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Foreword

Put yourself in the place of a man wearing lacy lingerie, his penis made powerless by an intimate prison. Turned on by his sexy underwear yet thwarted by the chastity device locked around his cock, it's only natural for him to let his wife take the lead - even if she wants to emasculate him still more! If he's unable to penetrate her, then she'll just have to do it to him - strapping on a dildo to deliver a bedroom banging that'll soon have him begging to come in his bra and stockings!

The submissive husbands and boyfriends in these stories about strap-on sex have their panties pulled down for pegging, wearing what a woman would while their wives and girlfriends have their wicked way. Drilled by dominant women who delight in combining feminization and frustration with a good hard filling, these men will never be as stiff as the silicone shafts they're impaled upon, but they're sure to enjoy the experience as cocks, locks and lingerie come together in the most delicious of ways!



	Mitch doesn't really need panties because of how his girlfriend makes him wear a chastity belt, but he dons them all the same as he dresses for their dinner date. By the time he departs for her place, he's not only wearing stockings but a bra as well - yet still Alice isn't satisfied with his submission! Before she lets her boyfriend eat, she insists he slips into a little black dress and stiletto heels, seeing Mitch suitably dressed for an indecent dessert! Sucking chocolate sauce off his girlfriend's cock is a sweet treat for the feminized man, but Alice sees it as no more than a starter - pressing him up against the window of her penthouse apartment prior to penetrating him. Read how he fares in Dressed for Dinner.


	Dana wants her husband's first time to be special, dressing him up in the luxurious lingerie of a blushing bride as the couple prepare to play with her strap-on cock. The silky satin underwear only serves to emphasise the plight of Jerry's penis as he helps his wife into one of her own, his chastity device conspiring with the stiff silicone to leave him feeling supremely submissive. Eased into enjoying the plastic phallus, Jerry learns what it's like to give a blowjob, but it isn't long before he's surrendering to his wife's strap-on even more intimately - still locked up as he lets Dana make love to him like a woman. Will he get to come himself? Find out in His First Time.


	Amy loves to tease her boyfriend, lying around in lacy black lingerie while she has him massage her stocking clad feet. Wearing nothing but panties over his ever-present penis prison, Alex finds his dominant girlfriend disregarding his discomfort in favour of her phone, but all that's about to change! A simple text message is enough to see this submissive man having to put in a buttplug, with Amy adding stockings and suspenders before she takes her boyfriend along to a party. Before the night is over, Alex will also be wearing a bra, Amy bending him over a washbasin as she bangs him in the bathroom of a stranger's house. Follow their adventures in Pegged at the Party.


	Careless words have left Marcus facing a difficult challenge - that of coming from his wife's cock without touching his own. Determined to keep her husband in chastity until he can do it, Kelly only lets him out to be impaled, but the thought of shooting sperm all over his face holds the frustrated man back as he's bent double in a basque and stockings. Finding fresh ideas from an erotic movie, the couple are soon trying again - this time with Marcus bouncing up and down on his wife's lap in a frilly pink bra, then getting down on all fours to suck a dildo while Kelly takes him from behind. Will emulating the onscreen antics see him finally climax? Discover for yourself in Sorority Girl.


The exciting emasculation these men enjoy makes them horribly hard as they bend over and take it, but there'll be no end to their frustration while they remain locked up and in lingerie for the pleasure of the women penetrating them. The loving couples in these sexy strap-on stories are as passionate about chastity as they are about pegging, bringing together silicone, satin and steel for the most amorous of anal adventures. If you love tales of helpless husbands and boyfriends on the bottom, you'll want to read cocks, locks and lingerie - what more could a submissive man want?

I hope you enjoy what I have written.
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Dressed for Dinner

Bending over his chest of drawers, Mitch was barely conscious of the stiff circle of metal that pressed against his belly. So familiar had the chastity belt become that the man standing naked save for its metal took the dull discomfort for granted, his frustration instead directed towards the frilly underwear he was rummaging through. Where on earth were the panties to match the bra and suspender belt he'd already picked out for his date that evening?

The saucy combination of scarlet satin and black lace would be sure to stand out against his skin, but somehow the striking colours were surprisingly well camouflaged among the other feminine fabrics that his fingers were slipping through. Whether pretty pastels or stronger shades, the silky confection seemed to conspire against him, the straps of bras getting tangled up in thongs even as their hooks snagged on the delicate floral whorls of frilly lace.

Did he really need to put on panties? It was hardly as if such intimate attire served any practical purpose, considering the shroud of steel that surrounded Mitch's groin. Secured in place by a sturdy padlock, the ever-present underwear served to shield his sex infinitely more effectively than the lacy lingerie he was looking for, keeping his cock contained in an impenetrable tube of metal that was tight enough to thwart all but the slightest erection.

No, skipping panties would send the wrong message to the woman who held the keys to Mitch's chastity belt. While feminine frillies could only ever act as an adornment to the wicked contraption that hugged his crotch, Alice would be sure to seize on their absence if he didn't cover the silicone-lined steel with satin or lace.

"What would you think of a woman who didn't bother with any underwear?", Mitch could hear her asking, his girlfriend's slightly smirking smile keeping him spellbound as she answered for him. "You'd think she was a cheap tart. A slut who spread her legs for all and sundry", Alice might say, the words slipping so sensuously off her tongue as to make the man she had at her mercy hard even as she scolded him.

"Would you want to have sex with someone for whom doing it was nothing special? I know I wouldn't!", Alice would go on, her tone softening as she traced the line of metal that ran up from her boyfriend's crotch to the lock that held his manhood hostage. "That's why you wear this for me, isn't it, Mitch? To keep it special. And we dress up for special occasions, don't we? That means pretty panties, if you please". It would hardly have been the first time Mitch had received such a talking to, with his surrender to satin seeing him subject to several similar lectures - each one ultimately reinforced by unrelenting steel.

No, Mitch would need to be wearing panties before he next saw his girlfriend. Not just any panties, but the ones that completed the collection of sexy underwear spread on the bed behind him. A date with Alice meant donning all the lingerie a woman would for such a special occasion, warranting a new pair of stockings as well as a suspender belt to support them. Then there was the bra, whose conspicuous cups and straps were already arousing anxiety at the thought of having to be hidden. Such intimate attire was only waiting for the matching panties before it could be worn - yet the latter were still nowhere to be seen.

For a moment, Mitch thought he'd found them, but the frill of black lace his fingers plucked out from amongst an assortment of whites and pinks proved deceptive. The ruffled trim led on to a similarly dark silkiness rather than the contrasting scarlet he so desperately desired - a pair that would have been a possibility for wearing to work, had he not spent the day in an equally sleek deep blue, but not really date night material - not without having to hunt out a matching bra and some hold-ups, something Mitch simply didn't have time for.

Growing increasingly conscious of the clock, Mitch found himself throwing caution to the wind, abandoning any semblance of order in his lingerie drawer as he desperately searched for the scrap of satin that was supposed to cover his steel-clad crotch. Already running late, he hadn't even started to select the street clothes that he hoped would hide such shameful attire on the way to his girlfriend's apartment, but such worries would have to wait.

If only he hadn't taken so long in the shower, Mitch sighed to himself, but there was simply no way a belted man could bathe in a hurry - not when water had to be coaxed out of the inaccessible places it so easily worked its way into, places that were impossible to reach with fingers, let alone towels. The steel that he had surrendered his body to made even the most mundane of matters take far longer, with Mitch's chastity belt reminding him of his submission to Alice even in her absence - exactly as his girlfriend wanted.

At last, Mitch found what he was looking for, but he had no sooner picked out the long searched for panties from among the other articles of intimate attire than he was tossing them onto the bed, turning his attention to the suspender belt instead. Even before he had picked it up, he could see how the broad band of scarlet satin tapered down to become the six straps that would soon support his stockings, their dainty black trim belying the strength of their elastic.

Similar lace embellished each of the bones that would help the womanly garment hug his hips, matching that adorning the edges of the suspender belt. Nor did the feminine frills stop there, with the bows of black ribbon that decorated the root of every strap complementing the larger adornment that Mitch knew would come to rest on the centre of his body - aligning not only with the padlock of his chastity belt, but the similar bows on both panties and bra.

Stretching the suspender belt out in front of him, Mitch couldn't help but be affected by the sight of such sexy underwear, with the carnal connotations of the raunchy red satin and suggestive black lace summoning an awkward stiffness as he wrapped its length around his waist. Looking down at the silky fabric with its frilly trim only added to Mitch's discomfort as he sought to bring the two ends together behind his back, with the metal that oppressed his manhood becoming increasingly uncomfortable as he fumbled with the feminine garment's fiddly fasteners.

Making the four hooks meet their corresponding eyes required Mitch to stretch the satin taut across the steel beneath, seeing him struggle blindly behind his back for what felt like an age before the catches finally caught. No sooner had he secured the suspender belt around his body, however, than he was moving on, knowing that he now needed to thread its six straps beneath the uncompromising band of his chastity belt. That was no mean feat considering how closely the later clung to his skin, made even more difficult by his lingerie's inflexible boning and the need for its pretty black bows to still look their best on the other side of the steel.

No stranger to making the most of very limited manoeuvrability, Mitch wormed his fingers between silicone and skin so as to allow him to tug the cumbersome contraption slightly to one side. There was no way the tightly fitting hip band could ever slip enough for him to escape its clutches, but the meagre gap that opened between his body and the belt as he sucked his stomach in was just wide enough to allow him to push the first of the suspender clasp through.

Soon the little rubber fastener with its fancy ribbon was bouncing gently against his thigh, but Mitch was far from being able to rest on his laurels - with five more to follow, he was already shifting the belt again, laboriously working his way around his body as he struggled to perform what should have been the most simple of tasks. A woman would not only have had her stockings on by now, but probably her panties and bra as well - as it was, such lingerie still lay waiting for Mitch on the bed, its presence adding to the pain in his penis as he thought about how he would soon be feminizing himself still further.

One by one, Mitch pushed the suspender clasps past the hip band of his chastity belt, pulling their elastic straps through from the other side until at last the scarlet satin sat snugly against his skin - albeit half hidden by the black silicone and shiny steel that continued to demonstrate their dominance over a man now even more emasculated than ever. Finally, the feminine garment was where it should be - hugging his hips ready to hold up hosiery, its frilly black trim running around his body as though imitating the silicone bands that had surrounded him from the start.

The woman pictured on the packaging of the stockings had the luxury of crossing her legs so as to camouflage her crotch, something that Mitch couldn't emulate without crushing his testicles against cruel steel. Nevertheless, he would soon follow her lead in so far as shrouding his legs with sheer nylon was concerned, knowing that his thighs were only moments away from being encircled by bands of black lace just like the model showing off her smoky black hosiery.

After carefully opening the packet and extracting its contents, Mitch began to unfold the flat lengths inside. Even as he did so, he found there was something strangely electrifying about the stockings - a feeling that grew stronger as he discarded the cardboard insert and began to bundle up the first of the silky nylons between his fingers. New stockings always signified a special occasion, with Alice sure to have made a big deal about her boyfriend wearing them were she there to help dress him. Despite her absence, Mitch still felt the same sense of excitement, knowing that this was not everyday hosiery - no, tonight he would be looking his best for Alice, in his sexiest lingerie and new nylons.

The chains that came between his buttocks and the bed were far from the most noticeable part of Mitch's chastity belt as he sat down and stretched his leg out. The presence of the chunky metal links paled in comparison to the stifling steel that surrounded his swollen stiffness, with Mitch's frustrated erection feeling increasingly confined as he carefully worked the bunched up stocking over his foot. Soon his ankle had followed his toes in succumbing to the sheer nylon, with the smoky gossamer stretching over more and more of Mitch's skin as he headed on up past his knee, unrolling the silky hosiery higher and higher until at last its diaphanous darkness engulfed his leg all the way up to his thigh.

All the while, his arousal clamoured for attention, with Mitch's penis pressing against the walls of its prison increasingly impatiently, yet remaining perfectly impotent as he pulled the lacy stocking top up to meet the suspender that would support it. In doing so, he was forced to confront the sight of his cock's confinement, with the sturdy steel catching the light even as Mitch struggled with an exquisitely feminine fastening. His fingers fumbled with ribbon and rubber as he sought to mate them with lace, with the frilly elastic of the strap he was stretching a sharp contrast to the belt's strong metal even as both served to stress his submission to his girlfriend.

Swiftly setting to work on the other side, Mitch wasted no time in making the other stocking match its sister, doing his best to put his deepening discomfort to the back of his mind as he feminized himself still further. By the time he got to his feet, both of his legs had received a second skin of sleek shadow, the nylon clinging so closely to his skin that he could feel the stockings stretching across it with the slightest of movements.

With only one suspender supporting each, the backs of the bands of black lace were starting to slip slightly, but Mitch soon secured the floral filigree still further, causing it to curve into sensuous arches as he fastened the remaining four clasps. Soon all six held his hosiery high up his thighs, their ribbons sticking out from his legs as though advertising how attached the stockings were. No matter what the feminized man might get up to, there would be no way his hosiery would ever fall down, with the tightness of Mitch's suspender belt making sure everything stayed in place.

In the absence of his chastity belt, the feminized man knew that he would have forsaken putting on panties in favour of pumping his now painfully hard penis, with Mitch's fingers instinctively coming up and clutching the cold metal only to confirm its complete control over his cock. He could tug at the unyielding steel all he liked, pulling on the secondary padlock or else trying to shift the torturously tight tube it held in place, but he would never be able to touch the turgid organ inside.

Having on previous occasions tried every trick he could think of to beat the belt, Mitch swiftly admitted defeat, but the sense of powerlessness his predicament engendered only made him want to masturbate all the more as he sought to ignore the sexual suggestiveness of what he was wearing - and, indeed, what he was about to wear, with the panties that he was now picking up just as provocative as the suspender belt that had preceded them.

For such a small scrap of satin, there was a surprising amount of lace, with the frilly flourishes accompanied by another big black bow. Conscious of two tautly stretched suspenders cutting into his cheeks as he bent forward to step into the skimpy underwear, Mitch was soon pulling the silky panties up his legs, feeling their luxurious fabric slide over the sleek nylon of his stockings so smoothly he might not even have been aware of it were it not for the wave of electricity they left in their wake.

Slowing to stretch their lacy waistband over the various lumps and bumps of his suspender clasps, Mitch was even more careful when it came to working the satin over the unforgiving steel of his chastity belt, all the while reminded of the latter by its clutch on his cock. If he had hoped that his underwear might help hide his penis's plight, he was sorely mistaken, with the scantily cut scarlet satin barely covering his crotch. Indeed, it stretched so tightly over the belt beneath that he could make out every detail, even where the metal wasn't still openly on show.

Of course, women's underwear wasn't designed with such a protrusion in mind, such that the mere presence of Mitch's chastity belt stretching the front of the panties was enough to pull their back deep between his buttocks. There was no escaping the intimate intrusion as the slender strip of satin slid into Mitch's crack, its lacy trim tickling him where he was most vulnerable, but there was little point in trying to make himself comfortable. The feminized man could fish out the frilly thong as many times as he liked, but it would only find its home there again moments later, maddening him as much as the bulky belt that made such torment all the more intolerable. Despite knowing full well the futility of fighting the feminine, however, it was hard for Mitch not to try, fussing with his panties for a few seconds before finally accepting he would just have to get used to their impossible probing of his posterior.

In an effort to forget, he hurriedly turned back to the bed, but the only item of lingerie left was even more imposing than those he had had already submitted to. Mitch had gone too far now to do anything other than put on the bra, but that didn't stop his fingers from trembling with trepidation as he hesitantly picked up the feminine garment by its frilly black straps, knowing that the perilously padded cups would soon be curving out from his chest. How casually Alice had suggested that he should wear "that sexy scarlet and black set" when she'd rung him earlier that day, not giving the matter of her boyfriend's intimate attire a second mention beyond a throwaway comment about Mitch treating himself to some new stockings at the same time.

A woman like her would think nothing of wearing a bra with moulded cups, her only concern whether its colour might show through her blouse more than was suitable for the situation - hardly a worry when heading out for a hot date! The addition of a camisole would answer that, anyway, with any curves that still showed simply part and parcel of being a woman - a far cry from the predicament that Mitch would face should he present a feminine figure. No, the padded cups were going to be quite a problem - one that he had no choice but to come to terms with as his belt clutched his cock still tighter.

There was no doubt that this was a bra for the boudoir, with its sensuous satin just as sexy as the suspender belt and panties that Mitch was already wearing. The silky scarlet was segmented by lines of black lace which came up from the curving underwires to meet even frillier embellishments running along the top of the cups, matching the equally flouncy trim that ran all the way around the bottom of the band. The sleek black straps were similarly adorned with lace, with each featuring a bow where they joined the body of the bra, whereas an even larger loop of ribbon sat between the cups, following the pattern set by the rest of Mitch's luxurious lingerie.

Nor were such superficial features the only way in which the feminine garment sought to boost the wearer's sex appeal, with two discreetly placed pads of foam reinforcing the insides of the already stiff cups - additions that Alice had intimated would do wonders for a woman's bust, but served only to make the bra even more unmanageable for the man who knew he was going to have to wear it beyond the safety of the bedroom.

Nevertheless, Mitch found himself slipping his arms through the lace trimmed straps all the same, doing his best not to consider the consequences as he brought the cups towards his chest. The almost imperceptible touch of soft fabric grazing his skin was soon replaced by a much stronger pressure as the feminized man fumbled behind his back once more, tugging the two ends of the stiff band together as he sought to seal his fate.

Trying to make the hooks and eyes meet came at the cost of making the bra's underwires dig into his skin, a sensation that lessened only slightly when the clasp finally caught. Like the suspender belt before it, the bra was uncomfortably tight, with no amount of adjustment on Mitch's part ameliorating its awkwardness more than slightly.

Still, he found himself fussing with the feminine garment all the same, pulling its band down a little before making sure its flouncy frill wasn't folded under anywhere, then stretching the straps still further up his shoulders just as his girlfriend would. Even as he did so, Mitch couldn't help but stare down at the cups that now curved away from his chest, the sight of scarlet and black even more mesmerising than the similarly sexy lingerie that had gone before it.

Bra and panties, stockings and suspenders - and, of course, the chastity belt that kept Mitch's manhood from asserting itself amidst such feminine underwear. Now prettily packaged, he was perfectly dressed for his girlfriend's pleasure, save for the fact that he was still on the other side of the city from Alice. If she were simply sitting in the next room, Mitch would have no qualms about presenting himself - perhaps a little sheepishly, knowing how she would smile at the sight of him all dolled up in satin and lace. As things stood, however, Mitch didn't dare think of leaving his apartment dressed as he was, with his doubts about whether he could do so even after adding extra clothing deepening as he stared down at his lingerie.

How on earth could he cover intimate attire that was so clearly meant to catch the eye? Chunky suspender clasps, panties so tight as to surely leave a visible line, and a bra that was deliberately designed to give its wearer a bulging bust - even if one could ignore the bold colours, it was still a nightmare. Only the ever-present gnawing in Mitch's groin drove him on, his frustration forcing him to find the courage to continue. The only woman who could free him from such torment was waiting for him, after all, such that one way or another he would have to hide his humiliation and head out to meet her.

With the challenge of finding more manly clothing to wear on top made all the more difficult by knowing that he was dressing for a date, Mitch found himself rummaging in his chest of drawers once more. The temptation to throw on several layers of thick, scruffy clothing was tempered by his need to stay suitably smart, with Mitch conscious that a stylish shirt would be necessary whatever he wore beneath. A single black T-shirt was all he could allow himself, but that didn't mean it couldn't be the largest, loosest one he could find.

Soon he had picked out just such a garment, slipping his head into its thick, dark fabric in the hope that it would go some way towards hiding his shame. While the T-shirt did indeed camouflage the scandalous colours of his bra, it did nothing to reduce its curves. Although modest by women's standards, the two protrusions were more than enough to make Mitch's chest look unmanly, seeing his hands instinctively come up in an effort to flatten them. The few seconds he spent battling the bra were as futile as they were frantic, with the stiff foam swiftly regaining its shape as soon as he released his fingers from it.

Short of constantly clutching his chest, something which would surely prove counterproductive even if it weren't impractical, Mitch knew he would have to find some other way to deal with the disgraceful bulges that branded him as the wearer of a bra. There was nothing for it but to see how bad the bumps were beneath a shirt, but as he headed towards the wardrobe in his stockinged feet, he found himself feeling like a girl who had got up the morning after the night before having co-opted her boyfriend's clothing.

His T-shirt seemed more like a babydoll nightdress, its hem barely hiding the suspender straps that still stretched across his thighs with every step, but unlike the girl who had got her man, Mitch was far from savouring a warm glow of satisfaction, still frustratingly chaste as he considered the curve of his chest and the chastity belt whose bulky hip band added another contour beneath his black top. If only Alice were waiting for him in bed, he sighed, rather than in an apartment that seemed a world away!

Flicking through his shirts, Mitch swiftly skipped past the thin white ones he might have worn for work, unable to stop himself imagining how a black and red bra would show through their insubstantial fabric. Despite his T-shirt, not to mention the full complement of women's underwear he was also wearing, he still felt next to naked as he selected the bulkiest of his "smart but casual" shirts - one that coincidentally had a black and red checker pattern and chest pockets that couldn't hurt when it came to hiding the tell-tale signs of a bra beneath.

Wondering whether Alice would appreciate the apparently clever colour co-ordination, Mitch slipped his arms into the shirt's sleeves and began to button it up, but even covered by an extra layer, his bust still stuck out far more than he was comfortable with. Was he going to have to call his girlfriend and tell her that he couldn't do as she had asked him to?

For a moment, Mitch found himself weighing up doing so versus the shame he would suffer if he went out as he was currently dressed, but he knew that Alice would be swift to pour scorn on his excuses. "It's only a bra!", he could hear her saying as he pleaded pathetically with her. "Women wear them every day. Perhaps you wouldn't be so scared if you did too". That was not a conversation that would end well when his girlfriend literally had his manhood under lock and key, with Alice sure to have the final word - no doubt one that would feature further feminization as she made her point.

No, dressing up was something that he wanted to keep strictly for date nights, with his natural desire not to disappoint his girlfriend strengthened by fears of her cancelling their intimate evening together in favour of something less sexy and more shameful - a shopping trip, perhaps, or maybe a girl's night in with friends, forcing Mitch to have to hide his bra in front of others.

Hurriedly pulling on a pair of unseasonally thick trousers as he sought to dispel such thoughts, Mitch performed the familiar ritual of pulling them up over the bulky band of steel that encircled his hips, making sure the latter was completely covered before buckling his belt. Socks and shoes soon followed, leaving Mitch all set to exit his apartment - save for his fears, which were now reaching fever pitch even as he realised he had no choice but to confront them.

The frantic pounding in his chest seemed even more furious for the bra that constricted it, but the painful pulsing didn't stop there, matching by a similarly torturous throbbing in his penis as it strained against the stifling steel walls of its prison. Mitch might be afraid, but he was also incredibly aroused, with the thought of going outside wearing lingerie that most women would reserve for the bedroom one that made him even more desperate for relief. He was going to show his submission to Alice like never before, proving his love for her by putting himself in the most precarious of positions - one which featured a painfully padded bra, panties of both steel and satin, and stockings whose sheer nylon sparked against his trousers whenever he shifted his legs.

* * *

The baggy jacket that Mitch had grabbed at the last moment proved to be his saviour. However sweaty his hands were inside, it seemed perfectly natural to stick them deep into its pockets and stretch the front forward. In doing so, he was able to reduce the prominence of the protrusions on his chest just enough to avoid public humiliation, allowing him to finally summon the courage to step outside his apartment wearing all the lingerie of a woman underneath.

That simultaneously pulling his jacket tight across his back might serve to put the subtle lumps and bumps of his bra straps on show was not something Mitch cared to consider as he headed swiftly down the communal corridor, keeping his head down as much to confirm that he wasn't broadcasting his bust as from the desire to avoid seeing anyone else. He knew he only needed to make it out to the relative safety of his car to have survived the first and worst stage of his ordeal, with his swift stride intended to ensure that that would happen as soon as possible. In comparison, the drive across the city would be child's play, whereas the dash up to Alice's penthouse had the advantage of him being a stranger to anyone he might bump into. It almost seemed simple.

Indeed, to Mitch's surprise, it was. No-one accosted him as he left the apartment complex, nor did anyone stare at him on the numerous occasions his car stopped in traffic - as much as he feared they might, shrinking into his seat until the vehicles around him started moving again. If only he could have been so fortunate when he finally reached his destination!

The cute blonde who held the entrance door open for Mitch barely registered in his consciousness, her feminine features failing to fascinate him as they might had he not been desperately seeking to hide his own. Nevertheless, the young woman was clearly interested in him - a cheery "Hello!" made it clear she was in the market for conversation even though Mitch was deliberately trying to avoid eye contact, her smile blindingly bright even though the feminized man was staring at his feet.

"Are you new here? I'm Lindsey", the blonde continued effusively, apparently oblivious to Mitch's body language. "No, just visiting my girlfriend", Mitch stammered, fearing that at any second the bubbly woman's smile would turn to a smirk, if not worse, as she realised what he was wearing under his jacket.

Instead, he found himself the recipient of a disappointed sigh. "Shame! Well, if she's not in, do drop by mine! I'm on the second floor, apartment twelve", the blonde volunteered, thankfully not following Mitch as he headed swiftly for the stairs, but choosing to wait for the lift instead. It seemed strange that she would be taking such a short ride, whereas he, heading for the penthouse, now had flight after flight of steps to climb, but anything was preferable to spending more time with a strange woman - one who would surely have looked him over from head to toe were they riding the lift together.

