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Foreword

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


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



	
Michelle starts the day in a deliciously submissive way, but her husband's plans for her don't stop at pinning her to the bed as he passionately rouses her. Before she heads down for breakfast, she'll be dressed as his bunny girl - something that not only requires her to be collared and cuffed, but suitably corseted as well! Her tightly laced waist is just the start of her torment, however, when her husband locks her in a chastity belt - one whose plugs only serve to add to her anguish as they press deep inside. It's not an outfit suited to going out in the garden, but Michelle must do just that, ending up on her hands and knees as she blindly searches for a key that's been carelessly thrown away. Read about her plight in The Belted Bunny Girl.




	
What does the wife of a businessman get up to while he's at work? Melinda has strict instructions that she must spend the day cleaning, but having to wear a sexy maid's uniform sees her thoughts wander to when her husband will come home. To make sure his maid doesn't get up to any mischief while he's away, Duncan's left her locked in a chastity belt and laced in a breathtakingly tight corset, but his uncompromising choice of underwear is put to the test when an unexpected visitor calls. While the merciless metal may stop this stay-at-home housewife from succumbing to temptation of one sort, it won't keep her will from weakening another way, seeing her receive a spanking when her master returns! Follow her adventures in Temptations of a Maid.




	
Even on her way to work, Lisa can't forget the frustrating metal beneath her skirt, nor the corset that imposes its curves upon her body. Having no choice but to spend the day trapped in their tight embrace, this office girl can't wait to come home - and who can blame her, when her fiancé will be unbelting her in the bathroom? Her cleaning sees John take his time about teasing his wife to be, tormenting her with warm water before finally treating her to an orgasm. He has a surprise in store as part of her relocking ritual, however - not only a pair of plugs, but thigh bands too, ensuring she'll be thinking only of him while out for the evening. Find out how she fares in Beneath Her Gown.




	
Working in a lingerie store, Angela can only dream about wearing the dainty bras and panties she sells. Instead, she's stuck in the clutches of a chastity belt and corset, such unforgiving foundation garments enforcing her submission to her husband as she struggles through her shift. When a customer wants something special to please her man, this frustrated shop assistant is surprised to find she's not the only woman to have surrendered her sex, with the secret discovery of a sister in steel making for the strangest of fitting room sessions - one where both women are forced to stay chaste! See for yourself in Kindred Spirit.






When there's no chance of a climax, the unrelenting demands of a corset and chastity belt are sure to drive any woman wild with denied desire. Unable to escape their wicked embrace, each of the heroines in these stories about female sexual frustration must rely on her man for release, hoping that he'll be more merciful that the metal holding her helpless in its clutches. However hot and horny she may become, her passions will remain pent-up and orgasms off-limits until he provides the key, seeing these submissive women learning what it's like to be left laced, locked and lusting.



The Belted Bunny Girl

“Hello, sleepyhead!”. The bright, enthusiastic tones of Michelle's husband were in sharp contrast to her own low moan of protest as she sought to clear the sleep from her eyes, with the slumbering woman wanting nothing more than to snuggle under the duvet for just a little longer. Although it was Saturday morning, savouring such a simple pleasure was impossible thanks to how Tom's body had replaced the bedding, with the man lying on top of Michelle clearly having kicked away the covers in order to hug her close. Feeling her husband's weight pressing her into the mattress, the awakening woman found herself dimly wondering whether he had been holding her like this for long, her return to the real world accompanied by a growing consciousness of his control as he pinned her down.


“No time to lie around, lazybones! I've got something very special planned for you today!”, Tom declared, stealing what Michelle now realised wasn't his first kiss of the morning. The brief caress of his lips against hers caused her to let out another murmur, albeit a more amorous one, with their departure encouraging Michelle to crane her neck forward in an attempt to reciprocate - one that proved futile, thanks to how Tom playfully pulled his head away. Soon her moans had taken on a note of frustration, with Michelle squirming futilely on the sheets.


Not only was her husband heavier than her, with the weight of his body more than enough to keep hers in place no matter how much she might writhe, but his hands were intertwined with hers too, holding them helpless as he looked down from on high. Even still half-asleep, Michelle knew that struggling would never lead to satisfaction, with the only way to win another kiss from the man who had her so completely at his mercy being to surrender to his strength. Simply falling still without at least a semblance of a fight would not suffice, however, as she soon discovered when she did just that - Tom's lips remaining maddeningly distant even as his words spoke of wanting still greater submission from her that day.


“First, I'm going to lace you in your corset”, her husband declared, speaking deliciously slowly before pausing to allow his devilish meaning to sink in. So deliberately did he enunciate his words that Michelle could easily have made out every syllable were it not for her how her mind was racing off ahead, no sooner having heard talk of lacing that she was imagining herself being suffocated by steel-boned stiffness. The mere thought of having her breath pressed out of her was enough to make her wriggle more, memories of having suffered a similar fate now sending shivers of excitement shooting through her body - something that only spurred Tom to tighten his hold on her hands as he tormented her more.


“Then, I'm going to lock you in your chastity belt”, he went on at a similarly leisurely pace, shifting his position slightly so as to simultaneously brush against his wife's crotch. That his muscular body would soon be replaced by equally strong metal was a suggestion not lost on Michelle, summoning another instinctive moan from her even as her husband's words continued to make her squirm. “We wouldn't want you to get up to any mischief, now, would we?”, Tom asked wickedly, dragging out what seemed more like a statement than a question before following it up with an assertion that was even more provocative. “Not when you're going to be my sexy serving girl today, satisfying my every whim in a naughty little outfit. I know how wet that makes you, you wanton woman”.


Any protest that Michelle might have made about such a scandalous proposal was swiftly silenced by another kiss, with Tom not only pressing his lips against his wife's this time, but his tongue as well. The passionate way in which he pushed the latter past to plunder the inside of her mouth might have left Michelle wondering whether she was still dreaming were it not for how it also caused her to swoon, with the barely awake woman soon in danger of losing consciousness again as her husband stole her breath. The thought that Tom would soon be enforcing his control by means of corset and chastity belt instead only added to her arousal, with the prospect of being kept helplessly turned on by such terrible contraptions making her want to savour the intimate moment even more.


All too soon, however, Tom was pulling away, stopping Michelle from melting into the sheets by lifting himself off her - first his lips, but soon his body, her husband even going so far as to release her hands as he made it clear he wanted her to get up. Unable to do more than remain lying breathlessly on the bed, Michelle found herself unable to follow suit, struggling to recover from both the physical and mental onslaught of her unexpected wake-up call. Barely a minute before, she had been happily asleep, whereas now she was lost in a similarly unreal reverie, longing for Tom to return and finish what he had started.


Instead, her husband demonstrated that he could be as merciless when it came to making her get out of bed as he had been in holding her on it, now turning the same power that had pinned Michelle down on the duvet towards pushing her off it. Suddenly wide awake again, the impending ignominy of falling flat on the floor was enough to spur her sleeping body into action, with Michelle's arms frantically flailing around for something to clutch before her feet finally found carpet beneath them. Would Tom have rolled her right off the bed, looking down on her with a smirk as she sat sprawled in disgrace? He would never see her hurt, but that wouldn't stop him from humiliating her in order to see her submit.


The pout of displeasure that Michelle was going to give her husband swiftly turned into a look of lust as she turned to face him, with the way in which Tom so effortlessly used his body to block her return to the mattress giving her an undeniable thrill. With his legs spread apart as he sat on the edge of the bed, there was no doubting the stiffness that lurked beneath the shorts in which he'd slept, showing that Tom was just as aroused as she was as he surveyed her own skimpy nightdress. The latter's clinging satin clearly didn't find favour, however, as much as it had excited her man the night before, with its spaghetti straps and lacy trim earning Michelle no more than a look of scorn.


Michelle didn't need to be told to take it off, already bringing her hands to her shoulders to encourage the sleek material to fall away. Flowing off her breasts like liquid, the silky satin was soon no more than a forgotten puddle on the floor, its absence leaving her standing completely naked as she felt Tom's eyes flick across her body. Was he savouring the sight of her breasts, their firm roundness topped by nipples whose stiffness showed just how turned on she was at being treated this way, or had his gaze fallen to the hairy bush that surrounded her sex, the latter already glistening with a desire to be dominated still further? Either way, it all belonged to her husband - Tom's to do as he pleased with, even if that was merely to lace it and lock it all away.


She tried to strike a seductive pose, but knew better than to directly disobey her husband's unspoken demands. To drop to her knees and devour his dick before she was suitably dressed would not only be disrespectful, but sure to see her scolded, however desperate her desire for his stiffness might be. Still, she could hesitate for a second, standing there shamelessly in the hope that Tom might succumb to the sight of how she was offering herself so completely for his satisfaction. Why bother with the complications of corset and chastity belt when he could simply have his way with her there and then, starting the day with sex rather than making them both wait until much, much later?


Deep down, however, Michelle knew that Tom liked to draw things out, delighting as much in denying her as he did in finally doing the dirty. To see her driven by frustrated desire to accept all manner of disgrace, making her desperately plead for still more of the same while he casually exercised his command - that was what made being dominated by him so devastating. What he had proposed in the way of clothes would only be the start of her submission that morning, with it coming as no surprise that her husband now summarily dismissed her silent sexual entreaties. Instead, he made it clear he wanted her to attend to more mundane matters, sitting back on the duvet as he sent her on her way. “Go do your business”, he instructed, looking beyond Michelle towards the bedroom door.


♡ ♡ ♡

Michelle was somewhat more awake when she left the bathroom than she had been entering it, but she remained just as naked as she returned to her husband, her thoughts having become a torrid tornado in the intervening time. Barely having been out of bed more than a few minutes, she was already having to battle the call of her body, knowing that she could never hope to satisfy it sufficiently yet conscious that this was her last chance to do so for what might be hours. Soon she would see steel instead of skin and fabric in place of flesh, her crotch and chest covered by the impenetrable imposition of chastity belt and corset.


As she padded across the landing, Michelle knew she would enter the bedroom to see Tom already holding the stiffly boned fabric that would soon shape her body, her husband perhaps stretching out its cumbersome blackness with a view to wrapping it around her waist. He would swiftly set about fastening its busk in front of her, then put all his strength into pulling the criss-crossing laces tight behind her back. Even as she sought to come to terms with the suffocating stiffness, he would be picking up the chastity belt that sat by the side of the bed, opening up the jaws of the intimidating contraption only to close them again around her crotch. In doing so, he would not only be sealing her in the frustrating steel, but ensuring that she stayed trapped in the corset as well - a prospect that made her shiver with both apprehension and arousal.


Despite her mind racing with thoughts of what would surely be in store for her, Michelle was nevertheless surprised by what her husband held in his hands when she rejoined him in the bedroom. It was not the corset she had been expecting to see, nor even the chastity belt that Tom had brought out in her absence and now sat menacingly on the bed, but rather a slimmer band of metal - one that shared the same lining of black silicone as the larger contraption, not to mention a similar lock. Although intended for her neck rather than her waist, the sturdy collar was equally capable of enforcing Michelle's submission, with its D-rings allowing her hands to be cuffed helplessly as her husband dressed her.


Still sitting on the edge of the bed, Tom was in the process of removing the padlock that secured the circle of steel, depositing the chunky lump of brass down on the duvet as he looked up at her. “I lied”, he admitted with a cheeky grin. “First, I'm going to collar you”. He didn't need to do anything more than to open the circle of metal he was holding in order to beckon Michelle closer, with the gleaming steel seeming to call out for her neck as she approached. Soon she found herself dropping to her knees in front of her husband, obeying his implicit command by bending her body forward to allow herself to be collared.


It was impossible for her not to look up at Tom from such a position, Michelle feeling the familiar thrill of submission as the collar's silicone lining first brushed against her skin, then came into even closer contact. She knew she had to sit perfectly still, even though the sensation of being surrounded by sturdy metal was enough to make her squirm. She couldn't see exactly what her husband was doing, but she could certainly feel how he was was dominating her, Tom carefully lifting away her hair to allow him to bring the two ends of the collar together behind her neck. All the while, she was treated to the sight of his muscular arms reaching down to her, his unseen hands now rotating the ring of metal around her throat so as to position it prior to putting on the padlock.


As her husband turned to the duvet, Michelle found her gaze gravitating to his groin. She couldn't help but notice the stiffness that stretched his shorts, imagining how the monstrous member that must lurk beneath would in due course fill her mouth. Only the return of Tom's hands saved her from succumbing to her desire to start sucking his cock there and then, the fingers of one working their way under her collar so as to pull her head up rather than down while the other fussed with the lock that would henceforth keep the band of steel closed. All too soon, Michelle heard the subtle click that signalled that she was stuck inside the sturdy metal, the almost inaudible sound seeming to increase the constriction of her collar as she considered how it weighed upon her neck.


Tom, however, had no sooner satisfied himself that the lock was secure than he was moving on to more in the way of restraints, making it clear he regarded the bulky band of black and silver as being only the beginning as he turned back to the bed. Michelle could only watch while her husband passed over the chastity belt that wouldn't be long in being locked around her crotch, Tom instead picking up the first of a pair of cuffs - broad bracelets fashioned of silicone-lined steel in a very similar style to her collar, soon to be wrapped around her wrists before being attached to her neck. Only then would he get started in earnest, corseting and belting her having rendered her completely helpless.


Would he toy with her body as he imposed still further restrictions upon it, perhaps pinching her painfully stiff nipples once she was powerless to protest or playing with her sopping wet pussy prior to imprisoning it behind merciless metal? He could take her backwards on the bed, or else simply show who was in charge by lacing her corset tighter than any woman could tolerate, then stealing what little was left of her breath by thrusting his stiff cock down her throat. Indeed, he could do all of these things and more - the very reason why Michelle was now eagerly holding out her hand, already feeling herself as much aflutter as she might have been had her husband been about to put a ring on her finger.


Instead, he demonstrated she belonged to him with a more substantial band of metal, one whose steel Tom was soon wrapped around Michelle's wrist. One lock was sufficient to ensure she wouldn't be able to slip the sturdy bracelet off without her husband's permission, a second enough to hold her hand helpless just beneath her chin while he set to work securing the other. Not daring to waggle her elbow, Michelle's freedom of movement was restricted to tentatively curling up her fingers into a fist before stretching them out again to scratch her neck - the only options that would be open to her were the man who was now tenderly immobilising her other hand start to treat her rather more roughly.


Even knowing the consequences, Michelle's free arm remained limp as her husband lifted up her now cuffed hand, Tom continuing with consummate care despite how his wife's imagination had him throwing her down on the bed and ravishing her. Instead, he paid her sodden sex scant attention, ignoring the subtle moan that was all but asking for amorous admonishment in favour of simply standing up. That he wanted Michelle to do the same was a fact she couldn't ignore, with his fingers finding the D-rings of her collar as he got to his feet. Having no choice but to comply if she wasn't to be choked by the ring of steel beneath her chin, she found herself forced to adopt a pose made all the more suggestive for her absence of clothes - completely naked and unable to properly cover her chest, her arms bent as though she were seeking to squeeze her breasts together.


The more she tried to hide her body, the more provocative her cleavage became, yet stretching her arms back made it seem she was actively inviting attention to what was in between. As she looked down her torso towards the forest of fur that now seemed impossibly far away, Michelle found her gaze joined by that of her husband, with Tom letting out a lustful laugh as he drank in the display of defenceless flesh. “What a wanton woman you are!”, he declared with theatrical disdain, taking advantage of the predicament he had put her in to lift up one of her breasts with his hand. If only he would do more than let it fall down, Michelle sighed, letting out an involuntary moan as its weight jerked to a stop.


“You can't go showing yourself off like this”, Tom scolded sternly, his hand coming up to his wife's other breast and giving it the same treatment as the first. Even in the brief moment that his fingers cupped its underside, they remained frustratingly far away from the nipple that so desperately needed to be fondled, but soon his hand had departed to an even greater distance. “What am I going to do with such a shameless slut?”, Tom asked derisively, his question summoning a storm of indecent answers in Michelle's mind - yet for all her longing, she knew there was only one response she could give her husband.


