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Foreword

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. 

• John’s chastity belt has to come off for cleaning, but his wife’s regular inspection of his imprisoned penis is anything but an impersonal affair when Bella has him tied to the bed, teasing her husband to the very edge of orgasm before locking him right back up again! He’ll have to perform humiliating forfeits for her before she’ll consider relieving his frustration, emasculating himself with bra and buttplug if he wants to be let out for more pleasurable purposes. The couple’s chastity games make them both hot and horny, but unlike her husband, Bella doesn’t have to put her dignity on the line in order to come, making sure her man shows her appropriate attention throughout his intimate ordeal! Find out how John gets on in The Bag of Forfeits. 

• Greg gets caught trying to come in his chastity device, even though he knows the cage locked around his cock will never let him climax without v

his wife’s permission. Diana is just as stern as the stainless steel when it comes to keeping her husband chaste, which means it comes as something of a surprise when she suggests unlocking him after he’s let her down. Any hope of an orgasm is short-lived, however, with his wife simply wanting to swap his chastity cage for something equally as effective at stopping him masturbating - old-fashioned foundation wear! Sent to work sewn into control panties, two girdles and a longline brassière, he’s soon reminded that his wife has total power over his penis! Learn his fate in Greg’s Chastity Girdles. 

• Stuart shows scant interest in his wife’s new shoes, wanting Carol to wear sexy stilettos rather than the cute casual footwear that she’s come home from the shops with. Persuaded to put on his male chastity device after she changes into a pair of patent leather pumps, he soon finds the cage locked around his cock correcting him of his earlier chauvinism when his wife sets out to teach her husband a thing or two about feminine fashions. 

Shopping for shoes takes on a new meaning for a man made to buy his very own high heels, but he’ll have to learn to strut like a hooker in stockings and suspenders before Carol considers letting him have sex in stilettos. Join him as he walks on the wild side in Hostage to Heels. 

• Adrian’s chastity belt teaches him an unlikely lesson in erotic economics as he comes to terms with having to pay whatever his wife demands as a cum tax in order to climax. Her ever increasing levy sees her husband earning his orgasms by treating her to whatever she fancies, but when Sue decides she wants her man feminized, Adrian has no choice but to start buying lingerie for both of them! Slowly graduating from presenting himself in panties to having to wear women’s underwear all the time as a tribute to his keyholder, it isn’t long before his wife is asking even more of her man - expecting him to work as her maid in exchange for her intimate attentions. Follow him into feminization in Paying His Dues. 

Feminization and male chastity go hand in hand when it comes to showing a man who’s in charge, as the wives in these stories about submission and discipline are only too happy to demonstrate. When a man’s penis is trapped behind both padlock and panties, you can be sure he’ll do exactly as he’s told, wearing a bra like a girl even before his keyholder starts teasing him! If you’re looking for erotic fiction where husbands are kept horny in hosiery and heels, you’ll find feminized and frustrated offers four arousing tales of thwarted men lovingly locked in lingerie. 

vi

I hope you enjoy what I have written. 

vii
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The Bag of Forfeits

John knew full well the practicalities involved in wearing a chastity belt for any length of time. Graduating from donning one for just a few hours fun in the bedroom to staying locked in steel on an almost full-time basis introduced all manner of matters that needed to be attended to, generally of an all too mundane nature. Staying clean down below was the primary problem for a man no longer able to reach between his legs, requiring gymnastic contortions in the shower to direct water into every nook and cranny of the contraption fastened firmly around his body, but that was only half the story. Once he was satisfied that his imprisoned penis was as washed as it was ever going to be considering the shroud of steel preventing direct access, there was then the additional complication of drying both prisoner and prison when no towel could reach every last interstice, let alone make it as far as the inner sanctum that kept the ultimate untouchable safe from desecration at the hands of man. Only the hot air from a hair dryer could make it that far, requiring just as patient dedication after ablutions as during them. All that was before a skincare regime to rival any woman’s, not to mention regular oiling of the belt’s lock to ensure it didn’t seize up as a result of getting wet. 

Even the most rigorous of cleaning regimes was still only a stopgap solution, however. Twice a week it was necessary for the belt to be removed for a more thorough cleaning, which naturally posed problems as far as the purpose of the device was concerned. John’s orgasms were rationed so severely that to come twice in one week would be unthinkable - indeed, he was lucky to be allowed to climax that many times in a month, considering his wife’s opinions on what made for the best sex. Bella liked to keep her husband hot and horny, finding that a frustrated man was far more fun between the sheets than one who was allowed to pleasure himself whenever he fancied. It was a conclusion that John had come to reluctantly agree with - after all, he wouldn’t have gone along with wearing such an unyielding contraption had he too not benefited from the arrangement 1

- but that didn’t make such erotic denial any easier to endure. Left to his own devices, he would be certain to succumb to temptation far more often than his wife’s rather sparse schedule of sexual relief permitted, never knowing just how extraordinary intercourse could be when more mundane pleasures were bottled up into experiences as singularly concentrated as they were sporadic. 

The contraption’s regular need for cleaning was its one weakness, for while the impenetrable steel of the chastity belt ensured that there was no chance of John touching himself while he remained encircled by its unyielding grip, there was no such guarantee once it was removed. The idea of John simply being sent off to the shower while his belt soaked in the sink was unthinkable, with Bella quite rightly regarding the potential for her husband’s hormones to get the better of him in such a scenario as being far too high to risk, however much he might promise her otherwise. The certainty that he couldn’t possibly have done anything she wouldn’t approve of whilst unaccompanied was something the couple both valued immensely - indeed, it had been what had driven them to turn the belt from being an occasional bedroom plaything into something that John wore all day, every day, safe from the perils of temptation and able to prove to Bella that he had been faithful by virtue of its mere presence. 

As such, on the rare occasions when her husband wasn’t confined to the belt, Bella took additional measures to ensure there were no unauthorised orgasms on his part. Whereas some women might have considered having to handcuff their husband prior to washing his body to be a chore, Bella positively delighted in the opportunity to explicitly express her control over him, turning his regular releases into far more than mere exercises in hygiene. Whether his hands were cuffed behind his back or suspended from hooks screwed into the ceiling, the belt didn’t come off John’s body until he was rendered helpless by other means, left entirely at his wife’s mercy while she attended the more practical matter of sterilising the stainless steel tube in which his penis spent the vast majority of its time. Sometimes, when Bella was tired, she merely gave her husband’s groin a thorough scrubbing before drying him off in readiness for the return of his belt, but more often than not, she went out of her way to tease her captive, playing with John’s penis so as to demonstrate its full glory whilst wickedly denying him anything more than the most mighty of erections. She’d take him to the edge again and again, always coming perilously close to pushing him over yet somehow knowing just when to stop so as to maximise his frustration before letting his stiffness subside and locking him back up again. 

Thus it was that John was spreadeagled on their marital bed, hands and feet tied to the bedposts as his wife’s almost naked body gyrated on top of him. Bella had had her husband strip before her, wolf-whistling lewdly as he’d divested himself of 2

his clothes to reveal the underwear he could never remove by himself. Still locked in steel since their last frustrating encounter, John meekly did as he was told, lying down on the bed and stretching his arms out into just the right position to allow Bella to fasten the Velcro restraints around his wrists. The thick woven straps she’d looped around the bedposts were hardly the most hardcore of bondage paraphernalia, but nevertheless proved as effective as any chains in keeping a humbled husband exactly where his wife wanted him, quite apart from allowing her to release and refasten him without having to faff around with keys. That was something that came into its own as far as the chastity belt was concerned, the chunky contraption being far easier to attend to when the wearer could move his legs, however soon they might be tied down again afterwards. 

Despite having personally fastened her husband’s restraints, Bella nevertheless challenged him to escape them, following a well worn ritual in which John knew his part. Even if he could have broken free from the wristbands that rendered his arms immobile, that would only have seen Bella secure them more tightly, perhaps even going so far as to replace the comfortable Velcro with harsher steel handcuffs so as to ensure there was no possibility of her husband going anywhere while he was out of the belt that made him hers. Vainly struggling against the unbreakable bonds, John soon admitted defeat after demonstrating that he was entirely helpless, his fate utterly in his wife’s hands as she set about extracting the key that nestled in her bosom - the only thing that would open the belt’s high security radial lock and allow his manhood to see the light of day again. It was all theatre, he knew, right down to the over-engineered lock that was allegedly impossible to pick, but that didn’t stop it from having a profound psychological effect on him in emphasising his incarceration. 

Even now, Bella seemed to be teasing him, taking her time when it came to fumbling around in her bra. Had she thought better of unlocking him or, heaven forbid, lost the key? John knew such worries were groundless, but couldn’t help emitting a sigh of relief when he finally caught sight of a glint of metal between her breasts, watching eagerly as Bella unfastened the necklace that held it. His wife carefully worked the delicate golden chain over her long, blonde tresses, the two becoming indistinguishable for a moment before the necklace emerged again. 

Still Bella seemed to be in no hurry, idling twirling the key around her fingers as though debating whether to let her husband stew a little longer while she studied his supine form with amusement. Her other hand trailed over his body, stopping to caress his nipple momentarily as it worked its way down John’s chest towards the mirror finished steel around his groin. There she paused for a while, tracing the circumference of the band that ran between her husband’s legs before working her way back up to the belt’s locking mechanism. 
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“Let’s see how my toy is doing today, shall we?”, Bella suggested merrily, not waiting for John to reply before setting about inserting her key into her husband’s lock. “How long has it been now?”, she enquired whilst turning it, adopting the manner of a doctor making idle conversation during a routine check-up. “Almost two weeks”, John answered distractedly, unable to keep his eyes off what his wife was doing around his groin. “Almost two weeks?”, Bella echoed with mock incredulity. “I imagine you must be feeling very frustrated. How have you managed?”, she continued cheerily, not stopping what she was doing despite making small-talk throughout. No longer locked together by the holding plate, the ends of the chastity belt had split apart, opening up like the jaws of a giant beast reluctantly releasing its prey. 

“Lift your bum for me”, Bella commanded, still adopting a clinical tone that would have been perfectly in keeping with a doctor’s surgery. Any half-formed answer John might have had to her earlier question was lost as he focused on complying with his wife’s request, knowing that Bella had only a passing interest in the routine trials and tribulations of his chastity belt. Besides, he was far more concerned about seeing the source of his frustration safely removed from his body, however impotent he would still be afterwards. While his wife would want to be the first to know about any serious repercussions from her husband’s enforced chastity, the everyday problems imposed by wearing a stiff shield of metal around his private parts were ones that were best kept to himself, a necessary sacrifice that must be made for the greater good of their relationship. He’d long grown used to the rigorous hygiene regime the belt demanded, as well as having to sit down to pee and being unable to scratch the occasional infuriating itch down below, but that didn’t make the sexual frustration any easier to handle. The sight of a pretty girl innocently flaunting her charms, let alone his wife wickedly exploiting her own, often proved too much to bear, sending a spasm of pain through his privates as the resulting erection dashed itself upon the limits dictated by the belt’s rigid tube. 

Arching his body as best he could, John watched as his wife carefully worked the steel contraption past his hips, slowly revealing an unfamiliar part of his body as the device disgorged its contents. It was always reassuring to catch sight of his penis again, his manhood ordinarily only making its presence known in a manner that was more visceral than visible. Indeed, there had been a time when it had amused Bella to keep her husband blindfolded during their regular cleaning sessions, not to mention their lovemaking, such that he hadn’t caught sight of his cock for weeks on end. She’d teased him about how it was slowly shrinking as a result of wearing the device, playing on one of his deepest fears by referring to it as his clitoris and wondering aloud whether he’d end up with just a feminine 4

crack like hers. Now, however, it was clear that his manhood was alive and well, his member eagerly saluting its owner as it saw the light of day again for the first time in half a week. 

“Well, somebody’s pleased to see me!”, Bella exclaimed merrily, grinning as she continued to work her husband’s chastity belt down his legs until it was far enough down to allow her to separate it from his body entirely. Perhaps it was because it was unlocked, or simply a psychological effect from knowing that he would soon be returned to its clutches, but John always found himself thinking that the belt seemed much larger when he wasn’t wearing it, amazed at the size of the imposing steel that his wife now held in her hands. Bella had placed the contraption down on the bed beside him, but it soon became clear that this interlude was only momentary as she resumed her clinical tone. “Legs apart”, she instructed, waiting until her husband had complied with her instruction before fastening the remaining Velcro restraints around his ankles. Now he was completely immobilised, able only to squirm on the bed in response to whatever mischief she had in mind for him, a fact that Bella insisted on demonstrating by gently tickling the soles of his feet. 

However much he might seek to escape the wicked torment she imposed with her fiendish fingernails, John had no choice but to grin and bear it, writhing in delicious agony until his wife relented her assault. “Don’t you go anywhere”, Bella laughed. 

Then she was gone, heading into the bathroom for what seemed like an age, leaving John to his thoughts as he lay strapped to the bed. The mere practicalities of washing down the belt and leaving its penis tube to soak in disinfectant would take a while, John knew from past experience, but that didn’t make the wait any easier for him, wondering what Bella would have in store for him afterwards. 

Would she simply put him back in its steel confines straight away, or would she want a little fun at his expense first? Her teasing could go on for hours if she was in the mood, often including Bella having her helpless husband satisfy her own sexual desires even as she denied him his, leaving John thoroughly frustrated yet incredibly hot and horny. Even the thought of being subject to such treatment was turning him on, causing his penis to throb with renewed enthusiasm despite Bella not being there to see it, let alone doing anything to actively encourage his bulging erection. John couldn’t do anything to relieve himself of his erection, having to wait for it to dwindle of its own accord - something which was easier said than done when the sight of the stiff pole at the centre of his naked, spreadeagled body reminded him of the predicament he found himself in. 

Even by her usual standards, Bella seemed to be taking her time. With one, if not two, closed doors between them, and no way of John getting up from the bed to which he was bound, it was impossible to make out what she was 5

up to no matter how hard he strained his ears. Nor did trying to imagine her going through the motions of cleaning his chastity belt help, with the thought of Bella returning with the steel now sparkling serving only to frustrate him further. 

His wife would untie his legs only to reverse the earlier process, slowly working the unyielding contraption up his body until it was safely locked around his groin once more, leaving him ready to serve another three or four days in its inescapable confinement, then another, then another, until Bella finally deigned to show mercy on him. There would be a price to be paid for any eventually orgasm too, with his wife delighting in having her husband earn his intimate release by submitting to her in other ways, invariably of a sexual nature that tested just how far John was prepared to go for her. What would Bella insist on demanding from him this time before she would allow him those few moments of earth-shattering pleasure? 

Whatever it was, he knew he’d do it for her - no matter how embarrassing or degrading her whims might be. 

The sounds of approaching footsteps in the landing tore John’s thoughts away from the previous humiliations he’d been all too willing to suffer in exchange for the resulting pleasure. Craning his head forward as far as his bonds would permit, John found himself holding his breath as he eagerly awaited the return of his wife, not taking his eyes off the door to the bedroom for a moment as he willed it to open and reveal his fate. Would his wife be carrying his chastity belt, now clean and ready to be locked back on his body once again, or would she have other things in her hands - perhaps toys to tease him with? Bella could do some thoroughly wicked things with her vibrator when she was so inclined, working the throbbing, buzzing phallus around John’s own member until his cock pulsed as powerfully as her battery powered penis. Once he was properly hard, she would alternate between her two toys, bringing herself off with silicone and flesh in turn, comparing and contrasting the orgasms each gave her whilst denying her helpless husband any release of his own until the very end, when her cock would penetrate him even as his penetrated her. 

Still, John found himself unprepared for the sight that greeted him as the bedroom door slowly swung open, with Bella striding into the room clad in nothing but striking scarlet lingerie. She’d evidently gone underwear shopping without him at some stage, for John wouldn’t have forgotten seeing his wife in such arousing attire, captivated by the effect that the intimate garments had upon her feminine curves. With his cock so stiff that it stuck skyward like a stone obelisk, John instinctively struggled against the bonds that held him fast, wanting nothing more than to let loose his animal instincts and have his wicked way with the paragon of feminine perfection that now stood before him, but the Velcro restraints held fast, denying him just as effectively as the steel chastity belt had earlier. There was a 6

distinct smirk on Bella’s face as she looked down on her helpless husband, sensing his frustration as he drank in the sight of her standing over him in red lace and nylon. John’s eyes darted from his wife’s push up bra to her matching G-string that barely covered her womanly crevice, his gaze drawn hither and thither as it leapt from one erotic delight to the next. Bella had even gone to the trouble of procuring garish red stockings, giving her legs an undeniably provocative hue as their deep lace tops faded out into sheer nylon. It was all so near and yet so impossibly far away, a sensual, seductive display right in his face but miles out of reach. 

Under the circumstances, it was perhaps not surprising that John didn’t notice the rather mundane bottle his wife was holding until she explicitly brought it to his attention, snuggling it up against her bosom such that it was impossible to ignore. Even then, Bella seemed to be going out of her way to tease him, slipping the nondescript plastic between her firm, round breasts and rubbing it up and down suggestively. It was a sight that mesmerised her husband, his eyes tracking the motion of the bottle hypnotically, only half listening to Bella as she explained its purpose. “It’s about time you had a proper skincare regime for down there”, she told him firmly. “I know that belt of yours can be a bit harsh, so I got you this”, stopping the rhythmic backwards and forwards of the bottle so as to present its label to her husband, but it was all that John could do to focus on the strange object thrust in his face, feeling as though it was his manhood that had been unceremoniously extracted from her cleavage, so enthralled had he become by the suggestive display between the lace cups of his wife’s scarlet brassière. Had she treated him to the performance she’d lavished upon the plastic bottle, he’d have shot his load in no time, covering her chest in sticky pleasure that his wife would have insisted he lick up. 

“It’s moisturiser”, Bella explained, “the same kind that I use”. She had opened the cap of the bottle and was now squeezing out a generous quantity of cream into her hands. Even before she had brought them up to his nose, John was aware of a distinctly feminine scent, one that permeated not just his wife’s body and clothes, but to a lesser extent the entire house. Soon he would be anointed with the same aroma, becoming hers in a way that even a man who had surrendered his sexuality might never have imagined was possible. His private parts would not only belong to his wife, but smell like her too, even without coming into contact with her body. The mere thought caused his manhood to burn with a fresh fire, the flames of which were hardly soothed by the cool lotion that Bella began to smear around the base of his penis, gently rubbing it into his skin before returning her hand to the bottle for more. 

John’s skin was always slightly tender where his chastity belt had pressed into it, 7

for though the harsh steel was surrounded by a softer silicone lining, there was no denying the unyielding presence that forced flesh to give way no matter what. 

With loving care, Bella worked her fingers along the fiery red marks that the contraption had imposed upon her husband’s body, moving them in circles as she rubbed in the soothing cream. Unable to take his eyes off what she was doing, John was treated to a view that did nothing to relieve his frustration, for the way in which his wife was bent over him meant that her breasts pressed forward, shown off in a manner that could hardly have been more provocative had she tried. Still, Bella seemed oblivious to the effect that her lingerie clad body was having upon her helpless husband, nonchalantly working her hands around his groin whilst steadfastly ignoring the mighty erection that protruded aggressively from its midst. John’s stiff pole throbbed as though it had a life of its own, clamouring for attention even as his wife denied him, indeed, teased him still further with her tender caress. 

So far, Bella had adopted an almost clinical approach to moisturising her husband’s skin, although her bedside attire was a far cry from that which any nurse would wear. Now, however, her actions took a distinctly amorous turn as she got up and walked round to the end of the bed where John’s feet were firmly bound to the bedposts, bending forward again before running her slippery fingers up the underside of his bulging member in a manner that was distinctly indecent. That caused the man at her mercy to moan with a combination of agony and ecstasy, in turn encouraging his wife to repeat the process, softly stroking the underneath of John’s cock with no more than the slightest of touches, yet proving enough to make him squirm as he futilely fought for more. With a wicked giggle, Bella lowered herself still further, flitting the tip of her tongue over the incredibly sen-sitive head of her husband’s penis. It was barely a lick, let alone anywhere near taking the length of his shaft in her mouth and sucking on it like candy, yet it had John in paroxysms of delight and despair, ready to do anything for her were she to offer more of the same. 

Sadly for the man bound beneath her, no further fondling was forthcoming. Indeed, Bella was getting to her feet once more, leaving John begging her with his eyes not to leave him like this, to give him more in the way of relief before locking him back in the cruel confinement that she would be sure to return with once she left the room. He would have beseeched her more vocally had he not known from bitter experience that doing so was all too often counter-productive, Bella having long since taught him that he was to do as he was told rather than make untoward requests of her. That didn’t stop him from wishing fervently for his wife to continue her devilish game rather than leave it at this, for however frustrating he found her teasing, going back to the belt now would be even worse. 

8

He watched with anxiety as his wife turned her back on him for a moment, too worried about what she would do next to fully appreciate the display of shocking red suspender elastic pulled taut against her pale, pert buttocks, complementing the tiny triangle of material that nestled between her cheeks. Nor was he more than vaguely aware of how her hair obscured the brightly coloured bra straps that clung to her shoulders, the latter coming into view and then disappearing again as her long locks shifted with even the slightest of motions. No, John was too concerned with what his wife had in store for him next to pay her beautiful body more than passing attention, no matter how much it would have warranted worship in other circumstances. 

Whether it was just another one of his wife’s ways of teasing and tormenting him, or whether Bella had genuinely changed her mind about leaving the room, John would never know, but to his immense relief, his wife turned before she reached the door, pacing towards him once more. He became aware for the first time that she must be wearing heels, judging by the rhythmic click-clack that was now all too audible against the wood panelled floor, but perhaps even that was intentional on her part as Bella approached her helpless husband again, adopting a deliberate gait that set John’s nerves on edge in anxious anticipation of her next move. Unable to do anything other than watch as she mounted the bed, John soon found himself being presented with a close-up view of the lingerie he had dismissed only moments before, Bella straddling his body so as to place her buttocks barely inches away from his face. The scanty thong that nestled between them was now right in front of him, with its spaghetti thin straps running off to either side of the central triangle of sheer fabric. Above that lay the clasp of her suspender belt, the only practical concession in what was otherwise the most erotic of garments, its scarlet lace encircling Bella’s body with a powerful femininity that was both arousing and alluring. 

Even the ability to squirm in response to his wife’s ministrations was now denied John as Bella rested the entire weight of her body upon him. In combination with the Velcro restraints that held his limbs fast, her svelte figure was enough to pin him to the bed, something that Bella wasted no time in exploiting. While John couldn’t see what his wife was doing, his view of proceedings blocked by her body, he could certainly feel the way in which her hands were beginning to explore his groin again, Bella’s fingers revisiting the base of his penis again before working their way up its shaft, coating it with a slippery layer of sweet smelling moisturising cream in the process. Of course, that needed to be rubbed in just as much as it would anywhere else on his body, but Bella took care to do so in a manner that inflamed her husband’s frustration, never going so far with her rhythmic rubbing as to put him at any risk of undue ejaculation. No, she 9

wanted his penis to stay hard throughout, even as she gave up any pretence of moisturising John’s skin and began to slowly masturbate him, stopping just short of the edge before starting again once the danger had passed. No matter how much he might long for one, there would be no orgasm for John any time soon, only endless frustration. 