Would his shameful secret really have withstood such scrutiny, or would she have seen straight through to the scarlet satin and black lace he wore beneath his unassuming outerwear? Any hint of romantic interest would have evaporated long before Mitch had chance to explain his intimate attire, with Alice's control over him such that no other woman could ever compete. Regardless of whether Lindsey laughed at his lingerie or looked at it with horror, she would never think of him as a potential lover - not while Mitch's manhood was locked in steel beneath the satin, off limits to all but the woman who held the key.

* * *

Somewhat sweaty and out of breath by the time he finally reached the top floor, Mitch wasted no time before knocking on the door to his girlfriend's apartment - only to receive no answer. As he stood anxiously in the corridor, he found himself wondering where Alice might have got to, the slightest of sounds from elsewhere in the complex causing him look around nervously.

Only when he was about to knock again did the door finally open, with Mitch's fears melting away as he found himself embraced by the woman on the other side. "I was in the kitchen", Alice explained between kisses, her arms sliding inside her boyfriend's jacket as she pulled him close to her. "Mmm!", she purred as her fingers found the straps of Mitch's bra and followed its elastic, homing in on the little buckles and pressing them into his back to leave him in no doubt as to what she was doing. "Are you wearing what I think you're wearing? Good boy!".

The shield of steel that surrounded Mitch's sex stopped him from feeling how his girlfriend was grinding her groin against his in quite the way he wanted to, but his manhood still responded to her closeness as she continued to caress him. Suddenly aware that the door he was standing in was still open, Mitch couldn't help but feel self-conscious about the way Alice was stressing his submission, blushing as she asked openly about the metal that made him hers.

"And is your chastity belt still comfortable?", Alice enquired casually, her hands coming down to rest upon the bulky band of metal through her boyfriend's trousers and using it to pull him still closer to her. Another kiss kept Mitch from answering, with his girlfriend no sooner having let him up for air than she was pushing him away. "I'm looking forward to unwrapping you later", Alice declared, biting her bottom lip as though savouring the thought, "but we're going to have dinner first. I've just got a few things to finish off, so why don't you go and make yourself look pretty for me? I've left you a little treat in the bedroom. Go on, off you go".

With that, Alice was shooing Mitch away, giving her boyfriend a playful slap to his behind to spur him on as he headed past her. Soon he had left the hallway, his curiosity about his girlfriend's parting comment soon answered as he opened the door to her bedroom and saw what was laid out on the duvet. Had Alice not already hinted that it was for him, Mitch might have assumed that the little black dress was simply one of hers, but a second glance suggested that, despite its skimpiness, the short length of inky fabric was of a more manly size.

Nor did his girlfriend's intentions for him stop there - now that Mitch looked more closely, he could see an assortment of cosmetics that had apparently been left lying carelessly on the pillow. The feminized man knew there was nothing accidental about their presence - lipstick, mascara and nail polish, all put there with him in mind. Clearly just having him in lingerie was not enough for Alice, his girlfriend wanting him to spend their dinner date dressed as a woman - right down to the man-sized stiletto heels Mitch now noticed on the floor beside the bed, their spikes sure to add the finishing touches to an undeniably sensual outfit.

Already shedding his jacket, Mitch set about stripping himself of the menswear he had gone to such trouble to select earlier. Kicking off his shoes even as he began to unbutton his shirt, he found himself almost tripping over his trousers in his urgency to reveal his lingerie - a far cry from how he'd been only a few minutes before! Soon jacket, shirt and trousers were no more than forgotten bundles of fabric on the floor, with Mitch pulling his T-shirt off over his head to stand in nothing but sexy lingerie once more - save, as always, for the encircling steel that continued to keep his cock in check beneath the satin.

Looking down at the dress on the bed before him, Mitch was left in no doubt that its thin, clinging fabric would put every bulge and bump of his bra and belt all too clearly on display. So meagre was the material that the feminized man found himself wondering whether even the colour of his underwear would show through, Mitch knowing he had no hope of hiding what he wore underneath. Such a provocative prospect caused his body to respond in the same way to seeing a woman so disgracefully dressed, with Mitch's penis straining still harder against its prison as he imagined Alice wearing something similarly suggestive.

Bending forward to pick up the skimpy garment, Mitch found his girlfriend had left another surprise for him. Beneath the black fabric, a pair of silicone breast forms had been carefully disguised among the folds of the duvet, the large fleshy lumps clearly meant for Mitch to fill his bra with. Soon he was doing just that, temporarily discarding the dress in favour of stuffing the silicone into the scarlet satin cups that already stuck out from his chest.

Only when his bust had both more shape and more weight could he return to donning the dress, with the difference the additions made now all too clear in the way Mitch's bra straps stretched over his shoulders. With his chest having acquired a distinct bounce to accompany its curves, the frilly elastic now had to work like it would for a woman, digging into Mitch's skin as he bent over the bed and picked up the little black dress for a second time.

Considering it more closely, it seemed impossible that he would be able to squeeze into such a narrow tube of material - especially with his new augmented chest! Beyond its stubbly little sleeves and a deeply scooped neckline, the suggestive garment was surprisingly simple - just a short length of stretchy black fabric whose hem would surely sit high on Mitch's thigh if he could ever work his way into it. Hesitantly holding the diminutive dress against his body, Mitch had distinct doubts about that, but the knowledge that Alice wanted to see him dressed as a woman for dinner left him with no choice but to try.

Taking a deep breath, he plunged his head into the bottom of the dress, feeling for a moment as though he were drowning in darkness as he frantically fought his way through the clinging cotton. Mitch emerged on the other side to find the dress bunched up above his bulging bust, with the figure-hugging fabric having to be tugged down not only over the curve of his chest but also the subtler contours of his chastity belt. As he'd feared, the outlines of both were clearly apparent, but the protruding padlock and outlines of lace were not the only fashion faux pas the feminized man found himself confronted with.

Mitch succeeded in pulling the dress's dangerously high hem down past his stocking tops only at the cost of revealing twin splashes of scarlet as the deeply scooped neckline dropped below the top of his bra. To hide not only the red satin but any hint of black lace as well saw Mitch inadvertently put his suspenders on display again, forcing the feminized man to fuss with both top and bottom for a few seconds before he found an uneasy balance between the two.

Only then could Mitch think about the stiletto heels he knew Alice wanted him to spend the evening tottering around on. Even walking the short distance towards the sky-high shoes was enough to see his dress start to rise up of its own accord, exposing his stocking tops again after only a few steps. Reluctant to tug at his hem for fear of putting his bra on show, Mitch realised that a woman wearing such a fickle garment would find herself forever having to adjust herself if she wanted to retain even the slightest shred of modesty - a fate that he seemed set to share as his girlfriend yet again stressed his submission through his clothing. If Alice wanted an excuse to scold him, the dress could give her one at any time, leaving Mitch walking on tiptoe even before he put on his heels.

Bending over to buckle up the stilettos saw Mitch expose himself even more, treating anyone who might have been standing behind him to the sight of his buttocks, bare save for the chains of his chastity belt, the tautly stretched elastic of his suspender straps, and, of course, the thong of his panties, all contriving to cut his cheeks into shameful sections. Thankfully, Mitch was still alone in the bedroom, but that didn't stop him from blushing furiously as he tugged his dress down again, then made the necessary adjustments to keep his bra from showing for what would surely not be the last time that evening.

Thoroughly flustered, it was hardly as if his face needed any more redness - but that was exactly what his girlfriend wanted judging by the lipstick she had left out for him, as Mitch discovered when, still struggling to balance on his high heels, he turned his attention to Alice's choice of cosmetics. The striking scarlet of a hot to trot sexpot, soon to be accompanied by heavy mascara and smouldering eyeshadow, but not before Mitch had painted his nails equally provocatively.

By the time the feminized man rejoined his girlfriend, there was not one aspect of his appearance that hadn't been exaggerated, with his provocative caricature of a promiscuous woman out on the prowl one that made his continued chastity seem distinctly incongruous. In contrast, Alice looked sophisticated and stylish in her smart skirt and blouse, her face broadening into a smile as her boyfriend tottered into the kitchen. "I didn't think that dress would be quite so short!" she laughed, her comment once again causing Mitch to clutch its hem as he struggled to stop his stocking tops from showing.

"It's a good job I'm not taking you out tonight!", Alice declared, handing her boyfriend a glass of wine. "I doubt you could remain decent! Anyway, dinner's almost done, so why don't you sit down? I'm sure you don't want to be standing around in those heels any longer than you have to", she said sympathetically, still not having taken her eyes off Mitch.

Was it his imagination, or was she drinking in the sight of him all dolled up, hungry for more than just their meal as he dutifully took a chair at the table only a short distance away? Alice certainly made no secret of licking her lips, but despite his own burning desire, Mitch could only sit and fiddle with his dress while his girlfriend busied herself about the kitchen.

* * *

Alice had long since scraped the last of the chocolate sauce from her plate by the time she sat back in her chair, with the pears that the delicious syrup had once coated now no more than a memory as she let out a satisfied sigh. Sitting across the table from her, Mitch had enjoyed the leisurely meal almost as much as his girlfriend, savouring the fine food, the fine wine and, of course, the fine company, despite the constant distraction of his clothing.

He was conscious of how Alice's gaze had barely left him throughout, with his girlfriend apparently relishing his appearance as much as her cooking as she stared at his swollen chest with its more than subtle hints of lace, or else enjoyed Mitch's made up face. Every time he brought his fork up to his mouth, the feminized man couldn't help but think of how his sexy scarlet lips would be wrapping around it, the fingernails he was flashing a similar suggestive colour - one that served to sustain an uncomfortable stiffness under the table even before Alice had started to caress his nylon clad legs with her own stockinged toes. Her hosiery sparking against his kept the inside of his chastity belt hot and humid, with Mitch's panties feeling embarrassingly damp long before his girlfriend suggested they leave the table.

"You know, I think there's still some more of that chocolate sauce", Alice suggested with a mischievous glint in her eye. "Come with me to the kitchen". As she stood from her seat, Mitch had no choice but to follow suit, tottering the short distance across the open plan apartment wondering what his girlfriend had in mind. The sense of mystery grew even stronger as she stopped him by the stove, Alice briefly inspecting the contents of a pan before insisting that her boyfriend close his eyes.

Even as Mitch did so, she was leaving his side, with the sound of her heels disappearing into the distance providing precious little information about what she had in mind. She was heading towards the bedroom, Mitch decided, not daring to look for fear of being scolded, but soon she was returning again, her footsteps becoming louder before coming to a stop in front of him. Now there was the sound of a spoon scraping in a pan once more, then a barely repressed snigger that was enough to make Mitch sneak a peak - and then open his eyes wide when he saw what his girlfriend had done.

Alice's skirt had disappeared, as had her panties. In their place, there stuck out a provocative silicone protrusion, the fleshy length of a simulated penis that his girlfriend was even now spooning a line of chocolate sauce along. The bulbous bell-end and venous shaft were soon decorated with a deep brown that slowly began to drip down, leaving Mitch in no doubt as to what he was expected to do even as Alice spelled it out for him. "I don't want to see any of this on the floor", she said sternly, flexing her hips slightly so as to cause her chocolate-laden cock to bob up and down. "Lick it up".

Already Mitch found himself dropping to his knees, bringing his face close to his girlfriend's crotch as he sought to consume the gloopy syrup. To do so required him to stick out his tongue and run it up along the length of the silicone, a submissive act that was rewarded with sublime sweetness, but Mitch couldn't stop there. As he brought his head up from the dildo, he could still see traces of sauce that his earlier efforts had served to smear up its shaft, even before Alice brought the spoon back with still more for him to savour.

"Mmm! You love that, don't you?", she laughed as she looked down at the man showing his devotion to her dick, making things more difficult for Mitch by daubing still more of the thick, dark chocolate along her cock. That she smeared some of the sauce on his nose in the process only added to Alice's amusement as Mitch desperately sought to keep up, with his formerly pristine make-up soon a mess as he found himself having to lick the sides of the silicone in an attempt to stop the sticky sauce from slowly dripping down.

There was simply no way it wouldn't end up all over his dress as well as his face, not when Alice seemed determined to deposit the contents of the pan onto the plastic phallus one spoonful at a time. She added to her boyfriend's predicament by unpredictably pressing her hips forwards, or else waggling them from side to side so as to slap her strap-on against his cheeks. "You can't get enough of my cock, can you?", she teased. "Is it just the chocolate, or do you just love to lick dick, you dirty girl? Don't forget about the underside!".

Mitch did as he was told, pressing his head up underneath his girlfriend's penis so as to run his tongue all the way forward from its simulated testicles to its swollen tip. The erection sliding across his face was a far cry from his own manhood, the latter still trapped in the clutches of steel that cruelly stopped it from feeling more than an excruciating tightness.

Surrounded on all sides by merciless metal, Mitch's thwarted organ could only pulse painfully, continuously oozing pre-cum that left his panties feeling as messy as his face as he continued to lick Alice's cock. While his girlfriend might now have tired of spooning chocolate sauce onto it, it wasn't long before Alice wanted to play another game, now amusing herself by pressing the tip of her strap-on against Mitch's lips so as to encourage him to suck instead of lick. "That's right! Take it in your mouth!", she directed. "Suck off all that yummy chocolate!".

As Mitch began to flick his tongue over the tip of his girlfriend's strap-on, he felt Alice's hands coming up to rest on the back of his head, holding him in place on her penis. Soon she wasn't just stopping him from spitting it out, but sliding the sticky silicone deeper and deeper into his mouth, making him take more and more of its length as she emphasised her complete control.

Unable to break eye contact as he looked up, Mitch was left in little doubt as to how much his girlfriend was enjoying having him go down on her like this, with Alice's wicked smile becoming still wider as she sought to tickle his tonsils before slowly beginning to withdraw her cock once more. "We're not stopping until it's clean", she declared with a devilish chuckle, "which means you've got your work cut out for you, my little cocksucker". She didn't let the tip of her strap-on pass Mitch's teeth before she was pushing it back past them again. "Mmm! That tastes good doesn't it? Such a lucky girl!".

Whether Alice was talking about herself or her boyfriend wasn't clear, but her expectations were the same nevertheless as she slid the silicone back between Mitch's lips. Flexing her hips so as to fill his mouth once more, she gave him ample time to suck the thick shaft before withdrawing it again, slowly but surely establishing a rhythm that saw the strap-on increasingly covered with saliva rather than sauce.

Only the base of the dildo retained any trace of brown, with the rest of the silicone acquiring a subtle hint of scarlet where Mitch's lipstick smeared along it. A high tide mark showed both the feminized man and the woman he was fellating the extent of his submission, one which gradually approached Alice's groin as she began to guide Mitch down onto the dildo. Now she was no longer thrusting her hips, but using her hold on his head to have him bob back and forth on it. "How does it feel to have a mouth full of cock?", Alice purred as she pressed the plastic phallus deep into her boyfriend's mouth. "Do you think you can kiss my crotch? Do you think you can take it all the way?".

Spurred on by his girlfriend's wicked words, Mitch didn't need the hands on the back of his head to drive himself down onto her dick, feeling Alice's hold on him fall away as he pushed his face forward. Though there were several inches of silicone between his mouth and her sex, not to mention the harness that held the artificial hardness in place, he found himself wanting to pay his respects to her pussy in the most submissive of ways.

It was all Mitch could do not to gag as he sought to swallow the silicone, his lips barely grazing Alice's groin before he was coming up gasping for air, but he was rewarded for his efforts by a final, fleeting taste of sweet chocolate - one that signified the strap-on had lost the last of its deep brown and was back to being the colour of flesh, albeit slobbery, wet flesh that had clearly been sucked clean.

"Good girl!", Alice praised, giving her boyfriend's hair a tender tussle as she teased his lips with the tip of the strap-on before becoming more stern. "Your face is a mess", she scolded. "Go fix your lipstick. Oh, and come back with the condoms and some lube. You're going to need them for what we're going to do next!".

With his girlfriend wielding a cock of her own even as his remained trapped in steel, there was no question of what was in store for Mitch as he headed back to the bedroom as fast as his heels would carry him. By the time he returned, he found that Alice had stripped off her blouse, but it was not the push-up bra beneath that caught his eye as he came back into the kitchen.

No, it was the still glistening length of silicone sticking out from her groin that seized Mitch's attention. The sight of the provocative protrusion caused still more pre-cum to leak through the steel that surrounded his own sex, with the proof of his excitement slowly seeping into his already sopping panties as Alice looked him over.

"What did I tell you about your stocking tops?", she enquired sternly, stopping Mitch even as he began to pull the hem of his dress down for the umpteenth time that evening, his efforts hampered by the contraceptives and lubricant he was holding. "No, don't bother. If you can't keep yourself decent, then I'm just going to have to sort you out myself", she declared with a devilish grin. "Turn around".

Even before Mitch had done so, his girlfriend was striding towards him, such that by the time the feminized man was facing away from her, Alice had brought her hands to his body. Sliding her fingers down the figure-hugging fabric of Mitch's dress, it wasn't long before her hands had found the ridge around his hips, with Alice using the band of metal beneath to pull her boyfriend still closer to her.

Stumbling backwards on his stilettos, Mitch found himself dangerously off-balance, with his sense of vulnerability contrasting sharply with Alice's command of the situation as she held him by his chastity belt. He could feel the tip of her strap-on brushing against the insides of his thighs as she clutched him close, her breasts pressing against his back as she allowed her hands to leave his hips in favour of travelling up to cup his bust.

Alice's suggestive caress only added to Mitch's arousal as she stretched the clinging cotton off the curve of his chest, but no sooner had she exposed the scarlet satin of her boyfriend's bra than she was moving on to reveal even more of his intimate attire. The stocking tops that Mitch was already openly showing were soon joined by the suspender straps that supported them as his girlfriend encouraged the hem of his dress to ride up still higher, but Alice didn't stop there. Soon she was putting his panties on display as well, then working the bottom of the clinging black cotton up beyond his chastity belt.

Powerless to prevent her, Mitch could only look down at his lingerie as his girlfriend continued to fondle his groin, her fingers now sliding under the satin of his panties and helping them off the steel beneath. Although unable to feel her touch through the metal, he could certainly see what Alice was doing as she slowly stripped away his underwear.

The thought of what his girlfriend was preparing him from caused Mitch's penis to pulse painfully inside its impenetrable prison. Its swollen flesh was no more than a few millimetres away from her fingers, but there might as well have been miles separating the satin she was sliding away from his stiffness, the frilly waistband of the feminine panties a world away from his frustrated organ.

"You've gone and got these all wet", Alice whispered in her boyfriend's ear, so salaciously that she could hardly be scolding him as she pulled his panties down still further. "Does it turn you on to dress like this? Or is it the thought of taking my dick that's making you so horny? I know I'm looking forward to having my wicked way with you", she purred as she eased Mitch's underwear over the clasps of his suspenders, sending it sliding down his stockinged legs towards his ankles. "The only question is where. How about over by the window?".

Alice's hands were soon returning to Mitch's hips so as to use his chastity belt to direct him accordingly, forcing the feminized man to adopt an awkward shuffle thanks to how he was hampered by satin. The frilly underwear now sitting around the top of his heels was as effective as any fetters when it came to impeding his movements, conspiring with Mitch's stilettos to leave him helpless as his girlfriend manhandled him. "I'll take the lube", Alice said, doing just that before directing him further. "Now, hands on the glass".

Alice had brought Mitch to a stop in front of one of the large windows that formed a centre point of her penthouse apartment, its glass extending all the way from floor to ceiling so as to offer an unrivalled view of the world outside. Only the fact that they were so many floors above the ground gave Mitch any comfort as he realised how exposed he was, with the knowledge that anyone looking up would be able to see his shame tempered only by how far away they would be. Still, he found himself bending forward all the same, dutifully bracing his weight on the glass in front of him as he pressed his perilously bare buttocks backwards.


With what little protection his panties had offered now lost, and his little black dress no more than a broad belt around his waist, Mitch was perfectly placed for penetration. Neither his suspender straps nor the chains of his chastity belt would stand in the way of Alice's strap-on, the latter's stiff silicone even now being sheathed in latex and slathered with lube judging by the sounds coming from behind him. The feminized man could only wait to accept it with anxious anticipation, finding himself unbelievably aroused in his belt as he stepped out of his panties and kicked the superfluous underwear away.

Now his girlfriend was coming up behind him, encouraging Mitch to spread his heels further apart as she brought her stockinged legs inside his. In doing so, she put him in even more of a precarious position, but Mitch soon had more to worry about than how he was standing. It wasn't long before he felt the cool, wet tip of Alice's cock carelessly brush against his buttocks as she adjusted her posture to position the plastic phallus more carefully.

Mitch did his best to relax as his girlfriend directed the dildo into the crack between his cheeks, feeling her bringing the bulbous end of the strap-on to bear against his sphincter. For a moment, its slippery tip did no more than tickle the tight ring, sliding over it a manner that made Mitch squirm, but soon Alice was applying a gentle pressure - one that only needed her to find the right spot to start penetrating him. Once she had, she was pushing harder, making it clear that her boyfriend's body must part to accommodate her penis.

Surrendering to the inevitable, Mitch allowed his girlfriend's cock inside, but he had barely accepted the tip of the silicone before still more was following in its wake. Leaning forward in a futile attempt to forestall the invasion, Mitch soon found himself pressed against the glass, his disgrace on display as Alice drove her dick even deeper into him. It was all he could do to gasp for breath as she wiggled her hips so as to work her strap-on still further between his buttocks, with its inexorable encroachment seeing his hands slip on the smooth glass as he struggled to accommodate the agonising anal assault.

Alice was holding his chastity belt again now, her hands clutching its metal as she ground her groin against his behind. Her purrs of pleasure left Mitch in no doubt as to how much his girlfriend was enjoying having him at her mercy, with his own gasps only adding to her evident arousal as she pressed her weight down on him. "Mmm! All the way in!", Alice declared with delight, her words loud in his ear as she looked over Mitch's shoulder. "I wonder whether anyone out there is watching us?", she asked wickedly, the thought clearly turning her on still more as she pushed her boyfriend even closer against the window.

Anyone doing so would certainly be treated to quite a sight, with Mitch shamelessly showing off not only his stockings and suspenders for all to see, but also the scarlet satin of his bra and the shiny metal of his steel underwear. A casual observer might be forgiven for thinking he were some kind of hooker hustling for business from her bedroom window, a working woman inviting her audience up to enjoy her wares more intimately or else watch while another customer did.

"Sometimes I can see a couple doing it in one of the apartments over there", Alice went on, gesturing vaguely in the direction of a building below. "But she's nowhere near as sexy as you are, and masculine men really aren't my type. Let's put them to shame, shall we?", she suggested, now slowly withdrawing her strap-on from Mitch's rear. The way in which its veined silicone slid past his sphincter was enough to summon another moan from the feminized man, but any relief he might have felt at the dildo's retreat was short-lived. Alice had no sooner slid her strap-on out than she was penetrating Mitch with it once more.

As she pushed her hips forward again, she pressed her plastic penis into Mitch's now already lubricated passage, taking advantage of the greater ease with which it now went in by doing so more swiftly. Powerless to resist as his girlfriend pinned him against the window, Mitch could only allow himself to be taken once more, feeling the effects of such submission on his own frustrated organ. If only Alice had unlocked his chastity belt, he would have had an erection to rival that being thrust inside him. As it was, his cock remained cruelly confined in steel, unable to do more than painfully protest against its intolerable prison.

Again Alice withdrew her strap-on, only to press it into her boyfriend once more, grunting as she ground her groin into his behind. It was a pattern that had soon been repeated countless times, with Alice slowly picking up the pace until she was thrusting her hips furiously back and forth. For his part, Mitch found the initial discomfort of the dildo lessening, with the drilling he was receiving at the hands of his girlfriend gradually becoming less punishing and more pleasurable as he became used to the silicone shaft sliding in and out of his slippery hole.

The overwhelming physical sensations of impalement were accompanied by the no less mind-blowing knowledge of how complete Alice's control over him was. He could struggle as much as he liked or he could simply stay still and allow her to have her wicked way with him, but the end result would be the same - Alice climaxing from the cock she had him impaled upon instead of his, the strap-on wielding woman savouring an orgasm made even more intense by how how she was keeping him chaste throughout.

Only pre-cum would ever be permitted to leave Mitch's penis while he was being pegged, albeit so much as to already be dripping from the grille under his groin. Stretching down between his stockinged legs in long, stringy lengths, then falling to the floor to form a small, shameful puddle, there was no doubt as to how wet the feminized man was. Still squashed against the window, however, Mitch couldn't even clutch his sodden crotch as he so desperately wanted, as futile as trying to touch his cock would have been under the circumstances.

Instead, Mitch had to keep his hands on the glass, staring past his own reflection at what was going on far below. How Alice could expect him to make small talk when her strap-on so completely seized his consciousness was beyond him, but she nevertheless insisted on sharing her thoughts as she thrust the silicone cock back and forth. "Maybe they think we're lesbians. You certainly look the part in all that lingerie", she laughed.

"I would let you come, but I don't think you can. So I guess it will just have to be my turn again", Alice suggested with a snigger. Her breathing was quicker now, her rhythm more erratic as she hammered her strap-on home, but despite her evident arousal, she was still capable of teasing the man she had at her mercy. "Still, if you fancy staying the night, you might get lucky in the morning".

