. 

Instead, Philip found himself making non-committal noises, hoping that he appeared to those around them as no more than just another hapless husband as his wife chided him. “Come on, show some enthusiasm!”, Beth scolded, her voice rather louder than Philip would have liked as she slipped her arm from behind him, forsaking her

hold on her husband in favour of lifting the topmost blouse from the rail. “Do you like this or not?”, she asked insistently, accompanying her aggressive tone by waving the white cotton around on its hanger as though of the opinion that doing so would help Philip share his thoughts about it. 

“It's alright”, Philip said hesitantly, having absolutely no idea whether that was the answer his wife wanted from him. For all he knew, Beth might be about to criticise his taste in women's clothing, perhaps recalling the unfortunate incident at the restaurant as she educated him about what was wrong with such a garment - not least that it would attract unwanted attention from men like him, men who couldn't keep their eyes to themselves but instead had to wear a bra to make things up to their wives. How humiliating it would be to have to have such a discussion in the middle of the department store, with the subject of what he was wearing sure to cause passersby to prick up their ears with interest. 

To Philip's surprise, however, his wife seemed perfectly content to accept his ambivalent comment. “Shall we get one, then?”, she asked, no longer brandishing the blouse in front of him, but instead pressing it against her chest as though to show her husband how it might look when being worn. Beth only gave Philip a moment to consider the skimpy garment, however, soon continuing in quite a different direction. “Or is there anything else here that catches your eye?”, she wondered with a wicked grin, sweeping her head around so as to cause her hair to gently swish about her shoulders as she surveyed their surroundings. 

Feeling as though he was in a foreign country, Philip didn't even make a pretence of following suite as he shook his head rather more weakly, wanting nothing more than for his wife to buy whatever it was she wanted so that they could go home. “No?”, Beth now enquired, the note of disappointment that was evident in her voice having a theatrical quality to it as she gave her husband a quizzical look. “Then I'll just swap this for the right size, and then you can go buy it”. With that, she was turning back to the rail, the sudden look of

alarm that her comment had summoned on Philip's face lost on her as she started to flick through the blouses in front of her. 

All too soon, Philip found a similar garment being thrust into his hands - one that was no less feminine for its larger size, sharing the same seductive style as the one that Beth had modelled moments before. “The checkout's over there”, his wife instructed, waving her arm ambiguously towards the other side of the store before adding to her husband's anxiety still more. “Go on, I'll catch up with you in a moment. I just want to have a look at these skirts”, she told him in a tone that brooked no argument, already turning away from him. 

Philip was in no doubt about Beth's ulterior motive, knowing that the shameful task she had set him was another part of his punishment -

perhaps inspired by the incident with the waitress, perhaps merely the product of his wife's wicked imagination. Either way, the prospect of having to purchase women's clothing was enough to cause his heart to pound furiously in his chest, leaving him feeling increasingly weak as he headed through racks and racks of similarly unmanly garments. He was powerless to hide the blouse whose hanger he clutched so tightly in his hand as to be painful, its white fabric seeming to act as a flag that summoned the attention of all around as he approached the counter. 

Would it be worse to be served by a woman or a man? He had no choice, instead all but dashing for the first free till, thankful that there had been no queue. To have had to wait in line with women whose eyes would surely wander from what he was buying to his body, no doubt starting to search for something strange beneath his jacket as soon as their suspicions had been raised by the blouse. It would only be a question of time before someone standing behind him would spot the tell-tale signs of his bra, the lumps and bumps of the garment his wife had locked him in surely showing through his sweat-soaked clothing. 

Even in presenting what his wife wanted him to purchase, Philip was conscious of what Beth had made him wear, with the straps that had long since slipped off his shoulders now making his movements

even more awkward as he tried to put the blouse down on the counter. Such a simple task was still enough to see him having to fight the elastic that pinned his arms to his sides, with the blouse in danger of falling to the floor for a moment before manicured hands finally took it from him. That was all he could see of whoever was serving him, Philip not daring to look up as the faceless shop assistant rang up the goods. 

Was there a hint of amusement to the anonymous voice now asking him for money, the shop assistant perhaps struggling to suppress a smirk as she processed his purchase? Fumbling for his wallet, Philip tried not to think about how the woman behind the counter would be staring straight at his chest, no doubt seeing through his clothes to the silky cups beneath. Even her silence seemed to mock him as he frantically sought to pay, the notes coming out as a clump that then compounded his problems by slipping through his shaking hands onto the counter along with an assortment of receipts. “It's for my wife”, he stammered in a vain attempt to cover up his clumsiness, only to be conscious of condemning himself further. 

Philip was so glad to be finally able to get away that he wouldn't have noticed his wife were it not for the way Beth stepped out in front of him. So much for looking at skirts, he thought to himself darkly. 

Had she been watching him all along, perhaps even savouring the predicament she had put him in as he paid for the blouse whose bag she now made it clear she wanted him to carry? “You know, if you'd behaved a little better this week, you wouldn't have had to go through that”, Beth declared devilishly, glancing at her watch so deliberately that her husband found himself doing the same. “Still, only another seven hours to go. Let's go look at menswear while we're here. You could do with a new shirt”. 

♡ ♡ ♡

Surrounded by more suitable garments, Philip found himself marginally more at ease as he accompanied his wife through the racks of men's clothing. The worries of the womenswear department were now a floor below them, with the embarrassing blouse safely

out of sight. No-one need know that Philip had been the one to buy it, nor even that that was what the bag he carried contained. 

Nevertheless, there was no doubt that Beth was still in charge, with her deliberate course through the department store making it clear she had something definite in mind. 

“You could really do with a good white shirt”, she declared as she brought her husband to a halt in front of a display of just such garments - the kind that Philip might wear to work with a colourful tie. 

“One that's lightweight enough for this weather”, she continued, her innocuous comment causing her husband to shiver despite how he was sweating. No-one overhearing what she had said would think anything out of the ordinary, but Philip couldn't help thinking of how badly his burgundy bra would show through such a shirt - the thin cotton that Beth was now picking up no less sheer than the blouse he had bought before. 

“That should be your size, but you'd better try it on just to be sure”, she proposed, barely having pressed the shirt into her husband's reluctant hands before she was heading away. Having no choice but to follow her, Philip didn't need to ask where his wife was leading him, with the far off fitting rooms soon looming larger and larger as the couple crossed the store. Soon he was joining Beth in standing in front of them, then being pushed forward as she made it clear that she wanted him to approach the assistant hovering none too helpfully around the entrance to the stalls - as his luck would have it, a young woman. 

Philip studiously avoided eye contact with the girl as he silently broached the subject of trying on the shirt, raising the folded garment in the hope that doing so would be enough to convey his intentions. 

He was about to follow her indifferent directions through to a free room when he found himself stopped by his wife coming up from behind. “You'd better let me take that”, Beth told him, already taking the bag with the blouse, but the relief from its burden was scant consolation when compared to the shame that Philip knew surely awaited him. 

What did his wife expect of him? Even if he were to try the shirt on, he could hardly come out of the stall to show Beth how well it fitted -

not when the presence of his bra would be so painfully obvious beneath such a thin garment. Was the point simply to remind him of his punishment, his wife stressing her control over him as she simultaneously forced him to confront his shame? Under other circumstances, Philip might have challenged her command, but now he found himself having to comply, desperately hoping that Beth wouldn't say anything untoward to the young woman as he dutifully headed past her to go inside. 

Beyond the threshold that the girl had been guarding, there was a short corridor with stalls to either side. Several of them had their curtains closed, with the muffled sounds of changing that came from inside suggesting that they were already occupied. As he hurriedly headed to the far wall to take the furthest free stall, Philip wondered whether any other man trying on clothes had ever shared his dilemma, feeling his anxiety mount as he tugged the stiff curtain closed behind him. It was a struggle to get its fabric to go all the way across, with the sound of the scraping track hardly helping his nerves as he tried to do so. 

Even when Philip was satisfied that curtain was as closed as it could be, he felt far from secure. At any moment, the protection it offered could be whisked away - perhaps by a shop assistant wanting to know if everything was alright, or else by another customer unaware of the etiquette of the fitting rooms. He found himself torn between staying silent in the hope of not being noticed and wanting to make as much noise as possible so as to signal his presence, knowing that there was no way he could explain what he was wearing if anyone entered. 

In an effort to distract himself from such thoughts, Philip turned his attention to the shirt that his wife had selected for him - a smart affair, folded back on itself so as to have become no more than a rectangle of white cotton with a collar, encased in a cellophane wrapping. Before he need worry about exposing his bra, he would

need to get into it first, yet even that seemed far from straightforward. Why couldn't Beth have picked one that simply hung from a hanger like she had her blouse, rather than one with such perplexing packaging? 

It seemed like an age before Philip finally had the shirt in a state where it could be worn, not only having unfolded it but freed it of the various clips and strips of cardboard that gave it structure. There was not a chance that he could ever return it to its earlier pristine state, but at that moment, Philip didn't care, too concerned with trying to summon the courage to take off his clothes. As soon as he undid his jacket, his collar would be plain to see, but its embarrassing bow and strap would be only the beginning. Once he slipped his arms out of his sleeves, the shadow of his bra would be all too obvious through his shirt, its burgundy even more apparent once he began to unbutton. 

For a moment, Philip wondered whether he could simply pretend to his wife that he had tried on the shirt, ruffling it up a little to make it look like it had been worn, but he knew Beth would be too smart to fall for that. There would be some small something that he would be sure to overlook, something that would not only tip her off but give her a reason to make him spend even more time in the bra. To be told that his punishment was being extended, even in the most oblique of terms, would be made all the more mortifying by how the bored shop assistant would be bound to be listening, her shift livened up by the scolding that Philip would surely receive if he didn't strip down to the shameful satin. 

Hanging his jacket up on a hook on the wall, Philip's eyes were immediately drawn to the reflection of his chest in the mirror in front of him, his gaze remaining on the lacy cups as he slowly uncovered them. If he had wanted to be reminded of his predicament, then the fitting room was the perfect place, its nondescript walls offering no escape but encouraging his attention back to the embarrassment that embraced his body as he reluctantly slipped off his shirt. 

