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Foreword

When a man locks his wife in a chastity belt, he doesn't have to worry about her getting up to any mischief behind his back, able to go about his business safe in the knowledge that his most treasured possession will remain properly protected. If only she could forget the frustrating steel as easily, instead of having to contend with its constant presence no matter how busy her husband may be! The impenetrable metal will make sure he stays at the forefront of her mind even when he's ignoring her, but matters could be much worse - as the submissive women in these stories about female chastity belts soon find out!

Unable to slake the fires of sexual desire stoked by being so devilishly dominated, these belted wives find themselves driven to distraction by having to wait for an overdue orgasm, yet their passions are only further provoked by the predicaments their husbands put them in. busy guys, belted girls - it's an exciting combination that's sure to end in explosive release!


	
Alice might have the bed to herself, but her husband's business trip doesn't give her free reign over her body - as the fingers that slip down between her legs swiftly discover! Starting the day with a delicious reminder of how Max dominates her even at a distance, this belted wife can't afford to laze beneath the sheets, knowing she has to look her best before his video call. He might be thousands of miles away, but he still expects her to make an effort with her appearance, seeing Alice slip into sexy lingerie as she seeks to please. Only after promising not to play with herself is she allowed to shower - one that her husband oversees! Share this couple's intimate bond in The Business Trip.



	
Fiona has more in the way of metal to worry about than just her chastity belt, her husband insisting that she wears a stainless steel bra to do the laundry - but nothing more, save for the high heels he locks her in before leaving her to her own devices. If that didn't make washing his clothes challenging enough, Fiona has the temptation of the trunk to try to resist - a tantalising combination lock all that stands between her and its contents. Has Angus left the all important key so close, and yet so impossibly far away? One thing's for sure - before this submissive wife is finished with the washing, further padlocks will make her even more powerless! Follow her fortunes in The Trunk.



	
Amy's chastity belt makes her desperately horny, even before her husband suggests swapping the twin plugs it locks inside her for something still more provocative. Helplessly bound to the bed, she's soon begging for him to bang her behind, eagerly agreeing to the bet he proposes so long as he satisfies her sexual hunger. It isn't long before she's back in her belt, however, having to hide thigh bands as well as she pays the price for her earlier pleasure. Serving his friends beer in a sexy little outfit, she longs for a more protective bra, but the men's stares are only the start of her troubles when she's told to perform further forfeits during a sports match. Read how she fares in The Belted Beer Girl.



	
Vikki's vibrator has plenty of power, but it's still no match for the metal that prevents anyone but her husband bringing her pleasure. She knows she's in trouble when the plug is suddenly pulled, Vince not taking kindly to discovering her trying to cheat her chastity belt - however futile her efforts may be! Having to wear a sexy schoolgirl's outfit for her punishment, this misbehaving wife is in for well-deserved spanking, spread over her husband's knee as he reminds her just who's in charge! Sent to the corner to reflect on her crimes, she doubts she'll get back into his good books any time soon - until he tells her to answer the door! Discover her fate in Vikki and the Vibrator.





Four sexually frustrated wives, each forced to wait as long as it takes for their husbands to finally free them from steel - yet ultimately enjoying the pleasures that can only come from such profound surrender! Turned on all the more by being unable to touch their own bodies, these belted women will stay trapped in tight metal until the men with the keys say otherwise - something which may be some time, considering how wonderfully wicked they can be. As these female chastity stories show, there's nothing like a chastity belt to bring a husband and wife together - even when they're busy guys, belted girls.


The Business Trip

The raucous clamour of the alarm clock tore Alice from her slumbers, its insistent ringing swiftly dispelling the dream she had been dozily drifting through. Reaching out an arm still unsteady from sleep, she had to fight the temptation to simply turn over after turning the infernal noise off, the lure of staying between the sheets such that she found herself still lying there after she had finally silenced the strident summons to rise. Only an odd presence between her body and the bed gave her pause for thought, pressing into her hip with a persistence that continued to pursue her as she shifted position.

It took Alice a moment to make sense of the strangely familiar firmness that she found encircling her body, fuzzily following it around before her focus was pulled down to where a similar closeness clung to her crotch. Soon her hand was heading after her thoughts, her fingers instinctively homing in on her pussy only to find something other than flesh - an unyielding surface that thwarted her efforts to reach her sex even as she pressed harder, instead presenting her with a pattern of holes too tiny to do more than frustrate her fingertips.

Sliding to the side soon saw Alice discover the edge of the sturdy strip, but beneath it, she only found more in the way of metal. The second, slightly broader section was buffered by something softer before it finally gave way to her skin, albeit far enough away from her womanhood as to prevent her reaching the latter. Indeed, the solid shield hugged her between her legs so snugly as to leave Alice little choice but to work her way upwards, her fingers soon tracing their way along a wider slit. Its recessed holes also offered nothing in the way of admittance, with its slightly protruding stud of only passing interest prior to the padlock she found a few inches further up - a padlock that sat amidst an even more complicated nest of steel.

The sharp corners of the chunky lump brought everything back as Alice's fingers explored them, the purpose of all the previous parts becoming crystal clear as she pulled on the lock. Simply shifting its stiff metal slightly to the side proved a challenge, with the sense of futility that accompanied her struggle bringing with it a faint smile as the chastity belt reminded her of its security. Greeting her as she awoke just like it did every morning, it would continue to grip her groin until her husband said otherwise, the keys that he alone held the only ones that could ever free her from the formidable framework.

It was strange that the alarm hadn't roused Max, Alice thought dimly - indeed, that she'd needed to set one at all, her husband normally waking her with whispered nothings as he snuggled up close. With his arm joining the belt in being wrapped around her body, Max would often start her day by reminding her how she was his, putting on a pretence of being similarly powerless as he too pulled at the padlock or else tried to push his way past the impenetrable shield. For all his strength, even he couldn't beat the belt without the help of the keys, but he still loved to tease her about how her sex was off-limits.

This morning, however, Alice's hand was alone in establishing the extent of his control over her, there being no arm to accompany the steel that surrounded her, nor even the reassuring sound of breathing from the other side of the bed. That was ample reason to see her turn away from the clock, but even as she rolled over, Alice was recalling where Max was. Sure enough, she found nothing but sheets, her husband so far around the world from her that it wouldn't even be morning for him. That was why she had needed to set the alarm, and that, she realised with a start, was why she couldn't afford to stay in bed for even a second longer, her mind suddenly racing with everything she had to do.

The last thing she wanted was for Max to see her bleary-eyed and bed-headed, not when he would be taking time out of his busy schedule to check in on her. By seven o'clock sharp, which would be something like nine in the evening there, but was in any case no more than twenty minutes from now, Alice knew she needed to look her best, making herself as pleasing to the eye as she would were she waiting for her husband to return home in person. Of course, the circumstances were different, with conspicuous cosmetics and an obviously chosen outfit out of the question when she wanted to appear as though she had just woken up, but that didn't mean Max should see her with tangled hair and bags under her eyes!

Turning on the bedside light hardly helped the latter, with Alice squinting as she flooded with the room with a blinding brightness. Even so, she was still drawn to the black and silver that held her hips and crotch in such a sturdy hug, the contrasting colours of her chastity belt calling to her as soon as she threw away the sheets. Despite knowing she had no time to be distracted by its devilish design, Alice's mind couldn't escape the belt's clutches any more than her body, with every step she took stressing its presence as she sought to put the bed behind her. Was it how the silicone tickled the very tops of her thighs as she walked that saw her looking down at the sturdy lock, or simply the way in which wearing such a contraption seemed to bring her closer to her husband?

The mirror in the bathroom offered Alice an even better view of her sexual surrender, allowing her eyes to explore every detail of how the belt dominated her body as she absent-mindedly began to brush her hair. Indeed, such was its draw that her hairbrush was soon by her hips, its handle forgotten in her hand as she sought to make the band of metal sit more comfortably. How Max loved to see her struggle with the steel, watching with wicked delight as she put all her strength into pushing down on the two sides of the belt, or else tried to tug them up, equally ineffectually. Did he have any idea of how often she was driven to do so in his absence? He could simply walk away when he grew bored of such one-sided battles, but Alice found herself forever fighting.

This was just the first of many such moments that the metal would demand of her during the day, albeit made special for how Alice stood otherwise naked. In the cramped toilet stalls that were the closest to safety that an oblivious office could offer, not to mention covertly through her clothes, she would trade off one pressure for another, her efforts earning only a brief reprieve for wherever the belt had been bothering her - at the cost of allowing it to come to the forefront of her mind again. The sturdy steel that surrounded her sex was impossible to forget for any length of time, constantly reminding her of submission to Max no matter how far away he might be. How she felt that now, her husband on the other side of the world, yet his control very close at hand!

Letting out a sigh as she reluctantly accepted she had done all she could, Alice returned to running the brush through her hair, but her gaze nevertheless remained glued to her groin. There was something compelling about the contraption that held her in its clutches, its gleaming steel and contrasting silicone calling for her eyes to consider the details that she'd earlier only felt with her fingers. For starters, there was the front shield, its raised secondary section having the pattern of perforations that prevented her from seeing more than parts of the slit in the steel beneath, let alone her pussy lips through that, the latter so hidden beneath two layers of impenetrable metal as to present only the slightest hint of its pinkness.

Allowing her gaze to head up the strips of steel like her hand had earlier, Alice saw how the two parts of the intimate prison were held as one by a sturdy stud that sat halfway up another slit, this time running along the uppermost piece of metal. Through it, she could see a couple of similarly sized holes that presented small windows of skin amidst the steel, their presence hinting at how the belt might be adjusted - not that doing so was any more possible than separating its sturdy components while the padlock that sat at the very top of the strips remained so securely fastened. The metal that had so closely followed her flesh up from her crotch wasn't all that came to a confluence here, meeting the same circle that hugged Alice's hips so as to form the belt's centrepiece.

Small wonder that her attention should linger on the lock that held everything together, the significance of the chunky lump of contrasting brass clear from how it sat in its own special recess. Its sturdy shackle had barely emerged from the body of the lock before it wrapped around a formidably thick stud, the protruding part of a stubby pin that passed through corresponding holes in each of the strips of steel it secured. A stout faceplate hid the exact details, but but Alice knew there was no way that the belt could be opened without the padlock that the plate protected first being removed. The bulky block of metal appeared still bigger when her eyes were drawn down from its reflection to the real thing - a sight no less fascinating nor frustrating for its familiarity.

From such an angle, her sex seemed even more distant, lost somewhere beneath the metal that curved away under her crotch. By the time the belt came up again on the other side of her body, it was no more than a buttock-clefting cable, nestling so closely between Alice's cheeks that she would struggle to see it without spreading them. For now, however, her focus remained firmly fixed on the front of the belt, her fingers automatically falling to the arrangement of all too small holes that was as close as she could ever come to her clamouring crevice. How maddening the merciless metal was, its tiny openings only serving to torment her fingertips as she tried to feel her womanhood through them!

No, she didn't have time to confirm what she already knew - that there was no way of touching herself without first being free from the steel, let alone of slaking the fires that were stirred simply by the sight of its shiny surface shielding her sex. It was simply not her place to give herself pleasure, that right reserved for the man to whom she had surrendered her body, the man who deserved to see what belonged to him looking its very best when he checked in on her in no more than a few minutes from now. With her hair still barely half brushed, Alice couldn't afford to simply stand around staring at the belt, despite how it demanded her attention as she drove herself on.

After hurrying with the hairbrush, she went on to give her face a quick once over, feeling the belt assert itself over the bottom of her belly as she bent forward for the necessary bottle. Alice knew that the rest of her beauty regime would have to wait until later, but that didn't stop her from wanting to do more than merely splash herself with water, wondering whether a face without make-up would be sufficient to satisfy her husband. She was being silly, of course - Max had seen her still half-asleep on countless occasions, his manly hands caressing the same bleary features she was now burying in a towel - but now she was having to compete with far more than mere sheets for his attention, the image she was cultivating soon to be up against important company clients.

Her hair had become slightly dishevelled again, indeed, a little damp around the edges, but that was all to the good, with the reflection that now greeted Alice in the silvered glass plausibly that of a woman who had just stumbled out of bed. Would her figure find favour if she were to present herself like this, naked save for her permanent panties? Bringing her hands under her breasts in lieu of a bra, Alice allowed herself a moment to consider her curves, pressing her chest into a provocative cleavage before letting go as her gaze wandered down. Her attention headed swiftly past her waist to where her body broadened, her eyes coming to rest on the same wider hips where her belt sat. There was no denying her feminine charms, even though Max wasn't there to enjoy them, her husband's absence filling her with anguish as her fingers once again futilely fought the unforgiving steel.

If only Max was in a nearer timezone, such that she might have more of an excuse for dressing up! There had been occasions where she had spent several hours attending to her appearance in advance of him arriving home, her husband oblivious to just how long she had taken to perfect the outfit in which she'd opened the door. Max need never know the extent of her deliberations about what was most likely to fill him with desire, although the wetness that always greeted him when he finally got around to removing her belt surely hinted at her reasons. If she was really desperate, she might opt for little more than lingerie, as counter-productive as that could be when dealing with a man who delighted in having her satisfy his own desires while keeping her denied, but usually, she was a little more subtle - perhaps a suggestively tight skirt and blouse, worn in the knowledge that no other man could take advantage of them.

Now, however, there were limits as to what she could wear while still keeping up the pretence of having just got out of bed. No make-up, for starters, nor any clothing other than sleepwear, not that she didn't have an ample selection of sexy little numbers in which she could plausibly have spent the night. She knew she needed to appear nonchalant about the belt, giving the impression of having forgotten that it was even there until her husband cared to comment on it - as impossible as that was when, even now, the ever-present metal remained at the forefront of her mind, calling to Alice to try and fight its tight hold on her body as she made the short journey back to the bedroom.

Soon she was bending over her dresser, looking down past breasts that would barely be covered even after she had slipped into something from the bottom drawer. None of the skimpy nightdresses whose merits she was now considering would do much to hide her belt either, but that wasn't why she wore such silly little things to bed. The ease with which their flimsy fabric could ride up to reveal the steel beneath only served to emphasise the latter's presence, putting her submission on show in a manner that particularly pleased Max. If other people weren't a problem, she would spend day as well as night in just belt and babydoll, such diminutive intimate attire inviting disproportionate attention from the only man who could remove the metal from her body.

If sleeping in such a nightdress would have seen her wake to find her husband's hand up its hem, Alice would surely have done so, not caring how the garment's straps would have inevitably slipped from her shoulders during the night. Returning to consciousness with her arms pinned to her sides would only strengthen her sense of surrender to the muscular man beside her, Max not even having to encourage her breasts out of the cups of her babydoll - not when the simple shifting of her body under the sheets would have been enough to see her bosom slip such inadequate support while she slept. If only her chastity belt were so easy to escape, she sighed sadly, never once having woken to find its steel anything other than steadfastly surrounding her sex. Its implacable metal was immune to her nocturnal manoeuvres, despite the all too frequent disarray around it.

In Max's absence, Alice had forgone anything in the way of nightwear, sleeping naked to the extent that she ever could. That had only deferred the decision about what to wear for him, however, leaving her now having to choose something at the last minute. The black lace one, whose conspicuous basque-like boning would ensure its otherwise insubstantial filigree followed her figure all the way down to where it finally flared out in a silly little frill? No, that really needed to be worn with stockings to make use of its suspenders, the latter's stretched straps seeming like as an additional layer of imprisonment for Max to free her from. How tantalising his touch would be as he slowly separated the ribbon-adorned clasps from the hosiery in which she'd welcomed him home in, his hands brushing her thighs to devastating effect before he finally eased the lacy hem of the babydoll up to expose the band of her belt.

What about the simple red satin affair, no more than a short length of sleek material save for the spaghetti straps that could so seductively be eased from her shoulders? It would flow off her breasts like liquid, the fall of the lustrous fabric perturbed only by the prominent protrusions of her erect nipples before it finally stopped around the tops of her thighs. If she lay on the bed, the thin material would all but mould itself to the combined contours body and belt, its scarlet satin making little secret of the shape of skin and steel beneath. How many idle moments had she spent playing with her padlock through the more finger-friendly covering? Her husband had been known to do the same, delighting in rediscovering its features beneath the tantalising fabric.

If Max were coming home in person, she might very well plump for the simple little garment, perhaps sprawling out on the sheets and pretending to be asleep while secretly following his progress towards her. Now, however, she needed something that would show off how toned her stomach was even when she was sitting upright, something that hid neither her hips nor the belt that hugged them, but helped her flaunt their feminine curve. Perhaps that pretty little thing in pink, its girly lace doing little to disguise what it draped over - but no, that one had a ribbon that had to be fastened in a bow behind her back, something that would have been fun for Max to undo, but far too fiddly to tie to his satisfaction in the time available.

There was, of course, the virginal white number, a garment that was little more than a bra with a ludicrous skirt of gauze hanging down from its band, ethereal material whose lace-trimmed hem would float sublimely around her thighs even as the ruched cups lifted her bosom in a manner belying their insubstantial frills. How sweet and innocent she would seem in such spotless gossamer, her breasts modestly shrouded by the immaculate white that surreptitiously brought them so suggestively together, yet her belt very much visible through the diaphanous mesh - even before she coyly lifted her hem to show her husband what kept her so pure. The contrast between such flimsy fabric and the sturdy steel couldn't be starker, yet the two would conspire to fuel her husband's desires, all but begging for him to have her - just as he had on so many memorable occasions.

Even halfway around the world, Max could hardly doubt that she'd been good were he to see her starting the day in such a submissive way, the sight of her so irresistibly wrapped up in newly-wed white surely enough to persuade him to let her out of her belt for more than just a morning cleaning. She would bring the hand that would have to stand in for his between her legs ever so shyly, biting her bottom lip bashfully as she explored her exposed flesh as though for the very first time. Perhaps Max would even talk her though what she needed to do, teaching her how to touch herself once she was no longer prevented from doing so by steel. Simply the thought of being softly guided to a self-induced orgasm was enough to make Alice tremble with desire, with only the continued hold of the belt preventing her from playing out such a fantasy for real.

With a frustrated sigh, Alice shook her head to dispel such daydreams, reaching into the drawer to extract the snow-white sheerness that she could only hope would do the trick when it came to turning her husband on. Soon she was holding the insubstantial babydoll up by its lace-embellished straps, the slightest movement of her hands causing its similarly adorned hem to waft about as she prepared to step into it. It wasn't long before the latter was brushing her legs, the delicate gauze clinging electrically to her skin as she pulled the babydoll's bulkier top up past her thighs. Such a strange way to put on a bra, she mused, yet her only option, stretching its band slowly and carefully over the obstacles of her belt before bringing its cups underneath her breasts.

Only then could Alice perform the familiar manoeuvre of slipping her arms into straps prior to stretching behind her back to fasten the clasp, looking down as she did so at the waterfall of white that fell from her soon to be supported chest. She would only need to reach her arms up to inadvertently lift the lacy hem of the babydoll off her crotch, unshrouding the steel that still shielded her sex even as she fussed further up her body. Bending slightly forward in her efforts to best position her breasts, Alice was all too aware of how she was exposing her buttocks in the process, feeling the flimsy skirt of the nightdress ride up as she sought to assist it in emphasising her feminine charms. No matter what she might show of her body, however, there was one part that would always remained protected - a part that desperately yearned to feel the same fingers that were now stretching frilly straps onto her shoulders.

Once Alice was satisfied with the effect that the babydoll had on her bosom, her hands headed straight to its hem, instinctively tugging on it even though she knew full well the futility of doing so. It was either that or lift up the lace that floated so airily around the top of her legs, neither gesture one that would help her forget the frustrating steel beneath. Indeed, pulling the skimpy nightdress taut only served to stress the belt's continued hold on her, with the unmistakable shadow of black silicone competing with the gleam of metal to seize her gaze through the sheer gauze. It would only take her stretching the see-through material to each side to reveal every last detail of the lock that left her so helpless, the chunky brass forming the most distinctive of bulges.

Alice knew she didn't have the luxury of playing with her lingerie, not when Max wasn't there to be persuaded by such silent entreaties. Lifting the lacy hem of the babydoll to look forlornly at the lock served little purpose in his absence, with Alice having no need to remind herself of how powerless she was to pleasure herself. Instead, she still had preparations to make in the few minutes that remained before her husband was due to call, with the tablet through which they would talk still needing to be set up on the bedside table - something that first required the device to be found.

Had she left the little computer in the lounge? Alice's nightdress did little to stop her breasts from bouncing as she hurriedly scurried to see, its flimsy fabric whipped around her thighs by the resulting rush of air. The inadequacy of her intimate attire was the least of her concerns thanks to how conscious she was of the clock, with the far more substantial presence between her legs reminding her of the consequences of keeping her husband waiting. She had no sooner laid her hands on what was thankfully sitting in plain sight on the sofa before she was dashing back to the bedroom, distractedly trying to turn on the tablet as she did. The shopping sites she'd perused the previous evening were now no more than a nuisance, tab after tab of sexy underwear and high heeled shoes seeming to make the recalcitrant machine take even more time starting.

Even when they behaved, the miracles of modern technology would only go so far, allowing her appreciate the sight and sound of a man thousands of miles away, but nothing more - not the powerful hand that would so effortlessly pull hers away should it prematurely stray near her forbidden flesh, nor the muscular arms that might carry her bodily to the bedroom, but only if she had shown sufficient devotion to another part of his body first. How was she supposed to use her tongue to tease a pole that would be no more than a mere picture on screen? Alice knew she should be grateful for something that her mother still marvelled at, but though video chat would allow Max to continue to take care of her cleaning while on a trip, it was a poor substitute to him doing so in person, a pale shadow of the couple's regular regime.

Propped up on its stand, the tablet's screen reflected the scene that Alice was presenting it with, the barely dressed woman sitting on the edge of the bed as though just having swung her legs out from under the sheets. In contrast to the crumpled bedding, her babydoll showed rather less signs of being slept in, with Alice having to hope that her husband would give her the benefit of the doubt in that regard, or at least be distracted by the assets that she now adjusted the angle of the camera in order to display at their best. Having satisfied herself with how her face and breasts filled the frame, she went on to practise showing the belt, sparing her pussy the additional pressure of her sitting on the steel for the few seconds she spent standing and lifting her skirt - as superfluous as the latter was, considering how clearly even the shrouded silver and black appeared on screen. Only when she sat down again did the conspicuous metal disappear, albeit at the cost of imposing on her body all the more.

At any moment, Alice knew a melodic chime could signal an incoming call, one swipe of the screen sufficient to replace her image with that of her husband. With nothing to do but to wait for that fateful moment, she could only try to imagine what Max was doing, picturing him schmoozing with clients at what would be a much later hour. Was he even now making his excuses with one eye on his watch, or would he be in no hurry to disengage, safe in the knowledge that his wife would be going nowhere no matter how sexily she was dressed? Knowing that she was incapable of getting up to any mischief thanks to the metal he had left her locked in, Max might even deliberately delay returning to his room so as to drive her to distraction, a thought that saw Alice's desperation grow as the clock ticked slowly by. What if her husband had forgotten her?

There were still a couple of minutes before he was scheduled to call, at least going by the numbers in the corner of the screen, but Alice struggled to relax, heart and mind racing with the excited anticipation that always preceded being released. How automatically her hands came to her crotch at times like this, her fingers fussing with the frilly hem of her babydoll as she fought to keep them from the forbidden steel. She had the strange feeling of having forgotten something, dimly wondering what was amiss as she looked down at her steel-clad sex through the spotless white gauze she was anxiously scrunching up in her hands. The presence of the latter did nothing to prevent her confirming that her chastity belt hadn't changed, not that the immutable metal ever could, with its enduring pattern of holes still taking the place of her pussy - as always.

Most women would look down to see less substantial panties there, but Alice had grown so used to seeing the steel gusset gripping her groin that it took her a moment to realise what was missing. Panties! The babydoll had matching ones, in so far as the tiny triangle of matching gauze could really be counted as such, but the absurd scrap of fabric wasn't where Max would want to see it. Instead it was still in the drawer, its absence sure to invite a scolding should she show her husband no more than bare metal. Just because she wore a chastity belt didn't mean she could engage in such disgraceful behaviour, Max would say, wondering whether she wanted to spend the day naked - something that would prove half punishment, half pleasure, but hardly compatible with work.

Springing off the sheets, Alice wasted no time in returning to the dresser, soon crouching down over its bottom drawer as she once again rummaged through its assortment of intimate attire. So small was what she was searching for that it felt like looking for a needle in the haystack, only the hay was composed of the babydolls she had deliberated over earlier. Now their satin and lace proved even more of a distraction, the previously skimpy garments surprisingly large as they stymied her efforts. Only their contrasting colours offered Alice any assistance, but the way her heart leapt when she first caught sight of a scrap of white only added to the disappointment when the tiny thong in question turned out to be the wrong one - its snow white lace matching not what she was wearing, but a sheer gown still in the drawer, the latter's long sleeves and open front a very sensuous affair, but far from suitable for sleeping in.