That was a comment to which Mitch could only gasp as his girlfriend ground her groin into him once again, Alice gyrating her hips so as to stress the presence of the silicone. "Does that sound good? Spend the night as my lingerie wearing lesbian lover? I doubt we'll be getting much sleep, my little top floor whore, not when you make me so hard in your sexy bra and stockings". Her words trailed off as her body arched behind Mitch, Alice pinning him to the window as she shuddered with pleasure. "Mmm!", she purred. "Shall we do that again?".





His First Time

Jerry found himself looking down between his legs as he sat on the toilet seat, his attention drawn to how the swollen flesh of his penis pressed painfully against the tight tube surrounding it. Although the transparent plastic made the plight of his manhood perfectly clear, he hardly needed to see through the stifling shell to know how tortured the organ it thwarted was. Even with his eyes closed, he was acutely aware of his stiffness straining against the walls of its prison, his penis struggling in vain against the chastity device that remained locked around it even when, as now, he was otherwise naked.

With a wistful sigh, Jerry turned his thoughts to more immediate matters, doing his best to put his sexual frustration to the back of his mind as he reached for the toilet paper. For once, he was spared the usual problem of drying his dick, not needing to worry just yet about looking after a part of himself that he was prevented from touching. Instead, Jerry brought his hand behind him to probe between his buttocks, the everyday action imbued with special meaning for the man who was now slowly sliding soft tissue paper across his sphincter.

Cautiously exploring the tight ring of muscle with his finger, Jerry found himself wondering what it would be like to have something much larger pressing against such an intimate place - something that would stretch the reluctant opening wide as it sought to probe the passage beyond. It was a thought that saw his sphincter instinctively tense, but even as he clenched his buttocks, Jerry couldn't stop his confined cock from twinging in its cage. Soon such submission would be more than a mere fantasy, with the idea of surrendering to his wife's strap-on turning him on all the more for being about to made real.

He had emptied his bowels specially, and soon would be taking a shower to ensure he was as clean as he could be for the occasion. Like the second piece of toilet paper he was now wiping himself with, the rushing jet of water between his buttocks would be but a pale shadow of what would be in store for him once he left the bathroom. When his wife took charge, it would be her cock splitting his cheeks, its stiffness impaling him even as his remained caged.

The prospect of being penetrated was one that sent Jerry's heart racing in anticipation, with his legs trembling as he stood to flush the toilet. In doing so, he was one step closer to being impaled by the woman he loved - the woman who had wheedled out of him his desire to be dressed and dominated, enjoying his submission in sexy lingerie so much that she wasn't going to stop there. No, Dana had whispered in his ear as they had snuggled in silky satin together, there was still more he secretly wanted, wasn't there?

* * *

To Jerry's surprise, his wife was still fully clothed when he finally found her in the bedroom, Dana bending over a chest of drawers such that she had her back to him. As he stood naked in the doorway, Jerry felt like a little boy, barely able to cough to announce his presence, let alone approach the woman who would surely have remained preoccupied with her clothes had he not awkwardly cleared his throat. Only then did Dana turn to face him, her gaze naturally gravitating to the device that remained locked around her husband's dick even as Jerry found himself self-consciously looking down past its plastic at his feet.

"Are you all set?", Dana asked with a broad grin, turning back to the chest of drawers even before Jerry had had chance to answer her. "I've got just the thing for you to wear", she declared, now brandishing a pair of silky white panties whose embroidered satin caught the light as she held them up for her husband to see. "I thought something like this would be appropriate for your first time", Dana continued, shaking the skimpy underwear enthusiastically. "Come over here and I'll help you get changed, cutie pie".

It seemed strange that Dana should be suggesting that her husband ought to wear panties considering how soon they would surely be pulled down, but Jerry found himself powerless to protest, mesmerised by the unmanly garment his wife was holding out for him. Dreams of being made to don a bra and stockings had driven the lingerie loving man to distraction in the shower, but his fantasies had never featured anything covering his cheeks - indeed, his buttocks had been the one part of his body that had always remained bare, no matter how much Dana had dressed him up in his mind.

Now, however, Dana was bending down, crouching on her heels as she held out the silky panties for Jerry to step into. That was all that she expected him to do, swiftly sliding the sleek satin up her husband's legs as he stared down at her cleavage. Slowing as she pulled the panties up past the plastic that protruded from Jerry's groin, Dana gave her husband's penis no more than a slight smile before hiding the imprisoned organ from sight. Soon it had become no more than an unseemly bulge in the unmanly underwear, even more uncomfortable than before for being held closer to his crotch.

Jerry watched helplessly as his wife tugged the embroidered waistband of the panties into place above his hips, her fingers fussing with the elasticated hem of the feminine fabric to ensure the little loops of lace that embellished its edge all lay in a perfect line. The dainty floral stitching left the feminized man in no doubt that he was wearing something special, with the embroidery sparkling in the light like the lustrous fabric it overlay. This was more than mere women's underwear - it was intimate attire worthy of a princess, the kind of lingerie that girls dreamt about wearing as much as a man like him did.

The sight of such sumptuous panties conspired with the view down Dana's blouse to stir Jerry's surrounded organ. Now wrapped as snugly in satin as it was in plastic, the plight of Jerry's penis made him wince even before his wife had begun to run her hand over the silky fabric, Dana making her husband's manhood respond still more to its sensuous surroundings. Although the chastity device kept his frustrated flesh from feeling her fingers directly, the suggestive way in which Dana fondled him was more than enough to make Jerry moan with desire.

Directing her husband to turn, Dana was soon treating his cheeks to a similar caress. The crack that Jerry had been contemplating having silicone stuck into was now subject to a far softer invasion as his wife traced the cleft between his buttocks with her fingers. In doing so, Dana caused her husband's panties to pull the punishing plastic package still closer to his crotch, but it was the subtler sensation of soft fabric sliding over his sphincter that seized Jerry's attention as his wife tenderly tickled his most intimate of places.

His instinctive flinching at what was surely only a foretaste of things to come served to encourage Dana still further, with Jerry soon almost dancing on the spot as his wife continued to probe him through his panties. Dana only needed to worm her finger between Jerry's buttocks to make him wiggle his behind, delighting in doing so for a few seconds before suddenly scolding her husband with a slap to one of his satin-clad cheeks. "Stay still!", she insisted sternly, abruptly stopping her teasing in favour of smoothing the sleek fabric.

Soon Jerry was being made to turn again, standing helplessly as Dana gave the snow white satin a final inspection before she was returning to the chest of drawers. The feminized man knew his wife was only moments away from coming back with a bra, with the mere thought of her putting him in such a girlish garment adding to the growing pain in his panties. Even having fantasied about wearing all the underwear of a woman, however, Jerry was ill-prepared for what Dana finally produced, his mouth dropping open as he stared at still more satin.

The pair of cups, slightly padded so as to retain a womanly shape even in the absence of anything to fill them, were no less than he had been expecting. So too were the lustrous elastic straps that would soon stretch over his shoulders to support the silky white material, but the beautiful embroidered fabric didn't stop there. No, it continued past the stiff underwires that Jerry was even now imagining pressing against his chest, curving down via a series of similarly rigid bones to end in suspender straps whose clasps jangled merrily as Dana gave the exquisitely feminine foundation garment a gentle shake.

"I wore one of these for our wedding", she declared, her dreamy expression making it clear she was reminiscing as she rubbed the sleek satin between her fingers. Jerry found himself doing the same, recalling how his wife had shed her dress to reveal a bridal basque that had shaped her body to a devastating degree. The curving arch of its hem had given him a place to put his forehead as he'd paid his respects to Dana's pussy before consummating their vows in a more traditional fashion, Jerry having held onto his wife's boned waist as he'd plunged his hardness into her with all the enthusiasm of a newly wedded man.

Now he looked set to wear something similar as husband and wife reversed roles. Already Dana was stretching the silky basque out to reveal the long lines of fasteners that ran the length of either side - countless hooks and eyes that would soon conspire to keep him in the snow white satin. Despite the couple's athletic activities, Dana's had stayed the course of their wedding night, such that Jerry instinctively knew there would be no way out of the basque once he was wearing it. The prospect of being a prisoner of not just plastic but satin added to the predicament of his penis as he pictured taking the place of a brushing bride about to lose her virginity, weak and helpless in silky white.

"I can only hope yours is less of a pig to get into!", Dana laughed, holding out the basque by its straps with the clear expectation that her husband should stretch his arms out to accept them. "Susie seemed to spend forever trying to fasten mine", she continued sentimentally. Dutifully complying, Jerry was barely listening to what his wife was saying about her bridesmaid, too caught up in the sleek satin brushing against his body as Dana brought it close to his chest.

Beyond the cups calling out for breasts, the snow white sleekness stretched all the way down to his panties, with the ribbons that embellished its suspender clasps now tickling the tops of Jerry's thighs. The slightest of movements was enough to send a gentle gust of air up between the soft material and his skin, with the florally embroidered fabric supported only by the straps that Dana had brought to rest on her husband's shoulders as she continued to wax lyrical about their wedding day. "We were running late enough as it was!", she laughed, guiding Jerry to turn with no more than a subtle touch of her hand on his side.

It soon became clear that the basque had rather more of a bite, however, with Jerry feeling the familiar discomfort of underwires digging into his chest as his wife pulled its two ends together behind his back. The pressure relented only slightly as she made the first of the hooks and eyes meet over his spine, but the sense of compression strengthened again as she brought a second pair together and then a third, inexorably adding to the squeeze that Jerry felt as she worked her way slowly but surely down his back.

By the time Dana had fastened the last of the seemingly endless line of clasps, the man she was feminizing was left in no doubt as to the shape that the basque wished to impose on his body - an unforgiving hourglass that held his stomach in even as it curved his chest out. The bones that gave structure to the silky satin sought to give Jerry a more womanly figure, pressing into his flesh even more than the sleek fabric stretched taut over his skin. Only the basque's suspender straps were left hanging loose, seeming to taunt him with their merry dance.

No matter how still Jerry stood, he couldn't stop the lengths of elastic from bouncing around his thighs - a freedom that he longed to feel elsewhere as the basque continued to hug him horribly tight. Even his panties seemed to be shrinking around the device that so devilishly denied him a proper erection, their satin pulling the cruel contraption ever more uncomfortably close to his crotch as they wormed their way between his buttocks. All the while, his dick expressed its distress by pressing painfully against the implacable plastic, yet for all its fury, the blood pounding in the imprisoned organ was unable to do more than make the bulge in Jerry's panties twitch in time to his pulse.

The sense of falling even further under his wife's spell only added to Jerry's agonised arousal, with Dana's control over him clear as she stretched back the basque's bra straps, heightening the tension still more for a moment before letting them snap back against her husband's skin. A more gentle gesture saw Jerry turn around so that his wife could fuss with the sleek lengths of snow white elastic from the other side, with Dana then moving on to run her fingers inside the empty cups of the basque, attended to their embroidered edges to ensure that none of the flowers that adorned them were folded under.

Two teardrops of silicone soon stretched the cups as taut as the satin which engulfed the rest of Jerry's torso, with the flesh-coloured masses finding a home between the feminized man's natural breasts and the sleek fabric which would henceforth support a far fuller bust. The subtle boundary between silicone and skin was the only sign that Jerry wasn't as well-endowed as his bulging chest might suggest, but even knowing his own secret, the newly augmented man couldn't help but be turned on by the sight of such curves.

To look down in an attempt to discover how his manhood was faring now required Jerry to peer over embroidered fabric that would never flatten, his false breasts wobbling slightly as he nervously shifted his weight. Wearing white satin lingerie, he shared the intimate attire of a woman on her wedding day, but both husband and wife knew that was not the occasion that Jerry was being dressed for as Dana went on to feminize him further.

Pausing only to caress the satin that now curved out from her husband's chest, she was soon turning back to the chest of drawers, extracting two insubstantial wisps of nylon that seemed to be given weight only by their lacy tops. Dana did so so casually that the exquisite hosiery could have been commonplace, but as he stared at stockings so spotless as to never have been worn, Jerry knew that his wife must have bought them specially for him - just as she had the basque and panties. Nevertheless, it all came from her lingerie drawer, sharing the magic of Dana's own underwear so as to add to the discomfort of his dick.

If he were somehow able to tear his gaze away from the sheer nylon that Dana was even now preparing to put him in, Jerry would see the everyday hold-ups his wife wore to work, as well as the sexier fishnets that occasionally made an appearance after hours. Having watched her summon his stockings from the same place, Jerry found it hard not to think that he would be wearing his wife's own hosiery, Dana having her husband don her most intimate of attire as the couple prepared to relive their wedding night the other way around.

Directed to sit, Jerry felt the silky satin of his panties slide across the cotton of the duvet cover as he did as he was told. Finding it difficult to stay still as he watched his wife bundle up the first of the stockings between her fingers, Jerry's nervous shuffling was enough to see the clinging fabric continue to caress his cheeks as he obediently stretched out a leg. Watching helplessly as his wife slipped the sleek nylon of his toes, the feminized man soon saw his ankle and knee succumb to the sheer white hosiery, feeling its electric embrace stretching across his skin as Dana headed higher and higher.

The stocking's delicate gossamer shrouded Jerry's flesh ever further as his wife worked her way up towards his thigh. Only when Dana had brought its deep band of floral lace to rest barely inches beneath the bulge in her husband's panties did she pause, holding the top of the stocking with one hand as the other reached for the suspender strap that would soon take its place in supporting the hosiery. Moments later, she was threading the latter under the frilly waistband of his panties, then pulling the elastic strap through.

Unable to do more than look on, Jerry watched as his wife made swift work of unfastening the clasp that had hitherto hung from the end of the white elastic. Stretching the strap as she separated rubber from metal, Dana was soon bringing them together on either side of the band of deep white lace. The ribbon that had earlier tickled her husband's thigh now pressed against his skin beneath the stocking, with its tapering satin incongruously scratchy even as the other end of the adornment stuck out from the clasp it was intended to camouflage.

No more than a cosmetic detail, the silky little tag nevertheless seized Jerry's attention as he stared down at what was now the leg of a lady, the feminized man barely daring to breathe as his wife set about repeating the process a second time. Soon his other leg would share the same fate as the one already surrounded by nylon, with hosiery and lingerie combining to ensure his absolute submission before Dana moved on to the next stage. Even the thought of what was to come made Jerry tremble, his shiver of excitement rewarded by a wave of electricity that shot across one stockinged leg as Dana worked on the other.

Dressed in bridal white, it would be hard to stop his wife having her wicked way with him, with Jerry's sense of apprehension growing as Dana stretched the second stocking ever higher. It was too late to back out now - not without disappointing her, and indeed, himself, but that didn't help calm Jerry's nerves as Dana enshrouded still more of his skin in clinging nylon. Once she'd fastened the stocking in place, there would be no more in the way of underwear to put on, only panties to be pulled down in preparation for her plunging her cock into him.

It had been what he had wanted, but now, watching his wife fasten a second suspender clasp, Jerry found himself feeling fearful, imagining himself being split apart by the huge unseen strap-on that was surely only seconds away from being rammed inside him. It was one thing to be denied his manhood, not just deprived any chance of an erection but dressed as a woman to boot, yet quite another to find himself on the receiving end of a cock - one that Dana would soon be strapping on and taking his anal virginity with.

As though sensing her husband's unease, Dana now gave his thigh a soft caress through the top of his stocking, sliding her fingers over the floral lace as she let go of the suspender strap that was now securely attached to it. "You look lovely", she told Jerry with an affectionate smile, standing up from where she'd been sitting on her heels without letting her hand leave his leg. Indeed, Dana had soon brought the other in to join it, her palms tenderly touching the insides of her husband's thighs as her fingers wormed her way in between the tops of his stockings, emphasising the presence of not only his hosiery but the panties whose gusset she just happened to brush against in the process.

A stolen kiss sealed her husband's submission, with Jerry melting away as Dana bent in to press her mouth against his. Her eager tongue slipped past his lips in a manner that the feminized man couldn't help feeling presaged still more intimate penetration. As his wife continued to probe his mouth for their mutual pleasure, Jerry found himself wanting to give even more of himself to her. The fingers that were pushing his stocking clad thighs still further apart were nowhere near enough for his frustrated manhood, so close and yet so far away from the stifled organ as they stroked the satin and lace surrounding it.

"Now let's see about some shoes for you, shall we?", Dana suggested when their lips finally parted, leaning in for another lingering smooch before leaving her husband to savour the taste of her lipstick. Sitting on the bed stunned, Jerry remained in a daze as he watched his wife head purposely over to her wardrobe. Moments later, Dana was returning holding a pair of heels up high, evidently proud of the pumps she had picked out for her husband to wear.

"How about these?", she enquired eagerly, proffering the white patent leather for Jerry's inspection. The feminine footwear was simple but sexy, with its glossy polish gleaming in the light, but it was the way the shiny surface tapered down into dangerous spikes that caused Jerry's heart to skip a beat as he imagined trying to totter around on top of such high heels. Merely the thought of attempting to balance on them as he bent over to present his behind to his wife was enough to make him feel weak at the knees. Dana would need do nothing more than slip the stilettos over his feet in order to render him utterly powerless, putting Jerry in the perfect position for penetration - psychologically, if not physically.

As such, when his wife dropped to her knees in front of him again, there was no question as to which of the couple remained the submissive party, with Dana staying in complete control as she eased the first of the feminine shoes over one of her husband's stocking clad feet. Like the clinging basque around his body and the panties snugly wrapping the plastic that in turn oppressed his penis, the pump was tight, such that Dana had to work to squeeze Jerry's foot into it.

Once the patent leather was finally in place, she turned her attention to its partner, but Jerry's focus remained fixed on the first as he cautiously wiggled his foot, looking past a leg shrouded in spotless nylon to the similarly snow white shoe. Even sitting on the bed, he felt daunted by its heel, barely daring to bring the spike down to the carpet as his wife completed the feminization of his other foot. The angle imposed upon his sole was scary, made all the more daunting by Jerry's growing doubts as to whether the womanly shoe would ever come off, so closely did it cling to his foot as he flexed it.

"There!", Dana declared as she sat back on her own heels, looking up at her husband expectantly. When Jerry remained seated, still staring dumbstruck at the virginal white shoes, his wife was forced to direct him more explicitly. "Stand up so I can finish off your stockings", Dana insisted, her stern tone tempered by how she held out a hand to help her husband get to his feet. Grateful for her support as he tentatively shifted his weight of the bed, Jerry was again reminded of his panties, feeling their satin slide momentarily across the sheets before his silky white behind was exposed to the air once more.

Standing on his heels, it was all Jerry could do to stay stable even with Dana's support. When his wife wickedly waggled her arm, he found himself swaying wildly for a few seconds before finally recovering some semblance of stability. Even such minor mischief served to emphasise her command of the situation, with the man standing in front of her in nothing but lingerie feeling himself tremble as he looked down at the woman drinking in the sight of his submission.

Licking her lips, Dana stared shamelessly at the melange of unmanliness that Jerry's crotch had become, summoning her husband's attention to the stocking tops, suspender straps, satin panties and, of course, the shape of his penis's plastic prison. Even the latter's little padlock showed, put on display only inches away from Dana's face as she gestured for Jerry to turn.

With teeny, tiny steps, Jerry shuffled around on his stilettos, finding himself forced to forsake his wife's hand as he faced away from her. He felt even more vulnerable now that he was unable to see what Dana was doing, holding his breath as he awaited her fingers fondling his feminized body once more. Instinctively looking down, he couldn't help but consider the curve of the cups on his chest even as Dana sought to stretch his basque still further behind him, his wife now tugging on one of its rear suspender straps as she attached it to the top of his stocking before doing the same on the other side.

Both had been threaded through his panties first, leaving Jerry in no doubt that the latter could be pulled down at any moment, but for now, Dana seemed content simply to play with her husband's hosiery, running her hands under its floral lace as she fussed around the tops of his thighs. Her touch was tantalising, with Jerry's sense of defencelessness driving him to distraction as his captive cock tested the limits of its prison. His frustrated flesh longed for far more than the accidental tickle of his wife's fingertips on his thighs as she sorted out his stockings, but it was not forthcoming - only the sudden, stinging snap of suspender straps that signalled that Dana was done.

Her subsequent playful slap to her husband's satin-clad behind reinforced the message that Dana was ready to move on. Not knowing what was expected of him next, however, Jerry remained motionless, wondering whether he was about to be pushed down onto the duvet now that he was dressed for penetration. It took a verbal command from his wife before he finally turned to face her, Dana's words seeing Jerry shuffle around on his stilettos as fast as the impractical pumps permitted.

"Well?", she enquired sternly. "Aren't you going to help me get changed?". For a few seconds, she stood as still as he did, but when her husband failed to do anything, Dana took his hands in her hers and brought them to rest upon her chest - not on her breasts, as she might had she wanted him to feel her up, but rather between them, her fingers pressing his into one of the buttons of her blouse as she instructed him to undo it. "Undress me, Jerry"

Fumbling with the fiddly little fastener, the feminized man was conscious of how close his hands were to his wife's bust as he sought to do as he was told, his efforts hampered by the way his fingers trembled as he struggled with the button. The curve of Dana's breasts stretched the cotton taut between them, adding to Jerry's difficulty as he did his best to expose her body beneath.

When the recalcitrant button finally yielded, he was rewarded with a hint of black lace, but no sooner had Jerry overcome one obstacle than he had to face the next, his wife looking expectantly down at her cleavage as she silently commanded him to uncover still more of her bra. The pretty ribbon that adorned its central gore was clearly displayed once the second button succumbed, but Jerry's trembling hands were already moving onto the third.

The impossible hardness that such sensual submission summoned between his legs caused him to have to press his thighs together in a vain attempt to stave off the excruciating stiffness - only for his arousal to be made even more agonising by the way nylon rubbed against nylon and lace against lace as his stockings sparked.

Even when the last of the little buttons had ceded their hold on the cotton, Jerry couldn't rest, now tenderly untucking the hem of his wife's blouse from her skirt before slipping its sleeves off her shoulders. In doing so, he found himself confronted by the full feminine force of Dana's bra, losing himself in the black lace that shaped and supported her beautiful breasts.

Hypnotised by his wife's womanly allure, it was all that Jerry could do to tear his attention away, carefully folding up Dana's blouse and depositing the now divested garment on the duvet behind him. By the time he turned back, however, his wife was showing him yet another side of her intimate attire.

The lines of black elastic that stretched across her back were almost as breathtaking as the curving cups the straps supported, leaving Jerry lost for a moment until a subtle shake of his wife's beskirted behind reminded him what he was meant to be doing. Like her husband, Dana was going to remain in her lingerie for sex, but her knee-length skirt would need to be shed if she was to don a strap-on - a thought that made Jerry tremble as he bent forward to unzip the thick black fabric, his hands brushing his wife's buttocks as he slowly pulled down the little fastener to reveal her flesh.

As Jerry eased his wife's skirt off her hips, he found himself instinctively dropping to his knees behind her, knowing that he couldn't let Dana's clothing simply fall to the floor as she might were she wanting to seduce him. No, the feminized man was obliged to keep hold of the skirt's waistband until it was in a position for his wife to step out of, such that he was soon looking up at still more in the way of lacy black lingerie.

The inky pattern of Dana's panties contrasted sharply against her pale skin as their pretty lace curved across her cheeks, whereas the plainer bands of the stocking tops now on show held up nylon that stretched all the way down to the heels at which Jerry was kneeling. It was the kind of underwear that she would wear without really thinking about, but the display had a devastating effect on her devotee. Even before Dana had lifted her feet to allow her husband to dispose of her skirt, Jerry's dick was making its deepening discomfort known.

The pressure that Jerry's penis exerted on its plastic prison grew even more painful when his wife turned around, with Dana now putting her pussy only inches away from his face. Under other circumstances, the feminized man would have found himself falling forward to lick through the lace, but now the woman towering over him in sexy black lingerie made it clear she wanted him to show his submission somewhat differently. "And my panties", she insisted, wiggling her hips wickedly as she watched her husband reach up for the underwear in question, Jerry's fingers tentatively touching the silky lace before slipping under its waistband and slowly stretching it away from her skin.

Only then could he begin to work Dana's panties off her hips, revealing a hairy gash that glistened with excitement. Unlike her husband, Dana's state of arousal was unsuppressed by stifling plastic, with her sex showing just how turned on she was by Jerry's submission as he dutifully lowered her panties down past her stocking tops. Bending down even more humbly as he brought the black lace down towards her feet, Jerry was equally damp, but his deprived dick was unable to do more than drip into his own underwear as he helped his wife out of hers. Holding Dana's panties around her ankles as she stepped out of them, he paid his respects to her intimate attire by carefully depositing it down on the bed behind him, then looked back to his wife for further guidance.

"I'll keep everything else on", Dana declared dismissively, adding in a far more mischievous tone, "but I think I need to be wearing something else, don't you?". "Something long and thick and stiff", she continued suggestively, her hands coming down to her crotch and tracing the outline of an imaginary cock in the air - one that seemed enormous to the feminized man kneeling in front of her. "Something that'll make you really feel you're mine", Dana went on, now turning to the chest of drawers once more.

Presenting her peachy cheeks to her husband, she proceeded to rummage around for a few moments, but it wasn't long before she was returning brandishing a mass of silicone that caused Jerry's heart to skip a beat. To the man whose own organ was still oppressed by plastic, the fleshy length that stuck out from the harness of the strap-on seemed to taunt him with its stiffness, its lifelike colour sharply contrasting with the black straps that would soon attach it to Dana's body. The bulbous head of the bloated dildo caused Jerry to blanch as much as its veined shaft, leaving him feeling jealous at how effortlessly the obscene object achieved such a stiff erection.