The only silver lining in doing so was that Philip was finally able to return the slipped elastic to his shoulders, but that was a cold comfort to a man now forced to confront what his wife had made him wear. He tried not to think about the curtain behind him as he hurriedly picked up his potential purchase, nor of what anyone coming in would see - not only the straps and clasp of a undeniably womanly garment, but the locks and collar that kept him in it. 

Even as he began to button up the crisp white cotton, he could hear his wife's voice in the distance, Beth's words hardly helping how his hands were shaking as she spoke to the shop assistant. “What is my husband doing in there?”, she exclaimed in apparent exasperation, presumably receiving an apathetic shrug from the girl she was with before going on. “You know, there are days when I have to dress that man myself”, she declared with displeasure, her comment this time receiving a clearly audible snort of amusement from the other woman. “You don't mind if I go in and give him a hand? He's going to be all day otherwise”. 

Redoubling his efforts to do up the shirt, Philip followed the footsteps that were now entering the corridor beyond the curtain, desperately hoping they were only those of his wife as he looked around. There was simply nowhere to hide in the cramped cubicle, no place that wouldn't be exposed as soon as the curtain was pulled back, yet his new shirt completely failed to camouflage the colour of the satin it covered. Indeed, its thin cotton seemed meagre in more ways than one, with Philip becoming conscious that the shirt was somewhat on the small side as he struggled to fasten its buttons over the burgundy cups. 

“Philip?”. His wife's voice was quiet but insistent, his own no more than a whisper as he replied. “Here”. Turning to face the curtain, he found himself instinctively covering his chest with his arms, folding them across his body in a futile attempt to hide his shame, but there was no way he could conceal the bra completely. Anyone looking over his shoulder would be able to see the lines that its straps made on his back in the mirror beyond - not just two on either side like a

woman, but three as befitted a man who had been forced to wear such a feminine garment as a punishment that continued even in the fitting room. 

The sound of the curtain rings reluctantly scraping across their rail caused Philip to want to shrink still further into the corner as his wife joined him in the stall, Beth stepping in with a confidence that was in sharp contrast to his own consternation. “Well, you're not going to be able to wear that to work!”, she laughed, only belatedly pulling the curtain closed behind her. Did she know how big a gap she had left at the side, Philip wondered, looking past her in alarm? If she did, Beth didn't seem to care, instead gesturing for her husband to turn so that she could see what his shirt looked like from behind. 

Face to face with his own embarrassed reflection, Philip was acutely conscious of his wife standing behind him, but that didn't stop him from flinching when Beth brought her hand to his back. Soon her fingers were following the strap that ran down his spine, then toying with the little luggage lock that Philip knew must make a prominent protrusion through the flimsy fabric of the shirt, his wife waggling its metal from side to side as much as the material allowed. 

“No, I don't like the style”, Beth declared after what seemed to Philip like an eternity of deliberation, the loudness of her voice adding to his discomfort as she directed him in an undeniably domineering tone. “Take it off and try on the other one”, she insisted, seeing her husband hurriedly do as he was told. Soon Philip was topless again, finding his bra straps subject to further interference as he reached down to swap the thin white cotton for the somewhat thicker shirt he'd come into the cubicle wearing - only to be suddenly stopped by his wife. 

“Not that one!”, she said sternly, her scolding tone softening seductively as she took Philip's shirt from his hands. “This one!”. 

Beth presented her husband with a bag as she spoke - the very same bag that he knew contained the blouse he had bought earlier. 

Simply extracting it would be shameful enough, with such a feminine garment singularly out of place in the men's fitting room, yet his wife

wanted him to emasculate himself still more - to slip his arms into its silly short sleeves and button its fitted fabric up over his brassièred chest. 

Donning such disgraceful attire was unthinkable, yet Philip found himself doing so all the same, finding himself rewarded with his wife's praise as he put on the clothing of a woman. “That's more like it!”, Beth exclaimed eagerly, her enthusiasm adding to her husband's embarrassment as she went on. “Do you need me to help with the buttons?”. Goodness only knew what anyone overhearing her might think, Philip thought dimly, his fingers fumbling with the two sides of the fabric as he frantically sought to fasten them. The feminine garment was far tighter than the shirt that preceded it, his bra put on display even more provocatively by the time he had finally worked his way up to its neckline. 

“Tuck yourself in”, Beth insisted. “That's better! What do you think?”. 

After a moment in which Philip found himself lost for words, his wife answered for him. “I think it looks great! In fact, I think it looks so great that you should wear it home”, she grinned, bringing a hand up to fondle her husband's bra through the blouse. “But it's a bit baggy here”, she went on, disregarding how Philip's jaw had dropped open in horror. “Let's see if I can't just sort that out for you, shall we? After all, you want to look your best, don't you?”. 

Save for her somewhat patronising tone, there was nothing about what Beth was saying that would have seemed particularly out of place to anyone who might be hear her in one of the neighbouring stalls, with only Philip understanding his wife's meaning as he watched her rummage in her handbag. The slip of silicone she was soon returning with caused his heart to skip a beat as he considered what it would do to his chest, with the flesh-coloured form enough to fill one of the modest cups of his bra - as Beth was now demonstrating, her hand already diving into his blouse in order to put the false breast in place. 

A second soon followed, giving Philip a bust that seemed anything but ambiguous as he looked down at the tight white cotton, all too

aware of the colour that now curved beneath. So clearly did his bra show through the blouse that Philip could make out the lines of lace that adorned the top of its cups, the floral frills taking on an even more feminine form thanks to how the burgundy satin had been filled. Even the straps that came up from his chest before disappearing over his shoulders could be plainly made out, but their lines were not alone in contending for his attention - with the low cut neckline of the womanly garment grabbing his gaze, Philip knew his collar would be even more conspicuous beneath his chin, making it impossible to leave the changing room unnoticed. 

“Oh, yes!”, Beth declared with delight. “We've got a winner here!”. 

Before Philip could do anything to stop her, she was bundling up his shirt and making it disappear inside her handbag, in doing so dashing any hopes he might have of only modelling the blouse for a few moments. However laid-back the assistant outside might be, she would surely expect to see the shirt he had taken in to try on, with the prospect of being searched by security not one that Philip cared to contemplate as he wondered about wearing it. Nor would his wife be likely to let him leave in just his jacket - no, it was clear that Beth wanted him to stay in the blouse as much as the bra, her voice dropping to a whisper as she brought her hands up to his new breasts and began fondling them. 

“I thought we'd go look at lingerie after this, see if we can't find you something more suitable for wearing with your new blouse”, she told her husband wickedly. Revelling in how her suggestion made Philip shrivel, Beth went on to deliberately misread the cause of his concern. “Don't worry, you've already bought that, so there should be no bother about you wearing it out. And so long as you keep it on, no-one's going to know what's underneath isn't natural. In fact, if you keep your jacket on, I doubt anyone will give those little bee stings a second glance. After all, they're only B-cups, aren't they?”. 

Philip wished he could share his wife's confidence as he obeyed her silent instruction to slip on what remained of his clothes, but he doubted that his jacket would be enough to stop people from staring

at his chest. Hurried in his efforts by how Beth was already pulling back the curtain, he found himself desperately pressing his hands in his pockets in an effort to camouflage his new bust with his jacket, but his strategy was stymied by how his wife was now handing him back the shirt. 

“Why don't you be a good boy and go and put that back?”, she asked as she led him out past the shop assistant, Beth shaking her head to the latter in order to indicate that she wouldn't be making a sale. “It's a bit tight across his chest”, she offered by way of explanation, stopping her scurrying husband in his tracks so that the young woman could see. “Isn't that so, Philip?”. 

The Third Strap

The subtle clatter of muted metal on a nearby work surface caused Adam to look up from the broadsheet that he'd been engrossed in. 

The sound had been next to imperceptible, coinciding as it did with the softer thud of fabric falling on the counter, yet its significance seized his attention straight away. The rustle of pages that had accompanied his reading came to an abrupt stop as he put down his newspaper in order to turn in his chair, Adam twisting his head over his shoulder in order to see whether his wife was doing what he thought she was. 

Sure enough, Jill had just put a week's worth of worn bras down on the worktop, unceremoniously dropping them besides the sink before crouching in front of the cupboard where she kept the laundry liquid. 

The brief metallic chatter that her husband had heard had been that of their straps striking the surface, with their little buckles making an unmistakable noise as they came to rest upon the counter. The duller sound that had followed shortly afterwards had been the assorted cups that had contained Jill's breasts, now no more than a tangled mass of material waiting to be washed by the woman reaching into the cupboard. 

Adam found himself torn between what his wife had worn over the course of the week and the bra she was sporting now, the latter's outline clearly apparent through her clothing as she bent forward. 

With Jill's back turned to him, he could only make out its band and straps through her thin top, but the sight of such silky white lines was still enough to spellbind him. Beside her shoulder blades, there were the bumps of two more buckles, whereas across her spine, there sat the clasp with three clear sets of fastenings, all fascinating a man who found himself weak in the face of such casually flaunted femininity. 

The mesmerising magic only lasted a moment, however. Oblivious to how her husband was ogling her, Jill now stood up, depositing the big plastic bottle of detergent down on the washboard with a far more substantial thunk. Even as Adam watched, his wife went on to reach for the gloves that sat by the sink, clearly about to stretch their pink rubber over her hands as a prelude to washing her bras. It wouldn't be long before she was plunging all the lovely lingerie into warm, soapy water, leaving him to return to his newspaper with no more than memories - unless he seized the moment and suggested something else. 

“Ooh, bras!”, Adam exclaimed enthusiastically, doing his best to pretend that he'd only just noticed what his wife was doing. “Are you going to model those for me?”, he continued cheekily, leaning over the back of his chair and giving Jill a look that he hoped might persuade her to be similarly playful. Instead, he received only a scowl in response, with his wife giving his suggestion short shrift as she turned to face him. “No, I want to get them washed before I go out”, she told him sternly. “It's one of those things us women have to do!”. 