“You're going to lace me in my corset, Sir”, she found herself saying, the words already tumbling off her tongue as she parroted Tom's earlier promise. “Then you're going to lock me in my chastity belt, so I can't get up to any mischief”, she continued, already regretting her obedience to his overwhelming authority. Michelle knew full well what she was condemning herself to as she asked to be laced and locked, feeling a renewed flush of desire shudder through her as she said the fateful words, yet doing otherwise would make no difference. After all, her husband had decided as much while she had still been asleep, lying beside her planning exactly how he was going to dominate her that day, and now fetching the foundation garment which would enforce his will further.


Michelle had worn the corset on countless occasions, even once having had to do so under her blouse at work, but she could never get over how short the length of sturdy black material seemed when stretched out. Now, confronted with the curves of its uncompromisingly stiff bones again, she found herself wondering how in the world her husband would be able to wrap the corset around her waist, doubting even his ability to squeeze her body into its impossible hourglass. All the same, Tom appeared undaunted by how the formidable foundation garment seemed far too small for her figure, already bringing it up towards her.


Turning away from the approaching blackness only brought Michelle brief relief, with the heavy material soon encroaching on her body from behind her. She could feel Tom's breath on her neck as wrapped the corset around her waist, her husband's gaze looking over the shoulder to join hers in watched his strong hands bringing together the two sides of its sturdy busk down the centre of her body. Even he seemed to struggle a little to make the metal catches meet, with the recalcitrant studs refusing to find their homes all at the same time - until, all of a sudden, they did just that, leaving Michelle trapped inside. From now on, she knew the obstinate clasps would work against her, requiring a similar fight before she could be free from the corset's clutches - as unlikely a possibility as that was in her current predicament.


Looking down, Michelle could see that it wasn't just her waist that had been buried beneath the already tight blackness, but her breasts as well, their nipples now lost beneath the same stiff material that held in her stomach. In exchange, the corset had given her bust an unmistakable upwards push, one which would become even more provocative when it was properly laced. Even as it was, the substantial cups held their contents under close control, seeing Tom having to work to insert his fingers between their fabric and her flesh. Was he going to tweak her tits now that he had them trapped? No, he was merely making minor adjustments to how they sat inside the stiff fabric, going nowhere near her nipples as he lifted and shifted until she was all but spilling out.


The impersonal way in which her husband was groping her only added to Michelle's desire for him to touch her even more intimately, but her frustrated moans fell on deaf ears. No sooner had Tom satisfied himself that her corset was correctly positioned at the front than his hands were heading behind her again, his fingers now fussing with the modesty panel that would make sure there was no skin showing down the length of her spine. Her husband did so in the same methodical manner, leaving Michelle feeling that she was no more than a doll to be dressed - a doll she could only hope that Tom would want to use for his pleasure once her appearance was suitably arousing.


Michelle might happily have lost herself deeper in such daydreams were it not for the sharp jolt that now brought her back to her senses. It was all she could do not to be pulled back by the powerful tug that her husband had given the cords of her corset, the first of a never-ending series that she found herself forced to suffer, each ratcheting up the constriction by another notch. Tom pulled no punches when it came to lacing her up, with the effort he was exerting evident from the primal grunts he was soon emitting close to her ear - grunts that Michelle had no choice but to accompany with breathless gasps of her own as the punishing pressure that he was imposing upon her body inexorably increased.


Now she could feel her waist slowly but surely shrinking, with the displayed flesh being forced up into the already overflowing cups of her corset. Soon she had a veritable shelf to show off, split by a cleavage that might as well have been carved between her breasts. The latter were held so firmly in place by the ferocious foundation garment that they no longer bounced when Tom pulled her backwards but stayed as solid as a statue's. Even if her hands hadn't been rendered so powerless, it would be impossible for them to reach her aching nipples now, with the bullets that ached beneath the stiff blackness safe from any kind of assault - no matter how much Michelle might want otherwise!


In desperation, she found herself straining at the cuffs that held her hands captive beneath her chin, but all she achieved in doing so was to receive a sharp reminder of the collar that the sturdy bands of steel were locked to. Trying to get leverage by pushing her fingers against her neck only exacerbated the situation, whereas flailing her elbows around in the air proved similarly futile - so ineffective, in fact, that Tom completely disregarded such disobedience as he extracted still further slack from the back of the corset. It was only when Michelle started to squirm more bodily that her husband stopped what he was doing, not to loosen the laces, but rather using them like a leash, wrapping them around his hand and then pulling her still closer into him.


“Behave!”, Tom barked, accompanying his admonition with a sudden, sharp slap to one of Michelle's bare buttocks - something that immediately caused her to fall still. Indeed, she was soon a picture of submission, her elbows dangling down limply as she accepted a particularly powerful pull of her corset's cords - and with it, her husband's complete control of the situation. Only the fists she was clenching beneath her chin gave any indication of her frustration, with Michelle unable to do anything more than press her fingers painfully into her palms as she waited for Tom to start tying the laces off. In doing so, he would be trapping her in the intolerable tightness, but even that would be preferable to her husband increasing the punishing pressure still further.


When he was finally satisfied that the corset was sufficiently closed, Tom secured it with a series of knots, putting all his power into pulling each one tight so as to leave no possibility that the laces might loosen. Michelle found herself doubting whether she could undo them even if her husband demanded it of her, instead being stuck in a suffocating stiffness that stifled the shallowest of breaths. If Tom were to throw her down on the bed now that her torso was so trussed up, she knew she would struggle to stay conscious, coming close to swooning simply standing up, let alone with the additional exertion of sex.


It suddenly dawned on Michelle that her husband's hands had left the corset's laces, leaving her wondering what he had been doing while she was fantasising about fainting during fucking. To pass out on his pole, coming round with his cock inside her - no, that was her indecent imagination getting the better of her again! In an attempt to stave off such sordid thoughts, Michelle turned to see what was taking Tom so long, half expecting to be scolded for her curiosity. She was, albeit not directly at his hands - the sight of what her husband was holding being enough to make her take a sharp intake of breath, only for her corset to immediately chide her for attempting such an incompatible action.


Even so, she could hardly have failed to react to the sight of such metal - not the steel that she was reluctantly expecting to shield her sex, but rather the plugs that stuck up inside the unorthodox underwear. She hadn't noticed them earlier, evidently too distracted by collar and corset to consider the chastity belt carefully, but now she could look at nothing else, her ever-widening eyes flicking between the longer, narrower stack of stainless steel balls that would slide inside her pussy before being locked in place, and the shorter, stouter one that would less comfortably occupy her other hole. The mere thought of being molested by such maddening metal was enough to drive her to distraction, let alone having to suffer its presence for as long as amused her husband.


At that moment, Tom appeared anything but amused, adopting a tone so severe as to make Michelle shiver. “Did I say you could move, you tawdry tart?”, he asked acidly, advancing towards her with the chastity belt in his hands. Now holding the contraption closed, he had not only separated its lock while she hadn't been looking, but had also lubricated its plugs at some stage too, leaving Michelle with a fleeting impression of slippery metal as she hurriedly turned away, then spread her legs slightly in anticipation of her husband's next order. Would it have been better to have not known what was coming, she found herself wondering, to be suddenly taken by surprise by an intimate intruder that seemed to grow larger in her mind the longer she awaited its assault?


She could only surmise what Tom was doing with the chastity belt from the subtle sounds that were coming from behind her - the slight chinks and scrapes of steel no doubt caused by the jaws of the device being opened in preparation for engulfing her groin. Looking down apprehensively past her cuffed hands and corseted torso, Michelle stood there and waited for the metal that would soon be coming up between her legs, knowing that the silicone-lined strip that her husband would pull up over her crotch would be accompanied by two others that he would bring together around her waist. Were it not for the presence of the plugs, sealing her sex away would take Tom only seconds, with a second set of clicks sufficient to close the contraption again - with her imprisoned in it!


This time, however, the chastity belt had attachments that her husband needed to take into account, causing him to have to carefully manoeuvre the metal as he sought to slide them both into her body. Despite the corset's stiff fabric, Michelle could feel the bare ends of the belt's waistband brushing against her sides as Tom moved its rear into position, his efforts causing the stack of steel balls that would soon fill her front to wobble between her thighs. They would be far easier to push into place than the ones that were even now being worked between her cheeks, with Michelle's puffy pussy pleading to be penetrated even as her buttocks instinctively clenched against the idea of being spread.


The rest of the chastity belt might have been no more than a strange adornment to the plug that Tom was now pressing past her reluctant sphincter, with the ends of its still open waistband shifting jerkily back and forth across the black fabric of Michelle's corset as her husband sought to work the first of the stainless steel balls inside her. The effect on the other plug was even more dramatic, with the slippery metal that stuck up from the silicone-lined shield now bouncing about as though taunting the tormented woman with how close it could come without touching. Only if Michelle were to submit to being stuffed with steel on the other side would she be able to feel the tantalising metal where she really wanted it, a thought that helped her overcome her body's natural resistance as Tom continued to push inexorably upon the rear plug.


Feeling her behind start to suck the stainless steel inside as the first of the balls began to taper off, Michelle might have been forgiven for thinking that her ordeal was over, especially given how her husband's free hand now came around her. Guiding the belt's other plug into a far more eager orifice, his actions brought about only fleeting pleasure, however, with the initial thrill that Michelle felt from the slippery metal sliding past her lips soon tempered by a renewed pressure from behind. It wasn't long before a second ball was following the first up her back passage, forcing its predecessor even deeper inside as it too stretched her sphincter to a disagreeable degree. If only Tom wouldn't hold the other plug so frustratingly still, Michelle sighed, conscious of how the two sides of the chastity belt's waistband had all but slid together over the front of her corset. Soon her husband would be locking the components of the cruel contraption together, precluding any chance of climax as he fixed the plugs firmly in place. Couldn't he at least slide them in and out a bit first?


Even when it came to driving the more difficult of the two home, Tom adopted an unrelenting pressure, slowly but surely pushing past her body's reluctance no matter how much she might gasp and moan. Her rear had sucked in the second ball now, but a third was already on its way after, larger even than the one that had proceeded it. Clenching her eyes almost as tightly as her fists, Michelle desperately tried to recall whether there was a fourth that would follow, or whether such a feature was only to be found on the front. It was too late for her to check even there, with her husband having pushed the rest of that plug inside her pussy while she had been preoccupied with the intolerable intrusion behind - an presence made all the more impossible for knowing that it would soon be locked in place, incapable of being expelled no matter what she did.


Now it was not Tom's pushing on the back of the belt that was driving the plug deeper, but his pulling of the contraption's crotch shield up to meet the two ends of its waistband, his strong hands making light work of bringing the various parts together despite the protests of Michelle's body. She could moan as much as her corset allowed, gasping every time each of the plugs shifted inside her, but she couldn't stop her husband from clicking the strips of steel over the central stud that would henceforth secure them. Thanks to how tightly she was laced, Tom was able to encircle her waist two notches narrower than normal, with the chastity belt hugging her corset just as closely as the latter did her skin.


Soon having slotted the front strip into place as well, her husband held everything together with his hand while he brought out the belt's locking block from behind her. Once the slab of steel took the place of his fingers, Michelle knew she would be well and truly stuck inside the devilish device, forced to suffer the frustration of the twin plugs - plugs that, although fixed in place, had just enough play in them to respond slightly to her movements. Squirming at the thought only stressed her plight, seeing the metal inside her shift to a maddeningly small degree - enough to tickle her already tormented sex, but nowhere near capable of bringing about any kind of climax, even if she were to wriggle her hips with abandon. No, the chastity belt would ensure her continued frustration, despite driving her wild with want of the satisfaction it denied.


In what seemed like no more than the blink of an eye, Tom had the locking block pressed in place, swiftly threading a chunky padlock around its central stud while Michelle watched helplessly. To think that all it would now take to trap her in the belt's clutches would be for him to press his finger and thumb together - a movement so subtle that she might have missed it, were it not for how she was waiting for the moment with bated breath. Even if she hadn't been staring past her corseted breasts to where the gleaming steel came together over the stiff black fabric, she would have known it was done from how her husband's hand fell away - Tom able to depart safe in the knowledge that he had rendered her incapable of getting up to any mischief without his say-so.


Were it a weekday, he could simply go to work and leave her to stew in her own frustration, sentencing Michelle to a long and lonely wait for unlocking. If her hands weren't still cuffed beneath her chin, they would surely come down to her crotch countless times during the course of the day, searching for the slightest chink in the impenetrable armour that covered her sex so completely. As it was, she could only shift her hips from side to side in a frantic search for relief, her desperate efforts to explore the extent of the imposition hampered by her corset. Locked as closely around her waist as the tightly laced garment, the band of the belt all but merged with the stiffly boned blackness, the two conspiring to hold Michelle's body in a singularly inflexible embrace.


Her husband didn't leave her to explore her new predicament for long, however. “On the bed!”, Tom now instructed, a command with which Michelle was only too eager to comply. She could feel the plugs shifting back and forth inside her as she scurried over to where he was standing, bringing her body down on the duvet slightly more gingerly than she might had she not been filled with metal. Did Tom want her to pull down his shorts with her hampered hands and proceed to take his manhood in her mouth? Already salivating at the thought, Michelle found herself disappointed when it became clear her husband simply wanted to dress her still further, pushing her back on the bed only to lift her legs up in preparation for putting them in stockings - sexy fishnet stockings.


Soon such saucy hosiery had been followed by a pair of equally suggestive heels, with the stilettos that Michelle found herself being strapped into seeing her wobble alarmingly as Tom pulled her back to her feet. The combination of such shoes and stockings with a corset but no other clothes made for a costume that had undeniably carnal connotations despite the conspicuous presence of her chastity belt, but her husband wasn't done with her yet - from seemingly out of nowhere, he now produced a headband which boasted a pair of fluffy black and white bunny ears, swiftly affixing the plush fabric to Michelle's scalp before she had time to take in more than the broadest details of the bawdy adornment.


“I've always wanted a bunny girl to serve me breakfast”, Tom declared, giving his wife a playful slap on her behind to spur her on. “Go on, hop to it!”. Were it not for the sheer impossibility of such a proposal, Michelle might have swiftly scurried off downstairs, but one glance down at her hands told her there was no way she would be able to sort out even the simplest of meals without spilling milk and cereal everywhere. Was that really what Tom wanted, seeing them both go hungry because of how she was cuffed? It was hardly as if she would be any less at his mercy if she were a little more free to move, Michelle thought, giving her husband her most pleading of puppy dog eyes as she tried to persuade him.


“Oh, if you insist!”, Tom conceded huffily, finally moved by the pitiful show Michelle was putting on. His words were enough to stop her from having to strain against the steel that surrounded her wrists, instead seeing her hands fall limp again as she waited for him to fetch the right keys. Those weren't all he brought back from his bedside cupboard, however, with the short chains that he carried in his other hand seizing Michelle's attention away from the slivers of metal that she had only moments before been anxiously awaiting. Now the keys were no more than a means for her husband to impose still more in the way of metal upon her, with Tom swiftly separating the first of her cuffs from her collar only to close its lock again almost immediately afterwards - not only securing her wrist this time, but also the end of one of the chains as well.


The sturdy links clinked against each other as Tom threaded the last of their number through another lock, then went on to insert the shackle of the latter through the similarly strong loop of metal that was welded to the side of his wife's chastity belt. With a single click, he ensured that Michelle's hand would never stray from her body any further than the length of the chain, something she found herself tentatively exploring as her husband repeated the process on the other side. It didn't take long to discover how much of her body was beyond reach, with her hand, like her thoughts, soon returning to the band of black and silver that so effectively marked her as belonging to her man.


Were it not for how Tom would be swift to slap her wrist should she try to do so in front of him, Michelle could now explore at least some of the steel, tracing the frustrating framework with her fingers as far as the short chain allowed. To reach her crotch would require her to test the limits of her new restraints, making the plugs that continued to press inside her even more maddening as she looked down at the tops of stockings that seemed impossibly far away. Should the silicone strips that magically stuck the saucy fishnets to her flesh start to fail, she would be powerless to put them right, just as she was to do anything about the bunny ears that bobbed gently about on her scalp, but that was only the beginning of her predicament. While her hands remained chained, Michelle would be as incapable of adding clothes as she was removing them, having no choice but to show off her chastity belt and corset no matter who might call.