"I chose this one because it's like yours", Dana explained, idly toying with the harness's straps so as to make the silicone bell-end attached to them bob up and down. "Well, when you're not locked up, of course", she laughed, now holding the plastic phallus out towards her husband. Jerry instinctively shrank back from the strap-on, but that only encouraged his wife to bring the cock still closer, Dana now insisting that her husband should take it from her.

"I want you to put it on me", she told Jerry in a tone that brooked no argument, adding more softly as she sensed his reluctance. "Don't worry, it won't bite". Despite his wife's assurance, Jerry found himself half-expecting to be assaulted by the dildo as he reached out to accept it, going out of his way to avoid touching the skin-coloured silicone as he took it from Dana's hands. Gingerly holding the sex toy by its black webbing, he found himself thinking that it resembled a strange pair of panties, albeit a pair featuring adjusters in several places to allow it to be sized for a perfect fit.

Still shying away from the cock that bounced around as though it had a life of its own, Jerry did his best to hold on to the idea that he was merely helping his wife into her underwear as he lowered the strap-on down. After stretching its webbing open to allow Dana to step into it, he proceeded to swiftly pull the plastic penis up towards her pussy, keeping his head turned to the side so as to avoid having to face the swaying phallus.

Bringing the black base from which the scandalous silicone sprouted to rest on his wife's sex, Jerry was relieved to find Dana turning to allow him to tighten its straps. In doing so, she spared him from having to stare at the indecent implement that he knew he would inevitably end up impaled upon, but the memory of the monster molested his mind as he made sure that it was securely strapped behind his wife's buttocks. As soon as he had done so, Dana was confronting him with her cock again, flagrantly brandishing its bulbous end in his face as she explored her new appendage.

For a while, Dana seemed utterly oblivious to her husband's presence as she entertained herself with the simulated erection, waggling her hips from side to side so as to make the silicone length sway alarmingly, then sliding her hands down the strap-on as though seeking to encourage it on to still greater stiffness. "Is this what it's like for you when I let you out?", she asked, finally acknowledging the feminized man who had been forced to watch while she fondled the phallus to his growing frustration.

"It's just as well I keep you locked up", she laughed. "You could do someone a mischief with one of these". Dana seemed to be going out of her way to tease Jerry now, cupping the tip of her cock in her palm just as she might were she treating his own organ. There would be no such stimulation for her husband - instead, it seemed that Dana wanted Jerry to show affection to the strap-on, pressing her hips forward so as to bring the silicone shaft even closer. "Touch my cock", she insisted. "Tell me whether it feels like the real thing".

Hesitantly reaching out a hand to do as he was told, Jerry tentatively touched the tip of the obscene object with no more than the tiniest part of a finger before pulling away, but his wife's expression told him she expected much more of an effort. Reluctantly making contact with the cock again, Jerry forced himself to feel the strap-on's fleshy silicone, gingerly sliding his fingers along its veined shaft.

While there was none of the warmth he was expecting, let alone the wetness that should have been associated with such a swollen stiffness, the texture was nevertheless uncannily lifelike, causing Jerry to jerk his hand away in alarm. "Come on, Jerry, that won't keep me hard", Dana chided. "Show me what you do when you're playing with yourself", she commanded. "Pleasure me".

With his wife's insistence dissolving his inhibitions as he knelt before her wearing nothing but women's underwear, Jerry found his fingers following the length of the cock again - not cautiously brushing its surface as he had before, but now wrapping them around the phallus more firmly. His imitation of masturbation grew more passable as he continued to pump the plastic penis in his palm, with the sensation of sliding silicone feeling strangely familiar.

If Jerry closed his eyes, he might almost think that he were fondling his own flesh, were it not for how the latter remained frustrated by the ferociously tight tube that thwarted its growth. Dana's strap-on would have to stand in for his own cock as he lavished upon it the same caresses he so desperately craved to feel himself. Even his wife's soft purrs of pleasure put Jerry in mind of the moans that such a sensual handjob would be sure to elicit from him, with her erotic encouragement spurring him on as he sought to make the strap-on shoot forth the waves of sperm that his cock surely would have done under similar stimulation - thankfully a futile endeavour, considering how his face would have ended up covered with cum if it could.

Soon, however, Dana wanted her husband to go further. "Now take it in your mouth", she told the man who had only just become comfortable with using both of his hands to milk the artificial manhood. When her husband was slow to do as she had commanded, Dana broke down her instruction still further, spelling out exactly what she wanted him to do. "Come on, Jerry, don't be shy! Stick out your tongue and lick the tip. It's only plastic, you know", she scolded.

On some level that might have been true, Jerry thought, but he still found it difficult not to think that his wife was thrusting the real thing in his face. Dana had wrapped her hands around the base of the strap-on and was holding its dildo in place for her husband to drop his head down upon. "I know you can do it", she declared, looking down at Jerry as he brought his face so close to the venous silicone that it was impossible for him to keep his eyes focused. Tentatively stretching out his tongue, Jerry couldn't tell exactly where the end of his wife's cock was, tasting nothing but air on the first attempt before trying again more courageously.

Barely brushing the tip of the strap-on with that of his tongue, Jerry looked up to his wife for approval, but Dana was still far from satisfied. Her silent stare was so commanding that Jerry felt compelled to taste her cock once more, this time allowing his lips to graze the silicone glans as he paid his respects with a kiss. When that still wasn't enough for his wife, the feminized man was forced to take even more of the strap-on inside his mouth, his lips coming to rest on the slight ridge and furrow that served to separate the dildo's bulbous bell-end from the shaft beyond.

Jerry made a show of lapping lovingly at the head of the phallus before letting it slip his lips again - a intimate act of affection that would have surely driven him wild had it been his wife's tongue tenderly touching his penis rather than the reverse. Rather than being wrapped around his stiffness, however, Dana's lips merely curved into a smile, her appreciation of her husband's submission driving Jerry on to prove himself still further. Taking her strap-on in his mouth once more, he sucked its silicone even harder before slowly spitting it out again, feeling less and less sheepish as he did so.

As his confidence grew, he found himself able to look up at his wife for longer than the occasional stolen glance, his shame slowly dissolving as his thoughts turned to pleasing her. Once Dana had locked eyes with him, Jerry found it impossible to break her gaze, staring up at the woman who had feminized him even as he bobbed his head back and forth between her legs. His submission to his wife was so completely that it came as no surprise when she brought her hands behind his head, Dana resting them on Jerry's hair as she gently began to guide his devotions.

Now the rhythm he adopted was not his own, but rather imposed upon him. With his wife's penis pressing in his mouth, Jerry's only participation was to move his lips so as to make sure they never left the surface of the strap-on, save for the split-second when the silicone slipped out completely between sucks. Soon Dana was ensuring that it never did, with her hold on her husband's head encouraging him to take the dildo deeper even as she stopped him from spitting it all out. Slowly but surely, Jerry found himself submitting still further to her strap-on, his wife exerting a subtle yet commanding control as he sucked.

So natural did it seem for him to take more and more of his wife's cock in his mouth that Jerry might never have noticed how far he had surrendered, were it not for the way that Dana now wanted to make conversation while he worked his head back and forth. "Mmm. That feels good!", she declared enthusiastically, continuing to cradle her husband's scalp in her hands as she looked down at him, Dana's grin broadening as she asked wickedly, "Have you done this before?".

Instinctively wanting to shake his head in response to his wife's shameful question, Jerry found his freedom of movement severely restricted by the silicone shaft she was pressing deep between his lips, with Dana's subsequent teasing only serving to highlight his helplessness. "No? I don't believe this is the first time you've sucked cock, you're doing it so well! Are you sure you're not just pretending to be a pretty little virgin? I bet you're secretly quite the whore, aren't you?", she enquired with theatrical sternness. Forced to try and defend himself, Jerry found he was incapable of emitting more than a muffled gurgle thanks to the fat girth his wife was filling his mouth with.

"Don't try to speak, dear. Just keep sucking my dick, there's a good girl", Dana instructed, leaving her husband no choice but to do just that thanks to how she was holding his head. "I wasn't sure how much I was going to enjoy this", she admitted, "but now I think I've found myself a new favourite game. Do you know what I like best?". After giving Jerry a few seconds in which he struggled to reply because of how she was bobbing him back and forth on her phallus, Dana went on to answer for him.

"It's the way you can't talk back. Next time you've been bad, you're going to find yourself sucking my cock to say sorry. I can think of nothing more submissive, can you? Especially when you're wearing white satin like a newly wedded woman. So submissive! So sexy! Show me how much you want it inside you", Dana commanded as she drove Jerry's head still deeper onto the dildo. "Mmm! Suck a good cocksucker! Do you think you can make me come?".

Although he knew that his wife's suggestion was preposterous, the man kneeing in front of her nevertheless did his best to try and fulfil it, with Jerry now hungrily taking still more of the strap-on in his mouth. Although his rhythm was still dictated by Dana's hands, he made an effort to go further, taking in as much as he could manage without choking on the silicone cock - again and again and again. There were times when he pushed himself too far, feeling the tip of the plastic penis tickle his tonsils so as to make him gag for a moment, but Jerry didn't let that stop him, swiftly recovering to suck some more.

Despite his chin being just as covered with drool as the dick he was devoting himself too, Jerry drove on, wanting to show his wife his love as much as if he were pleasuring her pussy. He was rewarded with similar purrs of pleasure, interspersed with compliments on his cocksucking - words that would have brought shame to a more assertive man, but filled Jerry with pride as he continued to worship the silicone shaft. The fiery frustration that burned so fiercely between his legs spurred him on, his panties soon as wet as the cock in his mouth thanks to the never-ending stream of pre-cum that slowly dripped out of his chastity device and soaked into the white satin as he sucked.

* * *

Becoming dimly conscious that Dana's hands had fallen away, Jerry blushed as he wondered how long he must have been bobbing up and down of his own accord, sheepishly spitting the silicone out now that there was no reason to keep it between his lips. He found himself hypnotised by the string of saliva that stretched from the tip of his tongue to the bulbous head of the slobbery silicone, spellbound by the clear strand slowly curved down under its own weight. Only when it finally broke did Jerry realise that his wife was watching him.

"Are you ready to really have it in you now?", Dana asked softly. Her smile helped to put her husband at ease as he silently nodded his consent to still deeper submission, Jerry unable to admit his desires more vocally but knowing that his destiny was to have his wife's dick inside him. "Go and get a condom then", Dana directed, adding as Jerry started to get up off his knees, "We can't have you getting knocked up, now, can we?".

Her lighthearted comment served to soften the situation still further, bringing a smile to her husband's face even as he struggled to stand on his stilettos. Had he really been kneeling so long? His legs felt limp as he tried to get to his feet, with the sky-high heels hardly helping him balance as he gratefully took the hand that his wife offered him, feeling utterly helpless in front of the woman whose cock still called to him from the corner of his eye.

Tottering the short distance across the bedroom seemed to take forever as he headed to the bedside cabinet in which the contraceptives were kept, with Jerry feeling his suspender straps stretch across his buttocks every step of the way. The subtlest of shifts in the sheer nylon they supported was enough to send electrifying waves of sensation shooting across his skin, adding to the ever-present pressure in his panty covered crotch. Jerry knew that the feminine underwear was only moments away from being pulled down around his ankles, his fingers trembling as he picked up a foil package whose contents would shortly protect the penis penetrating him.

Indeed, as he turned to head back towards his wife, he found himself confronted with the very cock he would soon be impaled upon - its fleshy length being treated to the kind of casual caress from Dana's fingers that he desperately wanted to feel on his own frustrated flesh. The suggestive gesture gave the impression that she was keeping the strap-on hard for him just as a freer man might his own member while his wife freshened up, adding to both Jerry's anxiety and his arousal as he hesitantly approached.

In her black bra, stockings and heels, his wife was clearly waiting for sex, with Dana adding to the amorous atmosphere by bringing her hands to her hips and pressing them forward provocatively. Dropping down on his knees again, Jerry found his trembling hands made it hard to tear open the condom's wrapping, but he eventually managed to extract the sheath of slippery latex inside. There was no question as to whose dick it would be covering, not when his own manhood was still surrounded by impenetrable plastic and his wife's was so obscenely displayed.

Dana pointed her strap-on straight at her husband as he gingerly brought the condom into contact with her cock and started to stretch the latex over its head. As Jerry unrolled the rubber up the shaft of still slobbery silicone, he knew that the fleshy stiffness he was enveloping would soon be buried between his buttocks, but that didn't stop him from doing what he would have done with his own dick had he been able - preparing his wife's penis for penetration by pulling the condom all the way up it before looking to her for guidance.

Wondering whether Dana would want him to pull down his own panties or simply divest her husband of his underwear herself, Jerry found himself mentally preparing himself for the inevitable instruction to stand and surrender his virginity. Would his wife bend him over the bed, holding him face down in the duvet as she drilled him, or else have him lie on his back and lift his legs over his head as she pressed her strap-on into his posterior? He'd fantasised about being penetrated in both positions, but now that his dreams of receiving her dick were about to be made real, he found himself feeling increasingly daunted by the prospect.

To Jerry's surprise, it seemed that Dana simply wanted to tease him a little more. "Didn't you want any lube?", she smirked, giving her strap-on a gentle shake that brought it still further to the forefront of his consciousness. Her rhetorical question saw Jerry swiftly standing, scurrying off on his heels as he rushed over to the bedside cabinet once again. How could he have forgotten the bottle that he was now almost tripping over his stilettos to fetch? The idea of forgoing lubrication was unthinkable, with the oversight coupled with the sudden exertion causing Jerry to blush as he brought it back to his wife.

"Relax", Dana said softly, giving her husband's hand an affectionate caress as she took the bottle from him. "I know you're going to enjoy this just as much as me", she grinned, squeezing a generous quantity of lube along the length of her strap-on. "Why don't you slip out of those pretty panties of yours and make yourself comfortable?", she suggested as she started to smear the clear jelly over the condom-covered silicone. "Then we can begin!".

Tentatively bringing his hands to the waistband of his womanly underwear, Jerry began to ease its embroidered satin off his body, becoming acutely aware of how vulnerable his buttocks were as he exposed his bare cheeks. After working the silky white material carefully down over his chastity device, then navigating the feminine fabric past the various lumps and bumps of his suspender clasps, he found himself forced to bend down to step out of the panties, desperately trying to avoid snagging their delicate satin on his stiletto heels.

In doing so, Jerry felt as though he was bowing before the silicone that Dana was still sliding increasingly slippery fingers along, but soon he was making an even more submissive gesture to his wife's strap-on - turning his back on it as he lay down on the bed. Letting his limbs fall limp on the soft duvet, the feminized man couldn't help but picture the plastic phallus he was about to have inside him, with the bedroom silent save for how Dana was preparing it. The strangely liquid sound that seemed to suggest silicone being stiffened finally gave way to the far subtler footsteps that forewarned of impending impalement, then mattress springs creaking as his wife joined him on the bed.

Jerry could feel Dana's stockings brushing against his own as her legs spread his apart, with his wife's nylon clad knees acting as a wedge as she shuffled forwards on the duvet. Soon her hands had come down on either side of him on the bed, Dana bracing her body so as to allow her to stretch back and bring her strap-on into position above her husband's posterior. All the while, Jerry lay there looking at nothing but bedding, holding his breath as he waited for the dildo that his wife would soon be driving deep into his behind.

The first hint of its presence was its slippery tip brushing ever so gently between his buttocks, with the cold, wet sensation enough to make Jerry moan anxiously. Even as his wife sought to reassure him with a soft shushing sound, she was bringing her strap-on to bear against his sphincter, seeking out the tight ring of muscle with the silicone and pressing slightly to encourage the reluctant orifice to open . "Don't fight it", Dana said softly. "Relax and let me inside", she purred, taking advantage of how her husband did as he was told by pushing the tip of her strap-on inside him.

Surrendering his body still further, Jerry felt the bulbous head of his wife's cock burrow inexorably deeper, with the silicone shaft that followed seeming to stretch him apart as Dana slowly but surely impaled him on its length. The sense of being invaded was overwhelming, with the feminized man instinctively seeking to retreat into the mattress, only to find himself pinned in place by his wife's phallus.

The maddening advance of the plastic penis made Jerry squirm as Dana pressed it into him still more. Strengthening her control over her husband as she steadily drove the silicone cock deeper and deeper, Dana paused only to allow Jerry to accommodate the increasing intrusion before pressing on once more. Soon her breasts were brushing across the back of her husband's basque, but Jerry was barely conscious of how she was bringing her body down on top of his, so caught up in the sensation of having her cock inside him that he could only consider the singular stabbing presence that seem to split him apart.

Now Dana was sprawled on top of him, her weight pressing Jerry down into the duvet even as her legs entwined around his, her hands reaching out to hold her husband's helpless as she whispered in his ear. "You belong to me now", Dana purred, wickedly shifting her hips to elicit a moan of acknowledgement - no more than the slightest of movements on her part, but more than enough to make Jerry know how she held him in her power.

For an agonising moment, she pressed her pelvis against his posterior even more forcefully, such that Jerry might have felt the base of her strap-on bearing down on his buttocks were it not for how the sex toy's impossibly long, thick shaft was sticking so grievously into him, piercing him so profoundly that the swollen silicone seemed like a second spine. Struggling to escape its excruciating imposition, the feminized man found himself unable to do more than moan once more, with his wife pinning him powerlessly in place as he floundered for a few seconds before falling still.

Only after Jerry had shown his complete surrender by lying limp did Dana allow him a brief respite, pulling her phallus out partially as she once again whispered in his ear. "How does it feel to have my cock in you?", she enquired, not giving her husband a chance to respond before she was slowly pushing her strap-on into him for a second time. "Does it feel good for you too?", Dana wondered wickedly, wiggling her hips as she drove her dildo home devilishly.

Its unrelenting incursion seemed to the man whom it pinned to the mattress as though it was pressing his own organ even more painfully against the walls of its prison, with the eternal erection of his wife's strap-on mocking Jerry's manhood as his chastity device prevented him from following suit. Were it not for the impenetrable plastic, he would surely be as hard as the cock that his wife had impaled him on - as it was, his frustrated flesh felt fit to burst as it strained against the shell that stopped it stiffening still further, its swelling mirroring the strap-on stretching him on the other side.

Again Dana withdrew slightly, only to push back in again a few seconds later. Her satisfied sigh as she did so left Jerry in little doubt as to her sexual arousal even as he struggled with his own, with Dana's head so close to his that he couldn't help but be aware of her breathing as she again ground her groin against his buttocks. Soon she was repeating the pattern once more, adopting a rhythm that saw her pull out and push in, pull out and push in - slowly at first, but gradually becoming quicker, leaving Jerry less and less time to recover from one intimate incursion before he was facing the next.

Powerlessly pinned down on the duvet, he could only lie there in his lingerie and allow his wife to demonstrate her dominance, Dana's dildo deepening his submission with every thrust she delivered. His moans and hers came together in a chorus, accompanied by a constant backing of slurping silicone and slapping skin as she slid her strap-on into him again and again.

The constant onslaught was so overwhelming that he was soon gasping for breath, moaning deliriously even as his wife purred with pleasure on top of him. As the tidal waves of sensation continued to wash over him, however, Jerry slowly found himself starting to anticipate them, to accept them - even to enjoy them. The initial pain of penetration had long since faded, leaving him feeling a fullness that pulsed inside him as Dana worked her hips back and forth.

Jerry was so intimately in tune with what his wife was doing that he found himself aware of the subtlest of irregularities - whether in the way Dana was driving her dildo home a little harder or how her rhythm was becoming more erratic. The short, fast gasps in his ear told him that his wife was coming close to the edge of climax, with the thought that Dana was going to come from having her cock in him serving to fuel Jerry's own sexual frustration as he continued to surrender his body to her.

How could he do anything other than allow himself to be used for her pleasure when she was holding him so helpless, his own penis trapped in plastic that seemed to press as hard against his flesh as the silicone stretching his insides? With his wife's weight driving into his rear as she had her wicked way with him, Jerry's submission was assured - a fact that seemed to turn on Dana as much as the man she had at her mercy as she pushed her cock into him ever more frantically, slapping her groin against his buttocks as she sought satisfaction.

Lying beneath her, Jerry desperately desired an orgasm of his own, but the climax that was coming to a crescendo on top of him was something that he was denied himself as his wife's body went into spasm, Dana shuddering for a few seconds before falling still. With her breathing now becoming a series of long, satisfied sighs, her hold on her husband's hands had fallen away, but Dana's cock still remained stuck in Jerry as she snuggled close to him.

Pinned in place as much as when his wife had been more actively penetrating him, the feminized man found himself listening to her happy purrs, feeling a certain pleasure despite his continuing frustration. His earlier anxiety had evaporated entirely, leaving him with the sublime sense of having surrendered his body completely to the woman he loved - something he knew he would feel whenever he subsequently submitted to her cock, as he surely would in future.

* * *

As the regular wearer of a chastity device, giving his wife an orgasm without receiving one of his own was something that Jerry had become used to, but he still let out a slightly disappointed sigh when Dana slipped her strap-on out of him. Rolling over as his wife sat up on the bed behind him, Jerry found himself looking wistfully at the cruel contraption that kept his cock captive, its clear plastic making no secret of the organ still suffering inside.

The plight of Jerry's penis caught Dana's eye as she looked down at the lingerie wearing man lying before her. "Would you like me to unlock that?", she enquired with a mischievous grin, not accepting her husband's eager eyes as an answer but making him nod furiously before she went on. "You'll have to have my cock in you, of course", she told him in a matter of fact tone of voice. "Is that what you want? More of my cock in your ass?", Dana asked with amusement.

Once again, Jerry was obliged to nod, albeit more sheepishly this time. "Go get your panties then, while I find your key", Dana directed. Her instruction seemed strange to the man now clambering off the bed, but Jerry was hardly going to ask questions when the possibility of his cock being unlocked was on the line. Soon he stood clutching his cast-off white satin while his wife returned with the all important key to his chastity device, Dana's crotch still augmented by the silicone cock as she bent down to insert the tiny sliver of metal into the padlock that had hitherto prevented all access to her husband's penis.

Doing his best to stand perfectly still despite how his stiletto heels and pounding heart conspired together to make him wobble, Jerry remained a passive participant in proceedings as his wife took the plastic apart. No sooner had Dana removed the stifling shell, however, than her husband's manhood was stretching to salute her. Unfurling to a length that would have been impossible only moments before, Jerry's cock sought to make up for lost time, swiftly stiffening until it resembled a rod of steel sticking out incongruously between the silky white elastic of his suspender straps.

Taking the panties that Jerry had been clutching from him, Dana now had her husband face away from her, heightening his vulnerability even before she brought her strap-on close to his buttocks. Guiding the tip of the silicone shaft between Jerry's cheeks, Dana had soon brought its bulbous end to rest upon his sphincter once more, but this time she made it clear that she expected him to do more than merely accept her cock. "Back yourself onto it", Dana directed, standing still so that her husband had to impale himself.

As Jerry hesitantly eased himself back onto the plastic phallus, he was relieved to find none of the painful pressure he had felt the first time, with the dildo's length slipping effortlessly into his already lubricated hole. Soon he was once again speared on his wife's shaft, but now Dana did nothing to move her monstrous appendage, instead seeming content simply to reach a hand around in front of her husband. "I'll just hold these here", she declared, putting the satin panties just out of reach of Jerry's penis. "The rest is up to you".

It took the feminized man a few moments to figure out his wife's meaning, but soon Jerry understood what he had to do. Thrusting his hips forward to feel the touch of soft satin came at the cost of the cock inside him sliding across his sphincter again, but so welcome was sensation of the silky fabric caressing his tender tip that Jerry didn't care, already pressing himself back on the plastic penis so he could masturbate with the luxurious material some more.

Soon Jerry was humping his previously discarded panties with abandon, riding his wife's strap-on so enthusiastically that Dana couldn't help but comment. "You're not so shy now, are you, my pretty little cocksucker?", she teased as her husband desperately sought satisfaction, Jerry bucking frantically back and forth as he began to feel the sperm starting to boil in his balls. He was only seconds away from staining the once spotless white satin, soon to be shooting his load as a reward for his submission, but his wife's cock would remain hard even after his now mighty manhood had wilted away - a fact that the couple would be sure to enjoy on subsequent occasions!




Pegged at the Party

Kneeling by the side of the sofa, Alex was acutely aware of how aroused he was as he massaged his girlfriend's feet. It was as though the tension that he was easing away from Amy's stocking-clad soles was being transferred straight to the torturous swelling between his legs, with the thumbs that were kneading her hosiery somehow squeezing his stiffness at the same time. Thwarted by plastic, Alex's dick could never be more than a source of discomfort as he showed his devotion to his girlfriend, but that didn't stop the frustrated flesh from staying at the forefront of his consciousness as he fondled her feet.

"Mmm! That feels nice!", Amy purred. The continuation of the beeps and blips she was eliciting from her phone made it clear that this was merely a casual comment rather than a call for conversation, with the woman whose body was sprawled across the sofa still facing away from Alex as she spoke. Carelessly bending her knee as she shifted on the cushions, she left her boyfriend little choice but to stretch forward as he sought to follow her feet, with his awkward pose being of no concern to her when there was gossip to catch up with.