Considering how soon John’s shaft became slick with excitement, the additional moisturiser his wife was lubricating him with was somewhat superfluous. Bella’s touch caused his cock to exude so much pre-cum that its shaft became perilously slippery, sliding between his wife’s fingers as though it were an eel trying to escape her clutches. Nevertheless, Bella had her husband right where she wanted him, pulling her legs inwards such that he could feel the sides of her shoes pressing against his body as she continued to play with his penis, the smooth patent leather abruptly changing into softer nylon around the bony protrusion of her ankles. As his wife shifted her body slightly, John found himself with her rear quite literally in his face, so close that he could have bent his head forward and pressed his nose in her crack had she so desired, joining the thin strip of material that was all that comprised her underwear down there. If she angled herself slightly differently, he’d be perfectly position for eating her out, but for now Bella seemed quite content with things as they were, devoting herself selflessly to her husband’s pleasure, in so far as his continued sexual frustration was as pleasurable for him as it evidently was for her. Bella’s regular giggles and quips about how hard he was contrasted sharply with his own tormented moans, with John longing for his wife to put him out of his misery. 

However much he might need to come, John had long abandoned any hope of actually doing so until such a time as would amuse Bella, knowing that how, when and even if he was allowed to climax was entirely in her hands. All he could do was to ride the waves of frustration as she brought him right up to the edge before holding him back for another round of teasing and denial, taking each moment as it came rather than trying to think of how much longer such wicked torment would last. For all he knew, he could be going back in the belt after this without being able to release even a drop of the pent-up frustration that filled his balls, condemned to suffer further days in the unyielding steel before being subject to a similar procedure - perhaps not in the same way, but one that would surely prove just as maddening for the man who belonged to his wife, not just in body, but in mind and soul as well, owned completely by the woman who even now straddled him, clad only in saucy scarlet lingerie and seemingly intent on milking every last bit of pre-cum out of the toy beneath her. 

As such it came as something of a surprise to hear Bella ask him whether he wanted to come. Indeed, John thought he was dreaming until she asked him 10

again, stopping her rhythmic masturbation of his member and giving his balls a surprisingly firm squeeze in order to get his attention. “I asked you a question”, Bella said firmly, shuffling her body forward so that her husband’s response wouldn’t be muffled by her buttocks, which had come perilously close to his lips as she’d slowly slipped back whilst fondling him. “Do you want to come?”. “Oh yes! 

Yes! Very much!”, John enthused, but his wife cut his begging short. “What’s it worth?”, she asked sternly. “How many forfeits are you prepared to do for me in exchange?”. John’s mind raced, knowing exactly what Bella was referring to -

the bag of forfeits formed an occasional part of their erotic games, containing a miscellaneous assortment of humiliating ways in which he might sexually submit to her. Whatever number he replied with now, Bella would expect him to draw that many forfeits from the bag and carry them out to her satisfaction before she finally allowed him what he desired most. 

The worst part of this particular game was not knowing what the forfeits would be until he had committed to undertaking a particular number of them. Some were surprisingly tame - indeed, there was one which simply said “Receive a blowjob from your loving wife”, which John would be more than happy to select time and time again, but sadly most were nowhere near as benign. Whether they involved extended chastity, physical discomfort or psychological humiliation, all saw John debase himself for his wife’s amusement, knowing he had no choice but to comply if he wanted her to remove his chastity belt in any circumstances other than his regular release for hygiene purposes. Would he have to act as her footstool for an evening, or spend the weekend in an excruciatingly tight corset? He’d done both before now, carried out simultaneously such that she’d been able to rest her feet on the laces that deprived him of breath as he adopted the most menial of roles. Still, it had ultimately all been worth while - Bella had seen to it that he’d enjoyed the most breathtaking orgasm at the end of the night, although remaining in the corset while they made love like wild animals may have had something to do with that, John seeing stars as he shot his load after perhaps the most intense intercourse he’d ever experienced. 

Now, however, the problem was knowing how many forfeits to bid. Too low and Bella would be unimpressed, perhaps even dismissively returning her husband to his chastity belt for not being motivated enough to deserve any reward at all. 

Conversely, offering to undertake too many forfeits had problems of its own -

whilst John would be almost sure to reap the fruits of his labours were he to complete them all, the very act of getting there was a challenge in itself. Once he was committed to undertaking a certain number of forfeits, it was all or nothing

- there were no half measures as far as Bella was concerned, his wife thinking nothing of imposing extended chastity upon her husband were he unwilling to live 11

up to his promises. That left the man tied to the bed in something of a dilemma, having to think fast as his wife tightened her grasp on his testicles. Bella had spoken of forfeits plural, so offering one was out of the question, but how many few could he get away with? Two? Three? Four? Each one could end up being something excruciatingly embarrassing, such that he’d be sure to regret offering more - yet could he afford to suggest fewer? 

“Three?”, he suggested hesitantly, desperately trying to read his wife’s intentions. 

How many forfeits would be enough to win her favour? It was impossible to tell, especially since John’s view of his wife was restricted to her imposing behind, still pressing perilously in his face and offering precious little in the way of body language by which to go on. Nor did Bella’s hold on his balls tell him anything more than his wife’s complete control over the situation, the pressure only easing off when he repeated his initial answer more confidently. “Three. Three forfeits”, he said, addressing the tiny thong that adorned the crack between Bella’s buttocks in lieu of being able to speak to her face. That caused the twin mounds of flesh to shift, although not in the direction that John might have expected - rather than pressing up against his nose, his wife lifted her buttocks into the air. In doing so, Bella offered her helpless husband a provocative display of her stockinged thighs as she set about rotating her body round so as to face him, causing the mattress beneath them to shift under her weight in the process. Like a lioness on the prowl, the scarlet clad vixen laid claim to her territory, straddling her husband’s defenceless body again, although this time finally facing towards him. 

John would have given anything for his wife to have sat down on the painfully erect pole that jutted out from his groin, but Bella contented herself with merely resting on his abdomen, such that her buttocks were barely grazing his engorged shaft. Were she to lean her weight back a little, the length of his penis would have pressed neatly against the crack between her cheeks, but as it was, Bella’s body offered only the faintest of caresses to her husband’s inflamed organ as she ran her fingers up his chest in a manner that left no room for doubt as to who was in charge. “Three?”, she echoed disparagingly. “That’s hardly very adventurous, now, is it? I’m not sure three forfeits even warrants you touching yourself, let alone anything more”, Bella chided, her stern words in sharp contrast to the indecent way in which she was fondling her husband’s nipples. Was she wanting him to up his bid? John found himself torn between wanting to offer a higher number and knowing the consequences of doing so, all too aware that even three forfeits was a high price to pay and yet desperately longing for his manhood to touch his wife’s body properly, to sink deep into her moist crevice as he impaled her upon its rock hard length rather than its swollen tip merely skirting across her skin as it was now. 
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“Perhaps you can make it up to me in other ways”, Bella suggested, lifting her weight from his body once more as she repositioned herself, leaning forward and clutching the bed’s headboard before carefully lowering herself down on top of him. John finally found himself able to touch her womanly shine, but for the man tied to the bed beneath his lingerie clad wife, the frustration was no less maddening, with Bella expecting only oral devotion from her husband rather than anything that would slake his lust. With her pussy pressed firmly against his lips, John’s raging hard-on was left neglected, forlornly throbbing far away from any action. With even his hands out of commission, his wrists still bound to the bedposts, it was left down to John’s lips and tongue to bring his wife off, knowing that whilst Bella would be sure to climax in the near future, any orgasm of his own still required him to undertake three unknown forfeits, inevitably involving profound sexual submission and humiliation. It was a thought that inflamed his angry erection still further as he set to work beneath his wife, knowing that their game had barely even begun. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Bella had locked John back in his chastity belt when she had finally finished with him, insisting on putting her husband back in his steel underwear before unfastening the Velcro restraints that had rendered him powerless throughout their distinctly one-sided lovemaking. “You know the rules”, she told him firmly as she set about fastening the unyielding contraption around John’s waist, doing so with a proficiency that was borne of practice. “You don’t get to come until you’ve done all your forfeits to my satisfaction, and I’m not taking any chances”, she said, nonchalantly clicking the belt’s radial locking mechanism into place as though there were nothing significant about condemning her husband to its clutches once more. She hadn’t even been watching what she was doing, preferring to look John in the eye as she mechanically set about depriving him of his sex, his belting just another everyday chore to be attended to for a woman who could probably lock up her husband’s cock with her eyes closed. “There!”, she purred, rattling out a tattoo with her fingernails on the shiny metal. “All safe! Shall we go and find out what you’re going to have to do?”, she enquired merrily, already releasing the first of the four restraints that bound him to the bed. “I can’t wait to find out what you’ve got this time!”, she grinned with an enthusiasm John found difficult to share. 

Naked save for the steel locked around his groin, John sat up on the bed, rubbing the marks on his wrists that had been left by the Velcro cuffs. Bella had long since changed out of her saucy lingerie, returning from the bathroom in the rather more modest attire that she’d started out in. That, along with a mind-numbingly 13

practical conversation about housekeeping and a couple of sharp pinches in appropriate places had seen his once mighty erection wilt enough to fit back into the stainless steel tube it was now encased in, but the prospect of discovering what was in store for him caused John’s imprisoned member to throb with a fresh fire. Bella had already returned from the bedside cabinet in which she kept her favourite toys, clutching the velvet drawstring bag that John had long since learnt to fear. Inside, he knew, were countless small cards, each bearing a forfeit, and he had promised to pick three from among them, not knowing what they would be yet already committed to undertaking them. 

“Take your pick!”, Bella said brightly, proffering the bag for her husband to dip his hand into. Reluctantly slipping his hand into its dark interior, John rummaged his fingers around in the hope of finding the fabled blowjob card, but knowing that the chances were stacked heavily against him. There was no way of telling what a given card would be until it was too late, no matter how much he tried to will things otherwise. Worse, whatever he picked from the pile would be his choice, with the most embarrassing or uncomfortable of forfeits made all the worse for knowing that he could have avoided them if only he had selected a different card. He could spent hours indecisively agonising about which card to choose and perhaps would have done had Bella not been watching him expectantly, but John knew he had to bite the bullet and face whichever forfeit he happened to pull out of the bag. The one he was touching now was as good as any. 

”What does it say? What does it say?”, Bella enquired eagerly, almost bouncing up and down with enthusiasm as her husband turned the card he was holding the right way round so as to be able to read what his wife had written on it. “Read it out to me”, she instructed insistently, displaying evident impatience with her husband as he struggled to make out her handwriting. “Spend a day wearing all the lingerie a woman would for a date”, John stammered, feeling his heart drop. 

There was something exquisitely embarrassing about wearing feminine frillies that would have been better suited to his wife’s womanly curves, with John always blushing as scarlet as Bella’s scanties had been earlier whenever she played dress up with him. There was nothing physically uncomfortable about donning a pair of pretty panties over his steel underwear, not when his belt was already so imposing, but his wife inevitably wanted to go further, fussing with a bra and stockings and generally making a big deal of humiliating her husband in lace and satin. She didn’t need to know how his throbbing erection fought futilely against its prison to know the effect of lingerie on her man, but John was always all too conscious of being turned on despite his shame. 

“You could do so tomorrow”, Bella suggested cheekily. “Wear a bra and panties under your suit to work”, she teased, watching her husband’s mouth fall open in 14

horror at her outrageous proposal. “Bella! I can’t wear a bra to work!”, John spluttered. “No? That’s too bad”, she sighed. “I guess you’re going to have to wait until the weekend”, she told him, before adopting a more mischievous tone. 

“Does it scare you, the thought of being all dolled up under your shirt and tie? I love the idea of you having to wear a bra to work. Perhaps I’ll add that to the bag for next time”. Despite Bella’s wicked wink, it was hard for John to tell whether she was serious or not, but the mere thought that she might be sent shivers down his spine. Even wearing women’s underwear at the weekend would be bad enough given his wife’s penchant for having fun at his expense, but John’s ordeal wasn’t over yet, as Bella was keen to remind him. “Anyway, you’ve two more forfeits still to go. Let’s find out what else you’re going to do for me”, she told him, practically thrusting the bag into her husband’s hand for his next selection. 

How would the next forfeit compare to the one he’d already earned himself? John fished around in the bag once more, jumbling up the cards inside before picking another out at random. “Insert a buttplug and keep it in for an hour” he read aloud, instinctively clenching his buttocks together at the thought of having to take such an intimate intruder. “Ooh!”, Bella exclaimed perkily, almost bouncing with enthusiasm as she took the card from her husband’s trembling fingers to read what it said for herself. “I know how much you love taking it up the ass”, she teased, taking wicked delight in John’s evident discomfort at the suggestion. 

Surrendering his rear to her was something that brought out John’s submissive tendencies like nothing else, no matter whether he passively allowed himself to be taken by his wife’s strap-on or, as would be the case before his belt came off, actively inserted toys up his rear for her amusement. He knew that Bella would insist that he kept the buttplug in place until he’d finally come, and moreover, how it would feel when he shot his load, his sphincter reflexively tightening around the bulbous presence deep inside him, heightening his orgasm even as the unmanly penetration humiliated him. 

“One more”, Bella directed, shaking the bag before her almost naked husband as though to hurry him along. Taking the hint, John reached inside and pulled out the first card his fingers alighted upon, wasting no time in reading out what was written on it. This time his forfeit was short and sweet, but that didn’t stop John from gulping at what the words employed. “Enjoy your cum”, his wife had written in her feminine cursive, drawing a smiley face afterwards so as to leave John in no doubt as to what was implied. Whilst a stranger to their games might have assumed that this was merely a blank card, with Bella hoping that her husband had a pleasurable orgasm despite the other forfeits imposed upon him, John knew that the cum in question was his own ejaculate, which he’d be expected to eat on penalty of further forfeits. Indeed, it wasn’t just a case of swallowing every 15

last drop of sperm that issued from his backlogged balls, as onerous a task as that might be for a man - Bella wanted him to savour the experience, lapping it up with relish rather than pulling a face or making a fuss. Only if he ate it enthusiastically would his wife be satisfied. 

“Yummy cummy in your tummy!”, Bella giggled, giving John a playful pinch on his already incredibly red cheek before adopting a somewhat sterner tone. “That is, provided you fulfil your other two forfeits to my satisfaction first. Are you sure you don’t want to wear your undies tomorrow?”, Bella teased. “Your balls must be bursting after so long in that belt of yours”, she sympathised, “so the sooner you wear your bra for me, the sooner I’ll be able to let your cock out to play. 

So long as you’re appropriately plugged, of course. You are going to be a busy boy!”. Still grinning, Bella silenced her husband’s nascent protests with a kiss, her darting tongue dissolving any attempt John might have made to argue against her. Thankfully, his wife took a more practical line when she finally let him up for air, her hands now resting upon the ring of steel that even now encircled his waist, pulling him close to her as she offered a more manageable alternative. 

“Perhaps at the weekend, yes? If you’ve no plans for Saturday, let’s make it a day to remember!”. 

♥ ♥ ♥

John hadn’t needed his wife to tell him don the lingerie she’d left out for him on the dresser, knowing that spending the day in such feminine attire was an essential prerequisite for being released from the belt which, like every morning, he’d woken to find still locked around his groin. Indeed, if Bella hadn’t made it so obvious what she wanted her husband to wear, John wouldn’t have hesitated in finding something suitable himself, having rather more in the way of women’s underwear in his top drawer than a man might care for. Every submissive husband needed a few nice bras and panties, Bella had remarked in the past, even if they only came out on special occasions, and since the frilly garments in question were John’s, she insisted on keeping them alongside his more mundane shorts and socks. After all, the last thing his wife wanted was to absent-mindedly pull out one of her husband’s bras from her own lingerie drawer first thing in the morning, getting dressed whilst still half asleep proving challenging enough for Bella without mistaking his undies for her own. 

Now, however, it was John who had to struggle to put on the garments in question, working his way through the pile that Bella had left out for him. The virginal white lace seemed strangely in keeping with the stern steel that kept him as chaste as a blushing bride before her big day, but that didn’t make the practicalities of 16

getting into the delicate dainties any easier, with the suspender belt having to be threaded underneath the band of metal that ran down from his navel and up between his buttocks. His belt got in the way of putting on his stockings too, with its unyielding waistband making its presence known as he bent forward to work the snow white hosiery up each of his legs in turn, attaching the deep lace tops of the bridal stockings to the elastic straps that soon pulled taut across his flesh, digging in to his buttocks as he moved. Nor did the bulky contraption make putting on the pair of skimpy lace panties any easier, with John having to careful stretch them over the unyielding steel locked around his groin. Were he to close his eyes, he would never know that he was wearing any underwear beyond the belt, such was its overpowering presence down below, but looking down clearly revealed that his emasculated crotch was now undeniably feminized in pretty white lace atop the silicone lined steel that ordinarily adorned his most private of parts. 

Unlike the other lingerie, John’s chastity belt didn’t directly impede him putting on the matching bra, but its tight penis tube certainly made its presence known as he began to strap himself into the feminine garment. John found his manhood stiffening despite himself as he slipped his arms into the bra’s lace trimmed straps, fumbling with his hands behind his back in an attempt to fasten the awkward hook and eye clasp that would see his chest become as feminized as the rest of his body. Perhaps it was the memory of his wife having him do the same in her presence, making putting on a bra for her the price that had to be paid for unlocking his belt, or perhaps it was simply the heady mix of emotions that came from wearing this most taboo of garments for a man. Either way, John’s erection was soon throbbing angrily against the walls of its prison again, not helped by the sight of the twin mounds that now graced his chest. Not content with having her husband wear all the lingerie a woman who was dressing for a date might, Bella had selected a padded bra for John, its moulded cups giving him slight but unmistakable breasts that served to turn him on all the more even as he blushed with embarrassment. 

Nor did his wife’s games stop there. Bella refused to countenance her husband putting on anything in the way of more masculine attire, insisting that they spend a leisurely morning lounging around the house with him wearing nothing but lingerie, the white lace that adorned his body serving to inflame his frustration whenever he looked down. Only after lunch did Bella finally suggest that John might want to wear something else on top, but even then she had an ulterior motive, waiting until her husband had donned T-shirt and trousers before coyly pointing out that they had run out of milk. Despite knowing that he would be the one consuming his ejaculate that evening, it was difficult for John not to fall for 17

his wife’s double entendre when she expressed a desire to “drink something creamy later on”, with her downright indecent tone being coupled with a caress that would have driven him wild were it not for the shiny steel barrier that frustratingly kept her flesh from touching his. Grocery shopping in his bra and panties? At that moment, John would have done anything his wife demanded of him in exchange for his painfully erect manhood being released from its cruel confinement, no matter what the resulting humiliation. 

Thankfully, at least Bella had her wits about her, gently suggesting to her husband that he might want to wear something that didn’t show off his bra quite as badly as his T-shirt. “Unless you want everyone to see those budding breasts of yours?”, she giggled, helping John into a jacket that he might have deemed to be unseasonably warm under other circumstances. He certainly found himself sweating in the corner shop, convinced that the girls gossiping behind him had sussed out his secret shame as he queued for what seemed like an age. All too aware of the obvious outline of a bra on the back of the woman in front of him, John had no way of knowing that he too wasn’t putting on such an outrageous display, with only his trust in his wife keeping him from falling victim to such paranoia. Bella might be having more than a little fun at his expense, but she would never put him in a situation he couldn’t handle, even if he did find himself buying milk for her all dolled up in sexy lingerie beneath his drab outerwear. If the people around him knew what he was wearing and why, they’d never stop laughing, but John’s chastity belt drove him to such lengths regardless, knowing that pleasing his wife was all that was important, no matter what that involved. 

If only he’d picked a different forfeit! 

♥ ♥ ♥

At Bella’s suggestion, John stripped down to just his lingerie for the remainder of the day, but other than occasionally snapping his bra straps and suspender elastic, his wife seemed to be taking her husband’s unlikely attire pretty much for granted as they went about their business around the house. Whereas Bella seemed to lack any urgency about continuing their little game, John found himself watching the seconds slowly tick by, unable to concentrate on anything thanks to constantly being aware of what he was wearing and wondering when his wife might deign to put him out of his misery. Ordinarily he would hardly have been enthusiastic about the thought of taking a bulbous buttplug deep inside him, let alone inserting such an intimate intruder himself, but now he would jump at the chance to impaling himself upon one of her wicked toys, knowing that even after doing so he would need to suffer its occupying presence for at least an hour before Bella was satisfied. 
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Dinner had been and gone before John summoned up the courage to raise the subject, suspecting that Bella might be in an amenable mood considering how she was now snuggled up against him on the sofa, idly caressing his body through his silky lace underwear. She’d run her fingers under the welt of his stocking tops at one stage, but the steel panties her husband was confined to kept her fingers from straying anywhere more erogenous just as much as they did his. No, there would be nothing more than frustrating teasing from her hands until he’d fulfilled the second of his forfeits, and that meant penetrating himself with the most submissive of sex toys while his wife watched. “I thought you’d never ask!”, Bella replied merrily after John had gingerly broached the topic. “I was beginning to think you were just going to sit around all evening in those sexy undies of yours”, she teased, pinging the elasticated waistband of the panties that weren’t made of steel to emphasise their presence before becoming more businesslike. 

“You know where I keep the toys. Go fetch the bigger of the pink silicone ones”, she commanded, adding almost as an afterthought, “and don’t forget the lube!”. 

Considering whose backside the buttplug in question would soon be going into, there was precious little chance of John doing that! 

Doing as he was told, John soon returned brandishing the swollen silicone shaft which he would somehow have to push past his sphincter before the evening was out, along with a tube of slippery jelly which would hopefully make this most unmanly of sexual submissions possible. Squeezing a generous quantity of the clear lubricant over the candy coloured buttplug, John proceeded to smear the slimy substance all around before adding an additional dollop to the plug’s tip for good measure. One could never be stingy as far as lube was concerned, John knew from bitter experience, for once the buttplug had begun its assault on his anus, there would be no opportunity to add more - not when Bella would be eagerly watching proceedings, goading her husband to plunge the sex toy ever deeper into his crack with the ever present threat of lending a helping hand if he wasn’t speedy enough about slipping it inside him. 

Using his clean hand to pull down his panties, John turned so as to present his buttocks to his wife, his cheeks naked save for the band of metal that ran between them, widening out to accommodate an annulus that allowed for defecation. Now things would be going through the opening the other way, but before he could think about penetrating his sphincter, John had to line the buttplug up with his belt rather than risk smearing the former’s gelatinous coating over the latter’s impenetrable steel. Only then could he begin to press the plug home, slowly increasing the depth he was able to take by means of rhythmically working it in and out in a manner not dissimilar to when Bella penetrated him with her strap-on. Now, however, it was down to John to set the pace, knowing that his efforts 19

were being scrutinised by the woman sitting comfortably on the sofa behind him, her invisible presence driving him on just as effectively as if she were pushing the buttplug in place herself. 

With his panties around his ankles, there were limits to how far John could spread his legs apart to make the task of taking the buttplug easier, instead having to rely on gradually accepting a little more of its length each time he pushed it in. 

The awkward steel band of his chastity belt certainly didn’t help matters, with the flanged end of the plug having a tendency to catch on the metal opening if he allowed it to pop out too far, forcing him to keep at least the tip of the bulbous silicone intruder within him rather than expelling it completely as he penetrated himself with its length. All the while, John was conscious of his wife watching him, her saucy comments hardly necessary to inflame the exquisite combination of arousal and embarrassment he felt in such a singularly submissive situation. 

“That’s right! Push it in!”, Bella encouraged him with a lustful moan. “I want to see that big fat plug deep inside you. Come on, stick it in! I know you love taking things up your ass”, she teased, pushing her hand against his so as to impart an extra pressure to the plug as it pressed its way home. “You’ve had my cock up there often enough!”. 