Satisfied that the chains were secure, Tom chose to demonstrate the point with a pair of thong panties, their tiny triangle of black satin dwarfed by the ludicrously large pompom sewn to their rear. Tossed into the air from who knew out of where, they had soon landed on the floor some distance away from Michelle, seeing her having to scurry over to put them on. The crouch that she was forced to adopted as she tried to do so soon saw her sprawled shamefully out on the carpet, fighting not only the chains but the spikes of stilettos that seemed determined to snag on the skimpy underwear. Writhing and twisting while her husband looked down on her from on high, she only succeeded in exacerbating the presence of the plugs, soon panting deliriously as she rolled around at Tom's feet. Were she to ever make it into the tiny panties, it wouldn't be long before their satin was as wet as the inside of her belt, the latter's steel already dripping with the thrill she felt at suffering such delicious disgrace.


♡ ♡ ♡

Michelle had not only made her husband breakfast dressed as a bunny girl, as difficult as that had been when her hands had to stay so close to her waist, but had also suffered being spoon-fed her own soggy cereal when trying to eat by herself hadn't sufficed, imagining more than just milk dripping down her face as Tom went on to taunt her with a slice of toast. Only the arrival of the morning paper saved her from having to beg for bites of the latter, that game discarded in favour of her husband having her stand submissively by his side while he worked his way through its pages. Soon she was no more than an unorthodox piece of furniture as far as he was concerned, subject to the occasional fondle between sections but otherwise ignored despite her outfit.


From there, she had been told to occupy herself while Tom attended to his car - a manly matter that was not hers to enquire about as she headed to the bedroom in the vain hope that he might join her once he had finished fussing with his motor. Her thoughts revolved around how she could please her husband, but it was hard to imagine how when he had gone out onto the drive - a place where she could hardly follow, dressed as she was. Instead, she sprawled listlessly out on the sheets, fantasising about being filled with something that would do more than make her sanity slowly seep away through the grille all but glued to her groin.


By the time the afternoon rolled around, Michelle's denied desire had driven her into a desperation verging on delirium. Not only had the constant shifting of plugs kept her horribly on edge for several hours, but she'd also had to endure the crushing embrace of her corset, its constriction allowing her to take only the shallowest of breaths throughout. The additional limitations it imposed had made distracting herself even more difficult, preventing her from passing the time with anything too physical. Tasks that required prolonged concentration were ruled out too, with the predicament that Tom had put her in making sure that her attention never wandered too far from how he controlled her body.


Lunch had offered only the briefest of respites, with her husband disappearing out of the house again all too soon afterwards. In doing so, he caused Michelle's heart to sink, all but condemning her to spending the afternoon in a similar state of sexually charged suffering. Would he make her wait until the evening before taking advantage of how hot and bothered she'd become, or would he simply satisfy his own needs with her only free hole, filling her stomach with his hot sperm before forcing her to spend the night frustrated? She imagined having her face pressed firmly against his crotch, tasting the sweat that had been brought about from him working out in the sun before being treated to something even more saltier - something she would gulp down with gusto.


Michelle was lethargically clearing away the last of the lunch things prior to plopping herself down on the sofa, planning on spreading her legs in an attempt to persuade the impossible out of the plugs when she was surprised to see Tom suddenly return - not from the drive where she'd expected him to be, but rather the garage. The reason for him leaving the house was apparent in what he held in his hands, with the long length of chain sending a shiver of excitement through Michelle's body even as she considered being still further restrained by it. Was her husband finally in the mood to play with her some more, perhaps looking to put her on a leash more suited to a bulldog than a bunny rabbit prior to taking her over the patio table, outside and audible to all the neighbours?


Michelle stood as still as she could considering her excitement, finding herself trembling with the thrill of what her husband was about to do as Tom stepped around her. The sound of the chain clanking combined with how her husband fussed with the back of her belt to leave her in no doubt that he was locking the two together, Tom joining her rear D-ring to the last of the links. Having clicked another padlock closed, he chose to stress his control by pulling her into him by means of the metal that she knew must be wrapped around his hand. Soon Michelle was stumbling back on her stilettos as her husband exerted a stronger tug, finding herself led out of the house so swiftly that it was a struggle not to fall over.


Her husband only relented when he had taken her outside, now forsaking Michelle along with the loops of chain that he had been carrying in his other hand. Not caring for anything beyond its end, Tom seemed utterly oblivious to the deafening crash caused by the chunky metal hitting the concrete, and even less concerned by the subsequent scraping of the chain across the patio, but Michelle couldn't ignore such noises, already acutely conscious of the strange tail that sprouted from the back of her belt. Watching her husband heading off in front of her, she could only wait to see where he might fasten the other end of the sturdy chain, knowing that there would be no way for her to escape its constraints no matter where Tom might choose to secure it.


Would he wrap the chain around the cast iron drainpipe, forcing her to spend the afternoon stuck out on the patio? Depending how he locked it, her new leash might just be long enough to stretch back to the kitchen, allowing her to fetch her husband a drink while he savoured the sight of her trotting around in the sun from the comfort of under the shade of the umbrella. If that was Tom's intention, he was going the wrong way - so perhaps he was planning on chaining her to the clothes post instead, sentencing Michelle to the far end of the garden while he returned to the house, if not the drive. Could she use a lawnmower so encumbered? The mere thought of being set to work on the grass was enough to send a renewed shiver of delight through Michelle's body as she followed behind, wondering what hope she would have of winning her freedom from such slavery.


Instead, Tom surprised her by stopping at the patio table, her husband now crouching down to wrap the chain around its sturdy base. Soon he was standing up again, holding out the key to the lock he had just fastened as he waited for Michelle to approach. If her hands hadn't been held back by such unhelpfully short chains, she might have stood a slender chance in taking it from him - as it was, Michelle's instinctive straining for the key only encouraged her husband to torment her further. No matter how much she stretched for it, Tom always kept the key just out of reach, yet whenever she was about to give up, he would goad her into continuing by bringing it tantalisingly close - before suddenly snatching it away again. Even at the best of times, such antics would soon have seen Michelle out of breath, but being forced to frolic in not only a corset but a chastity belt full of plugs was enough to drive her swiftly towards insanity.


“If you want this, you're going to have to try harder than that”, Tom declared with a wicked grin, holding the key up so high that his wife had more hope of taking it from him with her mouth than her hands. Then, without warning, it was flying over her head, leaving Michelle in danger of falling backwards as she tried to keep track of it. Was she imagining things, having finally been driven mad by the merciless metal that molested her with every movement she made, or had Tom really thrown such an important object away, apparently as unconcerned about where it would land than a lout might be about a piece of litter? His lack of interest was hardly one she could share, with Michelle swiftly turning around as she frantically tried to see where the little key had gone.


There might have been a glint of metal among the grass halfway down the garden, but it would be hard to be sure without getting closer - something that Michelle doubted would be straightforward. Would the chain be long enough to allow her to reach the key, or would the sturdy links pull taut just before, leaving her only inches away from the mirage of metal - something that might prove no more than a trick of the light once she got up close? She could all too easily see herself trying to pull the patio table along behind her, the weight of her husband as he sat on top of it serving to frustrate her efforts still further.


Even so, Michelle still couldn't stop herself from instinctively taking a step forward, then another, being about to cross the boundary between the patio and the grass when a sudden sharp yank from behind stopped her short. Surely she hadn't exhausted the length of chain already? Half expecting to see the line of links stretching in the air back from the rear of her belt to where her husband had looped them around the base of the table, Michelle turned to see Tom instead, one of his hands wrapped around the chain as he restrained her with it, the other now coming up to pull her back to where she had started.


“Ah, ah, ah!”, Tom chided, adopting a slightly mocking tone as he brought his wife close to him once again. “Not so fast!”. Feeling far from stable on her stilettos, Michelle had no choice but to let herself be reeled in, her attention torn between her husband and the key that was now even further away. Were she to lose sight of the latter for any length of time, she feared she might never find it again, yet even as she tried to keep her eye focused on it, Tom was spinning her around, making her feel dizzy in more ways than one as he swapped his controlling hold on her chain for a look that left her just as helpless.


His penetrating stare was in danger of making Michelle melt into a submissive mush, hypnotising her so much that she found herself surprised when her husband suddenly brought something between them. “First, you've got to wear this”, he declared, brandishing a mask of black fabric. It took a few seconds for Michelle to make sense of what he was holding, so lost in the eyes of the man she was looking up at that she didn't recognise the blindfold for what it was until he began to bring it nearer. Only as it started to occupy more and more of her field of vision did she start to realise its implications, Michelle hardly needing to imagine how impossible it would be to find the key when she couldn't see.


Yet that seemed to be exactly what Tom was proposing as he tied the blindfold behind her head, coming so close to Michelle that she could feel his breath on her face as he made sure the thick fabric wouldn't fall off. Save for the twin slivers of light that slipped through on either side of her nose, the blindfold served to deprive her of sight completely, but she didn't need to see where she was to know that her husband was now spinning her around - not just the half turn she required to face the garden, but through a full three hundred and sixty degrees, then another, if not another as well, Tom leaving her not knowing which way was which by the time he finally finished. Indeed, with her head still spinning, it was all that Michelle could do to to stay upright, feeling that she would fall flat on her face were it not for how her husband held her.


Tom was behind her now, resting his hands on the waistband of her belt as he turned her in a direction that Michelle could only hope would be towards the key. Having to trust him completely, she allowed herself to be so guided, taking a tentative step forward when it became clear that that was what her husband wanted. Reaching her hands blindly out in front of her as she tried to stay balanced, she found herself trying to make sense of where she was from the thin strip of concrete she could see beneath her, but the cracks between the slabs gave her no clue about where she was heading. She could just as easily be being steered towards the kitchen as she was the garden, perhaps even being directed towards the drainpipe if her husband was feeling devilish. “No key there!”, she could picture Tom saying, his laughter serving to make her predicament all the more provocative as he made a fool of her. “Do you want to stay chained?”.


To Michelle's surprise, however, the anonymous grey of the slabs soon gave way to the green of the garden's grass, not that the latter left her feeling any less lost. The cautious clatter of her heels on the concrete was now swapped for a springiness that served to add to her sense of instability, her shoes far from suited to ground soft enough to see their heels start to sink into it. Worse still, she had barely taken a few steps into the grass before she felt her husband's hands falling away, Tom giving her a parting push as he stepped back and left her to her plight. “You're on your own from here”, he declared, his voice already receding back towards the patio. “Go get that key!”.


If only it were that easy, Michelle sighed to herself, wondering where on earth to start. Part of her was tempted to turn around, following the chain back to her husband in the hope that he would have mercy, but for all she knew, he might have already left her to her own devices. Would it be worse to know that Tom was watching as her she wandered aimlessly around the garden, or to return to the patio table to discover that he had disappeared? Chained up in corset and chastity belt, she knew she had no choice but to do as she had been told, but how was she meant to find the key? All she could see of the grass was the few inches around her feet, and only then if she angled her head just so.


There was certainly nothing where she was standing, not that she expected there to be so close to the patio. Lobbed by her husband's powerful toss, the key had landed much further down the garden, nearer the shed than the house, but was it straight ahead or off to one side? Desperately trying to remember where exactly she had seen the glint in the grass, Michelle found herself doubting her sense of direction, but she knew she couldn't stand around. Instead, she forced herself to take another step forward, then another, even though doing so left her in what felt like exactly the same place. One patch of grass was indistinguishable from another, with moving across the lawn making Michelle feel even more lost as she dragged the chain along - the latter's links her only hint that she was heading in anywhere near the right direction as they formed a trail behind her.


She had more than just their metal to contend with, however. Every step that Michelle took caused the stainless steel inside her to shift slightly, the plugs tickling her tender flesh just as they had done since Tom had pushed them up her pussy and ass. The maddening sensation seemed magnified by how she couldn't see, with Michelle's tactile awareness now making up for what she lacked in sight - not just inside her body, but around it too. The crush of the corset impinged upon her consciousness so much that she felt that she could distinguish its individual bones in between the more diffuse pressure of the stiff black fabric they shaped, whereas the subtler presence of her collar asserted itself around her neck, vying for her attention with the weight of her ridiculous ears.


She could only imagine how silly she must seem - dressed as an archetypal bunny girl, complete with fluffy tail and fishnet stockings, blindfolded as though participating in some bizarre party game. Only the more serious restraints locked around her body would give lie to that image - whether the sturdy collar or the chastity belt to which her hands were cuffed by means of chains as solid as that which kept her within a prescribed distance of the patio table. It was a sight that simply could not be explained except in terms of sexual submission, one which would prove mortifyingly embarrassing were she to be seen by anyone other than her husband - yet one she was unable to escape without his help.


Another tentative shuffle forward on her stilettos, another small patch of grass proving as unproductive as those that had preceded it. At the rate she was going, Michelle feared it would take forever to search the entire garden, even if she could somehow coordinate her path so as not to cover the same ground twice. With worries of having to stay outside long into the night now entering her mind, she found herself wondering whether it would be quicker to drop to her knees, accepting having to adopt an ignominious crawl in exchange for being able to use her hands to feel around for the key. Tom would certainly love to see that, perhaps even being persuaded to come and play with her some more by the sight of the pompon on her panties wobbling about. Maybe he might leave his seat on the patio to stand in her way, seeing her head bump into his legs as a prelude to engaging with him even more intimately. He might scold her for the mess she would surely have made of her fishnets as he filled her mouth, but it would be worth it for being spared having to wander the lawn any longer.


Michelle had only just put her plan into action when the unmistakable ringtone of her husband's phone caused her to stop in her tracks. The cheery music only lasted a second before it was cut short, but that was more than enough for her to prick up her ears, seeing her swiftly turn her head in the direction of the sound as she sought to make out who was calling. Judging by the informal way in which Tom answered, it was one of his friends simply wanting to shoot the breeze, evidently having started the call by asking what was going on. “Oh, nothing much”, Michelle could hear her husband saying, but his next words caused her heart to skip a beat. “Just watching my wife crawl around on her hands and knees. Yeah, I guess you could call it gardening”, he laughed. “I'll tell her you suggested that. No, she already knows you're a letch! So, what's up?”.


With her frustration heightened by only being able to hear one half of the conversation, Michelle found herself with no choice but continue searching the grass, knowing that despite her outrageous outfit, she had become merely a background distraction for Tom as he chatted with his friend. If, by some miracle, she were to stumble upon the key while the two men were still talking, would she really be able to interrupt, or would she be forced to wait until her husband was finished for fear that he might send her away in no uncertain terms? “I'll unlock you in a bit, bunny girl”, she could imagine him saying, raising no end of questions on the other end of the line as he took the key that had taken her so long to find and casually tossed it back into the grass. “Hop along!”.


To her surprise, a sudden tug from behind made it clear that Tom hadn't completely forgotten her. Indeed, even as he continued to chat with his friend, he seemed determined to stymie her search by yanking periodically on her chain, each pull seeming to bring Michelle closer to the patio. It wasn't long before her stilettos came to a stop against concrete rather than simply sliding across grass, then there being slabs beneath her knees. Thankfully, Tom had turned things into more of a game by then, needing to give the chain only the slightest of twitches to see Michelle obediently shuffle another few inches towards him. Soon she was all but under the patio table, her feet hitting the base around which her leash was looped as she sought to make sense of her surroundings.


Given where Tom's voice was coming from, together with the direction in which he was stretching her chain, it wasn't hard for Michelle to figure out where her husband was seated, nor to guide herself in between his legs. From there, it was simply a case of shuffling forward and groping about with her hands until she found his groin, not needing to be told to unzip his fly but already going on to ease his erection out of his pants. Was he looking down at her corseted cleavage as she sought out his cock, perhaps smiling at the sight of the bunny ears and blindfold that came up from under the table? She would never know, but she could certainly tell how aroused he was, Tom's penis speaking of profound sexual desire for her even as he talked of sports with his friend on the phone.


Would her husband prefer her to pump his mammoth pole or to take it in her mouth? It was his fault that she couldn't do both at the same time, but the chains that kept her hands close to her waist didn't mean she couldn't treat him all the same. Sliding her hands up and down the length of the organ that she could only imagine the sight of, she made sure Tom was as stiff as steel before dropping her head down to his seat. As she sought to tickle her tonsils with the tip of his thick, hard rod, Michelle was dimly conscious of how her bunny ears were catching on his shirt, her movements causing the headband to shift from her scalp for the first time since that morning. As such, when a hand came to the back of her head, she naturally assumed that her husband must be wanting to keep the embarrassing ears in place, only belatedly realising that Tom had something else he wanted to stay in position while she sucked him off - her!