Alex's new position made it all too easy for his eyes to wander, with his gaze soon falling off Amy's feet as he followed the course of her stockings up towards her thighs. The deeper bands of black that served to hold up her hosiery were simple yet sensuous, sharply contrasting with the pale skin that soon curved to become the two plump, round mounds of his girlfriend's buttocks. The latter were only partially covered by Amy's lacy panties, whose floral filigree disappeared into the same cleft that Alex's eyes were drawn as he struggled with the effects of wearing similarly snug underwear himself.

Every twinge of excitement elicited by sight of his girlfriend lying there in her lingerie saw Alex's own thong chide him for being turned on, subtly yet surely scolding him whenever the straining of his stiffness was enough to tug the tight fabric. The provocative hot pink that barely covered his buttocks would leave no-one looking at it in any doubt as to his role in the couple's relationship, but the lurid lace hid another, more secret, submission. Not only did such skimpy panties mark Alex as a man who had surrendered his sex by wearing the underwear of a woman, it also held in place a plug that pressed home still harder whenever his captive cock sought to assert itself - something that was impossible to avoid when Amy was displaying her body so devilishly.

Had his girlfriend merely wanted a foot rub, she needn't have taken off her skirt and blouse. Alex would have been more than happy to oblige had Amy simply slipped off her heels, taking great satisfaction in helping her unwind after work even without the extra motivation that now asserted itself over his manhood. He knew that her job as a shop assistant in an upmarket boutique saw her having to stand for hours every day, something that naturally called for the skills that Alex had with his hands - skills that had developed as the couple's physical relationship had deepened. Even when they had been dating at college the year before, Amy had had him massage shoulders stiff from being hunched over piles of history books, but these days, it was more often her feet that Alex found himself attending to when he called around at her apartment.

On this occasion, however, Amy obviously wanted more from him than a mere massage. Earlier, she had sat back on the sofa and watched with amusement as Alex had dutifully stripped down to his panties, waiting until her boyfriend's other clothes were no more than a pile on a nearby chair before directing him to wiggle his way out of the hot pink lace as well - something that was easier said than done considering the tendency of what was inside to snag upon the snug fabric. Smirking as Alex sheepishly revealed the lump of black plastic that had remained locked around his cock since she'd last seen him, Amy had then taken the time to inspect her property more fully, lifting and twisting the prison that obscured his penis's plight so as to make her boyfriend wince.

Even after she'd let the little package fall back between his legs, Amy hadn't finished having her fun with Alex. With his arousal already agonising, he had found himself being told to turn and touch his toes, knowing exactly what was in store for him as he looked down at the bundle of blindingly bright lace that his thong had become around his ankles. Sure enough, his girlfriend was soon pushing an uncomfortably thick plug between his buttocks, pressing it deeper and deeper as she demonstrated her complete dominance over him. "There! We don't want you forgetting your place, now, do we, panty boy?", Amy had teased as she eased the last of the lubricated silicone past Alex's well-stretched sphincter. "It's the big purple one, in case you were wondering".

"Now pull your panties up and see to my feet", she had added more sternly, her words having inflamed Alex's stiffness still further as he had hurriedly done as he was told. By the time he was helping his girlfriend out of her heels, both plug and prison were held in place by hot pink lace once more, seeing Alex suffering on both sides as he'd prepared to pamper Amy - only to discover she had different ideas. He'd been all set to kneel in front of his girlfriend, looking forward to feeling her toes teasing him from time to time as he tended to her feet, when Amy had stood up and begun to strip off herself. Soon her skirt and blouse had been carelessly tossed on top of her boyfriend's clothes, leaving them both wearing nothing but lingerie as she picked up her phone and unceremoniously sprawled herself across the sofa.

"You don't mind getting down to business while I catch up with what's been going on with the girls?", Amy had asked, already turning her attention to the device in her hands. With his answer taken for granted, Alex had had little choice but to adopt a submissive position by the side of the sofa, feeling the buttplug shift inside him as he set to work on the feet that Amy had casually dangled over the arm of the chair. Initially hot and sweaty after having been stuck in stockings and heels all day, his girlfriend's hosiery-clad feet had gradually become more relaxed, but despite Alex's devotions, he hadn't seen more than Amy's back as he eased the tension from her soles.

His girlfriend remained facing away from him as he turned his attention to tenderly massaging her toes, forcing Alex to content himself with the lines of black that ran over her back. Amy's bra straps were the only hint he had of the breasts that she was pressing into the sofa, with the cushions beneath her receiving the reward that should have been his as she rubbed up against them.

Nevertheless, the sight was enough to add to Alex's arousal as he drank in the little details of Amy's intimate attire - whether the clasp that was begging to be unhooked as it held her bra so tightly closed as to pull in her skin beneath its band, or the sliders on the straps that Alex longed to slip from her shoulders as a prelude to an even more intimate massage. Nor was that the only association that sprang to mind as he stared at the silky blackness, feeling for a moment the memory of similar garments holding his own body in their womanly grasp.

Tearing his gaze away from the inky elastic, Alex tried to concentrate on the task at hand, but even Amy's feet served to add to his suffering as he looked down at what he was doing. The smoky nylon that stretched so sensuously across the arch of her sole was reinforced around her toes, but the deeper black only slightly disguised the bright red nails that occasionally flashed up at him when his girlfriend flexed her feet.

Sliding his hands over the silky hosiery, Alex found himself fantasising about being allowed to shoot his load over Amy's stockings, feeling the pressure in his penis becoming ever more unbearable as he pondered the impossible. Were it not for the impenetrable plastic locked around his cock, it would take only the slightest touch of her toes to see him release his pent-up passion, showering the feet he was worshipping with a tribute of hot, sticky sperm.

Instead, Alex's chastity device allowed only a continuous trickle of pre-cum to drip out of its inadequate opening - nowhere near enough to relieve the backlog in the frustrated man's balls, but still sufficient to soak shamefully into the lace of his panties. Were Amy to look away from her phone, she would be sure to smirk at the growing damp spot that disgraced her boyfriend's garish groin - as it was, she saved him such humiliation only by her disregard for his discomfort, apparently so caught up in catching up with her friends as to be completely unaware of how she was making him suffer.

Was that really the case, or was she secretly savouring her sense of control over the man she had pantied and plugged? Every time Amy shifted her body, Alex couldn't help wondering whether she was doing so deliberately to tease him or merely making herself more comfortable, with the slightest wiggle of her buttocks making him want to hump them even with his cock still caged. Could he climax from rubbing the cruel contraption up and down her crack? It was something he would never know, but that didn't stop Alex from longing to try.

"You're not doing anything on Friday night, are you?", Amy asked, suddenly derailing her boyfriend's indecent train of thought. She hadn't looked up from the phone in her hands, continuing to make it beep as she awaited an answer. "I don't think so", Alex said cautiously, knowing that even if he had had plans, he would be expected to cancel them in favour of whatever his girlfriend was about to propose. "Then we're going to a party!", Amy said brightly, sitting up on her elbows as she went on. "You remember Katie? Her guy's doing the DJing at some student thing and she wants some company. It'd be good to catch up with one of the old gang, don't you think?". Alex nodded, belatedly adding a more verbal acknowledgement as he realised his girlfriend wouldn't have seen him.

"We've not been to a good bash for a bit", he said nostalgically, his memories of the couple's student antics coming flooding back for a few moments before being cut short by more mature concerns. "You don't have to go to work the next day?", Alex asked anxiously, feeling glad that his own employment didn't make quite such unreasonable demands as his girlfriend's job sometimes did.

"Not this weekend, no!", Amy laughed, suddenly surprising her boyfriend by twisting her legs around so as to free her feet from his hands, then continuing to rotate until she was lying on her back. In doing so, she put on show the hitherto hidden side of her lingerie, seeing Alex torn between staring at the curving cups of her bra and the subtler contours of her suggestively snug panties.

Taken aback by such an unexpected turn of events, Alex could only watch agog as Amy stretched out her stocking-clad legs towards him, his girlfriend bringing her nylon covered feet to rest on the rather more pronounced bulge in his own intimate attire. The discomfort of his chastity device was made all the more torturous for how his girlfriend's toes now carelessly waggled the plastic through the provocative pink lace, but despite the way Amy once again made Alex wince by playing with his imprisoned penis, it was clear that her thoughts remained elsewhere. "I'll just give Katie a call to confirm that we're coming", she declared, returning her attention to her phone.

Even as she dialled her friend's number, however, she continued to toy with the man she had at her mercy, working her toes underneath the frilly hem of Alex's underwear so as to tease his testicles. Harder now than ever, the gentle jostling that Amy delivered with her feet drove Alex to distraction, making it difficult for him to follow even the half of the conversation he could hear. Nevertheless, it was clear that his girlfriend was doing more than confirming arrangements, with Amy clearly catching up on gossip as she continued to treat his manhood as no more than an idle plaything for her toes.

Biting his lip, Alex struggled to keep his moans to a low whimper, knowing that any louder expression of frustration would be heard by the woman on the other end of the line. That was easier said than done when Amy seemed to delight in seeing how much of her feet she could slip inside his panties, worming her toes up inside the pink lace. Their presence not only made the unladylike bulge in the bright fabric even bigger as she continued to chat with her friend, but caused the back of Alex's thong to press even more firmly on the buttplug that assaulted his behind as he tried to stay still.

Such treatment would have been torment for a man confined to a chastity device even if Amy had been fully clothed, but the sight of her lying on the sofa in sexy lingerie made matters even worse for him. Were it not for the discomfort in his dick, Alex could happily have lost himself in his girlfriend's beautiful body, with her feminine charms being perfectly presented in sultry black lace.

As it was, her arousing apparel was impossible for him to get away from, with Amy keeping her boyfriend's attention firmly focused on her intimate attire by casually fussing with its frills. From repositioning her bra straps on her shoulders to running her free hand underneath the tops of her stockings to stretch the clinging nylon away from her skin, her carefree actions might as well have been calculated to inflame Alex's arousal still further, despite how she was treating him as no more than a footrest while she chatted.

After what seemed like a forever of frustration, Alex could take it no more. Was it the way in which Amy had slipped her hand inside her own panties as though to play with her sex as well as his that finally tipped the balance, or the mischievous smile she gave him that suggested she knew exactly how she was making him suffer as she continued to converse with her phone? Either way, it was more than any man could be expected to bear - especially a man who had been kept on edge for an eternity, his excitement now having made the panties that Amy's toes were still kneading sopping wet. Every stifled spasm of his cock reminded Alex of how she owned it, the crushing pressure of the plastic that punished his penis accompanied by a similarly imposing presence in his behind as the bulky buttplug stopped his sphincter from instinctively tightening.

Alex knew he couldn't come, not without Amy's say-so, but he could certainly moan. Only his fear of being heard by her friend had held him back so far, but such reserve had been gradually stripped away by her continued groping of his groin until nothing could stop him from letting out the low groan of an animal in distress. It was a utterance that did nothing to relieve the desperate need for release he felt, but one that was immediately picked up by his girlfriend all the same. "I'm going to have to go, Katie. Alex's pestering me for sex", Amy told her phone shamelessly, her throwaway comment making her boyfriend's face flush far more than being pantied and plugged as he struggled to make out the response. Whatever the woman on the other end of the line had to say was enough to make Amy laugh. "I'll tell him that", she promised. "See you Friday".

With that, Amy was wrapping up the call, putting the phone down beside her on the sofa before turning to her boyfriend. "Katie says you're a pervert", she said sternly, pressing her feet uncomfortably firmly into Alex's groin for a moment before adopting a lighter tone. "But you're my kind of pervert, and I wouldn't have you any other way", she grinned, now sitting up on the cushions. "Why don't you take off those panties you've made such a mess of and then you can show me how much you love my stockings? They need washing anyway", Amy declared, leaving Alex in no doubt as to what she had in mind. The awkward spasm that her suggestion elicited in his manhood would not be the last of the evening, with some of those that would follow proving far more enjoyable!

* * *

"bp & bpbp p bb", the text message read cryptically. Anyone else receiving it might have thought that the sender had merely mashed the keys on their phone, but to Alex the strange series of symbols made perfect sense. Indeed, they were enough to summon an uncomfortable stiffening beneath his trousers as he considered what he would have to do when he got home from work. "bp & bpbp p bb" or, to decipher Amy's instructions, "black panties and big pink buttplug, please baby" - pink, because the big purple one was at her apartment. Living apart saw the couple's collection of sex toys split between his place and hers, although Alex often found himself intimately transporting items between the two camps, as well as having quite a stash of lingerie in Amy's bedroom.

The thought that his girlfriend was taking charge even when she wasn't there to enforce her commands caused Alex's penis to swell painfully again a few hours later. Standing in front of his chest of drawers, he was naked save for the ever-present shell that obscured his inflamed organ, the opaque plastic preventing him from seeing the suffering stiffness inside. As he rummaged through the assortment of feminine frillies that accompanied his socks, Alex tried to put both his chastity device and the buttplug that awaited him to the back of his mind, but it was hard to ignore the bulbous pink plastic that he'd put on top of the dresser a few minutes earlier.

Conscious of its colour in the corner of his eye, he found himself wondering whether he shouldn't have inserted it first, but he knew he would have to suffer the severely shaped silicone for long enough that evening without surrendering to its intrusion early. Amy was taking him to a party, after all, his girlfriend planning on dancing the night away while ensuring that he stayed on his best behaviour into the small hours by means of such secret submission.

Pulling out a pair of black lace panties that weren't all that dissimilar to the ones Amy had worn a couple of days before, Alex knew he couldn't delay the inevitable any more. He had already chosen clothing with which to cover such intimate attire - a pair of black jeans thick enough to hide any panty lines, along with an unremarkable dark T-shirt and nondescript jacket that hopefully wouldn't seem too out of place no matter what kind of music was being played.

Had there been a specific dress code, Amy would surely have specified more than just what she expected from him in the way of underwear, but her friend Katie hardly struck Alex as the type to be into anything too hardcore - unless she had changed radically since college. No, it was not what Alex would be wearing on top that worried him as he deposited the scrap of frilly black lace on top of his other clothes, wishing that Amy was there in person to plug him.

His girlfriend wouldn't hesitate to have him bend over and spread his buttocks for her, Amy's hold on his cock seeing him comply even without her taking his chastity device in her hand and giving it a sharp tug to motivate him. Adopting such a submissive position would see Alex having to do nothing more than grit his teeth as Amy slowly but surely pressed the buttplug deep inside him, with his girlfriend disregarding his quiet moans as she made sure he knew his place.


In her absence, Alex would have to do it all himself - from slathering the obscene silicone with slippery lubricant to summoning the courage to push it past his sphincter, having to overcome his body's natural reluctance to accept such an alien presence rather than relying on Amy to take care of things for him. No wonder he was putting it off, struggling even to pick up the pink plastic that he knew sooner or later he would have to penetrate himself with.

The sudden shrill tones of Alex's phone gave the almost naked man another excuse not to have to deal with such difficulties just yet, but any respite its ringing might have offered him was short-lived as he answered to discover his girlfriend on the other end of the line. "BP?", Amy asked, not bothering with niceties as she cut straight to the chase. "On my bed. I've just got out of the shower", Alex replied, half truthfully.

"I see", Amy said sceptically. "And BPBP?". "I was just about to", Alex replied with similar honestly. He wondered whether his girlfriend's use of the same cryptic code as before meant she was still at work, but Amy's next comment made it clear she wasn't worried about company. "I want that plug in your ass right now, panty boy", she insisted, her explicit language having an immediate effect on Alex's cock as she continued. "Stay on the line so I can hear you moan like you always do".

Cradling his phone in the crick of his neck, Alex hesitantly reached out for what was on top of the dresser, all the while finding himself taunted by the slightly distorted voice coming through the speaker by his ear. "You'll want lots of lube as it's going to be a long night", Amy told him superfluously, unable to see how Alex was already squeezing a generous quantity of goo along the length of the lurid silicone.

Even as he started to smear the cool jelly around the surface of the sex toy, she continued to distract him with her devilish words. "We're going to be dancing, you know, which means you're really going to feel that plug in you, pressing inside your panties as you move to the music". Amy paused to let the provocative picture she was painting really sink in before asking severely. "Are you pushing it in yet?".

"I'm just about to", Alex prevaricated, not daring to tell Amy that the buttplug was still some distance from his behind. Spurred on by her insistent urging, however, he was soon stretching his legs awkwardly apart, bringing the bulbous plastic up towards his buttocks with distinct trepidation. As he pushed the bloated object in between his cheeks, he could feel its cold, wet coating leaving a slimy trail in its wake, but that was nothing compared to when the tip of the slippery silicone started to tickle his sphincter - an intrusion so intimate as to make Alex draw back for a moment before pressing on. With Amy having fallen into an expectant silence, there was nothing he could do but to prove himself to her, pushing on the plug until his reluctant opening relented.

Despite gritting his teeth, Alex was unable to keep himself from letting out an anguished gasp as the silicone finally began to enter his back passage. "That's it! All the way in!", Amy encouraged, waiting until her boyfriend had groaned again before going on. "Do you know what the best bit about tonight is going to be?", she wondered idly, ignoring the agonised noises that Alex was making in favour of answering her own question.

"No-one else is going to know! That big pink buttplug you'll have stuck inside you will be our little secret, just like those sexy panties you'll be wearing to hold it in place. Thinking about it filling you while we dance the night away is making me moist already", Amy drawled, now letting out a little moan of her own. "In fact, forget dancing. How about we find ourselves a cosy little corner and really have a good time? I'm sure no-one there would care".

The seductive voice paused to savour the thought before becoming stern again. "Push that plug in place, panty boy", Amy commanded, making Alex grimace as he sought to comply. The constant pressure he was applying to the base of the buttplug saw its tip burrow ever deeper inside him, stretching his sphincter wider and wider as his body grudgingly accommodated the bulging silicone.

He couldn't even be halfway there yet, but already Alex felt impossibly full, with the unnatural presence in his behind conspiring with Amy's suggestive words to create an intolerable swelling on the other side of his body - one which he couldn't see as he looked down at the black plastic between his legs, but could certainly feel as his girlfriend stressed his submission to her still further.

"I don't want you forgetting that you're mine tonight", Amy told Alex, as though that could ever be a possibility considering the control she held over him. "At something like this, there's bound to be loads of cute college girls. Getting all hot and sweaty in their skimpy dresses, boobs bouncing around for all the boys to see. Some might even dance right beside you, but I want you to remember who you belong to. Do you think you can do that?", she asked sternly, receiving only a moan for an answer as Alex continued to push on the plug. At that moment, he couldn't think of anyone other than Amy, her words drilling into his brain as devastatingly as the buttplug she was having him drive into his body even as her hold over his cock exerted itself ever more strongly.

Over the grunts and groans of her boyfriend, Amy continued to urge him on. "That's right, push it in for me. Nice and deep. It's going to feel so good when you've finally taken it all. Stretching you in secret. I can't think of anything more submissive than for a man to have to have something like that stuck up him. Well, except perhaps that little black thing you wear for me. I bet you're really feeling that right now, aren't you? All squashed up inside. You're going to be so hard when I unlock you later, I just know you're going to come buckets. Just like over my stockings the other day", Amy giggled.

The strand of stringy pre-cum that was slowly stretching down from the opening in Alex's chastity device was testament to that, showing just how excited he was despite the shameful situation he found himself in. Phone in one hand, plug in the other, the lump of black plastic locked around his cock twitching from time to time as the organ inside strained against its confines, and all the while Amy insisting that he surrender still more.

Little by little, Alex worked the buttplug deep inside him, gradually reducing the distance between its base and his buttocks. The silicone that had once only widened was now gradually tapering the other way, becoming slightly easier for his sphincter to accept even as its bulk bloated his insides. Still gritting his teeth, Alex forced himself to continue to the bitter end, keeping up the pressure on the plug until finally his body sucked the last of its length in with a loud squelch. Now, as he felt between his buttocks with his fingers, Alex found only a slight ridge where the flanged end of the silicone sat snugly against his crevice, with the rest of the buttplug making its presence known even more intimately to the man unable to ignore its intrusion.

"It's in", Alex told the phone after catching his breath, already wiggling his behind in a futile attempt to make the anal invader more comfortable. No matter how he moved, however, his efforts only seemed to drive the plug in deeper, with the way in which the silicone felt like it was starting to swell distracting him even as Amy praised him for his perseverance.

"Good boy! I knew you could do it!", his girlfriend declared, allowing Alex a brief moment of satisfaction before she was driving him on again. "Now get yourself pantied and I'll see you at my place. Don't be late", she added sternly. "I want to check that you're properly dressed before Katie comes round". With that, Amy abruptly hung up, leaving her boyfriend to turn to the black lace she had been referring to, Alex still struggling to come to terms with the buttplug that the frilly panties would help hold in place.

* * *

Amy had spoken of girls wearing skimpy dresses, but even so, Alex wasn't prepared for the outfit that his girlfriend opened the door in. What little there was of the electric blue fabric followed her figure like liquid, with the striking material omitting Amy's shoulders in favour of starting at a strapless bodice that was cut so as to accentuate her cleavage. Clinging to her waist as closely as it did to her chest, the dress hugged Amy all the way down to her hips before flaring out into a skirt that had no sooner reached the tops of her thighs before it abruptly stopped.

The contrast between the bright blue dress and the bare skin beneath was breathtaking, with the colour only returning around Amy's ankles where a pair of strappy stilettos were fastened - footwear that took the man standing on her doorstep a few moment to notice, Alex being too caught up in the feminine curves that his girlfriend was flaunting. Even without her friend on the guest list, she wouldn't have been refused entry at wherever they were going that evening, the dress putting Alex's own jacket and jeans to shame.

"Wow! You look amazing!", Alex declared, his mouth having dropped open at the sight. Holding the door to her apartment, Amy took such praise in her stride, casting a critical eye at her boyfriend's clothing. "And you? Are you properly dressed?", she enquired sternly as Alex crossed the threshold, Amy no sooner having closed the door behind them than she was pressing herself upon him.

Engulfed in an embrace that saw his girlfriend grind her groin against his even as she wrapped her arms around him, Alex found himself powerless to protest as Amy's tongue invaded his mouth, her breasts pressing against his chest as she sought to steal his breath away. Anyone spying on the couple might have thought the woman in blue was merely expressing her affection for her boyfriend in the most amorous of ways, but Alex, feeling his girlfriend's fondling fingers slip down his back towards his buttocks, knew otherwise.

Already, Amy would be seeking out his panty line, searching for the almost imperceptible ridge that the frilly black lace left around his hips. She didn't need to check for his chastity device, with its awkward protrusion already all too apparent to the man who found it now painfully pushed against his pelvis. His girlfriend would also be aware of its presence thanks to the undeniable lump pressing through his trousers, but she wouldn't have to suffer the excruciating arousal he felt as she continued to crush her crotch into his. Still pulling him close to her, Amy was now cupping his cheeks in her hands, her fingertips naturally falling into the crack between Alex's buttocks as she squeezed the soft flesh salaciously before going further.

The thick material of Alex's jeans offered surprisingly little protection from his girlfriend's probing as Amy started to slide her fingers down his crevice. There was no doubt what she was hunting for, with the instinctive flinch she elicited from her boyfriend as she pushed down on the base of his buttplug letting her know that she'd found it. Any gasp Alex might have made was lost in the mouth still pressed against his, but that didn't stop him from squirming as Amy continued to stress the presence of the plug.

Helpless in her clutches, he felt his submission from all sides as his girlfriend held him pinned between plastic and silicone, her passionate kiss intensifying for a few impossibly intense moments before Amy finally broke away. "Good boy!", she purred, standing back to put a little distance between them. Even though she wasn't pressing her body against his any more, Amy still exerted her power over Alex, now going onto to unbuckle her boyfriend's belt.

There was nothing Alex could do but to watch his trousers fall away, with the hem of his T-shirt failing to hide the incriminating floral whirls of what he wearing beneath even before Amy had set about lifting it up. Soon the black lace of his panties was openly on display, bringing a smile to his girlfriend's face as she slid a hand over where a deeper darkness stretched the feminine underwear to a disgraceful degree.

Amy swiftly homed in on the damp spot emphasising the bottom of the blacker bulge, taking hold of Alex's chastity device through his panties and giving the plastic contraption a gentle waggle. The slight movement was enough to summon a rattle from the lock that secured the devilish device, as well as provoke a low moan from the man who felt his penis instinctively respond to Amy's intimate touch even though an impenetrable barrier separated his flesh from hers.

As he looked down at the plight of his imprisoned organ, Alex couldn't help but be aware of the bright blue fabric that filled the other half of his field of vision, with Amy's seductive outfit only adding to his dick's distress as it strained against the shell surrounding it. "Very sexy!", Amy said sultrily, taking a step closer as she continued to caress her boyfriend's encased cock.

For a moment, Alex found himself staring down at her cleavage, losing himself in Amy's perfectly presented bust before a swift tug to his testicles brought him back to his senses. "But we're going partying, so you really should be wearing stockings as well", his girlfriend said sternly, her logic escaping the man whom she still had at her mercy, especially when she herself appeared to be wearing nothing in the way of hosiery. "Who knows, some sexy nylons might help you get lucky tonight!".

Without releasing her clutch on Alex's crotch, Amy turned and headed off down the hallway. Hampered by having his trousers around his ankles, Alex had no choice but to shuffle awkwardly after her, his discomfort heightened by the sight of Amy's skirt bouncing gently around her buttocks as she strode along on her stilettos.