When there was still no sign of the missing panties even as Alice was scraping the bottom of the drawer, she resorted to starting again, systematically taking each garment out and frantically shaking it in case the thin strips of elastic that should already be sitting on her hips had somehow got caught up inside. This could never happen with her chastity belt, she sighed to herself, the latter's steel so substantial that she knew right where it was at all times - even on those rare occasions when it wasn't clinging to her crotch, its presence calling to her from beside the bed, or else from the bathroom basin, depending on how Max was inclined. Her husband would surely be calling any moment now, leaving Alice wondering whether it wouldn't be easier to just change into one of the many blacks or pinks or reds that were rapidly piling up on the floor.

It was just as well that the camera wouldn't show what a mess she had made, with the confusion of clothing one that would have to wait to be tidied up until after she'd spoken with Max - panties or no panties! Alice was almost about to abandon her search when she finally found what she was looking for, hurriedly untangling the straps of the thong from those that would have sat on her shoulders had she chosen one of the other virginal offerings. She had no sooner separated the two before she was standing up, discarding the undesired nightdress with a carelessness that could have competed with her husband's had he been there to undress her. Rather than pulling her panties down, as surely would have been Max's next move, she quickly did the reverse, stepping into the ridiculous scrap of white before tugging the tiny triangle up towards her sex - at least, as close as her chastity belt would ever permit panties.

It was hardly as if such inadequate material could ever begin to cover the bulky metal, seeming more in danger of being torn to shreds by the steel that Alice now sought to stretch it over. In doing so, she was acutely aware of how easily she would have been able to touch herself if all that took was pulling such skimpy underwear to one side, her fingers no more than a few millimetres away from her aching flesh as she tried to hide at least the bottom of the belt's black silicone buffers. The elastic she was tugging stretched so straightforwardly that she might not have given it any thought, save for the stark contrast with the uncompromising contraption that acted as an immovable backdrop beneath. If only she could move its metal with similar ease!

She might have spent forever fussing with the flimsy fabric were it not for a sudden summons back to the bed, with the insistent beep of the tablet telling her that her husband was calling - exactly on the dot of seven o'clock! For once, Alice wished that he wasn't so punctual, feeling thoroughly flustered by the time she was finally in a position to flick a finger across the screen. She had no more than a moment to make sure that there was nothing amiss about her appearance before her image shrank away to occupy the corner of the little computer, replaced by the face that she had so longed to see.

The stiff collar of Max's smart suit might have suggested that he was merely between business meetings, were it not for how he had loosened his tie enough to expose the bare skin of his neck. The casual way in which he continued to divest himself of the boldly coloured cloth was enough to set Alice's heart aflutter as she felt her husband's eyes exploring her own attire, the distance between them doing little to lessen her submission to his commanding stare. “Planning on wearing that to work, are you?”, Max asked as he carelessly tossed his tie out of shot, a suggestion that saw Alice's face flush as she considered standing in front of her colleagues in only babydoll and belt. “I've seen some very weird fashions over here, but nothing as way out as that!”, her husband went on, clearly relishing her reaction as he continued to tease her.

“Still, I suppose you'd be safe enough!”, he laughed. “Perhaps you should have come along as my secretary, it wouldn't do any harm to have you distracting the other side! Have you been a good girl? Not been getting up to any mischief in that little get-up, I trust?”. That was Alice's cue to stand, her husband's sterner tone sparing her from having to share further blushes as she obeyed his implicit command. Soon the corner of the screen was showing her chastity belt - for a moment as no more than a conspicuous shadow beneath the white gauze, but soon in all its glory, her hands having come once again to the hem of her babydoll and lifted its lace so as to reveal the locked metal that had hitherto been shrouded by white.

By leaning forward a little, Alice could fill the frame with the sturdy steel faceplate, demonstrating beyond a doubt that it remained as secure as it had been when Max had instructed her to press its chunky padlock closed a full twenty four hours ago. Although her provocative performance saw the man on the other side of the screen lick his lips lustfully, it still wasn't enough to satisfy him, with her husband now demanding still more of her. “And the key?”,  he asked in a tone that was as stern as it was sceptical, a familiar part of the ritual that nevertheless saw Alice's pulse race thanks to how thoroughly Max was confirming her chastity. “Does that mean anything without the key?”.

“No, Sir!”, Alice accepted sheepishly, adopting a correspondingly submissive role as she played her part in their game. “I'll go get it now, Sir!”, she proposed, already scurrying away from the bed. Was there a satisfied smile to be seen on the screen as she hurried away? If there had been, it was gone by the time she came back, Max's countenance once again stern as she held up the bunch of keys she'd fetched from the front door - an unremarkable set, save for the slightly odd metal fob that hung from the same ring as those that would open house and office, a slim rectangle of metal from which dangled a small plastic tag. A casual observer might note the number stamped into the latter, “847934”, perhaps thinking it was some kind of identifier to aid return should the keys get lost, but even if they were to read the engraving on the metal, they would be little the wiser. “IN CASE OF EMERGENCY, BREAK SEAL FOR BELT KEY”.

Inside the folded steel was a space just large enough to accept the second key to Alice's chastity belt, the sliver of metal joining her flesh in being held frustratingly just out of reach by the unique plastic seal. Although the loop of the latter could be cut with a simple pair of scissors, the way in which it was threaded through various holes meant that the key stayed inaccessible while the seal remained unbroken, the identifying number leaving no possibility for subterfuge. It was a contrivance that mean that Alice could escape the embrace of metal at any time, yet simultaneously couldn't unless she could offer good enough grounds for having done so when Max subsequently inspected things.

Her husband had made it clear what would count as an emergency, regarding the ability to access the second key as one that he didn't expect Alice to exercise under anything but the most extreme of circumstances. Nevertheless, the lengths that he had gone to in order for her to stay safe in the steel served to stress his seriousness, with every door she unlocked offering a subtle reminder of how Max controlled her body. No-one else had ever noticed, yet the mere sight of the inconspicuous grey and white always gave her a thrill - just as it did now, Alice feeling surprisingly anxious as she scurried barefoot back to the bedroom. Soon she was standing in front of the tablet again, holding the keys close to its camera as she sought to convince Max that she'd been good.

Only by slowly turning the keyring could she hope to dispel any doubt, showing her husband that the plastic seal remained intact. In turn, the continuous loop would confirm that the much sturdier band of steel surrounding her body had stayed similarly unbroken, her sex not having seen the light of day since they'd last spoken. “And the number?”, her husband insisted, even though the latter could clearly be seen on the screen, Max's sceptical tone only making Alice more desperate to prove herself. “Eight four seven nine three four, Sir”, she recited without really having to look, conscious that the seemingly random series of digits had been hers for so long. She'd made no effort to memorise them, yet their significance had seen them slowly burned into her brain. How strange to think they would soon be consigned to the bin, another set of six becoming all important in their place. It was a thought that made Alice's voice tremble as she tried to hold the keys still, wondering what else she could do to convince her husband of her fidelity if the number wasn't enough.

It was only when Max's frown finally broke into a smile that she was able to breathe again, Alice's hand unconsciously slumping down against her crotch as his face became less severe. Only belatedly did she realise that by doing so, she had brought the keys conspicuously close to her belt, with the corner of the screen now showing them separated from its lock by little more than the diaphanous gauze of her babydoll. It was though she was begging her husband to come to the same conclusion as her subconscious, but the only means of freeing her sex from its frustrating shield of steel was still sheathed by metal - metal that was just as impenetrable as the belt itself until Max gave the word.

“I suppose you're wanting to have your shower so you can get to work?”, the man on the screen suggested, his smirk making it clear he didn't believe anything so mundane would ever be at the forefront of his wife's mind. All the same, Alice had little choice but to agree, finding herself weakly nodding before realising that Max couldn't see her. The hurried “Uh-huh” that she had to give added to her sense of helplessness, her husband taking advantage of her ambiguous assent in order to tease her further. “No? You can always stay locked up for another day if you want to keep your number”, he proposed playfully, forcing Alice to show more enthusiasm in order to stave off such a fate.

“No, no, I need to have a shower so I can get to work!”, she pleaded, her pussy demanding attention all the more for how Max was tormenting her. “Okay, but you're going straight back in your belt as soon as you've got everything clean”, he told her sternly. “Just because I'm away doesn't mean I'm going to let you play! Promise me you won't do anything naughty!”. Once again, Alice's barely audible “Uh-huh” didn't cut it, with her husband now insisting that she tell him explicitly. Indeed, Max spelled out the exact form of words that he wanted to hear. “I promise that I won't do anything naughty, but will lock myself back in my chastity belt as soon as I'm clean”, he intoned, adopting such deliberate clarity that there could be no doubt about his desire.

Alice's subsequent echo lacked the commanding strength of her husband's voice, but as she condemned herself to staying chaste even in the absence of steel, she knew that doing so was the only way that she would be allowed out of the contraption's clutches. Could she disobey? So hypnotic was Max's hold over her that she could no more break her word than she could the seal without his say-so, the latter still waiting for her husband's approval as he praised him for her submission. “Good girl!”, Max said softly. “Now let's see that key!”.

It only took a snip from a pair of nail scissors for Alice to be able to oblige, her trembling fingers swiftly removing the now irretrievably broken plastic before going on to tip the metal sheath it had sealed. For a moment, she feared that the all important key was stuck inside, seeing her frantically tap the folded grey rectangle against her palm before she was finally rewarded with a shinier sliver. To think that so much depended on such a small thing, the square-headed key no more than one might use to open a filing cabinet. Was that all her womanhood was to the smartly dressed man still silently watching her from the screen? Hurriedly holding up the key towards the image of her husband, Alice found her movements being mirrored, albeit by a far more manly hand, Max producing a matching piece of metal from among a ring of others.

Even halfway around the world, he had the key to her sex at his fingertips, its head marked with the small spot of red paint she recalled him once daubing there in order to distinguish it. “Snap!”, Max laughed, going on to mime a movement that needed no explaining to the woman who had watched him make it so many times before. How could Alice not imagine her husband pushing the little key up into her lock, Max having to adopt an awkward angle thanks to how the construction of her belt protected its most critical component. His knuckles would briefly brush against her skin as he turned his hand, summoning the subtlest of clicks from the mechanism he was manipulating - a sound that Alice would be straining her ears for as she stood with her hands submissively on her head, or else bound to the bedposts as she lay spreadeagled on the sheets.

“Go on then!”, Max insisted, repeating the gesture with an urgency that only added to Alice's frustration. If only unlocking the belt was as straightforward as he made it seem, she sighed to herself, struggling merely to insert the key into the necessary hole. Were her husband to be the one unlocking her, he would be able to see the underside of the lock as he looked up between her legs, but she had to fumble around blindly, finally succeeding more by luck than anything else. Only then could she seek to emulate Max's movements, but even then, her efforts were hampered by the lack of space, with the sturdy steel faceplate continuing to stymie her as she desperately tried to turn the key.

At last the recalcitrant sliver of metal rotated in its slot, freeing the end of the shackle that had hitherto been so securely held in the lump of brass. Even as she felt the flush of success, Alice knew there were still several more steps to go before she would be able to see her most private of places, let alone be in a position to touch her pussy  - steps that would require her husband's explicit permission to perform. For the moment, however, Max seemed more concerned about the key than what it had opened, barely satisfying himself that the lock was undone before he was instructing Alice to secure the sliver of metal. Had she been left to her own devices, such an important object might have soon been lost among the sheets, but her husband was determined that it, like her, should not remain free for any longer than was absolutely necessary.

“What's your new number?”, he asked, apparently expecting Alice to have a fresh seal ready and waiting. Instead, she had to hurriedly clamber over to his side of the bed, pulling open the drawer of her husband's bedside cabinet as she sought one of the pieces of plastic to be found there - all identical, and yet all unique. The unfastened loops of the seals caught on one another, causing a confusion of them to fall to the floor before Alice finally had just one in her hand, but she didn't care about the mess, already turning back.

Only then did she realise how she could be seen on screen, wondering whether she had treated her husband to the sight of her belted behind as she scrambled across the sheets. Even if Max hadn't watched the lacy hem of her babydoll bouncing against her otherwise bare buttocks, he certainly couldn't miss her cleavage, with the cleft between her breasts provocatively presented by her submissive stance. It was hard for Alice not to imagine herself welcoming him home in such a manner, unzipping her husband's trousers and lavishing his manhood with her lips as he stood masterly by the side of the bed, but instead she had to sit up and shake away such fantasies, knowing that she was expected to show the man silently watching her antics still greater submission.

“Well?”, Max pressed, his impatience obvious as Alice's fingers fumbled with metal and plastic. She had not just to return the key to its sheath, but align the various holes so that the barbed end of the seal could be threaded through them. Only then could she press the latter in the slot that would permanently hold it, in so doing giving herself a new set of numbers to show whether she had been good. “Eight four seven nine two one, Sir”, she dutifully read, her voice becoming less sure as the digits became unfamiliar. It seemed that she would always been eight four seven nine something, but now she was twenty one, and would remain that way for at least the day in the absence of any emergency.

What if her husband now wanted her to press her padlock closed too? To have to stay in her chastity belt without even briefly being able to escape its embrace  would be hell considering how hot and bothered she had become, her sex growing even wetter at the thought of being told to show such submission. A firm press would be all it would take, the simplest of actions compared to the convoluted procedure still required to expose her pussy. Her despair would surely delight Max, there being no doubt about the devilish lilt with which he now addressed her. “So, Twenty One, are you staying in that belt?”.

“Uh-huh”, Alice moaned, biting her lip anxiously as her worst fears seemed to be realised. Once again, that was a response that failed to find favour from her husband, Max wasting no time in scolding her for it. “No? Then you'd better take it off, hadn't you?”, he insisted sternly, yet his severe tone had never been so welcome as he went on. “But absolutely no touching of anything that you shouldn't, do I make myself clear?”. As her hands hurriedly burrowed their way beneath the hem of her babydoll, Alice found herself having to stifle another “Uh-huh”, knowing that she mustn't do anything that might make her husband change his mind. “Yes, Sir!”, she exclaimed with excitement. “Right away, Sir!”.

Despite her enthusiasm, Alice still found herself having difficulty obeying, hampered in even pulling down her panties by how she couldn't really see what she was doing. Max would have had her hold up her nightdress's diaphanous gauze while he slowly removed the silly little thong, as much to keep her hands out of the way as to make things easier for himself. She, however, had to make do with trying to tuck the flimsy fabric under the band of metal as she slipped out of her superfluous underwear, no sooner having discarded the scrap of fabric than her fingers were returning to the steel. Alice knew that only by pressing the faceplate of the belt firmly against the various strips it secured did she stand any chance of pulling its stubborn padlock off, seeing her having to suck her stomach in just as she would were it her husband's hand down there.

Max always made it look so straightforward, only taking his time if he wanted to tease her - perhaps taking advantage of her powerlessness by playfully pulling her into him for a kiss, making her gasp with surprise as she suddenly found herself stumbling forward. Now, however, Alice's only gasps were those of frustration as she fought the stubborn metal, feeling far from sure she would even make the shackle of the lock separate from stud it was so firmly wrapped around. She could rotate it a little from side to side, but pushing it off was something that seemed like it would require a miracle - a miracle that she simply didn't have time for, not when at any moment, Max might grow bored of watching her. “I'm tired of this, Twenty One. Lock it back up!”, she could all too easily imagine him saying, her fear that her husband might do so driving her on despite her chastity belt seeming determined not to let her go.

So relieved was she when the two pieces of metal finally separated that she couldn't say exactly what she had done to make that happen, simply glad to be able to catch them both in her other hand. Soon padlock and plate were forgotten on the bed beside her panties, there being far more pressing steel to attend to - the strip that curved up from under her crotch, for starters, still clinging to her skin so as to stop her even seeing her sex.

Despite no longer having its lock, the belt's central stud was still adamant that the metal should stay that way, Alice having to fight the frustrating framework before it finally signalled its surrender with a satisfyingly solid clunk. Did the sound mean as much to the man still watching from the screen? It certainly caused her own heart to race thanks to its associations, seeing Alice now faced with a fresh battle - that of keeping her fingers away from her newly exposed flesh, the latter's wetness simply begging to be furiously flicked over.

Instead, she had to fight her carnal instincts, returning her hands to the band of the belt - both of them, this time, their presence keeping her from taking anything more than the shallowest of breaths as she sought to separate the two sides of the steel. Only when she had done so would she finally be free from the cruel contraption, yet even at this late stage, it was reluctant to release her from its hold. Alice's gaze was naturally drawn down to the strip of metal that now hung away from her sex, its inner surface slick with her excitement, but only the odd, accidental waft of air could take advantage of her newfound freedom. However much she might wiggle her hips, the steel that stuck up from between her thighs did nothing to slake her need for much more in the way of stimulation, merely taunting her as she tried to escape the metal's embrace.

At last the belt gave up its grip on her body, allowing Alice to carefully lower it down her legs before stepping out of the sturdy steel. With nothing now holding up the hem of her nightdress, the insubstantial gauze was swift to take over the task of shrouding her pussy, its ethereal white fabric having fallen down to hide the latter's pinkness as she brought the belt back up for her husband to see. With both her hands occupied by the bulky metal, she could no more touch herself now than she could have before he'd called, the weight of the cumbersome contraption seeing her having to clutch it close as she showed Max that she was finally free. As she stood sheepishly in front of the little screen, Alice found herself beset by fears of being told to step back into the belt, desperately hoping her husband would let her put it down on the bed so that she could attend to the ache it had left between her legs.

Max had rather different plans for her chastity belt, however. “You've gone and got that all wet, you dirty girl!”, he scolded, hardly needing to draw Alice's attention to the glistening slickness that showed where the steel had been pressed against her pussy. His stern tone did nothing to help her in that regard, summoning a fresh wave of moistness as she acknowledged her crime with a breathless “Uh-huh!”. How could her sex not be sodden with desire when her husband's seductive strictness made her want to surrender to him all the more? “It's a good job I left you locked up!”, Max went on, simultaneously making her feel ashamed and aroused. “Who knows what you would have got up if you didn't have that belt to stop you? To the bathroom, right now! And bring all the bits!”.

It wasn't just the chastity belt that Alice had to worry about, as awkward as its splayed out steel was - there was the tablet as well, having to be carried at the same time if she wasn't to leave her husband's sight. Unsure of how to obey a command that surely required her to have three hands, Alice wondered for a moment whether she wouldn't have to lock herself back in the belt in order to do as she'd been told, only belatedly realising she could close the contraption around nothing but air. Soon she was doing just that, resting the belt on the bed as she brought its various ends together again. The solid clunks that she summoned as she finally persuaded the strips of steel to surrender to the central stud sent instinctive shivers down her spine, but it wasn't long before she was able to hold the belt in one hand, clutching its plate and lock in her palm as she gingerly took the tablet from where it had sat on the bedside table.

It seemed very strange to put Max's head down on top of the toilet, but Alice could find no better position from which he could see what she was doing in the sink, knowing that her husband continued to watch her even as she filled the basin with water. That he wanted to talk about his day as she did so felt even weirder to begin with, but it was no more than the same conversation that the couple might have had over the breakfast table - albeit filled with fascinating tales from a far-off land, accompanied by the mundanities of cleaning metal.

As she was regaled with the bizarre dishes that Max had eaten in a backstreet restaurant, Alice separated her chastity belt into its component parts, going on to rub each underwater. In doing so, she could feel the same slipperiness that so longed to receive similar attention between her legs, the slimy coating that her sex had left on the steel a testament to its unsatisfied needs. Would her husband let her do more than merely give her pussy a perfunctory wash when she had put its prison back together? Even as she carefully patted dry each piece with a towel, eagerly following his account of a visit to a famous temple, she was silently trying to persuade him, Alice leaning forward rather more than she might so as to beg him with her breasts as she nodded along. That the straps of her babydoll had earlier fallen from her shoulders might merely be a convenient accident, but her failure to return them was anything but!

It wasn't the belt that Alice was presenting when she finally had its steel back together, but her body, with the contraption that came between her chest and the camera no more than token camouflage. Even so, her husband chose to focus on the formidable metal framework, cutting his story short so as to be able to praise her performance. “There! Ready to wear until tomorrow!”, Max declared with a devilish grin, seeing Alice wonder whether she wasn't about to be told to surrender her sex again before he went on. “I suppose you'd better lose that nightie you seem so keen to slip out of”, he suggested with a knowing smile, his expression broadening as his wife's made it clear how she'd been caught out. “It's not like it's covering much, now, is it? You know, I could be at a strip club right now, but what I really want to see is a woman showering. Slowly and sensuously”, Max proposed, speaking just that way himself. “Soaping herself up, then washing it all away as she shows just how sexy she is. Can you do that without being tempted, or do you need to go back in your belt first?”.

The shower door stayed open even after Alice had stepped in and turned on the taps, with the steam that was soon billowing out doing little to shroud her from the man watching through the electronic window. She couldn't hear whether Max was saying anything above the sound of the water, but she could certainly feel his eyes feasting on her body as she lathered herself up. Her own gaze was swiftly drawn down, her fingers soon massaging the marks left on the skin by the metal as she fought to keep them away from even more sensitive flesh. After all, she had promised her husband that she wouldn't touch herself, his hold on her remaining just as strong even though it was no longer reinforced by steel. Instead, Alice had to be satisfied with the teasing tickle of the shower, letting its powerful spray linger on her pussy for just a little longer than was strictly necessary as she tried not to think of going back in the belt.

As much as she wanted to savour the warm flowing water forever, there was only so long that a shower could reasonably take, even one that was so much more than a mere act of ablution. It seemed to Alice that she had barely begun before she felt obliged to turn off the taps, soon towelling her crotch dry with the same coy caution with which she had washed it. All too soon, she was standing submissively in front of the tablet again, knowing what she would be expected to do next even before Max had asked it of her. Was there a slight flush to her husband's face that hadn't been there earlier? Whatever he had been doing while she'd showered, he certainly looked satisfied - an emotion that continued to elude Alice as she reached for the metal by the basin. The clicks that she summoned as she separated the belt's steel were only a prelude to those that accompanied her imprisoning her pussy again, standing close to the tablet so her husband could see and hear everything.

♡ ♡ ♡

Alice's chastity belt was safely hidden beneath her skirt by the time she was ready to leave for work, her husband having also remained with her as she'd slipped into the smart black fabric. If only Max could have physically been in the bedroom, allowing her the reciprocal pleasure of watching him getting dressed too! Instead, Alice had to make do with mere memories of him slipping his muscular arms into a shirt as they continued to chat, the hands that might have so scandalously hampered her efforts to get dressed now sadly off-screen. Ordinarily, she would protest when he molested her, fighting the fingers that so effortlessly thwarted hers as she tried to hook her bra, but now she longed to feel her husband's hot breath on her neck, wishing he was there to provoke her in person. A moving picture couldn't slip straps off her shoulders, nor send her to work with smeared lipstick and the taste of him still on her tongue!

Having slipped into a pair of modest pumps, she was preparing to say a reluctant goodbye to her husband when the man on the screen suddenly cut her off mid-sentence. “That blouse is a bit over-buttoned, don't you think?”, Max remarked, leaving Alice wondering whether he wasn't being sarcastic as her gaze followed his down the plain white cotton. Compared to the cleavage that her babydoll had boasted earlier, her workwear was positively prudish, the breasts that she had previously flaunted so brazenly having become no more than bulges in the buttoned-up fabric. Only a slightly lighter area gave any hint of the similarly coloured bra that supported her bosom beneath, the subtlest of patterns all there was to suggest the lace trim of her lingerie.

“Come on, unbutton it!”, Max insisted. So authoritative was his voice that Alice found her hands coming up under her neck as though of their own accord, her fingers barely having undone the fastener before her husband was wanting more. “And the next one!”, he demanded, leaving Alice in no doubt where things were headed well before she had been told to unbutton a third. Soon she found herself obediently untucking her blouse, allowing its white fabric to hang down by her sides as she showed the man on the screen her bra. “Now pop them out and play with them! That's right, fondle your tits for me! Come on, pinch those nipples! Make yourself moan! Can't have you going to work without you being all hot and bothered, can we?”, Max laughed, licking his lips as he watched his wife work herself into a frenzy of frustration. By the time Alice switched off the tablet, she would have died to be able to touch herself further down, but that was a pleasure that would have to wait - at least for another day!