There was an unspoken note of censure in her comment, with Jill making it clear she didn't expect a man to understand such mundane matters as she folded her arms dismissively across her chest. Did she know how doing so pushed up her bust, Adam wondered, unable to stop himself staring at the resulting curves? Now was not the time to ask her that, he realised, instead pretending to pull a petulant face of his own as he countered in kind. “Boring! Come on, how about putting on that pretty cherry blossom one? I'd love to see you in that again!”. 

If Adam were honest, he would have been more than happy to watch his wife change into any of the bras she had brought down to wash, whether the sumptuous pink satin with its sophisticated print of white and red flowers that he'd just spoken of or else the striking scarlet and black lace affair that sat beneath it in the pile by the sink. For Jill to slip into either one of them would require her to peel off her top, 

pulling the figure-hugging fabric off over her head to reveal far more of her current bra than the outline he even now eyed. 

He would get to see its sleek material unobscured by the cotton that currently covered it, treated not only to the sight of the curving white, but also the cleavage between the breasts it helped shape as his wife brought her hands behind her back to unfasten the bra's clasp. 

Would she be coy as she slipped its straps off her shoulders, perhaps using her hands in lieu of the lingerie as the latter fell away, or would she stand there without shame, knowing that her husband would be helplessly in thrall to her once she'd bared her bosom? It would be easy to imagine Jill seductively wiggling her body from side to side, setting her flesh into motion once there was no longer a bra to hold it still. 

Already aware of a stiffness stirring in his loins, Adam couldn't stop himself from completing the picture he had been painting in his mind. 

Half the pleasure would be in watching his wife strip, but the other would be in the fascinating performance that would inevitably follow -

the womanly way in which Jill would stretch out her chosen bra in front of her, making sure that its straps weren't tangled before slipping her arms through them. For reasons that he could never quite fathom, she wouldn't stretch the elastic up onto her shoulders straight away, but would instead leave it limp while she bent forward and allowed her breasts to all but fall into the awaiting cups. From there, she would go on to fasten the bra behind her back, fussing with her flesh before finally pulling the straps into place - with a provocative snap if she knew he was watching. 

It was a quintessentially feminine procedure, as arousing for Adam as it was alien to him. That his wife did it every day did nothing to detract from the devastating effect it had on his desires, with the devilish way she could drive him to distraction simply by donning such a garment something that Jill knew full well. If she wanted to seduce him, she might not stop until she had shown him each and every one of the bras waiting to be washed - from the dainty baby blue one with its delicate floral appliqué to the playful spotty dotty

one. The mere sight of her modelling lingerie would make him so hard that he would have to start stripping himself, his stiffness sure to bring his wife satisfaction just as her sexy underwear would in due course cause him to shoot his load. 

“And what are you going to be doing while I'm getting changed?”, Jill asked, her question swiftly shaking her husband from his reverie. 

The answer that immediately came to Adam's mind was not one he could share if he wanted his wife to be sympathetic to his suggestion, even though he would have been more than happy to merely masturbate while she slipped in and out of seven day's worth of bras. In his opinion, the sperm that would end up splattering across the kitchen floor would be a tribute to her feminine charms, not to mention a testament to her taste in intimate attire, but Jill was unlikely to agree. 

“Admiring your beautiful body”, Adam replied sheepishly, unable to meet his wife's gaze as she glared at him from across the room. 

Even though he'd chosen the most complimentary euphemism he could come up with on the spur of the moment, he could tell that he hadn't convinced her. “Come on, it's not like you need to worry about getting them dirty”, he added desperately, seeking to defuse one of his wife's usual defences against dressing up for him. After all, the bras were already heading for the wash, rather than coming clean out of her lingerie drawer, so wearing them one more time for him wouldn't hurt, would it? 

“I'm far from sure about that!”, Jill declared scornfully. “I know what you're like when you get excited!”. Despite her severe tone, Adam thought he sensed a slight softening in his wife's stance, a suspicion that he soon confirmed when, after a silence that dragged out for several interminable seconds, Jill took a different tack. “Tell me, Adam, what's it worth?”, she asked, allowing her question to hang in the air for a similarly uncomfortable length of time before providing her husband with the answer she wanted to hear from him. “If I forget my washing and model one of these for you, will you wear a bra for me too?”. 

As she spoke, she was turning to the counter, casually picking up the garment that was on top of the pile and allowing its silky pink satin to dangle from her fingers. Was she suggesting that she would wear the cherry blossomed cups that bobbed about beneath the broad scalloped straps, or that he should feel such feminine finery pressing against his own chest, Adam wondered? Either way, it was a dream come true for him, seeing him nodding like a dog as he silently agreed to his wife's terms. Had she only been teasing him with her earlier talk of washing, perhaps planning this from the moment she had plucked her bras out of the laundry hamper, or had he persuaded her to play with them? 

The details didn't matter so long as they would be dressing up together. For a man who loved bras as much as Adam, there could be nothing better than wearing the same as his wife, sharing the sumptuous sensation of satin and lace as they fooled around in frillies. Was it more of a turn on to be strapped in the tight embrace of such a sexually charged garment or to watch as Jill took hers off? 

If he was lucky, his wife would have him wear the very bra that had supported her breasts, its cups still warm with the heat of her body as she brought them to rest on his chest. Would they both end up modelling all seven of her bras? 

Even as Adam considered such an exciting possibility, his wife was expecting still more in exchange. “You want to wear something like this?”, Jill asked with a slight smirk, jiggling the straps of the cherry print bra up and down so as to cause its padded cups to bounce around in front of her. “Tell me, Adam”, she insisted. “Tell me you want to wear a bra too” - such a shameful admission for a man to be asked to make, and yet as arousing as any other aspect of their game, seeing Adam's penis straining in his pants as he struggled to speak. 

“I want to wear a bra too”, he stammered, feeling his face flush even as his wife's broadened into a grin. If such pitiful pleading was the price that had to be paid before she'd play, then he would be beg to be brassièred, telling Jill whatever it took in order for her to treat him

to such treatment. After all, he had kissed the cups, the straps and the clasps of such womanly garments before now, worshipping them while they remained on his wife's body before she finally deigned to shed their satin. “Please, Jill, I want to wear a bra too”. 

“Like a woman?”, his wife laughed, knowing exactly which buttons to press as she whipped his desires up into a frenzy. “You won't just be wearing it for five minutes this time, you know. No, it'll be staying on until I say you can take it off. Is that what you want, Adam? Do you want to spend the day in a bra like a woman? Or shall I just get on with the washing?”, she asked, already turning away. Before her husband had time to say anything, Jill had casually tossed the cherry blossom bra back on the pile, her hands now threatening to scoop up the entire week's worth of garments and deposit them down in the sink. 

“No!”, Adam gasped, scared that his dreams were about to be dashed. “I'll wear it as long as you like, I promise!”, he pleaded, doing his best to ignore the pang of guilt that such a statement summoned in his stomach. How many times had he told his wife something similar, only to beg for release from the bra she had fastened him in as soon as he'd shot his wad? The allure of such feminine attire swiftly faded after climax, something that Jill's wicked ultimatum showed she knew all too well - as did her subsequent questions. “Are you sure? You won't come moaning to me about how you don't want to wear it any more?”. 

Adam could only shake his head diffidently, knowing that by the time he did let his wife down, it would be too late for her to take back her half of their bargain. Hadn't she said she was going out, anyway? If he could somehow manage to keep the bra on until she had headed out of the house, he wouldn't have to disappoint her at all, slipping out of its straps as soon as Jill had gone, only to put it on again when he heard her coming home. Such a scheme might even result in a second round of sex later, a rightful reward for a day in a bra. 

“No?”, Jill asked sceptically. “Take off your shirt, then”. Hurriedly fumbling with the buttons, Adam found obeying his wife's demand

made more difficult by how she was casually flicking through the pile of bras, her fingers fondling the feminine garments even as he struggled to shed his own clothing. “Now, which of these did you want to see me in again?”, she asked, answering her own question only moments later. “The cherry blossom one, wasn't it? Is that the kind of bra you want to wear for the day? One with such feminine flowers?”. 

Yanking the tails of his shirt out of his trousers, Adam knew if he were to take off any more of his clothes, his wife would be able to see just how turned on such talk was making him. Not caring for how his sleeves turned inside out as he tugged them down his arms, he was conscious of how his erection formed a painful pole at the prospect of what awaited him - the pretty pink satin with the white and red floral print that Jill was holding out expectantly, its scalloped straps soon to slip over the same wrists his cuffs were catching on. 

Even now, his wife was turning the garment around, showing him the insides of its padded cups and the underwires that would soon come to rest on his chest as she waited for him to discard his shirt. To think that her breasts had pressed against the very same fabric, filling it out in the most feminine of ways! He would have to forgo seeing that sight again for now, but the privilege of being allowed to share such a garment more than made up for it, especially when there were six other bras for Jill to model, each offering equally delicious delights. 

Adam's shirt was now no more than a forgotten pile of fabric on the floor, his naked arms automatically reaching out to accept the straps that his wife was holding open for him. Soon Jill had slid the scalloped elastic all the way up to her husband's shoulders, gesturing for him to turn so that she could fasten the bra behind his back. Dutifully doing as he was told, Adam found himself looking down at the ivory lace that trimmed the tops of the cherry blossomed cups, the curving arches only the start of the contours that now projected from his chest. He had no flesh for the bra to contain, but that didn't stop the feminine garment giving him the semblance of breasts beneath its silky satin. 

The brief tug of the band under his armpits told him that his wife was pulling its two ends together, but in a matter of moments, the pressure had lessened - to be replaced by Jill's hands fussing with the straps. Had she really already fastened its clasp with the three fiddly hooks and eyes that would have taken him forever to make meet? The tightness that now embraced Adam's body told him that was so, with both satin and elastic stretched taut by the time his wife stood back to inspect it - only to find fault with how she'd feminized him. 