Bringing him to a stop in her bedroom, his girlfriend was soon brandishing what was unmistakably a suspender belt - one which, although not a perfect match for Alex's panties, would serve well enough to feminized him further. "Katie will be here any moment now, so you'd better hurry", Amy suggested casually, idly causing the suspender belt's straps and clasps to bounce around as she watched her boyfriend struggle to shed his shoes. "Unless you want her to watch you getting changed? She already thinks you're a pervert", she teased.

Despite the constant distraction of Amy fussing with the frilly lace and the thought of having to spend the night wearing stockings as well as everything else, Alex somehow managed to step out of his trousers and was soon watching helplessly while his girlfriend wrapped the suspender belt around his waist. Holding the hem of his T-shirt up to allow her to fasten it behind his back, he couldn't prevent his cock from throbbing painfully in his chastity device, with the pressure in the plastic growing even more intense as he sat down to allow Amy to roll the first of the silky nylons up one of his legs.

"You made such a mess of mine the other day that I thought you might like to wear some of your own", she explained as she stretched the smoky hosiery towards the top of his thigh. "Don't worry, I'm not going to let yours get splattered with sperm any time soon", Amy laughed, tapping the plastic through Alex's panties to make it clear what she meant even as the memories she was bringing back served to stress his manhood's frustration still further.

Amy was fastening the last of her boyfriend's suspender straps to the top of his stockings when a series of melodious tones caused her to look up from the deep lace top she had stretched up to meet the metal and rubber clasp."That'll be Katie", she said as she clipped the two together, no sooner having done so than she was standing to go and answer the door. As Alex hurriedly scrambled for his trousers, his girlfriend called to him over her shoulder. "Remember, best behaviour, panty boy. Be good, and I'll see that you get some tonight".

* * *

"I didn't realise this was going to be in someone's house!", Amy exclaimed as she stepped out of the taxi, joining both her boyfriend and her friend in staring at the building they had been dropped off in front of. "Well, it's not really someone's house", Katie told her, "more like communal accommodation". That made sense, Alex thought, playing no more than a passive part in the conversation as he clutched the crate of beer Amy had bought along the way.

Considering the antisocial amount of both sound and light blaring out from the ornate architecture, together with how the imposing house was situated in the city's student quarter, Alex was left in no doubt as to the kind of people who would be living there, something that Katie's next comment confirmed. "Some of the girls who live here are members of the same club or something, Rick said, but I wasn't really listening. He does tend to drone on about his DJing sometimes", she sighed, earning herself a laugh from Amy. "Men! What can you do with them?", she asked rhetorically. Alex decided it better to stay silent.

Soon the feminized man was following the two friends towards the door of the house, finding his eyes torn between the electric blue of his girlfriend's dress and the slinky scarlet of her friend's sequin-encrusted skirt as they strutted off in their stilettos clutching colour-coordinated handbags. It wasn't long before he was even more spoiled for choice, crossing the threshold of the building to find further girls in figure-hugging outfits.

Had his manly instincts not been held in check by the contraption locked around his cock, Alex would surely have drunk his fill of their feminine charms, his eyes flitting from cleavage to butt as he savoured the often shameless display of flesh. As it was, he found himself having to avert his gaze or suffer the consequences of unauthorised arousal, acutely conscious of the invisible leash that Amy had him on as he followed her further inside the house.

The dull beat that had greeted them from the street grew louder as he did so, with the air heavy with the smell of sweat and alcohol - something that didn't seem to bother the small groups of girls and guys hanging around the hallway. Alex found himself glad that he had the excuse of carrying the crate of beer to avoid having to make conversation, feeling sure that people were staring at him as he passed.

How could they not be when his stockings felt so obvious, their nylon stretching sensuously across his skin with every step he took? It had been hard enough to hide his humiliation when there was just Katie to contend with, but now there were attractive girls everywhere he looked - girls whose slightly tipsy smiles and laughs seemed more like smirks and sniggers as they saw straight through his trousers to what was underneath.

It wasn't just that he was wearing more in the way of hosiery than most of them, with only the occasional partygoer having opted for pantyhose on what was already proving to be a sweaty night. No, there was also the plug that seemed to worm its way deeper inside him as he walked, the penetrating presence that pressed into Alex's posterior proving impossible to escape thanks to how it was held in place by the thong of his tight panties. 

The combination of excitement and embarrassment at being so emasculated had already made the frilly lace of the latter uncomfortably wet at the front, with the pre-cum that was continuously oozing from Alex's cock pooling inside his chastity device before slowly seeping out to soak the flimsy fabric. Without the crate of beer to shield it, the feminized man feared he would have the most shameful of damp spots - one that would be seized upon by Katie as proof that he was a pervert, as well as earn him disgusted looks from other girls.

"Ooh, have you brought beer?", a busty blonde asked brightly, barely waiting for Alex to put the crate he was carrying down on a nearby table before she was helping herself to a bottle from it. Clearly a little worse for wear, the blonde had no sooner opened her beer than she was thrusting her barely covered chest in his face in lieu of a more formal introduction, causing Alex to desperately look to his girlfriend for help. "I see you're making friends already", Amy laughed, making it clear she was going to leave him to fend for himself. She didn't seem anywhere near as worried as Alex was about the woman now invading his personal space, already turning her back on her boyfriend. "Katie and I are just going to say hello to Rick", she told him. "Be good!".

* * *

By the time his girlfriend next caught up with him, Alex had not only managed to escape the blonde, but also explore the house a little. As well as the kitchen in which he had deposited the beer and the lounge which had been turned into an impromptu dance floor by means of some speakers and a set of decks, there were also a number of bedrooms - some open to anyone who cared to explore, others closed off with uninviting notices on their doors. As the evening drew into night and the tunes that continued to shake the walls slowly lessened in tempo, such rooms became refuge to those choosing to forsake dancing for more intimate activities, with few corners not having at least one couple kissing and cuddling, if not going further.

Alex had drunk enough beer to allow him to relax a little, even being able to enjoy dancing to the odd tune and chat with a number of people he vaguely knew from his time at college. Although he couldn't ever completely forget the plug that continued to press inside his panties or the chastity device that chided him whenever his thoughts got a little too carried away by a temptingly tight top or a suggestively short skirt, his secret submission proved surprisingly bearable. Indeed, Alex found his girlfriend's continued hold over him strangely reassuring, knowing that even in her absence, he would never leave the straight and narrow - no matter how enthusiastically other girls might flirt with him.

"So here you are!". The sound of Amy's voice brought her boyfriend back to the present, with Alex turning around to find her standing right behind him. The group of guys he'd been chatting with was swiftly forgotten in favour of the woman now bringing her hands up to his body, with Amy's amorous caress making it clear that she too had had her fair share of alcohol as she fondled Alex's chest through his T-shirt. "Having a good time?", she asked, stealing any answer her boyfriend might have made away from him with a passionate kiss.


"I am now!", Alex laughed when Amy finally let him up for air, his girlfriend's face remaining only a few inches in front of him as she pressed her body closer. "Been behaving yourself?", she enquired with a mischievous smile, once again grinding her groin against her boyfriend's in a manner that left him in no doubt as to her hold on his manhood. As if he could have done otherwise, Alex thought to himself, already feeling his frustrated flesh respond to the erotic atmosphere.

To the partygoers around them, they were just another couple getting passionate, no different to any of the others making out amidst the music, but the electricity sparking between them was enhanced by their shared secret - one that served to turn Alex on even more as Amy brought his hands down to brush his stocking tops through his trousers. "Well? Have you been a good boy?", she asked, making her boyfriend squirm as she sought out his suspender clasps. "You know I have!", Alex pleaded helplessly, feeling the chunky fasteners pressed against his flesh as his girlfriend stressed their presence.

As though taking his answer for granted, Amy abruptly turned away. "Come on, I need to use the bathroom", she declared shamelessly, and with that, she was leading her boyfriend off down the hallway. Left with no choice but to dutifully follow along, Alex knew how he must appear to anyone who happened to be watching them - a man being dragged off for sex by a woman who was determined not to let her date get away without satisfying her carnal desires. Any spectators wouldn't be able to see the hosiery that held him in her thrall, nor the plug that his panties pressed home with every step, but they could certainly draw their own conclusions from the bulge between Alex's legs - one that he was sure must show as he scurried after Amy, all too aware of the devilish device that continued to stifle his stiffness.

The sight of his girlfriend's scandalously short skirt did nothing to subdue such awkward arousal as Alex followed after her, his gaze gravitating to the electric blue fabric that bobbed around her buttocks as she swiftly strode off on her stilettos. Despite her high heels, Amy didn't slow the pace in the slightest as she led her boyfriend up the stairs, putting her barely covered rear even more provocatively on display as she ascended.

With his suspenders stretching taut over his own cheeks, Alex could only stare at how Amy's backside shifted from side to side, the handbag hanging from his girlfriend's shoulder adopting a similarly hypnotic rhythm as she headed on up. If she were to suddenly stop there and then, the man a couple of stairs down from her would happily press his face between her buttocks, showing his submission without care for who might see, so turned on was Alex - but Amy didn't let him stop for breath even when they finally made it to the landing.

Instead, she was making a beeline for the bathroom, no sooner having made sure that it was empty before she was dragging him inside. Only when the door was safely locked behind them did Amy turn her attentions to her boyfriend more directly, pressing him up against its wooden panel and beginning to unbuckle his belt. "Panties and plug, stockings and suspenders", she purred, her hands sliding over the aforementioned garments as Alex's trousers dropped down around his ankles.

Soon she had found the device that stretched the black lace, fondling its unfeeling plastic for a few seconds before seizing the contraption more firmly through the feminine underwear. "And all locked up for me!", Amy declared with delight, slowly pulling the package away from her boyfriend's body. In doing so, she added to the suffering of the organ inside, with Alex feeling his testicles pulled painfully against the ring that trapped them as his girlfriend went on. "You have no idea how wet that makes me", she declared lustfully.

Alex could only moan as Amy continued to molest his imprisoned manhood, with the woman who had him at her mercy now tormenting his dick by casually twisting the chastity device that contained it. "I've not been able to stop thinking about you", Amy admitted. "What you're wearing for me. What I want to do to you. And now I've got you all to myself", she grinned, giving the shell that clung so closely to Alex's cock a vigorous shake before finally releasing it.

"Take everything off save your stockings", Amy instructed in a sudden change of tone, now forsaking her boyfriend's frustration in order to rummage in her handbag. A few moments later, she was pulling out a blur of blackness - one that was flying towards Alex before he had chance to make sense of it. Only when the lacy bra had bounced off his chest and fallen at his feet was he able to recognise it for what it was, with the sudden appearance of such an unlikely garment causing him to momentarily forget the pain in his penis as Amy's shocking intentions became clear.

"You didn't think we were going to do it without you being properly dressed, did you?", his girlfriend asked wickedly, her words unable to stop Alex from continuing to stare at the cups and straps he knew he would soon feel on his chest until she commanded him more directly. "Pick it up and put it on, panty boy", she smirked, already reaching behind her back to unzip her own dress. The electric blue fabric fell away to reveal a similarly coloured strapless bra underneath, giving the still frozen Alex an indication of his own fate as Amy stepped out of the formerly figure-hugging material.

She was draping her dress over the side of the bath by the time Alex finally crouched down to pick up the bra from the floor, but the view of the bright blue thong bisecting her buttocks was wasted on the feminized man, his mind racing with what she was asking him to do as he hesitantly took the black lace in his hands. To put on a bra in a stranger's bathroom while wearing nothing but equally black and lacy lingerie, the buttplug that had already stretched him for several hours still asserting its presence - it was too much for a man who couldn't be comfortably hard, even before Amy had stunned him again with yet another surprise.

Down to just her panties and bra, she had returned to her handbag once more, and was now extracting still more blackness - not the frilly filigree of a bra, but the bulky body of a realistic looking dildo, the base of its veined shaft attached to the chunky straps of a harness that Amy had already started to untangle. Soon the strap-on was free from the various feminine accoutrements his girlfriend also carried with her, with Amy swiftly discarding her handbag in favour of stepping into the harness and pulling it up towards her crotch.

As her boyfriend looked on, she made light work of tightening the various straps that would hold the unnatural appendage in place against her body, Amy flexing her hips when she had finished to make the big black dildo bob up and down as she turned to her boyfriend. "When I tell you to wear a bra, panty boy, that's exactly what I expect you to do", she scolded, adding with a smirk. "I guess you don't want to be unlocked after all. Now get that bra on!".

With her hands on her hips, Amy waited expectantly while Alex hurriedly shed his clothing, the feminized man almost tripping over his trousers in his haste to step out of them. Soon his jacket and T-shirt had joined them in becoming no more than untidy piles on the floor, with Alex's efforts hampered by how he found himself clutching the bra throughout.

Only when he was down to just his panties, stockings and suspenders could he begin to strap himself into the feminine garment, his hands shaking as he slid his arms through the elastic straps and pulled them up towards his shoulders. The lacy cups coming closer and closer to his chest matched his other lingerie, leaving Alex in no doubt that his girlfriend had planned such a liaison from the start.

The thought that Amy had intended to peg him all along was one that stirred his stiffness still further, making his swollen flesh spasm painfully inside its tight prison as he struggled to bring the two ends of the bra behind his back. To have gone so far as to bring a strap-on along with her to a party, to hide such an indecent implement amongst the lipstick, mascara and whatever else a woman went out with, even though she knew Katie would be accompanying them!

With his cock completely under Amy's control, there was nothing that Alex could do but to go along with her shameful scheme, his helplessness magnifying his anxiety and arousal in equal measure. His pounding heart seemed to pump his blood straight to his penis as he stared at the monstrous shaft he would soon find himself impaled upon, the length and girth of his girlfriend's strap-on dwarfing his own denied organ as he futilely fumbled with the feminine lace that was all that stood between him and being skewered by the black silicone.

At last the bra hooked, but in the time it had taken Alex to fasten it, Amy had returned to her handbag and found herself a condom. Holding out the little foil package for her feminized boyfriend to take, she made it clear that she wanted him to be the one to put it on her cock, thrusting her hips forward to stress how a phallus now took the place of her pussy as Alex took the prophylactic.

With his hands shaking as he stood there in nothing but sexy black lingerie, Alex struggled to tear open the wrapper, feeling the restriction imposed upon his own organ now more than ever. While his cock remained locked inside such an infernal contraption, there would be no hope of it ever emulating the erection that Amy brandished impatiently, the silicone seeming to taunt him with its stiffness even as the thought of the pole replacing his plug turned him on.

"Now, where shall I take you?", Amy wondered aloud, looking around at the opportunities the bathroom offered as Alex started to unroll the latex sheath up the length of her strap-on. "How about bent over the basin?", she suggested. "That way you'll be able to watch in the mirror while we do it". Alex had to tear his attention away from the condom covered cock in order to appreciate what his girlfriend had in mind, remaining conscious of the sinister shaft in the corner of his eye as he took in the bathroom fittings for the first time.

Sure enough, there was a ceramic washbasin on one side of the room, behind which a large mirror was mounted on the wall. The slightly shabby porcelain would be perfect for him to hold on to while Amy penetrated him, Alex thought, whereas the silvered glass beyond would indeed let him see his surrender to her strap-on, its surface already reflecting the inky black lace that stretched across his chest and crotch as he adopted a suitably submissive position.

Behind him, Alex could see Amy smearing lube over her strap-on, his girlfriend having an undeniable air of authority about her as she prepared the implement of impalement. The sight of her standing so confidently in panties augmented by a penis was enough to make Alex clench his teeth even though Amy's cock was still several feet away, with the overwhelming sense of vulnerability causing his stifled manhood to strain painfully against the walls of its prison.

The thin layer of lace that covered Alex's perilously exposed behind would do nothing to protect him once his girlfriend had pulled it down, nor would the buttplug that even now stretched his sphincter open in readiness to receive a drilling from her dildo. Moreover, the dull thump of music from downstairs and the sound of not too distance voices served as a reminder as to where they would be doing it, leaving Alex fearing someone would burst into the bathroom at any moment. Would the little lock really be enough to keep out all the drunken partygoers wanting to pee, or would he soon have an audience to watch him being taken like a woman in the most unmanly of underwear?


"Mmm! Black lace!", Amy purred as she stepped up behind her boyfriend. Her hands were soon sliding across the material in question, caressing Alex's cheeks for a few seconds before finding the waistband of his panties and easing them down. Soon she had worked the delicate lace over the chunky lock of Alex's chastity device, going on to guide it past the lesser lumps and bumps of her boyfriend's suspender straps. Once the frilly panties had cleared all the obstacles, a rather firmer tug sent them falling down towards his ankles.

"And what's this we have here?", Amy enquired mischievously, not waiting for Alex to step out of his underwear before she was running a finger between his buttocks. "You seem to be already occupied", she declared in mock surprise, summoning a moan from Alex by giving the exposed part of his plug a playful press. "What on earth could this be?", she continued, now working her fingers beneath its flanged base. "I guess there's only one way to find out!".

Knowing exactly what his girlfriend was going to do, Alex made an effort to expel the obscene object that he had carried inside him for so long. Squeezing his muscles as he sought to push it out, he helped give Amy a better grasp on the buttplug, allowing her to take a firm hold on its flange and begin to pull.

His body, despite having resisted its arrival so adamantly, now seemed determined to hold on to the symbol of his submission, forcing Amy to have to continue to exert pressure until at last Alex's back passage gave in to her demands. The squelchy plop that accompanied the buttplug shooting out was dwarfed by the loud groan that Alex gave as the intimate invader was finally torn from him, with the feminized man overwhelmed by the tidal wave of sensation summoned by the tapering silicone rushing past his sphincter.

Nevertheless, Alex could still hear Amy's amused snigger as she reached an arm around in order to place the plug on the basin in front of him. "To think you've had that inside you all evening!", she exclaimed with simulated shock. "It's so big! So thick!". There was no denying that, not when Alex had the buttplug only inches away from his face, its pink plastic now stained with brown but having lost none of its size for the time it had spent in him.

"Just like something else", Amy declared with a wicked grin, now coming up behind her boyfriend and bringing the tip of her strap-on to bear between his buttocks. The subtle sensation Alex felt of cool, wet lubricant sliding over his skin was soon followed by the more forceful feeling of being spread apart once more, with Amy wasting no time in pushing the dildo past her boyfriend's sphincter as she impaled him on her strap-on.

Not content with pressing the full length of the silicone inside him, Amy continued to drive forward, forcing Alex's crotch up against the underside of the washbasin without care for how his chastity device came in contact with the ceramic. "Big and thick and hard", she purred, giving her hips a gentle waggle as she lent over his body. "How does that make you feel?", Amy continued, her mouth only inches away from her boyfriend's ear. "Does it make you feel like you belong to me? All locked up in lingerie with my cock in your ass!", she teased, withdrawing slightly before suddenly pressing forward again. "I can't think of anything more submissive, can you?", she asked rhetorically, bringing her hands down to Alex's hips and using them to lift herself upright again.

Confronted with his own feminized reflection, it was all Alex could do to moan an acknowledgement as his girlfriend pulled the plastic penis out of him again only to thrust it inside him once more. If he looked up from his flushed face and the straps of black elastic stretching over his shoulders, he could see Amy standing behind him, the electric blue of her strapless bra not stopping her breasts from bouncing slightly as she repeated the motion a second time.

Two became three, three became four, and before Alex knew it, his girlfriend had adopted a rhythm, working her strap-on in and out of him as he remained bent over the washbasin in black lace. Was it his imagination, or was the way she was banging him matching the beat of the music? It was hard to tell when the distant bass had to compete with the pounding of blood in his painfully hard penis, with Alex's frustration driving him deeper into delirium as Amy continued to drill him, her moans of pleasure and his own less satisfied groans adding to the indecent melody that reverberated around the bathroom.

A sudden grating sound brought Alex back to his senses - the discordant twisting of a door handle somewhere behind him, although he couldn't really see what was happening thanks to how Amy had him pinned so helplessly up against the washbasin. Whoever was trying to gain entry was thwarted by the lock on the door, but that didn't stop them from rattling the handle a few more times in frustration, nor from following that with more vocal censure. "Hurry up in there! Some of us need to pee!", an angry female voice called through the door, but despite making Alex tense up, the hostile presence did nothing to deter Amy.

"Shall we let her in to watch?", she suggested wickedly, choosing that moment to ram her phallus home particularly forcefully. "Let her see just who my panty boy belongs to?", Amy purred, her pleasure at the thought of having an audience all to apparent to the man she had at her mercy. Alex could only groan in response, the thought of such humiliation making his already agonising hardness even more excruciating inside its plastic prison - the latter so wet with excitement that drips of pre-cum were dropping down and soaking into his stockings every time Amy caused the chastity device to jostle between his legs.

Amy was speeding up now, driving her strap-on harder and faster into Alex such that he found himself struggling for breath as he desperately sought support from the washbasin. If only his cock wasn't trapped in punishing plastic, he would surely have an erection to rival that of the one being rammed into him again and again and again. Only his chastity device stopped him from showering the porcelain with wave after wave of hot sperm, its cruel confinement denying him any chance of a climax as Amy continued to ram her cock home.

Another noise from behind him made it clear that he wasn't the only one who was frustrated - a angry banging on the bathroom door that only served to encourage Amy still further. "Go away, I'm fucking my boyfriend!", she shouted back, continuing to do just that as the rapping repeated. "I'm! Fucking! My! Boyfriend!", she cried out, with each word slamming her strap-on home hard enough to make Alex gasp.

Amy's increasingly erratic movements made it clear she was coming close to the edge, with another drumming on the door enough to tip her over. Her moans of pleasure were so loud that Alex was sure they could be heard outside, his own grunts paling in comparison as his girlfriend's body went into spasm behind him. Amy's writhing hips drove the strap-on deep inside him one last time before falling still, her body pinning Alex's against the washbasin as they both recovered their breath.

Made all the more intrusive by the sudden silence, the knocking on the door came again, this time warranting a quieter response from Amy. "I guess you'd better get your clothes on, panty boy", she laughed, slowly withdrawing her strap-on as she stood up behind her boyfriend. "Unless, that is, you want to go out like that?", she teased, meeting Alex's embarrassed gaze in the mirror.

Soon Amy had slipped out of the harness, making swift work of removing the condom from the strap-on cock and flushing it down the toilet before slipping back into her dress. Seeing Alex still struggling to unhook his bra, she was swift to scold him. "No time to take that off", she insisted. "Just put your T-shirt on on top". Reluctantly doing as he was told, Alex wondered how badly the black lace would show, but he had little time to worry about such matters when his girlfriend was already heading to the bathroom door.

He was barely able to pull his trousers up over his stockings tops before Amy was pulling back the lock, leaving him forced to scurry after her while still trying to do up his zipper. Even keeping his head down, he was still acutely conscious of who was standing waiting - the busty blonde girl from before, now looking daggers at them even as she pressed her legs desperately together. "About time!", she said angrily, heading hurriedly towards the door, but Alex couldn't help noticing how the blonde's head turned over her shoulder as though giving him a second look. Had she spotted his bra? He would never know.


There was one thing that the girl wouldn't be left in any doubt about, however, something that Amy was swift to ask after as the couple headed away. "You did put your buttplug back in, didn't you? Or is it still on the basin?". Alex's sheepish look told his girlfriend everything she needed to know.

"Oh well!", Amy laughed. "I guess you'll just have to return later and get it! Or do you fancy knocking on the door now and asking that blonde for your buttplug back? I think she deserves it", she continued bitchily. That was one thing that Alex wouldn't be doing - not when he was wearing all the lingerie of a woman beneath his clothes, his cock still straining against his chastity device from the knowledge that his night out with Amy was far from over!




Sorority Girl

As he looked up at the ceiling, Marcus's view was obscured by two stocking clad legs, their smoky black nylon gripped by the manicured hands of the woman who was pressing them back towards the head of the bed. They were his legs, and the stiff penis whose bulbous end was only inches away from Marcus's face was his too, the swollen organ swaying in time to the rhythmic pounding that he was receiving from his wife as she sought to fold his body still further. It was a wonder that his stiletto heels weren't stabbing the wall behind, Marcus thought dimly, occasionally feeling the tips of the six inch spikes brush against its surface when Kelly slammed her strap-on especially hard into his behind.

The suspender straps that had once stretched to support his stockings were now no more than limp little curls of elastic between the lace that ran around the top of his thighs and the black satin of the basque they sprouted from. Beyond such feminine features, Marcus could see the red lace of Kelly's bra, its bold colour contrasting sharply with her skin as her breasts bounced in time to her breathtaking rhythm. Were he to follow the straps that strained to support his wife's heaving bust, Marcus's gaze might take in how her long black hair pooled around her shoulders, with Kelly's silky smooth locks naturally drawing his eyes up towards her face and the broad smile of a woman in a control.

As it was, it was all that Marcus could do to keep his eyes focused as his wife continued to drill him, with the woman towering over him now stepping up her tempo in a manner that made him moan deliriously. There was no way of stopping her from having her wicked way with him - not when his hands were cuffed to the bedposts behind him, the short lengths of chain that held them there periodically rattling then pulling taut as he desperately sought to do something about his predicament.

Quite what, Marcus wasn't sure, but the relentless rhythm that his wife was subjecting him to called for more than merely lying back and taking it, the perpetual penetration invading his brain as much as Kelly's instrument of impalement was invading his most intimate of places. Simply being able to touch himself would be enough, but Marcus couldn't even do that, his turgid erection as tantalisingly out of reach as it was short of the edge of satisfaction.