The buttplug wasn’t the only swollen shaft struggling against a passageway too small for it. John’s erection had long since hit the limits imposed by his belt’s tight penis tube, and his wife’s dirty talk served only to make its intimate imprisonment even more uncomfortable as flesh struggled vainly against metal, his desires thwarted by cold steel. There was only one way in which his cock could escape its cruel confinement, and that was by fulfilling the forfeit he was currently engaged in, not only taking the full length and girth of the buttplug inside him but remaining occupied for an entire hour afterwards, an hour which Bella would be sure to make the most of, knowing how her husband was completely at her mercy. With a final push, John felt the plug start to slip into place, his sphincter contracting now that it had passed the widest point. Clenching his buttocks to help it along, John let out a gasp as Bella suddenly pressed the buttplug home, his wife giggling with delight at the effect her helping hand had had on her husband. 

“There!”, she cooed. “Much better!”. 

Still getting used to the unfamiliar presence deep inside him, John felt his wife pull his panties up, giving him a playful pat on the backside when she’d finished dressing him in his lingerie once more. “Now, how shall we spend the next hour?”, she wondered aloud, her voice having a mischievous lilt as Bella continued. “What could a girl possibly do with a man all dolled up in sexy undies and wearing a buttplug to boot? Any ideas?”. As John turned to face her, he discovered that whilst he was wearing two pairs of panties, one steel, one lace, his wife wasn’t 20

wearing any at all, having hitched up her skirt to present her sex for his devotion. 

Instinctively falling to his knees, he began to worship at her feminine shrine, lapping away between her legs as Bella entwined her fingers in his bra straps and pulled him closer. Plugged and pantied, belted and brassièred, there was no denying John’s place was at his wife’s feet as he selflessly pleasured her with his tongue, knowing that however many orgasms he delivered her, his own was still some time off. 

♥ ♥ ♥

The couple had swapped the lounge for the bedroom by the time John’s chastity belt finally came off, with Bella tying her husband to the bed just as she had done earlier that week, insisting that he was helplessly immobile before even considering removing the cruel steel from around his groin. Whereas last time he’d been naked save for his belt, now he was clad in frilly white lingerie, his lacy panties the only article of feminine attire that Bella had divested him of prior to finally unlocking the merciless metal that had deprived him for so long. Standing immediately to attention, his manhood bobbed around with a life of its own as Bella performed a slow striptease, taking off her skirt and blouse with a sensuality that would have left any man begging for relief, let alone one who had seen nothing beyond erotic teasing and denial for over a fortnight. Releasing her firm, round breasts from the cups of her bra, Bella remained clad in hold-up stockings as she straddled her husband’s body, toying idly with his erection for a moment before setting about the more practical business of unrolling a condom down the length of the mighty monster that jutted out from his groin. Only when it was safely encased in rubber did she impale herself upon his pole, taking John’s penis deep inside a place that had been off-limits to all but his tongue for longer than he cared to remember. 

John instinctively strained against his bonds as his wife bounced up and down on top of him, but the Velcro restraints held him fast, leaving him no choice but to adopt a passive role in proceedings as Bella had her wicked way with him. She certainly seemed to be having her fill of him, writhing in ecstasy as his rock hard cock brought her off once more, her breasts jutting forward as she spasmed in delight, but John knew from past experience that one orgasm was far from enough for his wife. Bella kept going, driving her husband to new heights of pleasure with her body even as she took the same from his, until finally it was all too much for the man bound beneath her. With his erection squeezed by the pulsing embrace of warm flesh rather than cold steel, his pent-up frustration finally found an outlet, spurting forth in a geyser so powerful that John saw stars, delirious with delight as Bella slowly dismounted him, carefully removing the condom from his now spent member. 
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“Ooh, you were full up!”, she teased, lifting the bulging sac up for her husband to see. There was no denying the volume of sperm contained in the condom, its rubber stretched into a tear-drop as Bella dangled it from her fingers. “Now, what shall we do with this?”, she asked devilishly, a wicked twinkle in her eye as she held the fluid filled bag up towards her husband’s face. “Any ideas?”. 

Despite Bella’s innocent tone, there was no denying her true intentions, nor any need for her to tell her husband the consequences of not keeping his word. John had one last forfeit to undertake, and fittingly, it would involve the product of the earth-shattering orgasm he still had to fully pay for. With a gulp, he readied himself for the inevitable, knowing that Bella wouldn’t relent until he’d enjoyed his cum just as he’d promised. Would she lock him back in his belt first or keep him tied up while she fed him his own sperm? Either way, the next round of their game was about to begin! 
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Greg’s Chastity Girdles

“Have you been trying to get off in the shower again?”, Diana asked her husband sternly as he rejoined her in the lounge. Despite his dressing gown, Greg felt as though he was standing stark naked before her, his wife’s gaze piercing right through to the very centre of his being as he attempted to deny what he had been up to. “No, no. I’d never do anything like that”, he pleaded, his face flushing red with guilt as he thought back to how recently he’d directed a jet of warm water this way and that, desperately seeking relief from the inexorable frustration in his loins. The surging stream from the showerhead was one of the few things that could pass through the slender gaps in his chastity cage and yet still stimulate the penis imprisoned within. Its caress was like that of his wife’s tongue when she chose to tease him, the gushing water causing his cock to become as erect as its stainless steel confines would allow, yet never quite enough to tip him over the edge into the climax he so passionately longed for. It always begged for just a little longer to bring him off, making it far too easy to lose track of time immersed in its tantalising touch. 

“Don’t lie to me, Greg”, Diana scolded. “You’ve been in there over half an hour, and it doesn’t take that long to wash your hair”. “I was just making sure I was clean down there”, Greg protested feebly, but he knew he was digging an even deeper hole for himself by trying to excuse such indefensible behaviour. Orgasms were off-limits for him now that he wore the chastity cage for his wife, at least, those of the selfish kind he’d sought in the shower were. No, Greg knew full well that he was not allowed even to attempt to come without his wife’s express permission, however frustrating he might find that at times. “There had better be enough hot water left for my bath”, Diana reproached him, beckoning her husband to her side before running a hand inside the opening of his dressing gown. Greg winced as she gave his chastity cage a sharp tug but thankfully her touch soon became more tender as she inspected its contents through the impenetrable steel bars, making sure that her property was still safely under lock and key despite his 23

recent shenanigans in the shower. 

“I don’t know why you keep on trying”, she said softly. “You know there’s no way you’ll ever come without me letting you out first. All you’re doing is earning yourself a punishment when you play around like that”. “Sorry, Diana”, Greg apologised contritely. His wife quite literally had him by the balls now, running her fingernails gently over the underside of his testicles as she cupped his heavy metal package in her hand. “And I am going to punish you, Greg”, she said sternly. “Not for trying to pleasure yourself without me, because I know your little cage won’t let you get anywhere with that, but for lying to me about it. 

You know I can’t abide dishonesty”. “Sorry, Diana”, Greg repeated, this time rather dejectedly. Greg knew full well his wife’s thoughts on such matters, Diana having expressed on countless occasions her opinion that openness formed the basis of a healthy relationship. If she couldn’t trust him to tell the truth, what could she rely on? If only he’d come clean when he’d had the chance, Greg thought, he wouldn’t feel as though he’d let her down so badly. If nothing else, he should have known better than to think he could get anything past his wife and keyholder, especially where the matter of his chastity was concerned. She owned his cock completely, lock, stock and barrel, something his wife demonstrated by giving his chastity cage a final tug before getting up from the sofa herself. 

“I’m going for my bath now. Don’t you go getting up to any more mischief just because I’m not here to keep an eye on you”, Diana told her husband, although her stern tone now had a hint of softness to it, her affection for him evident from the peck on the cheek she proffered before leaving the room. Getting up to mischief? There wasn’t much chance of that, Greg thought as he turned on the television and began to idly flick through the channels in search of something to take his mind off things. Diana had something of a penchant for punishing him for his transgressions, delighting in devising the most devilish means of disciplining her errant husband to encourage him to remain on the straight and narrow. The steel bars that surrounded his manhood imposed chastity upon her man whether he liked it or not, but that wasn’t enough for Diana, his wife wanting her husband to be true to her in mind as well as body. She wouldn’t be satisfied until Greg didn’t even think about trying to climax without her, surrendering his sexuality as well as his sex to the woman he loved. 

Neither the gyrations of the pretty pop stars nor the curvaceous charms of the buxom beauty bending over a simmering saucepan held much appeal for Greg as he absent-mindedly flitted from one channel to the next, too caught up in the prospect of an impending punishment to pay much attention to what was onscreen. Anxiously waiting for his wife to finish her bath, he couldn’t help but recall the other occasions on which he’d warranted receiving discipline because of 24

letting her down. The corner of the room reminded him of the time he’d spent an evening standing naked there, nose to the wall, after he’d begged to be released from his chastity cage one too many times. His wife hadn’t been in the mood for making love, but he’d pestered her about it nonetheless, endlessly offering to go down on her when all she wanted to do was to read her book. He’d had ample time to reflect on his selfish behaviour as the clock ticked slowly by, the sound of Diana occasionally turning a page all that he had to distract him from his thoughts. Pleasing her orally wasn’t about his own needs, but his wife’s, and there were times when Diana simply didn’t want or need his tongue just as there were those when she did, a difference he’d had drilled into him during his stint in the corner, all too aware of being chaste and chastised. 

Whatever Diana was cooking up for him now as she soaked in the suds would be sure to have a similar effect, with any punishment intended not just to act as a penance but to educate her errant husband too. To do that, his discipline had to be memorable enough to make an impact upon his mind rather than merely impinging upon his body, teaching Greg a lesson he wouldn’t forget as opposed to simply proving painful. That was why his wife tended to eschew purely physical punishments in favour of more psychological ones, wanting to give her husband something to think about beyond just the smart of spanked buttocks. So effective was this strategy that Greg found himself already ruing having lied to his wife about letting her down in the shower, his punishment beginning in the form of anxious apprehension even before Diana had decided how she was going to discipline him. If only his wife would hurry up and let him know, then at least he could begin to make amends for his misdemeanours, Greg thought, turning off the television and resigning himself to an uncomfortable wait. 

Despite her husband’s desire for her to put him out of his misery, Diana showed no sign of hurrying down from the bathroom, the muffled sound of a hair dryer drifting down from upstairs proving the only indication he had as to how things were progressing. Even when his wife did belatedly pop her head round the door, it was only to let him know that she was heading to bed, her husband having to wait until they were snuggled up under the duvet together before she raised the subject of his forthcoming forfeit. Her hand had made its way down between his legs, with Diana taking advantage of the way Greg preferred to sleep naked by cupping his chastity device once more, her fingers caressing its stainless steel as she toyed with the man wearing it. “I thought I’d let your thing out of its little cage tomorrow”, she whispered seductively, giving a gentle tug to the padlock that kept the contraption securely closed. “That’ll be something for you to look forward to, won’t it?”, she grinned, releasing her hold on her husband before rolling over and turning out the light. 
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Greg had known better than to press his wife about what she meant, but that hadn’t stopped him from lying awake in the darkness, anxiously wondering what might require him to be released from his chastity cage. All he could think of were physical torments of various kinds, causing him to wince as he pictured his wife rubbing his penis with extra hot balm or giving his balls a thorough paddling with a ping-pong bat, but he knew that wasn’t her style. No, Diana would make him suffer in far more subtle ways, having her husband teach himself a lesson without ever needing to get her hands dirty, yet for the life of him, Greg couldn’t possibly imagine what that might be. One thing was certain, however - whatever his wife had in store for him, it wouldn’t involve sexual relief. He’d be back in his cage when it was all over, just as frustrated as he was now, his penis pining for the woman who slept soundly at his side. It took an age before he finally drifted off and joined her in the world of dreams. 

Diana was up bright and early the following morning, offering her husband a steaming cup of coffee as he stumbled into the kitchen still half asleep. Greg had sloped downstairs in just his dressing gown, having barely been able to put his arms through its sleeves without a struggle, but his wife was already dressed for the day, her lively features in sharp contrast to his own bleary daze as he sat down to breakfast. He was dreading the prospect of spending the day at work not knowing what would be in store for him when he returned home that evening, but found himself in no state to broach the subject with Diana, who would be sure to raise the matter of how she intended to punish him in her own time. “More coffee?” she enquired cheerfully, topping up her husband’s cup from the cafetiere even before he’d answered in the affirmative. He certainly needed it this morning, gulping down the hot brew in the hope that it would wake him up sooner rather than later before dragging himself up the stairs to get dressed. 

Greg had just put on his boxer shorts when his wife joined him in the bedroom. 

Her hands were soon caressing his body, causing his underwear to slip to the floor as she deftly worked her fingers under its waistband. “I’ve got to go to work soon”, Greg pleaded weakly, already confused by his wife’s intentions. “Not before I take your little cage off”, Diana said sternly, her hands sliding over the stainless steel bars that surrounded her husband’s already stiffening shaft, playing with its padlock in a manner that matched her authoritative tone. “Have you been to the toilet?”, she asked, more by way of an instruction than a question, leaving Greg thoroughly perplexed. That was the signal his wife sent him when she wanted to take his cock in her mouth, having him go wash in the bathroom to ensure that his member was fit for her to eat - a rare treat, and one that seemed quite out 26

of keeping with last night’s promise of punishment. “I’ll do so right now!”, he exclaimed enthusiastically, his earlier lethargy swiftly evaporating as he dashed to the door before his wife could change her mind. What had he done to deserve such a change of fortune? 

Diana was idly twirling a pair of handcuffs around her finger when he returned, the restraints a familiar part of their bedroom games. Greg had grown used to having his hands secured behind his back before being let out of his chastity device, the cuffs allowing his wife to tease him without any fear that her husband’s natural instincts might get the better of him. The impenetrable metal cage would be locked back around his cock again before the handcuffs came off, but the brief window in-between was sure to prove memorable one way or another. Whether his wife allowed him to release his pent-up frustrations at long last or simply had him suffer a terrible, tantalising taste of what she could do with her tongue depended on how the mood took her, but either way, his manhood could enjoy the kind of erection it was ordinarily denied. Even before Diana had begun to unfasten the padlock that kept him confined, his shaft had swollen to fill its stainless steel bounds, and once the two parts of the device were no longer locked together, the bulging beast began to force them apart in its enthusiasm to greet its keeper. 

Straining upwards, it pressed its former prison into Diana’s hands even as she worked the snug metal cage off its length, the outline of its bars clearly visible as marked indentations in his turgid flesh. 

“I think someone’s forgotten they’re being punished today”, Diana said sternly, swatting her husband’s stiffness aside with a soft swipe of her hand that was a far cry from the fondling he had been fantasising about. “You’ve got until the count of three to get that thing back under control”, she instructed, taking one of Greg’s testicles between her fingers and giving it a sharp pinch to show she meant business. “Good boy”, she praised perfunctorily as his shaft began to shrink back down to size, but she didn’t release her hold on him until his manhood was small and limp again. That didn’t take long when she kept her fingernails hovering threateningly over his scrotum, her husband’s body responding partly out of a natural self-preservation instinct and partly as a result of how she’d trained him on previous occasions. Even the mightiest of erections couldn’t stop Diana from putting Greg back in his chastity device when she wanted to, no matter how his monster cock might initially dwarf the little cage it ended up back inside. One gentle tweak to the balls acted as a shot across the bows, soon followed up by far greater discomfort if he didn’t comply immediately. Greg’s penis had long learnt to do as it was told. 

“Now, let’s get you dressed for work. I thought you could try a different kind of chastity today”, Diana said brightly, reaching behind her as her husband watched 27

on bemused. “That’s why you’re going to be wearing these, among other things”, she told him, her hand returning from the dresser with a surprisingly large pair of plain white panties. Greg was no stranger to wearing women’s underwear, his wife having put him in tight little thongs on occasion to teach him not to fiddle with his chastity cage, but the garment she was holding up now was rather different to anything he had worn before. Its high waisted style had a distinctly old fashioned feel to it, putting Greg in mind of the kind of underwear his mother or even his grandmother might wear. A delicate lace trim along the leg openings and a pretty little bow on the waistband were the only concessions to style in what otherwise seemed like a very practical article of attire - hardly something that Greg thought would be much of a punishment to wear beyond its inherently feminine nature. 

Diana was quick to explain. 

“They’re control panties and they’ll keep you nice and snug down there”, she grinned, holding out the garment in question for her husband to step into. As he watched his wife pull the panties up his legs, Greg recalled reading about underwear intended to shape “bums and tums” in the fashion supplement of the newspaper, dismissing such things as something solely for women who would be better off losing a little weight. Now the article of clothing he had treated with contempt was beginning to bite back, with Greg noticing that the big panties were actually rather smaller than he first thought. Diana really had to struggle in order to stretch them over his buttocks, the fierce elastic already fighting his flesh in a battle to see which moulded which to its shape. At no place was the confrontation greater than around his groin, his manhood squashed uncomfortable against his body by the feminine fabric. Elsewhere, the resulting compromise saw his skin bulge out from under the lacy hem, something that was sure to result in a shocking visible panty line if he wasn’t careful. 

Greg began to see how his wife intended to punish him, now appreciating why Diana had taken his chastity device off first - it would have been impossible to impose such a flat, feminine form upon his groin if he were still wearing the bulky cage. Still, he couldn’t see how such uncomfortable underwear could enforce chastity as his wife had suggested, already wondering what would stop him from slipping a hand into the control panties and selfishly stroking his shaft beyond the knowledge that Diana would be sure to find out. Ordinarily a stickler for security, his wife was leaving an awful lot to trust if she was going to send him to work wearing nothing more impenetrable than a pair of control panties. Greg wondered whether he would really be able to resist temptation or would end up taking them off to touch himself in the toilet at work. Perhaps that was her plan, setting him up for an even greater punishment for which this was only the prelude, allowing him to cum in the most worthless of ways so that she could stress how sex with 28

her would have been so much better. 

While Greg had been musing on his wife’s intentions, Diana had been rummaging around in the dresser again, returning this time with an article of attire that was unfamiliar to her pantied husband. It looked like a pair of cycling shorts, albeit one with the unlikely adornment of a prettily embroidered panel at the front. Featuring similar lace trim to the panties, these were hardly the kind of legwear one would ever see a pedal-pusher wear out on the road, putting Greg more in mind of the vintage erotica he had once stumbled upon online while looking for something completely innocuous. His wife had found his unexpected find surprisingly entertaining, wondering how women ever managed to squeeze themselves into such suffocating foundation wear, but evidently Diana had found inspiration there too, enjoying the irony of having her husband wear underwear that no modern woman would ever consider. After all, he would be the one having to spend the day in what she was holding up now. 

“This is called a long leg panty girdle”, Diana explained. “I had a lot of trouble finding one in your size, so it had better fit you”, she said sternly, leaving her husband with the impression that it would be his fault if his wife couldn’t manage to squeeze him into a garment that looked far too small for his manly frame. “I can’t send it back because of the alterations I’ve made”, Diana continued, more to herself than for her husband’s benefit as she began to unfasten the girdle, pulling down first a zip then undoing a series of hooks along one side of its heavy elasticated fabric. After bunching it up as best she could, Diana had her husband step into the girdle and proceeded to pull it up his body to join the control panties, pretty much having to fight every inch of the way as the material stretched taut around Greg’s legs. She’d worked up quite a sweat by the time she finally finished tugging it into position, so high up his waist that it obscured his navel. Diana paused for breath for a moment before resuming her battle with the foundation garment, this time around her husband’s hips as she exerted all her strength to bring each hook of its fastener together with its corresponding eye, finally doing up its zip with a sigh of relief. “Phew!”, she exclaimed. 

As much as his wife could relax after her exertion, Greg found himself able to do anything but, feeling as though his lower body was trapped in a vice. With two layers of tight elastic encasing his groin, there was no way he would be able to simply slip a hand into his underwear - indeed, he doubted whether he would be able to put the panty girdle back on by himself if he took it off thanks to being handicapped by having to dress himself. Diana, however, was leaving nothing to chance, as soon became apparent when she reached to the bed on which she’d earlier deposited his chastity cage. “I’m not going to need that with all this lot on!”, Greg joked feebly, watching bewildered as his wife scoured the duvet on 29

which was strewn the various bits of metalwork that ordinarily kept him pure for her. He couldn’t see what on earth Diana would want with his chastity cage now, his cock so deeply buried in control garments that there was no chance of it being surrounded by steel any time soon. 

“No, but you do need something to keep you chaste, you silly boy”, Diana grinned, holding up the chunky brass padlock now that she’d finally found it. “You don’t think I’m going to let you out of my sight not locked up, do you?”, she asked rhetorically, bending in towards his body and fiddling around at the side of her husband’s panty girdle. “This goes through here”, she explained, slipping the lock’s shiny shackle through a sturdy loop of fabric on one side of the foundation garment’s fastener. “And then through here and here”, she continued, running the shackle through the hole in the zip’s puller before finishing the process on the other side by means of a second loop sewn into the panty girdle. In clicking the padlock closed, she’d effectively trapped her husband inside the close fitting garment until she deigned to unlock him, the panty girdle unable to be unfastened without the key that nestled, as always, between her cleavage. “There! You’re all secure again!”, Diana beamed. 

Only just coming to terms with the predicament he’d been placed in, Greg looked down at his feminized crotch aghast, suddenly realising that his double foundation wear had an unexpected drawback. “What if I need to pee when I’m at work?”, he asked in horror, already feeling his bladder filling. “You’ll just have to wait until you come home”, Diana told him sternly. “I did tell you to go before we started”, she scolded. “I thought you just wanted me to wash it”, Greg grumbled, not wanting to admit how he’d assumed his wife would be pleasuring rather than punishing him. “Oh, did you? Well, it’s too late now. I’m not going through all that palaver with the girdle again”, Diana chided, as though it were her husband’s fault that his unlikely underwear had proved so difficult to put on. “You’ll just have to watch what you drink. Perhaps you shouldn’t have had that second cup of coffee?”, she suggested mischievously, leaving Greg in no doubt that she’d offered him it with exactly this in mind. “I wouldn’t if I had known”, Greg muttered, but his precarious position put him in no place to argue with the woman who had yet to finish dressing him in his punishment attire. 

Ignoring her husband’s attitude, Diana brought forth another antiquated article from her apparently never-ending supply of vintage foundation wear. “This is also a girdle”, she explained patiently, “but of the open bottom kind”. “The clue is in the name”, she grinned, sticking her hand through one opening and bringing it out of the other to illustrate her point, her fingers wiggling just like the numerous suspender clasps that hung from the garment’s bottom. “You can think of it as a giant garter belt if you like, but it’s designed to shape your rear as well as keep 30

your stockings up - not that you need any more shaping, peachy cheeks”. His wife’s term of endearment caused Greg to blush slightly as she caressed his rear with her free hand, her touch softened by the twin layers of stern elastic he was already wearing. For the third time that morning, Greg watched as his wife pulled a bundle of snow white fabric up his body, the open bottom girdle slipping up far more easily than its predecessors thanks to being able to slide along the smooth material that already gripped him so tightly as to be a second skin. 

The waistband of the second girdle came to rest well below that of the first, sitting on Greg’s hips just like a garter belt would, although significantly more substantial than the wispy lace affair he’d worn when Diana had last put him in stockings, with its firm fabric covering his rear completely. He’d have no buttocks left to shape at this rate, wondering whether the pair of girdles would be enough to hide the outrageous outline of his control panties as they combined to give him the pertest posterior a man had ever had. That would be the only silver lining in what was already shaping up to be a punishment to be remembered, his manhood lost beneath so much lingerie that anyone looking at his crotch would question whether there was anything there at all. It was certainly quite a contrast from the bulky bulge that ordinarily sat between his legs, the chunky chastity cage generally giving the impression that he was disproportionately well endowed down there. The irony of other ladies lusting lasciviously after what lay between his legs was not lost on Diana, who loved to see women, and indeed, the occasional man, stop and stare. “If only they knew what was really there”, she’d laugh, but there’d be no chance of that today, not now that Greg’s groin was so smooth thanks to three layers of foundation wear as to be practically feminine. 