The Trunk

“Not today, you don't!”. Fiona had been bending over the top drawer of her dresser, about to pick out a bra when she was stopped in her tracks - not only by her husband's voice, but his hand as well. The sudden tug from behind saw her having to abandon any further thoughts about getting dressed, Angus taking advantage of her chastity belt as he pulled her backwards. The same D-ring that he'd idly toyed with as they'd snuggled under the sheets earlier that morning now served as a means to control her movements, welded as it was to the back of the belt, above where the wire emerged from her buttocks.

The single finger that her husband had slipped inside the sturdy loop of steel was nevertheless strong enough to exert significant force, with Angus now stressing his command still further. Once again, Fiona found herself subject to an inexorable pressure, the stiff band of metal imposing itself around her hips and belly even more than before. Could she have fought it by leaning forward? Perhaps, but she knew that would only see the man who was keeping her from her bras grab her bodily, her husband seeming determined to deny her underwear. Instead, Fiona put up only a token protest before submissively stumbling backwards, her excited squeal signalling she was willing to go along with his erotic game.

“Why do you need one of those?”, Angus asked as he pulled her close to him, ensuring his wife would be going nowhere by wrapping his arms around her waist. With her lower body now encircled not only by metal but muscles as well, Fiona found herself struggling to answer with anything more than a breathless gasp, even before her husband began to work his hands wickedly up her torso. His rough, calloused palms seemed to strip her of what little strength she still possessed as they slid over her skin, seeing her fall limp in his arms as she succumbed to the electrifying sensation.

“It wouldn't stop me doing this, you know”, the man molesting her went on, his hands now having come up under her breasts and cupping them in a crude imitation of a bra. No bra would press her flesh quite so forcefully, Fiona thought dimly, unable to stop herself moaning as Angus gave her a cleavage that was as incredible as it was uncomfortable. Nor would any garment be capable of pinching her nipples so provocatively, tweaking and twisting the stiff bullets all the more for how she tried to writhe her way free. Her husband was right, of course - mere material was no match for him, with the distant contents of the drawer seeming increasingly silly as his hands continued to make her melt.

Her own had instinctively come to her crotch, albeit having an excuse for doing so thanks to how Angus had her arms pinned to her sides. Fiona's fingers would surely be aiding her husband's in his efforts to whip her body up into a frenzy, were it not for the steel that stood between them and her swiftly moistening sex. The impenetrable barrier of the belt served only to stress her powerlessness as she futilely sought some way past it, Fiona not having to push her fingertips painfully against the pattern of tiny holes to know it was pointless. She did so all the same, however, going on to scrabble equally fruitlessly at the softer, yet no less implacable silicone that sat so snugly against her skin.

Neither rewarded her with any admission, nor did the slight ridge between the belt's secondary shield and the broader strip of steel beneath - despite how urgently the engorging lips of her pussy pressed against the latter from the other side. Soon she was resorting to pulling on the padlock which held her prisoner in the cruel contraption, desperately trying to tear it off as Angus demonstrated the ease with which he could make her gasp. The contrast between his capability and hers couldn't be clearer, her husband's fingers bringing fresh, breathtaking thrills with every squeeze and nip even as her own attempts to touch the fires he was stoking found nothing but the numbness of metal.

“No clothes! I want you in just your belt today”, Angus declared, his hand coming down to join Fiona's for a moment, only to pull hers away. “I though you said you had to work!”, she panted, still catching her breath as her husband turned his attention to the inside of her thighs. “I do”, he sighed, albeit far less passionately than the woman whose legs his powerful hands were now spreading apart. “Which means I need something to keep me going through all those numbers”, Angus went on, hardly needing to explain how the financial aspects of his trade were a necessary evil, but far from his favourite part. 

Having worked his hands up like a wedge in a way that saw his wife having to present her imprisoned pussy, Angus's fingers went on to curve under her crotch, following the belt's silicone buffers back towards her buttocks. So sensuous was the intimate invasion that Fiona found herself struggling to form a coherent sentence, helpless to resist as her husband's hands slow slid back and forth. “I was going to do the washing!”, she heard herself pleading weakly, desperately wishing Angus would make her moan with more than mere frustration, but the uncaring metal denied even him the ability to come any closer to her crotch.

“Then you better had wear a bra”, the man who had brought his mouth near to Fiona's ear conceded, his heavy breath filling the brief silence before he went on. “The matching one”, Angus declared devilishly, suddenly yanking his hands back with such strength as to throw his wife off balance. Unexpectedly finding herself pulled into him, Fiona could only let out another squeal as her husband simultaneously thrust his crotch forward. Moments later, he was repeating the suggestive movement again, only this time adding extra momentum to his humping from the hands that he had brought back to his wife's bare behind.

Sent stumbling forward, Fiona found her backside subject to a playful swat as she scurried off, her husband continuing to spell out what he wanted even as she sought to obey. “Go on, go get it! Your stainless steel bra, so I can lock your boobs away!”, Angus taunted, his words making his wife still wetter as she hurried to the cupboard where the couple kept their toys. Fiona could feel her excitement threatening to drip down her thighs as she crouched in front of the bottom shelf, knowing that her breasts would soon be surrounded by metal as impenetrable as that which stopped her appeasing her pussy. Her erect nipples clamoured for attention, begging to be touched one last time before they were buried beneath the black and silver she was now bringing out.

Thank goodness nothing else had got caught up in the cumbersome combination of steel and silicone - no other chains to untangle, nor collar or cuffs whose own stiff circles of metal had been known to get snarled up in the bra. Now was not the time to be told off for not keeping things tidy, not when the heaviness Fiona held in her hands was already so hard to make sense of. There was no doubt as to the purpose of its parts, of course - the hemispherical cups that would each enclose a breast, their curving metal replacing her desperate to be fondled flesh with an unfeeling mirror that even now reflected her frustration.

Welded to each was the bra's band, a strip of steel that had none of the stretch that a woman might expect to feel running around her body. Although it was lined with softer silicone, Fiona knew that the buffer of black would do little to temper its tightness, the rigid band digging disagreeably into her back whenever she bent. Then there were the chains that passed as straps, sturdy affairs whose slinking links spoke of their weight even as she lifted them up. They would come together between the cups of the bra, held in place by the same padlock that would prevent any escape from the steel's sturdy embrace - indeed, would stop her slipping a finger even slightly inside to try and ease her suffering flesh.

To surrender still more of her body to steel! Already, Angus was holding his hand out expectantly for the key, forcing Fiona to have to hurriedly extract it from the bra's lock. She had no sooner given her husband the sliver of silver than Angus had made it disappear, but he remained unsatisfied even as she continued to frantically fumble with the metal. As she sought to separate the shackle of the lock from the pin that she knew she would all too soon have to thread it through again, Fiona couldn't help but be conscious of what she was about to give up, all too aware that once the cruel steel cups encased her breasts, not even her husband's hands could beat the metal - not until Angus finally produced the key from wherever he had hidden it.

Like her pussy, her nipples would offer no means to arouse her once locked away, save for the very steel that shielded them, the extent of her submission stressed every time she caught sight of the shiny metal. Was her fear of being overwhelmed by frustration the reason why she now struggled to remove the padlock? Instead, it merely span round and round on the pin that held the bra closed - a bra that would soon be fastened just as firmly around her body. Were it not for Angus's stern gaze driving her on, Fiona might have found herself failing to unfasten the lock forever, too caught up in the consequences of closing it again to be able to slip the shackle out of the stainless steel stub.

By some miracle, however, her fingers managed to manipulate the metal in just the right way, allowing her to finally uncouple the cups - albeit not without summoning a screech from the steel as it expressed its unhappiness at being split apart. That sound was soon followed by the slinking of chain as Fiona prepared to slip her head through the strangest of necklaces. Soon she was pulling its odd pendant down towards the cleft between her breasts, the sturdy links that would serve as the bra's straps cold as they slid across her skin. Behind her, the exposed steel welded to its cups brushed awkwardly against her back, but Fiona had no time to be distracted by such discomforts, too occupied with getting everything straight.

Only when she was sure there were no twists in the chain could she reach behind her and stretch the metal band around her body, having to fight the steel's reluctance to bend until at last its stubbornness started to help her. Now the sturdy cups were pushing in from the sides, seeking to meet in the middle without care for how her breasts might be caught in between. Before Fiona knew it, she had lost sight of her nipples beneath the gleaming hemispheres, her hands clutching curves not of flesh, but metal as she tugged the two halves of the bra together. Both had to mate with the pendant before she could relax, but the latter had precious little slack in its chain, seeing her bosom pulled up as well as in by the time everything finally clicked into position.

For a few seconds, it was only her finger holding everything together, Fiona swiftly pressing the stainless steel stud in place before going on to struggle with the padlock once more. Threading its shackle through the hole in the pin was thankfully more straightforward than removing it had been, such that she was soon able to twist the chunky lock around so as to make it look like its brass hung down between her breasts - or rather, between the silver surfaces that her breasts had become, each reflecting a distorted version of her face and her fingers. Were they hers that would have to press the padlock closed, condemning her chest to being encased in the same cruel steel that shielded her crotch? It certainly wouldn't be Angus's hand doing the fateful deed this time, her husband's expression remaining stern as he stood waiting for her to submit.

There was only the slightest of clicks to signal that Fiona's fingers had finally found sufficient strength to surrender her breasts to the bra, but it was still enough to see Angus's face broaden into a smile. “That's better!”, he beamed, stretching his arms out as he stepped forward so as to give his wife at least some warning that she was about to be hugged. It was hardly as if he would be able to feel anything more than the metal whose ponderous presence now filled her mind, Fiona thought as she found herself subject to a further embrace, but she allowed her husband to surround her all the same. Feeling the cups of her bra press even more firmly against her chest as he pulled her close, she knew she had no chance of enjoying a repeat of her earlier fondling, but that didn't stop her shivering with delight as Angus's hands ran around the metal band.

“You'll get plenty of support from this!”, he laughed, suddenly spinning her around. Even though Fiona was now facing away from him, she could see how her husband was looking down over her shoulder, her gaze drawn to the same mirrored mounds that now attracted the attention of Angus's hands. Once again, they were coming up under her breasts, seeking to cup and to squeeze, but the metal meant that even his fingers could do no more than slide over its surface. Despite how Fiona's nipples stiffened instinctively as she watched her husband pretend to fondle them, her breasts were protected from amorous assault, shielded by sufficiently stiff steel as to mean the only pinching she found herself subject to was the pale shadow of a memory being played back in her mind.

Fiona's frustrated sigh was not enough to see her spared the metal bra, instead seeing her husband slip a hand off one of her steel-clad breasts. Still holding her tight, Angus treated Fiona to only the fleeting sensation of his fingers sliding down her body before his hand had found still more in the way of steel, now challenging her chastity belt as he caressed her crotch. Despite the fires that burned barely a fraction of an inch away from his scrabbling fingertips, she could feel next to nothing, with only a dull pressure making it through to her aching pussy. Were it not for the steel, she was sure she would be close to climax, it only taking her husband continuing to squeeze and rub to send her over the edge - yet, even as she cursed the cruel contraptions that denied her delight, Fiona wondered whether she would be so hot and bothered without them.

“Mmm! You're going to be all worked up while you're doing the washing!”, Angus declared devilishly, nuzzling at her neck before going on. Perhaps melting was the means by which she would escape the metal , Fiona thought dimly, conscious of just how wet she was becoming as her husband continued to torment her. “Such a good little housewife, pegging out my pants in just your chastity belt and bra!”, he purred, painting a picture so provocative as to cause Fiona to slump even weaker in his arms. Surely she should protest about such a shameful suggestion, instead of yearning to be her husband's helplessly horny housemaid. “No chance of my maid getting up to any mischief in that metal bikini!”, Angus asserted. “Just a morning of keeping yourself busy until I need a break!”.

“But if you're going outside, I better let you wear some shoes. We wouldn't want the neighbours seeing you barefoot, now, would we?”, her husband asked with a laugh, allowing his hands to leisurely slip off his wife's body - much to Fiona's dismay. Her feet were the least of her concerns as she found herself subject to another shove from behind, one that saw her stumbling forward a couple of steps before she could turn to face the man who had pushed her away. “Locked around your ankles, yes?”, Angus suggested with a wicked smile, not having to say anything more in order for Fiona to know exactly which pair he wanted her to wear.

What else could accompany her locked belt and bra as well as the high heeled pumps whose straps could be similarly secured? Their dull black leather perfectly complemented the silicone border of Fiona's imposing underwear, whereas the twin locks that would fasten each of the shoes so firmly around her ankles were an exact match for those that prevented her from playing with her pussy and breasts. Once the chunky brass was clicked closed, she would have no choice but to totter around on five inch spikes until her husband tired of seeing her so helpless - something that, if past experience was anything to go by, could be long after Angus had taken off her belt, her soles still having to conform to the uncomfortable arch even as he spread her legs to accept him.

Surrendering her sex to his stiffness while still stuck in stilettos was a profoundly arousing prospect, spurring images of how her wrists might be bound to the bedposts as her husband's rough hands joined the leather straps in being wrapped around her ankles. To have her feet pushed back so far as to see her heels banging against the wall as Angus thrust his manhood deep inside her - the thought was enough to see her stumble without being subject to any such shoes, made all the more maddening for how she would have to endure a morning of mundanity first. The bending down in front of the machine, the traipsing in and out of the house, and of course, the standing on the spot ironing - all hell in such heels, their impractical height meant for more horizontal pursuits!

Barely daring to consider how difficult doing the washing would be, Fiona scurried back to the cupboard, the previous bounce of her breasts conspicuous by its absence as the stiff steel of the bra scolded her for her haste. She knew she wouldn't be able to dash once she had the devilish shoes on, instead reduced to a mince that would see the metal between her legs molest her even more than it did now. She had to fight the urge to bring her hand down to the belt, knowing that she could do nothing to slake the fires that burned beneath it. Sliding her fingers across the stiff steel like her husband had would only serve to heighten her frustration further, with the slickness that was oozing through the perforated shield only the slightest fraction of that stuck inside.

Crouching in front of the cupboard, Fiona could feel Angus's gaze continuing to follow her every movement, but her husband's eyes were far from the only thing accosting her back as she bent forward. Reaching out an arm to extract her special shoes, she found her bra refusing to stretch with her body, its band instead insisting that she conform to its shape. Soon her feet would be suffering a similar fate, with the stilettos that Fiona was now pulling out from among more practical pairs making no secret of their severity. Whether it was the steep arches that they would impose upon her soles, the treacherous taper of heels high enough to see her totter helplessly, or else the sturdy straps whose jangling locks even now chattered about how completely they would control her, there was not a single aspect of the shoes that wouldn't demand surrender from the woman who would soon have no choice but to wear them.

Trembling with a heady mixture of arousal and apprehension, Fiona didn't trust herself to be able to simply step into such heels, no sooner having stood up than she was scampering towards the bed. If only Angus would throw her down on the duvet, seizing the stilettos with similar strength only to toss them away now that she had shown her submission! Instead, her husband simply remained standing as she gingerly sat on the very edge of the bed, his twin reflections looming large in the curved mirrors on her chest. Fiona barely dared to look at him even there, distorted as his powerful presence was, let alone seek his approval more directly. No, she couldn't afford to be distracted by the man who so effortlessly dominated her even in silence, not when she had four locks to focus on.

Each needed its keys removed before in turn being separated from the strap it would secure around her ankle, something that was easier said than done when merely the thought made her fingers feel so weak. Barely had Fiona put a key down on the bed before her husband was pocketing it, Angus making any hope of her escaping the high heels equally disappear as she moved inexorably towards being trapped in them. Stretching open a strap so that she could slip her toes through it, Fiona felt the sturdy leather brush against the bridge of her foot before her sole was confronted by the body of the shoe, the stiff arch of the stiletto forcing her to adopt an awkward angle as she sought to squeeze her heel into the blackness that would henceforth hold it helplessly high.

By the time she turned her attention to it again, the strap had already wrapped itself most of the way around her ankle, but that didn't make it any easier for her to pull its twin slits over their corresponding pins, nor to press the leather in place as she prepared to fasten it far more permanently with the pair of padlocks. With her knee bent up to her metal bra and her belt making its uncompromising presence known between her thighs, Fiona could hardly forget how much of her body she had already surrendered to her husband, yet even as she showed her submission by clicking the locks closed, she knew the man standing over her wanted more - Angus not being satisfied until her  second foot was similarly imprisoned.

Would the locks ever end? No fewer than six held Fiona's body hostage by the time she tentatively stood up, her hands hovering close to the bed in case she found herself needing to sit back down again in a hurry. Straightening slowly, she could hear a pair of the padlocks rattle as she took a tiny step towards the man who had insisted she put herself in such a predicament, Angus's smile seeing her flush with pride even before he praised her. “That's better! You're not going to stray far from the washing machine now, are you?”, he laughed, enjoying a leisurely look up and down the length of his wife's body. Did his eyes linger longer on her locked crotch, as familiar a sight as that surely was, the metal cups that contained her breasts, or else the heels she was equally incapable of escaping? Fiona couldn't say, but wherever her husband might be looking, she knew he would see nothing that didn't belong to him.

Yet Angus was already turning away, with only an afterthought stopping him as he headed out of the room. “I know how you like something to occupy your fingers”, he remarked, his casual comment seeming to carry a note of censure to a woman even now having to suppress the urge to fiddle with steel. “So I've left you a little something in the laundry room. Some numbers of your own, shall we say?”, he proposed cryptically, leaving Fiona even more confused as he went on. “If I'm going to have to fight figures all morning, then so can you. Come find me when you've got them cracked, but not before!”. With that, Angus disappeared out of the door, striding away with a speed that his wife could never hope to match now that her feet were held hostage in high heels.

♡ ♡ ♡

The something in question was the old metal trunk that Angus had salvaged from one of his jobs, its battered surface still bearing the remnants of luggage labels that suggested at some stage it had been around the world. Now it was sitting in the small, windowless room that housed the washing machine, sink and associated cupboards, its unexpected presence in the middle of the floor almost causing Fiona to trip as she staggered in from the kitchen. She couldn't give the inconsiderately placed obstacle anything more than the briefest of glances before putting down the heavy laundry basket she was burdened with, instead having to gingerly sidestep around it in order to reach the safety of a work surface.

Despite the rusty patches where the trunk's paint had flaked off, the steel box was still a sturdy affair, Fiona knowing she had no chance of lifting it from where her husband had left it - not while she was locked in high heels that left her feeling forever in danger of falling over, her stilettos sapping her strength as well as her stability thanks to the precarious posture they imposed. Forced to press her metal-clad breasts forward and her bare buttocks back, she had found it challenging enough to balance while carrying a week's worth of washing, seeing her swiftly resign herself to working around the trunk without even trying to shift it. Perhaps she could have dragged it across the floor, putting all her weight into pulling something that Angus would surely be able to pick up without a problem, but that clearly wasn't what her husband wanted.

No, the man who had left the heavy trunk slap-bang in the middle of the laundry room hadn't done so simply to stress how weak she was, but instead to attract her attention, its presence impossible to ignore no matter what she was doing. Whether she was loading the washing machine, carrying out a basket of clothes or simply standing around waiting for a cycle to finish, there would be yet more metal competing for her consciousness, the box even now calling for Fiona to consider its conspicuous clasp more closely. How could she not crouch down in front of the trunk when she was filled with curiosity about its contents?

The metal box was locked, of course, but the lump of brass that prevented her from lifting its lid was different to those holding Fiona a prisoner of her belt, bra and heels. Rather than needing a key, it had four dials, offering the slim possibility that it might be persuaded to open without her husband's help. Angus's earlier comment about numbers suddenly made sense as she stared at the series of ciphers that he'd left the lock set to, the four zeros seeming to speak of her chances as she doubtfully gave its brass body a tug. There was no way that he would make things so simple, not when he'd gone to the trouble of fetching the trunk down from the attic, seeing Fiona hardly surprised when the shackle stayed firm.

There was only one thing that could be inside, she realised - the key to her belt! After all, she'd seen her husband pocket all the others, but the lock that secured the steel around her sex had stayed that way since her supervised shower the evening before, its sturdy brass joining her pussy in remaining unpenetrated over the long intervening hours. With her heart pounding at the possibility of being able to touch herself, Fiona paused only for a moment before hurriedly twisting the dials, no sooner having ruled out the year of her husband's birth before she was trying hers. What about the days and the months? Or the date of their wedding? There were so many number springing to mind that her fingers couldn't move fast enough, her frustration soon growing as she forgot which she had yet to try. One two three four? Eight eight eight eight?

Each combination proved as fruitless as the previous, seeing Fiona's initial excitement swiftly wane. It wasn't long before she had abandoned her attempts to dial the right digits, instead tugging on the lock with the same desperation with which she had been known to attack that of her belt when Angus had got her particularly hot and bothered - and the same lack of success. Although the lock could be twisted in a way that the one sitting below her belly button could not, the clasp that its shackle was threaded through remained steadfastly closed, not giving Fiona enough of a gap to even hint at what might be inside.

Was this all just a cruel trick to frustrate her further, giving Angus an excuse to punish her when he discovered how she'd been wasting her time rather than doing the washing? Feebly banging her hands on the rusty lid, Fiona belatedly realised just how uncomfortable a position she'd been forced to adopt, now having to stand up to avoid being scolded any further by her belt and bra. Even as she reluctantly abandoned her attempts to get inside it, however, the conspicuous trunk called her back, its tantalising combination lock just four digits away from rewarding her with a far more pleasurable sensation between her legs. To be able to slip her fingers down to where she could now only feel steel - surely that was worth suffering a little more?

But four digits could mean ten thousand tries, minus the few she had already ruled out. Soon losing track of the numbers again, Fiona realised she could spend all morning crouched in front of the trunk and still have nothing to show for it, her husband coming downstairs to find her in a state of despair. It was enough to make a girl weep, or at least it would be, if she didn't have washing to do, seeing Fiona reluctantly turn back to the basket on the work surface. She might as well accept that the belt would stay on today just like any other day, abandoning the faint hope of freeing herself in favour of surrendering completely to its steel - just like she had her bra and heels.

That didn't stop her longing to be free from them as she separated the laundry into loads, her hands frequently forsaking fabric in favour of trying to make the cups that pressed into her chest just a little more comfortable, or else ease her already aching soles. With no clothes to stop her fussing with the steel that encircled her hips, Fiona frequently did just that, acutely conscious of the contrast between her metal underwear and the flimsy little things she was putting to one side in order to wash separately - the simple white bras and panties that she wore to work, the latter solely to prevent the possibility of anyone catching sight of steel up her skirt, and of course, the racier coloured numbers reserved for evenings and weekends, sometimes worn with no more than metal when Angus was in the mood for seeing her so undressed.

Then there were her husband's boxer shorts, their cotton still bearing the unmistakable smell of his body. As she breathed in the heady scent, Fiona found herself taken back to the times when she'd brought her nose close to more than just Angus's underwear, his shorts merely a distraction to be sensuously eased off his erection before she displayed her devotion with her mouth. Bobbing her head back and forth while still belted always made her feel incredibly submissive, her own sex sure to be sopping wet should her husband choose to finish inside her. More often than not, however, Angus would simply shoot his load down her throat, looking down with a grin as she swallowed before licking his cock clean. With the taste of him still lingering on her tongue, Fiona would go on to pull up his shorts, her hands grasping the very same cotton she was now holding so close to her nose.

Regardless of their associated memories, however, everything had to be washed - her husband's in the machine, hers by hand, all having to be individually taken from the basket and put one place or another. Crouching down to feed the open mouth of the washer saw Fiona having to confront her heels and belt, whereas stretching to the side to add a pair of panties to the pile by the sink saw her bra stress its unyielding presence around her body. Whether it was the rattle of locks that accompanied even the slightest shift of her feet, or the silent scolding of metal should she try to bend too much, Fiona couldn't forget what she was wearing even as she worked her way through everything she couldn't - bras and panties, blouses and skirts, all denied to a woman stuck in steel.

All the while, she remained conscious of the trunk, with her thoughts often coming back to what it might contain. Forced to step around it as she fetched powder for the machine, Fiona couldn't help but wonder what number would open it. Just one more turn might do it, but that turn would surely become ten, then a thousand, with the washing no closer to being hung on the line. It was like her belt all over again, another temptation to trap her. She couldn't afford to be distracted, instead donning rubber gloves with as much determination as she could muster as she prepared to soak her smalls. Scrunching their lace and satin up in the suds would occupy her hands far more productively than endlessly turning dials, Fiona told herself, plunging the first of a week's worth of skimpies into the soapy water.