“No, that's not going to work”, she declared dismissively. “If you wear that all day, you're sure to stretch it out of shape”, she scolded, as though it was her husband's fault his body was a different size to hers. “Take it off!”. As he hurriedly sought to comply, Adam found himself wondering whether his wife was simply finding a pretext to have him put on another of her bras, perhaps going so far as to make him wear each and every one of them before modelling them herself. The mere thought was enough to make his manhood twitch, but his manhood remained as frustrated as his fingers as he fumbled with the fasteners. 

“I haven't got all day, Adam, I've got washing to do!”, Jill chided, hardly helping matters by bringing her own hands into the mix - not to undo the clasp, but simply to slap her husband's away. Only when he had meekly allowed his arms to fall to his sides did she see fit to unfasten the bra, but even then, she did no more than unhook it, leaving its straps still sitting limply on Adam's shoulders and its cups resting on his chest as she turned back to the pile. 

Would she have him wear the scarlet one next, or would it be the baby blue bra that his wife would want to him to try on? Slipping his way out of the cherry blossomed satin, Adam held it out hopefully as he watched Jill flick through six others, but it seemed none of them found her favour. “No, these are all my favourites. I'm not risking you ruining any of them!”, she asserted, adopting a tone that brooked no argument before softening slightly. “So you'll just have to wear one of your own. Wait here while I go and get you something”. 

Still clutching one of her bras in his hands, Adam could only stand there dumbfounded as he watched his wife head out of the room. A bra of his own? So far, the couple's games had been limited to her lingerie, taking advantage of the fact that their bodies were similar sizes - save for breasts, of course, with Adam having no chance of competing with Jill in that department. Now, however, all that was about to change, with the thought of having such a girly garment of his own adding to his arousal as he waited for his wife to return. 

When Jill came back from wherever she had been, she was carrying still more in the way of satin, mirroring her husband by holding a pair of padded cups - only the stiff fabric she was now unfolding was a deep blue, its sturdy structure cut from a sleek ultramarine that was trimmed with an equally bold black lace. That was a colour shared by the chunky straps of the bra, adorned by prominent bows, the base of each wide band of elastic bifurcating where it joined cups whose curves were emphasised by the series of conspicuous pintucks running down them. 

There was no question that this was a bra for the bedroom, being as fancy as it was feminine. A woman surely couldn't wear such intimate attire beneath clothing without it proclaiming its presence, Adam thought, knowing that not only its colour but its profile would show though any shirt or blouse worn on top. He could only imagine the resulting lumps and lines from all the little features that made lingerie like this so fascinating, all sure to speak of its sexy style even without being seen. No, this was a bra to be worn with nothing else, save maybe for matching panties, a bra for a woman seeking to seduce her man, or perhaps simply to render him speechless - as Adam now found himself, staring open-mouthed at the sumptuous garment his wife was holding. 

“Do you like it?”, Jill asked superfluously. “Most girls start with something a little plainer, but I thought you'd prefer a really sexy one. 

After all, this won't be the first of these that you've worn, will it, Adam?”, she teased, keeping her husband's attention firmly focused on the deep blue satin by holding it up still higher between them. “In

fact, I think you've had enough practice with mine that you ought to be able to put this on by yourself”, Jill declared, seeming to speak through the cups of the feminine garment before suddenly surprising her husband by sending their silky satin flying towards him. 

It was all that Adam could do to catch the blur of blue and black that had barely hit his chest before it had begun to fall towards the floor, his hands hampered by holding another bra - the cherry blossom one that he had yet to put down. Having to make a desperate lunge for yet another item of lingerie, he found himself in danger of losing his balance before his fingers finally made contact with one of the second bra's straps, seeing Adam looking up at his wife from an unquestionably submissive position by the time he was finished. 

Bare-chested and clutching not one, but two bras, he could just have been caught rifling through Jill's underwear drawer for how his face was flushing, with Adam's cock clamouring for attention as he sought to stand up straight again. The hand that his wife was holding out was not meant to help him do that, he realised, instead merely asking for her own bra back. It was not as if he had need of it now, not when he had such a garment of his very own, a set of cups and straps that had never been worn by any woman but were instead intended solely for him. 

“Go on, put it on”, Jill insisted, her gaze never once leaving what her husband was holding as he hesitantly attempted to make sense of the sturdy satin in his hands. As Adam tentatively stretched out the feminine garment in front of him, his wife mirrored his movements with her own brassière, silently guiding him as to how to hold the straps open for his arms by doing the same with the scalloped white elastic. Sometimes leading the way, sometimes lagging a little behind, Jill didn't stop even after her husband had brought his bra up to his chest, instead leaning forward and allowing her bosom to be contained by the cherry blossomed cups with the clear intention he should do the same. 

It was the same ritual that she performed every day, but one that Adam saw in a new light as he found himself compelled to copy her. 

The fact that his wife was already dressed was only the start of its strangeness, with the way in which Jill was donning such underwear over her top something that he was only dimly conscious of as he frantically sought to find the two ends of his own bra's band. His wife made it seem so easy as she bent forward as though seeking to show off a cleavage that remained covered by cotton, her hands coming to the halves of her clasp again and again and again before he was able to do the same. 

Now Jill was turning around, showing Adam her back as she slowly brought her hands together across her spine. The subtle lines where straps and band showed through the thin white fabric seemed to act as markers for where the second set should go, with his wife soon pulling the cherry blossom bra over them. In a single movement, she had fastened its clasp, but her hands had barely left the little hooks and eyes before she was finding them again, breaking their union in order to repeat the process of joining them a second time, then a third. 

Remaining bent forward for fear that doing anything differently would result in disaster, Adam sought to do the same, but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't seem to make the two ends of his bra meet for more than a moment. Even as Jill showed him how simple it should be, he found his fingers sliding over skin and satin alike, with the stiffness of the band such that he struggled to stretch it sufficiently to bring his hands together behind him. Was his new bra really the right size for him? It seemed tighter than those he had worn before, with his futile efforts only causing his underwired cups to dig into his chest. 

Blindly fumbling behind his back brought Adam only further frustration, his increasingly desperate attempts seeing the taut fabric slip from his sweaty fingers. At any moment, he knew his wife might turn around, Jill expecting to see him securely fastened inside the deep blue satin that instead continued to confound him. Already, the woman who was demonstrating how it should be done had gone on to fuss with her straps, bringing their elastic over her shoulders

before letting them fall back with a snap - just like the band of Adam's bra now did again, its satin emitting a similar sound as it suddenly escaped his grasp. 

With the humiliation of having to be helped to fasten the bra surely only moments away, Adam knew he needed to take a more measured approach, now trying to figure out where he was going wrong with the feminine garment. Despite not being able to see the clasp, he could easily feel its hooks with his fingers, but there was something more than the chunky metal catches that were meant to hold the bra closed. Was there a laundry label of some sort between them? No, whatever it was was too short for that, seeming to emerge from the end of the clasp itself - right between its top two hooks, in fact, getting in their way. 

It didn't want to fold back like a label should, either, being a bit stiffer. 

If Adam didn't know better, he might have thought there was a little loop of ribbon sticking out of the clasp, but he didn't have time to worry about what it could be right now. Instead, he turned his attention to the other side of the bra, working his fingers over the three sets of eyes that the hooks were supposed to mate with. He could find them easily enough, with the fasteners forming a regular pattern, equally spaced on top of a soft, felty background, but again, there was something more - another stub of something silky, having the same feel as the first, a second loop of ribbon in the strangest of places. 

Did all bras have such things, Adam wondered dimly, imagining it serving some secret feminine purpose like the little cotton pouches he had noticed in some of his wife's panties? He couldn't see anything similar on the one that Jill was wearing, but already she was turning around, giving him one final chance to fasten the clasp. 

With the fingers of one hand holding the end of the band just behind its hooks and those of the other positioned right next to the outermost set of eyes, Adam hurriedly brought the two together, knowing that he had no hope of making them meet - only to find that, by some miracle, one actually did! 

“See? Simple!”, Jill declared, showing no surprise at her husband's success. Instead, her beaming smile suggested that she had expected nothing less of him, indeed, perhaps had never considered the possibility that Adam might have difficulty with something she'd done so often as to become second nature. “Mmm! Sexy! Let's make sure that's nice and secure, shall we?”, she suggested, giving her husband only the briefest of moments to see how she was modelling the cherry blossom bra on top of her clothes before she was spinning him around. 

Left with a fleeting memory of the pink floral print supporting flesh that seemed to be formed of white cotton, Adam could feel the underwired cups of his own brassière digging into his chest once more - this time as a result of his wife fussing behind his back. 

“You're meant to fasten all of the hooks, you know!”, Jill chided, making swift work of correcting her husband's omissions, but her hands lingered for longer than was necessary merely to do just that. 

“One, two, three! You're not going to be getting out of this in a hurry!”. 

Trying to make sense of her movements from how both fingers and fabric brushed against his skin, Adam found himself increasingly perplexed, with it feeling at one stage as though another bra strap was dangling down his spine. Whatever his wife was doing was centred around the clasp of the bra, seeing the two ends that were now firmly fastened together shifting slightly one way and then the other - leaving the man who could only stand there motionless with the strange sensation of her doing up a second fastening on top. It was almost as if he had joined her in wearing two bras, but that surely couldn't be the case. 

Even so, Adam found himself imagining being trapped inside a garment with many clasps stacked one over another, each one having to be undone before he could be free from its feminine embrace. If the difficulty he had had in fastening the bra was anything to go by, then getting out of such contraption would be a nightmare - which meant it was just as well that he was only

imagining things. After all, there had been no sign of a second set of hooks, either when he'd stretched out the bra or while he'd been fumbling with his fingers, only the pair of strange loops that had been too small to warrant his attention earlier. 

A subtle but unmistakably metallic click confused Adam still further before his wife spoke again. “Now, I don't want you to be alarmed”, Jill said softly, her voice seeking to soothe even as she seemed to be stretching the back of the bra up her husband's spine, “but I'm going to put something around your neck. Don't worry, it won't do you any harm. It's just going to make this all the more exciting for you”, she purred, practically speaking straight into Adam's ear as she swiftly brought something around beneath his chin. Whatever it was disappeared from view as quickly as it had arrived, no more than a long, thin blur of black that was now making its presence known in a more physical manner. 