Once again, Diana fastened a series of little hooks and eyes along the side of the girdle, ratcheting up the tightness around her husband’s hips even further as she did so. After doing up its zip, Diana stood back briefly to admire her handiwork before bringing forth a pair of stockings. The flesh coloured nylons were thick and practical, their welts nothing more than a heavier denier around their top, a far cry from the sheer stockings that had been Greg’s first foray into the world of ladies’ legwear, lacking the luscious lace and sensuous sexuality that had made wearing those such a torment for him at the time. No, these were the kind of hosiery that put Greg in mind of a bygone age, when women still wore stockings as a matter of course, back in the days when they squeezed themselves into foundation wear like his because that was the fashion. “I’m sure you can put these on yourself”, Diana instructed, tossing the mass of nude coloured nylon in her husband’s direction, but Greg’s hands were still firmly fastened behind his back, the stockings falling to the floor at his feet. “Well, you can if I uncuff you first”, his wife laughed. “Come here, gorgeous”, she instructed, giving her 31

husband’s behind a cheeky squeeze before finally releasing his hands from the restraints that had immobilised them. 

Bending down to pick up the stockings, Greg became aware of just how firm his foundation wear was, something that was reiterated when he sat down on the bed, feeling his unlikely attire resisting his movements as it sought to retain its shape at his expense. The thought of not doing as he was told when it came to dressing himself in further feminine clothing didn’t even cross his mind as he tentatively bundled up the first of the nylons in preparation to rolling it up his leg, his uncomfortable underwear instilling an obedience that made it impossible to question his wife’s instructions even as he made life more disagreeable for himself. 

The stockings would be hot and heavy under his trousers, Greg knew, an extra difficulty that he had no choice but to contend with that day, along with his manhood being squashed awkwardly against his body and the knowledge that he wouldn’t be able to go to the toilet any time soon. Now Diana was returning with a fresh indignity, watching her husband put on his hosiery with evident impatience as she showed him what was coming next. 

Greg hurried as hastily as he could, but with no fewer than four suspender clasps to close on each side, there was a limit as to how fast he could go without fumbling, especially when he had to ensure that the lacy trim of his long leg panty girdle remained clear of the open bottom girdle’s clips. The two garments clearly weren’t intended to be worn together, the nude nylon of his stockings almost seamlessly transitioning into the stiff white fabric that shaped this thighs, with barely an inch of exposed flesh between them. Once fastened, the elastic straps of his suspenders blended in so well against their background that they seemed like nothing more than little stubs that stemmed off the lacy leg openings only to immediately terminate in chunky metal clasps, oddly incongruous and yet strangely in keeping with the array of industrial strength underwear above them. 

Compared to the skimpy black lace he had once worn, this was lingerie writ large, commanding and controlling as it engulfed its wearer and bent him to his wife’s wishes. 

Diana’s desires were all too apparent judging by the garment she was now holding up by its straps, jiggling it eagerly as she watched her husband grapple with his stocking tops. “Come on, you’re going to be late for work”, she chided, barely waiting until Greg had finished fastening the last of his suspenders before launching on a fresh onslaught of feminization. “Let’s get you in your bra and then you’ll be all set for the day ahead”, she enthused, already pressing the garment in question towards him, her husband’s arms gravitating towards its straps instinctively even as he looked on in horror at what his wife was proposing to put him in. Like panties and stockings, Greg had worn a bra before, but never 32

one like this, so long that it covered not only the waistband of his panty girdle but made it all the way down to his hips, about to envelop his torso in elastic just as much as the foundation wear he was already locked in had done below his waist. 

Like everything else he was wearing, Greg’s longline brassière was uncomfortably tight, with Diana struggling a little as she slowly worked her way up line of the innumerable hooks and eyes that would soon sit snugly along her husband’s spine. 

Slowly yet inexorably, its underwires began to press into his chest with increasing bite, culminating in one final, painful tug that eased off only slightly as Diana finished fastening the inordinately long clasp, giving her husband’s bra straps a playful snap to signify that she was done. Her mischievous mirth didn’t stop there, with her hands slipping down across the smooth fabric that now embraced almost the entirety of Greg’s body, sliding this way and that with nothing beyond the ridges of hems to stop them. “Don’t you go getting into any more mischief”, she said sternly. “I can’t be doing with having to dress you like this every day”. 

Her fingers had reached his groin, but her fondling barely made an impact on the flesh deep within, unable to swell to more than an uncomfortable lump thanks to being contained just as effectively as it would by any chastity cage. Greg moaned in anguish, but his discomfort only drove his wife to tease him further, caressing him all over before finally slapping him on the behind. “You’d better put some more clothes on”, she laughed, “unless you want to go to work like that!”. 

Desiring nothing of the kind, Greg swiftly donned a T-shirt and trousers, knowing from past experience that he needed to make these as thick and loose as possible if he was to stand any chance of keeping his unfortunate underwear hidden. A shirt and jacket soon followed, along with socks and shoes that sufficed to hide any hint of nude nylon around his ankles, but still Greg found himself harbouring the lingering fear that his imposing intimate attire would show through. Diana dismissed his concerns, although not before giving her husband a thorough once over to make sure that there really wasn’t anything untoward on display, not wanting public humiliation to form a part of his punishment however else he might suffer throughout the day. “If anything, you look even more dashing than usual”, she exclaimed cheerfully. “Those girdles really work wonders for your figure. Maybe you can wear them again for me sometime? Instead of your cage?”, she suggested, with the possibility that Greg might find himself so attired for more than just a punishment causing the uncomfortable lump to reappear in his loins. He imagined himself going down on his wife dressed in slinky shapewear before Diana slipped his shaft out of the open bottom girdle and had her wicked way with it. Perhaps he should offer to do just that when he came home that evening, assuming he survived the day. 
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Wearing women’s underwear to work was something that Greg had found himself having to do on previous occasions, although never quite to this extent. Spending the day in a pair of panties had often been the price he had to pay for answering back to his wife, such snug underwear serving to pull his imprisoned package closer to his body, something he’d regarded as uncomfortable at the time. Now he would have given anything to be allowed to wear such skimpy underwear in exchange, a tight thong or padded bra seeming like luxury compared to the all over embrace of his foundation wear. Keeping his lingerie hidden was easy in comparison to enduring its vice-like grip for a prolonged period of time, with any nerves Greg had about being feminized in public outweighed by the sheer discomfort imposed upon his body by his underwear. Gone was the anxiety that had gripped him the first time Diana had sent him to work in a bra, sewing its clasp closed behind his back to ensured he stayed in it or suffer her anger on his return - now his longline brassière covered so much of his chest that a simple set of cups, straps and band would have been bliss in comparison. 

Stuck at his desk whilst waiting for his manager to come out of a meeting so they could discuss the next phase of the project he was working on, Greg found himself on the horns of a dilemma. On the one hand, he wanted to sit with his legs splayed apart so as to relieve some of the pressure on his balls, squashed as they were by his fierce foundation wear. On the other, doing so required him to strain against the layers of stern elastic that endlessly sought to press his thighs together. Such was the effort needed to keep the firm fabric taut that his muscles soon became tired, legs eventually collapsing in towards one other to begin the cycle again. Nor was it just the two girdles and control panties that were tight and uncomfortable - his bra was too, its underwires disagreeably digging into his chest and its straps pulling down painfully on his shoulders no matter how much he fiddled with them. He often thought about taking off the infernal garment, but the struggle that Diana had had to get him into it in the first place suggested that he wouldn’t be able to put it back on again if he did, and Greg certainly didn’t want to risk his wife’s wrath by being caught out yet again. Besides, there was the small problem of what to do with such an unlikely garment - hardly something he could explain away if someone happened to spot him with it. A present for his wife? Such vintage underwear was hardly most women’s idea of a romantic Valentine’s gift even if it were the time of year for it. No, he knew he had to keep it on just as much as the panty girdle that remained securely locked around his waist. 

Because of the way his foundation wear overlapped, he couldn’t even run his hand under the waistband of the panty girdle to temporarily relieve its infuriating 34

pressure, let alone get anywhere near that of the control panties, their elastic digging uncomfortably into his hips. At the very centre of the endless embrace he found himself trapped in, his penis was so completely out of reach that it may as well have been surrounded by steel, but unlike his chastity cage, where Greg could at least clean himself up before presenting his imprisoned manhood to his wife, any emissions he happened to discharge now would be sure to leave their mark in the gusset of his panties. He already felt distinctly damp down there, unable to tell whether that was simply down to sweating profusely because of the predicament he found himself in or a more intimate moistness. His excitement would be unable to evaporate but rather would soak in, leaving a stain sure to be seen by Diana should she inspect him on his return. This was far worse chastity than imposed by his cage, with Greg feeling he had to keep himself from becoming even the slightest bit aroused if he didn’t want to risk suffering later, unable to simply rely on the safety of his chastity device to stop any erections from going too far like he usually did. 

Thinking about the situation he found himself in only made matters worse in that regard, not helped by how the incessant discomfort of what he was wearing kept drawing his attention back to the depth of his submission to his wife. She controlled him so completely that he’d willingly gone along with being dressed in such an uncomfortable and embarrassing way, donning far more in the way of foundation wear than any woman would ever do, all to atone for having let her down by lying about trying to bring himself off without her permission. Even when his wife allowed him out of the panties, girdles and bra, his cock would go straight back into his chastity cage, gladly accepting its stainless steel enclosure as a symbol of his surrender to her. Would she tease him before locking him up again, perhaps slowly stroking his shaft until it saluted her prior to stuffing it back into its impossibly small prison, or would Diana simply have him service her until she was satisfied, denying her husband his own desires even as she had him fulfil her own? The hot, tight embrace of his underwear put him in mind of far more inviting places his manhood could be, causing it to stiffen uncomfortably as he imagined his organ entering his wife to their mutual delight rather than being trapped beneath crushing elastic. 

If only he hadn’t fiddled with his chastity cage, Greg could have avoided all of this, only having to contend with the familiar weight dangling down between his legs. 

He wouldn’t have had to worry about the suspicious stares he was receiving from his colleagues, with one of them even going so far as to comment on how slim and trim he looked. “Have you been working out or something?”, the perky young blonde in accounts had asked when he’d headed down there to fetch the costings he hoped to discuss later with his boss. “You’ll have to tell me your secret”, she 35

suggested, leaving Greg not knowing what made him feel more uncomfortable

- the thought of sharing the secret of his shapewear with her or the fact that the pretty accounts clerk was treating him as one of the girls by discussing such matters with him. Was he so obviously emasculated as to no longer be considered worthy of flirting with, now that his groin was so smooth and feminine, or could the girl see straight through him, subtly teasing him about the bra and girdles that gave him his well toned figure? Either way, Diana would have been highly amused by the situation had she been there to see it, whereas her husband found it acutely uncomfortable. 

With precious little else to occupy him before he’d got his boss’s approval for his proposal, Greg found himself becoming increasingly aware of an additional discomfort. Despite restricting his intake of fluids to the bare minimum, his bladder had become increasing full as the day had dragged on, the diuretic effect of the two cups of coffee his wife had coaxed him into at breakfast long since having made their mark on his system. He wanted nothing more than to relieve himself, his sexual frustration a dim and distant memory in comparison to his urge to urinate. His punishing panty girdle denied his penis even that basic right, and while he’d been able to put his ever-present need to pee to the back of his mind whilst he’d been busy preparing for the meeting, now his body reasserted itself with a vengeance. What if he couldn’t hold it in any longer, he worried, or his boss cracked one of the side-splitting jokes for which he was legendary and caused Greg to lose control in front of his colleagues, his shame slowly seeping down his suit for all to see? As infuriating as his need to come could be, it was nothing compared to this. He tried not to think about it, but even the sound of water being dispensed from the office cooler caused him to have to clench his legs together. 

♥ ♥ ♥

By the time Greg was finally sitting in the safety of his car, his discomfort had reached a crescendo, his desperate desire to unburden his bladder causing him to drive home dangerously quickly. Praying that Diana would have mercy on him rather than making him wait any longer, he found himself fumbling with his house keys in his hurry to get inside, calling out to her as calmly as he could under the circumstances. “Honey! I’m home!”, he hollered in the hallway, wondering where his wife could have got to when there was no immediate reply. Heaven forbid that Diana had gone out, Greg thought, instinctively crossing his legs together in an effort to stave off wetting himself. He couldn’t hold out much longer, holding his hands to his groin in an attempt to bolster his bladder muscles. “Diana!”, he cried out again, craning his ears, but the house remained hushed until the sudden 36

sound of flushing water from upstairs broke the silence. Adding insult to injury, his wife had been using the toilet, keeping him from peeing by doing so herself! 

“How was your day?”, Diana enquired innocently when she finally made it downstairs to greet her husband, having taken so long washing her hands that Greg wondered whether she would ever vacate the bathroom. His need to go had become so urgent that he made no effort to answer her question, instead turning their topic of conversation immediately to the matter that had vexed him for most of the day. “Diana, I really have to pee”, he begged, pressing his knees together like a child that had been caught short as he gave his wife the most pitiful of puppy dog looks. Thankfully, she was sympathetic to the plight of her submissive spouse, perhaps sensing his seriousness from the way he was nervously hopping up and down as he looked at her expectantly for salvation. “Oh, baby!”, she said softly. “Let’s go get you sorted out, shall we?”, giving her husband an affectionate squeeze before taking his hand in hers and heading back up the stairs, swiftly yet calmly in comparison to Greg’s anxious hurry. 

Soon Greg was standing at long last in front of the toilet bowl, but the tantalising sight of porcelain only made his predicament worse as he waited for his wife to help him out of his underwear. Diana first had her husband divest himself of shirt and jacket, revealing the pretty white lace of the bra that had tormented him throughout the day, then cuffed his hands behind his back once more before leisurely unbuckling his belt. As Greg’s trousers dropped around his ankles, the full extent of his feminization became apparent, with his flesh coloured nylons still firmly held in place by the assortment of stern foundation wear that shaped his body from above his waist to well down below his hips. Even if Diana hurried, it would take her a while to unfasten all the little hooks that held everything together, but from her husband’s perspective, she proceeded with exasperating slowness, painstakingly undoing the bottom half of his bra before rolling it up his chest and turning her attentions to the girdles beneath. There could only be one reason why she wasn’t taking it off completely, Greg thought, his eyes scrunched closed to stop himself from responding naturally to the sight of the toilet in front of him, and that was that she was going to put him back in his bra once he’d done his business. 

That would certainly explain why Diana had only fully removed one of his girdles, preferring to roll down the other two articles of foundation wear just far enough to reveal his manhood again. His wife had then moved in behind him, pressing her body against his as she held Greg’s limp length in one hand, but still she wouldn’t let him pass water, pinching his penis closed as though prolonging his punishment to the very last. “You can pee or you can cum”, she suggested playfully, her other hand coming around him to stroke the length of his shaft, “but I’m not letting 37

you do both today. Which would you like?”. “Pee!”, Greg cried aloud, as though there could ever be any question as to what he wanted, but Diana still wouldn’t accept his answer. “You don’t want to cum, then?”. “No, I need to pee!”, Greg begged desperately. “Please let me pee!”. “Of course”, Diana said softly, finally releasing her grip just enough to allow her husband to pour forth the contents of his bladder, a stream of urine that seemed as though it would never end. Greg moaned with a relief that verged on the orgasmic as he let out everything he’d had to hold back through the day, oblivious to everything else around him. 

His mighty torrent eventually petered out into a trickle, with Diana jiggling the tip of his cock to expel the last few drops, albeit with far from his own practised proficiency. “I’ve always wanted to do that”, she grinned as she wiped him dry with a piece of toilet tissue, reaching forward to flush the cistern before turning her attention back to the man standing in front of her, half clothed in an assortment of unlikely underwear with his trousers around his ankles. “I hope you’ve learnt your lesson today”, she said sternly. “You must never forget that I own that thing of yours, so I get to choose exactly what it can and can’t do. That’s why you usually wear your little cage for me, but I’m quite happy to have you do this again if I don’t think you understand”, she told her husband, giving him a tender kiss on the neck. “No playing with it unless I say so, and most definitely no more lying to me, okay?”. “Yes, love. Sorry, love”, Greg acknowledged apologetically, his contrition causing his wife to kiss him again, this time on his shoulder. “Good boy!”, she praised, letting him know that he had now atoned for letting her down. 

“We can regard your punishment as over”, Diana informed her husband, “but what shall I do with you now? Would you like me to lock you back in your little cage or would you rather stay dressed like that for a little longer?”. She had his cock in her hand again now, her fingers fondling its length with undeniably amorous intent. “I know you said you didn’t want to cum”, she teased, “but seeing you all trussed up like that really does it for me”. Her stroking had become stronger now, causing Greg’s shaft to swell as he considered the wicked dilemma he was presented with. He’d already worn the fearsome foundation wear as a punishment for far longer than he might have liked, hating every moment he’d spent trapped in the severe shapewear that stretched taut over his body, but now his wife was suggesting he do so voluntarily as a gift to her. Doing as Diana asked would be sure to win her favour, Greg mused, putting him back in her good books after disgracing himself so badly as to warrant punishment, but that wouldn’t make wearing the uncomfortable underwear any easier for him. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to”, Diana remarked, her intimate caress ceasing momentarily before resuming as she continued, “but I’d really like if you did. So, what’s it to be tonight? Chastity cage or control panties?”. 
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“Control panties, please”, Greg said bashfully, feeling his face flush bright red at the thought that he was actually asking to wear such feminine attire rather than having it imposed upon him. “I was hoping you might say that”, Diana grinned, rewarding her husband for making the right decision with a final, tender stroke of his throbbing shaft. As her hand slowly slid along its length, she applied a gentle downwards pressure, causing Greg’s turgid member to bounce upwards when his wife’s fingers finally slipped off his purple tip, now wet with excitement. If only she would continue for a little longer, Greg thought, knowing that Diana would soon be asking him to shrink back down to size before squeezing his manhood back into the panties that made no accommodation for its presence. He’d long grown used to such stimulation never lasting as long as he would like, his arousal always thwarted one way or another before he had had chance to come, and deep down he knew that climaxing in his wife would be infinitely superior to depositing his load in the toilet bowl, but he still found himself wishing Diana would finish him off rather than turning him around and giving his balls another of her painful pinches. 

“I’ve left a few things out on the bed for you”, Diana told her husband as she finished fastening up the last few clasps of his longline bra. “Why don’t you put them on while I go and start getting dinner ready?”. With that, she left her freshly feminized husband to his own devices, heading out of the bathroom while Greg wondered what he had let himself in for, already beginning to have second thoughts about his decision. If he’d chosen his chastity cage rather than the control panties, he would have at least have known where he stood, whereas now he found himself in unknown territory. While there was the remote possibility of an orgasm on the table, there was also the very real presence of the formidable foundation wear that even now encircled his body in elastic. It was a high price to pay for the chance of a climax, but there was far more at stake than that -

delighting his wife rather than disappointing her again was something that Greg would go to great lengths to achieve, no matter what the cost to his personal comfort. He couldn’t have chosen otherwise, as Diana must have known, judging by what was waiting for him in the bedroom, his wife having gone to some lengths in preparing for both punishment and pleasure that day. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Sitting down at the dinner table opposite his wife, Greg found it difficult to concentrate on his food, as delicious as the dish she had prepared was. No, the dress that now adorned his body kept distracting him, its pretty floral print catching his eye whenever he looked down. That wasn’t helped by the pair of breast forms that he’d slipped into his bra, bringing his bust up to a modest 39

size that was much more in keeping with the rest of his feminized figure. The foundation wear his body was held fast by was completely covered by his frilly frock, with only his nude stockings visible beneath its sensible knee length skirt. A pair of low heels completed an outfit that was more sensible than sexy, seeming to Greg to be straight out of a time when women were more modest and demure, not flagrantly flaunting their feminine charms as they did today. A flouncy pinafore would be all it would take to finish him as an old-fashioned housewife back from the days when women knew their place was to look pretty and do as they were told, with Greg naturally falling into a similarly submissive role as he looked to his wife to take the lead. 

Diana was content with making idle conversation as she savoured the meal, taking her husband’s unlikely appearance for granted as she chatted about this and that. 

Other than having side the plates for her and fetch dessert, there was nothing out of the ordinarily about their dinner, with a cheeky feel of her husband’s pert behind as they headed through to the lounge for coffee the only liberty Diana took with him. She waited until they were snuggled up on the sofa together to release her pent-up desires, slipping her hand up Greg’s dress and sliding it over the silky smoothness of his girdle before working her way towards his bra. Soon the floral fabric of his skirt was hitched up around his waist as Diana’s other hand joined the first, her husband’s body pressed against the sofa as she slithered on top of him, directing Greg’s own hands to her bust. It wasn’t long before Diana’s blouse was unbuttoned, revealing a lacy white bra that, unlike her husband’s, needed only one clasp to be undone before it could be discarded on the floor, her breasts liberated for Greg’s selfless devotion. 

There was the briefest of hiatuses as Diana stripped her husband of his dress and he reciprocated by helping her remove her trousers and panties before their lovemaking began again. His wife was now completely naked as she writhed around on top of him, rubbing her body up and down over Greg’s sleek lingerie as he lay there beneath her, a passive participant beyond allowing himself to be used for his wife’s pleasure. His control panties were certainly living up to their name when it came to his cock, keeping his erection in check, but that didn’t stop him from becoming damp with excitement beneath the triple elastic. Was Diana taking advantage of the little bump that marked where his manhood was buried, or did her delight stem solely from sliding along his shapewear? With her nipples brushing the lace that adorned Greg’s chest and her groin grinding into his girdle, it was not inconceivable that his wife was getting off simply from the tactile sensation of her lingerie clad lover, but knowing Diana, she would also be taking a wicked pleasure in pinning him down, Greg thought, helpless to do anything but submit to the powerful woman on top of him. 
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Panting with pleasure, his wife increased her rhythm still faster, evidently having found a sweet spot that worked for her as she rubbed herself back and forth, holding her husband’s hands to her breasts with her own to ensure that no erogenous zone escaped stimulation. Finally, it became too much for her, and with a cry of delight, her body arched backwards, shuddering in spasm as the orgasm washed over her before slumping forward to rest on top of her husband’s feminized frame. 

A tender kiss rewarded Greg for all that he had given her, even though her husband had done little but lie there and let himself be used as a plaything for her pleasure. For his own part, their passionate encounter had done nothing to slake his pent-up frustration, the pressure in his loins still bubbling under the surface of his shapewear, thwarted and denied. Would his wife be willing to reciprocate the favour, or would she hold herself to her word and insist that he wouldn’t be coming today since he’d wanted to pee? The incident in the bathroom seemed like an age ago now, but that wouldn’t stop Diana from remembering it if it suited her to keep him denied for another day. 

An exploratory hand slipping between his legs seemed to offer Greg some hope, working it way up the opening in his outermost girdle before coming to rest on the crotch of the inner one. His wife’s fingers probed the extent of his penis through his control panties, starting at the base of his shaft and heading towards its tip before retracing their journey in the other direction. Greg found his stiffness strengthening as Diana repeated the process, rhythmically rubbing her husband’s manhood until he had become as hard as his confinement permitted. Occasionally, his wife turned her attention to his trapped testicles as though trying to tickle them through the taut fabric of his foundation wear, then giving his bulbous head a gentle pinch before returning to stroking his shaft in a manner that would have soon brought him off had it not been for how her touch was muffled by what he was wearing. Instinctively thrusting his groin in time to her rhythm, Greg frantically sought to bring himself off, but just as had been the case in the shower, the stimulation was never quite enough to tip him over the edge into the orgasm he so desperately needed. 

Finally his wife tired of playing with him, her fingers withdrawing from her husband’s groin even though her touch had only served to heighten his frustration. 