With the machine still running noisily to her side, there was a dangerous moment where she found herself waiting for the sink to drain so that she could refill it with fresh water, her thoughts naturally turning back to the trunk in the absence of anything to keep her busy. What if Angus refused to unlock her until she had cracked its combination? That could take days, days which he might insist she stayed locked in the bra and heels as well. To be unable to see, let alone touch her breasts even as her feet were forced to maintain such an uncomfortable arch for hour after hour! Fiona felt sure that she would go insane long before she found the right numbers to finally free herself from such frustration, picturing herself having to call in sick even as her husband went to work! Yet what a relief it would be if, by some miracle, she managed to unlock first the box, then her belt, with the fingers that would surely be raw from turning dials swiftly soothed as she slid them over her already sodden sex.

Only the need to hurriedly turn off the tap before the sink overflowed stopped Fiona from developing such fantasies further, but the wetness that was slowly oozing through her belt's perforated shield continued unabated. The horribly hot dampness that bedevilled her between her legs was a testament to just how turned on she was at being trapped in steel, with the reflection that greeted her from the silvered half-globes that of a face flushing with locked up lust. It took all the discipline she could summon to work her way through the little pile of lingerie, plunging panties and bras into the water while trying not to turn around for fear of being entranced by the trunk. The thought of crouching in front of the little combination lock again was becoming increasingly seductive, with the laundry basket barely full again before it was abandoned.

She would start at the four zeros that Angus had left the lock set to, Fiona decided, dropping down on her knees determined to work her way systematically upwards from there. Zero zero zero one, zero zero zero two - sooner or later, she had to get lucky, even if she was only able to turn a dial a single notch before testing the shackle again - confidently at first, but soon with ever increasing frustration. Every so often, there was proof of her progress by how she had to turn two dials to increase the number, but her only reward for her devotion to such a thankless task was a slowly increasing discomfort - knees that protested more and more vociferously about the hard tiles beneath them, a back that begged not to have to battle a band of metal that was all the more bothersome for how she was bending forward, and, of course, a crotch that clamoured to be spared the cruel crush of the steel she was sitting on.

No, it was no good! Soon enough, Fiona found herself abandoning the dials in favour of simply tugging on the lock in desperation, letting out a frustrated moan as the sturdy shackle remained as secure as it had been throughout. Was this how she would end up spending her morning? As she unsteadily got back to her feet, her hands coming to her knees as much to massage them as to give her unbalanced body an additional boost, Fiona once again resolved not to touch the trunk. Instead, she would hang out the first of the washing, then find some other housework to keep her busy until her husband finally came to free her - yet, even as she wondered what else she might do in the way of chores, she knew she would soon be back on her knees, trying the next hundred or so combinations.

Perhaps little and often was the way to go, she mused as she clutched the laundry basket to her chest. Its light contents allowed her to rest its lip on the cups of her bra as she left the combination lock behind her, but the digits she could be turning continued to dominate her thoughts as she made her way slowly towards the outside door. Even at a distance, the trunk tried to draw her back, tempting her with the prospect of freedom from at least part of her predicament. After all, she was about to step outside wearing only locked steel and leather, her outfit hardly that of a traditional housewife! Thank goodness the back garden was so secluded, Fiona thought, knowing that anyone watching her would have far more to look at than the lacy lingerie she would be pegging out. As eye-catching as some of her panties and bras were, they would warrant no more than a glance when compared to the underwear she modelled - underwear that, despite its weight, nevertheless left her feeling utterly naked.

If the sound of her heels had seemed cacophonous on the tiled floor of the kitchen, it was nothing compared to how her stilettos clattered on the concrete of the patio, their clamour seeming to call attention to her as she slowly made her way down the garden path. Although the day had seemed sunny from inside, a surprisingly chill wind made swift work of invading the places that her fingers could not, the gusts of air conspiring with the wetness of her groin to punish her pussy in particular. Pressing her legs together in a desperate attempt to shield her sex only slowed Fiona still further, it seeming to take forever before she was finally able to put the basket down in front of the rotary dryer.

Only then could she begin the laborious process of pegging out its contents, no sooner having bent down for a bra or pair of panties before she was having to stand back up again. On occasion, she had to do so twice, the scrap of satin slipping through her trembling fingers before she had successfully attached it to the line. Maybe she should wear nothing but steel all the time, she thought, sparing herself such a chore at the cost of showing her submission more openly, but no, there would still be Angus's clothes to wash even if she became his metal maid - a man who might even now be watching her from the conservatory.

With the bright sunlight reflecting the garden in the glass of the windows, Fiona couldn't see more than a hint of what was happening inside the house, but she was conscious of her husband's presence all the same. Was the sight of her struggling with the washing giving him a welcome break from his work, perhaps bringing a satisfied smile to his face as he watched her battling the breeze? Or was Angus oblivious to how she was having to cope with her heels, her bra and belt having long since been pushed to the back of his mind by the books he was working to balance? Was that why he had left her the trunk, to make up for not being there to play with her in person? No sooner had her thoughts turned back to the metal box than Fiona needed to be back inside, the combination lock calling to her as she hurried her way through what seemed like a huge pile of lingerie.

The washing machine was still turning when she was finally able to put the now empty basket in front of it, but the remaining laundry was the last thing on Fiona's mind as she dropped down on her knees again. There was no time to waste waiting for her fingers to warm up, even though their coldness saw her fumble as she resumed her attack on the dials. She wouldn't get up without holding the key that her husband had left inside, she told herself, no matter how much her body might complain before then. The immediate discomfort of belt, bra and heels was nothing compared to having to suffer them indefinitely, she decided, resolving to press past the pain this time. That the washing machine was likely to click to the end of its cycle long before she escaped her belt was something she tried not to consider as she turned the dials, Fiona in due course ending up standing in despair - only to crouch down again when the lure of the trunk overwhelmed her once more.

♡ ♡ ♡

Fiona might never had known that she'd found the magic combination were it not for how the dials stuck as she tried to move on to the next number, the shackle of the lock having yielded no more than it had the countless previous times. With her fingertips sore from all the turning, she blamed herself at first, letting out what was far from the first exasperated sigh of the morning as she tried to force the issue. Only when the lock resolutely refused to allow her to move on did she think of trying to tug its shackle again, putting a little more effort into pulling on it than her previous, half-hearted attempt. To her amazement, the sturdy semicircle of steel seemed to lengthen slightly, leaving the lock's brass body just enough to warrant further force. It might be stiff, but it was nevertheless shifting, sending Fiona's heart racing with the thrill of success. To think that her morning's efforts had finally paid off!

Hurriedly pushing the padlock off the trunk, Fiona was soon attacking the clasp that it had closed, her fingers scrabbling under the rusty metal as she rushed to lift the lid. The brass that had occupied her attention for so long was swiftly forgotten on the floor beside her as she summoned a screech from the trunk's hinge, Fiona throwing the top of the metal box open with a strength that might have surprised her - were it not for the shock that followed. Far from containing the key that she had been expecting, her husband had left her still more in the way of steel - not the sliver that might have freed her from her now unbearable frustration, but three sturdy bands of the stuff, each lined with the same black silicone and having identical locks as her belt and bra.

Her collar and cuffs - the cruellest of sights, seeing the woman who knew she would have to wear them slump in despair. For a moment, Fiona thought about simply shutting the trunk again, pretending that she had never seen what was inside, but such subterfuge would get her no nearer to freedom. No, only by obeying her husband's unspoken instructions would she stand any chance of leaving the steel that was already locked around her body, Angus now wanting her to surrender to yet more metal before presenting herself for his pleasure.

With languid hands, Fiona took the largest of the silver and black bands, her fingers going on to fumble with the padlock that held the steel in a continuous circle. There was no key, but Angus had left the lock open, allowing her to slowly work its shackle off the stud that she knew would all too soon rest on her throat. Before she knew it, the silicone-lined metal had split apart, its inner blackness inviting her to wrap it around her neck as she stretched it still wider. She had to do so blindly, unable to see what she was doing as she brought its two ends back together. The clunk as she made the stud meet with its corresponding hole seemed to condemn her to continue, Fiona already having become a slave to the steel as she fought to fasten it still more securely.

A barely audible click was the only signal that she'd finally pressed the padlock closed, but the subtle sound sent a shiver of excitement through her body. For all her discomfort, there was no denying the thrill of submission, nor the fact that, without her husband's help, she was utterly unable to take the collar off. She couldn't go out in public, not when it spoke of her submission so clearly, with the lock that Fiona was still clutching impossible to hide. If her fingers followed the circle of steel around like the widening eyes of anyone seeing her surely would, they would find the twin D-rings welded to either side, the sturdy loops leaving her vulnerable to further bondage.

The matching cuffs came next, their smaller size made more difficult by how Fiona had to wrap them around her wrists one-handed, then battle still more in the way of brass and steel before she had them secure. By the time they too were locked closed, the trunk was completely empty, but that didn't stop her from forlornly searching its inside in case she had somehow overlooked a key. Could there not be one hiding in the very corner, only visible if she bent her head right inside the rusty metal? There could have been, but there wasn't, seeing Fiona rewarded only with a reminder of how she was collared. Resigning herself to staying that way, she pushed her body back up, becoming conscious of the new weight to be found around her wrists as well - the cuffs that, like her bra and heels, had been locked by her own hand as a demonstration of devotion to Angus.

Still, the extra steel gave her the excuse she needed to go and see the man who had sentenced her to a morning in metal, a man who was now her only hope to feel anything more than frustration. The silicone lining of her cuffs brushed against that of her belt as she left the laundry room behind her, fantasies of how her husband might ease the steel off her sex seeing her unconsciously fidget with the forbidding metal until she tore her fingers away. Her efforts to fight temptation left her hands tightly clasped behind her back by the time she crossed the threshold of the conservatory - a position that might have been chosen to best present her belt and bra, both seeming pushed forward as though she was proud to be a prisoner of their sturdy steel.

The muffled sound of her heels on the carpet was not enough to distract Angus from the work he was engrossed in, with the little computer he had resting in his lap continuing to occupy his attention as Fiona approached. To his side, an untidy pile of files was spread over the other seat of the sofa, the contents of several spread across the surrounding floor. As she came to a stop just in front of him, Fiona could only assume there was some method in the apparent madness, but it was not her place to say anything, with the steel-clad woman instead having to silently wait until the seated man deigned to lift his head.

“One minute”, Angus growled distractedly, not taking his eyes off the screen but seeming to scrutinise it all the more closely for how Fiona dutifully stood there and waited. Biting her lip in anxious anticipation of her husband looking up, she became conscious of how much her calves were having to work to keep her from wobbling on her stilettos, unable to move her feet for fear of summoning a rattle from their locks. Not could she do anything to make her belt or bra more comfortable, as much as their metal might call for adjustment, with her collar and cuffs likewise seeming to grow in weight the longer Angus disregarded her.

In an effort to distract herself, Fiona allowed her gaze to wander from the carpet in front of her, her eyes exploring first the feet of the man who held her in thrall, then heading swiftly up her husband's legs to where the laptop stopped her from seeing more. Her mind filled in the details of the thick stiffness that was surely stretching his trousers beneath, the thought of Angus thrusting his throbbing pole into her pussy making the latter ache all the more. Would he want to shoot his hot load inside her before locking her sex back up again, insisting she finish the washing with more than just her own wetness slowly oozing through the steel? Fiona's breathing became heavier as she pictured him instead spinning her around and making use of her other hole, taking her belt off for just long enough to remind her that her entire body belonged to him.

She might have drifted away into such daydreams were it not how her husband suddenly brought her back to reality by shutting the lid of his laptop. “You took your time!”, he scolded, spreading his legs as he put the device down on the sofa beside him. “I was beginning to think I wouldn't get my blowjob this morning!”, he continued, clearly knowing how his wife's eyes had come to his crotch as he lent back and looked at her. Was it the sight of Fiona locked in so much steel that saw his stern expression shift into a smile, or the way her face flushed as he so casually spoke of filling her mouth with his manhood?

To have his cock erupt inside her even as she remained chaste, his hot semen doing nothing to quench her sexual thirst as it slipped down her throat! It was enough to make a woman drop to her knees, Fiona feeling the carpet brush against her bare legs as she adopted an even more submissive position. She had no sooner done so before she was unzipping Angus's fly, her fingers reaching into his trousers to encourage his enormous erection out of his shorts. All the while, Angus did nothing to help her, instead sitting nonchalantly back on the sofa with his hands behind his head. Such a dominant posture, Fiona thought, trembling with excitement as she brought her own head closer to his hardness.

She was about to plunge down on the stiff pole that so aggressively stuck up from between her husband's legs when a stern voice from above suddenly stopped her in her tracks. “Not so fast!”, Angus said sharply, his hands simultaneously coming down to where his wife's were wrapped around his girth and seizing the cuffs that surrounded her wrists. Having little choice but to let go of his cock, Fiona could only continue to kneel as her husband brought her hands up under her head, Angus making it clear that he wanted her to keep them there as he reached for something from the sofa. “Just your mouth!”, he reiterated as he fussed with whatever it was for a moment, Fiona only belatedly realising that Angus had locked a cuff to her collar when he repeated the process on the other side. In a matter of seconds, her husband had rendered her even more helpless, with the way his own hands now returned to his head telling her to go on.

Obediently, Fiona bent forward and brushed her lips against the tip of Angus's dick, knowing that she could use nothing else to satisfy him. Unable even to clutch at the steel that covered her breasts or scrabble at that which shielded her sex, she had to forget the needs of her own body, focusing instead on the flesh that slid over her tongue as she took more of her husband's manhood. That she was confronted by the unyielding metal of her bra and belt as she bobbed up and down was just another discomfort she had to bear, her hands barely capable of clasping the collar they were locked to, let alone anything further away. Even so, she couldn't forget how her feet were still stuck in high heels, a gentle rattle accompanying her continuous slurping whenever she shifted her legs.

Despite how she was kneeling, maintaining her balance was taking a toll on her body, with her back soon aching as much as it had when she'd been bent over the trunk. Now, however, she had no choice but to continue, having to drop her head down on her husband's hardness without there being any hands to help her - not even his! How much quicker she might have made him erupt in her mouth had she been able to simultaneously slide her palms up and down the length of his penis while nuzzling its tip with her lips. Instead, Fiona had to coax Angus's cock to climax with only her tongue, wickedly licking and sucking in the hope that her efforts would soon be compensated with a mouthful of cum.

The increasingly drawn out moans that came from above her told her that she was doing something right, but Angus otherwise said nothing. Not daring to look up as she devoted herself to his dick, Fiona found herself wondering whether her husband was looking down at her as she lavished his length with her lips, or whether he was staring into space as he sat back and savoured the blowjob. Her mind flicked between thoughts of Angus being turned on by the bands of black and silver that were locked around her body, and the metal being no more than a means to make sure her mouth was eager when he wanted a break from business. Was she merely a idle distraction, her husband's thoughts still occupied by the files beside him even as she gave her all towards getting him off? No matter how much her neck was now tiring, she couldn't accept that!

Desperately bouncing her head up and down, Fiona frantically sought to summon sperm from the stiffness sliding back and forth over her tongue, sucking in as much of her husband's hardness as she could before just as swiftly spitting it out so she could start the cycle again. Her efforts might have become even more frenzied were it not for how Angus's hands came to her head, his fingers slipping through her hair to hold her even more helpless. Now she had to adopt a slower rhythm, albeit one that saw her having to take his cock even deeper down her throat. As Angus imposed his manhood upon her with a firmness that matched that of his flesh, Fiona found herself futilely fighting her cuffs, her hands straining against the steel that so effortlessly kept them so far from her sopping wet sex.

Even if she could somehow have broken free of the sturdy bands locked so securely around her wrists, she would have found only further frustration, her dripping pussy remaining protected by the pleasureless metal that still pressed so mercilessly against it. No, the only sexual satisfaction she would see any time soon was that which was coming to a climax in her mouth, Angus's grunts and groans warning her that he was about to feed her his sperm. The familiar shudders as his cock started going into into spasm were followed by wave after wave of thick, salty fluid being pumped out of his penis, the sudden volume of semen forcing her to frantically swallow for fear it might spill from her lips. 

It seemed like an age before Fiona was able to breathe again, Angus relaxing his hold on her head to allow her slip his still swollen shaft from her mouth. The sight of its bulbous end bobbing about in front of her face only served as a signal for her to drop down on it again, however, with the cum that was still oozing from its opening calling for her to suck it up. Flicking out her tongue, Fiona had no sooner scooped up the last of her husband's sperm before more was appearing for her to swallow, with her mouth and his manhood each seeking to have the last word in a game that could have continued forever. Only Angus's intervention brought things to a close, his hand coming down to squeeze the very last of his semen onto her tongue - a duty that Fiona knew she had only been spared because of the sheer impossibility of her doing so while cuffed.

Nevertheless, she swallowed her husband's final offering with the same eagerness she had shown throughout, smacking her lips theatrically together as she looked up for his approval. Instead, Angus made it clear that he expected more, with his severe expression making Fiona feel even more submissive as he scolded her. “It's not going to put itself away, you know”, he said sternly, pointedly looking at the length of flesh still poking out of his fly. That pushing his penis back into his shorts before zipping up his trousers would require his wife to perform all manner of contortions was just part and parcel of this new game, Fiona's head once again brushing her husband's crotch as she was forced to respect her restraints. “See? You can do anything in those if you try!”, Angus laughed, playfully ruffling her hair as she battled her cuffs. “I should have you wear that little lot more often, given how hungry it makes you!”.

There was one thing that Fiona couldn't do, however, even though it would have taken her no more than a few seconds in the absence of the steel. Just two locks were all that stood between her and her own satisfaction, with the woman who now found herself out of breath as she sat back up willing to accept all the others forever if only her husband would free a wrist and her womanhood. To flick her fingers over the latter's wetness, pushing herself over the edge that she had been on the brink of for so long! Would Angus permit her such pleasure? Fiona's hopes were raised when he told her to stand, his gaze seeming to linger on the metal locked around her crotch for a moment longer than he might, but then her husband raised doubts by insisting that she stay right where she was as he headed out of the room. Were her keys not in their usual home of his pocket?

She soon lost track of his footsteps, finding herself looking out of the window to where the washing she had hung out was flapping around in the breeze. Would she still be locked in so much steel by the time she brought her panties and bras back in, perhaps having to brush her cheek against each as she attempted to unpeg them one-handedly? From his seat on the conservatory sofa, Angus would be able to see everything she did, following her progress in between working his way through his files. If she dropped even a single garment, as would surely happen were she still cuffed, her husband would know about it, his attention attracted by the sight of her awkwardly crouching on her stilettos. To do so without falling over would take her forever, time enough for Angus to make a note of her failure and find some way of punishing her for it - a way that would almost certainly involve the loss of still more of her freedom, the mere thought making the desperate wetness between her legs all the more unbearable.

Further footsteps heralded her husband's return, seeing Fiona having to shake away such fantasies as she heard the door open behind her. Such was her desire to please Angus that she didn't dare turn to face him, instead following his earlier instructions to the letter by continuing to stare at the sofa. That left her unaware of what her husband was carrying until he sat down in front of her, the sight of the still further stainless steel coming as even more of a shock. She was going to be let out of her belt all right, but only so that Angus could insert a vaginal plug - a long, thick pole that would torment her mercilessly once pressed inside her pussy. That he'd also brought a pair of thigh bands to keep her legs together only made the prospect even more provocative, seeing Fiona almost buckle at the knees as Angus brought out a key.

“Stand still!”, he scolded, waiting until his wife was perfectly motionless before making swift work of the lock that had frustrated her for so long. Soon Angus's strong hands were pressing between the band of steel and her stomach, separating the metal in advance of making the necessary adjustments to add the plug. “You've gone and got this all wet!”, he scolded, hardly needing to draw Fiona's attention to the slickness coating the inner surface of the steel. How could she not be, when being trapped in belt and bra and heels turned her on so much? Her engorged pussy all but pleaded for the plug that Angus was now sliding onto the front shield of the belt, with the way that she would have to have the rest of the metal locked around her once more merely the price to be paid for its presence. She knew the unfeeling steel would do nothing to slake her lust, but her sex wanted it all the same, so wet that her husband could simply slip the plug straight into the sodden gash as he brought her belt back together.

Angus had no sooner pressed the padlock closed than he was turning his attention to her thighs, his fingers carelessly brushing Fiona's bare skin as he sought to encircle them with metal. How easily the black and silver bands yielded to his hands, opening out to accept her legs in a way they would never do for her. Each had an associated length of chain and two further padlocks to hold it up, hanging from her chastity belt like some strange kind of stocking top, but it was the sturdier lock that Angus was bringing between them that caused Fiona to shiver most. Once it was clicked closed, she knew she wouldn't be able to spread her legs more than slightly, with steps that were already cut short by her stilettos reduced in length still further. Condemned to a shuffle, she would be accosted by the rattle of countless locks whenever she wanted to go anywhere, a single one making fetching in the washing even more frustrating.

In fastening it, her husband's fingers were only inches from the plug that pressed so maddeningly into her pussy, but Angus's hands might as well have been miles away for all the help they offered. “There! The perfect housewife!”, he declared, sitting back to admire his efforts. Flushing as she felt his gaze slowly travel the length of his body, Fiona could only stand there and join her husband in considering the steel that held her in his thrall, knowing that she couldn't remove even a single piece of it without her husband's permission. As though reading her mind, Angus now offered that possibility - albeit with the most devilish of twists. “When you're done with whatever you've still got to do with the washing, I've left the keys to the cuffs in the trunk. I'm sure it won't take you long to work out the new combination!”, he laughed, turning and reaching for his laptop.


The Belted Beer Girl

Amy let her arm go limp as her husband tugged her wrist towards the bedpost, doing nothing to resist him rendering it as incapable as the one he'd already chained on the other side. The sturdy links that would soon stop her moving her hand clanked as Rob yanked them, the strength with which he pulled the chain into position sending a shiver of excitement shooting through her body. The subtler sounds that followed were no less thrilling, the metallic scrape of a shackle causing her to tremble as it was threaded through chain and eye-ring before a quiet click signalled that the two were padlocked together.

Similar locks secured the leather cuffs around her wrists, the edge of their uncaring brass brushing against her skin as she tested her bonds by tugging at the chains herself - not in the belief that she could beat them, but simply to stress her subsequent submission as her arms fell back against the bed. She was entirely at the mercy of the man now clambering over her, unable to stop her husband from doing whatever he wanted with her body - something that filled her with a desperate desire for him to fuck her senseless rather than fuss with her restraints. Was there really a need for Rob to return to the cupboard when he could ravish her right now? Her mouth was his for the taking, and her pussy could be as well, if only he would free her sopping wet sex from the steel.

Craning her head to look past her bare breasts, Amy could see her chastity belt still locked around her body, its shiny metal catching the light as she shifted impatiently on the bed. Now that her hands were unable to do anything they shouldn't, there was no reason for the contraption's continued presence - save that Rob had yet to perform the complicated ritual to remove it. Was it the key that her husband was now searching for among their toys? No, something so important would never end up anywhere where she might find it, instead carried upon his person at all times. After all, what was the point of her chastity belt if anyone other than Rob could give her pleasure? Amy knew that she certainly couldn't, barely able to slip a finger under the tight steel, let alone bring herself off while the frustrating metal remained locked in place.

Even the twin plugs that the belt pressed inside her weren't enough to drive her over the edge, their limited movement so maddening that Amy found herself wriggling her hips with want for more. She'd had to suffer the stainless steel shafts since Rob had supervised her shower that morning, her belt having come back to her body with the infernal additions that had occupied her ever since. She couldn't sit without putting pressure on one or the other, making a day at her desk a nightmare of thwarted desire and endless trips to the toilet. Seeking sanctuary in a cramped stall, she'd been unable to do anything other than try to staunch the excitement that had seeped through the steel, having to pull her skirt back up still impaled by metal.

At least now she could lie back and let the man who had imposed such torments take advantage of how hot and bothered she'd become, Rob not needing to warm her up when she needed him inside her right now. Why was her husband wasting time fetching further lengths of chain? Two had been deposited on the bed beside her feet before he went on to bring out the ankle cuffs that explained them, the mere sight of more sturdy leather making Amy moan at the thought of being spreadeagled. Her thoughts raced with how she might soon find herself helplessly squirming as Rob tickled her to torment or imposed the most delicious of pain, provoking her with sharp pinches to her perilously exposed nipples while she was powerless to stop him.

That her husband first turned his attention to her chastity belt hardly surprised her, with the frustrating contraption having no further place in her fantasies. No, its merciless metal needed to be off and out of her body, a wish that Rob seemed willing to go along with as he clambered back on to the bed. A creak of springs accompanied the mattress shifting under his weight, Amy feeling her legs drawn towards him even as he made his way up between them. How brazenly she would be displaying her womanhood were it not for the steel that shielded it, a pair of metal panties so permanent that they required a key to pull down. That was something her husband now held in his hand, Rob carefully inserting it into the corresponding slot and turning it with exasperating slowness. The stiff shaft of flesh jutting up between his legs left no doubt that he too was aroused, but somehow he was able to control his lust in a way that Amy could not, wriggling in lieu of anything else she could do.