“I'm going to have to go, Alex, the wife's wanting something. Yeah, you too, man”, he told his friend before ringing off. “It looks like you've read Alex's mind”, Tom laughed, presumably looking down at his wife as he spoke. “Such a shameless slut you are! Where would you be if I didn't keep you under lock and key?”. Any response that Michelle might have given was muffled by the member that filled her mouth, its size such that she found herself struggling to breathe as her husband bobbed her head back and forth on it. By the time Tom sent her back to search for the key again, he would have left her with another reminder of her submission, Michelle unable to brush off the sperm that he would soon spray over her face and hair but forced to wear her husband's cum along with her corset and chastity belt as she once again returned to crawling the grass.



Temptations of a Maid

“I don't believe you're working today, are you?”, Melinda found herself being asked over the breakfast table. The sudden question saw her put down the slice of toast that she had been about to take a bite from, instead looking adoringly at the man sitting opposite her as he awaited an answer. That her husband could keep track of the beauty parlour's complicated rota was something that never ceased to amaze her, with the ever-changing schedule something that all too often tripped her up. That was one of the perils of being a part-time worker, but having a more regular job had its problems too - as Duncan demonstrated, knocking back the last of his coffee already dressed for a day in the office.


“Not today, no”, Melinda replied, conscious of how slovenly she appeared in comparison to her husband's smart suit and tie. When judged against his neatly pressed pinstripes, her gaping dressing gown was disgraceful, with only what she wore beneath imposing any kind of discipline upon her body. Could Duncan see the black and silver of her belt from where he was sitting, or was her collar the only hint of his control, the chunky band around her neck having to compete for her husband's attention with the flash of flesh to be found further down?


“Then I should have thought a little cleaning would be in order while I'm out”, her husband declared with a devilish twinkle in his eye. “Go get your corset”. The casual nature of his command caused Melinda's heart to skip a beat as she realised what he was saying, with the remains of her breakfast swiftly forgotten as she hurriedly got up from her seat. She didn't care how her gown fell open in the process, despite how its scarlet satin not only put her breasts on show but revealed how her pussy was shielded by steel too. It was to the latter that Duncan's eyes were drawn to in the split second it took Melinda to push back her chair, his gaze lingering on the sex that he kept locked as his wife turned to leave the room.


Scurrying up the stairs as fast as her bare feet could carry her, Melinda could feel the close-fitting contraption pressing against the very tops of her thighs, her collar rattling about her throat as its metal sought to match her frantic rhythm. Despite the resulting discomfort, she did not dare to keep her husband waiting by slowing down - a busy businessman such as Duncan simply did not have time to waste. No sooner had he ensured that she was suitably dressed than he would be heading off to work, leaving her to spend the day in the clutches of the corset she was even now pulling out of the drawer. When her husband spoke of cleaning, he naturally had the one that went with her maid's outfit in mind, its heavy black coutril capable of reducing her waist to a devastating degree.


The gown that Melinda had unconsciously shed along the way was no more than a puddle of silky fabric by the time she left the bedroom, its soft satin a world apart from the bulky blackness she held in her hands as she hurried down the stairs. Only when she reached the threshold to the kitchen did Melinda slow down, coming to a stop in front of the breakfast table before proffering the corset like a morning newspaper. No delivery girl would ever be dressed so indecently, but Melinda stood naked save for the symbols of her submission to a man who, despite how she'd hurried, now took his time in taking her offering from her.


That was Duncan's prerogative, as was wrapping the corset around her waist. Like the more obvious metal of her chastity belt and collar, the steel boned corset that her husband was now slowly unfolding was not something she was allowed to attend to. Instead, her only involvement having fetched the fearsome foundation garment was to stand there and let Duncan do as he liked with it, just as she would when he finally deigned to release her from its embrace. Was her husband savouring her submission as he prepared to impose a still greater burden upon her body? The thought alone was enough to give her a thrill, sparking off an electric tingling beneath the steel that Melinda couldn't have stilled even if the besuited man at the breakfast table hadn't kept her frozen to the spot.


“Turn”, Duncan instructed, the power of his command causing Melinda to tremble as she did as she was told. Now she couldn't even see the man who had such mastery over her, but she could certainly feel his hand as he delivered a sudden, sharp slap to one of her perilously vulnerable buttocks. “Stand still!”, her husband barked, causing Melinda to have to bite her lip as much to hold back her desire for him as to deal with the pain of such unexpected discipline. Even as she obeyed, she could see Duncan's manly arms coming around her body from behind, his hands bringing with them the stiffly boned fabric that would henceforth hold her flesh in his thrall. While she continued to watch helplessly, the two sides of the blackness came together beneath her breasts, with a row of sturdy metal studs finding their corresponding clasps before clicking to condemn her to enclosure.


That was only the start, however. Now Melinda could feel her husband's hands brushing across her back, Duncan's fingers fussing momentarily with the corset's modesty panel before setting to work in earnest on its laces. With practised proficiency, he began by consolidating what little slack could be extracted from the cords simply by pulling on the loops at their end. Although unable to see what her husband was doing, Melinda could all too easily picture him wrapping the latter's length around his hand as he made her gasp for breath, Duncan holding her as though on some strange kind of leash as he sought to suffocate her further. If she tried to run away, she would only help him in that endeavour, seeing her forced to stand helpless as her husband inexorably increased the pressure.


Duncan had returned to the criss-crossing cords and was now tugging on them one by one, giving each a pull powerful enough to have seen Melinda fall backwards were it not for how she was bracing her body. Starting from the bottom, her husband slowly but surely worked his way up her spine, with every step he took making it harder and harder for her to breathe. Even when he reached the centre of the ever more extreme hourglass, there was no respite - instead, he repeated the process from the top, working his way down while Melinda watched her waist succumb to the shape of the steel-boned garment. She knew Duncan wouldn't be content until the back of the corset was all but closed, something that now saw him stand from his chair as he prepared to battle the blackness still more.


To think that her husband had hitherto only been using a fraction of his strength! It was enough to make Melinda swoon, even without his renewed assault on her torso, leaving her struggling for consciousness by the time Duncan began to tie off the laces. The sense of being completely at his mercy was making her unbearably aroused, with her ever-growing moistness compounded by how it was contained by metal. Even if she could find the strength to slip a hand down to her crotch, let alone the courage to defy the man so completely dominating her, she would find nothing but uncaring steel, but that didn't stop the grille that gripped her groin dripping with frustrated desire as Duncan knotted the cords.


Looking down at breasts that seemed even bigger for how her body had shrunk beneath them, Melinda knew her appearance was no less disgraceful for how she now had a wasp-like waist. Indeed, the black fabric and silver fastenings of her corset served only to emphasise the similar colours of her chastity belt, the hem of the former fighting with the band of the latter for control of her hips. Were she able to see the collar that nestled under her chin, she would see a similar picture, with it too speaking of her submission to the man who now gave her posterior a playful slap to signal that he was done. “You can do the rest yourself”, Duncan told her as he retook his seat. “Full maid's uniform. I want to see you dressed for duty before I'm out the door. Clock's ticking”.


His uncompromising tone only served to turn Melinda on all the more, seeing her scurry out of the kitchen desperate to satisfy her own desires as much as his. With her husband heading out for work, there seemed no chance of being released from her chastity belt any time soon, but that didn't stop her from dreaming of Duncan taking her over the kitchen table, the cruel contraption forgotten on the floor as the master of the house had his way with the maid. Perhaps if she made herself particularly pleasing to his eye, he would permit her to spend the day sore from having received a good hard screwing instead of just aching for his cock, her crotch sodden with his sperm rather than wet with unsatisfied wants.


This time, as Melinda hurried up the stairs, she didn't just have the chastity belt to contend with, as maddening as its metal still was, but also the corset as well. The latter's crushing constriction soon left her feeling light-headed thanks to how she had to fight it for breath, forcing her to adopt a slower ascent if she wasn't to faint. Only her breasts remained unrestrained, their exposed flesh seeming to bob around all the more for how the rest of her body was held under her husband's strict control. Chastity belt, collar and corset - their metal serving to stress her submission to the man who now wanted to see her dressed as a maid, Duncan having sentencing her to a day of domestic service while he was away.


As she entered the bedroom, Melinda knew there would be no bending over her chest of drawers like before, instead dropping to her knees to accommodate the rigid structure that so sternly shaped her torso. In comparison to the stiffly boned fabric, the stockings she now picked out seemed utterly inconsequential - no more than wisps of nylon that might blow away in a breeze. The suspenders that would shortly support them were more substantial, with six chunky straps being laid out on the bed by the time the corseted woman got to her feet. Turning to her wardrobe in search of what her husband wanted her to wear, Melinda dismissed the dresses that might have delighted Duncan on other days, instead heading straight for the unmistakable satin and lace of a sexy maid's outfit that hung incongruously among her other clothes.


Even as she extracted it from the wardrobe, Melinda felt a secret thrill, knowing that no man could remain unmoved by something so suggestive. From the plunging neckline to the perilously short skirt, its skimpy black dress would provide precious little in the way of coverage, instead putting her feminine charms clearly on display. Indeed, its bulkiest part was its petticoats, layers of frothy white lace that would emphasise her hourglass figure still further. The frilly little apron would add to the erotic appeal, no more than a tiny scrap of lace-trimmed satin that, like the matching choker and headpiece, served no practical purpose save to fuel the fantasy of a seductively submissive servant. Slip into a pair of stiletto heels, and she would be just asking to be taken advantage of, something that would surely require Duncan to unlock her first.


Conscious that at any moment she might hear her husband going out of the door, Melinda knew she couldn't afford to stand around daydreaming, not when doing so was making her drip in her belt. No sooner had she removed the maid's uniform from its hanger than she turned her attention to the hosiery that would go with it, starting by scooping up the suspender straps that would support the sheer stockings and attaching them to the hem of her corset. Systematically working her way around her body, it wasn't long before Melinda had all six dangling down around her thighs, leaving their chunky clasps bobbing gently against her bare skin as she knelt for the first of the nylons. If only stretching it up her leg would be as simple, she sighed, having to adapt her movements to accommodate metal.


Putting on stockings was a difficult task at the best of times, thanks to how the band of the belt cut uncomfortably into the bottom of Melinda's belly when she bent forward, but now the contortions she had to go through in order to get dressed were made a hundred times harder by her corset. Sitting down on the duvet, Melinda had to press her knees against her chest if she was to stand any chance of reaching her toes, soon trembling with exertion as she struggled to slip them into the bunched up stocking. The slightest slip might see her snag the sheer nylon, forcing her to have to seek out a fresh one if she was not to be scolded by the man who so fiendishly frustrated her - even in his absence.


Barely daring to breath, Melinda brought the stocking slowly but surely up her leg, only able to relax slightly when its top was finally stretched up around her thigh. She knew it wouldn't stay there of its own accord for more than a second before it started to fall down, seeing her having to hold it in place as she pulled down a suspender strap to take the place of her hand. Its metal and rubber clasp was too bulky to be threaded underneath her belt, instead having to be stretched over the band of black and silver that clung to her hips. In doing so, Melinda couldn't help thinking she was constructing a second cage for her imprisoned sex - one whose bars were taut black elastic, making it seem even more unlikely that her chastity belt would be coming off any time soon.


Would Duncan really go to the trouble of undoing each and every one of the fiddly clasps she was now fastening, or would he simply have his maid satisfy the lust she had induced in him in a more selfless, submissive way? Perhaps he would be so horny as to rip her hosiery as he pulled the belt he had unlocked off her body, Melinda thought hopefully, but it was more likely that her husband would expect her to kneel just like she was doing now for her second stocking, having her fellate him while they both stayed fully clothed. Pressing her knees against her breasts again as she sought to encase a second leg in nylon, she couldn't help but imagine being left with only the aftertaste of Duncan's sperm to tide her over until he came home from work, a picture provocative enough to make her foot slip forward as she shuddered in a spasm of frustrated desire.


Once Melinda had both stockings firmly fastened to the straps that sprouted from the hem of her corset, there was no further underwear for her to worry about. Panties were superfluous when her pussy was permanently shielded by steel, with the nod to decency that was all that would be achieved by disguising the metal not necessary when her husband wanted her submission so clearly on show. Nor would a bra form part of her uniform, with her breasts instead remaining free to be bounce about for the amusement of her man, forever in danger of falling out of the skimpy black satin when Duncan wasn't shamelessly fondling them.


It was to the black satin that Melinda now turned, unzipping the diminutive dress before holding it out in front of her. She was conscious of the submissive role she was stepping into as she slid the sleek fabric effortlessly up her stocking-clad legs, slowing only to ease it over the various obstacles further up her body. Whether the clasps of her suspenders, the unforgiving locks of her belt or else the busk of her corset, there were countless things that could catch the frilly white lace, all having to be carefully navigated even though Melinda knew the clock was ticking. She was only too glad when she was finally able to slip her arms into the dress's silly little off-the-shoulder sleeves, looking down at a bust that was barely covered as she went on to reach behind her back.


The zipper her fingers found started at the base of her spine and would go all the way up to her neck, but getting it there would be easier said than done. The measurements that had been used to make the dress were ones that Duncan had taken when she had been similarly corseted, but even then, they had been tight. If her husband had been easy on her lacing, then she didn't stand a chance of doing it up, with the worry that she would have to go downstairs and beg to be given an even narrower waist one that weighed heavily on Melinda's mind as she fought the fiddly fastener. It was hardly as if she could do anything herself, even if she were allowed to untie the knot that was strictly her husband's domain - not when her already inferior strength was sapped by the corset itself.


Melinda might have breathed a sigh of relief when she finally brought the zipper up behind her neck, were it not for the crushing constriction of the garment that gripped her beneath the black satin. She could clearly make out the curves of the corset's bones through the dress's thin fabric, with the sturdy steel forming a series of distinct ridges in the tightly stretched material. Nor was that all that the skimpy little uniform failed to hide, with her clearly erect nipples pressing through just beneath its neckline of lace. The floral frills that cut a plunging curve across her chest did nothing to disguise the stiff little lumps protruding perilously close to its edge - indeed, the cloth had been cut to enhance her cleavage, pressing her breasts together provocatively.


No woman would dress like this if she didn't want attention, Melinda thought, desperately hoping that that was what she would receive from her husband as she stepped into the petticoats that would enhance her hips for him. Like the skirt of her dress, the layers of silky lace stopped just above her stocking tops, such that she would barely have to bend over in order to expose her buttocks. Would the sight of the wire that bisected her otherwise bare cheeks spur Duncan on to do unspeakable things to her? Melinda could have happily lost herself in such daydreams were it not for the faint sounds of footsteps coming up from downstairs, with the suggestion that her husband might be heading out of the house seeing her hurry to get into the last of her outrageously oversexed outfit.


The frilly little apron was no more than a flurry of white as she flung it around her waist, Melinda tying only the most perfunctory of bows before turning her attention to the choker. An indispensable part of her uniform despite serving no practical purpose, its satin and lace would have to hide her collar before she could present herself to her husband. That Duncan had chosen to leave the latter's steel locked around her neck even after he'd returned her to the belt the night before should have given her some hint as to his intentions for the following day, with the memory of how her hands had been helplessly cuffed beneath her head while he'd attended to her cleaning hardly helping her composure as she was once again forced to adopt a similar position.


Fumbling with the wide strip of satin, Melinda struggled not to snag its lacy trim on the D-rings that Duncan had used to demonstrate his dominance the day before, with the padlock that was positioned just below the nape of her neck now proving just as much of a nuisance as she sought to bring together a series of little hooks and eyes over it. No sooner had a couple of them caught than Melinda was moving onto her maid's headpiece, an equally silly satin and lace affair that only needed to stay perched on her scalp for long enough to win her husband's approval. It was barely balanced on her head before she was dashing for the bedroom door, scurrying across the carpet on her stockinged feet in the hope of catching Duncan before he left her alone for the day.


A barely audible jangling of keys seemed to sound her doom in that regard, with Melinda knowing that her husband would be only seconds away from stepping outside if he was already putting them in his pocket. Her desire to rush downstairs was tempered only by the need to act in keeping with her new role, with both corset and chastity belt chiding her whenever she moved faster than was befitting for a maid. Even so, she was still out of breath by the time she finally reached the hallway, discovering as she did so that she need not have hurried. Duncan was standing there waiting for her, his briefcase sitting on the floor beside him as he continued to jangle the keys as though calling for service.