“That will do for now”, she told him firmly, lifting herself off his feminized body before beginning to hunt around for her own underwear. “Do you know where my panties went?”, she wondered aloud, changing the subject so completely that Greg was unable to argue with her casual denial of any climax for him. Instead, he found himself instinctively sitting up and helping her search for the garment in question, the sight of his wife’s naked body frustrating him further as Diana unashamedly exposed her feminine charms. “Ah, there they are!”, she grinned, 41

extracting the skimpy scrap of lace from where it had hidden under the sofa, and stepping into the panties, she swiftly began to dress herself again, donning bra and blouse and trousers before chiding her husband for not doing the same. “Why don’t you put your dress back on for now?” she suggested, playfully slapping him on the behind as he rose to his feet. “Don’t worry, I’ll lock you back in your little cage in time for bed!”. 
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Hostage to Heels

“More shoes?”, Stuart asked incredulously. He’d returned home to find his wife in their bedroom, eagerly unwrapping the spoils from her morning’s shopping. 

Stuart hadn’t deigned to join Carol on her trip into town, regarding traipsing round department stores and designer boutiques to be beyond the call of duty as far as a husband was concerned. Besides, he’d been far more profitably employed disposing of the remains of a defunct refrigerator down at the municipal dump

- a much more manly activity than watching his wife dither about which dress looked best on her. Stuart always felt he got in the way when they went shopping together, invariably ending up acting as little more than a dumb porter as he followed Carol around. Indeed, he was convinced that having a man on hand to carry her bags only encouraged his wife to purchase even more in the way of feminine attire - something she hardly needed, considering her already bulging wardrobe. 

“Yes, more shoes!”, Carol pouted playfully, before letting her lips turn into a smile. “Aren’t they adorable?”, she beamed, holding up her footwear for her husband’s inspection. Despite his wife’s evident enthusiasm, Stuart paid no more than cursory attention to the pair of pale pink flats Carol proffered in his direction, noting the presence of a decorative leather bow at the front of each, but otherwise regarding them as unremarkable. He couldn’t see what his wife was getting so excited about, considering that the shoes weren’t all that different from the countless others she had stashed away. That was in sharp contrast to his own far more modest collection of footwear - a pair of smart black leather shoes for special occasions, a couple of pairs of more casual ones that could be worn to work just as easily as they could around the house, and some grubby training shoes that had seen better days. He could understand that a woman might need a few more pairs if she were to look her best, but Carol had far more shoes than she could ever possibly wear without needing to buy more - especially cutesy casual flats that didn’t really do anything for him. 
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“They’ve not even got proper heels”, Stuart muttered uncharitably, wondering why his wife never came home with the kind of sexy stilettos she knew he liked to see her in. Now that was footwear that he could get enthusiastic about, he thought, picturing Carol strutting about on six inch heels, her stocking clad legs leading up to a short skirt that was just asking to be hitched up as she flaunted her feminine sexuality in a mutually agreeable manner. No, she had an unfortunate tendency to opt for more comfortable choices these days, preferring flats and modest wedges to dangerously high stilettos. “I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that”, Carol glowered, returning her attention to the shoes at hand, which she gently placed on the floor before slipping off the almost identical pair of casual flats she had been wearing in order to try the new ones on. 

Despite his earlier disinterest in her footwear, Stuart watched his wife as she eased her feet into each of the pale pink shoes in turn, noting from the way her toes were obscured that she must be wearing nude pantyhose - a far cry from the hosiery that he might have hoped for. “Well, I like them, even if you don’t”, Carol said pointedly, getting to her feet and pacing around the room with an affected gait, tipping her toes forwards and back as she walked. Stuart waited until his wife’s perambulations brought her close to him once more before taking the opportunity to embrace her, planting a kiss upon Carol’s forehead as he pulled her tight against his body. “You look lovely in them”, Stuart said softly, seeking to make amends. “They’re just not my kind of thing, that’s all”, he explained, giving his wife an affectionate squeeze. 

“No?”, Carol asked mischievously, standing on tiptoes so as to look her husband in the eye. “I think your little tootsies would look ever so cute in pink”, she laughed, stealing a kiss from Stuart before wriggling free from his grasp. “But you can’t have these”, she called over her shoulder, “because I’m keeping them all for myself”. With that, she scampered out of the room before quietly returning, poking her head round the bedroom door and sticking her tongue out at her bemused husband. Despite his earlier disrespect for her purchases, there were evidently no hard feelings on his wife’s part, Carol proving just as playful as ever. 

Besides, if she could frolic around like that in footwear fresh from the box, she must evidently find her new shoes fairly comfortable. That was more than could be said sometimes, Stuart mused, having been on the receiving end of complaints about pinched toes and rubbed heels more times than he cared to remember. At least Carol wouldn’t be agonising about whether to keep the pale pink flats, he’d give her that. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Stuart couldn’t help noticing that his wife had slipped into something slightly 44

sexier later that evening, with Carol sporting a pair of modest patent leather heels. 

They weren’t as blatant as the outrageous six inch stilettos he’d fantasised about earlier, but combined with smoky black nylons, they were nevertheless enough to attract Stuart’s attention as she joined him in the living room. Snuggling up alongside him on the sofa, it wasn’t long before one of her legs was resting on his, the back of her heel gently caressing his shin as her fingers did the same to her husband’s chest, idly stroking his body as she imbued their conversation with a subtle, yet unmistakable sexual undertone. Her knee length skirt did little to impede Stuart’s view of her shapely stocking clad legs, whereas there was no denying his wife’s tender touch, her tactile teasing instinctively causing his manhood to stiffen. 

“You know”, Carol purred softly, “I’ve been thinking it might be worth your while if you were to wear your little cage again for me”. Her hand had somehow slipped inside Stuart’s shirt, such that her fingers were now tracing circles around his nipple, slowly homing in on the erogenous protrusion before gently rubbing it. 

“What do you say? Will you let me lock your cock up for a little bit?”. Stuart moaned indecisively, hardly needing his wife to be so explicit in order to know exactly what she had in mind. He was no stranger to the chastity cage to which she was referring, all too aware of what was involved in submitting to this most intimate of restraints. By allowing himself to be locked within its plastic confines, he would be giving his wife the upper hand in their relationship for as long as it amused her, but the thought of placing himself entirely at her mercy was one that was supremely arousing nonetheless. 

Carol could make his life a living torment, teasing him with her body until he could stand it no more, but were he to give her the keys to his manhood, he would have no choice but to suffer until she saw fit to release him. Sometimes his wife would let him stew for a few hours, enforcing a regime of prolonged foreplay upon her husband until he had well and truly satisfied her sexual desires. On other occasions, his manhood would remain behind plastic for days at a time, the chastity device becoming part of his everyday life rather than merely just a means of spicing things up in the bedroom. Carol was not beyond using the contraption to correct her husband’s behaviour, letting him out of its unyielding confines only when she thought he had learnt his lesson. That didn’t mean she flaunted her femininity any less when he was so imprisoned, regarding the resulting frustration as a valuable ally when it came to educating Stuart on how a husband should behave - one that was far more effective than merely nagging him. 

“I thought I would show you a thing or two about shoes”, she purred, recrossing her legs so that her heel came to rest much higher up, putting the tapering length of shiny blackness blatantly on display, its tip now only inches away from her 45

husband’s groin. It was a profoundly assertive gesture on Carol’s part, such that Stuart couldn’t help but find himself naturally falling into a state of obedience. 

Already hypnotised by his wife’s feminine footwear, he didn’t need her to start seductively stroking her stocking clad leg in order to get the message, but Carol was evidently leaving nothing to chance, letting her hands run up her thighs so far that Stuart became aware his wife wasn’t wearing mere pantyhose. The momentary glimpse of black lace stocking tops and suspender elastic was gone in an instant, but its afterimage remained burnt into Stuart’s mind even as his attention returned to the spike of Carol’s heel. That seemed to threaten to impale him as his wife waggled her foot with abandon, rotating her ankle so as to show off her shoe from all angles. It was a display that caused Stuart to moan with desire, feeling himself fall deeper and deeper under her spell with every second that passed. 

“Go and put it on for me”, Carol commanded, already asserting her dominance over the situation even though she had yet to receive the keys that would seal her husband’s fate. Her voice was soft, but there was no doubt that she was expecting Stuart to comply without question, knowing full well that he would do as he was told even before he had donned his chastity device for her. Abruptly withdrawing her foot from his groin, Carol watched her husband expectantly, waiting for Stuart to stand up before stretching her legs out again so as to casually block his path. 

Coming swiftly to a half, Stuart knew that his wife must have further instructions for him, but Carol was evidently in no hurry to deliver them, bracing her body against the sofa so as to allow her to press her foot into his groin, gently squashing his manhood with her shoe as she turned its sole from side to side. “I want to see you in nothing but your little cage”, she purred, her caress inflaming Stuart’s nascent erection. “Bring me the key when you’ve locked yourself up for me”, she instructed, grinding her foot against her husband’s hard-on with a final flourish before pulling her legs back once more. “Go on, off you go”. 

Stuart wasted no time in getting upstairs to the bedroom, stripping his clothes off with a frenzied enthusiasm that was barely less than it would have been had he come into the room to find his wife lying on the bed in her lingerie. Soon he was completely naked, but disposing of the bulge between his legs was a different matter. The throbbing excitement that Carol’s intimate touch had engendered in his loins was going to take some getting rid of, especially when everything that Stuart did would remind him of what was in store for him. The prospect of putting his penis beyond reach in an unyielding plastic prison only caused the destined detainee to become even stiffer, with Stuart’s mind racing at the thought of what his wife might have in mind for the evening. Carol had clearly gone out of her way to dress up for him, donning not just stockings and suspenders but 46

sexy black heels too, but his wife’s request to see him locked in chastity meant that she had plans of her own which he would have no choice but to comply with as soon as he handed her the key to his cage. 

Oral devotion was almost certainly on the cards, but beyond that, Stuart could only imagine. He did his best to shake his mind of such thoughts as he strode over to the dresser, feeling his turgid shaft bounce up and down with every step he took. Certainly, his arousal wasn’t helped by the way in which Carol insisted in keeping his chastity device in her lingerie drawer alongside her other toys, the plastic contraption nestling against wisps of naughty lace and satin, not to mention silicone phalluses that rivalled his own for size. He’d become all too well acquainted with what they could do for before now, with Carol insisting that she didn’t see why she should be deprived of having a stiff, hard shaft inside her simply because he didn’t deserve to be released. She wasn’t going to live the life of a nun simply because her husband couldn’t behave himself, which had seen Stuart forced to pleasure his wife by proxy, using dildos to bring her off while his own cock remained firmly locked up. 

Shutting such memories back in the drawer with the indecent objects that had provoked them, Stuart turned his attentions to dismantling the device that would soon confine him, arranging its components on the duvet. For convenience, Carol kept the contraption assembled even when it was not in use, preferring to have one discrete object to contend with rather than a handful of small parts that could easily get lost amongst her panties and bras. That was an arrangement that Stuart certainly appreciated, not wanting to rummage around in his wife’s scanties to find the tiny pins or rings that would otherwise get lost. It was hard enough keeping track of them on the bed, with the pretty floral duvet serving to camouflage the various bits and pieces. Still, if nothing else, the discipline of doing so helped Stuart keep his thoughts from more arousing matters, which was just as well considering his manhood insisted on making the most of its last few moments of freedom, throbbing as though it had a mind of its own even as Stuart began to put on the device that would soon restrict it. 

Stuart didn’t even begin to attempt to work his testicles through the tight cock ring that would form the rear of his penis prison until his erection had begun to droop, instead spending the intervening time considering the tasks he had outstanding in the office. The thought of having to confront the pencil-pushers in the purchasing department was hardly conducive to maintaining arousal, with the sweaty, overweight middle managers being the very opposite of a turn on, especially when Stuart imagined them discussing the intricacies of cost centres and expenditure categories that made procuring anything of substance a real nightmare. Soon Stuart’s member was limp enough to him to set to work on 47

confining it, starting by taking the first of his balls and slipping it through the narrow opening of the acrylic torus. That was easy enough, considering there was nothing else occupying the ring, but pushing its brother through proved slightly harder, requiring a degree of co-ordination to ensure that both testicles remained on the right side of the clear plastic band. Stuart knew all too well how simple it was for them to slip back unnoticed, leaving him with only scrotum on the far side and requiring him to start again. 

With both balls in place, there was only his shaft left to pass through the ring, but a fair amount of coaxing was necessary to get its length to where it needed to be. Doing so whilst even partially erect would have been completely out of the question, and there was always the danger that his manhood would begin to bulge during the process - whether as a result of being physically manhandled or simply the thought of what he was doing to himself as he worked towards ceding control of his orgasms. Trying his best to remain focused on the practicalities of locking his cock out of reach, Stuart pushed and pulled the meat of his member until it finally yielded to his ministrations, but he still needed to double check that his penis was through the ring, lock, stock and barrel, running his fingers around its acrylic circumference until he was happy that it was appropriately surrounded. 

That was only the first stage, however. Next came the equally convoluted business of persuading his penis into the narrow acrylic shell that would form its home for as long as it amused his wife to keep him there. Stuart tried not to think about how long he might remain confined in the contraption he was working himself into, his manhood already beginning to bulge uncomfortably as it encountered the smooth, clear plastic body of the chastity device. Squashing his shaft into a shell that was simply too small for it caused his skin to bunch up into folds, the exposed flesh having a nasty habit of coming perilously close to the retaining pins that would soon find a home in the matching holes of the device’s cock ring. 

Stuart knew from bitter experience that catching his skin between the two could be a very painful experience, but that was not the only thing he had to look out for, with errant pubic hairs proving just as troublesome were they to become trapped, invariably ending up plucked out in the most excruciating way. It took a significant amount of care and attention to ensure that everything came together without incident, a process not helped by his penis struggling to the very last. 

After that, finishing off the device was relatively plain sailing. The central pin that would lock the cock ring and the shell together was easily inserted through the remaining holes, with Stuart slipping appropriate spacer rings down into position as it passed down the short gap between the two. When everything was pressed together, the pin was just long enough to allow a padlock to be threaded through a hole in its end, its unyielding stainless steel shackle holding everything in place. 
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All that was necessary now was for Stuart to extract the key from its brass body and press it firmly closed, but though he had done so on countless occasions, he could never undertake such a simple act without being all too aware of the consequences. This was the moment of no return, beyond which his cock ceased being just another part of his body and instead became a toy for his wife’s amusement and, moreover, a means for Carol to control him. When the little lock clicked shut, he would no longer be a free man but a vassal of the lady of the house, a woman who even now was waiting for him, wanting to see him perform for her utterly naked save for the device that made him hers. After a moment’s hesitation, Stuart condemned himself to his fate, taking the key in his hand and heading downstairs to proffer himself. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Stuart certainly tasted his wife’s excitement that evening, ending up with his face sticky with her juices by the time she’d finished with him. Naturally, he’d found himself on his knees as she hitched up her skirt and directed him to demonstrate his devotion in the most selfless of manners. His wife had a treat in store for him, with Carol making up in hosiery what she lacked in other underwear, evidently having divested herself of any panties long before her husband returned from fitting himself with his chastity device. Her lacy black suspender belt and similarly topped stockings had filled Stuart’s vision as he went down on her, with his wife’s legs ending up wrapped around his naked body, her heels digging into his back as she held him in place. 

Their lovemaking had proved to be a distinctly one-sided affair that night, with Stuart’s penis throbbing futilely within its plastic prison throughout. The key to his chastity device had disappeared to goodness knows where by the time the couple returned the bedroom, being nowhere to be seen when Carol slowly stripped herself of her remaining clothes and proceeded to have him worship the rest of her body. He’d caressed her breasts with his tongue whilst working the familiar magic with his fingers, but no matter how hard he tried to please his wife, she was always adamant that he would be staying in the device for just a little longer. Finally, she’d had her fill of him, rolling over with a sublime contentment that was only matched by Stuart’s agonising frustration, but he knew better than to question her decisions on such matter. It was hardly the first time she’d kept him denied like this, and Stuart knew that whenever she deigned to reward him, the resulting orgasm would be like nothing else. 

Still, that didn’t make getting used to the imposition of the device any easier. It always took Stuart a few days to familiarise himself once more with the unnatural 49

appendage that hung between his legs, with its bulk proving more problematic than its weight. For starters, there was remembering how to sleep without waking up in the middle of the night with an excruciatingly painful erection, and that was once he’d managed to drop off - no mean feat considering how Carol insisted on snuggling up against him, her skimpy satin nightdress doing little to disguise her exquisitely feminine curves as her body pressed into his. Then there were bodily functions of a less intimate nature that he needed to managed despite the presence of the device, as Stuart had no choice to contend with every time he went to the bathroom. All that was before Carol started going out of her way to make things more difficult for him, although the days that had followed had been relatively tame by her standards. True, she paraded around in nothing but her lingerie more than she usually might, and sometimes not even that, and yes, she fussed rather a lot with the key that had now reappeared on a silver chain around her neck, but otherwise she seemed to be taking her husband’s captivity pretty much for granted - however much being kept under lock and key proved to be frustrating for the man so confined. 

“It’s late night opening at the retail centre tonight”, Carol remarked casually over breakfast a few days later. “I thought we might meet up there after work, perhaps get a bite to eat, do a bit of window shopping?”, she suggested, her fingers unconsciously toying with the necklace that, like the cage its key kept on her husband, never left her body. Stuart readily agreed to her proposal, although he had to admit that going shopping wasn’t the first thing he thought of doing after a long day in the office. Still, perhaps a little pampering might help to soften Carol’s heart as far as his continued confinement was concerned. They could go lingerie shopping together, picking up something sexy for her to model whilst teasing him, and perhaps his wife’s desire would get the better of her while she was all dolled up for him and she’d want a real cock in her rather than merely satisfying herself with his tongue. He’d be only too willing to oblige, of course, happily swapping the tight confines of his cruel plastic cage for the warm, moist crevice of the woman he loved, but ah, there was the reminder of the device again, letting Stuart know in no uncertain terms that he was projecting his own desires onto Carol. She merely wanted to go shopping, and the key around her neck would ensure he was an appropriate companion for doing so, even if he was resigned to merely being her porter. 

As though reading his mind, Carol grinned mischievously at her husband. “I thought we might go shoe shopping”, she suggested merrily, smirking as the way Stuart instinctively pulled a face at the proposal. “You never know, you might see something you liked”, she opined, sending her husband’s thoughts down a new direction, albeit one that was equally lewd, as he imagined her wearing newly 50

bought sky high stilettos. He’d be more than happy to treat her to some sexy shoes if that was the price to be paid for being released from the chastity device which, even now, reminded him of his wife’s hold over him. Indeed, he’d be prepared to go handbag shopping with her if it came down to that, but like picking up panties and browsing for bras together, shopping for shoes at least held the potential of having a mutually rewarding outcome. Doing his best to put on a brave face as his growing erection fought against the implacable walls of its plastic prison, Stuart made a mental note of his wife’s proposed arrangements, promising to meet her in the main atrium at half five that night. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Even traipsing round looking at handbags was preferable to arguing with bean counters, such that leaving the office didn’t come a moment too soon for Stuart. 

It had been a long day at work, with his battles with bureaucracy not helped by the way in which his chastity device made it more difficult to sit comfortably for long lengths of time, its bulky protrusion naturally demanding that he splay his legs if he was not to crush his testicles against his thighs. There was nothing that could be done about that, with the key to the contraption’s padlock having gone with his wife to the other side of town, such that Stuart had no choice but to suffer its discomfort until he next saw Carol again - at the very least! Indeed, he had a sneaking suspicion that he would remain confined to chastity for rather longer than their evening rendezvous, having developed doubts as to whether buying his wife shoes would be sufficient to win her favour. The pressure in his loins drove him to do his best by her, but would that be enough to please the woman who held the key to his release? 

All that led to Stuart making it to the shopping centre’s atrium well in advance of the prearranged time, let alone Carol’s rather more belated arrival. Pacing nervously up and down in front of the fountain that formed the focal point of the expansive entrance area, Stuart could only hope that he didn’t run into anyone from work given the excuses he had made to slip away early - a pressing personal matter, he’d suggested cryptically, not wanting to explain just how personal the matter of his pent-up sexual desire was, nor the ends to which he was prepared to go to satisfy his wife’s needs in order to relieve his own. Admitting to going shoe shopping with her would make him the laughing stock of the office, invariably resulting in him becoming the butt of endless jokes about wearing high heels himself as some kind of transvestite hooker. He shook his head of such thoughts, trying his best to remain inconspicuous whilst still keeping an eager eye out for the arrival of the woman who would save him. 
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Finally the familiar figure of his wife came through the automatic doors, her appearance causing Stuart to breath a sigh of relief. Lacking anything like the motivation that her husband had to be on time, Carol was a few minutes late, which coupled with his excessively early arrival meant that it felt like he’d been standing around waiting for her for an age. Still, the kiss she proffered as she greeted him made it all worth while, with Carol taking her time to express her emotions towards her husband surprisingly passionately considering the numbers of passers-by going about their business around them. The other shoppers would never know how her hand drifted down towards his crotch, gently pressing upon the plastic that kept her husband in his place, but Stuart was all too aware of the sensation of the unyielding shell pushing against his flesh as Carol emphasised her control over him in the most subtle and yet unmistakable of ways, reassuring herself that his cock was still safely locked away in the process. There was no way it couldn’t be, considering the circumstances, but Stuart knew she still liked to check from time to time, finding himself going along with being manhandled at the most unlikely times as a result. 

Taking his arm in hers, Carol proceeded to set off down the main concourse of the shopping centre, adopting a moderately brisk pace that hinted at her having a destination in mind rather than merely seeking to idly saunter around the shops. 

Despite feeling a certain trepidation as a result, Stuart was only too glad to be able to accompany her at long last, wondering what his wife had in store for their late night shopping trip. Racking his brains for where likely stores might fit in the overall layout of the shopping centre, he found himself in unfamiliar territory as Carol directed him up an escalator that led to a mezzanine floor he’d never really explored before now, apparently populated with niche boutiques of a rather exclusive nature. There were certainly none of the crowds of shoppers that thronged the thoroughfare below, with only the occasional other customer passing by them as the couple slowed to a more sedate pace - invariably more mature women, Stuart noted, occasionally with rather resigned looking husbands in tow. He did his best to avoid eye contact with any of them, although secretly found himself wondering such men were also secretly in thrall to their wives in such an intimate way as himself. 

Leading him over to a shop front, Stuart was surprised to find that Carol seemed content to merely look in the window rather than entering the store proper. 

Evidently sensing his confusion, Carol craned her head upward so as to be able to whisper confidentially in his ear, a gesture which Stuart met halfway by bending down to listen to what she had to say. “They’re all far too pricey to even think about, but that doesn’t mean a girl can’t dream. Just look at those Salvatori’s at the back. They’re to die for!”. Stuart hadn’t the faintest idea which of the 52

shoes on display his wife was referring to, but no matter where he looked, the price tags were all eye-watering. Would any woman seriously considering spending that much on a single pair, let alone be able to afford a wardrobe full of them? 

The mind boggled. “Ooh, and look at the Allegra mules next to them”, Carol gushed, adopting a slower, more patient tone when her husband failed to share her enthusiasm. “Christian Allegra. He’s a famous designer”. “A very expensive designer”, Stuart muttered under his breath, still having no clue as to which of the shoes his wife had in mind, a comment which elicited a sharp prod from Carol as she continued. 

“The mules are the third ones along on the back row”, she chided. “See how they’re backless. That what makes them mules. You’d wear them in the summer with a pretty dress, something light and flowery to match their floral motif. You do see the floral motif, don’t you?”. Stuart nodded uneasily, hoping his wife wouldn’t question him too much about what was an entirely alien subject to him. 