Was it the proximity of his penis's purple head to his own that prevented him from climaxing, or the knowledge of what his wife would do once he'd showered his face with sperm? Kelly had masturbated him like this before, spearing him on her strap-on before going on to stroke his stiffness with ever-increasing speed until he finally sprayed semen everywhere - not just splattering his face with the hot, sticky fluid but covering the sheets and the silky lingerie she had had him wear for the occasion with cum too.

With his hands held as helpless as they were now, Marcus had been powerless to prevent his wife from scooping up some of the resulting globules of slime in her fingers and bringing them to his lips. Kelly had insisted her husband suck her long red nails clean before loading them up with still more cum for him to consume, then had held Marcus's nose to make sure he swallowed it all. Only then did she finally slide her cock out of him, leaving her husband to savour the taste of his orgasm still tied to the bed as she went away to freshen up.

So far, however, all Marcus had to show for how Kelly was pounding him was a strand of clear, stringy fluid slowly stretching down from the tip of his cock. As a drip broke off under the inexorable influence of gravity and fell towards his face, the man lying beneath couldn't help feeling that it was showing him exactly where his sperm would shoot were he somehow to climax at that moment.

He would need to arch his head back uncomfortably if he wanted to take it in his mouth rather than right between his eyes, but even now, Kelly was making that less possible, pressing the weight of her body down into her husband so as to fold him even further back on himself before resuming her rhythm once more - ramming her penis into him harder, deeper and faster such that Marcus's moans were soon accompanied by the slap of her thighs against his buttocks.

That wasn't the only sound to be heard, with Kelly purring with pleasure as she continued to penetrate her husband. In the way that only a man so familiar with such sexual submission could, Marcus sensed that his wife was coming close to the edge of climax even though he was still frustratingly far away. An initially almost imperceptible jerkiness to her thrusts was becoming less subtle as her breathing quickened, her frantic gasps finally ceasing at the same time as her nails dug painfully into his nylons.

Now she was falling forwards, bringing the full weight of her body to bear upon her husband so as to deprive him of breath as she shook in the throes of an orgasm. Even as she drove her dick deep into Marcus, however, Kelly seemed to be seeking maximum satisfaction from the half of the strap-on that was inside her own body. Was it the stiff shaft pressing into her pussy in place of her husband's that gave her such pleasure, or simply having him impaled upon the other end, the sight of Marcus helpless in sexy underwear adding to her excitement? Either way, it wouldn't have happened without him, giving the feminized man a strange sense of satisfaction as his wife slumped over him.

Marcus could tell that Kelly was regaining her energy by the way she wiggled her hips from side to side, causing the cock still inside him to shift as she sat up on the bed. He found himself staring forlornly at his own stiff shaft, wishing there was something he could do to relieve the fiery frustration that burned in the bulging organ, but with his hands bound, he was entirely at the mercy of a woman more interested in resuming her rhythm.

Slowly pushing her strap-on all the way into him again, Kelly gave her husband a grin before partly withdrawing once more, but when her expression was met with a petulant pout, she paused. "Have you had enough?", she enquired with evident concern, giving her husband's stockings an affectionate stroke with her fingers, but Marcus remained unmollified. "Help me come!", he begged, straining at the chains that secured his cuffs to show that he couldn't do so himself. "Please, Kell, I'm really desperate", Marcus pleaded pathetically. "It's been ages!".

"But I have been helping you", Kelly said patiently, slowly pressing her hips forward so as to impale her husband on the full length of her strap-on once more - a show of authority that summoned an agonised moan from the man she was pushing back with her phallus. "That's why we're doing this!", she declared, once again wiggling to make it clear what she meant. "Didn't we agree that you wanted to come from my cock?", Kelly asked rhetorically, continuing before her husband had a chance to answer. "That you weren't going to do so any other way until you'd learnt what it was like for a woman to have to rely on a man for her orgasms?".

"But Kelly!". "But nothing. Honestly, Marcus!", she exclaimed in exasperation. "I keep you in chastity like we both know you need to be and I let you wear lovely lingerie and drill you with a dildo to fulfil your desires, and yet still you're not satisfied? You're lucky I don't leave you tied up with this in your mouth while I go and watch television, you ungrateful man", Kelly scolded, slapping one of Marcus's buttocks sharply enough to make him wince.


"Now, I was going to ask you whether you wanted to try again, but suddenly I'm not in the mood any more. So I'm going to get myself cleaned up, and then you're going to go back in your little cage, okay?". Kelly's tone softened as she slowly withdrew her strap-on from between her husband's buttocks, giving his stockings another affectionate stroke before tenderly helping his legs back down onto the bed.

Only when Marcus's backside had been brought to rest on a strategically placed towel did his wife turn her attention to the cock that had been inside him, with Kelly already working off the condom that had covered it as she moved towards the edge of the mattress. For a moment, Marcus found himself presented with a rather different perspective on the phallus that had penetrated him, with the prominently veined shaft that stuck stiffly out from his wife's groin looking unnervingly lifelike despite its unlikely position.

Marcus could do nothing but watch as Kelly stood and started to walk away, with the feminized man looking past the black satin of his own basque to the lines of lingerie on his wife's body before she finally left the room - the bold red bra straps running over her back contending for his attention with the black of the harness that had held her strap-on in place while she'd pegged him, its webbing running around her buttocks like a strange pair of panties.

Then she was gone, leaving Marcus's attention to drift back to the sleek patent leather of the stilettos he couldn't take off now any more than he could have done earlier. From there, his gaze slowly travelled up the length of his sheer nylon stockings, coming to rest on the painfully swollen organ that still stuck provocatively up between his legs. It was an erection that would slowly wilt away without satisfaction, in due course to be surrounded once more by stainless steel - until the next time time Kelly strapped on her silicone cock and saw whether she could make him come with it.

It had started as no more than one of those silly things people say after sex, with husband and wife snuggling together under the sheets after a rather more satisfying encounter. As she stroked the silky nightdress that Marcus had worn for the occasion, Kelly had expressed her delight about having a husband who was so devoted to her pleasure, not having to worry about whether she would climax like she heard concerned women with less caring men. With her, it was more a question of how many times Marcus could make her come - whether with his hands, his tongue or her toys, treating his wife to as many orgasms as she wanted before being rewarded with one of his own.

"I can't imagine what it must be like to have to rely on a cock you can't control", Kelly had asserted, but her idle comment had elicited an unexpected admission from the man she was caressing. "I think I can", Marcus contended, his thoughts turning to the metal contraption that sat waiting for him on the bedside table. The playful argument that had ensued saw him challenged to prove that, such that by the time that Kelly was locking his cock back up in the chastity device, it had been agreed that her husband's next climax would come solely from anal stimulation - or not at all.

"We'll give it a month and then maybe rethink things", Kelly had told her husband after their first attempt had ended in failure - albeit only as far as he was concerned. That time, Marcus had been face down, his head pushed into the pillow by the woman asserting her authority on top of him, but despite the way in which his wife had sought to pound him into the mattress, he had still remained frustrated. With his hands cuffed to the headboard as they were now, he'd lain limp while Kelly worked her hips back and forth, her stockings rubbing against his as she rammed her strap-on into his defenceless rear.

Beyond his wife's orgasm, however, all there'd been to show for her exertions in the end was a damp patch on the sheets where Marcus's excitement had leaked from his engorged erection - enough pre-cum for Kelly to scold him about having to wash the bedding as she locked his unsatisfied cock back in its cage, but not the puddle of sperm that would have settled the point. As his wife had clicked the chunky padlock closed, Marcus knew that he only had more of the same to look forward to whenever she next deigned to unlock him - the only uncertainty being the position in which Kelly would choose to peg him.

Now he looked set to suffer a similar fate, watching as his once mighty organ slowly wilted in front of him. The sight of his wife returning, now sans strap-on but still in her sexy bra and stockings, was enough to perk his penis up momentarily, but her cold hands soon robbed it of any residual stiffness as she returned his shrivelled manhood to its stainless steel cell.

Despite Kelly giving her husband's testicles a sharp twist to ensure his compliance as she caged his cock, she nevertheless seemed sympathetic to the plight of the limp little length she was locking away, looking up at Marcus as she casually sealed its fate with no more than a click. "Don't feel bad, honey, we're not giving up yet. We just have to find what works for you. I'm sure all you need is time. Perhaps we'll try again in a couple of days, yes?".

With that, Kelly was turning her attention to the cuffs that had kept her husband's hands captive, bending over to unlock the first of them. The sight of her brassièred breasts as she lent forward was more than enough to stir Marcus's frustrations anew, forcing him to consider the consequences of being back in his cage again as Kelly clambered across to attend to the other side. With his cock already calling for release, the couple of days she had spoken of seemed like an age, and even then, there was no guarantee he would come - not when he had to rely on her strap-on to do the business, helpless to bring himself off any other way.

* * *

"Why don't we see if we can find something that'll help get you in the mood?", Kelly suggested to her husband as the couple headed along the busy high street the following weekend, gesturing towards the turning they were about to come to. Marcus didn't need his wife to tell him what she had in mind, knowing the store she would be taking him to as well as any of the others they had visited that morning - the shoe shop, where he'd stood and watched Kelly try on heels while he held onto the bag from her other favourite destination - the little lingerie boutique, where they'd bought a pretty bra and matching panties in a manly size, Marcus expected to do his duty with his credit card while his wife chatted with the shop assistant. Now, with her husband still in tow, Kelly was heading towards where they occasionally bought toys, with the blacked out windows of the adult store looming large as they turned the corner into a side street.

Soon Marcus was stepping across the threshold of the sex shop, finding himself greeted by suggestive imagery wherever he looked - busty women all but begging for sex on promotional material and packaging alike. The sight of a shelf full of silicone shafts caused him to blush as he considered where something all too similar had been only a couple of days before, with even the smallest of the dildos putting his own dick to shame as he scurried after his wife.

To his surprise, however, Kelly didn't stop to look at the colourful array of cocks, forsaking the anatomically shaped plastic as she took her husband deeper into the store. "I thought we could watch something together and maybe act it out", she explained as she escorted him towards the section of the shop devoted to pornographic movies. Its shelves were helpfully categorised into sections each as obscene at the next, apparently arranged alphabetically.

"Why don't you start at A?", Kelly suggested with a wicked grin, letting go of her husband's arm having brought him to a halt in front of a rack whose large sign proclaimed that it was dedicated to "Anal" - something that one glance at its contents confirmed, with women's buttocks, often in the process of being banged by well-endowed men, featuring prominently on the covers of the cases.

As Marcus looked down the display in a daze, however, his wife was disengaging still further. "You don't mind if I leave you to look by yourself for a little while? I want to go see what they've got in the way of dildos. I've a feeling I might be needing one", Kelly confided before turning away. Soon Marcus found himself standing in front of the shelves alone, his eyes flicking from one filthy image to the next as he wondered about his wife's parting words.

"Ass Assault: Anal Overload" sat alongside "Backdoor Babes: Brutal Buttbanging" and a hundred similarly explicit titles. If he was honest with himself, Marcus had to admit that few of the sexually charged scenes portrayed on their covers really spoke to him, even in his current state of frustration. Although other men might delight in taking such a dominant role in proceedings, Marcus had difficulty identifying with the musclebound hunks who sought to express their machismo by impaling helpless women on their huge members.

Equally, he couldn't see himself taking the place of the submissive parties, even if he did often wear similarly sexy underwear. Instead, he found himself wishing that the studs were more womanly, wanting them to have breasts if not to swap their cocks for the silicone kind if he were to imagine them having their wicked way with him. In fact, the more he thought about it, the more he realised this really wasn't his sort of thing at all, such that Marcus had barely scanned through half of the section before deciding to skip the rest entirely.

In the distance, he was dimly conscious of his wife chatting to the girl at the counter, but beyond the ping of the till drawer opening, their conversation was an incomprehensible murmur. It sounded as though Kelly had bought something, which suggested that she would soon be heading back to his side, but Marcus was still no nearer to finding anything he might want to watch.

He had all but given up on the endeavour, being prepared to tell his wife that he would prefer to play in their own way, when something on the bottom shelf caught the corner of his eye. Was it the word "strap-on" that caused him to look more closely, or simply the absence of men on the cover? Either way, it was worth bending down to inspect the case more closely, rewarded for his troubles by a title which was much more to his liking - so much so, in fact, that Marcus felt the familiar discomfort in his dick that signalled its swelling was being stifled by his chastity device.

"Strap-on Sorority: These college cuties have got cocks!" ran the tag line, with there being no question that this was going to be a girls-only affair judging by the three lingerie clad young ladies featured on the cover - one on her hands and knees as she took the strap-on cocks of the other two, her lips wrapped around one of the lengths of silicone even as the other was embedded between her buttocks. Struggling to keep his arousal in check as the stainless steel suffocating his stiffness seemed to bite still harder, Marcus picked up the plastic case and turned it over, finding pictures of even more girls on the other side.

One saw a group in lacy black lingerie standing provocatively with their hands on their hips as they pointed their cocks straight at him. Another showed a submissive girl sucking on silicone, albeit taking so much of the strap-on in her mouth that she came close to kissing the crotch of its wearer. "These hotties face a humiliating hazing if they want to become sisters in the Strap-on Sorority", the brief bit of blurb that passed as the movie's plot read. "Impaled during initiation, these pledges gets penetrated to show their submission to the sisterhood!"

"Found something you like?". Kelly's voice tore Marcus's attention away from the back of the box, with the indecent dreams the description and its accompanying pictures had inspired swiftly dissipating as he looked up to find his wife towering over him. Hesitantly getting to his feet, he suddenly found himself feeling very self-conscious about his selection, unable to look Kelly in the eye as she took the case from him and studied its cover herself.


"I think I can imagine which of these girls you'd like to be!", his wife laughed loudly, leaving Marcus feeling even more uncomfortable as he hurriedly looked around in the hope that no-one had overheard her comment. "Would you like a humiliating hazing at the hands of these hotties?", Kelly continued, paraphrasing the promotional text as she teased her husband. "Still, if it helps you come, I don't mind playing a college girl for you - one of the cuties with the cocks, of course! Why don't you go pay for this while I see if there's anything else I like?".

As she pressed the case back into his hands, it occurred to Marcus that there was no sign of what his wife might have purchased earlier, with whatever she had bought presumably now hidden in her handbag. Pausing to pick up his own baggage, he slowly headed across the store towards where he knew the counter would be, his heart thumping in his chest as he considered having to hand the box he was currently clutching so close to him over to the young woman at the till. It was one thing to share his choice of sexy movies with his wife, but quite another to do so with a stranger - especially when he found himself burdened by a bag that bore the unmistakable branding of the lingerie boutique, the bra and panties inside becoming increasingly heavy as he approached.

Would the shop assistant be able to put two and two together? It would hardly be difficult for her to figure out his shameful secret - the strap-on cocks on the case so provocative they almost protruded from its cover as they spoke of how he would soon submit to something similar, and the pastel pink bag all but proclaiming he would be wearing lingerie while watching the movie. From there, it was only a short leap of the imagination to the cage locked around his cock, its stainless steel stressing just how aroused such submission made him.

Looking bored in her black blouse, the shop assistant barely acknowledged Marcus as he hesitantly presented what he wanted to purchase, but her face brightened slightly as she scanned the case through the till, glancing down at its cover before turning her attention back to her customer. "This one's good, but don't bother with the sequel, it's full of boys", she confided, her comment putting the man who had been expecting to be mocked more at ease as he fumbled for his wallet. "Unless you like that kind of thing, of course", the young woman added hastily, apparently anxious about having overstepped the mark.

"No, no, all girls is good", Marcus spluttered, trying to reassure her that he had taken no offence at her casual remark. "Well, in which case, you're going to love it", the shop assistant said brightly. "The scene at the end where all the seniors take turns is the best bit, but I won't spoil it for you", she told him as she handed the box back, now in a bag - thankfully a more discrete black than the pink it would be accompanying in Marcus's hand. "Previewing new releases is a perk of the job", the girl explained with a grin, "but I only bother with the lesbian stuff. Fortunately, we've got a whole section's worth!".

Marcus was thoughtful as he turned to look for his wife, his encounter with the shop assistant reminding him how different people's sexuality could be, not to mention their perspectives on it. If he were a lesbian like the young woman seemed to be, he would surely be more confident about his desires, yet there she was was, apologising for her assumptions as though she were the strange one. He found himself feeling that he should be as proud to be a submissive man, having no shame in surrendering his cock to his wife even as he took hers up him whilst wearing women's underwear. Who cared what he did so long as both he and Kelly were happy, he thought, wondering where she might have got to as he scanned the aisles - only to find his wife standing behind him, waiting at the door to the shop. "Are you done?", she enquired brightly. "Then let's go!".

* * *

Although Kelly had had her husband try on his new lingerie almost as soon as the couple had come home, Marcus had taken off the pretty pink panties and bra once his wife was satisfied that they fitted as well as such feminine underwear ever could for a man. "We'll save those for later", Kelly suggested as Marcus carefully worked the frilly lace off the stainless steel lump between his legs, watching with undisguised amusement as her husband struggled to unhook his bra behind his back.

As Marcus changed back into more masculine attire, Kelly was already turning her attention to the shoes she had treated herself to, insisting that her husband should interrupt getting dressed in favour of giving his opinion on her new heels. The other bag that the couple had come home with had been completely forgotten in her desire to try on clothes, carelessly left lying on the lounge table where its nondescript black plastic was easily overlooked among the more colourful magazines and newspapers that had a tendency to accumulate there.

It was only after dinner when Kelly seemed to remember its contents, sitting forward in her seat in the sofa to take the unremarkable bag from the table. Pulling out the case inside, she inspected its cover for a few seconds before turning it over, adopting a tone that was simultaneously sensual and sceptical as she read aloud. "How many cocks can a college girl take? These hotties are about to find out when they submit to a spitroasting by the sophomores!", she declared in a husky drawl before dropping out of character. "Is this going to do it for you?", she enquired with a smirk.

"The girl in the shop said it was very good!", Marcus protested, but it was clear that Kelly was just being playful judging by the way she went on. "Ooh, you were discussing getting dicked with her, were you? You dirty dog!", she teased, causing her husband's face to flush with embarrassment as he struggled to explain. "I'll tell you what", Kelly continued. "I'll forgive you if you sit and watch it with me. If there are any scenes that really turn you on, we can see about acting them out together another time. But how about you go and get changed into something more suitable first? Your new undies will do nicely!".

With that, Kelly was sending her husband on his way, shooing him out of the lounge as she turned her attention to the television. Leaving his wife to work the technology, Marcus headed swiftly upstairs, the growing stiffness in his groin affecting his steps as he thought about what he would be returning to - and what he would be wearing when he did.

Soon to be covered by frilly pink panties, the stainless steel that surrounded the swollen organ was exerting its control in the most uncomfortable of ways. By the time Marcus reached the bedroom, the frustrated flesh inside felt like it ought to be capable of cracking open the cage that so cruelly confined it, so strongly did it press against the bars of its prison. Dropping his trousers and shorts, he didn't need to look at the purple mass bulging against the metal to be aware of its plight, feeling the thwarted erection pulse painfully as he considered what was in store for him downstairs.

To sit watching a pornographic movie with no hope of doing anything about his arousal, wearing nothing but a bra and panties while his wife remained fully clothed - it would be agony, even without being expected to pick out scenes to enact with Kelly's strap-on whenever she next fancied using it on him. There seemed little chance of being let out of his chastity device, let alone coming, but that didn't stop his cock calling out to him as he picked up the panties.

Thanks to his trembling fingers, Marcus struggled to arrange the feminine underwear the right way round, let alone hold it still enough to step into. The pretty little bow that adorned the frilly lace would sit just beneath his navel when he was finished, but first he would have to work the filigree of floral whorls past his unfeminine protrusion, with the flimsy fabric having to be stretched tight over shiny steel before he could move onto the bra.

The pre-cum that Marcus's predicament was producing was already starting to drip down from the little opening in the otherwise impenetrable metal as he pulled his panties up over it. Would their gusset be sufficient to soak up his excitement, or would he be leaving an embarrassing puddle wherever he sat? There seemed no possibility of putting an end to the slow flow of sexual fluid when even now he was feminizing himself still further, picking up the lace trimmed straps of the matching bra knowing that their pastel elastic belonged on his shoulders as much as the curves of their padded cups did on his chest.

Despite being no stranger to wearing women's underwear, Marcus had still to master the feminine mystery of fastening a bra on the first go, instead forced to fumble blindly behind his back for a few seconds as he sought to make the hooks and eyes meet in the middle. Only when the bra's clasp was sitting snugly on his spine was he able to bring his hands back to fuss with its frills as his wife would have done were she there to watch him, with Marcus now emulating Kelly as he tugged the band of the bra down slightly before snapping its straps against his skin.

Only then did he feel ready to set off back downstairs, albeit not before giving himself a once over in the mirror to make sure there was nothing that he might have missed - a sticking out laundry label, a frill that was folded under - anything, in fact, that would give his wife grounds for scolding him. All the while, Marcus was acutely aware of how aroused he was, with his panties feeling dreadfully damp by the time he finally left the bedroom behind. What he was about to watch would only make things worse, with the notion of nubile young women dressed in similar dainties doing each other with strap-on dildos one that left Marcus's dick dripping as he headed barefoot down the stairs.

As he gingerly opened the door to the lounge, it became clear that he wasn't the only one to have got changed. Having finished setting up the television, Kelly had used the intervening time to strip off her skirt and blouse, such that she was now sitting in an armchair wearing no more than lingerie herself. It was not his wife's lacy black bra that Marcus found his eyes drawn to, however, no matter how devastating its effect upon her breasts. Nor was it Kelly's hold-up stockings that seized his attention, despite their smoky nylon seductively shading her skin all the way down to her shiny black heels.

No, it was what jutted up from between his wife's legs that hypnotised Marcus as he stepped into the room, with the sight of the stiff black silicone sending his own organ into another unsatisfying spasm. Cage once again won over cock, leaving the feminized man wincing as he stared at the strap-on that so dwarfed his denied dick. As if the way Kelly was taunting him with its effortless erection wasn't enough, she was also sliding her hand along the length of the silicone cock, doing to hers what her husband couldn't with his as she fondled its faithfully moulded bell-end before heading back towards to its balls.

As he watched his wife continue to simulate masturbation with the strap-on, Marcus was half expecting to be told to take over, his instincts telling him that he should drop to his knees and begin to bob his head up and down on the big black shaft. It would certainly seem fitting for him to fellate it, considering what he was wearing in the way of underwear, but Kelly seemed content simply to gesture over to the sofa as she indicated that her husband should sit by himself. Even as she reached for the remote to start the movie, she was still slowly stroking the strap-on as though seeking to maintain its stiffness, with the constant movement in the corner of his eye keeping Marcus on edge as the screen in front of him began to show images of buildings.

There was no doubt that the ornate architecture was meant to portray an austere educational establishment, but the young women that the camera soon cut to were anything but old-fashioned as they went about their business on campus in their short skirts and strappy tops. By a strange coincidence, they all seemed to be surprisingly well-endowed, with bulging breasts bouncing so blatantly beneath their skin-tight clothing that Marcus found his own unfilled bra feeling quite inadequate. Struggling to control a man's natural reaction to such a sight as he sat there in nothing but women's underwear, he could only watch as the scene changed to what was clearly a sorority meeting, with a group of girls standing nervously in front of what looked like a committee of their seniors.

"State your purpose, pledges", the woman who was clearly in charge of the ceremony commanded, causing the girls lined up in front of her to answer as though one. "We wish to become sisters in the Strap-on Sorority, sister!", they declared nervously, only to be challenged once again. "Are you willing to show your submission?". "Yes, sister!". "Then strip and prepare to be penetrated!". Reluctantly doing as they were told, the group of girls began to undress - slowly at first, but then more swiftly as they saw those around them doing the same, shedding their skirts and tops to reveal what they were wearing beneath.

Whether lace or satin, almost all of the lingerie revealed was white - with those who dared to wear a different colour being swiftly reprimanded by the fully clothed seniors who came out from the shadows to inspect the apprehensive pledges. "Would you wear this for your wedding day?", one asked of a girl whose baby blue bra and panties warranted a close-up from the camera as she was rudely chastised. "No, sister!". "Then why do you disgrace us? Get out and don't come back!", the sneering senior scolded, not even giving the now crying girl a chance to recover her other clothes before showing her the door.

"Where are your stockings?", another was asked before being rudely dismissed. "You're out, bitch!". Hitherto distracted by the display of firm young flesh, Marcus now noticed that the remaining girls were, to a woman, all wearing hosiery - nude nylons held up by snow white suspender belts, albeit not that white in the case of a third pledge being kicked out because her lingerie wasn't well enough laundered.

"Looks like you wouldn't make the grade!", Kelly laughed as she looked across to her husband. She was still stroking her cock, with the ease with which she was able to do so only adding to Marcus's agony as he sat by himself on the sofa in no more than bra and panties, keenly conscious of how his chastity device was biting deep into his dick. "I guess not", he said sheepishly. "Do you think those girls have to go back to their dorms in just their underwear?", Kelly wondered aloud, her suggestion serving to inflame her husband's arousal still further as he considered having to do the same. "Imagine having to make a walk of shame in what they're wearing!", his wife laughed. "How humiliating!".