Had it been anyone other than his wife stretching something around his neck, Adam would surely have succumbed to his instinctive urge to struggle against imminent strangulation. Only the knowledge that Jill would never put him in harm's way allowed him to stay still, but he nevertheless couldn't stop his whole body from tensing as he felt something press against his windpipe. For a moment, the pressure became uncomfortable as his wife stretched what felt like a length of elastic back behind him, Jill simultaneously tugging up the band of his bra again before abruptly releasing both. After a second metallic click, she was stepping back, sending Adam a clear signal that she was finished. 

The subtler sensations that she had left him with couldn't be ignored, instead calling Adam's hands up to his neck as he sought to understand what his wife had done. His frantic fingers found what felt like a bra strap serving as a strange kind of collar, a thin band of elastic that crossed his throat before coming together behind his head. The chunky lump of metal that joined its two ends into an otherwise unbroken circle at least explained the impression he had of his collar still being pulled down behind him, but the presence of

what was clearly a padlock perturbed him even further as he discovered another strap heading down from it, this one following his spine towards the band of the bra. 

Now Adam was no longer feeling around his neck, but hurriedly reaching behind his back as he sought out the clasp of his bra. The curving blue cups that bulged so provocatively from his chest were all but forgotten as his fingers followed the lines of sturdy satin to where they met across his spine, Adam's hands finding not the hooks and eyes that he was expecting, but a far more formidable fastening. There was no mistaking the solid shape of a second padlock, even if the exact means by which it held him inescapably in the bra's embrace took the feminized man a few moments to fully figure out. 

The unforgiving edges of the block of metal were easy to feel with his fingers, but the curving shackle that Adam was expecting to emerge from the top of the lock was obscured by softer fabric, fabric which he could separate into three distinct sections. One must be the bottom of the bra strap that came down from his collar, he realised, it suddenly dawning on him that the other two were the little loops that he'd felt earlier - loops of ribbon that his wife must have sewn into the two sides of the bra with just such a scheme in mind. From the outset, Jill had been planning to padlock him in it, a thought that caused him to look up at her in alarm even as he frantically tugged at the clasp. 

“You promised that you'd wear that all day for me”, Jill told him, her smirk of amusement one she couldn't completely suppress as she continued smugly. “I'm just making sure you stay true to your word. 

You wouldn't want to disappoint me this time, now would you?”, she asked with theatrical sternness, her rhetorical question serving to silence her husband's protests even though his hands hadn't given up their battle with the bra. No matter how much Adam's fingers fought it, however, it was clear which would remain the victor -

seeing him condemned to having its cups on his chest until his wife deigned to unlock her wicked contraption. 

“Now, I've modelled one of mine for you, just like we agreed”, Jill went on, already reaching behind her back and unclasping the cherry blossom bra. “So now it's your turn to keep your half of the deal”, she declared devilishly, easing the scalloped straps from her shoulders as seductively as she might had she been naked beneath. 

Instead, there was only white cotton to be seen as she allowed the bra's cups to fall from her chest, with the faint traces of another pair beneath scant consolation for a man struggling to come to terms with the predicament his wife had put him in as she handed him the discarded garment. 

A chance glance at the clock saw Jill's interest in her underwear disappear completely, replaced by distracted muttering as she thrust her bra into Adam's reluctant hands. “Oh, goodness, is that the time already?”, she cursed, looking over her husband's shoulder at the pile of lingerie still sitting by the sink. “And I haven't even started on the washing, thanks to you!”. Her accusation wasn't entirely serious, but Adam nevertheless felt a pang of guilt as he followed his wife's gaze to her bras, looking back to find her considering the clock once again. 

“No, I haven't got time to do those now!”, Jill declared, apparently speaking more to herself than to him as she came to a decision. “In fact, I'm going to have to dash! You know how Helen gets twitchy when I'm late”, she remarked, referring to the friend with whom Adam knew she had plans to meet. Couldn't the other woman wait, he wondered, desperately searching for a way to suggest his wife should stay that wouldn't seem selfish? Locked in a bra, he found himself powerless to protest, barely having been able to open his mouth when Jill suddenly dropped another bombshell on him. 

“Why don't you be a sweetie and see to them for me?”, she proposed, pressing her body against Adam's in order to plant a perfunctory kiss upon his cheek. In doing so, she squashed the flesh-laden cups of her own bra against those that sat empty on her husband's chest, her intimacy serving to squeeze the cherry blossom bra that he was clutching even closer against his crotch. 

Was she aware of the stiffness that she was forcing his hands into, Adam wondered? He certainly was, unable to ignore the straining of his erection even as Jill made it clear that he couldn't expect anything more in the way of stimulation. 

Indeed, his wife was already pulling away, turning and heading out of the room even before he had had chance to come to terms with what she was asking of him. He couldn't wash her bras, any more than he could spend the day locked in one himself, but the impossibility of his impending plight wasn't stopping Jill from picking up her handbag and house keys in the hallway. Moments later, she had her hand on the latch of the front door, letting in enough light to cause Adam to instinctively shy back for fear that someone outside might see. 

“I don't know when I'll be back, but I'd imagine it'll be after lunch”, his wife commented casually, saving Adam from potential disgrace only by stepping into the open doorway. The impish smile she gave him as she turned in the threshold told him she knew full well the implications of what she was doing, with his own pleading expression adding to her amusement as he tried to stop her. “Jill, please! I can't...”, Adam protested, but he had no sooner started speaking than his wife was cutting him off. “Don't get up to too much mischief while I'm out”, Jill laughed, allowing herself a lingering look at the straps and cups that ensured her husband couldn't follow her as she left the house. 

Before Adam knew it, he found himself standing alone in the hallway, his wife no more than a shrinking blur to be seen through the frosted glass of the front door. The sound of a car starting made it clear that Jill wouldn't be coming back any time soon, with the silence that fell after she had driven it off the driveway seeming to seal his fate. Now he had nothing more than his wife's bra to remember her by, with the cherry blossom cups he still clutched in his hands small comfort for a man who needed far more at that moment. If only his fingers could feel his wife's breasts filling the pretty pink satin he was fondling, or that the scent he could smell would be accompanied by the warmth of her body! 

In lieu of being able to caress Jill's cleavage, Adam had brought his wife's bra up to his face, nuzzling its silky cups with his nose as he breathed in its lingering aroma. How much he wanted to rub his cock against just such a garment, to feel its satin sliding against his stiffness as he shot his load over the breasts it helped shape! Surely that would be a fitting conclusion to his worship of what his wife wore, the kisses that he would have previously planted on the padded cups serving to show Jill how superbly she modelled such mesmerising attire. Had it not been for her friend, he could have been doing that even now, ejaculating at the end of an erotic performance instead of finding himself trapped in feminine attire that only frustrated him further. 

Still savouring the scent of the satin, Adam headed slowly into the kitchen, dimly wondering what would be involved in washing such garments. There was a whole week's worth of bras waiting by the sink, six more luxurious items of lingerie that stirred up his lust even more as he considered how and when his wife had worn them. The baby blue bra that had spent a whole day beneath her blouse while she'd been at work, the spotty dotty one that had soaked up her sweat when she'd been rushing around shopping, and of course, the scarlet and black that she had seduced him with earlier in the week -

a garment that still retained the smell of sex if not the invisible imprint of his hands. 

The recollection of how he'd squeezed and kneaded his wife's breasts through the raunchy red satin added to the pressure in Adam's penis, seeing him hurriedly pull down his trousers in an effort to ease the pain. He had barely divested himself of his boxer shorts before his erection was springing up, the stiff flesh seeming to strain for the bras that sat by the sink as it jutted up between his legs. 

Surely Jill could hardly complain if he took advantage of the situation she had stuck him in, his wife forgiving him for relieving his lust as best he could without her. He would be washing all the bras anyway, so it really wouldn't matter if he got one of them a little dirtier before he did. 

In his hurry to pull the scarlet bra out from the pile, Adam caused several of the others to fall to the floor, their straps and clasps clattering as they hit the tiles. He didn't care, not when his cock was already feeling the heavenly fabric that Jill's breasts had filled so divinely, the same satin sliding up and down the length of his shaft even as he pressed the cherry blossom cups against his face. Nor were those the only bras bringing about such bliss, with the sturdy band that encircled his own body contending for his consciousness as he arched back in ecstasy. To be wearing such a womanly garment, feeling its straps stretching and its underwires cutting into his chest as he inhaled the intoxicating aroma from one his wife's - it was a wonderful combination! 

Adam's pumping had reached breakneck pace, the sperm boiling in his balls as his penis strained for still more of such sensuous stimulation. Soon there was no holding back, with the swollen organ going into spasm, shooting wave upon wave of hot, thick goo over the satin that had spurred it over the edge into orgasm. In a matter of moments, the feminized man had a unquestionable flood on his hands, having produced so much cum that there was no chance of the curving fabric containing all of the gloopy fluid. Instead, his sperm spilled up over his fingers, then ran through them before starting to drip down onto the floor. 

Panting heavily, Adam could only look down on the mess he had made, feeling a growing sense of guilt as he stared at the pool of semen slowly soaking into the scarlet satin. Even where the slime had slipped off the silky material, it had left a sticky trail in its wake, the darker patches accompanied by globules of goo that had got caught up in seams and lace. Now undeniably sullied, the bra's earlier allure was long lost, leaving Adam no choice but to dump it in the sink with distaste. As he turned on the tap, he wanted nothing more than to make the mess go away, already worrying whether his cum would really wash out. 

There was no way that his wife would want to wear the bra now, with the mere sight of it enough to make him feel ashamed of himself as

he pictured the once provocative garment ending up permanently stained. Watching the rushing water turn his seed into stringy strands before sending it down the plughole, Adam was conscious of how his once stiff manhood was now swiftly wilting, with the last of the sperm that was oozing out of the limp organ equally languid as it dangled down before dripping on his legs. The excitement had gone, but in its place came the familiar revulsion that always followed a climax while wearing one of his wife's bras, accompanied by a desperate desire to escape the embrace of the garment she had fastened around his body - only this time, he couldn't. 