Certainly the shoes he thought he was talking about featured a rather prominent arrangement of faux leather flowers running up their front, joining the two bands of similar coloured material into which the wearer’s foot would slide. Now that he looked closely, he could see that the latter had been punched into a pretty pattern to give it a light, airy feel. “The one that looks like it’s got petals?”, he offered hesitantly. “That’s right!”, Carol praised. “They’ve got wedges, which means the heels are fat rather than spiky”, she explained. “Those are probably only an inch or so high, but you can get taller ones too. Do you know why women wear heels?”, she enquired innocently. 

Stuart had more sense that to share with his wife the answer that immediately came to mind, knowing that it was sometimes possible to be too honest for one’s own good. He doubted Carol would take too kindly to being told that women wore heels simply for men’s pleasure, however much there might be a degree of truth in such a suggestion. Given his current predicament, he needed to come up with an answer that was more acceptable to the woman who kept the most intimate part of his body under lock and key, and that meant thinking fast, knowing that Carol was waiting for him to say something. Yet what could he say? There didn’t seem to be any reason why a woman would want to put herself through such torment which didn’t involve sex at some level, however much he tried to couch it in less explicit language. Did six inch stilettos make his wife look more beautiful? More feminine? It was all to do with tits and bums on some level, he vaguely recalled, but if Stuart was brutally honest, such high heels made him want to shoot his load in her, something he was painfully far away from being able to do at that very minute, trapped in chastity whilst window shopping at an expensive designer shoe shop. 
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“Well, I’m sure you’ll find out soon enough”, Carol smirked, changing the subject before Stuart had chance to question what she meant by such a cryptic remark. 

“See those ones on the next row down? They’re called kitten heels. They’re like the stilettos that I know you’ve got a thing for, just rather shorter. They’re more cute than sexy, but you can think of sex kittens if you want an easy way of remembering the name. Meow!”, she purred, swiping a curled up hand close to her husband’s face in playful imitation of a cat’s claw. That was a trick that Carol ordinarily reserved for her bedroom repertoire, prowling the bedclothes like a tiger before pouncing on her prey, such that the gesture inevitably put Stuart in mind of her wearing nothing but sexy black lingerie, wrestling with him as her animal passions came the fore. He’d happily let his wife devour him right now, but Carol seemed to want to play with her husband more like a cat would with a mouse, teasing him this way and that until he didn’t know where he was any more. 

Kitten heels weren’t the only kind of footwear that Stuart learnt about that evening. Soon he was being introduced to slingbacks and pumps, as well as gaining an appreciation for the various fashions involved and when a woman might choose to wear one pair over another, learning which styles were more appropriate for casual wear and which might accompany a slinky cocktail dress. 

It was hardly the kind of knowledge that a man would be able to put to any practical use, but nevertheless, Stuart did his best to keep up with his wife’s explanations, occasionally asking questions of his own in order to gain a deeper understanding of things or simply to clarify points. Sometimes such enquires left Carol stumped, unable to tell her husband exactly what it was about a particular pair of shoes that made them stand out from the rest. “Oh, you know”, she exclaimed in frustration, and Stuart didn’t like to press the matter home for fear of exasperating her - after all, Carol still kept the keys to his chastity device buried in her bosom and it wouldn’t do to upset her. 

A sudden movement inside the store caused Stuart to jump with a start. He’d become so engrossed in his wife’s explanations that he’d failed to notice the presence of a shop assistant on the other side of the glass until she had begun to lift out one of the pairs from the display, winking at him as she did so. She couldn’t possibly know that he was locked in chastity, having no inkling of the plastic prison that deprived the man looking back at her of a right that most males took for granted, nor the lengths the device fastened firmly in place drove him to in his desire for it to be removed. What, then, did the attractive young woman in her smart blouse and jacket make of a husband showing such a keen interest in feminine footwear? Stuart doubted most men accompanying their wives would care much beyond the final total on the cash register, something which was sure 54

to sting even the deepest of pockets. Yet here he was asking questions, having stood in front of the window display for what must have been the best part of half an hour. No wonder the shop assistant seemed so amused - any woman would be, even without knowing the depth of Stuart’s submission to his wife. He found himself blushing with shame at the thought, glad that Carol seemed content to merely gaze through the glass - to actually go inside and engage in conversation, two against one, would be humiliating beyond belief for a man completely out of his depth. 

Thankfully, Carol also seemed reluctant to attract undue attention, with the sudden appearance of the shop assistant serving to snap her out of her reverie. 

With a final wistful gaze at the arrangement of exquisitely expensive footwear, she turned away from the display. “Much as I’d like to, we can’t hang around here all evening. I’d love to be going home with those Van der Valks, but then we wouldn’t be eating for the next six months! Let’s go and look somewhere where you might be able to afford what’s on offer”, she suggested, leading her husband back in the direction of the escalator from whence they’d arrived. It didn’t escape Stuart’s attention that Carol had referred to his ability to pay rather than her own

- as he’d suspected, it looked like a new pair of shoes was going to be the price for his eventual orgasm. Was his wife making a point? It certainly seemed that way, letting her husband know in no uncertain terms that a girl couldn’t have too many shoes, no matter what he might think. A man in chastity couldn’t afford to disagree with his wife about that! 

♥ ♥ ♥

The store that Stuart now found himself in was distinctly down-market in comparison to the exclusive boutique whose window they’d looked in earlier. Gone were the sparse displays of individual pairs of shoes on pedestals, replaced by racks and racks of footwear of all kinds, stretching from wall to wall. For every style, there were numerous pairs in different sizes, lined up one after another along a shelf or working their way down a series of them, something Stuart instinctively understood from the men’s half of the store, seeing the familiar training shoes and casual footwear that he might pick up if he were out shopping for himself. 

Certainly, the prices here were much more reasonable, with gaudy fluorescent stars drawing potential punters’ attention to the massive savings to be made on selected styles. It would hardly break the bank if Carol wanted him to treat her here - so much so, in fact, that Stuart would be prepared to splash out on several pairs of new shoes for his wife if that was what she wanted in exchange for allowing him to come. 
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Stuart couldn’t remember seeing any customers through the previous shop’s window, although he had to admit his attention was on other matters, too busy looking at the shoes his wife was pointing out to really notice what was going on beyond the window display. Here, however, there was no disguising the fact that they were not alone in the shop, with the narrow aisles between the racks dotted with other people. The store was hardly heaving, as it might have been had they been out at the weekend, but nevertheless, Stuart felt acutely self-conscious as his wife led him over to the unfamiliar half of the shop, aware that he was leaving the familiar safety of men’s footwear behind for the pumps and wedges and heels that he was only just learning about. Had he not appreciated the fact earlier, it soon became clear that women’s shoes were even more diverse than those of men, with a style for every occasion and then some judging by the sheer number on offer. Feeling quite lost, he looked to Carol for guidance, but his wife seemed quite content to meander the aisles at random, pointing out things that caught her eye rather than looking for anything in particular. 

“Ooh, those are cute!”, she exclaimed, drawing her husband’s attention to a row of pretty suede flats. Their simple buckle put Stuart in mind of shoes he’d seen girls wear at school many years ago, but there was a subtle sophistication that marked these out as being something more, even though he couldn’t put his finger on exactly what that might be. Perhaps it was the detailing of tiny holes on the upper, its delicate stitching or merely the material it was cut from, a light tan suede that conveyed a certain summery freshness, but he could see why they might appeal to his wife - his earlier lesson in front of the rather more expensive boutique had given him an appreciation of such matters, however vague. Stuart was about to offer to purchase his wife a pair in her size, but Carol’s interest had already moved on. 

“And what about these?”, she enquired merrily, adopting the tone of an adult talking down to a young child as she asked her husband “Do you remember what these are called, Stuart?”. “They’re kitten heels”, Stuart replied hesitantly, immediately recognising the truncated stiletto heels but feeling somewhat embarrassed about saying the words out loud, afraid that the other shoppers might somehow notice his unusual knowledge about such feminine matters. The thought of being outed as a man who was learning about women’s shoes caused him to blush with shame, his red face not helped by the recollection of sex kittens that had become strangely imprinted in his memory alongside the thought of such footwear. 

“Good boy!”, Carol praised, speaking with the same exaggerated inflection an owner might use when rewarding a well behaved pet. “I can’t say I care for their colour, however. Cream is just asking to get scuffed”, she confided. Stuart nodded as though he shared his wife’s concern for such matters, secretly thinking of 56

the scruffy training shoes at the bottom of his wardrobe, which could hardly be described as white any more after years of neglect. 

“No, I think we should be looking for something a bit taller, don’t you?”, Carol asked rhetorically, casting her gaze rather more deliberately up and down the aisle until her eyes alighted on what she was searching for. “I know you love killer heels”, she told her husband, practically dragging him along behind her as she bounded across the store. Stuart had barely had chance to catch up with her, let alone take in his new surroundings, before Carol gestured down at one of the lower shelves, crouching down on her knees to inspect the wicked stilettos that were crammed in along its length. Joining his wife at her level, Stuart couldn’t have imagined a more stereotypical shoe if he had tried - the stilettos that Carol was even now rummaging among had to have heels that were a good five inches, tapering down to deadly spikes that threatened to do real damage. They were certainly having an undeniable effect between Stuart’s legs, with even the thought of his wife donning such erotically charged footwear causing his manhood to strain against the wall of its plastic prison once more. These were the kind of shoes that hookers wore, smoulderingly seductive, cut from shiny black patent leather in a way that exposed much of the wearer’s foot thanks to their strappy design. Tiny silver buckles would fasten them firmly around a woman’s ankle, but any hosiery she might be wearing would be almost completely on display, as would her toes. 

They were a foot fetishist’s delight, and it seemed that Carol had taken quite a liking to them considering how she’d already lifted a pair from the shelf and was inspecting it closely. 

“Would you like me to buy them?”, Stuart offered, tripping over his words in his eagerness to get them out. The thought that his wife might be considering purchasing such erotic heels was too good to be true, such that he didn’t want to leave anything to chance. He’d more than happily pay ten times over to see Carol strutting about in such sexy stilettos, knowing that when she finally removed the cruel chastity device that was currently all that was stopping him from having a most embarrassing bulge in his trousers, he’d be in danger of drowning her in his pent-up juices. The heels she was holding were most certainly of the “do me” kind, and he would be more than happy to oblige, especially if his wife was wearing stockings and suspenders but not a lot else. With several days of backed up desire to deliver, there would be nothing he’d like better than to give Carol a good seeing to, exactly the way she wanted it. 

“That would be very sweet of you”, Carol beamed, giving her husband an affectionate squeeze. “You are a size eight, aren’t you?”, she continued, grinning wickedly as she watched her husband’s expression change into one of confusion. 

“Yes, I am”, he confirmed hesitantly, not sure what the size of his feet had to do 57

with anything - surely it was Carol’s diminutive size threes that were important when it came to selecting stilettos for her. “Good. If you were any larger, we might have trouble finding anything in your size. I’m sure these will fit you just fine”, she smirked, pressing the horribly high heels into her husband’s chest so as to leave him in no doubt as to her intentions. It was all Stuart could do to take the hyper-feminine footwear from his wife without dropping it on the floor, given how his mouth had fallen open in astonishment. She couldn’t possibly expect him to wear such stilettos, could she? However impossible that seemed to begin with, the more he thought about it, the more it made sense. The price of being released from chastity wasn’t going to be buying his wife new shoes but doing so for himself, with all that that would entail. He’d find himself wearing the five inch heels long before he was let out of his cage - probably for quite a long time, knowing how his wife liked to have fun with him while his cock was locked up for her. 

“Now, why don’t you go and pay for your new shoes? I’d like to get myself something too, but then it would be a bit obvious who those are for”, Carol sniggered, gesturing towards the heels her husband now held before giving him a gentle push in the direction of the sales counter. With his face now glowing bright red with shame, there was no way that Stuart could make eye contact with the young woman behind the till, staring at his feet as he trudged helplessly towards his doom. Thankfully, there was no queue, such that he was able to be served immediately, but even so it felt like an eternity as he handed over the heels to be scanned, looking down at his feet throughout. “Treating my wife”, he grunted, more to keep the sales assistant from saying anything about his unlikely purchase than from the belief he could possibly persuade her that the stilettos weren’t for him. She would know already, secretly laughing at his shame, made all the worse for not knowing why he was forced to go along with such humiliation. There was no way he could explain about his chastity device as he handed over his credit card, not without coming across as a pervert, yet without such motivation, why on earth would any man buy such feminine footwear? 

Thankfully, his ordeal was soon over, leaving Stuart carrying a far more discreet carrier bag as he left the store. While the logo on its side made it clear where he had been shopping, there could be anything inside as far as passers-by were concerned - a perfectly respectable pair of men’s casual shoes, for instance, a world apart from the saucy stilettos he knew he’d soon be wearing. Carol certainly seemed to have a spring in her step as she escorted her helpless husband back to the car park, no doubt scheming as to exactly how she was going to extract the most mirth out of Stuart’s purchase. There was no doubt he’d be trying them on as soon as they got home, but what then? Would he finally be allowed relief from 58

the frustration locked up between his legs or would Carol stretch his suffering out longer? Only time would tell, and no matter what his wife had in mind, there was nothing that Stuart could do but go along with it, no matter how humiliating his footwear feminization proved. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Despite Stuart’s desire to get things over with, his wife seemed to be in no hurry to do anything with the stilettos when they returned home, making no mention of the bag that she’d absently left under the table in the hallway, nor of her husband’s continued chastity. The later seemed to have become something that Carol had forgotten about entirely, taking her husband’s emasculation for granted no matter how much he might be aware of the presence of the chastity device between his legs, denying him the natural rights of a man even as his wife went about her business as usual. Sending Stuart off in the direction of the shower, Carol not only set about cooking a delicious dinner, but subsequently sat down and ate it with her husband with no suggestion that they’d done anything out of the ordinary that day. Their conversation instead took a more mundane direction throughout the meal, ending up in the couple sitting down in front of the television with coffee as they always did afterwards, despite Stuart’s increasing restlessness. 

Had anyone asked him the day before whether he would ever be burning with impatience to wear stiletto heels, he would have laughed in their face, but now Stuart wanted nothing more than for his wife to put him out of his misery and make him wear the heels, thus putting an end to his anxious anticipation. 

Even when she was snuggled up alongside him on the sofa, playfully slipping her hand inside her husband’s shirt just as she had done on that fateful evening that had seen Stuart lock himself in chastity for her, Carol still showed no sign of suggesting anything about his stilettos. Unable to bear the suspense any longer, Stuart found himself having to raise the subject, hesitantly enquiring whether his wife would like to see what his new shoes looked like. “I thought you’d never ask”, she laughed. “It’s always so disappointing when you buy something nice for yourself and no-one’s the slightest bit interested in it”, she sympathised, although the point that Carol was not so subtly making wasn’t lost on her husband. That didn’t stop her from driving it home, however. “Worse is when you just get some snide remark about buying yet more shoes when what you’d really like is someone to tell you how nice you look”, she grinned, poking her husband playfully in the ribs. “Still, enough about me. How about you fetch the bag from the hall and we’ll see how well your sexy new stilettos fit you? I can’t wait to see you tottering about in your “do me” shoes”. 
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Spurred on by the unspoken implication in her last remark, Stuart promptly got to his feet and headed out into the hallway, returning in a flash with the carrier bag he’d clutched to his chest all the way back to the car earlier that evening. 

Rejoining his wife, he instinctively presented it for her inspection, but Carol refused to take the bag from him, instead patting the sofa beside her. “They’re your shoes, so you get to put them on”, she laughed when Stuart had sat down again. “Take your socks off first and then slip your foot into one of them. You’ll have to undo the buckle first”, she instructed, watching expectantly as her husband followed her commands to the letter. Soon he was barefoot with the spike of a stiletto heel pressing dangerously down on his groin as he attempted to unfasten the tiny silver clasp that kept the two ends of the shoe’s patent leather ankle strap together, something that he found a surprisingly fiddly process. Nevertheless, he eventually managed to do so, gingerly placing the unfamiliar footwear back on the floor before repeating the process with its sister. 

There was something very out of place about looking down to see a pair of raunchy stiletto heels beneath him, just waiting to be worn, but Stuart knew he had to bite the bullet if he were ever to be released from the plastic prison that even now made its presence known in his groin. Whether it was the carnal connotations of the feminine footwear or the prospect of having to submit to his wife in such a humiliating way by donning perilously high heels in order to satisfy his sexual urges, something was turning him on something shocking about the predicament he found himself in. Despite the pressing power of his thwarted erection, the unyielding acrylic that impeded Stuart’s desires refused to budge, with the shell around his cock serving to frustrate him further as it sent a clear message that orgasms were off limit until well after he’d stepped into shoes that more rightly belonged to a streetwalker. He’d have to look like a hooker, at least from the ankles down, if he wanted to come any time soon. 

Bending his body forward to get a better view, Stuart tentatively slipped the first of his feet into the shoe beneath him, immediately becoming aware of the exaggerated angle its heel would impose upon him for as long as he remained in it. 

Fumbling with the narrow band of its ankle strap, he proceeded to fasten himself into the feminine footwear, working the tiny leather strap through the delicate silver buckle and pulling it tight. It took a moment before the prong found a home in one of the holes along the strap’s length, but once it had, the buckle held fast, securing Stuart’s foot into the sexy stiletto shoe such that there was no possibility of slipping out again. Had he been putting on ordinary sandals, Stuart might have regarded the strap as being a little tight, its black patent leather pressing into his flesh a little too firmly for comfort, but that was the least of his problems as he began to repeat the process with his other foot, conscious of how 60

his wife was watching him raptly. 

“I’ll have to take you for a pedicure sometime”, Carol laughed, her attention obviously caught by the way Stuart’s distinctly masculine toes were put prominently on display at the end of the shoe. Certainly, the design showed an awful lot of flesh, with Stuart’s feet feeling very vulnerable and exposed, a feeling that was mirrored in the rest of his body as he cautious began to lift himself from the sofa, almost falling over in the process. It soon became apparent to Stuart that he couldn’t rely on the deadly spikes of the stilettos for any kind of balance, such that he would have to walk around as though he were on tiptoes rather than leaning his weight back, but that didn’t stop Carol insisting he pace about the lounge for her. His wife clapped her hands with glee as her husband tottered about in his five inch heels, but wearing such impractical footwear was no laughing matter for Stuart as he teetered unstably, unable to keep to a straight line any more than he would after a night out on the town. Wavering this way and that, it was all he could do to stay roughly upright, such that he found himself in awe of any woman who could walk naturally in such shoes, let alone do so day in and day out. He certainly appreciated why his wife was so reluctant to do so as often as he might like. 

“I think that calls for a reward, don’t you?”, Carol chirped when she had finally had her fill of seeing her husband stumble about. Stuart’s captive cock bulged with renewed enthusiasm at the thought that he had finally earned his long awaited orgasm, but his wife was of a different opinion - the reward she had in mind involved sexual pleasure of a rather more selfless nature for her stiletto clad husband. Directing him to squat on his heels, Carol got to her own feet, allowing her trousers to drop around her ankles as she stood before him. Her pretty pink panties soon followed their descent, leaving nothing to keep Stuart from doing what came naturally with his tongue, albeit precariously balanced on the heels that even now propped his feet up at an unnatural angle. Thankfully for the man expected to pleasure his wife in such a perilous position, the way in which Carol held his head in place had a useful side effect of helping to support him. Were it not for how she pulled him close to her body, the chances were that Stuart would have toppled over long before bringing her to orgasm - as it was, he managed to tip her over the edge with his tongue before collapsing forwards, the sofa serving to break the couple’s fall as Carol lost control herself. 

♥ ♥ ♥

Despite doing his utmost to make his wife a happy woman, even going so far as to pleasure her whilst wearing the high heels she’d made him buy for himself, 61

Stuart still found himself locked in chastity. After they had both recovered from their intimate encounter in the lounge, Carol had presented her husband with her terms, telling him what he needed to do to finally win her favour. Even for a man used to his wife’s exacting demands, it came as quite a shock to learn that he was going to have to remain in chastity for another week at the very least. “It does you good to be reminded of your place from time to time”, Carol had told him playfully, silencing her husband’s protests with a kiss. “Besides, you’re going to need that long to get used to your new shoes”, she continued when she finally allowed him up for air. “I expect to see you walking in them like a pro before that cock of yours comes out for anything other than cleaning”. By pro, it wasn’t clear whether Carol meant professional or prostitute, but the implication was the same - Stuart was going to wear high heels for her, and was going to keep doing so until he could strut around in them as well as any woman. His chastity device would see to that. 

“But Carol!”, Stuart began to argue, his voice trailing off as his wife’s expression told him that any further argument would be futile. She was his keyholder and so she would decide where, when and if her toy came out to play. As such, he would be donning the impossible footwear every evening when he came home from work, doing his utmost to master mincing about atop five inch spikes in the hope that his proficiency would enough to impress his wife. As Carol wickedly pointed out, he was under no compulsion to do so, but Stuart knew he had no choice in the matter if he was to stand any chance of being allowed out from the plastic shell that even now reminded his manhood of just who owned it. He would somehow do whatever was necessary to go from stumbling around like a man rather the worse for wear to strutting about like a streetwalker touting for business. 

Not content with teasing her husband throughout the week that followed about how his backside wiggled from side to side when he walked, Carol pointedly avoided wearing any kind of heels herself, regularly expressing relief about not having to suffer such uncomfortable shoes on her own feet. The pale pink flats which Stuart had been so disparaging of came out on more than one occasion, contrasting sharply with the sky high stilettos that, had their roles been reversed, the man tottering around in them would much rather have seen on his wife. 

Indeed, he would even have been willing to wear the pretty pastel suedes that adorned Carol’s feet had he been given the choice, offering to go to the shoe shop again and pick up something more practical, no matter how feminine, to satisfy his wife’s desire that his penitence should involve women’s footwear, but Carol was having none of it. Like a woman dressing to impress, he would have to suffer to look sexy, just as she did for him on occasion. 

When the appointed evening finally rolled around, the man who had now spent 62

the best part of a fortnight without any form of release from the frustration imposed by the cruel plastic cage locked between his legs discovered that his wife had one last trick up her sleeve. In addition to the stilettos that he’d become surprisingly adept at walking in, Stuart found himself wearing hosiery for what turned out to be a very special night in together. His inflamed cock was fit to burst as Carol showed him how to slip on nylon stockings, fastening them to the suspender belt she’d hooked around his waist in imitation of the black lace lingerie she was wearing herself. A pleated skirt soon joined such unlikely attire, wafting around Stuart’s knees whenever he walked, with his well worn stilettos serving to finish off his feminization, leaving him dressed as a woman below the waist much to the amusement of his wife. For her part, Carol also chose to dress up, finally breaking her moratorium on heels herself by donning three inch pumps that, although modest in comparison to her husband’s, still served to get his motor running as he demonstrated he had done as required by mincing about in his feminine footwear and swishing his skirt for her. 