“Hold still or I'll leave you locked in this!”, her husband barked, backing up his command with a sharp slap to Amy's thigh. The threat alone was enough to see her obey, albeit not without another moan, her lower body staying limp as he persuaded the belt's padlock to abandon its hold on the steel. Only then could the latter split apart, with the metal that had been clamped around Amy's crotch now opening like a monstrous mouth. In doing so, it hinted at the tongue that had so tormented her previously covered crevice - a tongue that, like the one so wickedly filling her rear, still tickled her deep inside.

“Legs up!”, Rob instructed, barely giving his wife any time to comply before he was pushing them above her head. Thanks to how her hands were still bound to the bedposts, Amy struggled to stay balanced, hardly helped by the sensation of steel finally slipping out of her - first in front, then behind, the latter accompanied by metal leaving her hips until at last the chastity belt forsook its hold on her body. Even in freedom, however, there remained frustration, with the sight of her exposed sex seeing Amy once again strain at the chains. How on earth had she endured a whole day in the cumbersome contraption when remaining denied for just a few more seconds was rapidly driving her insane? She needed her husband thrusting his cock inside her as he drove her to climax, not taking his time fussing with the metal that now had no further purpose.

“Did I say you could put those down?”, Rob asked sternly, referring to the legs that Amy had let fall to the bed in the brief time he had left it. “No, I did not!”, he continued, providing the answer he wanted as Amy looked from him to her pussy with pleading eyes. Instead of her sex, however, her husband was more interested in her ankles, seizing one of them in advance of wrapping a cuff around it. Soon sturdy leather had taken the place of his hand, leather that Rob went on to secure with a padlock that also served to attach a length of chain. Before Amy knew it, her husband had done the same on the other side, leaving her sure that she would indeed find herself spread out like a starfish - until Rob surprised her by doing something completely unexpected.

After taking hold of the chains, it took no more than a forceful thrust of his arms to see her legs lifted up again, but this time, her husband wasn't content with seeing her feet in the air above her. Instead, he continued to pull them back, ignoring how Amy gasped as he folded her in two. Soon her knees were brushing against her breasts, her feet hitting the bed's headboard as Rob pressed his body against hers to prevent her falling back. Barely able to breathe, Amy could only lie there and watch as her husband went on to produce another padlock, Rob using it to secure her ankle to the one of the eye-rings that held her hands helpless.

From there, her husband moved to her other side, spreading her legs still further apart in preparation for a second padlock. In a matter of moments, he had put her in the most provocative of positions, one which simultaneously presented Amy's pussy and yet left her as incapable of touching herself as she had been while locked in the belt. At least with the steel, she couldn't see how aroused she was, whereas now her gaze was naturally drawn between her legs, her eyes having to take the place of her fingers in flicking over the sopping wet folds of her flesh. Despite being put openly on show, her sex was still impossibly far away, no matter how much she strained at the chains that so securely held her.

All she achieved for her efforts was to leave herself even more out of breath, her frantic panting summoning an amused laugh from her husband. “Patience, pussycat!”, Rob chided, turning from the bedside cabinet still holding the string of condoms he'd been in the process of separating one from. “You'll get your fucking when I'm good and ready for you, but not before!”. With that, he returned his attention to the foil in his fingers, not caring where the wrapper fell as he concerned himself with its contents. Amy's thoughts were similarly occupied, albeit by the veiny shaft that Rob was now unrolling the rubber down, knowing the mammoth member was the only thing that could slake her lust.

She hardly needed to plead for her husband to stick it in her, not when the very position that Rob had put her in was doing just that. Her exposed pussy all but invited him to penetrate it even before she pushed it towards him, in as much as a woman whose freedom of movement was so curtailed ever could. The slight bounce of her body on the mattress was shamefully pathetic, a fact that Rob seized upon as he remounted the bed. “You're always so hot and bothered!”, he mocked, shuffling his way towards her with maddening slowness as he went on. “I bet I could make you come by fucking you in the ass right now, you horny little slut!”, he declared devilishly, his inflammatory language only making Amy even more desperate as her husband brought his dick closer to her crotch.

“Would you like that?”, he asked, allowing the bulbous head of his hardness to hover between her well-lubricated holes as he looked her in the eye. “Or do you want to go back in your belt?”. That was too much for Amy, seeing her let out a delirious moan as she considered being locked back to the cruel steel unsatisfied, but still her husband wanted more. “Tell me properly!”, he insisted, his flesh losing none of its firmness for how he was taking his time teasing her. Indeed, his condom-covered cock became even stiffer for how he was sliding his hand up its length, the slow gesture seeming to tell Amy he could satisfy himself without her. “Which is it to be? Ass or belt?”.

“Ass!”, she gasped, no sooner having done so than her husband was angling his dick downwards. “Ass?”, Rob asked incredulously, as though astounded that any woman would ever say such a thing. “You want it in your ass? Is that why you're already lubed up for me? Why you've been stretching yourself with that plug? Because you want me to fuck you in the ass? Like a whore?”, he proposed playfully, presenting Amy with the very words he wanted to hear if she was to go along with his game. “Yes! Fuck me in the ass! Like a whore!”, she gasped, shifting her body as much as she could so as to offer him more of her buttocks. If only Rob were to thrust his cock between them, she might stand a chance of climaxing, having been so close to the edge for so long that the rhythmic pounding as he thrust deep inside her might do the trick.

“You really are shameless!”, Rob laughed, giving one of the cheeks that Amy was offering a slap sharp enough to make her shudder with delight. “This won't be the first cock you've had up here today, will it?”, he asked scornfully, denying his wife the ability to answer by simultaneously impaling her on his penis. Thanks to the steel plug that had held her hole stretched for so long, Amy had no difficulty accepting the head of his hardness, but she still couldn't stop herself from letting out a gasp as her husband continued to push his way in. Was his manhood thicker or longer than the metal that had stood in for him while he'd been away, or was it simply the degree to which it moved that made such a difference? Such a swift onslaught of stiffness was enough to see Amy swoon, a far cry from the previous frustration of being occupied by the passive plug.

“Sticking your ass in the air begging for cock! No wonder you need a chastity belt if this is what you do as soon as you're out of it! You're such a slut, I bet you'll come long before I do, even though my cock's going nowhere near your pussy!”, Rob taunted, making sure that was exactly what was going to happen by how he was now thrusting forward again. “Coming from being fucked in the ass! What a whore!”, he went on, now working his way into a rhythm that saw Amy only capable of gasping in response. Unable to challenge her husband's assertion, she had to let Rob to do so on her behalf. “No?”, he asked as he banged his hips against her buttocks again. “Then shall we have a little bet on just how much of a slut you are? A wager on whether you're a dirty ass-whore?”.

Was it the strength with which Rob was ramming his cock into her that was driving Amy ever closer to climax, or the wicked words with which he was accompanying his anal onslaught? Either way, she knew it would only need him to continue in the same vein for just a little longer for her pent-up frustration to explode in a crescendo of ecstasy, her need for a climax seeing her happily agree that she was her husband's dirty ass-whore or anything else he wanted if only he would make her come. That Rob's wager would be a distinctly one-sided affair made his domination even more devastating, the submission he would insist upon sure to be deliciously shameful - as befitted his dirty slut.

“Well? How about it?”, Rob demanded, sending a shockwave shooting through his wife's body as he slammed into her again. The slight nod of Amy's head as she bounced back was taken by her husband as her agreement, her associated gasp one they both knew was of assent. With her wrists and ankles bound helplessly to the bedposts behind her, what else could Amy do but take still more of a pounding as Rob leisurely proposed his terms? “Yes? Then how about this: if you can hold back your horniness for long enough for me to shoot my load up your ass, I'll let you go without your belt until you're begging to be back in it again”, he suggested, slowing his rhythm as he spoke.

“You can touch yourself as much as you like, you can play with your toys, you can even ask me to fuck you in the ass again, not that you'd want to unless you're a filthy little slut”, Rob taunted, leaning away from his wife so as to deny her attempts to seek sensation before going on. “But if you're so desperate for cock that you come first, come from being fucked in the ass like a whore, then you're going straight back in your belt when I'm done. And you're going to be wearing it this weekend when the boys come round to watch the match. Standing by my side in a sexy little outfit - that is, when you're not bringing us beer or satisfying our other needs, showing that you can still pretend to be a respectable woman, even though you're secretly nothing more than a shameless ass slut!”.

With that, Rob thrust his hips forward, making Amy moan as he resumed his rhythm. “Of course, you'll have a big cock up your butt, locked in place just the way you like it. And thigh bands too, to make sure you're not tempted to spread your legs anywhere near as shamelessly as you are now! But I might just be able to find something we can fill your mouth with”, he proposed playfully, painting a picture that was impossibly provocative and yet all too plausible. Was her husband speaking of the stiffness that he was sticking so deep inside her, Amy wondered dimly, or had he something even more shameful in mind? If Rob could read her thoughts, he would have good reason for calling her a slut, her mind racing with indecent images of having to suck his cock as she knelt in front of the sofa, his manhood far from the only thing occupying her as his friends cheered her on. She could only hope the other men would remain oblivious to her belt, the latter ensuring she stayed frustrated throughout.

How exciting it would be to kept on edge like that, the threat of embarrassment forever hanging over her as she helped the men enjoy the match. “Is that what you want?”, Rob goaded her, working his wife up as much with his words as the rock hard pole he kept her impaled upon as he added more details. “Spending the day as my little sports whore, cheering us on in your chastity belt? And you'd better hope we win, because you're going to have to pay a forfeit whenever the other side score. Maybe I'll make you strip, show the lads just what I have to do to stop you from being such a slut! I'm sure that would keep morale up, even if we went ten nil down”, he laughed. The mere idea of her steel-clad crotch serving as a distraction from defeat for his drunken friends was enough to make Amy shudder with desire, with the climax that Rob was so devilishly driving her towards coming closer as she imagined having to show off her submission.

Could she lower her skirt if he told her to, revealing the chastity belt that meant that no other man could ever have her? She not only could, but willingly would, desperately longing to find herself in such a dreadful dilemma. She was such a shameless slut, Rob was telling her as she drifted into delirious daydreams, one who would come from a cock in her ass - one who was coming from the cock in her ass, her body spasming as she finally released the frustration that the cruel belt had forced her to bottle up from the moment her husband had locked her in it that morning. Yet no matter how shameless a slut she might be, she was his slut, Rob alone able to thrust so deep inside her as he pushed her over the edge into ecstasy, accompanying her gasps with still more taunts.

“Are you coming?”, he asked severely, slapping the sides of her buttocks as he rammed his cock between them again. “Because if you are, you're going to be bringing the boys beer in your belt. Making sure we're satisfied all through the match. Maybe I'll make you do it on your knees, to show all the guys just how submissive a slut you are. A slut who's shamelessly coming from a cock up her ass!”, Rob continued, interspersing his comments with slaps as he banged his wife's behind again and again. That Amy's body was violently shuddering as a result didn't slow him, even though her neck was arched back and her eyes were scrunched closed as she succumbed to the overwhelming sensation - one she'd been prevented from experiencing for so very, very long.

Only when she finally fell still did her husband relent, Rob allowing Amy to catch her breath as she slumped back spent. He still had his cock inside her, but the hand that had inflicted such stinging pain upon her posterior now came forward to gently stroke his wife's cheek. “Was that good?”, he asked softly, giving her enough time to emit a barely audible moan before he was becoming sterner again. “Was that what you needed? I hope it was worth it, because you're going straight back in your belt as soon I'm done. And you'll be staying in it until after the match, and you'd better hope we win, because you're not going to get another treat like this unless we do!”, Rob asserted, picking up his rhythm again. Even as Amy found herself being pushed towards a second climax, her husband's gibes were petering out, soon replaced with the bestial noises of a man who had only one thing on his mind - his own pleasure.

Did her second round of spasms serve as the trigger for him to shoot his load inside her, or was it merely a happy coincidence that allowed Amy to dissolve into another orgasm just before her husband satisfied his own sexual needs? Lost in the delicious delirium of finally fulfilled desire, she was only dimly aware of Rob pulling his condom-covered cock out of her behind, Amy struggling to stay conscious as he removed the now redundant rubber from his pole and clambered off the bed. Her husband was gone by the time she next opened her eyes, but the restraints that had held her so helpless still remained, stretching her limbs back behind her uncomfortably enough to encourage her to awaken more fully.

No matter how much she might strain at the chains, there was nothing Amy could do to free herself, leaving her little choice but to look past her breasts at the sodden slit that had stayed unpenetrated throughout. The puffy pink lips of her pussy seemed to be calling out for cock, yet she had climaxed twice without anything even touching them! To think that the next thing that would press against them would be the cold steel of her belt, the contraption something that, if she strained her ears, she could hear Rob cleaning in the bathroom. He would be bringing it with him when he came back, not freeing her hands until her still aching flesh was safely secured inside the frustrating steel. Would she remain stuck in it until she'd served the friends that would be coming round to watch the match? The mere thought was enough to make her squirm more, Amy shifting her body this way and that in a desperate attempt to get off again - yet without Rob, her efforts proved frustratingly futile.

♡ ♡ ♡

Rob was cleaning the belt again as Amy took a shower a couple of days later, her husband's presence in the bathroom preventing her from touching herself the way she wanted to even in the absence of steel. Instead, she had to be content with the warmth washing over her womanhood, letting the shower jet linger on her sex for just a little longer than was strictly necessary before moving on. Even above the rush of water, she could hear the metallic clanks of Rob attending to the contraption that would all too soon be locked back around her body, her husband chiding her for how messy she'd made it since last he'd let her out for cleaning. “You've been constantly wet, haven't you?”, he scolded, hardly needing to remind her how he'd helped keep her on edge in the intervening time, taunting and teasing her with what was in store for her.

By the time she'd stepped out of the shower, he'd long since put the black and silver back together again, Rob holding the cumbersome belt so casually in his hands that he might almost have forgotten about it as he savoured the sight of Amy towelling herself dry. If only she could do the same, her gaze automatically drawn to the formidable steel that would soon so frustrate her, her eyes following the curving metal around to where a shaft of flesh-coloured silicone stuck aggressively up inside it - a simulated cock, complete with veiny shaft and bulbous head, thicker and longer than the plug she'd previously taken. It was so positioned that she would have to accept it deep between her buttocks - not only to put on the belt, but for as long as the latter stayed locked, the dildo's size such that the slightest shift of her body would stress its presence.

“A big cock up your ass. That's what you like, isn't it?”, her husband laughed, causing Amy to moan as she imagined how the plastic phallus would molest her. Rob was holding the chastity belt out for her to take, but the sturdy steel that he was pushing into her hands came a distant second to the stiff pole it would press inside her, the latter holding her transfixed as she took the metal framework from him. Already, her husband was passing her a tube of lube, the man who still had his shirt sleeves rolled up no sooner having done so than he was casually leaning back on the basin. In doing so, Rob made it clear that he would do no more than watch as Amy surrendered the most intimate parts of her body again.

Struggling to hold the ends of the belt together as she unscrewed the top of the tube, Amy somehow managed to squeeze a large dollop of lube onto the head of the dildo, using her fingers to smear the slippery substance down the silicone shaft in the most suggestive of manners. She knew she would have to accept the colossal cock almost all the way to its base, the thought of its veiny girth soon being buried inside her seeing her breathing quicken even before she went on to push another load of lube between her buttocks. The cold, wet sensation of her fingers brushing against her rosebud was nothing compared to the stretching that would soon follow, but it still caused Amy to shiver as she prepared the path by which her husband's proxy penis would penetrate her.

Only then could she allow the metal mouth of the chastity belt to open, letting its steel spring apart so as to be able to step into it. The front shield that would soon so frustrate her was no more than a nuisance, joining the bare ends that brushed against her belly in barely registering as she prepared to take the fat head of the phallus inside her. She didn't need to look to her husband to know he wouldn't be satisfied until she had, but Amy sought his approval all the same, looking sheepishly up at the man whose mere presence commanded her to please him. “In your ass!”, Rob insisted, his effortless authority enough to elicit another moan from his wife. “And if you keep moaning like that, I'll be locking another cock in your mouth! Come on, I haven't got all day! The boys'll be round soon, and they'll be wanting you to bring them their beer!”.

If her hands weren't so occupied by having to keep hold of the heavy chastity belt as she sought to accept its contents inside her, Amy would surely have brought one down her body, stealing a fondle of her already moistening flesh before her husband stepped in to stop her. As it was, she couldn't keep her arousal from showing in the form of yet another lustful groan, knowing that the picture that Rob was painting was far from a mere fantasy. Soon enough, her husband would want her to serve a roomful of thirsty men, meaning she would need to be safely back in her belt before then - not to mention something in the way of clothes! For the first of his friends to arrive and find her with a silicone cock hovering between her cheeks - no, that was too much to consider when the hand of her man rather than metal stopped her masturbating to it.

Her fingers would barely have brushed her sex before Rob would be pulling them away, her husband insisting that she keep her hands on her head as he took charge of impaling her inside the chastity belt. Yet it was even more submissive for Amy to have to do so herself, her naked body bent as she surrendered her buttocks to the bulbous head of the dildo. Its stiffness slipped between her cheeks all too easily, its presence spreading them slightly apart, but pushing the mushroom-shaped silicone past her sphincter proved more challenging, seeing her let out another gasp as she finally overcame the reluctant ring of muscle.

That was only the first of the series of moans and groans she found herself making as she pressed the dildo deeper, her efforts hampered by the weight of metal that hung from it. She knew she had no hope of closing her chastity belt until she had taken the entire length of the silicone cock, even though its veiny shaft seemed to have no end. Every inch she took added to her arousal, her puffy pussy pleading for attention as she slowly but surely pushed the phallus into a hole provocatively close and yet so far away. How easily her sex would have accepted such a cock in comparison, her glistening lips begging to have something long and hard slide between them! Instead, Amy found herself having to fight her flesh all the way, trying to pretend her frequent pauses were merely to check whether the ends of the belt could come together rather than being necessary in order to catch her breath.

Rob wasn't fooled of course, but nor did he scold her for her struggles, however scornful his tone might be as he spurred her on. “I'm surprised your ass is so tight!”, he remarked, adopting such a relaxed stance as he lent back on the basin that it was clear he was savouring his wife's submission. “It was much looser when I fucked it the other day!”, he went on with a laugh, gesturing that Amy should turn to show her progress. At least that spared her having to share her flushing face, she thought as she obediently did as she was told, her blushes a mixture of embarrassment and erotically charged memories of how she'd had her buttocks high in the air as Rob had banged her - the latter enough to make her want more, however hard she found it to drive the silicone home.

“Such an ass slut!”, her husband laughed as Amy gasped again, his amused gaze seeming to help her hands as she sought to push the steel of the belt against her crotch. Were it not for how he'd attached it himself, the man watching might have no idea just how monstrous a silicone cock was now molesting his wife's back passage, surely only able to see the slim band of black and silver that separated Amy's buttocks as she finally pulled everything into position. Nevertheless, she found it impossible to forget the intruder's presence as she tugged the ends of the chastity belt together, even the act of making its metal meet enough to drive the dildo even deeper up her rear.

Only when the steel had become a circle again could she look to her husband for the lock which would seal the punishing pole inside her, Amy finding herself anxiously biting her lip as she prepared to surrender to its presence for as long might amuse him. Instead of handing her the sturdy padlock that she had been expecting, however, Rob chose to surprise her, his hands staying by his sides on the basin even as hers had to hold everything together. “Not just yet”, he told her sternly, spurning Amy's silent entreaty in favour of sending a fresh shiver of excitement shooting through her. “You need another cock first!”.

Was he referring to the bulge that she could see between his legs? How wicked that would be, making her take him in her mouth while her fingers were stuck barely inches from where they so desperately wanted to be! Still having to fight the steel as she held her belly sucked in, Amy knew that the metal would betray her by making an unmistakable sound should she dare let go of it, leaving her with the provocative prospect of having to drop to her knees and undo Rob's zipper one-handed before she could even think about extracting his erection. Would she be spending the day with his taste lingering on her tongue, sperm in her stomach even as she helped his friends fill theirs with beer?

Already salivating at the thought, Amy swiftly swapped the hand with which she was holding the belt together, choosing to use her less co-ordinated one to deal with its steel so as to leave the other free for pleasing her husband more proactively. With Rob standing up so as to take his weight off the basin, she was about to crouch, already salivating at the thought of sucking him when he suddenly strode off. “Come on”, her husband called over his shoulder, leaving her little choice but to follow him, barefoot and belted, as he headed out of the bathroom. That keeping up with the speed of his pace saw the cock inside her shift uncomfortably with every step was something Amy simply had to bear, the maddening motion making her gasp and groan but nowhere near satisfying her.

“You do make a noise!”, Rob scolded as he came to a stop in the bedroom, a pointing finger indicating where he expected his wife to stand as he continued towards a cupboard. Only too glad of the opportunity to stand still, Amy did as she was told, dutifully waiting as her husband came back with a bag - a bag that he was soon removing a box from, Rob going on to extract a toy that she had never seen before. She would certainly know if she had, there being no mistaking the luridly coloured silicone that her husband was now lifting out. The provocative pink was shaped like a shell on one side, yet boasted another cock on the other - this one having a head whose disproportionate bulge bent upwards in defiance of gravity. Prominent ridges took the place of veins on the stubby shaft, strategically positioned to make a woman weak, Amy thought as she tried to make sense of the second, less conspicuous object that her husband was bringing out.

It was only when Rob pressed a button on the latter that everything became clear, with the clamshell he was holding in his other hand briefly buzzing like an angry wasp. That it might be pressing against her pussy the next time he summoned such powerful vibrations was enough to make Amy melt, not needing her husband to tell her to let go of her belt in order to know where this new toy would be going. Her sex was so wet that Rob could easily slip the bright pink silicone inside her, her husband going on to position the outer shell so that it covered all the parts her fingers were so desperate to feel.

Instead, she had to keep her hands on her head, watching helplessly as those of her man made swift work of bringing the steel back together. Soon the only hint that there might be more than mere metal covering her crotch was the pair of hot pink wings that extended beyond the familiar black buffers, the slightest part of the otherwise secret presence that filled her frustrated flesh. A click of a lock was all it took to secure the intimate addition to the steel, leaving Amy as powerless to remove it as she was the metal that held it in place.

Now Rob had complete control of when she would climax, having it in his power not only to keep her frustrated, but also to push her over the edge without first freeing her from the merciless metal - metal that would stop her escaping his chosen level of stimulation even as it prevented her from adding to it. That was a fact he now demonstrated by summoning a slight shuddering inside her, a press of button all it took to make her belt gently buzz. The sound was muffled because of how the silicone clamshell was pressed against her sex, but its inner parts were no less provocative for the way her body absorbed their vibration - indeed, that made their presence all the more impossible to ignore as a secret tickling started to torment Amy's pussy.

In a matter of moments, her hands were clutching her crotch - not trying to tear her chastity belt off this time, but seeking to press its stiff steel still closer to her sex. All she achieved for her efforts was to dampen the sound slightly, the devilish sensation still not strong enough to bring her off. With pleading eyes, she found herself looking to her husband for more, but the man idly holding the remote in his hand chose to do nothing but stand there, Rob savouring her frustrated sighs as she desperately fought the belt. “Is that how you'll be bringing us beer?”, he asked, leaving the vibrator still running even after Amy reluctantly allowed her hands to fall away.

Despite the continued trembling inside her, she knew there was nothing for it but to get dressed, Amy doing her best to ignore the intimate intrusion as she scurried to her cupboard. Soon she was pulling out the clothes that her husband had suggested would be suitable when they'd discussed things the day before - or rather, when he'd teased her with talk of what would turn him and his friends on to see her in. The short sleeved blouse, its provocatively cut satin as tight as it was white, coupled with a faux leather skirt whose inky black was similarly sensual. Under that, an array of sexy underwear - a lacy bra that would barely dampen the bounce of her breasts, a thong so skimpy as to be superfluous even in the absence of steel, and of course, stockings, their nylon a smoky black like the rest of her lingerie. Finished off with a pair of daringly high heels, it was an outfit that all but begged for someone to ravish her, yet her metal panties meant that sexual satisfaction was still denied her.

Instead, Amy had to suffer constant foreplay as she pulled on panties and stockings, wondering whether the silicone that was so wickedly making her wet would ever stop shivering. Even if Rob deigned to turn down the vibrator, she would still have to contend with the other cock locked inside her, its presence coming to the fore whenever she bent her body. She might have been climbing a mountain for how she kept gasping, yet she had nothing to show for her exertions save legs sheathed by stockings as she fumbled with her bra, the attentive eyes of her husband keeping her from succumbing to the temptation of her breasts.