After the senior sister had pronounced that the intimate attire of the still present pledges was satisfactory, the scene shifted to the next stage of the ceremony, with the camera following the group of nearly naked girls as they were herded into another room. "Before you earn the right to devote yourself to our dicks, your must prove yourself on the dildos of despair", the mistress of ceremonies declared theatrically, gesturing as though to direct the gaze of the girls to what they were all staring at anyway - a long bench on which a series of sex toys had been mounted at regular intervals, the phalluses in question starting small but soon becoming eye-wateringly large. "To join our sisterhood, you will need to ride your way to the end of line. Who will go first?", the senior sister enquired sternly. When none of the girls looking down at their feet was forthcoming, she picked one of them at random. "Pledge, what is your name?". "Hannah, sister". "Are you ready to ride to the end of the line?".

The brunette's expression made it clear she was having second thoughts as she stared down the bench towards the biggest dildo that Marcus had ever seen, with the huge black shaft glistening like the ones that came before it thanks to being covered with a well-lubricated condom. The long-haired girl nodded weakly nonetheless, but her lack of enthusiasm was evidently inadequate considering how the senior sister barked again. "I can't hear you, pledge! Are you ready to ride to the end of the line?". "Yes, sister!", the brunette hollered back, the strength of her voice belied by how it shook as she answered. "Then panties off and prove yourself!".

Marcus watched agog as the girl on screen wiggled her way out of her skimpy white underwear, clutching the scrap of lace in her hand as she prepared to mount the first of the dildos. "Remember, it goes in your ass", the senior sister smirked, her instruction chanted by the other sisters as the brunette gingerly lowered herself onto the silicone dick, the girl's discomfort evident as she sought to bring her buttocks down to the bench.

"In your ass! In your ass! In your ass!". There was further disgrace for the brunette when she had finally taken the full length of the dildo inside her. "Now bounce up and down and tell us how much you love having a dick up your ass!". "I love it, sister", the girl said unenthusiastically. "I can't hear you!". "I love it, sister!". "So ask for another". "Please, sister, may I have another cock up my ass?".

The pattern repeated on the next dildo, and the next, with the brunette subject to shameful catcalls and cruel commands as she slowly progressed along the line of silicone shafts. "Moan for us! Make that cock hard with your ass!". Whether it was the intolerable humiliation or simply the size of the next cock, it finally proved too much for her, with the girl being led ignominiously away after refusing to attempt an even larger dildo, still clutching her panties as she fought back tears. "Pathetic!", the senior sister declared dismissively. "Which of you bitches thinks she can do better?".

The blonde who followed seemed far more anally adept, taking the first dildo with ease before begging to do the same to the next, enthusiastically bouncing up and down to show her devotion to the sisterhood. "She's had practice", Kelly chuckled to herself before turning to address her husband. "I was going to save this for another time, but this is such a fun game, I think we should play along", she suggested, adopting a theatrically stern tone as she continued.

"Panties off and prove yourself, pledge!", Kelly insisted, no longer lazily stroking the length of her strap-on but now holding its base firmly in her hands so as to point it provocatively upwards. "If she makes it to the end, I'll unlock your cock", she added as an encouragement to the man already standing from the sofa, Marcus shimmying his way out of the snug pink lace even as the girl onscreen shifted onto an even larger size. "But only if you're sitting on this first!".

"Get that ass down on it, bitch! Or do you want to do the walk of shame like that other whore?", one of the seniors shouted at the blonde as she struggled to sit on the bigger dildo, but her command could equally have been directed at the man wearing no more than a bra as he hovered his buttocks above his wife's lap, hoping that Kelly would be generous with the lube she was even now slathering over the silicone shaft.

Looking down past the merciless metal locked around his cock, Marcus could see his wife's stocking clad legs, knowing that he would soon be feeling her nylons rubbing against his skin - but only after he had impaled himself on the stiff silicone that Kelly was holding in place for him, its tip already tickling his behind as he brought his backside down a little more. "Not so eager now, are you, blondie? Come on, take that cock in your ass! In your ass! In your ass! In your ass! What are you waiting for?".

With the hypnotic chanting driving him on, Marcus lowered himself down still further, now feeling the bulbous end of his wife's strap-on stretching his sphincter as he did his best to accept it. No longer needing to keep hold of the phallus, Kelly's hands now came up to help support her husband, guiding him slowly but surely down onto the projection that protruded from her crotch as he braced his weight against the arms of her chair. With his legs now starting to shake, Marcus wanted nothing more than to take the strain off them, but to do so required him to take still more of the seemingly endless length inside him.

Clutching his panties in his tightly clenched hand just like the girl on screen, even the slightest advance seemed like agony as he speared himself still further on his wife's strap-on, knowing exactly what the blonde bringing her buttocks down painstakingly slowly must be going through as he did the same. Despite gritting his teeth, he couldn't stop himself letting out a low moan just like the girl did as she sought to accept the final inch, with the senior sisters scolding him as well as her for his show of weakness. "Stop moaning, you slut! You're meant to be enjoying yourself! Tell me you love it!".

"I love it, sister!", the blonde whimpered, far from convincingly, as she finally took the last of the dildo inside her. "Louder! Say it like you mean it!". "I love it, sister!". "Do you love it too, Marcus?", Kelly enquired, her hands now pushing her husband's hips down so as to make him gasp with surprise. In doing so, she at least allowed him to finally sit on her stocking clad legs, but such respite proved only temporary. On screen, the senior members of the sorority were already insisting that their pledge should simulate sex with the dildo, just as she had done with all the others that had come before it.

That left Marcus knowing he would have to follow suit, his wife already encouraging him up off her lap only to press him down onto it again. Thankfully, Kelly suggested a far slower rhythm than the frantic frenzy of the blonde, with the girl's breasts bouncing furiously up and down despite her bra as she demonstrated to Marcus how riding a dildo was meant to be done. Her almost orgasmic moans were accompanied by catcalls from the fully clothed women around her, the seniors calling their pledge as well as her unlikely emulator names such as slut, whore and bitch as both surrendered to the cock.

In lieu of anything to bounce around in the empty cups whose loose lace tickled his chest, Marcus had a mass of metal seemingly fused with his flesh to contend with. Each time he came up, his chastity device lifted slightly from his crotch only for the stainless steel cage and its frustrated contents to flop back down on his legs as he pressed himself down on his wife's strap-on once more.

The blonde was listlessly lifting herself off the second to last length of silicone, staggering the short distance along the bench to a dildo that seemed to dwarf even the enormous one she had just sat upon. Marcus, however, was allowed no such breathing space, with his wife still bouncing him up and down as she whispered wickedly in his ear. "Do you think she can do it?", Kelly asked eagerly, but her husband only able to answer with an agonised moan as he plunged down onto her pole again. "I think she's spent, but you never know your luck!", Kelly went on, watching the screen keenly to see what would happen.

It was all Marcus could do to keep his eyes focused, his vision blurring as his wife bounced him up and down on her strap-on. Such infernal stimulation was inflaming his stifled stiffness something shocking, but still stuck in steel, the feminized man's thwarted erection only made the experience even more excruciating as he watched the young woman going through an equally agonising torment. The blonde hovered over the huge dildo for several seconds, looking fearfully at the unfeasibly fat pole she was going to have to impale herself on.

For a moment, Marcus was worried that she was going to wimp out, finding himself silently willing his unlikely partner in penetration on as his chastity device reminded him what was at stake. After looking desperately to the mistress of ceremonies for mercy that was not forthcoming, the girl finally bit her lip and began to lower herself down onto the dildo infinitesimally slowly, wincing as she accepted first its wideness and then more and more of its length. Was she going to do it? The sense of anticipation was such that even Kelly was caught up in it, bringing her husband's bouncing to a halt as though she were holding her breath with him as they watched the blonde's progress.

With a guttural moan, the girl finally brought her buttocks down onto the bench, with the stocking clad legs that until then had been shaking almost uncontrollably falling still as she gave her audience a slightly demented smile. "Does that feel good, pledge?", the senior sister asked with amusement, but the blonde was unable to do no more than nod her head weakly, her eyes no more than half-open as she sought to regain her composure. "I said, does that feel good, pledge?". "Yes, sister!", the girl declared deliriously. "So ask for another", the senior sister insisted sadistically, with the suggestion that there might be a still larger dildo to come filling Marcus with the same dread that now clearly crossed the girl's face as she reluctantly responded. "Please, sister, may I have another cock up my ass?". "You may - when we initiate you into the Strap-on Sorority. Now, which of you other bitches wants to go next?".

The camera panned along the line of apprehensive pledges still waiting their turn, but Marcus was more concerned with whether his wife would be true to her word. "Remember, you're only allowed to come from my cock", Kelly said sternly as she fussed behind him, leaving Marcus having to imagine how she was unhooking her necklace from the soft sound of her hair shifting. Only when she reached her hands around his body was he able to watch what she was doing, with the man still impaled on his wife's strap-on staying perfectly still as she took the key that had until then hung around her neck and inserted it into the padlock that kept his penis imprisoned.

Turning it, Kelly elicited no more than a gentle click before she was securing the slender silver chain again, with Marcus knowing that it would come to rest on the curve of her chest, the key nestling in her cleavage as his wife continued. "That means no touching yourself!", she told him, simultaneously separating the chunky lump of metal from the cage that it had kept closed. She had barely removed the lock before Marcus's cock was pressing apart the two components of the chastity device, his frustrated flesh unfurling to its full length as the steel separated.

By the time only a cock ring remained around its base, Marcus's manhood had grown to mammoth proportions, with his rock hard erection jutting up from his crotch just like his wife's dildo did from hers - albeit not buried between his buttocks like the similarly stiff length of silicone that stopped him from moving in any direction other than up. A painful shade of purple, his swollen cock called to be stroked, but the way in which Kelly had taken his hands in hers made it clear she wanted them to stay on the arms of the chair as the couple returned their concentration to the screen.

While Marcus had been distracted, another young woman had started to make her way along the line of dildos, with the redhead now reluctantly working her buttocks up and down on one as she received the same treatment as the girls who had gone before her. "Is that as fast as you can go? You've still got four more, you whore!".

Once again, Marcus found himself having to bounce up and down too. "Tell me you love it, pledge", Kelly insisted, adopting the attitude of the senior sister as she toyed with her husband. "I love it, sister", Marcus gasped, doing his best to play his part, but like the girls on screen, his efforts weren't good enough for the woman in control. "I can't hear you", Kelly scoffed, plunging him down onto the pole she had kept him impaled upon throughout. "I love it, sister!", Marcus cried loudly as his wife's dildo drove its way up inside him.

Nor was that the only way he had to follow along - when the redhead had been shown the door, the crying girl clutching her derrière, her successor was instructed to touch her tits as she took one of cocks, seeing Marcus having to caress his own chest through the soft pink lace of his bra as the young woman on screen did the same, dildos sliding in and out of both them as they did so. Having been told she moaned too much, another girl was instructed to put her panties in her mouth - needless to say, Marcus ended up eating his underwear too, his wife delighting in mocking his mumbles as she continued their carnal catechism. 

Despite the delicious humiliation that Marcus was suffering at his wife's hands, not to mention the sight of so many scantily dressed girls submitting to all too similar treatment, there was still no more than a steady stream of pre-cum oozing out of his penis. Although his rock hard cock strained and shuddered on occasion, it still didn't go into the spasm he so desperately desired, with Marcus's awkward position perched on top of his wife hardly helping him bring himself off on her strap-on.

Beyond guiding her husband's hips up and down, Kelly was leaving it to him to do all the work, with Marcus's legs soon aching from the effort. His manhood was crying out to be masturbated, such that he found himself increasingly tempted to take his hands away from the arms of the chair and bring them to the bloated organ bulging out from between his legs. As such, when a mousey girl was told to reach forward from the dildo she had just gone down on and give a handjob to the one she would face next, Marcus took the liberty of doing the same to his own member, savouring a single stroke of his shaft before his hand was sharply slapped away. "Do you want to go back in your cage?", Kelly asked sternly. "If you want to play with another cock, I've got plenty upstairs".

Only five of the pledges remained by the time the others had been sent out in disgrace, the camera following the last of the failures as she faced the world outside with no more than her bra and stockings to protect her before cutting to show the more successful candidates being shepherded into a room even deeper in the building. Holding their buttocks in their hands as they staggered uncertainly along, the girls in question were soon grovelling on their hands and knees, raising their backsides high as they prepared to be initiated.

That was a process which seemed to involve each of the senior sisters stripping off to reveal that they were wearing strap-ons not unlike Kelly's, not to mention similarly coloured lingerie. The contrast was clear, with the virginal white underwear of the successful pledges emphasising their submission to the inky black of the slightly older women, the dark silicone lengths whose bulbous tips dangled down around the latter's stocking tops adding still further to the sense of danger as the women toyed with them.

"So you've survived the dildos of despair", the mistress of ceremonies said scornfully. "Now you must devote yourself to our dicks. You'll need to submit to each and every one of us if you wish to become a sister in the Strap-on Sorority!", the woman wearing a stern black basque declared theatrically, clicking her fingers to bring five strap-on wielding seniors into position behind the posteriors presented by the pledges. A second click of her fingers saw five more women stand in front of the girls, the former's phalluses clearly intended for the latter's faces. "In your ass and in your mouth! Get going, girls!".

With a third click of her fingers, the women wearing black set to work with their strap-ons, dropping to their knees in front and behind each of the pledges so as to press the phalluses into them from both ends, then starting to work their hips back and forth. The camera panned slowly along the line, showing the girls in white forced to suck silicone even as the strap-ons of their seniors slammed into their rears. Faces were pressed into crotches with cocks that came close to choking them on occasion as still more women waited their turn to take advantage, simulating masturbation on their own artificial organs even as they called out criticism. "Suck that cock, you slut! Take it deeper, bitch!".

Knowing how such a scene of shameful submission would affect her husband, Kelly held Marcus's hands firmly to the arms of the chair, ensuring he had no chance of touching his own cock as she wiggled her body beneath him to emphasise the presence of the one she had him impaled upon. "If you don't come from this, then I've got a great idea as to what we might do next time", she whispered lasciviously in his ear, her suggestion making Marcus moan with frustration as the women on screen swapped places to penetrate a different girl. "Now, why aren't you bouncing, bitch?". Close to the edge of climax but unable to cross over while his cock could do no more than bob about impotently between his legs, Marcus once again found himself lost in a haze of horniness - one that would end without satisfaction when the credits of the movie finally rolled.

* * *

With the evening's entertainment having done nothing to sooth the fires of frustration that raged in his once more restricted flesh, Marcus could only wait until his wife was ready to drill him again, with even the sight of Kelly in casual clothing enough to heighten his sexual hunger in the days that followed. As such, when he came downstairs from having a shower one evening to discover the preparations his wife had made in his absence, he found himself swiftly shedding his dressing gown, standing naked save for the ever-present stainless steel that now sought to punish him for his arousal.

It was hard not to be turned on when Kelly had changed into a heavily boned basque, its black lace shaping her body to a devilish degree whilst supporting her stockings - sheer nylons whose smoky gossamer would have pulled Marcus's gaze all the way down to his wife's killer heels were it not for the inevitable shaft sticking out above the hosiery's deep lace tops. Kelly's strap-on seized her husband's attention just as it always did, with the plastic pressed over where her pussy should be seeming to give her the sexual organs of a man - a man as well-endowed as he was aroused.

Nor was that the only cock in the room. Not including Marcus's own constrained member, which didn't really count considering how it was forced to conform to a cramped little cage, there was a second erection to be seen. As large, if not larger than the one that Kelly brandished between her legs, it was mounted on a big mirror that had been propped up against the wall beside the television, the reflective surface making it look like two dildos had been stuck together by means of their suction cup bases to form some kind of strange sex toy.

All that was without considering what was on screen, with the movie that the couple had watched a few days earlier now showing again. Watching the blonde girl work her way gingerly down onto the biggest dildo once more saw Marcus instinctively clench his buttocks as he wondered whether her success would give him another chance at coming. He could only hope that his wife would unlock his chastity device, but Kelly seemed more interested in a pile of women's underwear that sat incongruously on the sofa. Picking up a simple white bra, she was soon tossing the slightly padded garment in her husband's general direction, barking as she did so. "Put it on, pledge".

Struggling to sort out straps from clasps was made even more difficult for Marcus by the way his wife started to play with her strap-on as she waited for him. After aggressively slapping the shaft against her palm a few times, Kelly went on to cup the balls that hung from its base just as she sometimes did with her husband's when assessing how desperate he was. Deprived for longer than he cared to remember, Marcus knew his testicles were just as heavy, weighed down by the wicked metal that remained locked around them as he hurriedly arranged the bra so as to be able to slip its straps up his arms.

Why would such devilish garments never fasten when his wife was watching? Kelly's impatience was evident by the way she was now picking up the suspender belt that had been hidden beneath the bra, revealing the inevitable nude hosiery that would help transform her husband into one of the girls from the movie - just as she had adopted the persona of senior sister in her stern black basque and strap-on cock. There were no panties, of course, but soon Marcus was wearing all the other underwear of a young woman, with his wife giving his intimate attire only a cursory inspection before turning her attention to the cock stuck to the mirror.

"In the absence of any other sisters to help me show you your place, we're going to be using this", Kelly declared, casually sliding her fingers along the jet black silicone to make it clear what she meant. "I was thinking of using it myself when I bought it the other day, but that movie of yours gave me a much better idea. I expect you to worship this as though I were wearing it", she said sternly, continuing a caress that would surely have caused her husband to shower her hands with sperm should she have treated him to something similar.

As it was, Marcus's manhood could only strain against his chastity cage as he watched his wife giving the lifeless length the attention he so desperately desired. The sight of Kelly teasing the silicone made him moan with longing as he stood there in his white lingerie, wishing it was his cock she was stroking instead. Not missing the sexually suggestive sound, Kelly was swift to tease her husband. "Hungry to have this in your mouth? Then let's begin!".

A few buttons pressed on the remote saw the scene on the television change to the one where the five pledges, still staggering from their encounter with the dildos, now entered the sorority's inner sanctum. As they were told to adopt an appropriate position, Marcus knew that he was expected to do the same, with his wife tapping one of her heels on the floor in front of the mirror to indicate where she wanted him. Was she not going to unlock his chastity device first?

Dutifully dropping down to his knees, then stretching his body forward to bring his face unnervingly close to the dildo in front of him, Marcus knew he was in no position to ask questions. With his position naturally pressing his buttocks back, it seemed as though he were inviting his wife to penetrate him with the strap-on she was even now lubricating. The feminized man could feel his snow white suspender straps cutting into his cheeks as they stretched taut to support his stockings, the lines of his bra similarly tight across his back in a shameful display of submission - one that would be Kelly's to enjoy for as long as she wished once she started sliding her stiffness in and out of him.

"So you've survived the dildos of despair", a voice from the television said scornfully. Marcus knew what was coming even as he followed the dialogue, but his wife had some extra words for him as she brought the tip of her strap-on gently to rest against the cleft in his buttocks. "I'm not going to unlock you tonight, because I can't trust you not to touch yourself. So this will be more for my pleasure than yours", Kelly said with a snigger, knowing that although her husband was unlikely to gain any physical satisfaction from what she was about to do, he would still enjoy such submission psychologically.

With his cock twitching uncomfortably at the thought that he would remain denied even while his wife drilled him, Marcus didn't need the television to remind him what was in store for him, but the voice coming from its speakers did so all the same. "In your ass and in your mouth! Get going, girls!". A click of the senior sister's fingers and Kelly did just that.

Now Marcus found himself stuck between a rock and a hard place, with his body's natural reluctance to be impaled upon the dildo that Kelly was pressing into him from behind forcing him forward onto the one in front of him. Taking the latter between his lips only bought him a few moments of relief, with his wife relentlessly driving her strap-on deeper even as the tip of the other plastic organ tickled his tonsils.

"Suck that cock, you slut!", the television chided, but it was all Marcus could do not to choke on the silicone, having to push his bottom back as though eager to be penetrated as he struggled to breathe. All the while, he was confronted with his humiliation, with the mirror reflecting the image of a man in a bra with a big black dildo in his mouth as the woman behind him sought to push him forward onto it with her hips.

As always, Kelly started slowly, but once she was satisfied that her husband could take it, she gradually increased her speed, driving the full length of her penis into him before withdrawing it to begin the process all over again. From time to time, she added her own catcalls to the ones coming from television, criticising Marcus's cocksucking technique even as the sisters on screen chided the girls he was copying. "Don't just leave that dick in your mouth, really work your head, you whore! I want to see you using your lips and tongue", Kelly demanded as she continued to drill her husband, the constant back and forth of her hips making such humiliating instructions even harder for him.

Marcus was dimly conscious that his wife could see exactly what he was doing in the mirror, just like he could watch how she was hammering the strap-on home if he managed to keep his eyes focused long enough. His own frustrated organ felt like it was going to burst, with the cage that contained it bouncing back and forth in time to the banging he was received from Kelly.

Purrs of pleasure now accompanied the assortment of moans and groans coming from the five girls and one man who had together seen more than their fair share of cocks inside them as they grovelled shamefully in their lingerie. Slamming her strap-on into her husband as she heightened the pace still further, Kelly's quickening rhythm showed how she was seeking to bring herself off, with her impending orgasm one that Marcus would not be sharing as he struggled to fellate the saliva-coated cock in front of him.

Pushed into the plastic penis by the pressure his wife was exerting as she rode his rear to climax, he was allowed only a few moments of respite while she shuddered behind him, with Kelly soon wiggling her hips as she recovered her energy only to scold him. "Your bra straps have slipped, you slovenly girl!", she chided, finally withdrawing her strap-on and working off its condom just as a man might have done had the contraceptive been full of cum. "Fix them, and then we'll continue the other way round".

"In your ass and in your mouth!", the television taunted as Marcus crawled around on the carpet, wishing he had slobbered more over the dildo that would soon be stuck up him even as he faced his wife's strap-on with a view to fellating it. Would he ever get to come from either? It seemed unlikely, but just like the girls on screen, he had now been well and truly initiated into the Strap-on Sorority!




Feedback

No matter what you thought of this book, your feedback is always welcome! Whether you've been inspired to try some of these ideas yourself or care to share your own story, I'd love to hear from you. Perhaps you'd like to let me know what worked well for getting you in the mood, or maybe you've spotted a typo that should be fixed for the next edition. Either way, your comments and criticism are greatly appreciated, not only encouraging me to write more but helping to shape future books for the benefit of you and other readers. Why not send me an email and let me know your thoughts?
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You might also like...
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At brassièred, we believe that men benefit from expressing their
feminine and submissive sides - as do their wives and girlfriends! That's why
we offer helpful how-to guides on topics ranging from erotic feminization and
lingerie discipline to male chastity and men as maids, as well as exciting
erotic stories to set a good example. Whether you're looking for practical, no
nonsense advice on how to transform your own relationship or searching for a
sexy read about loving couples enjoying themselves in plausibly realistic
scenarios, you're sure to find something at brassièred for you!



On the following pages, we offer a selection of other books that you might
like, all of which are available in both paperback and ebook format. For the
full range and news about the latest releases, check out the brassièred
website at:


www.brassiered.com




taming the caged beast

an introduction to male chastity

[image: advert-tamingthecagedbeast]



Do you despair of your man succumbing to selfish desires or wish he wasn't led
so much by the bulge between his legs? Believe it or not, there's a way to get
his balls on your side, harnessing the mighty power of a man's libido to make
your husband or boyfriend a more caring and considerate lover. There's no need
to nag or scold when his testicles are telling him to do what's right, but the
benefits of male chastity go far beyond simply stopping your man taking you for
granted, ensuring he satisfies your needs as much as his own.




Showing how orgasm denial can not only spice up your sex life but rekindle the
romance in your relationship, taming the caged beast explores the
practical and psychological aspects of locking his cock up and keeping the key!
Explaining everything you need to know to get started with a modern male
chastity device, this book will let you take control of the animal that lies at
the heart of your man and have it perform for your mutual pleasure!



www.brassiered.com/tamingthecagedbeast/




padlocked, pantied and pegged

four men frustrated, feminized and filled by the women they love

[image: advert-padlockedpantiedandpegged]



Is it more emasculating for a man to be prevented from enjoying an erection, to
be put in panties, or to be penetrated like a woman? The helpless husbands in
these stories about sexual surrender don't get to choose when their dominant
wives bring together all three for a singularly submissive experience. Blending
erotic feminization, male chastity and strap-on sex, it's clear who's in charge
when men are padlocked, pantied and pegged!




Just because a man's cock is locked away doesn't mean a couple can't play with
something stiff, but when her dildo replaces his dick, you can be sure his wife
will have the upper hand! The tables are turned in these tales of role reversal,
each with the woman leading the lovemaking as her husband gets taken like a
girl, dressed in sexy lingerie and denied any chance of an orgasm. Whether
sucking her strap-on in stockings or bending over to be banged in a bra, he'll
feel his frustration all the more for being feminized as he's filled for her
pleasure!



www.brassiered.com/padlockedpantiedandpegged/




feminized and frustrated

these guys have to get girly to obtain relief!

[image: advert-feminizedandfrustrated]



The incessant frustration of being locked in chastity can drive a man to
almost any lengths for an orgasm. The longer his cock is kept in a cage, the
more submissive he becomes, until eventually he's begging to do whatever his
keyholder asks him - even if that involves feminization! Kept from touching
himself without the key that hangs around her neck, he'll happily wear women's
underwear and more if that's the cost of a climax, accepting such humiliation
as the price that must be paid for both punishment and pleasure.




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



www.brassiered.com/feminizedandfrustrated/




from belt to bra

when male chastity leads to feminization

[image: advert-frombelttobra]



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




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



www.brassiered.com/frombelttobra/
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