While Stuart remained all dolled up through dinner, it wasn’t long before his skirt joined Carol’s on the bedroom floor, although the couple kept their heels and hosiery on as they made love. In Stuart’s case, that was because he had far more pressing things on his mind than fumbling with the tiny buckles that kept his stilettos from slipping off, but Carol’s pumps stayed on simply so that she could tease her husband with them, using them as a cowgirl might spurs to goad him on towards pleasuring her all the more, first insisting that he use his tongue, but later allowing his manhood to stretch its metaphorical legs even as the couple intertwined theirs, nylon sparking off nylon in the process. It was an experience like nothing else for a man who had been deprived of any kind of sexual release for so long, with his eventual climax so powerful that Stuart felt his balls must surely rupture as he shot waves and waves of hot ejaculate deep inside his wife, his body spasming uncontrollably as he did so. “Is that why women wear high heels?”, he asked Carol a little while later, still rather dazed but recovered enough to be cheeky. There was something about his wife’s playful frown that told him there’d be further occasions on which he could find out - Carol would no longer have a monopoly on high heels as far as their shared wardrobe was concerned! 
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Paying His Dues

As a man who had graduated from university with a first class degree in economics, Adrian often found himself idly contemplating the parallels between the textbook examples he’d been taught and the real world situation he faced on a daily basis. It was one thing to study supply and demand in an ideal market, considering abstract notions of price determination with regards to competing widget manufacturers, especially when one held no emotional attachment to widgets, whatever they actually were. It was quite another when a single seller held a complete monopoly over a sought after service, able to name a prohibitively high price for their goods or even turn off supply at a whim, knowing that their captive customer would do whatever it took to do business with them on their terms. Desperation rarely came into the equation as far as his course had been concerned, his lecturers assuming that all parties were as dispassionate as they were rational. If only there’d been a module on desire! 

Admittedly, the economics of sex had been briefly touched upon, with the world’s oldest profession being used as an example of a black market whose dynamics were shaped by surprisingly similar factors to soap powder. A punter and prostitute came to a mutually acceptable price based on the availability of supply and demand, with a police crackdown on sex workers serving to increase what the remainder charged just as predictably as an influx of foreign girls would make the market more competitive again. A punter who wasn’t picky could go anywhere for a quickie, paying much less for sex than a man with objectionable fetishes. In seedy back alleys and red light districts the world over, men and women were able to put a price on orgasms day in and day out, but only in the same way that one might pay for a refreshing drink at a restaurant, knowing that one could quench one’s thirst at home if the cost of the café was too exorbitant. 

How different things became when there were no alternatives! A man dying of thirst in a desert would give everything he had for a sip of water, an example that 65

had seemed far-fetched when Adrian had first heard it, sitting in the back of a stifling lecture theatre listening to an equally stuffy professor drone on, but now it resonated with him. Thanks to the implacable steel locked firmly around his groin, he had become a wanderer in a desert of sexual frustration, knowing that, unlike the punter and prostitute, it was impossible to put a price on his orgasms. 

He knew from bitter experience that he would pay whatever his keyholder asked for even the slightest sip of relief, no matter how outrageous her demands, his wife the sole supplier of water in a parched landscape of endless desire. Over the years, Adrian had watched the exchange rate fluctuate like that of a questionable third world currency, his orgasms becoming progressively more expensive, even when Sue deigned to offer them on their marital market. He couldn’t afford not to do business with her, however crippling the cost - she would name her price and he would pay it. 

Dating a fellow economics graduate might have been asking for trouble in that respect, but Adrian suspected that even without her formal education, his wife’s feminine instincts coupled with his natural need for sexual submission would have brought them to the same conclusion. Certainly, his chastity belt was a mutually agreed arrangement, something they’d adopted as part of their lives because of the pleasure it brought them both, however much he hated its presence on occasion. 

The unyielding metal that encircled his hips saw to it that there was no way he could satisfy his carnal urges without his wife’s express permission. The key she kept safely nestled in her bounteous bosom was the only way of releasing his imprisoned penis, short of sawing the sturdy stainless steel that surrounded it off his body - something he was loathe to do, not least because it would be simpler to ask Sue if they could stop playing their little game. He’d never done so, and that spoke volumes about how he had come to accept the belt, knowing that it was something he would miss if it somehow disappeared. To be able to touch himself whenever he wanted without having striven for it so hard first would be unnatural after all these years of endless frustration, the prospect of having orgasms on tap somehow devaluing them by their abundance. 

Sue certainly saw to it that her husband had to work hard for his intimate pleasures. It was something that had started off as a joke when he’d first begun wearing the belt on a full-time basis, his body finally adapted to remaining in the silicone lined steel twenty four hours a day, seven days a week, only to find his economics educated wife insisting that he pay her a tribute for the trouble of unlocking him. The token sum she’d extracted from his wallet that first time soon became known as his “cum tax”, taking on the nature of taxes the world over by inflating out of all proportion over time. Soon mere money was not good enough for his wife, with Sue requiring that her husband show his appreciation in 66

the form of gifts. Whether that meant buying her the pretty necklace she’d had her eye on or simply surprising her with something sexy from the local lingerie boutique, she expected Adrian to treat her before she would even think about treating him. Of course, she was quite within her rights to decline should she think that he was merely trying to buy his release without concern for the woman he was flattering. After all, the cum tax was a necessary but far from sufficient condition for actually coming! 

It wasn’t as if Sue didn’t earn enough herself to pay for such luxuries. Indeed, her high-powered position meant that she could have treated herself to such things whenever she fancied, but they wouldn’t have meant the same had she been the one paying for them. It was the idea that Adrian was making a sacrifice for the privilege of sleeping with her that gave his tributes their meaning, not just paying the financial price but swallowing his pride and suffering public humiliation for the pleasure of her body. Many men might buy their lovers sexy underwear on Valentine’s Day or treat their wives to expensive jewellery for their birthday, but few would go so far as to pick up designer shoes and dresses for the women they loved, taking such unlikely attire to the counter and handing over their credit card with a sheepish look on their face. 

It wasn’t even as if Adrian could pretend such petite garments were for him, as embarrassing as that would have been, his rugged masculine frame far too large to even begin to fit into the diminutive attire he purchased on such a regular basis. No, the smiling shop assistants were never left in any doubt that he was shopping for his wife, marking him down as an owned man even if they didn’t know exactly how Sue made him hers, his belt being a secret only the two of them shared. Whether his wife was standing beside him at the checkout as he paid for her purchases, watching her husband’s homage from further afield or even waiting for him at home having left him to shop by himself, she didn’t need to display her authority over him ostentatiously. His belt made sure of his devotion, invisibly exerting its influence beneath his trousers in a manner that was impossible for Adrian to ignore, however perplexing those around him might find his behaviour at times. He bought flowers, chocolates, jewellery and lingerie like any other man trying to get into a woman’s panties, but he also bought Sue dresses and shoes as well as submitting to feminine attire in rather more personal ways. Sometimes what he bought was for him to wear for her rather than reverse - man-sized lingerie intended to feminize an already emasculated husband as part of his never-ending tribute to his keyholder. 

Adrian remembered full well the first time his wife had asked him to make such an unmanly gesture. He been partially responsible for putting the idea in her head, albeit unwittingly, expressing relief after the silky babydoll nightdress he’d 67

bought Sue on the spur of the moment had met with her satisfaction. “I’m so glad I don’t have to take that back”, he’d admitted as they lay snuggled up in the bed together after intercourse, the steel jaws of his belt watching him from where it lay open on the dresser. “The woman behind the counter gave me such a funny look when I was paying for that”, he confessed, “I’m sure she must have thought I was getting it for me”. “Would that have been so bad?”, Sue asked mischievously, pressing her body up against his in such a way that the garment in question became a second skin for the both of them. Despite its recent exertions, Adrian felt his manhood stiffen as his wife’s nipples gently prodded him from atop the voluptuous curve of her breasts, barely concealed by the skimpy satin. 

“Perhaps I’ll make that your cum tax for next month”, she teased. “Presenting yourself in something pretty as a living tribute. You could go back and get yourself a matching nightie”, Sue suggested, evidently relishing playing with her husband’s discomfort. “Would you do that for me?”. 

His reluctant indecision had only strengthened Sue’s resolve to see him do as she had asked, and needless to say, Adrian found himself shopping for lingerie for himself in the end. Thankfully, there had been a different shop assistant behind the counter on the day he’d visited the little boutique, although that hadn’t spared him his blushes as he’d paid for the pretty pink nightdress, its shimmering pastel satin trimmed with sultry black lace and featuring tiny spaghetti straps that seemed rather incongruous considering the extra large size necessary to fit his manly frame. Just as Sue’s had done, the silky material poured over his skin like liquid, following his every curve as it clung to his body and making no secret of the unnatural lines of his belt beneath. The outline of the protruding padlock that kept him pure for her was undeniable even before Sue had run her fingers across the satin shrouded faceplate, toying with her property whilst wearing a matching garment herself. “Ooh, look! You can see your little lock!”, she’d exclaimed merrily, tracing the curves in question before pulling her husband’s nightdress gently taut so as to display the line of his waistband too, the twin bumps that ran all the way around his body showing where the silicone lining gave way to shining steel. 

Sue had had him make love to her like a woman before she’d allowed him to perform like a man, relishing the caress of his satin clad body against his thighs as he’d gone down on her. The babydoll’s spaghetti straps had been perfectly positioned for her to intertwine her fingers in, pulling the body of her husband’s nightdress up towards his armpits as he demonstrated his devotion between her legs. Even when Adrian’s chastity belt had finally come off, his babydoll remained on, with Sue insisting that he remain sheathed in satin just as she was, the couple’s silky lingerie hitched up only enough to allow them to become one writhing mass 68

of flesh and fabric. Husband and wife had caressed each other’s bodies through the sleek material, and whilst Adrian’s breasts didn’t pop out of his lace trimmed cups in the same way as Sue’s did, his straps still fell off his shoulders just as often as hers, offering endless opportunities for his lover to choose between playfully putting them back again or puckishly pulling them down further, pinning his arms to his sides in the process. The twin babydolls had been wet with sweat and sticky with juices by the end of the night, as dishevelled as the exhausted pair who lay in each other’s arms afterwards. It had certainly proved an occasion to remember. 

Soon Adrian found the levy imposed upon his orgasms had been raised, with Sue now seeking to extract an even greater cum tax from her belted husband. The terms of their arrangement changed unilaterally, such that simply buying his wife something she had coveted was no longer enough to earn a brief respite from the otherwise endless embrace of steel, in as far as it ever had been. Now Adrian was expected to present himself in something sexy in addition to offering his usual token of devotion, purchasing a pair of pretty panties to adorn his own body alongside the dress or shoes or jewellery that had taken her fancy. Sue loved to see Adrian in silky satin and luscious lace, relishing the contrast between his soft, feminine lingerie and the stern, emasculating steel of the belt beneath. Sometimes she went as far as to have him pick up his and hers lingerie for them, whereas on other occasions, she left his choice of underwear entirely to her husband’s discretion, knowing that the frustration he felt between his legs would drive him to making the right decision. 

Even the act of presenting such gifts took on a ritual of its own, with Sue declar-ing that Adrian should offer both tributes at the same time, jokingly suggesting that she would start charging interest on his outstanding tax otherwise. That had varying implications, depending on whether they’d gone shopping together or whether Sue had asked her husband simply to surprise her. The latter saw Adrian having to get changed into his new underwear well in advance of produc-ing whatever it was he’d purchased for her, appearing in front of Sue naked save for the intimate attire he sought to please her with on top of his ever-present steel. Feminized and emasculated, he would present the designer carrier bag or gift-wrapped box for her perusal, watching anxiously as Sue extracted and then inspected its contents with the same childlike glee she displayed when fussing over his own attire. If he was lucky, she would have him help her dress her there and then, slipping out of whatever she was wearing in favour of his gift, treating Adrian to the sight of her beautiful body adorned in intimate attire just as he did for her. 

It was when they went shopping together that things got more challenging for 69

Adrian, with Sue insisting that he don a pair of panties well in advance of them heading out on the off-chance that something caught her eye. It simply wouldn’t do for him to be inappropriately attired down below when paying his respects to her at the till, his duty not discharged unless he was prettily pantied whilst purchasing whatever it was that constituted her half of his cum tax that month. 

Besides, it wasn’t as as if he didn’t have enough in the way of skimpies to choose from, with a man who had to buy fresh underwear every time he wanted to climax soon developing a lingerie drawer to rival any woman’s. Whether they were lace panties or satin panties, pink panties or white panties, frilly panties or skimpy panties, all of Adrian’s feminine underwear served to emphasise the steel that snugly surrounded his skin beneath, their delicate fabric stretched taut over the industrial strength metal of his belt. 

Adrian had long since grown accustomed to wearing his chastity belt all day every day, learning how to accommodate its presence when going about his daily business - whether that was when he was in the shower, going to the toilet or merely bending over to pick up something from the ground. Indeed, he no longer felt self-conscious about its presence, knowing that despite its bulky outline, passers-by had absolutely no idea about what he was wearing under his trousers. 

Only fellow devotees of male chastity would have any inkling that such devices existed in this day and age, worn not by oppressed medieval maidens but men who were outwardly no different to any other, their intimate captivity a secret only they and their keyholder shared. To anyone idly inspecting his groin, he might appear to have a rather generously proportioned package, perhaps a little too lumpy to be entirely natural, but hardly anything that would warrant more than a casual glance from a lustful woman or a jealous man. He always felt there was a certain irony about ladies eyeing him up, their fantasies about feeling first-hand what he was packing unlikely to feature frustrating steel. 

Panties, however, were different. Visible panty lines were something that everyone could identify with, whether they were women who sought to avoid such fashion faux pas themselves or men whose gaze naturally gravitated towards the sight of skirts stretched taut over plump behinds. Wearing women’s underwear was hardly the first thing one expected of a man, but it wasn’t so far beyond the realms of possibility not to spring to mind should the tell-tale signs of a lace thong make themselves known through his trousers. As such, he’d been on tenterhooks the first time he’d stepped outside the house in feminine frillies, convinced that all the world would know exactly what he was wearing as he accompanied his wife to the car and thence into town. If not the other shoppers thronging the thoroughfares of the busy mall, then at least the sales clerks in the upmarket boutiques and designer stores they visited, the women behind the counter sure to suss his secret 70

as he accompanied his wife, red faced with shame. He’d have happily handed over his entire salary to avoid having to suffer their smiles, but Sue insisted his cum tax be paid in the tender of her choice - her pantied husband purchasing a pretty summer dress for her and another pair of frillies for himself, unable to look the shop assistant in the eye as she quipped about wishing her husband was as generous as he was. 

That was a sentiment he heard often, thankful that Sue was unwilling to share the secret of their relationship with the women who gushed over her husband’s behaviour. On another occasion, Adrian sat patiently beside his wife in an exclusive shoe shop, watching her try on pair after pair of eye-wateringly expensive heels with a fortitude few other men could match. “You’ve got a keeper there, love”, the stout matriarch behind the counter had told Sue when he’d gone to pay for them, his wife’s arm around him as he extracted his wallet. “I know! Isn’t he a sweetie?”, she beamed, giving Adrian’s pantied behind an affectionate fondle when the woman wasn’t looking. In the ladies’ wear department of a large chain store, he’d waited by the changing rooms with such practised poise that one of the other customers had assumed he was a member of staff, asking him if they had the dress she was holding in a larger size. “Oh, I’m terribly sorry!”, she’d apologised when Sue had fortuitously poked her head out of the cubicle to seek her husband’s opinion on the blouse she was modelling. “I must say, you’ve got him very well trained!”, the woman laughed, giving Sue a knowing wink before seeking assistance elsewhere. 

Such sacrifices were a small price to pay for the pleasure of finally being allowed out of his belt, with his cum tax, however extortionate, more than returned in the form of orgasms that made up in power what they lacked in frequency. When Adrian had been able to pleasure himself willy nilly, he would think nothing of masturbating in the toilets at work, rubbing one out without really thinking about it. Things were different now that he had to prove that he was worthy of relief, his climaxes imbued with meaning by virtue of the efforts he had to go to obtain them. It was a win-win arrangement - Sue was pampered in the way that every woman deserved, whereas Adrian, for all he went through, was rewarded with mind-blowing sexual intercourse. His penis might only come out to play once a month or so, but when it did, it would be at it all night, enjoying the sweetest of pleasures that never had chance to cloy. Would he have appreciated that the same had he not had to pay for it so dearly? Adrian doubted it, and thus happily handed over whatever tribute Sue asked. 

When his wife told him that she wanted him to wear panties when pleasuring her, a rather more frequent occurrence than the reverse, Adrian had been all too willing to oblige, donning his feminine frillies prior to going down on her with 71

a devotion that few other husbands could match. It had been a pattern set by his slinky satin nightdress, Adrian donning the silky babydoll again only a few days after its first outing, finding himself on his knees wearing nothing else save for his belt as he set about making Sue a very happy woman. Even before he’d starting licking and lapping between her legs, his intimate attire had proved the source of much pleasure for his wife, just as it had when he’d first worn it for her, with Sue fondling the pastel satin that enshrouded her helpless husband with evident glee. That time, however, there was no immediate reward for Adrian beyond the joy of seeing his wife so happy, his frustration still bottled up inside his stainless steel prison at the end of the night, made all the worse for coming so close and yet remaining so very far away from the object of his desires. Sue had him sleep in the nightgown only to repeat his performance the following morning, her husband greeting her with the most intimate of kisses as he started the day already feminized from the night before. Soon the question was not whether he would wear women’s underwear when displaying such devotion, but which pair of panties his wife would prefer on any given night - the slinky satin ones that clung to the outline of his belt, or the luscious lace ones that allowed its gleaming metal to shine through. 

Taking such feminine attire out of the safety of the bedroom marked a hefty rise in Adrian’s cum tax, but the intimate levy only increased as time went on. Whereas once Sue had been content with sending her husband out shopping in his frillies, now she wanted him to wear them more and more often - even when the couple were not engaged in intimate activities, she expected Adrian to don feminine underwear around the house. Each month incurred an ever increasing number of days of panty wearing that had to be paid off as part of his duty to her, too many days to allow him to get away with simply wearing them at the weekends. There came a point where he had no choice but to go to work pantied as well as belted if he didn’t want to run the risk of falling into arrears, the latter being a prospect his incarcerated manhood simply couldn’t countenance. Needless to say, the other elements of taxation imposed upon him by his sovereign ruler never diminished, with Adrian still having to please his wife in the form of flowers, chocolates, jewellery and, of course, orgasms, but now he wore panties for her too - pretty pastel pink satin ones and virginal white lace ones, all undeniably feminine and unquestionably out of place for a man. Sue loved to subject his intimate attire to random inspections, but it wasn’t his wife’s interest that Adrian was afraid of, not when he was amongst colleagues and secretaries and managers and clients, none of whom could possibly understand the lengths to which prolonged chastity drove him. 

Somehow, Adrian slowly became accustomed to spending his working life wearing 72

two sets of underwear, the stern steel that emasculated him and the soft satin that feminized, which was just as well considering how Sue started to take his compliance in such matters for granted. Wearing women’s skimpies for her was no long considered a contribution to his cum tax but simply a fact of life, the baggy boxer shorts he had once worn long since donated to a charity shop now that Adrian had countless pairs of panties to replace them with. His levy paid for all the lingerie a girl could dream of, outfitting not only his wife but himself with an overflowing underwear drawer, topped up each month with garments that were feminine and sexy in equal measure. In recompense for what he wore for her, Sue wouldn’t limit herself to once a month when it came to showing off her body, regularly dressing to impress even though they both knew she wasn’t going to let him out of his belt any time soon. As though seeking to maximise her husband’s frustration, she would don basques and babydolls in the lounge as though it were a boudoir, opting for stockings rather than pantyhose and often omitting panties entirely when she was in the mood for collecting her dues from the one and only taxpayer in her realm. Adrian always paid on time, working with his tongue in lieu of more material contributions, knowing that he was not only earning his own release but, far more importantly, reaping the rewards of seeing Sue so satisfied. 

Panties weren’t the only thing that Adrian wore when down on his knees between his wife’s legs. Aside from the ever-present hug of steel down below, he found himself in the embrace of equally emasculating attire around his chest, Sue having asked him to outfit himself with the most feminine garment of them all. Shopping for lingerie to surprise her with was no longer a case of picking up a pair of panties for himself in addition to whatever he thought his wife would look good in - now he had to pay equal attention to selecting his own intimate attire, making sure that there was a matching bra available in his size before choosing his new underwear. 

Finding a suspender belt or even a basque in a style he thought would appeal to Sue was an added bonus, knowing that his wife liked him to dress up whilst worshipping him almost as much as she enjoyed putting on a show for her loyal subject. Whereas her lingerie empowered her as she spread her legs to receive his devotions, his had the reverse effect, cementing his submission as he surrendered to her sex, his own helplessly locked in steel no matter how hard it throbbed inside its unyielding prison. 

Once upon a time, he had been ashamed to even buy lingerie for his wife, his face blushing furiously as he approached the sales counter clutching whatever skimpies he had selected for her to his chest. There was something uniquely intimidating about sexy underwear that simply wasn’t shared by other romantic gifts, with flowers, chocolates and even jewellery being far less challenging even though they were just as obviously for the woman of his life. Such fears had faded once Adrian 73

had got into the habit of buying things that were unlikely to be considered by most husbands and boyfriends as appropriate presents - the shoes and dresses that his wife had him pay for on the occasions she sent him to the till unaccompanied, the shop assistants not knowing she was often intently watching her husband’s plight from some distance away, moist at the thought that he would go such lengths for her. He’d ultimately come to be able to buy even the most provocative of underwear for her with similar ease, not caring what the sales clerks thought as he handed over his card. 

When Sue had asked him to buy his own panties, Adrian had initially done his utmost to avoid doing so at the same time as picking up anything else for his wife. It was one thing to purchase a pretty summer dress that was several sizes too small for him by itself, but quite another to do so alongside man-sized frillies, the contradiction naturally raising awkward questions. The sales clerks were only doing their job when they asked whether he was sure he’d got the right size, no doubt assuming he was some hapless husband who couldn’t manage such a simple task even if his life depended on it, but that didn’t make it any easier for Adrian to answer in the affirmative. What could he say? The truth was too excruciatingly embarrassing to admit to - the dress might be for his wife but the panties were for him, a size larger than he might ordinarily wear to accommodate the additional bulk of his belt. No, it was far easier for all concerned for Adrian to make such purchases separately, even if that meant going to the same store on different days, so as to save himself any awkward explanations. There was no shame in a man having a wife the same size as he was, after all, however clichéd that sounded in retrospect. 

Things had changed once he’d started buying his and hers lingerie on a regular basis. To begin with, he’d adopted the same cautionary approach of shopping in different places or at different times, picking up the same set of intimate attire in two different sizes on two different occasions, but that rapidly became something of a nuisance. Moreover, the faces behind the counters and the tills became more and more familiar to him over time, with Adrian being such a regular customer that he suspected the sales assistants were getting wise to his little game, smiling politely as he handed over his card, yet somehow knowing exactly who would be wearing the intimate attire they were placing into dainty carrier bags invariably as pink and girly as the garments he was buying. What shame was there if they did? He had long ago accepted that he was a man who wore lingerie for his wife just as he remained belted for her, the satin and lace that adorned his body as much a symbol of his submission as the steel that sat implacably beneath such feminine frills. It wasn’t a fact that he would shout from the rooftops, but nor was it something that he would deny to women whose job it was to sell garments 74

that made their wearers look sexy. 

A man buying something naughty for his wife wouldn’t buy two matching bras and panties in such differing sizes, not even the most clueless of spouses with no knowledge as to what might fit her. Nor would a fledgling crossdresser seeking something to make him feel feminine for the very first time be likely to opt for a size eight and a size sixteen side by side, one being either far too large or far too small for him no matter what his physique. No, such a combination could only mean one thing - a couple who wore lingerie together, husband and wife fooling around in matching frillies, all dolled up in feminine finery as they pleasured one another. It was an implication evidently not lost on the ladies who helped Adrian pay for his purchases, ultimately coming to regard this unlikely patron of their establishments just as any other as they pointed out special offers and passed comment on purchases that particularly caught their eye. “Ooh, these are pretty! 