Leaving the tap still running, Adam hurriedly dried his hands on a nearby tea towel, only making such an effort because he didn't want to spread the mess. No sooner was he sure that there was no sperm sticking to his fingers than he was frantically clawing at the straps on his shoulders, tugging the black elastic down his arms before stretching it taut as he sought to escape their loops. He had to contort his limbs in order to do, with the resulting discomfort in his joints scolding him even in his wife's absence, but his struggles eventually succeeded, putting him in a position to be able to rotate the bra around his body - the only way he could imagine of confronting its devilish fastening. 

He had barely tugged the sturdy band of satin a quarter of the way before the bra's third strap put a stop to his plan, with Adam soon discovering that its elastic was even less stretchable than that which had sat on his shoulders. The more he tried to move the underwired cups from where they rested uncomfortably on his side, the more the collar that the additional strap was attached to cut into his throat, threatening to choke him should he attempt to continue. It too had precious little stretch in it, with the silky strip having sufficient slack for Adam to slip his fingers underneath it but nowhere near enough for him to be able to pull its loop up over his head - not that stopped him from trying. 

All that he achieved for his efforts, however, was to punish himself further, his fingertips feeling as raw as his neck by the time he finally

abandoned that line of attack. Having no choice but to reluctantly return both collar and band to their original positions, Adam was acutely conscious of how the bra's superfluous shoulder straps bounced against his sides as he headed out of the kitchen, their dangling elastic seeming to chide him with every step he took. 

Thanks to Jill's scheme, the deep blue cups that once again stuck out from his chest would stay right where they were without the need for additional support, with the loose loops of black making him feel even more slovenly as he ascended the stairs. Considering his chances of escaping the bra's clutches, he might as well return them to their rightful place too, swapping the maddeningly mocking way in which they kept brushing against his skin for a more constant tug. 

Even so, Adam couldn't bring himself to do that just yet, the resulting admission of defeat one that would see him spend the rest of the day in their embrace. 

Standing in front of the line of full-length mirrors that formed the doors to the bedroom wardrobe, Adam was confronted with his feminized reflection, the silvered glass showing a man naked save for the most conspicuous of bras. He wasted no time considering the cups that had intruded upon his field of vision from the moment he had brought them up against his chest, the presence of their sleek ultramarine something that he was all too aware of. Instead, he turned away from the semblance of breasts that the bra gave him, craning his head over his shoulder as he tried to see what his wife had done to its clasp. 

As he had suspected, there were two little loops of ribbon sewn into the band of the bra - not just tacked on on top, but emerging from inside the clasp to encircle the shiny shackle of the padlock they held in place. Situated between the top two of the three hooks and eyes, their position was such as to put the lock in the centre of the fastener it enforced, with the arrangement clearly intended to send a strong message to the man who found himself at its mercy. The unforgiving lump of metal sat so close to the softer fabric that Adam struggled to work a finger between them, with the taut loops having so little

leeway in them that even if he did managed to unfasten the clasp beneath, the bra that he would still be trapped in wouldn't be any less tight around his body. 

Abandoning his efforts to get underneath the padlock, Adam now turned his attention to the strap that headed up from it, his fingers following the line of black elastic as it stretched up his spine. Like the two that he knew should be sitting on his shoulders, the bra's extra strap had a buckle that allowed it its length to be adjusted, but the meagre amount of slack that he was able to eke out of it was nowhere near enough to allow him to escape. No, its purpose seemed solely to ensure that his collar could sit comfortably without its means of attachment drooping down, something that Adam realised when he tugged on the elastic, only to immediately feel the consequences around his throat. 

With the second padlock being just as secure as the first, and the strap that served as a collar having additional stitching to reduce its stretch, Adam was forced to conclude that there was no way out of his wife's cunning contraption save for cutting it - an act of defiance that would be impossible to deny when Jill returned, surely resulting in him not getting intimate with any of her bras for the foreseeable future. It had taken no more than a bit of stitching for her to snare him in a trap of his own desires, with Adam knowing that had he not succumbed to his selfish impulses, he might still be aroused by the situation she had left him in. Locked in a bra, and left to wash still more of hers - it should have served to keep his cock stiff until Jill came home, but instead had seen him shame himself and thus suffer the punishment for so doing. 

No closer to finding a way out of his plight, and with his neck becoming increasingly sore, Adam turned away from the mirror, only now noticing that there was something on the bed. There was no mistaking the deep blue satin and black lace of a pair of matching panties, nor the packet of sensuous stockings that had been left on the duvet, such intimate attire clearly intended for him considering what he was already wearing. Jill not only wanted her washing done

by the time she came back, but expected to see her husband wearing the same kind of saucy underwear that she would wear if seeking to seduce him. 

Adam might have remorsefully contemplated such matters more were it not for how the strident sound of his phone suddenly intruded upon his thoughts, its clamouring call now echoing up from the hall. 

Leaving the additional lingerie where it lay, the bra-wearing man hurried down the stairs, wondering whether it would be his wife calling to check up on him. He had yet to make a start on washing her bras, with a twinge of guilt accompanying the realisation that he had left the kitchen tap running full blast. For all he knew, the sink might have long since overflowed, but the water that he imagined spilling down onto the floor would have to wait just a little longer while he answered the call. 

“Adam! How it's hanging?”. It was not Jill's voice that accosted his ear as Adam picked up the phone, but rather the far deeper tones of his friend Rob, whose unmistakably masculine voice caused Adam to cringe as he considered what he was wearing. Thank goodness the man on the other end of the line couldn't see what passed as his clothing, Adam thought, torn between an instinctive compulsion to clutch his crotch and an equally strong urge to cover his chest. Even if he could have done both, he couldn't have hidden his shame completely, with his bra sure to remain showing no matter how he might curl up his body. 

“You alright, mate?”, Rob asked after what Adam belatedly realised must have been an uncomfortably long silence. “Sorry, just a bit distracted”, he replied sheepishly. “What's up?”. “Me and the boys were wondering if you're gonna be coming to the game this arvo”, his friend went on in his characteristic style, apparently uninterested in whatever might have been distracting Adam now that he'd got his attention. The game! Adam had been so caught up in more domestic matters that he had completely forgotten about the monthly friendly that was more of an excuse for a few drinks afterwards, but he knew he would have to miss it. How could he do otherwise, when the bra

locked around his body would show through even the bulkiest clothing, its outline obvious if not its colour? 

“I'd love to, but I really can't. My wife...”, Adam began, his voice trailing off when he realised he had no idea how to finish his sentence without facing still further shame. “My wife wants me to do her washing”. “My wife has locked me in a bra”. “My wife has left me lingerie to wear when she comes home”. Any one of those answers would see him becoming a laughing stock among his friends, let alone if they could see him now - naked save for the feminine garment, a veritable figure of fun thanks to the silky black straps he was trapped in. 

Thankfully, Rob seemed surprisingly capable of understanding his predicament. “Your missus keeping you busy? I know the feeling, mate!”, he laughed, his good-natured humour having a touch of empathy to it that made Adam wonder. Had his friend ever been similarly imposed upon, perhaps not having missed earlier month's matches because of illness like he'd said, but simply because his wife had found a way to ensure he stayed with her? Adam would never know what went on behind another couple's closed doors, nor could he ever ask, but he still felt glad for his friend's sympathy as he sought to end the call. “Another time?”. “Yeah, no worries. Don't let that woman of yours work you too hard, alright?”. 

With that, Adam found himself alone in the hallway again, hurriedly putting down his phone as he raced back to the kitchen. He found himself letting out a sigh of relief when he saw that the floor was not the sea that he had feared, even though the work surfaces surrounding the sink were splashed with water. Swiftly turning off the tap, he was glad to see that his sperm seemed to have been well and truly washed out of his wife's bra, but the sodden scarlet was nevertheless in somewhat of a sorry state for how wet it had become. It would not only need to be properly washed to be presentable, but hung out to dry as well - along with the other six bras that sat waiting for him on the washboard. 

First, however, Adam decided that he should get dressed. While he had now resigned himself to having to wear a bra of his own while he attended to those of his wife, that didn't mean that he had to look down on its lace-trimmed cups while he was up to his elbows in soapy water. He might not be able to do much about their curve, but he could at least cover up their colour, hoping that he could hide the black and blue that branded him as being a reluctant bra wearer. 

Looking around, he found that his shirt was right where he'd left it, the pile of fabric having remained on the floor from when he'd hurriedly discarded it earlier. Bending down in order to collect it, Adam couldn't help remembering how he'd tugged its sleeves off his arms in order to accept his wife's cherry blossom bra, now having to make up for his earlier haste by extracting the cuffs from the depths of the inside-out cotton. Back then, he had been driven by desire, but now his movements were slow and deliberate, with the stiff band of his own bra imposing upon his body whenever he tried to bend or twist. 

He knew he would need to return its straps to his shoulders before he could slip his arms into the sleeves he was now straightening out, an act that would symbolise his submission to the satin. Putting the shirt down on the kitchen table, he sheepishly set about doing just that, once again contorting his arms and stretching the elastic taut -

not to escape its embrace this time, but to accept it. First one side, then the other, working his hands through the black loops before lifting the latter up his arms and onto his shoulders. His wife would let them snap back against her skin, indeed, would surely do the same to his, but Adam brought his bra straps to rest more gently, leaving three lines of elastic stretching down his back by the time he was ready to cover them - the two of any woman and an extra one for a man who wouldn't have been wearing them otherwise. 

After hastily tugging the two sides of his shirt together across his chest, Adam found himself struggling with its buttons, finally fastening them to find that the garment's fabric was stretched taut -

just the way he liked to see his wife's blouses, despite Jill's

preference for working in looser clothing. Now the straining material served to stress his shame, leaving no doubt about the curve of the cups beneath. Indeed, when Adam looked down, he could even make out little ridges that showed where the satin was sewn into pintucks, along with an assortment of other bumps corresponding to the bra's adornments - the line of lace that trimmed its cups, the bows that embellished its straps, all uncomfortably visible to the man confronted with such signs on his own chest. 