“Shoes? Make-up?”, he asked curtly, already making adjustments to Melinda's headpiece as he drew attention to her inadvertent omissions. Were those the only aspects of her outfit that he cared about, she found herself wondering, wishing that her husband would brazenly put his hands on her breasts as she stood sheepishly in front of him - or better yet, lift up her skirt to unlock her sodden sex. There seemed little chance of that when Duncan was now directing her to turn, his hands making swift work of untying her apron only to wrap it around her waist even more tightly, tugging on its ribbons with a strength that Melinda could sense despite her corset. Merely the way he was manhandling her was enough to make her melt, Duncan dressing her like some errant child as he made his displeasure known. “I shouldn't have to do this, Maid”, he said sternly.


Whereas her husband's voice was loud and commanding, Melinda's was no more than the weakest of whispers as Duncan set about correcting her choker. “Sorry, Sir”, she apologised, getting as much a thrill from the way she had to address the man adjusting the black satin band around her neck as she did from how he was pulling her head back with it. Proving that his hands were as skilful as they were strong, Duncan took only seconds to secure the frilly fabric, no sooner having released his hold on it than he was sending her off with one of his trademark slaps to her behind. “Upstairs with you, you bad girl!”, he barked, delivering a matching blow to Melinda's other buttock when she was slow to comply.


Was this how he was going to leave her as he headed off to work? No, Duncan had forsaken his briefcase in favour of ascending the stairs after her, spurring Melinda on with a series of further smacks to her exposed flesh. The stinging pain came only a distant second to the burning ache she felt between her legs as she breathlessly squealed her way up the stairs, with Melinda's need to be free from her chastity belt never greater than it was now. Surely her husband must see how she was dripping with desire, she thought, Duncan's view from a few steps below one that would see him treated to the sight of the metal that made her so desperate. The minuscule skirt of her maid's outfit would do nothing to hide her submission to the stainless steel, its frothy petticoats bouncing up to expose her buttocks with every step she took.


Driven across the landing, Melinda didn't need to be directed to the bedroom, heading there of her own accord as her husband followed closely behind. “On the bed!”, Duncan now commanded, undoubtedly about to ravish her as a punishment for making him late for work, but again Melinda's hopes were dashed. While she had been picturing her husband throwing her down onto the duvet prior to doing the dastardly with her, Duncan had instead headed straight to her wardrobe, pulling out a pair of shoes prior to pressing them towards her. “I don't see how you think you can do a full day's work in just your stockings, Maid”, he declared scornfully, his tone remaining just as severe as he went on. “Feet out!”.


Melinda dutifully did as she was told, but the way in which she submissively offered her stocking-clad toes towards her husband clearly wasn't enough to satisfy Duncan judging by the way he now seized one of her legs. Not deigning to stoop in order to dress his wife, he instead lifted her ankle up high enough to leave Melinda off-balance as he prepared to shoe her, seeing her having to brace her body with her arms if she wasn't to fall back on the bed.


Conscious of how her corset and chastity belt compounded her plight as she dug her hands into the duvet, Melinda found herself with more than just physical difficulties to contend with, struggling to sit upright when what she really wanted to do was to lie back and let Duncan have his way with her. To sprawl out on the sheets in satin and lace, lifting her skirts to allow the man of the house to ravish her - the mere idea was enough to make a girl fall back into fantasy, even though her husband clearly had no time for fooling around.


Instead, Melinda could only watch while Duncan fastened her feet into the shoes he had selected for her - shoes that she would never have considered wearing under the circumstances, not least because putting them on would have been all but impossible in her present predicament. Thanks to the restriction of the corset, getting into her stockings had been difficult enough, but doing up the series of straps that would soon hold the patent leather heels in place - well, that would have taken her all day, as would undoing the fiddly buckles, even without petticoats that would make that even more of a problem. Whether Duncan knew it or not, he was sentencing her to spending the day strapped into the shiny black stilettos, with the sight of the six inch spikes that Melinda knew would have to totter about on making her feel even more submissive in her husband's hold.


After giving each of the heels a tug to make sure they were firmly fastened, Duncan wasted no time in pulling Melinda to her feet, no sooner having done so than he was spinning her around. Barely able to stand upright as she tried to balance on the sky high shoes, Melinda found herself completely at her husband's mercy, a situation compounded by how she now had her back to him. The sound of Duncan making a brief detour via his bedside cabinet left her none the wiser about what he was doing, but soon he was standing behind her again, his hands coming up to her neck and fussing with her dress. Was he going to unzip her, perhaps allowing the black satin to fall down far enough to allow him to fondle her breasts? No, quite the opposite, in fact - as a subtle click now suggested.


Melinda didn't need to explore the back of her dress to know there would be a little luggage lock nestling among the frilly lace, but her hands did so all the same, reaching back to discover the familiar feel of frustrating metal. Its shackle was not only threaded through two grommets strategically sewn into the top of the satin, but also the head of the zipper as well, making it impossible for her to escape her maid's uniform without resorting to scissors. Trapped in her corset, and with her heels just as hard to take off, Melinda was stuck in the uniform of a sexy servant - one which she would have to remain in until her husband decided otherwise, as intolerable as the thought of being his stay-at-home maid was when he was heading off to work.


“That should make sure you don't get up to any mischief today”, Duncan declared, pointedly pocketing the key to the little padlock. “Now, I have to go or I'm going to be late. And you”, he paused, in doing so stressing the pronoun still further, “you need to make yourself up, you slovenly maid”. After another short silence, he continued, albeit in a softer tone. “But you can see me to the door first”. With that, he was turning away, leaving Melinda no choice but to meekly follow along behind. As she minced along after her master, her petticoats joining her breasts in bobbing about beneath the black satin, she longed for more than the chaste kiss that would be all that Duncan would give her as a parting memory, reluctantly closing the door knowing that only chores awaited.


♡ ♡ ♡

Melinda had long since learned the futility of trying to beat the belt, with its close fitting steel clutching her crotch so tightly she couldn't slip a finger under its merciless metal, let alone slake the fires of frustration beneath. Instead, she found herself forced to distract herself from her unquenchable desire, doing her best to put the belt to the back of her mind despite her burning need to get inside it. Moving only made matters worse as the metal hugged her horribly hot body, but staying still was no better, with stopping seeing her thoughts come rushing back to the steel that was driving her insane. Nor was the chastity belt her only concern, with Melinda's corset putting her in a similarly punishing position as it clamoured for her attention. Her heels made everything that much harder thanks to their height, whereas the suggestive nature of her maid's uniform, as insubstantial as its satin and lace was in comparison, kept sparking daydreams that she could have done without.


Melinda's only hope was to stay busy around the house, finding enough to do in the way of work that she wouldn't have to think about how she was trapped in such an intolerable predicament. Her uneaten toast, long since having grown cold on the plate, was swiftly dealt with along with the rest of the breakfast things, but all she could think of as she did the washing up was Duncan coming back unexpected early from work, her husband creeping up behind her as she had her hands in the sink to take her over the taps. He didn't, of course, nor was he there to press his crotch in her face as she crouched down to collect the dressing gown she'd discarded earlier, her man no more than a memory as she returned the scarlet satin to its hanger prior to setting about changing the sheets.


A week's worth of washing was soon being sorted, with whites and colours having to be separated before being stuck in the machine, but even considering the difficulties imposed by how she was dressed, doing so only spared Melinda a few minutes of frustration. With the hands of the kitchen clock seeming stuck even as the washing machine span round and round, she found herself wondering what else she could do to pass the time, knowing that there were still hours to go before her husband would be home.


Duncan would want to see the whole house spick and span, no doubt making a point of inspecting the oddest of places, but the mere thought of pushing a heavy vacuum cleaner back and forth while stuck in such heels was enough to exhaust Melinda. Should she clean the bathroom instead, even though her corset would require her to drop to her knees to attend to the toilet and tub? Perhaps a little dusting would be more appropriate, seeing her prance around with a feather duster as befitted a maid begging to be banged - an image she tried to drive out of her mind as she started to hand-wash her smalls.


In truth, Melinda knew she would have to do all that and more if she was to stand any chance of surviving the day, finding herself driven to distraction by her chastity belt and corset as it was. What heaven it would be to be able to wear the silly, frilly little things that she was pushing up and down in the suds - panties that could easily be pulled aside to attend to the ache in her pussy, bras that would neither steal her breath nor allow her breasts to bounce around so shamelessly. She'd happily greet her husband in nothing but such lacy lingerie if only Duncan would let her, but she knew she wouldn't have been as productive, instead sitting around pleasuring herself to the thought of exactly what he could do to her with corset and belt while he was at work.


The click of the washing machine unlocking at the end of a load brought Melinda back to reality, seeing her leave her half-washed lingerie in favour of dealing with a bunch of soggy shirts - shirts that would need to be hung outside to dry if she was to have ironing to occupy herself later. Soon she was crouching down to collect the wet washing, bundling it into a basket before trying to find her balance on her stilettos again. The thought of leaving the safety of the house wearing such scandalous attire added even more of a wobble to her walk than the extra burden, with Melinda acutely conscious of her clothing as she stepped out.


A slight breeze made swift work of whipping up her skirt, not only sending her petticoats into a flutter as she tottered slowly across the patio, but worming its way past the otherwise impenetrable steel beneath. If only the invisible fingers of air could fondle her enough to ease her frustration, she sighed, instead of adding to her desperate need for sexual relief. She'd been dimly aware of how damp she was down there, but the way the wind now chilled her crotch now served to emphasise her wetness as she sought to hang out the washing. The fact that they were her husband's shirts that she was pegging to the line only made matters worse, with the mere sight of the man-sized garments enough to bring back memories of him wearing the white cotton in question.


Fantasising about Duncan filling out the sleeves that were now flapping about in the breeze, Melinda was suddenly started by a sound from behind her - that of the back gate being opened, with the unmistakable groan of its hinges soon followed by a less familiar scraping noise, as though someone were dragging something heavy over the concrete. As she turned in alarm, the hand that had hitherto been futilely fighting against steel gave up its battle with her belt, with Melinda's fingers now frantically clutching the hem of skirt as she saw who was entering the garden. How careless for her to forget that it was the fourth Wednesday since the window cleaner had last visited, the topless young man making no secret of his muscular body as he lugged a long ladder behind him.


Had Duncan not known that the cleaner would be coming, or had he simply not cared, knowing that his control over his wife's body was so complete he could have her parade in the most provocative of outfits without coming to any peril? Either way, Melinda now found herself wanting to shrink away behind her husband's shirts, hoping against hope that the interloper wouldn't notice her if she hid. How could he not, however, when every aspect of her appearance was asking for male attention? Whether it was her barely restrained breasts, their protruding nipples made even more prominent by the stiffening breeze, her stocking-clad legs, showing off not only lacy tops but suspender straps as well, or simply the suggestive nature of the outfit that barely covered her body in between, she could have come straight out of a man's fantasy, with her effect on the window cleaner all too clear from how the water now sloshed out of his bucket.


“Come to do your windows”, the topless man declared gruffly, but he showed no sign of doing anything of the sort as he stood and stared lustfully at Melinda. She found herself reciprocating despite herself, her eyes drawn of their own accord to a body that was almost as shamelessly displayed as her own. Nothing covered the cleaner's naked torso, allowing her to appreciate the bulge of muscles born of more than just carrying a ladder around, bronzed to perfection by spending so much time in the sun. A faint sheen of sweat spoke of earlier exertion that had been easily mastered, whereas his slightly grubby shorts were suggestive of a man who was not afraid to get himself dirty. No wonder rumour had it that the window cleaner had bedded half the girls in the village, Melinda thought weakly, her heart aflutter as she considered his ruggedly chiselled face - one which carried a seductive hint of stubble and long, swept-back hair.


“Hanging out the washing”, she stammered superfluously, her voice quavering as she sought to control herself. Suddenly her fingers seemed to have to turned to jelly, fumbling with the bag of pegs so badly as to cause its contents to spill out over the garden path. Was this not a set-up for some pornographic scene, Melinda wondered, imagining the sturdy stud coming over on the pretext of helping her pick up the pegs, only to pin her down on the grass and make passionate love to her? The hunky young man must surely think so, surely seeing her as a horny housewife who had dressed as a maid with him in mind, but her belt knew better. There would be no pleasure to be found in the forbidden fruit of the window cleaner, merely further frustration thanks to its unyielding steel.


Forsaking the shirts that were still in the basket, not to mention to the scattered pegs, Melinda frantically sought the safety of the house, not daring to looking in the direction of the man who must surely be watching her as she desperately scurried inside. Would the chaotic clitter-clatter of her heels be interpreted by the cleaner as a come-on to chase her, the provocative sight of her bouncing around in black satin seeing more than just the erection of his ladder? Melinda could only hope not, feeling as though she was going to faint by the time she finally made it back to the kitchen. Clutching the work surface for support as she fought to recover her breath, she only slowly became aware of the soreness that trying to run in chastity belt, corset and heels had induced, with her uncomfortably outfit now chiding her for how she had fled.


Through the glass of the kitchen door, she could see the window cleaner setting to work with a wet sponge on the patio windows, but it was clear that his mind was elsewhere as he slopped soapy water around. He didn't seem to care about how he was splashing his shorts in the process, but the increasingly indecent display of tight, wet fabric was enough to drive Melinda still further into the house as she sought to fend off her own sexual desires. Continuing to wash her underwear would hardly be wise under the circumstances, not when the muscular man would soon be watching her from the other side of the window. Fussing with her frillies would send him entirely the wrong message, with the sight of her soaking her panties and bras sure to stoke his unwanted desires still further.


It was all Melinda could do to put on a second load of washing before heading for the other side of the house, but it wasn't long before the window cleaner had followed her there, peering through the glass he was working his way over as she polished the mantelpiece. In the end, she resorted to seeking sanctuary in the bathroom, finding a modicum of protection in its frosted glass as she sat on the toilet and considered her plight. Thanks to how Duncan had locked her dress, she couldn't change into less suggestive clothes, nor could she leave the house if she wasn't to attract the attention of her neighbours. Instead, she would have to fend off the amorous advances of a man whom her less faithful friends would surely have fallen for already, knowing that if she was unable to dissuade him, her chastity belt would enforce her husband's will regardless.


The eventual knock at the kitchen door was inevitable, but it still made Melinda's heart race as she sought to summon the courage to answer it. There could be no hiding from the window cleaner, not when he knew when she was at home, but that didn't make confronting him any easier when her very clothing encouraged a profoundly submissive state of mind. Now the clatter of her heels was accompanied by a furious pounding beneath her breast, with Melinda's corset seeming to grip her even tighter as she gingerly approached the door. If only it were Duncan standing on the other side, she thought, her husband taking the part of the hunky stranger, his seduction alone able to satisfy her.


“I've come for my cash”, the stud demanded in a tone that brooked no argument. Not wanting to meet the eyes of a man who was undoubtedly mentally undressing her, Melinda found herself looking down, unable to stop herself from observing the unmistakable arousal that clearly stretched his now soaking wet shorts. “Unless you want to pay me some other way?”, the window cleaner proposed more playfully, staring unashamedly at Melinda's chest as he spoke. “I can't!”, she pleaded weakly, feeling the horny hunk's gaze burning its way through her black satin dress. “My husband...”. Her voice, never having been more than a whisper, now disappeared entirely as she wondered how she could complete the sentence.


Before she had time to think, the window cleaner was cutting in. “Forget your husband! What he doesn't know won't hurt him!”, the topless man proposed with a confidence that spoke of having used a similar line countless times before, now stepping forward to lean his weight on the door frame. “Come on, I know what you want”, he drawled devilishly, evidently aware of how Melinda was mesmerised by his muscular arms as he lifted his feet over the threshold. “That's why you're dressed like that, isn't it? For the kind of good hard dicking that that husband of yours can't deliver? Well, I can, and I'll be discreet. Don't be a tease, baby, you've got me dying for relief. Show me what's under that skirt”.


The window cleaner clearly thought he'd struck gold as Melinda's hands dutifully dropped down to the hem of her dress, his eager eyes bulging as they followed her fingers down to her frilly petticoats. Biting her lip, she felt her arms shaking as she slowly lifted the lace and satin away, knowing that she would first be revealing the tops of her stockings to her unwanted suitor, then the suspender straps that supported them. She could see the effects of her exposed hosiery in the expression of the man eagerly awaiting more, the window cleaner leaning forward as he looked lasciviously at her lingerie - only to frown when the black and silver of her belt started to become apparent in place of panties.