Soon she had surrendered her erect nipples to black lace, having to resign herself to her arousal remaining visible even as she battled the buttons of her blouse. “Not the top one”, Rob instructed, stopping his wife again when she was about to turn to her skirt. “No, you need these first”, he insisted, having fetched still more in the way of metal in the meantime. The casual yet commanding way in which he produced the pair of thigh bands was enough to make Amy go weak at the knees, seeing her swiftly spread her legs to allow her husband to encircle them in steel. Once his strong hands were finished with the various locks and chains, she knew she wouldn't be able to do even that, with a sturdy padlock holding her thighs so close together that taking more than the shortest of steps would be out of the question - even before she considered the stilettos that awaited her.

Simply getting into her skirt was a challenge, Amy having to lie back on the bed and slither her way into its sleek blackness. Doing so confronted her with the dildo buried deep between her buttocks, even as the clamshell pressing against her sex continued to do its bit to keep her hot and bothered. Together, the two put Amy in such an impossible predicament as to see her reduced to a wreck by the time she was able to stand up again. “I don't know if I can do this!”, she pleaded pathetically, looking down to see her skirt doing far from enough to hide the damning ridge of her belt. “I don't know that you've got much choice!”, Rob declared in a similarly whiny tone, silencing Amy by suddenly turning up the shuddering. “Which reminds me, you need something in your mouth to stop you moaning so much! Will another cock be enough to keep you quiet?”.

How could Amy not open wide to accept the gag, allowing her tongue to be pressed down by its provocatively shaped plastic as her husband wrapped its sturdy leather strap around her head? As Rob secured the buckle with a lock, she found herself automatically exploring the stubby little shaft that stopped her from doing more than moaning, unable to keep herself from imagining that it was his manhood that filled her mouth. How natural it was to want to suck the mushroom-shaped head, seeking to please it in the hope of receiving reciprocal pleasure! Alas, the wetness between her legs was as unforthcoming in the way of climaxes as the artificial cock, both remaining unappeasable even as Rob stepped back. “There!”, he declared, frustrating Amy still further by slowing, then stopping the vibrations. “My slut's all set for the match!”.

♡ ♡ ♡

Amy found herself anxiously pacing the lounge when the doorbell rang, having long since done everything she could to prepare. The fridge was full of beer, the chairs were perfectly positioned for watching the television, and a broad belt with a chunky buckle did its best to hide the incriminating signs of anything untoward under her skirt. As she took the short steps that were all her thigh bands allowed her, she could only hope the slight rattle of chains would be overlooked in favour of the little note she had stuck to her gag. The latter had been written at her husband's instruction, with its sticky yellow paper cut in the shape of a pair of pouting lips to satisfy his whim.

“You lost a bet?”, the stocky man at the door repeated doubtfully, his eyes lingering on the gag's explanation before looking Amy up and down. “Uh-huh!”, she mumbled as best as she could, hurriedly gesturing that her husband's friend should come in before he explored her blouse any further. Even with her back to him, she could sense how he was staring, feeling the man's lustful gaze burning into her skirt as she escorted him down the hallway. With her high heels and thigh bands conspiring to hamper her desperate desire to hurry, there was nothing she could do to avoid his attention, Amy finding herself flushing all the more for how she was secretly filled. Even if the man were to make the mental stripping he was subjecting her to more physical, he wouldn't get very far - not when her entire body belonged to Rob, every one of her holes occupied by their owner.

“So what's all this about, Rob?”, the man asked as he bumped fists with her husband, the latter having appeared in the lounge doorway just as Amy came to a stop in front of the sofa. “Wifey lost a bet?”. With no way of knowing what Rob was about to say, let alone stopping him should he choose to share the disgraceful details, Amy found herself suddenly tensing, clenching her cheeks around the cock that pressed so provocatively between them. “Yeah, I bet her I could make her come just by fucking her up the ass. She's such a slut!”, she could imagine her husband saying with a snigger, the mere thought making her blush like a beetroot as she opened her mouth in an automatic attempt to answer first - only to find herself stymied by the plastic pressing between her lips.

“Oh, you know what women are like, Steve, they never shut up!”, Rob laughed. “So I bet Amy that if she couldn't stop moaning, she'd have to wear a gag while we watch the game. Wouldn't want her spoiling it, would it?”, he asked, hardly needing to do so to gain the approval of his friend. How completely he was in control, Amy thought, her husband not needing to lie even as he spared her sharing the full truth. “Well, aren't you going to get our guest a beer? Go on, chop chop!”, Rob commanded, spurring her into motion with a sudden slap to her backside. “I wish my missus was such a good sport!”, Steve sighed, the creak of the sofa's spring suggesting that he was making himself comfortable as Amy headed off towards the kitchen. If there was further conversation between the two men, it was lost beneath the sound of her heels, but the anxious thrill that they might continue talking about her remained with her all the same.

If she didn't scurry back as swiftly as she could, she'd never know - indeed, she might find herself the subject of attention again as Rob scolded her for being slow. That didn't make it any easier for Amy to crouch down in front of the refrigerator, however, her gasp as the cock in her ass shifted muffled by the one in her mouth. She knew she would find herself molested the same way every time she bent in for a bottle, receiving a further reminder of her sexual submission whenever her husband or his friends wanted another. No matter how many times her chastity belt pushed the dildo deeper between her buttocks, however, it would never be enough to make her come, with the inert presence in her pussy adding to her frustration as she considered just how much beer the fridge was stocked with. Despite how desperately horny she was, she needed her husband for that - a man who would be occupied by other matters until the match was over and the last of his friends had gone home.

“Your beer, Sir”, Amy mumbled through the penis gag, conscious of how she was exposing her cleavage as she bent to proffer the bottle. Quite what the man who was so shamelessly staring at her breasts heard was anyone's guess, but he nevertheless appeared satisfied, giving her a wink as he took a big gulp. As she stood upright again, she knew she couldn't moan now, not unless she wanted to give Steve the wrong idea, but the sudden shudder that convulsed her crotch made that all but impossible. There was no mistaking the buzz of the vibrator, its angry sound audible for a second before just as swiftly falling silent - long enough to see Amy having to press tongue and lips around the phallus in her mouth as she desperately sought to suppress a gasp. “Good girl!”, Rob laughed, it being his doing, of course. His devilish grin left his wife in no doubt what he had in his hand, but Amy could hardly remonstrate with him, not when his finger was hovering over the button and the doorbell was ringing again.

♡ ♡ ♡

By the time Amy was turning on the television, three more men had joined them, such that five pairs of eyes seemed to be peeling away her skirt as she summoned pictures to the screen. It was hardly as if her husband couldn't have reached for it himself, Rob's feet resting on the very coffee table from which she had taken the control, but that would have been nowhere as thrilling! To be briefly the centre of attention, mentally undressed by men whose imaginations must be running as wild as hers, yet remaining perfectly safe thanks to the hold her husband had on her - Amy didn't need the now familiar burst of vibration to reward her for pleasing him, already struggling to keep her hands away from her crotch long before the clamshell shuddered so close to it. Dressed like something out of a boy's wet dream and with three dildos filling her, she was desperately horny, longing for more than lascivious looks from the men she was sure she was turning on.

How devastating, therefore, to be told to move out of the way so they could watch the match, especially in such crude terms! The game hadn't even started, with only a couple of pundits on the screen, yet still the talking heads took priority, seeing her relegated to the side of the sofa. With her face flushing with shame, Amy could only stand there and watch in the hope that one of her husband's friends would want another beer, seizing upon the slightest opportunity to please, yet these were few and far between. Once the match had started properly, the bottles she plied the men with were no more than a distraction, their contents unconsciously drained before the empty brown glass was being held out for a replacement. Often she received no more than an inattentive grunt by way of thanks, the men's attention held by the movement of the players forever passing a ball back and forth on screen.

If only she could find such a pointless sport similarly fascinating! Instead, she found herself driven to distraction by matters much closer, struggling to stand still for any length of time when the height of her heels insisted she endlessly shift her weight. That saw the cocks locked inside her move too, albeit by no more than a fraction whenever she wiggled her hips, their presence swiftly pulling her back every time her attention wandered away. Her frustration was made all the more maddening for how she had to maintain the appearance of a wife who had merely lost a bet - a silent fetcher of beer, only warranting the occasional lustful look save for when she lingered for too long in front of the screen. What would her husband's friends think if they knew the truth?

Amy was so distracted by her daydreams of the men discovering all the dildos she had to deal with that she only belatedly became aware of how the room's atmosphere had changed, finding herself the only one glad that the television chose to replay the goal responsible for an assortment of sighs. “Absolutely useless!”, Steve groaned, slumping back dejectedly in the sofa he had hitherto been sitting on the very edge of. “Couldn't stop a nosebleed, that man!”. “Give them time, it's not the end of the world yet!”, Rob counselled, but even he seemed to have lost something of his earlier enthusiasm as the screen showed a ball going into an undefended net from an astonishing variety of angles. “We're only one-nil down, and it's not even half-time yet. Besides, that means our beer girl here's got to do a forfeit”, he declared. “Any suggestions, lads?”.

Suddenly thrust forward by a forceful push from behind, it was all Amy could do to avoid tumbling as she once again found herself taking centre stage. Even as her husband looked to his friends for ideas, their eyes were turning to her, four faces making no secret of their amusement as she stood sheepishly in front of them. “Show us your tits!”, Steve demanded, his somewhat slurred words making up in volume what they lacked in clarity. That was enough to persuade the other men they wanted to see the same, with all soon chanting in unison. “Tits! Tits! Tits!”. The raucous clamour left Amy all too conscious of how inadequate her blouse was compared to her chastity belt, seeing her longing for the safety of the stainless steel bra that Rob sometimes made her wear. If only the hands she was instinctively bringing up to her bosom could find metal to help her shield her breasts from stares, instead of fabric so flimsy that she could feel the lace of her bra through it - not to mention her horribly stiff nipples!

As she desperately looked to her husband for help, she found herself strangely glad to be able to abandon herself to his decision, knowing she would not have herself to blame if Rob wanted to show off her body. It was his, after all, with the thought that he might choose to allow his friends to inspect it one that made her want to surrender to him all the more. To be told to bare her breasts so that a roomful of men could ogle them, perhaps even paw them as they might the upholstery of a new car - it was something any self-respecting woman should surely object to, yet Amy's sex was slick with excitement as she anxiously awaited what her husband would say. Would he understand what her eyes were begging for, despite the penis gag preventing her from pleading?

For a long, drawn out moment, there was silence save for the sound of the television, with the roaring crowds and babbling commentator suddenly of no interest to anyone as Rob spoke. “Take your bra off, then”, he commanded with a carelessness that sent a shiver through Amy's body, fixing his wife in his gaze as he continued. “But just your bra!”. Did the men whose eyes remained glued on her think that she might have taken off more? Amy doubted any of them had any idea as to the game that her husband was playing, but she knew it full well, having been told to do the same countless times in public. It was such a simple trick when one knew how, yet sure to come as a surprise to her audience - one that would bolster Rob's status among them even as it stressed her submission.

She needed to untuck the hem of her blouse to begin with, with her caution as she sought to avoid showing her chastity belt surely taken for coyness by the men so shamelessly staring. The tightness of the sleek white fabric was such that she then found herself having to undo a button, raising the hopes of her husband's friends before suddenly dashing them by bringing her hands up behind her back. In a matter of moments, she had her bra unhooked, allowing her to reach into one of the blouse's silly little sleeves for its strap. From there, she could pull the black elastic down her arm, performing the necessary contortions to see it slip over her hand. That the strap then retreated back under her armpit as she turned her attention to its sister was of no concern - indeed, it was all part of the plan, a plan that was starting to dawn on her audience.

Disappointed groans greeted the black lace as she brought it out from under her blouse, the latter's white satin still shrouding her breasts as she triumphantly held out the garment that had hitherto supported them. That the stiffness of her nipples could be plainly seen through the sleek fabric was a small price to pay for not showing more, with her husband's smile telling Amy that she had done exactly what he wanted as he took the bra from her. No sooner had Rob done so than he was tossing it towards his friend, maintaining his effortless mastery of the situation as he teased the other man. “There you go, Steve, since you were staring at it so much! Get those tits out the way, Amy, we're trying to watch the game!”.

Dutifully returning to his side, Amy could only savour the memory as the men turned their attention back to the match, squeezing her thighs together in a futile attempt to feel more than filled wetness between them. It was far from the first time her husband had told her to perform such a trick, but it came close to rivalling the night when she'd had to remove her bra in a heaving club, holding the provocative pink push-up affair high above her head as she'd danced. As she now tucked in her blouse, she found herself reliving how she had had to carry her bra home in her hand, still clutching it as Rob had had her satisfy him in a side-street. Would she soon find herself being told to do the same in front of all his friends? It was a fantasy that kept her face flushed.

Amy was so lost in such thoughts that she might have mistaken the slight trembling between her legs for no more than a spasm of her muscles were it not for how the shuddering came again, stronger this time. “Watch!”, Rob hissed, stilling the vibrator now that he had her attention. What was there to watch? The ball was still being passed back and forth, but the goal that it might at any moment be shot into was now on the left rather than the right of the screen, meaning that the home team was about to score! No wonder all the men were now so anxiously sitting on the edge of their seats, Amy thought, her own attention flicking between her husband's friends and the match they were so fascinated by. How frustrating it was to watch the ball being constantly swapped between players, taken by one team only to be stolen away by the other, staying close to the net but never going in - a strangely familiar feeling to a woman who shared the same desperate need for a climax as the cheering crowd.

At least they could release their passions when their team finally scored, the deafening whoops of the men around her adding to the clamour coming from the television as the magical moment was replayed again and again. Such was the noise than no-one other than her could have noticed the subtle buzzing of the vibrator being switched on, but its effect was electric, with the intimate tickling seeing Amy struggle not to squirm. She knew she couldn't afford to draw attention to herself, not when that would come at the cost of revealing what was locked inside her. Was her husband not going to make it stop? Even as the din died down, the pulsating presence in her pussy continued to torment her, yet the strange sound was apparently accepted as being just another bit of background noise by men more interested in celebrating their team's success.

“That calls for another beer!”, Steve exclaimed cheerfully, holding out the bottle he'd only moments before been clutching nervously to his chest. “One for me too!”, the man sitting beside him chipped in, insisting that Amy take his empty as well. By the time she was able to totter out of the lounge, her hands were so full that she was unable to do anything about her crotch - not that she could do much even when she had finally brought all the brown glass clattering down on the kitchen counter. Instead, she had to suffer a continued vibration beneath her skirt as she sought out fresh bottles from the fridge, with the way she had to bend in hardly helping her withstand the tickling cock inside her. The cool air spilling out served to stress just how wet she was, it seeming a wonder that her arousal hadn't spread even further down her legs. Nevertheless, Amy could do nothing but to dutifully return to her husband's side, presenting him and his friends with her breasts along with their beer.

How could the men not stare at her stiff nipples when they stretched her blouse like bullets? With her cleavage conspicuously on show thanks to the low cut of the flimsy satin, Amy felt as though she was offering her flesh for their inspection, expecting at any moment to be told to take her top off so that the men could see more. The heightened roar from the television seemed to threaten that, the crowd cheering with the same clamour that had preceded the previous goal. Would it be worse to have to pay another forfeit, or else find her sex subject to still stronger shuddering as Rob turned the vibrator up a notch? Torn between wanting to feel far more between her legs and longing to be told to touch her tits on the pretext of pleasing her audience, Amy found herself bitterly disappointed when the hubbub came nothing, the gasps of the men as someone shot but didn't score ones she couldn't help but accompany with a frustrated sigh.

She had to wait until what seemed like an eternity later before the ball finally approached the end of the field again - the one that meant a forfeit, seeing her barely dare breathe as the players passed it back and forth. Did the athletic hunks in their sporting strip know what she would have to do should they ever stop dancing around and get it in the goal? Amy certainly didn't, but that didn't stop her mind racing with wild ideas, her attention swapping between the cocks locked inside her and the state of the ball just as often as the latter swapped sides. One moment, she seemed doomed to suffering delicious disgrace, the next she was spared shame in favour of further frustration, the ebb and flow on the field seeing her soon become quite dizzy - until suddenly, like the ball in the back of the net, the endless whirlwind came to a stop.

“Oh, come on!”, Steve groaned, showing his frustration by slamming his hand into the sofa. The man sitting beside him was more sanguine about it, a smile coming to his face as he turned towards Amy. “Another forfeit?”, he asked hopefully, his salacious expression seeing her look to her husband for help - only to find Rob giving a nod of approval to his friend's proposal. “Looks like the lads need cheering up, Amy”, he declared devilishly, not needing to say anything more before she was accosted by the lewdest of suggestions. “Suck my cock!”, the man sitting next to Steve demanded, a man whose name she didn't even know, having been no more than a beer drinking breast ogler until then.

That was a suggestion that received roars of drunken support from the other men, even though Amy knew that her husband would never stand for it - or, at least, she hoped he wouldn't, suddenly finding herself glad to have the plastic penis in her mouth. Pressing her lips around the silicone shaft as though doing so would stop anything else penetrating them, she had to rely on the lock that was hidden beneath her hair, a lock that would require a deliberate act from Rob before she could ever pleasure another man. Even so, she couldn't stop herself imagining being told to drop to her knees, her husband's hands making swift work of unfastening the gag's strap in her mind. Perhaps he would have her fellate him in front of his friends, she thought feverishly, holding her head against his crotch as they cheered her on with hoots and catcalls.

“On your knees, beer girl”, Rob insisted, having to do so twice before she realised that he was really saying it. That was easier said than done thanks to her thigh bands, with Amy finding herself having to clutch the arm of his chair before she could satisfy his command. Was her husband serious? She had to trust that he had some trick up his sleeve, struggling to imagine Rob giving away something that he always protected so fiercely. Even so, her heart was anxiously pounding as she dropped to the carpet, Amy shuffling nervously around on her knees so as to look up at the man who held her modesty in his hands. It would only take a moment for him to make her earlier fantasies real, a hand slipping into a pocket for the bunch of keys that had kept her body his.

Instead, Rob chose to surprise her again. “Go show John your gag”, he instructed, not having to tell his wife whom she meant as he went on. “Amy's got enough in her mouth right now, but I'm sure she won't mind taking a look at what's between your legs”, he laughed, clearly having bested the other man by how the latter groaned. “Shall we say our beer girl here has to stay kneeling for the rest of the match?”, he proposed casually, summoning cheers from his friends that were loud enough to mask the sudden shuddering he sent his wife off with.

Gasping as the vibrating clamshell reminded her of how completely her husband controlled her crotch, Amy was left with little choice but to shuffle away, struggling to achieve any speed because of the metal that so mercilessly locked her legs together. Even trying to move a couple of inches at a time saw the sturdy steel of her thigh bands cut her short, the silicone lining doing little to lessen how they scolded her. Earlier, she'd been able to maintain some semblance of decency, albeit at the cost of having to adopt a wiggling mince, but now she was reduced to crawling on her hands and knees, her head down towards the carpet as much to see where she was going as to avoid the inevitable stares of the men whose legs she was having to negotiate. Would they be able to see why she was moving so slowly, perhaps making out the outline of her chastity belt beneath her skirt, or would her husband's friends simply assume she was so ashamed as to be unable to do anything else?

Her face was flushing furiously by the time she finally lifted it, but whether that was because of embarrassment, exertion or simply her unbearable arousal, even she couldn't say. To have to look up another man's trousers, following the twin tubes of fabric that their wearer was spreading to where they came together to cover his crotch! Had it been Rob sitting in front of her, her hands would naturally have come forward to undo his zipper, with the slight bulge she could see beneath the material one she would soon have freed from his fly so that she could submissively bob down on it. As it was, Amy was only too glad to keep her hands behind her back, sitting up as straight as she could despite doing so giving the man an even better view of her breasts. His angle was such that he would surely be able to look straight down her blouse, but if she wasn't mistaken, he was as uncomfortable as her, John shifting awkwardly in his seat as he did his best to make light of the situation. “Go get us a beer, babe!”.

How gladly Amy obeyed, negotiating another obstacle course of legs as she shuffled towards the door. So wet was her pussy that she felt sure she must be leaving a trail behind her, her heat such that even the cold tiles of the kitchen floor did nothing to lessen it as she headed across them on her hands and knees. She didn't even think about standing until she approached the refrigerator, only sitting up in order to reach to its back for beer. After all, she was simply her husband's house pet, a horny little pussycat that was there to amuse her master, yet only occasionally played with. Dressed to provoke desire and with three dildos penetrating her, it was only appropriate that she should continue to shuffle, her sure to be snagged stockings merely completing the stereotype of a wanton woman having to be kept belted if she wasn't to get up to no good.

Steve had an empty bottle waiting for her by the time she returned, with the way he waved it in front of her as she crawled past his legs making it clear that she wouldn't be able to rest. Instead, Amy had no sooner been relieved by John of the bottle she had brought for him than she was heading back to the kitchen again, a pattern that repeated itself several times until she finally found herself back by her husband's side. It had been as though the five men had deliberately chosen to delay their drinking so as to maximise the distance she had to travel on her hands and knees, seeing the tops of Amy's thighs sore despite the excitement dripping down them. What a relief it was to be able stop and watch the match again, kneeling on the floor beside her man as befitted a submissive wife, her hair idly ruffled by Rob as he followed the game.

The action hadn't let up for her being away, with Amy no sooner having turned her attention back to the screen than a striker was taking a shot at the goal. The ball's path was blocked by a well-positioned defender, but the resulting ricochet saw another player take the opportunity to try his luck, skilfully evading the goalkeeper to score. No wonder the crowd went wild, Amy thought, barely having time to register the significance of what had happened before a sudden shuddering pulled her back to her pussy. The vibration that now shook through her body was much stronger than before, rivalling the brief buzzes that Rob had teased her with earlier, but this time it showed no sign of stopping. Had her husband really meant to turn it up so high? If the clamshell continued to torment her like this for much longer, Amy wondered whether she could stop herself from coming - a predicament made all the more provocative by being in the presence of men.

To so shamefully shudder and shake as her body went into spasm, arching back as she succumbed to the wicked pleasure that her husband was finally permitting her, or else to try and deny herself in the name of decency, somehow withstanding the toy tickling her womanhood until Rob should deign to turn it off! It was such a dreadful dilemma, the mere thought being enough to drive Amy closer to the edge. She found herself encouraged by the clamouring crowd and the men who were congratulating their team closer to home, their cheers drowning out the buzzing that, with no more than a press of a button, had now become even more intense. No, there was no way she could bear it, no choice but to surrender to such sensuous stimulation and enjoy the sensation before it was switched off - even though doing so would be utterly disgraceful!

Amy's climax saw her confronted not only with the cock whose throbbing seeming to be coming from the very centre of her being, but two others, their lengths and girths competing for her consciousness as she dissolved into erotic ecstasy. Even as her sphincter clenched the silicone that pressed all the more provocatively inside her for how she was arching her body, her lips were doing the same around the penis in her mouth, its mushroom-shaped head stifling her desperate gasps to such an extent that she felt sure she would pass out. Despite slumping down on the carpet, she could do nothing to make the shuddering stop, unable even to spread her legs to lessen the waves of sensation shooting up from between them thanks to the thigh bands locking them together.

“Don't get carried away down there, we've only drawn level!”, Rob laughed, barely needing to lift a finger to bring Amy back to him. With the vibration having stopped at his command, she became aware of how she was still kneeling next to the sofa, suddenly finding herself the centre of attention as her husband's friends shared their thoughts. “Never knew your woman was such a supporter!”, Steve laughed, a comment that caused the man sitting next to him to chip in. “I wish my missus would get so worked up about the game!”, John declared lustfully. “Still, with a comeback like that, we've got a chance of making it through to the semis! Just need another goal!”, he went on wishfully - a suggestion that filled Amy with longing, even though she feared what it would mean. Another forced orgasm in front of her husband's friends, made all more powerful for the prospect of having to spend a further ninety minutes as Rob's belted beer girl - with the cup final to look forward to after that!


Vikki and the Vibrator

The rattling buzz of the vibrator provided proof of its power as its spherical head clattered chaotically over the surface of the steel, the shuddering globe making the metal reverberate angrily. The sound was so loud as to drown out the gasps and groans of the woman desperately pressing the device to her crotch, but Vikki's frustration was clear from how frantically she pushed the sex toy against her chastity belt, endlessly shifting its position as she sought some way of stimulating the flesh beneath.

The maddeningly muted tickling was enough to make Vikki moan as she sprawled out on the bed, but she was unable to find pleasure despite how wide she was spreading her legs apart. Beside her on the duvet, there sat those clothes that weren't lying in untidy piles on the bedroom floor, hurriedly pulled off in the hope that their absence might help. A discarded bra brushed against her body as she rolled over to her side, but she was oblivious to its underwired cups, too caught up in the sturdier metal that stopped her from reaching her sex.