I’m sure you’ll both have a lot of fun in them”, one sales girl had remarked quite openly, her provocative make-up and piercings suggesting she was no stranger to alternative lifestyles. Did the fact that another woman accepted him in such attire make it easier for such women to regard him as one of their own, or was it the subtle influence of Adrian’s chastity belt that did it, rendering him impotent even if he had been a pervert seeking cheap thrills in the lingerie department? Perhaps he was simply over-thinking things, but either way, he now bought underwear more like a woman than a man, seeking to dress to impress his lover in satin and lace. 

Such acceptance in this most womanly of sanctuaries didn’t make it any easier for Adrian to start wearing stockings to work in the winter, alternating between hold-ups and those that required a suspender belt depending on whether he had the latter to match his panties or not. The prospect of wearing hosiery outside of the safety of the house initially filled him with as much dread as women’s underwear had in its time, but the knowledge that his wife expected nothing less of him drove him on. Swapping his manly leg hair for a far more feminine sheath of sheer nylon was the price that had to be paid for being let out of his belt at the end of the month, but despite the indignity of using a women’s razor and perfumed shaving cream to render his skin as soft and smooth as any satin, Adrian was happy to return to the unyielding steel after his wife had rewarded him with a singularly powerful orgasm. There was no compulsion to lock himself back in the belt, but he had been wearing it for so long now that to remain out of it for any longer than was necessary for intercourse left him feeling unnaturally naked. 

With a click, he would condemn himself to paying the next month’s instalment of his intimate levy, extracted in terms of his ever increasing feminization alongside the usual array of gifts he lavished on his wife. 
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The following summer saw a short cessation of the stockings, with even the sheerest of hosiery being impractical in the heat, but Sue made up for this brief hiatus when autumn came around, adding a bra to her expectations about what Adrian should wear to work. Soon his nipples were caressed by soft satin or luscious lace no matter where he was, the snug embrace of the band around his chest complementing and yet contrasting with the rather sterner circle of steel further down his body, the latter enforcing her demands even when he’d rather go without. Although he had become as used to wearing women’s underwear as he had his belt, there were nevertheless times when he would rather divest himself of its rigmarole, perhaps wanting to skip shaving his legs and armpits one evening after a long day at work or leave out the bra that required an additional T-shirt to keep hidden the following morning. Whereas his chastity belt imposed itself in a manner that left no room for question, with the unyielding metal remaining affixed to his body throughout, wearing lingerie required more active participation on his part. He had to choose to don a bra and panties each day, even if that was just a case of pulling out the first ones he found in his lingerie drawer, habitually putting them on whilst still half asleep. 

He’d expressed such sentiments to his wife on occasion, petulantly protesting that he didn’t want to have to wear a bra whilst pulling at the implacable waistband of his belt, but although more sympathetic, Sue was as intractable as the steel. 

Hugging him against her bosom, she’d patiently explained how sometimes women had to wear clothes they didn’t want to just as sometimes they loved to dress up in them, and thus it came as no surprise that Adrian felt the same way now that he was wearing lingerie just as a woman would. “That doesn’t mean you can get away with going out braless any more than I could”, she’d said firmly, wiping the tears of frustration away from her husband’s eyes with a tenderness that told Adrian that she knew what was best for him. Sue had helped him into his bra on that occasion, fastening its clasp behind his back before cuddling and caressing his satin clad chest, letting him know just how much she loved the lengths he went to for her. He’d later made things up to her in the most intimate of ways, showing his appreciation for not letting him waver by going down on his knees to please, not only belted but brassièred throughout. It was the same bra she’d strapped him into that morning. 

♥ ♥ ♥

While Sue never seemed to tire of going shopping for attire and accoutrements to adorn her beautiful body, she invariably preferred to do so in person, usually with her husband by her side, so as to allow her to feel the fabric and judge whether the cut of a garment would flatter her feminine curves. As such, it came 76

as something of a surprise one evening for Adrian to find his wife looking online at dresses, knowing her far too well to imagine she would ever consider sourcing such clothing electronically when he would happily buy her whatever her heart desired from the high street. Nor was that the only shock in store for him that night, for when Sue beckoned him over to the screen, Adrian saw that what had looked from a distance like a pretty ball gown was actually a world apart from anything he could ever picture his wife wearing, however sexy she would look in the saucy satin maid’s outfit she directed his attention to. 

“I’d like you to get me something like this”, she instructed him, “although not from this particular company. Even though you’ll be the one who’ll be paying for it, I don’t see why you should get ripped off. Their prices are well over the odds for what you get”, she’d grumbled, more to herself than her husband, who looked blankly from the screen to his wife and back. Evidently misreading his failure to immediately acknowledge her, Sue adopted a softer tone. “You can think of it as an extra special cum tax to mark our anniversary”, she teased, letting her eyes alight on his groin for just long enough to make her meaning clear. Her implicit suggestion certainly shook Adrian from his thoughts, but the prospect of being allowed a brief respite from the endless frustration the belt otherwise imposed did nothing to clear his confusion about what she was asking him to buy. “I’m not really sure how well something like this would suit you”, he suggested hesitantly. 

“It’s more the kind of thing I’d wear for you”, he continued, slapping his forehead when his wife’s intentions finally dawned on him. How could such stereotypically submissive attire be for anyone other than the man of the house, emasculated and feminized in belt and bra? 

Thankfully, Sue saw the funny side, although that didn’t stop her from teasing her husband about his mistake. “Well, if I thought it would get you all hot and bothered, then I’d be only too willing to dress up like that for you! Perhaps give your chastity belt a good polishing?”, she drawled seductively, running her fingers down where her gaze had rested only moments earlier. “But I think you’d like it much more if you were my maid”, Sue continued, licking her lips at the thought. 

“I know I would, seeing you all dolled up in slinky satin as you scrubbed the floor beneath my heels. It’s not like you could do that in just your skimpies”, she laughed, although Adrian wouldn’t put it beyond his wife to try. After all, he already did his fair share of the chores around the house, even though the couple could easily afford a cleaner, not least because his wife wouldn’t entrust hand-washing her lingerie to anyone else. “It’s not the same when a woman doesn’t have a personal interest in what she’s cleaning”, Sue had told her husband at the time, reminding him that she was not the only one who would suffer if her skimpies weren’t kept spotlessly clean. If Adrian wanted to see her at her womanly 77

best, he couldn’t afford to cut corners when it came to the laundry - especially not as far as her lingerie was concerned! 

Now, however, it seemed that Sue wanted to put Adrian’s household duties on a far more formal footing. Having her husband buy his very own maid’s uniform would only be a prelude to taking on much more responsibility around the house, but even selecting something suitable looked like it would prove no mean feat for the feminized and emasculated man, still struggling to come to terms with what his wife was proposing. “I want you to surprise me with something sexy in satin. 

It mustn’t be sleazy, and it has to be suitable for scrubbing the floor in as well as serving in the bedroom”, she directed. “I won’t consider your cum tax paid this month until I’ve seen you in your very own maid’s uniform, and you better make sure you get us both some new undies for the occasion too”. It was a lot to take in, but Adrian was unlikely to forget even the smallest detail of his wife’s instructions - his chastity belt would see to that, spurring him on to even greater submission to her by means of the frustration it engendered. 

Nevertheless, sourcing a suitable maid’s uniform was a world apart from buying sexy underwear, even when the latter was for himself. When it came to feminine frillies, Adrian knew that, if the worst came to the worst, he could simply wander into a lingerie shop and look clueless, sure to be helped out by the assistants who would be eager to make a sale. Ironically, his natural masculine instincts could be relied upon to find something suitable, eschewing practical underwear in favour of saucier bedroom attire of the kind his wife loved to see him in. Even if he wasn’t such a practised purchaser of panties, he couldn’t go too far wrong by just picking up something that caught his eye so long as he ensured it was the right size, but a maid’s uniform was quite different. It wasn’t as if a man could just walk into a department store and pick up such submissive attire, completely with satin apron and frothy petticoats, choosing from a selection of pretty little outfits just as Sue did when looking at dresses. If one could, his wife would have done just that, handing her choice of housemaid’s attire and sending him in the direction of the tills, no differently to how she did when they went shopping together. The fact that she had had to look online for something suitable meant that he would too, spending as much time as necessary in front of the screen rather than simply popping to the shops after work. 

The more Adrian looked, the more he was astounded at the variety of maid’s outfits one could get. There were little skimpy ones obviously intended to be worn in the bedroom, available from the same suppliers who sold naughty nurses and saucy schoolgirls attire, invariably modelled by nubile young ladies who left very little to the imagination as their breasts came perilously close to popping out of the provocatively low-cut outfits with skirts so short as to reveal not only 78

stocking tops but panties too. Adrian couldn’t afford to be distracted by such stereotypically stylised displays of submissive sexuality, nor would his belt allow him more than a painful partial erection, but that didn’t stop his manhood from bulging uncomfortably in its close confines. Soon his member had become as large as its prison permitted, thwarted by steel from responding any further to the indecent images. If even looking at such outfits was too much, how bad would it be to have to wear something that verged on the pornographic, satisfying his wife’s sexual needs whilst remaining thoroughly frustrated himself? Denied any alternative but to let his erection subside of its own accord, Adrian flitted from one online shop to the next, trying not to look at the pictures too closely for fear of turning himself on even more. 

At the other end of the spectrum, there were a number of suppliers who sold uniforms to hotels and contract cleaning companies, generally staid cotton affairs that retained only the slightest hint of femininity. A frill around the edge of the apron was about as exciting as things got, but professional cleaners weren’t paid to turn heads, their uniforms more practical than pretty as they put their wearers in their place. Adrian could picture himself on his hands and knees scrubbing the kitchen floor in such attire, the outline of his belt just apparent through the stiff fabric in the form of a slight ridge around his waist, but he couldn’t see that doing much for Sue in the bedroom, his wife wanting to see her husband in satin and lace. No, he needed to go for something between the two extremes, combining sexuality with practicality in a garment that was neither raunchy nor routine, something that he could work in whilst still catching his wife’s eye with its submissive femininity. 

There were a number of outfits like the one that Sue had first proposed that matched that description, cut from sumptuous satin in a far more sophisticated style than their skimpy sisters. With their knee-length skirts flared out by billow-ing petticoats and puffy princess sleeves trimmed with luxurious lace, there was no denying their femininity, often festooned with ribbons and bows that would have made any belle of the ball proud were it not for the silky satin apron that marked the wearer out as a submissive servant. Whilst such outfits bore only a passing resemblance to the sombre cotton of the hotel maid, there was no denying that they shared a common ancestor, carrying with them the same cultural connotations despite their contrasting appearance. A man wearing such a uniform would take on the duties of a domestic servant just as much as any other charwoman, but he would also be deliciously feminized in the process, acquiring a submissive sexuality that might not be as overt as that of attire intended solely for the bedroom, but would nevertheless work its magic on both husband and wife alike - to his frustration and her delight! 
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Even having narrowed down his search this far, there was still a lot for Adrian to think about, mulling over the various options long after he had turned off the computer as he absent-mindedly exchanging his satin bra and panties for the slinky little nightdress he wore to bed. Picking the perfect maid’s uniform wasn’t something that could be rushed, knowing that the burning need he had to pay his cum tax as soon as possible had to be tempered if he was to make sure that his marital duty was paid in full. Every last detail of his wife’s desires would have to be satisfied before she would deign to release him from the belt that kept him hers, with even the slightest oversight proving grounds for being left in its cruel confines until he had rectified his mistakes. There had been times where the surprise gift he’d bought her had turned out to be the wrong size, whether because of a mislabelled hanger or simply down to a store’s dubious desire to flatter their customers’ vanity, forcing him to return to the shop the following day for an exchange. One further day of frustration was maddening enough for a man who had spent the previous night making love with no release, but the fortnight or more that a replacement uniform would take to ship was unthinkable. No, Adrian had to get things right first time and that meant devoting every waking moment to considering the problem at hand until he was finally sure he knew exactly what his wife would want him to wear for her. 

Should he opt for a dress that was the traditional black or a more feminine pink? 

The decision would affect which lingerie and hosiery he could wear with it. Should it have a modest neckline or one with a more daring plunge? The former would be a safer choice considering his lack of natural cleavage, but his wife loved him to show off his bras. Should the apron be full or half length? The latter would be far simpler to tie, but it wasn’t about what would make his life easier, rather what would please Sue the most. Would it be better in the customary white or the same colour as his uniform? There was no question of which was right if he went for a black dress, but a pretty pink apron had a certain something going for it, whereas spotless white would draw attention to even the slightest of stains. How many petticoats were enough without being too much? What about a headpiece? 

Gloves? A choker? Heels? It was no wonder that Adrian found his head reeling, invariably even more confused when he came away from the computer than when he’d started. Moreover, time was running out, especially if he wanted his uniform custom made - even with express shipping, there was a limit as to how late he could leave things. 

Merely the matter of measurements was one that was far more complicated than Adrian had expected. He had long since gained an intuitive understanding of what was likely to fit both himself and his wife in the lingerie department, knowing both their bra and panty sizes off by heart, but things weren’t that simple when 80

it came to maid’s uniforms. Some were offered in traditional women’s dress sizes, whereas others were available in a small, medium and large that retained the same feminine proportions between bust, waist and hips - hardly best suited to his masculine physique. His uniform would need to be snug if it were to be sexy, but equally it mustn’t be too tight for him to squeeze into, and then there was the question of how much he ought to pad his bra whilst wearing it, not to mention what accommodation he should allow for his belt. Even those suppliers that explicitly offered outfits with men in mind were unlikely to be familiar with the latter, although considering how prevalent man-sized maid’s uniforms were, there might be a surprising number of other husbands out there in his position - kept feminized and emasculated in secret, passing one another in the street utterly unaware of their shared submission to the fairer sex. Perhaps as many marriages had male maids behind closed doors as female ones, couples getting kinky whilst cleaning to their mutual pleasure. 

The only thing that was at all straightforward in his wife’s shopping list was the new underwear for her, with even Adrian’s lingerie being encumbered by the choices he had yet to make about his uniform. It was strange how something that had once been so challenging now came as second nature to him, with the little lingerie boutique feeling like familiar territory as Adrian browsed the racks for something suitable. “We’ve got some lovely new bridal stockings that would work a treat with these, if you’re interested?”, the proprietress enquired politely as Adrian handed her the pretty lace basque and matching panties he’d selected after a little deliberation as to what might be appropriate for the lady of the house to welcome her new maid, their delicate gossamer as white as the driven snow. “They only came in this morning, but I’m sure your wife will love them”, the woman enthused, leading him round to the back of the store to where the hosiery was displayed. It was though he was just another regular customer, the proprietress remembering a little of their casual conversations in the past even if she didn’t know the half of what went on in their marriage. 

Sue’s stockings were normally something Adrian sorted out separately, but these were too good to pass up on, their deep tops complementing the lace of the lingerie so closely that they could have been knitted on the same loom. While the expensive label might sting his wallet a little, it was sure to appeal to his wife just as much as the pretty embroidered hearts that were scattered across the sheer nylons, a feminine touch that he might have considered for himself had it not been for Sue’s injunction that his outfit be appropriate from scrubbing floors in. These stockings would never be sullied in such a menial manner, worn by a princess who wouldn’t even trouble herself with putting them on her perfect pins but rather had a maid to take care of dressing her, the same maid who cleaned 81

and washed and served in the most intimate of ways around the house, satisfying his mistress’s every desire in the hope that she would reward him for his devotion. 

“I’ll take them!”, Adrian declared, knowing that he could now tick at least one item off his wife’s list. 

It wasn’t long before he was similarly decisive about the uniform that would in due course transform him from husband into housemaid, placing the order for an outfit that would be custom tailored to his exact measurements. Whether he paid for his purchases in person or did so online, it all counted as a contribution to his cum tax, measured not in mere monetary terms but in the lengths that he was prepared to go to in order to satisfy Sue’s every whim. Should his wife want him to serve as her maid, he would run around behind the scenes to make her dream come true, no matter what that involved. It might be a high price to pay for something that other men took for granted, but then they would never be rewarded in the way that he was, their orgasms mundane and commonplace in comparison to the ones he had had to earn the hard way. Nor were his efforts over yet, with an anxious wait still in store for the man who would be maid. Adrian would be relieved in more ways than one when his uniform finally arrived! 

♥ ♥ ♥

Adrian’s worries about whether his outfit would arrive on time proved to be un-founded, with the express shipping he’d paid for ensuring that he had several days to spare before the day marked on the calendar simply with the cryptic letter “C” 

- something which Sue had variously suggested stood for “chastity belt check-ing”, “cum tax deadline”, “clothing tribute” and even “capricious wife changes her mind” when Adrian had enquired in the past. As frustrating as having to wait the extra time might be, it nevertheless allowed Adrian to get used to the vagaries of his new attire, from figuring out how to zip up its figure hugging dress to practis-ing tying the full-length apron behind his back. With his wife’s tacit approval, he was able to give dressing up a dry run, taking the opportunity of a feature length romantic movie to disappear up to the bedroom and immerse himself in satin and lace while Sue was otherwise engaged, her husband rehearsing curtseying in front of the mirror until he felt confident he could do so in his wife’s company without making a fool of himself. The sight of his feminized reflection all dolled up in the most submissive of outfits served to inflame his passions, his throbbing manhood once more raging against its unyielding prison, but until his domestic dues were paid, there was no hope of release for the penis trapped within twin cages of steel and satin. 

When Adrian had first presented tributes to his wife, it had been easy enough to make a carrier bag or jewellery box appear from out of nowhere, discreetly 82

hidden under a chair or in a pocket until the time was right. Things had become more complicated once Sue started expecting her husband to offer himself clad in lingerie as part of his monthly cum tax payment, but it was still perfectly possible for Adrian to don such feminine attire beneath his masculine outerwear even before he started doing so as a matter of course. The briefest of disappearances would allow him to divest himself of his male disguise, leaving the room as a smartly dressed businessman only to return moments later fully feminized, having picked up his other gift to Sue along the way. Even the most extravagant of women’s underwear could generally be worn beneath a suit and tie, no matter what kind of corsetry or foundation wear he’d found to satisfy his wife’s desires. For her part, Sue turned a blind eye to the various lumps and bumps that protruded from underneath his shirt and trousers, cooing with delight when their cause was finally revealed. 

A maid’s uniform was quite different, however. There was no way that its vo-luminous petticoats could ever be squashed into a pair of trousers, nor would the satin outfit benefit from being crushed and crumpled in the process. While he might be able to don his lingerie in advance, he would still need time to get himself ready, making his excuses and heading off to the bedroom in the hope that Sue would be equally tolerant of how long he was keeping her waiting. It was a concern that weighed heavily on his mind as the day for his début as a domestic approached, with Adrian coming to the conclusion that he couldn’t afford to risk anything that might displease his wife and thus delay or even deny his release, so desperate had he become. The frustration that was bottled up inside his belt was worse than it ever had been before, stirred up by the prospect of making this most submissive of tributes. Most men would have quickly pleasured themselves to the images of sexy girls dolled up in the most suggestive of maid’s uniforms that Adrian had been forced to browse in the search for his very own outfit, but that hadn’t been an option for him, the steel around his groin keeping him pure no matter how horny he had become. He’d happily pay any amount of cum tax for a brief respite from its embrace. 

With such burning desire for relief at the forefront of his thoughts, Adrian con-cocted a plan that would be sure to win Sue’s approval. Admittedly, it would require him to come up with an excuse for leaving work early, feigning sickness or faking a family emergency to allow him to escape the office early enough to make it home well in advance of his wife, but this was a small price to pay to ensure everything went smoothly. By the time her car pulled up on the driveway, he’d be ready and waiting, all dolled up in his pretty little maid’s uniform as he invited the lady of the house inside before taking her coat and awaiting further instruction. Picturing her purring over the shiny satin dress and uniform sent 83

Adrian’s pulse racing, knowing how much his wife loved to see him in the slinky material. Although it would be extremely unlikely for Sue to unlock his chastity belt immediately, Adrian was sure that the sight of her husband turned housemaid, not to mention the lacy lingerie he would present her with, would be sure to melt his wife’s heart, his costume paying off his cum tax in full - at least, for that month. Would his mistress let her maid to make love to her like a man or would he have to wait until she finally allowed him out of his uniform before he was allowed his long awaited orgasm? 

By the time the appointed afternoon rolled around, Adrian’s anxious anticipation had reached fever pitch, the butterflies in his stomach having grown to such a size that he could quite truthfully claim to feel nauseous even without his preprepared cover story of having eaten a dodgy prawn mayonnaise sandwich. 

Soon the hustle and bustle of the office was left long behind him, swapped for the equally oppressive silence of an empty house as Adrian set about transforming himself from man into maid, all the while expecting his wife to return home early and catch him half dressed. Slipping silky white panties on top of his shining stainless steel, then adding the matching bra and suspender belt, Adrian quickly feminized himself, pausing only to put on smoky black nylons before continuing to immerse himself in slinky satin - first his maid’s dress, as black as ink, then his apron, as snow white as his lingerie, tied and retied behind his back until its bow was flawless. A lace trimmed choker with a pretty heart shaped pendant, a frilly headpiece and, of course, white satin gloves added icing to the cake, finished off with a pair of stiletto heels, their polished patent leather gleaming brightly around his feminized feet. 

Beneath such feminine accoutrements, the implacable steel of Adrian’s chastity belt remained firmly fastened around as his groin, just as it had been for the last month, depriving its wearer of any possibility of getting up to anything untoward in Sue’s absence. Beyond all the gifts that Adrian had bought his wife, beyond even the living offering he had become in donning first feminine lingerie, then such a pretty maid’s uniform, it was the belt itself that was the ultimate tribute to the woman of his life, giving his very manhood to her to do as she wished with. 

Whether Sue chose to unlock his cock later that evening or found some pretext for keeping him frustrated for far longer, his sex was hers, as was his tongue, his lips, and indeed, the very rest of him, body, mind and soul, kept not only by the little key that hung around her neck but by the undying bond between them that the belt symbolised. The gifts he bestowed upon Sue were but the palest demonstration of Adrian’s love for his wife, rewarded not only by the occasional orgasms he received in exchange but by the knowledge that he belonged to her and no other, her husband, her lover, and soon to become her maid. Would the 84

sound of keys now turning in the front door be the only unlocking taking place that evening? Adrian knew that only his wife could decide that, hurrying down the stairs to greet not just her but his fate. 
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Feedback

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

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

emily @ brassiered.com
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At brassièred, we believe that men benefit from expressing their feminine and submissive sides - as do their wives and girlfriends! That’s why we offer helpful how-to guides on topics ranging from erotic feminization and lingerie discipline to male chastity and men as maids, as well as exciting erotica that sets a good example. Whether you’re looking for tried and tested advice on how to transform your own relationship or searching for sexy stories about loving couples that are as plausible as they are passionate, you’re sure to find something at brassièred for you! 

On the following pages, we offer a selection of other books that you might like, all of which are available in both paperback and electronic formats. For the full range and news about the latest releases, check out the brassièred website at: www.brassiered.com
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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/
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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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A man never forgets his first time wearing women’s underwear, no matter why he ends up in garments better suited for a girl. Whether he’s pantied as a punishment, has to wear a bra as a forfeit for losing a bet or simply dons lacy lovelies while fooling around in the bedroom, such feminine attire is sure to bring out his submissive side - much to the delight of the woman dressing him up! It won’t just be her underwear that’ll be wet with excitement by the end of the night - when a man’s spent the day all dolled up in dainty delicates for his wife’s pleasure, his panties will definitely be damp too! 

Luscious lingerie certainly works its magic as far as these couples are concerned, with each of these stories about men wearing frillies for the very first time showing just how much fun feminization can be. When these wives and girlfriends say “let’s get lacy!”, they won’t be the only ones dressing to please, sharing the secret of sexy underwear with their men in a very special way. 

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

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

www.brassiered.com/prettymaidsputtowork/
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