The way in which his face suddenly changed gave Melinda the confidence to continue, swiftly lifting her skirts so as to put her chastity belt completely on display. The sight of the sturdy steel that so closely clutched her crotch was enough to make the man step back, his mouth falling open as he surveyed the metal. “Stone me!”, he declared in astonishment, crouching down to get a better look. Despite his curiosity, he was clearly deterred by the belt's twin locks - one securing the band that hugged Melinda's hips, the other the perforated grille that might as well have been glued to her groin considering how it shielded her sex, both protected by plating so as to thwart any attempts to attack them.


“I don't suppose you have the keys?”, the hunk asked hopefully, apparently knowing Melinda's answer even before she gave him a sheepish shake of her head. “Your husband? That's who you're dressed up for, isn't it?”. Now Melinda nodded, accompanying her silent gesture with a self-conscious grin. “Lucky man! Still, I suppose I can understand, what with the likes of me around. Gee! I can only hope this doesn't catch on!”, he laughed, apparently still struggling to come to terms with the idea of a woman he couldn't have his way with - especially one dressed as seductively as Melinda. “Lonely ladies are a perk of the job, if you get what I'm saying”, the window cleaner went on, clearly floundering as he continued to consider the chastity belt. “Look, I'm just going to leave you to it, okay? This week's windows are on the house!”. With that, he was beating a hasty retreat, heading through the back gate slopping water from his bucket.


♡ ♡ ♡

There had been no rest for Melinda even after the window cleaner had gone, with two more loads of wet clothes to be hung out along with her lingerie once she had finally worked her way through the rest of the pile of unwashed underwear. The memory of her earlier encounter lingered in her mind, summoning a frisson of fear each time she stepped outside in her frilly little outfit. Only the knowledge that her chastity belt would keep her safe helped to calm her nerves, with the thought of how its steel had repelled her would-be Casanova giving her a thrill as she pegged out her panties and bras. The impenetrable metal did more than fend off her fingers and toys - it made sure there was only one man for her, a man who commanded complete control over her body even at a distance.


While Melinda was waiting for everything to dry, she busied herself inside the house, flouncing about with a feather duster before tackling the vacuuming - a task that required her to push a heavy appliance back and forth in heels that were far from the only aspect of her outfit so ill-suited to such a chore. In doing so, she found herself going from one room to the next, demonstrating her devotion to her husband in dining room and lounge, hallway and landing, bedroom and bathroom before finally ending up in Duncan's study - the smallest of the house's upstairs rooms, long since having become an improvised office. Its desk bore the detritus of a busy businessman, with contracts and client details liberally scattered over its surface. To disturb any of them would be to court untold disaster, but that didn't mean that Melinda couldn't dust around them.


It was while she was doing so that she noted that one of the desk drawers had been left open, pulled out far enough to reveal a collection of pens inside. She was about to close it and continue her work with the feather duster when a glint of metal caused her to stop in her tracks. She hardly needed to take a second look to know what she had seen, but she found herself staring all the same - two keys, each mirroring the other that shared the same ring. Nor were they just any keys - if Melinda didn't know better, she would have sworn they were the ones for her chastity belt, with their distinctive square heads causing her heart to skip a beat as she considered the consequences of what she had found. Surely Duncan wouldn't have been so careless as to leave them lying around?


It took an age before Melinda was able to do more than stare at the slivers of shiny metal - slivers that spoke of salvation from at least a little of the frustration she had been forced to endure for what felt like forever. She might not be able to take off her uniform, let alone the corset underpinning it, but she would at least be able to satisfy the itch that had been begging to be scratched from the moment she'd left the breakfast table. It wouldn't take more than a minute to bring herself to climax, not when the infuriating metal was already keeping her so close to the edge, and then she could be back to work in the belt again, able to continue with her chores with a new spring in her step.


Part of her found herself wondering what Duncan would say should he discover she had disappointed him, her husband sure to look dimly upon how she'd defied his unspoken command to stay chaste in his absence, but another part of her was swift to shrug off such concerns. Why else would her husband leave the keys to her chastity belt out for her to find if not as a reward for her hard work? Had she sat around all day, perhaps lying listlessly in bed longing for him to be with her, she wouldn't have spotted such a subtle glint. It was only because she had been so diligent in doing the dusting that she had happened to look in the desk drawer, its contents easily overlooked had she only made a cursory effort at cleaning.


As though making up for her earlier hesitance, Melinda now sprang into action, unable to move swiftly enough to satisfy her now unbearable need to shed the cruel steel that shielded her sex. Her fingers were trembling to such an extent that she struggled to seize the keys, instead fumbling with the tiny ring on which they were threaded such that it fell down among the pens before she was finally able to get a firm hold on it. Nor did her difficulties stop there - simply inserting the key into the lock proved next to impossible when her petticoats kept getting in the way. Thanks to how the seemingly endless layers of frilly lace kept falling down despite her efforts to keep them up around her waist, Melinda couldn't see what she was doing, instead having to feel around blindly as she sought to get the key into the lock's little hole.


The awkward configuration of the chastity belt was compounded by how Melinda couldn't bend forward because of her corset, making unlocking it seem almost as impossible as penetrating its protective shield. Indeed, Melinda couldn't help but imagine intercourse as she tried to make the metal mate, picturing a penis pressing impotently against the steel that curved under her crotch. Even the stiffest of erections would soon slide off its unforgiving solid surface, just like the little key kept doing from the chunky brass. With the latter's hole facing away from her, Melinda couldn't even tell whether she had the key the right way round, leaving her wondering whether she would require her husband's help until at last she managed to make the sliver of metal slot inside.


Now it would take only a gentle twist to open the lock, with Melinda conscious of being only seconds away from being able to finger her aching flesh. Hesitating on the threshold of temptation, she found herself wondering whether this was really what her husband wanted, now having doubts about selfishly satisfying herself while Duncan was still at work. Masturbating in her maid's outfit somehow seemed wrong without her man there to supervise, with the thought of what would have happened had she found the key earlier nagging at the back of her mind as she summoned the courage to continue. Would the window cleaner have had his wicked way with her if her belt had been as easily to remove as a mere pair of panties? Would she even have been able to clean the house had the belt not driven her to do so, its maddening metal giving her much needed motivation?


All of a sudden, Melinda wished it wasn't her choice to make. If only Duncan would burst through the door and catch her in the act, striding angrily across the room to take away the keys before she could get into trouble! Made even feebler by the frustrating uniform her husband had made her wear, she would be no match for his superior strength, having to cede control of far more than what she was holding as Duncan stressed her submission to him in no uncertain terms. Soon the confounded keys would be safe in his pocket, saving her from having to stop herself succumbing to a burning need that was unrelenting as the belt itself.


Even the thought of her husband scolding her for her shortcomings served to add to her arousal, with Melinda's daydreams of how Duncan would dominate her seeing her defences crumble still further. Was there anything really so wrong about masturbating to the mental image of her man rather than his physical presence? She would remain in thrall to him all the same, still dressed as his maid as she flicked her unrestrained fingers frantically over her clit. All that stood between her and such sinless satisfaction was a slight movement of her wrist - a movement that she had watched Duncan make a countless times as he set about freeing her from her frustrating confinement. Now he was allowing her to do the same, the steel requiring only a slight turn of the key in order to come apart.


Taking as deep a breath as her corset permitted, Melinda began to make the fateful gesture - only to find the key wouldn't turn! Was unlocking the belt more difficult that her husband made it look? Duncan oiled the crucial mechanism so often that she found it impossible to imagine it might be stiff, yet there was no denying how the lock that secured her belt's band now defied her. Even after putting all her strength into turning the key, all she managed to achieve was to make her fingers sore, seeing her having to withdraw her slightly reddened flesh and rub it as she wondered where she was going wrong. There was no doubt that the key was at home in the lock - after all, it had slid in with an ease that the likes of a hairpin would not - yet it was clearly incapable of opening things. Was it the one intended for the belt's front shield instead?


With her need for release becoming even more desperate for her how her hopes had been dashed, Melinda once again stuck her hand down between her legs, her fingers following the lines of frustrating steel until they found the second lock. This one served to hold the perforated grille in place, behind whose pattern of holes lay a wider opening that would allow access to the inflamed lips of her sex - a poor second when compared to removing the belt completely, but Melinda was in no position to be choosy. Instead, she was already struggling to slip the key in again, this time finding the formidable task made even more infuriating by the proximity of her pussy. She could feel her fumbling through the thick metal, her movements dulled so much by steel as to offer nothing in the way of much needed satisfaction to the flesh beneath, yet still causing her to drip with denied desire as she imagined what she would soon be able to do.


Frigging herself through the slender slot wouldn't be anywhere near as easy as doing so unimpeded, but it would be enough to tide her over until her husband returned. At least, it would be, if only the lock would budge - something it showed no sign of doing, even when Melinda at last managed to insert the key. No, it wouldn't turn any more than the first, even though she was applying enough pressure to leave her worried about it breaking off in the lock. Nor was the other key any better when she finally slotted it in place - neither in the lock over her groin, nor the one beneath her navel. In fact, both keys were a dead loss - something that saw Melinda throw them to the floor in a pique of despair before collapsing on the carpet and hitting it with her hands in anguish.


♡ ♡ ♡

Melinda had eventually returned the keys to the drawer, having no choice but to reluctantly resume her cleaning once she'd discovered they were useless. Having to resign herself to remaining in the clutches of her chastity belt at least until her husband came home, she did her best to dust the study, struggling through tears of frustration as she worked around the piles of paperwork. It was not just how the still clamouring demands of her body had been so cruelly thwarted that upset her, but the knowledge of how she'd succumbed to temptation simply by trying the keys - proof, if ever any were needed, that she did indeed need to be belted for her own good. Thank goodness that Duncan knew better, she thought as she set to work with the vacuum cleaner, her husband having kept the real keys to her sex safely secreted out of harm's way.


By the time the afternoon started to turn into evening, Melinda had not only left a bottle of wine chilling in the fridge for when Duncan returned, but had set about making preliminary preparations for dinner - chopping vegetables and marinading meat in order to keep herself occupied. She couldn't start cooking properly until the man of the house had walked through the door, but anything was better than anxiously pacing the hall in anticipation of his car pulling up on the drive - not least because doing so in a chastity belt, corset and heels was far from comfortable. At least busying herself in the kitchen meant she didn't find herself constantly watching the clock - only glancing at it every other minute in the hope that her husband wasn't going to be late.


As such, the sound of keys being turned in the lock came as something of a surprise to her, with Duncan already having made it into the house by the time Melinda had managed to scurry out of the kitchen to greet him. Her earlier plan to have a glass of wine ready to hand to her master was now forgotten in favour of presenting herself instead, striking a submissive pose in her maid's uniform in the hope that he might be minded to rip it from her body. Instead, Duncan decided to take advantage of her outfit in a slightly more subtle way, no sooner having stepped within reach than he was seizing his wife by her corseted waist and pulling her physically towards him. Tottering on her stiletto heels, it was all Melinda could do not to stumble as she willingly succumbed to his strength, feeling the familiar thrill that came from being under her husband's complete control.


“How's my maid? Been a good girl?”, Duncan enquired, now sliding his hands down the black satin of Melinda's dress so as to bring them to rest on the band of her belt. A sheepish nod was all that she could offer by way of an answer, but her husband seemed to see straight through it, his stare alone enough to hold her helpless as he continued his apparently casual questioning. “You haven't been up to any mischief, I trust?”. That was enough to make Melinda anxiously bite her lip, with unwanted memories of the window cleaner and the keys she had found in Duncan's desk drawer now springing to mind despite her best efforts to suppress them. Did her guilt show on her face? Her husband's stern silence left her in no doubt that it did, seeing the sordid details come spilling out of her mouth.


Melinda's embarrassed account of her encounter with the window cleaner earned her only a snort of amusement from a man who clearly wasn't worried about having competition, but her story of what she had done in the study was received more seriously. “Show me which keys you mean”, Duncan insisted, making it clear he expected movement from his wife by releasing his hold on her hips. Once again, Melinda found herself heading up the stairs ahead of her husband, this time hampered by her heels as she scurried towards the study. Soon she was crouching down in front of the desk, dropping to her knees as she opened the drawer to show Duncan what she had spoken of. Her face flushed with shame as she awaited a reaction from the man standing over her, knowing that she had disappointed him.


“You thought those were the keys to your belt?”, Duncan asked incredulously, not waiting for an answer before continuing. “They're for the filing cabinet, you foolish girl!”, he laughed, but his levity was short-lived, with Melinda soon finding herself on the receiving end of a severe scolding. “You're lucky they didn't get stuck!”, her husband declared sternly, now silently gesturing that Melinda should stand. Another instruction from his hand saw her dutifully bend herself over the desk, spreading her upper body over its surface as Duncan continued to rebuke her. “Are you trying to collect tradesmen or something?”, he asked angrily. “If you want to show off your belt to all and sundry, be my guest, but I don't want to have to call someone out because you've jammed the lock”.


Any apology that Melinda might have offered was cut short by how her husband now brought his hand to bear on her behind, his palm slapping against her posterior in a manner that caused her to squeal with pain. Soon a second blow was landing on the other side, setting up a pattern that swiftly alternated back and forth. Even as she struggled to withstand the stinging spanks, however, Melinda was aware of another equally unbearable sensation - a tingling in her crotch that spoke of sexual hunger beneath the steel that held it back. The way in which Duncan was dominating her only drove her to still greater desire, with every gasp that was cut short by her corset adding to her arousal as her husband admonished her. “Never ever do that again”, Duncan said crossly, keeping up the discipline he was delivering as he spoke. “If you don't want to wear your belt, you ask me, but you don't try to take it off yourself. Do I make myself clear?”.


“Yes, Sir”, Melinda whimpered, dimly aware that her husband had stopped spanking her while he awaited an answer. “Good girl”, he now told her in a much softer tone, bending his body over hers so as to be able to plant an affectionate kiss on the back of her head. That doing so pinned Melinda even more powerlessly to his desk was a fact not lost on her, seeing her let out a soft moan even before he was dangling a couple of small, shiny objects in front of her face. “You didn't think I'd leave these lying around, did you?”, he asked. “The keys to such a priceless treasure just carelessly tossed into a drawer with some pens? Come on, Maid, they mean much more to me than that! They've been burning a hole in my pocket all day, just waiting to be slipped into your lock. Like this”.


Considering the difficulty that Melinda had had doing so, Duncan accomplished the act of inserting one of the keys into her chastity belt with consummate ease, barely having slipped his hand down between her legs before he was bringing it back up again. Still sprawled over the desk, Melinda could only lie there and look at the lock that now accompanied her amidst her husband's paperwork, the little lump of brass soon joined by a more substantial steel structure once Duncan had split apart her belt. Even from such an awkward angle, Melinda could see how the latter was slick with her excitement, still more of the same now oozing from her sex as she waited with bated breath for Duncan to take her.


“Mind you, I do keep some odd things in my drawers”, her husband declared, ignoring how her pussy was pleading to be penetrated. Instead, he began to rummage through his desk, tormenting Melinda with sound of pens being scattered before he finally found what he was looking for. “Condoms for instance. Did you happen to notice these when you were taking care of things in here?”, he asked, adding enough emphasis to his words as to leave Melinda in no doubt as to his meaning. “And look! Some lube! That gives me quite a choice, doesn't it?”, he laughed. “Do you want to feel your master's cock between your cheeks, Maid?”.


Even though her husband was suggesting he scorn her sodden sex, the thought of having to surrender still more of her body to the man who had made her spend the day as his maid was enough to send a shudder of excitement shooting through Melinda, with Duncan's indecent question summoning a breathless “Yes!” from her as he proceeded to avail himself of the contents of his desk drawer. His fingers brought about another foreshock as they wormed their way into her most private of places, pushing copious amount of cold, wet lube in preparation for a still greater invasion. Such tremors paled in comparison, however, to the spasms that were to come, with the way that Duncan began to slam his groin against buttocks that were still sore from being spanked soon enough to send Melinda over the edge.