Vikki had long since abandoned trying to bring herself off by means of her breasts, caressing her nipples having done nothing to slake her lust. Indeed, her futile efforts had only fuelled her sexual fires, reminding her that she could never tweak and pinch as provocatively as the man who so controlled her even in his absence. How different it was when her husband manhandled her, his strong hands making her moan for more no matter where she might be. A blouse and bra would be no obstacle for Vince, her breasts all too swiftly pulled out from their inadequate protection should he want to make her squirm with his strength.

Only her chastity belt would give her husband pause for thought, requiring him to go through the more deliberate process of bringing his key to its bulky lock before setting about separating the sturdy steel that secured her sex. By then, her hands would surely be bound, whether to the bedposts or simply behind her back, leaving her helpless as he went on to do whatever he wanted with her. Often, that was only to satisfy his own needs, Vince showing that he wanted more than her mouth by spearing the sopping wet slit that even she hadn't seen since the last time he'd unlocked it. His powerful thrusts would be intended for his own pleasure, but Vikki would inevitably find herself climaxing too, as much from what was going through her mind as the stiff shaft invading her body.

There were other times, however, when her husband focused solely on her, Vince staying fully dressed as he teased and tormented her. He would only need to turn on the vibrator to see her shiver with delight, the powerful device one that he reserved for rewarding her when she'd been good. Even before it came into contact with her crotch, its buzzing head spoke of more stimulation than she could bear, seeing her strain against her bonds in a futile effort to feel it sooner. How awful it was when her husband turned it off barely a few moments later, telling her that her behaviour hadn't warranted more than going back in the belt - a belt that he would disappear to clean, leaving the vibrator lying frustratingly inert between her legs. What good was it having mains power when it wasn't switched on?

Despite having the throbbing device turned all the way up, Vikki found herself no more capable of satisfying herself than she would have been were her husband making a point, with the metal that stood between the buzzing vibrator and her sex stripping the shuddering sphere of its ability to bring pleasure. How quickly Vince could have reduced her to a whimpering wreck by pressing the powerful toy against her pussy, her husband continuing to hold it there long after the last shreds of her consciousness had been lost to climax. Now, however, she couldn't summon more than further frustration from the steel - regardless of whether she attacked the shield of the belt straight on, or followed its perforated grille down under groin. Attempting to push past its side proved equally futile, shifting position only seeing some of the sound absorbed by the silicone that sat so snugly against her skin, but that didn't stop Vikki trying all the same.

She might have spent forever attempting to achieve the impossible were it not for how the vibrator suddenly stopped, with the way the room fell into silence causing her to look up from her crotch for the first time in what could have been hours. How long Vince been standing there watching? There was no question that he was responsible for the sudden loss of power, with the cord that he had wrapped around his hand one that he was using to pull the vibrator towards him even as he strode forward. “And what do you think you're doing with this?”, he demanded, already having divested Vikki of the device by the time she sat up.

What could she say? Sitting there naked save for her stockings, and of course, the chastity belt she had been trying to cheat, Vikki was conscious that she'd been caught in the act, belatedly bringing her legs together as though doing so might save a little of her modesty. “You left the drawer unlocked, I couldn't help it!”, she whined, knowing that her husband's oversight was no excuse - if indeed, it had been an oversight on Vince's part. She knew she shouldn't even have tried the handle, let alone opened the drawer, picked out the powerful vibrator, plugged it in and attempted to satisfy herself - yet here she was, not only having failed the test but all the more frustrated for having done so.

“Do I have to lock up everything around here to stop you getting up to mischief?”, Vince asked sternly, having come so close to the bed that Vikki found herself having to crane her neck to steal a glance at his furious stare. What an imposing impression her husband made in his smart suit, looking down on her as though she were no more than a naughty little girl! He had clearly just come home from the office, no doubt having called to her when she'd failed to meet him in the hallway, then made his way up to the bedroom when there'd still been no reply. Was this how the man of the house should be greeted after a hard day at work, returning to find his wife wantonly trying to get off without him? Vikki didn't need to be asked such a question to feel ashamed of herself, biting her lip sheepishly in lieu of being able to explain her actions any other way.

That wasn't enough for her husband, however, with Vince's voice booming down at her again. “Well? I'm waiting, Vikki!”, he thundered, throwing the vibrator down on the duvet behind her as though it too shared her disgrace. The silence that followed seemed all the more dangerous, seeing Vikki's mind race as her husband started to loosen his tie. Was he going to bind her hands with the thin strip of satin that he was now going on to pull off his neck, making sure that she couldn't get up to any more mischief as he had her satisfy him to say sorry? With her mouth full of his manhood, she would be unable to apologise in words, having to use her lips and tongue to make up for her misbehaviour - still stuck in her belt, and all the more frustrated when she finally swallowed his sperm.

Instead, Vince added his necktie to the confusion of clothing that littered the bed, letting out a long, exasperated sigh before continuing more calmly. “What am I going to have to do with you to make sure you behave?”, he asked, bringing a hand under his wife's chin and lifting it so that she had little choice but to meet his gaze. That she didn't find herself forced to stare at his crotch told Vikki that sucking his cock wasn't what her husband wanted, but she still felt the familiar thrill of submission as he held her in such an uncomfortable position. There was only one answer that she could give - one that made her hands instinctively come to her crotch, even though she knew they mustn't.

“Punish me, Sir!”, she whimpered, having to fight to stop her fingers from scrabbling against the impenetrable steel. Her desire to relief the unreachable itch saw her instinctively spread her legs apart, allowing Vince to take another step forward - one that put his trousers between her thighs. His very presence forced her to shamelessly present her imprisoned pussy, not that she could see the black and silver that shielded her sex for how her husband was bending her head back at an even more awkward angle. Were it not for his firm grip on her chin, she would surely have fallen back on the bed - as it was, Vikki struggled to speak, looking up at the ceiling as she breathlessly pleaded. “Please, Sir! Please punish me so that I can learn to be a good girl for you, Sir!”.

How many times had she found herself saying similar words? She had first worn her chastity belt after being caught touching herself without his permission one too many times, surrendering to its metal when other means of correction hadn't cured her of her nasty habit. It had only been intended as a temporary measure, but the sturdy contraption had proved so successful as to eventually become permanent, not being counter-productive like so many of the other punishments that her husband had employed. Even the harshest of spankings or most shameful of humiliations left memories to which she was subsequently tempted to masturbate - indeed, the harsher Vince treated her at the time, the more turned on she was later, the fiery longing of her flesh fuelled by his sternness.

Sometimes she wondered whether her husband made such an issue out of her seeking to pleasure herself precisely because he knew she enjoyed being dominated by him, Vince seizing upon the excuse to discipline her fully conscious of the secret desires that drove her to almost deliberately act up. On other occasions, she felt powerless to prevent herself falling into the role of the naughty little girl who needed to be kept on the straight and narrow by a supremely powerful man, the latter a part that her husband so effortlessly played. How could she not test his authority when doing so allowed him to assert it so arousingly? If only he would spare her the steel so that climaxing after correction would be her choice not his - yet that too showed her just who was in charge, her chastity belt serving as a constant reminder that her husband made the rules.

“You want to be punished, do you?”, Vince asked scornfully, thankfully not expecting Vikki to say anything more as he continued to squeeze her jaw. “Well, you won't when I'm through with you! I'm going to teach you such a lesson that you'll be sorry you even thought of trying to play with yourself”, he declared sternly, unexpectedly releasing his grip on Vikki's chin only to give her shoulder an equally sudden shove - one that saw her falling back onto the bed as her body gave up its battle to stay upright. “Go on, get dressed for it, you disgraceful girl!”, the man looking down at her instructed, surveying the sight of her sprawled out on the sheets for a second before turning away. “And don't bother with any underwear”, Vince added over his shoulder, already halfway towards the door, “because you clearly don't think you need any!”.

There was nothing that Vikki could say to that, lying beside her bra on the bed, with her panties goodness knows where on the floor. Indeed, she found it difficult to do anything, still swooning from her husband's show of strength. How commanding he could be in such circumstances, his masculine mastery making her want to masturbate all the more! Were it not for the danger that he might suddenly come back through the door, and indeed, the knowledge that there was absolutely no point in trying to penetrate the metal that prevented her from touching her pussy, Vikki's fingers might have done more than merely forlornly slide across her crotch. As it was, she found herself reluctantly tearing them away from the reminder of her husband's control over her, forcing herself to sit upright on the bed as she tried to think of what he now wanted from her.

She knew she didn't deserve to wear the clothes that were strewn so randomly across the room, having abandoned the right to a reasonable appearance when she'd torn them off. Instead, her thoughts turned to the outfit reserved for such occasions - an outfit that surely would fill any self-respecting woman with shame. Even the schoolgirls whose uniforms might have suggested aspects of Vikki's punishment attire would baulk at being told to wear such a caricature of their clothing, rightly objecting to how obscenely it would stress their inferior status. The grown woman now getting up off the bed found herself wishing she could face her punishment naked, perhaps dragged downstairs by a man demonstrating less patience than Vince had. At least then, there would be no possibility of her being sent out for something while scandalously dressed, any chastisement accompany her absence of clothing a strictly private affair.

Instead, Vikki found herself heading unenthusiastically towards the wardrobe, somehow summoning the strength to slide a rail of hangers to the side so that she could reach in and extract the one that had been relegated to the darkest shadows. What would her favourite fashion expert say if, having flicked her way through an unremarkable collection of blouses and skirts, she came across the unlikely outfit? Vikki found herself anxiously pressing her thighs together at the thought of the famous personality holding her punishment clothes up for the camera, the perfectly made-up woman's face surely struggling to suppress a smirk as she wondered what occasions they might be worn for. “Not the kind of thing you'd wear for a posh dinner, darling!”, her clipped tones would declare contemptuously. “Maybe for a packed lunch?”.

Confronted by her chastity belt, Vikki had little choice but to carry the hanger back to the bed, putting it carefully down beside her superfluous bra before going on to remove the blouse that obscured the skirt beneath. There was more than a hint of the latter's pastel pink to be seen as her fingers fumbled with the former's flimsy white fabric, but the button that stopped the silly sleeves slipping off the plastic arms soon yielded to her efforts. How strained it would be when it was having to hold back her bosom, Vikki thought, the sheer material of the blouse stretching taut in its efforts to provide sufficient support to her breasts - at least, until her husband relived it of its burden by having her bare her chest.

If only the reverse was as easy, she sighed, struggling to make the two sides of the impossibly inadequate garment meet despite how she was squashing her breasts together. Already, the tight material was assaulting her armpits, restricting her movements in a manner that made matters even more challenging as she gave herself the most shameless of cleavages. The neckline of the blouse was cut so low as to leave little to the imagination, drawing in any man's eye with a display that was made all the more daring by the provocative protrusion of her nipples. With only thin white cotton covering them, there could be no doubt as to their stiffness, the swollen bullets all but shouting that the braless woman was still shamefully aroused - a fact that Vikki knew her husband would seize upon when she finally stood in front of him, assuming she could persuade the blouse to stay together without needing constant help from her hands.

Had she put on weight since the last time she had been told to dress for punishment? How awful it would be to have to admit that to the man waiting for her downstairs, his inevitable command to bring her hands to her head seeing her forced to display her disgrace. Desperately battling the button, Vikki barely dared  breathe a sigh of relief when she finally made it fasten. At least the ones that led to her belt would be easier, she thought, finding herself staring at steel barely shrouded by the hem of the blouse as she worked her way down. Even where the cruel contraption was covered, its shadow showed through far too clearly, challenging her hands to forsake buttons in favour of being defeated by its metal again.

With her fingers brushing the belt's bulky locking plate as she finished off the last of the blouse's fastenings, Vikki had to make a conscious effort to turn to the skirt, its girly pink material her only ally in the battle against temptation. Although the fabric was thick enough to hide her crotch, its pastel colour and stiffly pressed pleats were hardly a style that an adult woman would choose, the design suggesting school clothing so much as to make the skirt's shortness seem even more shameful. She knew its hem would tickle the top of her thighs, putting any panties perilously close to display - even those made of metal. To keep the grille that curved under her groin from glinting between her legs would be all but impossible in the absence of other underwear, a thought that saw Vikki once again squeeze her thighs together as she set about unclipping her skirt.

There was a hook and eye that had to be undone and a zip to be tackled before Vikki could step into the short length of pastel pink and pull it up her legs, its pleats billowing out as it came to an abrupt stop around her hips. Once again, she found herself having to fight her clothes simply to put them on, with the unfastened skirt so tight as to see her frantically wiggling her body before it finally yielded to her efforts. That doing so confronted her with her chastity belt was all part and parcel of her punishment, she knew, with the stiff band of metal hardly helping her surrender to a garment that was at least a size too small. If only its zipper had another inch, she would already be on her way downstairs by now - so perhaps it was a blessing it was so short!

She had to change her stockings first, swapping her smoky hosiery for something more suited to her stylised schoolgirl's uniform. The snow white knee socks that sat at the back of her lingerie drawer would be what her husband wanted to see her wearing when she came down, their opaque material made all the more girly by the big bows of similarly virginal ribbon that adorned their elasticated tops. Sitting down on the duvet in order to remove the black lace that stretched around her thighs, Vikki was reminded of just how short her skirt was. Its pastel pleats did nothing to shroud the tops of her stockings even before she had started to work them down her legs, nor did the stiff fabric come between her buttocks and the bed. Instead, it shifted as she sat down, seeing her bare cheeks caressed by the covers - at least where the metal of her chastity belt didn't get in the way.

Soon the lengths of black nylon were no more than two further bundles on the floor, their presence on the carpet summoning a sudden pang of guilt as Vikki sought to shroud her legs in thicker white hosiery. Should she tidy up her discarded clothes before she dashed downstairs? Earlier, she had thought she had all the time in the world, her thoughts too caught up in trying to beat her chastity belt to consider having to rush around putting things right. Yet if her husband found anything out of place when he eventually returned to the bedroom, she would surely be denied any pleasure that Vince might treat her to after her punishment - the tender, tearful climax that told her still loved her however naughty she might be.

Vikki certainly felt like a naughty girl as she hurriedly pulled the first of the long knee socks up her leg, sparing only a second to make sure its bow was straight before heading on to the next. She feared at any moment she might discover her husband standing in the doorway again, Vince not safely downstairs as she thought but storming in to scold her. “Are you going to leave those like that?”, she could hear him saying, his tone so stern in her mind that she found herself driven to put everything in its proper place - her clothes neatly folded on the chair in the hope she might be allowed to wear them again, the vibrator back where it belonged in the toy drawer. Even the duvet got a smoothing, Vikki scurrying round in the bed in her stockinged feet trying to make to make it look like she had never lain there with her legs so shamefully spread apart.

She couldn't forget how she'd been caught red handed as she hurried downstairs, the memory of how her husband had torn the vibrator away from her one that deepened the flush of her face. Every step she took saw air rush up her skirt, reminding her of just how inadequate it was even as her chastity belt continued to assert Vince's authority beneath. Her breasts seemed equally exposed beneath the tight cotton stretched across them, the thin white fabric doing little to suppress their bounce in the absence of any bra. Coming to a stop in front of the lounge door, Vikki found herself forced to consider her clothing even more consciously, scrutinising her outrageous outfit in search of anything that might be amiss. Were her stockings with their ludicrously large bows straight? How about the pleats of her skirt? Could her chastity belt be seen? She didn't need to look to know that her blouse was still buttoned, its tightness telling her that all too clearly, but she checked all the same, shifting her breasts to boost her cleavage.

How strange it was to have to knock on a door in her own house! It was as though she was about to have a meeting with her headmaster rather than her husband, with Vikki's heart pounding furiously as she summoned the weakest of sounds from the wood in front of her. It took a second, louder knock before the man inside heard her, Vince's voice gruff as he commanded her with a single word. “Come!”, he called, leaving Vikki no choice but to tackle the door's handle, its round white ceramic slipping in her sweaty palm before she was able to persuade it to turn. Even having done so, she still had to push the door open, then find the strength to step forward, not daring to look up from her feet.

It took the direction of Vince's voice to tell her that he had been standing by the window - not that that made a lot of difference when he was soon striding towards her, his booming tones accosting her as he approached. “You took your time!”, he declared dangerously. “Were you trying to touch yourself again?”. “No, Sir!”, Vikki pleaded, all too aware of how she was pressing her thighs together as she struggled to make her husband believe her. Surely he knew she hadn't had time to do more than get dressed, but the more she protested against her husband's unfair accusation, the more guilty she sounded. “I wasn't, Sir! Honestly, Sir! Not since you caught me being naughty, Sir! I wouldn't!”.

After allowing her to flounder for what felt like forever, Vince finally spoke again, but his tone was just as stern as it had been before. “Good! Because that would be a waste of time, wouldn't it? I spent a lot of money on that belt of yours, buying the most secure model to be absolutely sure that you wouldn't be able to get up to any mischief, and what do I come home to? An absolutely disgraceful scene!”. Pausing only to let out an exasperated sigh, Vince cut Vikki off before she could offer more than a desperate “Sir!” by way of objection, her husband continuing in an equally annoyed vein. “If you feel the need to be such a shameless slut, you can warm your mouth up for me by sucking a dildo or something, but I don't want to see your legs spread like that ever again - unless I'm the one spreading them! Do I make myself clear, Vikki?”.

Vikki accompanied her automatic “Yes, Sir!” with a sheepish nod, in so far as a woman who was staring down at toes shrouded in opaque white could nod. The black polished leather of her husband's shoes intruded upon her field of vision as she lifted her head, the movement leaving her in danger of looking at his legs before she swiftly lowered her gaze again. “Now what would be an appropriate punishment for such a naughty girl?”, Vince asked, stepping forward so as to leave his wife little choice but to consider his attire as he awaited her answer. The contrast couldn't be clearer - the pinstripe trousers of a smartly dressed businessman, continuing all the way up to where the bottom of his suit jacket would brush against her cheeks should she be told to unzip him, versus the silly little skirt and blouse of a naughty girl, too short and too tight to do anything to hide her shame, let alone alone her subordinate status.

“A spanking, Sir! An over the knee spanking!”, Vikki gasped, feeling a shiver of excitement shoot through her body as she considered what she was saying. To have the pleats of her skirt pulled out of the way as her husband's palm landed on one perilously exposed cheek, then the other - had Vince not been there, her own hand would surely have dropped to her crotch at the thought, desperately seeking satisfaction despite the steel as she imagined such a plight. She knew the endless series of smarting blows would soon see her begging for him to stop, yet at that moment, she wanted nothing more than to surrender to such pain, making up for her earlier mischief in the most provocative of ways.

“A spanking? Over my knee like a little girl?”, Vince asked scornfully. “Would that teach you not to try and touch yourself?”. “Yes, Sir!”. “I'm going to have to make you cry, you know. And then you're going to have to stand in the corner, sobbing because you're all red and sore. Is that what you want, Vikki? To be spanked like the naughty little girl that you are?”. “Yes, Sir! Please spank me, Sir!”. “Very well, then we'll start with that. But don't say you didn't ask for it, Vikki”, Vince declared, already heading towards the sofa. He continued to scold her even as he was sitting down, slapping his knees to signal that Vikki had his permission to move. “How long have you been wearing that belt? You should know better than to try and beat it by now! Come on, get yourself over my knee and let's get this over with! It's what you deserve, you disgraceful girl!”.

Scurrying towards the sofa on her stockinged feet, Vikki was still a couple of steps away from her husband when he reached out and grabbed her wrist, his powerful hold seeing her helpless to prevent herself being pulled still closer. Vince didn't stop there, however, no sooner having brought her to a stop right by his side than he was tugging her arm down, bringing his other hand to her back to leave her little choice but to bend her body. In a matter of moments, the floor and her feet were parting company, the latter flailing in the air as Vikki found herself staring down at the carpet. Could her husband demonstrate his dominance in a more masterful manner? Pressed against his legs, her chastity belt stressed his control all the more, its uncomfortable presence seeing her pussy plead for attention - yet Vikki could no more test the metal than she could stand, entirely at the mercy of the man holding her down.

Vince needed to use no more than a single hand to keep her like that, resting it almost casually on her back as his other headed towards her skirt. Vikki was sure she could feel the approach of his fingers even before they had slipped underneath the stiff pleats brushing against her buttocks, the anticipation of him touching her seeing her tremble with excitement. “Sit still!”, Vince told her sternly, but he hardly helped her do so by how sensuously his hand replaced the material, still brushing against her skin even as he lifted the hem of her skirt. Unable to see anything more than the floor, Vikki could only imagine how her husband was slowly revealing her cheeks, exposing the flesh that would soon find itself subject to such punishment from his palm. How perfectly presented her posterior would be, not even having the paltry protection of any panties.

There would only be her belt, but its back would offer no obstacle to her husband's hand, its sturdy steel disappearing between her buttocks and not emerging until just before the burning frustration on the other side of her body. If only Vince would show an interest there, his fingers following the metal in the other direction instead of heading towards the band that hugged her hips! How cruel it was that the contraption would help him by holding her skirt out of the way, there being just enough space between the silicone-lined steel and her skin for him to tuck in the hem. He did so so firmly as to ensure there was no chance of it falling down, leaving Vikki knowing nothing would stop her spanking once it had started - save for Vince deciding that she'd had enough.

Struggling not to wiggle in his lap, she could only await the inevitable, conscious that the hand that was now sliding softly across her cheeks as though assessing their vulnerability would all too soon be delivering a very different sensation. A slight swish of air would be the only warning she would have in advance of the stinging pain spreading through her flesh, merely the first wave of an endless onslaught that would rapidly reduce her to tears. It was a frightening prospect, yet one that fuelled the fires burning so furiously beneath the frustrating metal, a fate that Vikki simultaneously dreaded and yet desired - so much that she found herself shifting in her husband's lap as much to somehow try to slake her sexual hunger as to find a position that might be slightly less exposed.

“I said sit still!”, Vince boomed, backing up his words with a slap that was strong enough to make Vikki gasp. His hand must surely have left an imprint on her defenceless flesh, she thought dimly, barely able to catch her breath before her husband was making a similar mark on the other side. It was hardly as if he needed to do so to show that her body belonged to him, however, with her belt continuing to tell her that as she squirmed over his knee. It seemed that even the slightest movement was enough to warrant another spank, but doing as she was told wasn't an option - not when Vince was bringing his hand to bear on her buttocks so forcefully, summoning a provocative percussion from her posterior that she was compelled to accompany with agonised gasps and groans. No woman could sit still while subject to such an excruciating ordeal, any more than she keep herself from seeking sexual satisfaction having been locked up for so long.

Vikki found herself as powerless to stop the pain as she was to free herself from the frustrating steel, her hands incapable of even reaching her belt as her husband's continued to rain down on her exposed behind. Before long, the impassive legs that stopped her looking straight at her own were blurred by tears, the latter dripping down on to the carpet beneath her as she expressed the maelstrom of emotions in the only way open to her. If only she hadn't been caught trying to cheat her chastity belt, she wouldn't find herself being treated like a naughty little girl - as it was, it was all too easy for her to fall into that role, abandoning the last of her self-control and allowing the tears to fall freely. After all, she was dressed the part, right down to the knee socks, such that sobbing was hardly out of character. Indeed, it wouldn't be a punishment if she didn't, Vince expecting it as he delivered her penalty.

“Why are we having to do this?”, he asked, his voice seeming to boom down from on high. “Because I was a bad girl!”, Vikki wailed, knowing that she needed to give more details even before her husband spurred her to do so with yet another blow to her behind. “Because I tried to touch myself! Because I tried to cheat my chastity belt!”, she whimpered, desperately wondering what else he wanted her to say. “Because I took your toy from the drawer!”. “And why shouldn't you do that?”, Vince asked, his calm voice a sharp contrast to the cries his hand continued to extract from her. “Because it doesn't work!”, Vikki moaned, all too aware of the truth of her words as she went on in a pleading whine. “Because I can't get off without you!”. “That's right!”, her husband declared, allowing his hand to linger on her burning skin. “You can't get off without me. So there's no point in trying to play while I'm out, is there?”.

“No, Sir! Please, Sir! I won't do it again, I promise, Sir!”. “You know what will happen if you do, don't you?”. “Yes, Sir! You'll punish me again, Sir!”, Vikki sobbed, wondering how long it would be before that would be necessary. Even as her husband was giving her the customary talking to that usually, but not always, brought her spanking to a conclusion, she knew that sooner or later she would again find herself sprawled across his lap, no doubt driven to doing something that deserved it by the memory of this very moment - a fact that Vince confirmed as he continued the couple's ritual. “Yes, I will! Each and every time you're naughty! Because that's what bad girls get when they don't behave! A good hard spanking!”. He accompanied each of his final words with a slap to Vikki's already agonised buttocks, the stinging pain as he drove his point home made all the more intolerable by the brief respite preceding it.