If a casual shirt couldn't hide his new curves, then nor could any of his other clothing, Adam realised, finding himself unable to press his newfound bust flat. At least the colour no longer caught his eye quite so conspicuously, he thought, although he was still able to make out a slight shadow of the formerly striking ultramarine. With the bulge of his bra so blatantly obvious, the darkness that accompanied its cups was of only secondary concern, but if Adam cared to look, he could make out the lines of the straps as well, heading out of sight over his shoulders. His back would surely bear similar proof of his predicament, with the protrusion of the padlocks even more out of place. 

Trying to put such thoughts to the back of his mind, Adam hurriedly pulled on his shorts and trousers, doing his best to look as decent as possible under the circumstances. Even so, he couldn't help wondering whether he should be wearing the panties and stockings his wife had left out for him, doing the laundry in nothing but sexy lingerie. He would love for Jill to do that, finding himself growing stiff as he pictured her standing in front of the sink in only satin and nylon. To see the floral whirls of black lace curving across her buttocks and the sharp lines of similarly dark straps stretching taut across the back she would keep coyly turned to him while she washed still more womanly garments - it was the stuff of fantasies, swiftly bringing back Adam's earlier desire. 

Would Jill be as turned on as he would be under such circumstances? Indeed, would she be aroused even in the absence of an audience, feeling frisky from merely attending to her intimates

wearing more of the same? Putting himself in his wife's place, Adam could easily imagine her livening up the most mundane of chores with a little lingerie, quite apart from actively soliciting his sexual advances by means of such seductive garments. Hadn't she hypnotised him that morning with no more than a hint of her bra beneath a tight top, rendering him so helpless that he now found himself padlocked in provocative satin? To think of what might have happened had she been even more shamelessly dressed! 

If Adam couldn't forget his bra, let alone escape its clutches, then perhaps he should embrace it instead, making no effort to conceal its deep blue cups, but rather enhancing their erotic effect with still more in the way of satin and lace. No sooner had such a outrageous thought entered his head than he was leaving the kitchen, dashing down the hallway and up the stairs conscious of how uncomfortable his cock was as it strained against his shorts. Swapping the latter for panties, he swore that this time, the pressure in his penis would be something he would save for his wife's return, with the womanly garments he'd wear while he did her washing sure to keep the fires of desire burning until then. 

♡ ♡ ♡

“Ooh, bras!”, Jill exclaimed as she stepped into the house, barely having closed the door behind her before she was dropping her bags and speeding down the hallway. Forcing her feminized husband to follow along behind, she was soon coming to a stop in front of the clothes horse that had caught her eye, her hand reaching out to caress one of the silky garments draped over it. “Nice and clean! 

And you've washed my panties too!”, she declared in delight, finally turning to the man who stood sheepishly by her side. “I didn't expect that! Such a good little housewife!”, she laughed, letting her gaze linger on Adam's lingerie for a moment before adopting a sterner tone. “So you've been rummaging through the laundry hamper, have you? You'd better not have been getting up to anything untoward with my undies! Not now that you've got such sexy ones of your own!”. 

How to make a locking bra Although there are many benefits from having your husband wear a bra, you can only reap such rewards if he remains fastened in its feminine embrace. As any woman who has had to suffer uncomfortable underwires can understand, there are times when the wearer of such a garment wants nothing more than to take it off! Whereas those of us with breasts simply can't go braless while out and about, a man who wears a bra under his shirt at work may be more tempted to cheat, perhaps succumbing to the ever-present anxiety of being caught wearing women's underwear or seeking relief from what can be thoroughly awkward attire. 

Regardless of whether you're punishing your husband by making him wear an uncomfortably tight bra or simply looking to encourage his submission with a day of lingerie discipline, you'll want to make sure that he stays in his straps even when you're not there to watch him. If he can't be trusted not to unhook his bra the moment your back is turned, or you merely wish to make sure he does as he should without there being any doubt, then a lockable bra is the answer - not only preventing temptation but proving that he's stayed true. 

While a man can always cut his way out of a bra that he is determined not to wear, it is impossible for him to successfully deny doing so later. 

Although the garments we'll be making in this guide are trivial to escape if the wearer is prepared to resort to using scissors, a man who has, however reluctantly, surrendered his body to a bra is unlikely to want to disappoint his wife in this way. Despite not offering foolproof physical security, the padlocked clasp nevertheless sends a very strong psychological message, both raising the bar to removing your husband's bra and underscoring the resulting consequences. 

What you'll need

In this guide, you'll learn how to make a bra lockable by sewing two loops of ribbon into its clasp, allowing the latter to be secured with a simple luggage lock. For additional security, you'll also see how a locking collar and tether can be constructed from two spare bra straps, creating a garment that is not only impossible for your husband to take off without you knowing, but also serves to emphasise its embrace and is aesthetically pleasing too. 

To make a locking bra, you'll need the following items, shown in Figure 1:

♥ a suitable bra

Any back-fastening bra can be made lockable, although consideration should be given to its clasp. Ideally, the bra should be of a size such that this can be comfortably fastened on the loosest of hooks, while remaining tight enough to prevent your husband from pulling it down over his hips while still closed. A bra with a stiff, sturdy band works better in this respect than one whose elastic is more forgiving, not to mention being more effective as a punishment. 

♥ ribbon

You can purchase rolls of ribbon at any haberdashery or craft shop, or simply buy them online. As well as coming in a variety of colours, ribbon is sold in different widths - choose one that is a little narrower than the gap between a pair of eyes in the bra's clasp. The ribbon used in this guide is 10mm double satin, the latter meaning that it is shiny on both sides, but any reasonably strong strip of fabric will work so long as it can be folded into a loop. 

♥ padlock (two if you're making the collar and tether) A small luggage lock is more than sufficient to secure a man inside a bra. It will need to have a shackle large enough to be threaded through two loops of ribbon, as well as one of strap should you wish to use a collar and tether. If you wish to avoid tell-tale protrusions through your husband's clothing, pick one that is as thin as possible; 

you could also consider single-use plastic padlocks or seals, available in bulk online. The locks used in this guide are 20mm x 31mm x 6mm when closed, with an inner shackle measurement of 12mm. They were sold in a set of three, conveniently sharing the same key, giving a spare that could be used for my husband's chastity device. 

♥ small scissors

A pair of nail scissors is the perfect size for unpicking stitching. 

♥ tweezers

A pair of eyebrow tweezers makes it much easier to insert the ribbon. 

♥ needle and thread

To make the collar and tether, you'll also need the following:

♥ bra straps

Although it is possible to source shoulder elastic and separate bra buckles from a haberdashery, it is much easier just to repurpose a pair of ready-made straps. Detachable bra straps can be readily bought online or from lingerie and department stores, or alternatively, you can simply harvest the bits you need from an old bra. Choose elastic no wider than the inside of the lock's shackle, but opt for thicker and less stretchy straps where possible. Ribbon works as a satisfactory substitute should you want something more unyielding. 

In this guide, both the bra straps and the ribbon match the bra, but there's no reason why this needs to be the case. Choosing a contrasting colour for your husband's collar and tether - for example, black straps with a white bra or red with black - is a perfect way to make a provocative point, especially if you make him wear a thin white T-shirt on top or even leave him in only lingerie. 

Finally, to make things easier, you may wish to consider availing yourself of:

♥ a helping hand
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There's no reason why you have to do all the sewing yourself, especially if you're having to lock your husband in a bra because he's misbehaved. Simply ensure that's he's suitably dressed and sit him down at the sewing table with everything he needs, making it clear that he won't be leaving until he's made a bra that can be locked around his body. Quite apart from saving you the work, doing so will serve to deepen your husband's submission, as well as making for a perfect punishment should he have previously tried to shirk wearing a bra. 
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Figure 1: Everything you need to make a lockable bra: a nice tight bra, luggage locks, roll of ribbon, bra straps, tweezers, scissors and needle and thread... and, if you wish to save yourself some work, a suitably dressed husband to do the sewing! 

How to make a lockable bra Before setting to work, it's worth taking a moment to understand how bra clasps are constructed. Regardless of the size or style of the garment they fasten, the hooks and eyes are invariably sewn in a very similar way, no matter whether there are two or ten of them. Indeed, a cursory inspection of most bras shows that their fasteners were probably once separate parts that have simply been sewn onto the ends of the bands, with the same mass-produced components available to be bought ready-made from companies who sell bra-making supplies. 

It is therefore very likely that the bra you have chosen has a clasp that is fundamentally the same as that shown in Figure 2, even though the number of fastenings may be different. Making it lockable is simply a case of unpicking part of the highlighted stitching on each side, inserting loops of ribbon into the resulting openings, then sewing them back up again. 

Because the individual hooks and eyes are attached by means of separate stitching, doing so runs no danger of affecting how the bra fastens - rather, it makes it even more secure! 
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Figure 2: Examining a bra clasp closely reveals where the stitching is. 

Begin by opening up a gap between the two hooks. If the bra you have chosen has more, you should consider where you want the lock to sit - for a bra with three hooks, it makes sense for the loop to be sewn between the top two, allowing the body of the padlock to rest against the clasp rather than the wearer's back. For a locking longline bra, you may wish to add a second loop towards the bottom of the garment, if not another one in the middle as well, with the extra locks serving to strengthening security both physically and psychologically. 

Carefully unpick the stitching between the two hooks, using a blade of the scissors as shown in Figure 3 to stretch and then break the thread without cutting the surrounding fabric. After repeating this process a few times, it is possible to open the scissors inside the clasp, using the back of their blades to widen the gap as demonstrated in Figure 4. It shouldn't take long before the opening is as large as it can be without affecting how the hooks are attached, with the latter's stitching now all that stops further enlargement. 
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Figure 3: Use the blade of the scissors to pull out a stitch prior to breaking it. 
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Figure 4: When the gap is wider, the scissors can be opened to enlarge it further. 