Gasping for breath that her corset continued to deny her, she writhed on top of her husband's desk, flailing her arms about over the paperwork that Duncan's relentlessly thrusting hips kept pushing her into. Her sopping wet pussy might have been a world of wood away, but her overwhelming sense of submission as he husband kept her impaled upon his stiff pole was enough to ensure Melinda orgasm after orgasm. Already being seen at a strange angle, the study started to swim around her, with only Duncan's absolute control over her remaining constant as he continued to hammer his cock home. With her stiletto heels floundering on the floor thanks to her legs having betrayed her and the tightness around her torso all the greater for how her husband's hands gripped her corseted waist, one thing was sure - Melinda would be back in her belt before being allowed to stand up, being sent off to prepare dinner having received a good hard dicking.



Beneath Her Gown

Lisa Ledbetter, a busty blonde of twenty two years of age, was on her way to her job as assistant deputy fashion editor for a minor magazine - or at least, she would have been, were she not presently stuck in traffic. Nor were the queuing cars the only thing that Lisa found herself stuck in as she waited for those in front of her to start moving again. At the rate they were inching forward, it would take forever before she was finally able to take the next junction, but as she shuffled awkwardly in her seat, the recent college graduate found herself more concerned about matters much closer - matters which, like the endless line of stationary vehicles ahead, were completely out of her control.


Had she already made it in to the office, Lisa would have disappeared to the toilet in order to deal with the discomfort of her corset, with the crushing constriction it imposed beneath her blouse now clamouring for her attention. It wasn't as if there was anything she would have been able to do to make wearing the stiffly boned garment easier, short of undoing its impossibly knotted laces, but simply being able to fuss with the unforgiving firmness would have offered her a momentary modicum of relief - albeit more psychological than physical.


Even in her present predicament, Lisa yearned to squeeze her fingers between the corset's breathtaking blackness and her breasts. She knew that she would be unable to work her nails anywhere near her nipples, but still she needed to try, longing to defy the garment's devilish demands on her body. If she were on the open road, cruising down the carriageway rather than trapped in traffic, she might have absent-mindedly slipped a hand inside her blouse to fidget with her cruelly confined flesh, but that was hardly an option under the circumstances.


Doing so would be almost as dangerous as getting distracted at the office, fussing with her corset hardly an option when she was unable to hide. Already the balding man in the van alongside her was giving her more than a comfortable amount of attention, with the thought of how he might react were she to make such a suggestive gesture not one that Lisa cared to consider as she tried to ignore his salacious stare. Furtive glances in his direction had left her with an impression of a man who looked very like Mr Marshall, not that the office nuisance would be seen dead driving a builder's van, with the resemblance hardly helping her stay calm as she reflected upon a colleague whom she couldn't stand.


The latter had caught her out more than once, with his lewd comments about whether there was something that Lisa wanted to get off her chest accompanied by a schoolboy smirk that had left her seething at her desk. The mere memory of the odious man was enough to make part of her want to get out of her car, strip off her blouse and sort herself out in the middle of the highway. After all, it wasn't as if she had anything to be ashamed about - her corset covered more of her torso than some of her contemporaries' clothing, encasing her body so closely in its clutches as to leave no chance of anything escaping.


Smiling faintly as she fantasised about being encouraged in her endeavour by the honking of horns, Lisa resigned herself to having to remain in her car for the foreseeable future, even though shifting in her seat had reminded her of another awkward aspect of her situation. With no possible pretext on which she could stand up, let alone walk about, she was forced to rest her full weight on her rump, leaving her acutely aware of the steel that sat between her bottom and the seat.


After following the course of her crack, the sturdy wire that bisected her buttocks became an even more substantial strip beneath her crotch, curving up so closely as to be practically welded to her womanhood. Held in place by a hip-hugging belt, the metal couldn't be shifted even slightly, seeing Lisa having to push her body up with her hands in order to earn even passing relief from the pressure it imposed on her private parts.


Of course, that wasn't compatible with driving at speed, seeing Lisa having looked forward to finishing her morning commute even before she had got bogged down in traffic. At least the snarl-up had a silver lining, she now thought, shamelessly wriggling her hips before remembering that the Mr Marshall lookalike would be watching. He would have no inkling of what was hidden under her skirt, probably picturing easily pulled down panties lurking beneath the latter's loose folds of fabric. As it was, only one man could remove Lisa's underwear, and only then if he chose to use the key that kept her sex at his command - a key that would even now be travelling with John as he went his own way to work.


Lisa could only hope that her fiancé was making better speed than her as she looked down at her skirt, struggling to make out any sign of the impenetrable steel beneath. The striking black and white tartan disguised the various bumps of the belt surprising well, even if it did leave her looking a little like a schoolgirl, with the suggestion of submissive innocence not helped by how she'd accompanied it with a simple white blouse and nondescript nylons. Her corset was no more than an exaggerated curve in the cotton of the former, whereas the secret of the latter would only become apparent should she lift up her skirt - the almost opaque black hosiery actually hold-up stockings whose tops stopped safely short of the metal that would have mangled pantyhose immediately.


For a moment, Lisa found herself tempted to do just that, toying with taking the hem of the tartan in her hands and tugging it up just to torment the man she knew was still staring. Would he immediately recognise her chastity belt for what it was, or would the sight of the shiny stainless steel that gripped her groin leave him wondering for a few seconds before its meaning finally sank in? Either way, its lines of black and silver spoke of her betrothal just as much as the subtler ring of metal she wore around her finger, making it clear that she was off-limits to all but her intended. The sturdy steel left no room for compromise, however much the likes of Mr Marshall might want otherwise.


As she considered lifting her skirt to show off her submission to her fiancé, Lisa found that one of her hands had subconsciously dropped to her crotch, her fingers casually caressing the silicone-lined steel through the tartan fabric. Despite the thickness of the material, she could still make out the essential features of the belt - in the centre, the perforated grille that ran under her groin, held in place by a prominent padlock whose shackle was protected by strategically placed steel. To the sides, the bumpers of rubbery black that stopped the merciless metal from biting into her skin, ridges that accompanied the rigid steel all the way up to the locking block - a convergence of metal in which was ensconced another lock, even more inaccessible than the first. All were features that Lisa was so familiar with that they might have been part of her body, yet they never lost their fascination for the woman whose sex they guarded.


As though reminding herself of the extent of her submission, Lisa's other hand had come up to her neck, idly toying with the ribbon that was to be found there. In the absence of any imminent need to attend to the steering wheel, her fingers were free to explore the silky strip that ran around her throat, exploiting the slight amount of slack in order to slip underneath it. In comparison to her chastity belt and corset, the presence of the slender choker was all but imperceptible, but it was no less meaningful to Lisa as a result. Indeed, it served to bridge the distance between her and John just as much as the more imposing aspects of her attire, thanks to the way her fiancé had personally fastened it around her neck.


The man in the van wouldn't be aware of the little lock that nestled in the nape of her neck, with its symbolic silver heart hidden beneath Lisa's golden curls, but she could certainly feel it pressing against her skin as she pulled on the band of black satin it secured. To think that she belonged to John to such a degree as to have been collared by him, openly displaying her submission to anyone who understood the ribbon's meaning! In contrast to the high security contrivances of her chastity belt, or even the firmly knotted cords of her corset, escaping such a choker would be a cinch, but Lisa would no more want to do so than she would throw away her engagement ring, being proud of what it meant.


The thought of how casually she could toy with her collar in comparison to her chastity belt and corset gave Lisa the courage to glance across to the outside lane, discovering in doing so than the spitting image of the sleaze from work was still staring at her. He probably hadn't even noticed what she was doing with that hand, too caught up in how she seemed to be fingering herself with the other, or else absorbed by her pressed up breasts. She would need to shed her unremarkable outerwear before he would finally see, stepping out of the uniform of an office worker to reveal the underpinnings of a truly committed woman - corset, chastity belt and collar coming together to show how she had forsaken all others in favour of her fiancé.


As the car in front of her moved forward a short distance before just as quickly coming to a stop again, Lisa realised that John didn't need to rely on the various locks and knots to maintain his dominance over her. At that moment, she would have been no more able to take off a regular pair of panties and bra than she could her corset and chastity belt, with the public setting of her predicament serving to keep her in their confinement just as much as the contraptions themselves. Such mundane underwear wouldn't have reminded her of her man anywhere near as much, however, with the thought of how deeply he held her in his thrall sending a thrill through her body despite the discomfort as she inched her car forward another step in the interminable journey to work.


♡ ♡ ♡

“Got your gowns ready, girls?”. The unwelcome voice of Mr Marshall broke into the conversation Lisa was having with her colleague Heather as they waited for the printer to finish churning out someone else's spreadsheet. The sudden intrusion saw the two women turn to find the balding man had crept up behind them, now standing so uncomfortably close as to cause them to simultaneously take a step backwards. Such discouraging body language didn't serve to deter the disagreeable addition to their group, however, with Mr Marshall instead going on as though the two women were delighted to see him.


“I can't wait to see you girls dolled up”, he declared, licking his lips lasciviously. “Going to put on a good show for us guys?”. The older man was referring to the charity event that the magazine would be involved in that evening, albeit in rather different terms to how their manager had described the fundraising ball. An opportunity to network with industry names, mingling with minor celebrities over a glass, if not several, of champagne while dressed to impress. It was something that both women had been looking forward to for some time, although not for the reason that Mr Marshall was proposing.


“You're hardly in the same league”, Heather declared dismissively, continuing before her spluttering co-worker had chance to cut in more coherently. “Have you heard who's going to be there? Only all the men from Style File magazine! That means Jason, and Scott, and Dan, and best of all, Brad!”, she exclaimed, breathlessly reeling off a list of names in a manner that Lisa found all too familiar. The latter didn't need to look at her colleague's face to know the faraway expression that would be found there, with Heather having expressed her hopes of going home with at least one of the hot male models on more occasions than she cared to remember. Indeed, Heather's fantasises had gone further when she wasn't having to fend off the attentions of a far less desirable man, seeing Lisa giving her the same scornful look as Heather was giving Mr Marshall now.


Despite having more realistic expectations of the evening, the charity ball was nevertheless something that Lisa wouldn't miss for the world. Quite apart from the celebrities she might meet, the chance to flaunt her figure in something suitably tight-laced was enough to give her a thrill, with the fundraising event one of the few occasions where she could flaunt her corset without raising eyebrows in the wrong kind of way. Forget the everyday blackness that embraced her beneath her blouse, there was a gorgeous gown waiting for her at home - one that would make Mr Marshall's eyes pop out were she to even begin to describe it. All she need do was to make it through the day in the clutches of a more mundane garment, seeing Lisa force a smile as she sought to disengage.


♡ ♡ ♡

Lisa had shed her office attire by the time she found herself standing in the bathroom, looking down her body at the uneasy truce between her chastity belt and her corset. That the former served to secure the latter in place was a fact that she couldn't forget even when she was fully clothed, but now that she was naked save for such symbols of her submission, she was in no doubt as to how the punishing pair conspired to stress their control. Sitting high on her hips, the band of the belt made no allowance for the bulky garment beneath, instead adding to the squeeze of the stiffly boned blackness even as the corset kept the chastity belt from shifting on her body. Together, they imposed an inescapable grip that held every aspect of her womanhood, confining both her breasts and her crotch for the man whose attention she was now awaiting.


“Been a good girl at work?”, John asked as he entered the room - a superfluous question, considering the circumstances. A silly, sheepish nod of her head was the only answer that Lisa could offer as she felt her fiancé's gaze flit over her imprisoned figure, the movement of her scalp seeing the hands that she had pressed to it follow thanks to her submissive pose. How ironic that her armpits should be the most vulnerable part of her body when she was standing in nothing more than her underwear, Lisa thought, conscious of how exposed they were in comparison to more erogenous areas as she showed her surrender. Her thighs, now devoid of nylon, were similarly naked, with the feel of cold tiles beneath her feet adding to the contradictory sensation. Half of her skin was on show, yet half, the half that mattered, was hidden beneath an impenetrable covering.


“That's what I like to hear!”, John laughed, swiftly approaching until he was standing so close that Lisa could feel his breath on her face as he began to idly finger her collar. Were it not for her corset, her own breathing would surely have deepened at such a casual display of dominance - as it was, she found herself forced to take a series of shallow gasps as John pulled her still closer by means of the ribbon. Soon there was no air to be found, only the lips and tongue that he was passionately pressing against hers, seeing the bathroom start to swim around Lisa as the man who had held her helplessly in his power while they were apart now demonstrated his mastery in person.


“Let's get you ready for your little soirée, shall we?”, John suggested when he finally relented, keeping Lisa fixed in his gaze as he began to rotate the band of black satin around her neck. With her fiancé's face only inches from her own, Lisa felt herself flushing a furious red, all too aware of just how aroused she was as John fussed with her collar. It wasn't long before its lock had come around to rest on her throat, in so far as Lisa could tell what her fiancé was doing with his fingers, but the little silver heart had to contend for her consciousness with the more substantial metal that covered her crotch - metal whose inside was becoming increasingly moist as she stood as still as she could, Lisa keeping her hands on her head as she watched John picking out a diminutive key from among the collection of others he always carried with him.


The slightest of clicks from beneath her chin let Lisa know that her fiancé had unlocked her collar, with John now going on to remove the black satin from around her neck. As he did so, he reached a hand back behind her head, tenderly lifting her blonde locks out of the way before returning them to rest upon her back with equally consummate care. “Is this going to go with your dress?”, John enquired as he deposited the slender strip of fabric on the side of the bath, the unremarkable ribbon seeming to Lisa to have lost its magic now that it had been removed. “It could, but I've sewn one specially”, she stammered, her memory taking her back to the draper's shop and the girl who had gone to some lengths to match the emerald of the gown that she would be wearing.


Despite the shop assistant's helpfulness, it had been hard for Lisa to convey the importance of her choker, but her fiancé understood her efforts to source the correct colour full well - even though the subtle nuances of shades seemed to be lost on him. “So you can now add green to your collection?”, he grinned, his voice accompanied by the jangling of keys as he sought to address another lock. “I shall look forward to collaring you in another colour once you're all nice and clean”, he declared softly, but his tone sharpened as he barked an instruction. “Hands on your head!”. Had Lisa's fingers really slipped from her scalp, or was her fiancé merely playing his part in their daily ritual? Either way, his stern command now saw her pressing them still more firmly against her hair, knowing that her hands must henceforth remain helpless among her curls.


Only once John was satisfied with Lisa's submission did he crouch down in front of her crotch, adopting a no less dominant pose as he prepared to unlock her chastity belt. A father might do similar in order to attend to the needs of his child, albeit in a far less intimate manner, briefly bringing himself down to her level whilst retaining the ability to return to his full height at any moment. Lisa knew that the slightest of movements might be enough to see her fiancé stop to stand and scold her, but the knowledge didn't stop her shivering with anticipation. Looking down at the fully clothed man who was now bringing his key to meet the metal that had hugged her hips from the moment he had locked her in it that morning, she was barely conscious of how her thighs trembled, too caught up in the thought that the belt was about to come off.


The final few seconds of captivity seemed to take forever as John took his time inserting the key, turning it with what felt like infinite slowness before his efforts at last elicited another click. Even once the lock had been opened, Lisa could only stand there and continue to keep her hands on her head, having little choice but to wait while her fiancé returned the all important key to his pocket. To attempt to remove the belt by herself would at best see her hand slapped away, and at worst result in her being locked back in it while John went to find suitable restraints with which to bolster her willpower. No, as tempting as it might be to do more than merely look at the tantalising metal, Lisa knew that the lock, like the steel it had sealed, was now the preserve of her man - off-limits to her until John had safely secured her sex in it once more.


Besides, taking off the belt herself would see her forfeit the pleasure of feeling her fiancé's hands attending to its metal, John now sending a wave of excitement shuddering through her body as he pressed the central part of the contraption against her corset. From there, he went on to remove the padlock from where it had been previously fastened, using his fingers to hold the belt together in its place. That was something that excited Lisa still further as her fiancé caused its components to come apart in a controlled fashion, John deftly catching the chunky metal cover plate in his palm before starting to separate the strips of steel beneath. Each signalled its surrender to his strength with a loud clunk, a sound that seemed to reverberate around the otherwise silent room.


With the bands of black and silver opening like the jaws of a monstrous mouth, Lisa could see the side of the steel that had for so long been pressed against her pussy, its protective silicone slick with sexual excitement. For a moment, the watery fluid stretched out in ever thinner strands as though seeking to keep the steel stuck to Lisa's sex, but these swiftly snapped, seeing her looking down past the severe curve of her corset at a crotch that no longer gleamed with metal but rather was glistening flesh, wet with want for the man who was already easing the belt off her hips. “I thought you said you'd been good?”, John asked sternly, his scolding tone serving to arouse Lisa still further as he stepped in to extract the cumbersome contraption from between her thighs.