His tone was softer when he spoke again, such that Vikki had to stifle her sobbing to hear what he was saying. “Have you learned your lesson?”, he asked, slowly sliding his hand across the flesh that it had so recently reddened. Even that was all but unbearable for a woman struggling to answer with words, Vikki weakly nodding her head in a desperate attempt to strengthen her agreement. “Uh-huh!”, she sniffed, blinking back the tears to see her husband's legs and her own just as they had been at the start - his remaining steadfast in the smart black suit trousers, hers hanging limp in her knee socks. Even as she considered the slight hint of colour that was all the opaque white allowed to show of her toenail polish, she knew she would be soon told to stand, wondering whether she would be able to find the strength to do so after having her entire weight supported by her husband for what seemed like so long.

“Good girl!”, Vince said softly, shifting his knees to signal that his wife should leave them. His hands had now left her behind, but he didn't bother to return her skirt before bracing them against the edge of the sofa, brushing the underneath of Vikki's belly and thigh as he made it clear that he was about to stand. If she didn't do so herself first, she would end up ignominiously tumbling towards the floor, a fate that saw her hurriedly finding her feet even as her husband spurred her on. “Why don't you go fetch that toy you're so fond of and we'll see what you can do with it?”, he suggested, barely waiting for Vikki to have lifted herself from his lap before he too was standing. She hardly needed the playful pat he gave her posterior to start scurrying out of the room, the briefly rekindled pain insignificant compared to the renewed clamour from her pussy.

Was Vince going to reward her for her recent submission by treating her to a climax? She hadn't done anything special during her spanking to deserve it, wailing and writhing like she always did when she surrendered to his hand, but she wasn't going to question any decision to let her out of her belt. To be allowed to bring herself off with the powerful vibrator, overwhelming the other half of her body with pleasure until she was reduced to a moaning wreck once more - the prospect was almost too good to be true, seeing Vikki taking the stairs two at a time so as not to give her husband long enough to change his mind. She couldn't afford to concern herself with the burning of her still exposed buttocks, nor how she was dripping wet between her legs, her thoughts consumed with pressing the shuddering sphere against her sex again - this time, not stymied by steel. How swiftly she would succumb to the buzzing sex toy once her belt wasn't in the way, it surely only needing moments to make her come.

Scurrying into the bedroom as fast as her stockinged feet would carry her, she dashed straight towards the drawer where she'd left her deliverance from the frustration that was now reaching fever pitch. Unlike before, she didn't care for the disarray in which she left its other contents, knowing that by the time she came back, she would be far more capable of bearing the belt for the few extra seconds it would take to sort things out. That saw the drawer left open as she hurried downstairs, her hands already unwinding the power cord from around the body of the vibrator. She wanted nothing to delay it being plugged in when she reached the lounge, conscious that the process of freeing her from the belt was one that would take long enough even if her husband didn't decide to make it tantalisingly slow. To separate the contraption's recalcitrant lock from the sturdy strips of steel it so steadfastly held together took time even when Vince was driven by his own desires, Vikki having been told on more than one occasion to use her mouth so he wouldn't have to wait. She had no choice when it came to her own carnal needs, but that didn't make her any less impatient, longing to press the vibrator against her pussy as she pushed open the door.

Vince had returned to the sofa, now having his phone in his lap as he leaned back in his seat. He remained preoccupied by whatever he was doing with the little device even as his wife came to a stop in front of him, forcing Vikki to join him in staring down at his crotch for several intolerably long seconds before he finally lifted his head. “Well? Aren't you going to put that between your legs?”, he asked, looking pointedly at the vibrator that his wife had been holding out hopefully. He didn't need to tell her how it would do nothing to satisfy her there, Vikki knowing she would be no better off even if she brought the plastic contraption to bear against her belt. Should she plug it in first? Doing so would be pointless while her womanhood remained locked away, but she found herself bending towards a nearby socket all the same.

“No need for that!”, Vince declared sternly. “Just hold it between your legs and see what good it does you. Oh, and face the wall while you're at it, I don't want you getting distracted while you're thinking about what you've done. Go on, in the corner!”. The seated man had no sooner given his wife a dismissive flick of his wrist to indicate where he meant than he was returning his attention to his phone, leaving Vikki little choice but to reluctantly do as she was told. He hadn't wanted her to fetch the vibrator for pleasure, she realised, but simply to continue her punishment - a slower, more psychological second stage that would see her having to stand there holding the sex toy until he said otherwise, surely growing to hate it as her buttocks burned behind her.

With nothing in front of her other than wallpaper, Vikki naturally found her gaze dropping down, looking past the curve of her blouse to what she could see of the white plastic she had dutifully brought up under the pastel pink pleats of her skirt - the same handle she had held earlier, featureless save for its switch and trailing cord. Without the latter leading somewhere, the vibrator was no more than an inert object, a dead weight that could never do anything for her, but even if she had been permitted to plug it in, Vikki knew the situation would be all too similar. The buzz of steel might destroy the near silence of the room, but the authority of her belt would be just as absolute, allowing her no more enjoyment than it did now. Only if her husband deigned to remove the metal would she able to satisfy her sexual cravings, cravings that burned all the more furiously beneath the steel for still being denied.

What if Vince hadn't come home to discover her selfishly seeking relief with the vibrator, but had instead found her submissively sucking one of the dildos as he'd suggested? Sliding a suggestively shaped shaft between her lips would only have fuelled her frustration as she tried to persuade a plastic penis to spurt in her mouth, her hand surely coming to her metal-clad crotch in search of equally impossible satisfaction. Even so, Vince might have been more forgiving about her trying to beat her belt, perhaps giving her a slap on the wrist rather than a full-on spanking. Might he have pulled her hand firmly away before guiding it to his groin? Vikki wouldn't have needed to be told to to unzip his fly and free the bulge brought on by her demonstration of devotion, surely finding herself treated to more than a mouthful of sperm by way of him saying thank you.

Facing towards the wall, Vikki could only imagine what might have been, the tears in her eyes threatening to well up again as she considered how she had let herself down. The vibrator seemed to become heavier and heavier the longer she had to hold it, with her hands soon wanting to be free from its burden - whether to come back to her buttocks and attempt to soothe their burning flesh, or simply to attend to the hem of her skirt, the latter still tucked into the belt's hip band to leave anyone looking in little doubt how she'd been spanked. Beneath the candy coloured fabric, there would be two painfully red patches, separated by the thin black band of the back of her belt. Such a contrast with the spotless white of her knee socks that obscured her skin further down, and yet somehow perfectly suited to a naughty little girl that had needed to be punished for playing with things that weren't hers to play with.

For once, Vikki would have welcomed her husband telling her to keep her hands on her head, the stern instruction that often accompanied times like this now conspicuously absent. Could Vince see if she let the vibrator drop a little? She might have been tempted to ease the growing ache in her arms were it not for how the man sitting behind her suddenly spoke, the immediate intrusion of his voice seeing her swiftly press the passive plastic as close to her pussy as she could. She could barely feel its presence because of her chastity belt, but her momentary weakness hung heavily on her mind until it became clear that her husband was talking to someone else. Had the subtle sounds that she had barely registered because of being so preoccupied with her predicament been those of him making a phone call? It certainly seemed that way from what he was saying, with his staccato sentences telling Vikki she was missing half the conversation.

“Yes, good evening. I'd like to order one of your set meals. The Shanghai Special. For two. Delivery. About an hour? No, that's fine, there's no hurry”. As she listened to her husband telling the restaurant their address, Vikki knew she would have to stay standing in the corner until the food he was ordering had arrived, with Vince's concluding comment that they could take their time causing her to heart to sink. Only the prospect of eventually eating with him gave her any hope, a prospect that was contingent on her serving out the rest of her punishment without complaint. Behind her, she could hear the creak of springs that told her that her husband was standing, but the footsteps that followed suggested he was heading towards the door. Was he going for a shower, or simply stepping out to fetch something to read? Despite being left alone with the vibrator, Vikki knew she couldn't move a muscle, having to clutch it to her crotch for however long it took for her husband to finally came back.

♡ ♡ ♡

Vince had been gone an age, but even when he returned, there had been no relief for Vikki. Her husband seemed to take her presence for granted, treating her as no more than another piece of furniture as he returned to the sofa - presumably freshened up. Had he changed his clothes? There was no way of her knowing without turning around, something Vikki didn't dare do as she continued to serve as a strange ornament for his amusement. Did she warrant an occasional glance, Vince making sure that she was still holding the vibrator where she should or perhaps simply finding his eye drawn to her provocative outfit? Once again, it was impossible to tell, seeing her having to assume that her husband was constantly watching her as she continued to press the sex toy against her chastity belt.

The position she was obliged to maintain meant she couldn't forget the frustrating contraption for long, no matter how often her attention wandered to her still burning buttocks. How she longed to put the pointless plastic down and attend to the pain, perhaps massaging the cheeks in the hope of making them marginally less sore. Simply to relax her arms for a few moments would be bliss, she thought, imagining herself letting the vibrator slip from her fingers with a sigh. She would all too gladly stare at it on the floor if her husband deemed that sufficient a penance, finding herself fantasising about Vince telling her to bend over and touch her toes. Instead, he continued to ignore her, leaving her to stew in her own imagination - an imagination that insisted on keeping Vikki horribly hot and bothered.

Only the shrill ring of the doorbell put a stop to her desperate daydreams, the sudden sound cutting through the pictures of punishment and pleasure to see Vikki jump with a start. Her consciousness had no sooner returned to the lounge, however, than she was seeking to stand up straighter, pressing the head of the vibrator against her belt more deliberately in lieu of anything else she could do. After all, Vince's attention would surely have also been torn from whatever might have been silently occupying him, his eyes sure to give her at least a passing glance as he got up to answer the door. Would the arrival of the food he had ordered mean the end of her ordeal? Vikki could only hope so, wanting to give her husband no reason why she should have to continue to stand in the corner while he'd ate. She'd been a good girl, not fidgeting or moaning, merely taking her punishment like a woman who would behave better in future!

A second, more insistent ring of the doorbell made Vikki realise that her husband was still seated, Vince showing no sign of standing from the sofa even as the continued sound called for an answer. Instead, he waited until the bell had finally fallen silent before even speaking, the sound of springs suggesting that he was sitting back as he addressed his wife. “Well? Aren't you going to get that?”, he asked, at last giving Vikki grounds to turn around. “Go on, I don't want it getting cold”, he insisted as she gave him a look of alarm, her unspoken question only belatedly causing him to pause to consider. “Oh, of course! The man'll want his money!”, he laughed, reaching into his pocket as pulling out his wallet as though that had been the only objection that Vikki's eyebrows had raised. “Give him a tip, he's been quick!”, Vince went on, tossing a blur of black leather in her direction. It was all Vikki could do to catch it, her hand struggling to do what she wanted after so long holding the vibrator.

“Ah, ah, ah! I didn't say that you could put that down, did I?”, her husband scolded, stopping her mid-crouch with a mischievous smirk. She had been halfway towards depositing the sex toy on the floor, but now found herself having to collect its power cord instead, quickly coiling it up so that she could carry it without its plug dragging along the carpet. A further prolonged buzz from the direction of the front door cut off any protests she might have been about to make, the sound conspiring with the growing call from her crotch that she should do as she was told. How disgraceful it would be to answer the door dressed as she was, desperately trying to hide a sex toy as whoever was calling stared at the sight of her body so barely covered by skimpy clothing!

Vikki could only hope that the delivery man might not be familiar with the kind of devices that a belted girl had to resort to in order to try and bring herself off, or else would be too caught up in her braless breasts to consider anything more than the clearly visible contents of her blouse. Would the stiff nipples that stretched the thin cotton be enough to stop him trying to look up her skirt? Her knee socks hardly helped, their whiteness drawing attention to the daringly high hem of the pleated pastel pink, the latter surely revealing steel beneath.

The brightly lit hallway did nothing to hide Vikki's shame as she reluctantly headed down it, still wondering what she should do with the vibrator. She ended up tucking it under her armpit, more to free her hand in order to be able to open the door than to try and make the abstract plastic phallus disappear. There was no chance of that, its presence continuing to plague her as she pressed her arm desperately against her body. Could she hold the heavy object like that for long enough to complete the exchange of money for food, or would it slip from her grip, its clatter to the floor telling their caller just what she had been doing when her husband had caught her? Short of trying to support it even more shamefully between her legs, Vikki had little other option, her face flushing furiously with embarrassment as another ring of the bell insisted that she reach for the latch and let whoever was standing beyond see her shame.

“Delivery for Mr Hutchins”, the young man in a bright yellow T-shirt and cap declared impatiently, but his attitude swiftly changed as he stared at Vikki. “This is number sixty two, isn't it?”, he asked querulously, taking a step back to briefly consult the number next to the bell before immediately returning his gaze to her body. Her breasts, of course, hardly needing to be mentally stripped of the blouse in order for him to savour their shape, making the eyes that were enjoying them widen as the man's surly expression turned into a lustful leer. Only Vikki's chastity belt offered her any protection as she stammered an answer, her barely audible “Uh-huh!” requiring an immense effort as she fought the urge to flee back to the lounge. Even so, the steel that pressed against her sex couldn't stop the latter's wetness from leaking down her legs, with the chill air coming in from outside taking full advantage of the shortness of her skirt to stress her arousal as it tickled places that she was unable to touch.

Could the man make sense the metal beneath the pastel pink hem? Vikki had no way of knowing, unable even to bring her hands down to cover her crotch for fear that the heavy vibrator might slip from under her arm. It would only take a slightly stronger gust of wind to lift the material that she couldn't hold down, revealing still more of her shame to a man who must surely have never seen anything quite like her before. Only after several seconds of his eyes continuing to flick over her outfit did the delivery man hold out the bag that he had brought - more, Vikki feared, to make her more helpless than to hand her the food. She couldn't help noticing how the brown paper bulged because of a pile of boxes inside, the assortment of random angles suggesting that her husband had ordered quite a feast - a feast now being all but pressed upon her.

“Shanghai Special for two”, the man declared curtly, his stare compelling Vikki to take his offering even though she didn't have enough hands for it. Hurriedly swapping Vince's wallet into the one whose arm she was having to use to hold the vibrator, she was only dimly conscious of the price that was subsequently mentioned, struggling to support her new burden while simultaneously pulling out sufficient notes to cover the cost. All the while, she was aware of how the man watched her, his silence making no secret of his interest in her clothing - or rather, what was underneath. Thanks to the position of her arms, Vikki found herself inadvertently pressing her breasts together, her cleavage calling for attention as she tried to find the cash amidst a collection of old receipts.

At last she had enough to offer the man, but she still had to stand there and watch as he slowly counted his way through it, Vikki suffering the continued assault of the wind through her clothing throughout. Even if her chastity belt couldn't be seen, the precariously positioned vibrator certainly could, the sex toy's presence weighing heavily on both her body and mind as its spherical head started to slowly but surely slip down behind her armpit. Powerless to push it back up without making a conspicuous performance out of doing so, Vikki could only lean forward in a desperate attempt to stall its dangerous change of angle, forced to present herself even more suggestively in the process. Thank goodness the man couldn't see how she was baring her buttocks, the latter not letting her forget how she'd been spanked.

“My husband said you can keep the change”, she stammered, as much to make clear Vince's ownership of the body that she was all but offering to their caller as to encourage the man on his way. She only received a grunt in exchange, her husband's generosity clearly not warranting anything more - indeed, after taking a last, lingering look at her chest, the delivery man was already turning away, the back of his bright yellow T-shirt finally allowing Vikki to shut the door. All of a sudden, she was aware of just how wet she had become during the brief encounter, the burning contents of her chastity belt clamouring for attention even as she repositioned the vibrator under her armpit. There was no point in trying to do anything else with it, she knew, not while the steel that shielded her sex would stymie any attempts at finding satisfaction, with the only man who could ever slake such frustration still waiting for her in the lounge.

Scurrying down the hallway, Vikki wasted no time in heading back to her husband's side. “Shanghai Special for two, Sir!”, she announced, proffering Vince's wallet in one hand even as she held up the heavy bag in the other. Now the flush that reddened her face was one of pride, with Vikki hoping for praise as she presented proof of her obedience. Would her efforts find favour with her husband? Vikki could only wait with bated breath as Vince turned his attention to her, but no more than the most ambiguous of smiles came to his lips as he silently took his wallet. Had she done enough to earn her way back into his good books? She knew she had disappointed him earlier, quite apart from letting herself down with her disgraceful behaviour, but now, having not only received an over the knee spanking, but submissively opened the door to a stranger while dressed as a caricature of a schoolgirl, she had surely made up for her earlier wrongdoing - hadn't she?

It seemed like an age before Vince finally spoke, his eyes flicking down to the bag that Vikki was having increasing difficulty holding up before returning to fix her in his gaze. “Aren't you going to get some plates for that?”, he asked sternly, his tone softening only slightly as he continued. “There's no need to set the table, I'm sure we can slum it in here. But why not see if you can find a nice bottle of wine to go with this?”, he suggested, sitting back in the sofa and stretching out his legs. Was he following Vikki's reddened behind as she returned to the door? It certainly felt that way to the woman hurriedly heading off to obey, the vibrator still under her armpit. “Oh, and lose that silly little toy of yours, there's a good girl”, Vince called after her. “You won't be needing it again, will you?”.

♡ ♡ ♡

Save for smears of sauce, the plates had been scraped clean, with the foil boxes that had once contained such a smorgasbord of exotic cuisine now no more than an untidy pile of empties destined for the bin. With her legs tucked under her so as to keep her still sore buttocks from brushing the floor, Vikki looked across the small coffee table over which the food had been spread, watching her husband as he savoured the last of his wine. “Mmm! That was a meal!”, he declared after putting his glass down, something that she found herself readily agreeing with - a meal made all the more wonderful by being able to eat it with him, rather than serve further time in the corner as she had once feared. Her earlier foolishness with the vibrator had been long forgotten, the latter back in the drawer where it belonged, leaving Vikki with only an aching bottom in addition to the ever-present awareness of steel locked around her.

She knew that once she changed for bed, nothing more would be said by Vince about her disobedience, with her punishment clothing returned to the wardrobe by way of the washing machine for whenever she might next dare to misbehave. That wouldn't be for a long time, she told herself, vowing to not even look inside the toy drawer without her husband's express permission. Even so, the sexual cravings that had spurred her to so futilely try and relieve them by herself hadn't gone away - indeed, they burned beneath her belt all the more furiously for how she'd spent the evening. Memories of being spanked, standing in the corner, and being stared at by the delivery man kept coming to her mind, each bringing with it a slight thrill as she relived her earlier submission.

Without her husband to keep her on the straight and narrow, she would never have experienced such things, instead only able to fantasise about them as she sprawled on the bed with her legs spread apart. Without the belt that bottled up her desires so devilishly, she would surely not look forward to Vince having his way with her so much, its metal making sex anything but mundane. How much she owed him for taking ownership of her body, stopping her from succumbing to the temptations she was too weak to overcome herself! He was right, of course - there was no need for the vibrator save as a tool for him to use to take her to the highest of heavens, a treat that ought to be reserved for special times rather than becoming tawdry. Even so, Vince had gone to some trouble to teach her the error of her ways - a fact she found herself thankful for as she looked lovingly at the man leaning leisurely back in the sofa.

Did he share the same appetite as her? There was only one way of knowing, seeing Vikki start to shuffle across the carpet on her knees. Soon she found herself by her husband's feet, slipping her way between them until her face was no more than inches from his crotch. Only then did she allow herself to look up at the man who was her master, meeting his amused gaze with pleading, puppy dog eyes. “Please, Sir! Please may have some dessert?”, she asked, already reaching her hands up to undo his zipper. As she lent her head in, she could see the bulge that her actions had stirred, a bulge that she went on to free from Vince's pants. A contented moan was her husband's only answer as she eased his cock out of his clothing, his penis showing his appreciation by stiffening still further. Soon there was no possibility of it returning there, the pole that jutted up from between his legs leaving Vikki only one place to put it.

She only took its bulbous head in her mouth to begin with, slowly lavishing it with her lips and tongue. Even that was a meal in itself, with the end of Vince's manhood something she could devote herself to for days as she sought to show him she was a good girl really. Kissing the hole in its tip where in due course his cum would erupt, licking the ridge where his foreskin had retracted - there was no part of her husband's penis that didn't warrant worship, all needing to be adored before she could slip her lips further down its shaft. All the while, she was aware of how Vince was looking down at her, Vikki imagining what her husband would see as she knelt in front of him. In her little white blouse, short pink skirt and girly knee socks, she could be sucking cock for the very first time - save for the proficiency with which she pleasured his pole, her expert attentions soon eliciting more in the way of manly moans.

Running her tongue up the length of the stiff shaft in advance of dropping her mouth down over it, Vikki felt Vince's trousers brush against her cheeks and chin, reminded of how her husband remained fully clothed. Stealing a glance up at the man she was satisfying, she took in the shirt that he had worn to work, such brief glimpses of his smart business attire adding to her arousal as she liberally coated his cock with saliva. His manhood wasn't the only thing that was moist as she began to take more of it in her mouth, with Vikki's own sex screaming for similarly sensual stimulation beneath the steel that continued to cover it. She had to fight to keep her hands from coming her to crotch, knowing that her fingers would only be frustrated should she be distracted by her own desires. Instead, she found herself tightly clutching the edge of the sofa,  taking advantage of the extra balance that offered as she bent her head down.

Now she faced the challenge of kissing her husband's crotch with his cock in his mouth, Vikki feeling its tip tickling her tonsils as she tried to take as much of it as she could. She could barely hold the bottommost position, hardly having brushed her nose against Vince's belly before she was having to spit his shaft out and start the process again - and again, and again, soon developing a rhythm that she knew would eventually drive her husband over the edge. It was only a matter of time before he would pump his cum into her mouth, his cock shuddering in ecstasy as she sought to swallow a full load of thick, salty goo. Would he take charge at the end, holding her head down as he shot semen down her throat? Or would he simply sit there and savour her devotion, then expect Vikki to zip him up before sending her on her way with a stomach full of sperm?

Either would stress her submission, with the mere thought making Vikki want to please her husband all the more. Soon she was bobbing her head up and down in a frenzy, desperately seeking to make Vince's dick explode in her mouth. That he did indeed take charge as he approached the point of no return made her even hotter and wetter in her belt, Vikki wondering whether there wouldn't be a damp patch beneath her on the carpet when she was finally allowed to stand up. Before then, however, she found herself having to return her husband's penis to his pants as she had expected, albeit with the hands that had held her head in place as he'd fed her dessert now tenderly stroking her hair. “Mmm!”, Vince sighed contentedly. “See, you can be a good girl! Now, go get your vibrator!”.


You might also like...

padlocked until playtime

submissive women frustrated by female chastity belts
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When a woman is stopped from having sex, she wants it all the more! It's hard for a girl in heat to think of anything else when she's hot to trot, with her predicament made all the more agonising when she's prevented even from playing with herself. No matter how hungry she might be for something stiff inside her, however, a chastity belt will make sure she stays unsatisfied, saving even the most promiscuous of women's passions solely for the man who keeps her key.

Whether aroused at the office or feeling horny at home, there's no doubt that the four heroines in these stories about female chastity will remain denied and deprived, each becoming desperate for dick because of the device locked around her body. Forced to endure the frustration of steel after being made to wear a chastity belt by her husband, a submissive wife learns that a good girl does as she is told and lets her master take the lead, having no choice but to stay chaste when her pussy is padlocked until playtime.

www.brassiered.com/padlockeduntilplaytime




laced, locked and lusting

her corset and chastity belt mean her body belongs to him
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When it comes to driving a woman to distraction beneath her clothes, which is most disconcerting for her: the maddening metal of a female chastity belt or the stiff steel bones of a tightly laced corset? The submissive wives in these stories about sexual frustration don't get to choose, instead forced to suffer both as they try to go about their business. Whether shown off or in secret, such a predicament permits a woman no pleasure, but her denied desire will see her dripping wet by the time her dominant husband deigns to release her.

After all, the combination of corset and chastity belt is unbeatable when it comes to enforcing a man's control over his wife's body, no matter whether he wants to be entertained by her plight or is content with just leaving her to her own devices in such devilish attire. Heavily corseted and helpless to satisfy her own hunger, she'll have to hope her man will show mercy, knowing that only he can decide how long she'll stay laced, locked and lusting.

www.brassiered.com/lacedlockedandlusting

cover.jpeg







images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