Considering where the lock should sit again, take the ribbon and determine how long the loop needs to be, allowing extra length for its ends to be folded back upon themselves (Figure 5). The part of the loop that will be contained within the clasp should consist of four thicknesses of ribbon, not only to keep its ends from fraying, but also to prevent it being pulled out. Once you have these folded, grasp the loop with the tweezers and proceed to push it into the bra as shown in Figure 6, taking care to ensure that it sits flat inside the clasp. 
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Figure 5: Determine the length of the loop by positioning the lock. 
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Figure 6: Using the tweezers, push the folded ribbon inside the opening. 

It's now straightforward to sew the loop in place, putting back the stitching that was unpicked earlier (Figure 7a). If your husband is a novice with needle and thread, he may find doing so more difficult than he might have thought - it's amazing how swiftly a man can be cut down to size simply by asking him to thread a needle, let alone if he's expected to sew his own bra wearing nothing but sexy lingerie. As Figure 7b shows, doing so can serve as a punishment in its own right - quite apart from the purpose such womanly work will be put to! 
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Figure 7: With the ribbon in place, sew up the clasp. 

Having added a loop between the hooks, it's now time to do the same on the other side. The procedure here is very similar to before, involving unpicking part of the stitching - this time, between two of the eyes. Most bras have a number of sets, but we'll be using the innermost one, using the scissors to extract the thread hidden in the folded material before going on to open up another gap (Figure 8). 
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Figure 8: Unpick the stitching on the other side. 

From here, the next stage is to consider where the lock should sit a second time, once again creating a loop of ribbon long enough for its folded ends to be contained within the clasp (Figure 9). After inserting it into the end of the bra with the tweezers (Figure 10), it's worth double checking the position of the padlock as shown in Figure 11, making sure that the two loops of ribbon are short enough to hold it snugly in place while still allowing the bra to be firmly fastened. Ideally, unhooking the clasp should make the band no looser, sending an unmistakable message to a man who might try and escape its embrace. 
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Figure 9: Determine the length of the loop by positioning the lock again. 
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Figure 10: Push the second loop in with the tweezers. 
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Figure 11: Double check where the lock will sit before stitching. 

When you are sure the second loop is in the right position, stitch up the opening in the clasp (Figure 12a). If you are having your husband do this for you, as I do in Figure 12b, be sure to check his work - not only pulling on the loops yourself to make sure that their stitching is secure, but threading the padlock through them and then presenting the locked bra to your budding seamstress so that he can do the same. A man who has failed to defeat such a fastening when he has it in front of him will be far less likely to try and beat his bra when its clasp is locked behind his back, no matter how embarrassing having to wear it may be! 
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Figure 12: Stitch the second loop closed. 

If the bra you are wanting your husband to wear is sufficiently tight, you can simply slip its straps up his arms at this stage, fastening its clasp in the usual fashion before threading the padlock through the loops. Whether you choose to click the lock closed yourself, or instead have your husband condemn himself to the cups with his own hand, the end result is the same - a bra that can't be unhooked, but must be pulled down over the hips if he's to have any hope of getting out of its grasp without you finding out. That's easier said than done, as you'll discover if you try yourself sometime, but to prevent any possibility of your husband slipping out, all it takes is a collar and tether. 

If you've followed the earlier suggestion of using a pair of detachable bra straps, you'll have two lengths of lingerie elastic, each of which has two hooks in the shape of a nine and a buckle in the shape of an eight - the former to allow the straps to be attached to the cups and back of a bra, the latter to allow their length to be adjusted. Figure 13 shows how the elastic is looped through the buckle twice to achieve this, as well as
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illustrating how one of the hooks is sewn onto the end of the strap whereas the other is free to slide. 

Figure 13: A detachable bra strap is a length of lingerie elastic, on which are two nine shaped hooks and an eight shaped buckle. Observe how it forms two loops. 

Cut off the end hook and work the elastic back through the buckle until you are able to remove the second one as well (Figure 14). Having done so, rethread the strap, taking care to ensure that its shiny side is facing outwards - you may wish to refer back to Figure 13 for this, or use the other strap as a guide. 
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Figure 14: After cutting off one hook, the second can also be removed. 

Next, fold the free end of the elastic over far enough that it can comfortably surround the body of the lock (Figure 15) before sewing it into a loop (Figure 16). The finished result in shown in Figure 17, which demonstrates how the loop can be used to lock the strap in place. Again, be sure to test the strength of the stitching, having your husband stretch the elastic as though struggling against his bra. No matter how much he pulls, his efforts should prove futile. 
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Figure 15: After rethreading the strap, fold its free end over the lock. 
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Figure 16: Sew the resulting loop of elastic closed. 
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Figure 17: The loop can now be used to lock the strap in place. 

Having made the same modifications to the second detachable strap, we're finally in a position to put everything together. Figure 18 shows how the lock that will secure the band of the bra can also be attached to the bottom of the tether, which in turn can then be wrapped around the body of the other padlock. The shackle of the latter can then be used to fasten the two ends of the strap that will serve as the wearer's collar, with the extra elastic wrapping around his neck to ensure that he stays in his bra like a submissive husband should. 

[image: Image 23]

Figure 18: The final result - a lockable bra ready for my husband to wear. 

Of course, there's no better way to demonstrate how this all works than to have my husband model it for you. In Figure 19, you can see him trapped in the straps of the tight black bra that he spent the evening sewing, with the floral cups that press against his chest now impossible for him to slip out of thanks to the fruits of his labours. The only additional modification that is necessary at this point is to adjust the extra straps, sewing their buckles closed so that he won't be tempted to slacken them. Instead, my brassièred husband will have to suffer a slight tension around his throat, along with the ambiguous breasts that the curving moulded cups give him, both acting as a constant reminder of his submission to me - and the bra that I make him wear! 
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Figure 19: There's no escaping these straps! 

Beneath a thin white blouse, the shameful shadow of the three straps are all too apparent, as Figure 20 shows. If your husband will be wearing such a bra in public, he'll need to take care not to allow it to show, but a layer or two of loose, dark clothing is sufficient to keep everything safely camouflaged. A traditional collar and tie is quite enough to hide the bra strap collar, providing the perfect encouragement for your husband to look smart. Of course, there's no reason why he should cover up around the house if you want to confront him with what he's having to wear. After all, a locking bra is the perfect lingerie for a spot of sewing, with a man who has sewn one having no excuse for not making another - as you can see my husband doing in Figure 21. 
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Figure 20: The shadow of the third strap is painfully obvious beneath my husband's blouse - along with the two on his shoulders!. A layer or two of loose, dark clothing, however, would allow him to go out in public still locked in this bra... 
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Figure 21: ...but why have him wear anything more, when a locking bra is the perfect lingerie for a man to wear while sewing himself another such garment? 

In due course, a man can be trained to wear a bra just like a woman would, eventually not even thinking of taking it off until it's time to undress. 

Even so, a lockable bra works a treat for punishment purposes, quite apart from proving a useful tool to help your husband develop such discipline. Whether you surprise him with one that you've sewn yourself, or have him follow these instructions as part of his punishment, you can be sure that he'll keep his bra on until you choose to unlock it, deepening his submission to you in the process. 

You might also like... 

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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put him in panties

everything you need to know about erotic

feminization and lingerie discipline

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

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

www.brassiered.com/puthiminpanties
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from belt to bra

when male chastity leads to feminization

Imagine the predicament of a man who is told that the only way he can earn release from his chastity belt is by wearing a bra for as long as amuses his keyholder. Perhaps she fancies making him wear panties too, or perhaps skirts and stockings are the order of the day as far as his feminization is concerned. Of course, the choice is his, but unless he does what he's told, there'll be no escape from the steel penis prison which emasculates him just as much as the feminine attire he'll soon find himself wearing - like it or not! 

Whether donning all the lingerie a woman would is so arousing as to only add to his sexual frustration or just the thought of doing so is acutely embarrassing, one thing's the same - a chastity belt is sure to provide all the motivation a man needs to feminize himself for his keyholder's pleasure.  from belt to bra follows four such men through their adventures in male chastity and feminization as they dress like women in order to perform as a man. 

www.brassiered.com/frombelttobra
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peeing his panties and other

predicaments

humiliated husbands wetting themselves in

women's underwear

Having to wear women's underwear can be humiliating enough for a man, but that's only the start of the shame for the husbands in these stories, who soon regret being punished when their wives deny them a basic bodily need! Not allowed to use the toilet, their desperation is matched only by their disgrace when they finally succumb to the inevitable, having no choice but to endure the most embarrassing of fates as they soak the lingerie they're locked inside. 

Whether frantically trying to finish chores before disaster strikes or forced to watch the seconds tick by while stuck in the most dreadful of dilemmas, there's only so long a man can hold back a bursting bladder - especially when he's being mocked by his wife and her friends, his soon to be wet panties exposed for their entertainment. 

Giving in to the growing demands of his body can only come at the cost of giving up what little is left of his dignity, as he suffers the humiliation of  peeing his panties and other predicaments. 

www.brassiered.com/peeinghispanties
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it's a cinch! 

corsets keep these men under their wives' control What better way is there for a woman to control her husband than to make him wear a corset? The wives in these stories about corset discipline know that a tightly laced waist is perfect for putting a man in his place, imposing their will with the most unforgiving of foundation garments. Whether training him to do as he's told or simply having some fun with feminization, they're sure to get their way when they've got their husbands helpless in corsetry. 

Squeezed into submission by stiff steel bones, it's more than just a man's body that's shaped by such breathtaking attire - his behaviour is too, forced to conform along with his waist! Once they're trapped in tightlacing, the husbands in these stories about men wearing corsets have no choice but to surrender to their wives' wishes, held in the clutches of clothing that leaves them as feeble as it does feminine. After all, a corset makes it easy for a woman to assert complete control - so easy, in fact, that's  it's a cinch! 

www.brassiered.com/itsacinch
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