“I have!”, Lisa protested weakly, barely able to keep her legs from shivering with lust as her fiancé's arm brushed against them. “It doesn't look like it!”, John declared, bringing the chastity belt with him as he got to his feet. Soon he was brandishing its black silicone in Lisa's face, stressing the extent to which wearing it had turned her on even as he chided her for such arousal. “In fact, it looks like I'm going to have to give both you and your belt a good scrubbing, you dirty girl!”, he asserted with the air of one delivering a double entendre, sending another shudder through Lisa's body as she imagined him setting to work with a soapy flannel, her belt forsaken in favour of her body.


She watched with bated breath as John put the sturdy steel down in the washbasin, her fiancé going on to deposit the lock and plate between the taps. Would he make her watch while he filled the bowl with water, having her stand there in her corset as he cleaned the contraption's various components? Even in such a mundane activity, he would be frustrating her further, perhaps scolding her for the mess she had made on the silicone lining as he sought to return it to pristine condition. “Really I should make you do this, since you're the one who's gone and got it dirty”, Lisa could imagine John saying, his reprimand sure to ratchet up her arousal as she watched him wash the wicked metal.


On this occasion, however, her fiancé seemed uninterested in the steel, instead turning back to Lisa once the black and silver of her belt was safely sitting in the basin. “I suppose you want me to unlace that corset too”, John suggested with theatrical huffiness, sending Lisa a clear signal that she should turn around to allow him to do just that. In doing so, she found herself feeling even more vulnerable, putting herself entirely at the mercy of her fiancé as she awaited his hands. Would he take advantage of the situation by reaching around to grope her, his fingers making her squirm as they probed previously impossible places? Or else would he make her squeal by suddenly seizing her cheeks before squeezing them as though assessing the ripeness of fruit? Without her belt, her body was his for the taking - if only John would deign to do so!


Instead, he asserted his authority in a different manner, taking hold of the tight knot of cords that kept Lisa's corset closed and giving it a tug strong enough to see her stumble backwards. Denied her instinctive gasp for breath by the blackness that John alone had the power to undo, Lisa felt all the more helpless for knowing that she had to keep her hands on her head no matter how her man might choose to amuse himself. Indeed, the fires in her crotch burned even fiercer for how her fiancé continued to castigate her. “The things I do for you, Lisa Ledbetter!”, John declared scornfully, his disapproving demeanour proving just as much of a turn on for her as his physical domination.


Trembling with desire, Lisa couldn't help but imagine what her fiancé's hands were doing, her mind transforming the slightest of touches into pictures of him picking at the confusion of cords that kept her captive. Even though he had the advantage of being able to see what he was doing, it would take John some time to undo a knot that her body had pulled tight in its desperate need to breathe, one that been tied not once, nor twice but thrice to ensure that her corset couldn't be loosened during the course of the day. A cursory exploration behind her back as she'd put on her blouse that morning had been enough to convince Lisa that the suffocating blackness was as inescapable as her belt, with the length of time it was now taking her fiancé to unlace her acting as an additional reminder of her impotence in the face of the imposing garment.


At last, however, Lisa could feel the punishing pressure start to ease - barely perceptibly at first, but soon more and more as the natural movement of her chest aided John's efforts to unlace her. Where his fingers had once been making only the subtlest of movements, now they were acting more forcefully, pulling the cords through their grommets as he sought to introduce enough slack to allow her to shed the stiffly boned garment. Even that was his prerogative, with the corset remaining wrapped around Lisa's waist for a while after she was able savour a deep breath. It required John to reach around and begin to unfasten the busk before she was able to catch sight of the flesh beneath - flesh that was marked with unmistakable curves it had been forced to conform to.


Now she was truly naked, and never more vulnerable. Not only was her pussy available for her fiancé's pleasure, but her breasts as well, with the nipples that had been smothered beneath the black brocade while she'd slaved away in the office now free to become stiff bullets that begged to be fondled. To be tweaked and pinched while her other hand plunged between her legs and rubbed her already liberally lubricated sex, it surely taking no more than a few moments to drive herself over the edge into orgasm - if only John wasn't going to deprive her of such disobedient delights! Barely a couple of feet away as he folded up her corset, her fiancé would be sure intervene before she had done more than brush her burning body, seizing her hands and pulling them safely behind her back as he scolded her. Didn't she know that such pleasure was only his to give? That was why she was kept locked and laced, wasn't it?


The ever-present frustration that Lisa had felt in her chastity belt and corset paled in comparison to the predicament she found herself in now, being forced to rely on mere willpower as she waited for what John would do next. Clamping her hands on her scalp out of fear of what would happen were they to leave her hair, she struggled to find the strength that she had previously been able to rely on steel to provide. The deep breaths she now found herself taking as she sought to fortify herself were as alien as the freedom she was having to fight not to take advantage of, with Lisa closing her eyes so as not to add to the overwhelming temptation. Perhaps if she tried hard enough, she could picture her chastity belt not in the basin but locked around her crotch again, her corset embracing her chest rather than merely sitting alongside her collar on the side of the bath as no more than an innocuous bundle of folded up fabric.


“Let's have you in the tub”, John directed, apparently reading Lisa's mind as he added, “And don't even think about touching yourself, unless you want a cold shower”. He was teasing her, of course, but that didn't stop his playful threat from having the desired effect, seeing Lisa shiver as she dutifully stepped into the bath. She had to open her eyes to obey, turning around in the tub to see her fiancé rolling up his sleeves. In doing so, John exposed the muscles that had made light work of lacing up her corset that morning, muscles that could even now compel her to comply with his command should he so choose. With one hand, he could hold her completely helpless while the other made her squirm by groping her groin, or else made her writhe in a far less pleasurable way by directing a jet of freezing water over her as he scolded her for being bad.


Instead, John showed that his strength had a softer side, easily reaching up to detach the showerhead from its holder before bending down to attend to the bath's taps. Soon a torrent of water was spraying into the tub at Lisa's feet, with the steam that billowed up from it putting her fears to rest as her fiancé adjusted to the temperature. It took some time before John was satisfied, his fingers causing the shower to spray chaotically as he periodically tested the water before finally standing again. He kept the jet directed down as he did so, but soon he was bringing it towards Lisa, first tickling her feet with the rushing flow, then gradually turning it upwards, approaching her thighs with maddening slowness before suddenly returning to her feet. “Who's a dirty girl?”, he asked with a wicked grin, already starting the process of tormenting Lisa again.


Her sex hadn't seen a drop of the tantalising water, but what her fiancé was doing with the shower was still enough to elicit a moan from her as she awaited the touch of torrent where it really mattered. Now John was bringing the shower a little higher, flicking it up just high enough to catch Lisa's crotch with a few outlying drops before heading back down once more. His smile left her in no doubt as to how he delighted in the desperate entreaties of her eyes, drinking in her silent pleading as he continued to pay an undue amount of attention to her lower legs. She hadn't been kneeling - at least, not yet - but John seemed determined to ensure they were clean, apparently oblivious to the obvious as he waved the stream of water back and forth. “Is that warm enough? Not too hot?”.


Faced with such contradictory questions, Lisa could only give a slight shake of her head, all the while following her fiancé's movements - or rather, that of the shower he was wielding. If only he would bring the water high enough to quench the fire in her crotch! She was sure that she would be able to come from the mere spray that was making her thighs wet if John would just stop teasing her and direct the devilish droplets a little further up her legs - if not turn the full force of the shower on her sex properly, pummelling her pussy with the powerful flow. Couldn't he see that she needed to be washed there? He'd chided her for making a mess in her chastity belt, but now he didn't seem to care about her womanhood, despite its surrounding hair being sodden from the start.


Biting her lip as she looked down past her breasts, Lisa was ill-prepared for another flick of her fiancé's wrist - this one causing the water to come up well past her waist, albeit only for a moment. Now the lines that her corset had left on her body served as channels, helping guide the resulting globules down towards her groin. Soon the individual drops lost their identity, merging among the other moistness to become trickles that tormented her thighs even as John flicked the shower up again - still higher this time. It wasn't long before Lisa's breasts were dripping wet, but she didn't have long to reflect on the little waterfalls running off her nipples before the shower was shooting up like a fountain again, spraying her in the face for a few seconds before finally falling away.


Wet from head to toe, Lisa might have given her fiancé as stern as look as she could summon under the circumstances, were it not for how John had brought the shower to bear on her breasts, coming in closer so as to cause the water to shoot directly at her cleavage. Again, the peripheral spray tormented her, tickling her nipples almost imperceptibly on either side while the rest of the water ran swiftly down past her navel, slowing only slightly in the forest of sodden hair that surrounded her sex before travelling on down her thighs. Was this how he was going to wash her? She needed something stronger than such a maddeningly soft caress if she was to come, her hands wavering on her head as she fought the impulse to finish the frustration by playing a more active part.


Even before her fiancé began to flick the shower from side to side, Lisa found herself struggling to hold back agonised groans, with the way John was turning the torrent on each of her breasts in turn hardly helping her stay silent. No sooner had the rushing water tickled one nipple, however, than it was heading away again, crossing back and forth across the cleavage between them with such speed that she found it impossible to find any satisfaction.


The infuriating itch was enough to make Lisa wiggle her upper body in a desperate attempt to follow the flow, but her efforts to keep the water in one place only encouraged her fiancé to move the shower from side to side still faster. Only when she had finally fallen still did John resume a slower pattern, gradually increasing the length of time he lingered on each breast until he was keeping the torrent trained on a nipple for long enough to make Lisa gasp before moving on again - not with frustration, but now with delight.


While John kept the shower suitably positioned, a thousand tiny fingers seemed to fondle Lisa's sensitive flesh, with the warm water working a wicked magic on whichever breast he chose to lavish with its flow. Although his own hands hadn't touched her since he'd taken off her corset, he nevertheless held her in his thrall as completely as if he had his arms wrapped around her, managing to drive Lisa to distraction despite doing nothing more than idly directing the shower. John still hadn't paid her sex more than passing attention, but what he was doing to her breasts was enough to send her wild as he targeted the tips of her nipples with the powerful torrent, approaching each from an oblique angle before confronting them face on - something that only saw her want more.


“Keep those hands where I can see them”, John instructed sternly, backing up his command by abruptly aiming the water under one of Lisa's folded back arms. The sudden tickling sensation put pay to her plan to surreptitiously slip a hand down to her pussy while her fiancé was focused on her breasts, instead causing her to writhe as the warm water punished her exposed pit in the most playful of ways. No matter how much she twisted and turned in the tub, there seemed to be no escaping the infernal flow without disobeying John's demand, yet the latter was an option she dared not consider while his other hand remained so close to the taps, a single twist all it would take to summon a torturous cold.


Even without being subject to a shivering shower, Lisa was gasping for breath by the time her fiancé finally relented, finding herself only too glad to feel the rushing water heading towards her midriff. The side of her body wasn't his final destination, however, with John slowly but surely directing the jet down and around her ribs, heading under her breasts before coming to a halt over her navel. Now there was only inches separating the gushing stream of water and Lisa's sex, but the rivulets of warmth running down over her womanhood were a pale shadow of the powerful pressure being exerted on her belly button. She stood on tiptoes to try to bring the two closer, but that only saw John angle the shower up a little to counter her efforts, masterfully frustrating her before expressing his control even more explicitly - another of his flicks of the wrist serving to enforce a submissive position as it drenched her face.


“Stay still! I'll get to that in my own good time!”, her fiancé barked. Swiftly bringing her heels back to the bath, Lisa could feel puddles beneath them from where the water was pooling after running off her body. Despite the scolding that John had just given her, he was now gradually angling the shower down, albeit with such infuriating slowness that she was sure that its spray would never reach her pleading pussy.


No, having denied her satisfaction during the day by means of merciless metal, it was more likely that her fiancé would merely turn the water off. Having cruelly tormented her with the tantalising possibility of pleasure, John could all too easily move on to patting her down with a towel prior to locking her back in her belt, leaving her even more frustrated than before. After all, her lust would save for later, with a horny girl in a gown proving the perfect companion at a party from his perspective - no matter how hard it might make the evening for Lisa as she struggled to socialise.


While Lisa was lost in such worries, John had slowly lowered the shower from her neck to her breasts, then from her breasts to her navel, the powerful spray washing down areas that its water had previously run off. Going by that trend, it was only a matter of time before he reached her groin, but Lisa could take nothing for granted, feeling sure that her fiancé would have some final trick up his sleeve. As such, she was taken completely by surprise when a sudden jerk of John's hand saw the rushing jet being aimed straight at her sex, not only fondling her lips but tickling her clitoris in a manner that made nothing else matter.


Soon, Lisa was arching her head back, her hands still stuck to her scalp as she pushed her crotch forward to feel still more. She knew that at any moment, her fiancé might whip the water away on a whim, it being entirely his choice whether she would be allowed to climax before going back in her belt. That was a thought that now spurred her body into spasms as she looked past the man who had her so utterly at her mercy, Lisa unable to forget the black and silver sitting in the basin as she savoured the pleasure that it had denied her.


It was only after Lisa came down from her orgasm that she noticed how John's shirt had become soaking wet, the sodden white cotton clinging to his skin in a way that made him look even more sexy. Her growing awareness of the man in front of her was matched by how he moved the shower off her crotch, the rushing torrent now tickling her toes as John waited for her to meet his gaze. “Can I leave you to do the rest?”, he enquired softly, holding the showerhead out for a hand that Lisa had all but forgotten she had among her hair.


Spoken with an almost paternal concern, her fiancé's question was far from rhetorical, with the idea of washing herself something that Lisa found herself struggling to come to terms with thanks to how deeply she had surrendered to John. The slightest nod of her head was the only answer she could give, one which served to address his subsequent question as well. “I can trust you not to touch yourself while I clean your belt, can't I?”, he continued, but the thought of achieving another climax by herself hadn't crossed Lisa's mind. Even if she used the shower exactly like John had, she could never emulate his effortless mastery of her, the rushing water providing only scant comfort without her man so wickedly controlling it.


♡ ♡ ♡

Lisa had watched John washing her belt as she'd attended to her body, unable to keep her eyes off what he was doing even as she shampooed her hair. The care he took in cleaning its silicone never ceased to fascinate her despite him doing so every day, with the man standing over the basin following a tried and tested routine to ensure that she wouldn't leave the bathroom unbelted.


By the time Lisa was standing in the tub with one towel wrapped around her head and another around her body, her fiancé had finished the painstaking process of preparing the steel to be worn again, John sitting on the lowered seat of the toilet with the sturdy metal structure resting in his lap. It only needed her to finish drying herself before he would stand up, bringing the black and silver back around her body until the next time they performed their intimate ritual.


“Big night tonight, huh?”, John enquired casually, idly hefting the chastity belt in his hands as he continued. “Lots of important people?”. Lisa found herself nodding eagerly, feeling a certain pride as she considered the kind of celebrities she might be mingling with. Mr Marshall had boasted of some pretty big names, and while nothing he said could be taken at face value, there would certainly be a number of important figures from the fashion industry attending. It was the perfect opportunity for a young assistant like herself to impress her superiors, as well as meet the sort of people she never would while stuck behind a desk - the designers and models she had so far only admired from afar.


“Well, if you're going to be hobnobbing with the rich and famous, I'd better make sure you don't forget whom you belong to”, John declared with a devilish twinkle in his eye. “We wouldn't want you getting so starstruck that you caused a scandal, now, would we?”, he asked rhetorically, summoning such an indecent image in Lisa's mind that she found herself flushing in front of him. Hadn't Heather been hoping to go home with a host of hot male models? There would be no chance of her doing the same when her fiancé was even now about to assert his authority over her body, his question merely a prelude to the padlocking that would prevent her from playing with anyone else that evening. No matter who might try to woo her in her gorgeous gown, the steel beneath would ensure she stayed faithful to the man who would be escorting her to the evening's event - a man, it became clear, who was expecting still greater submission from her.


“In fact, I think tonight calls for a plug. No, let's make that two”, John decided as though having done so on the spur of the moment. “One in front and one behind”, he went on wickedly, not caring for how Lisa was blushing as she pictured his proposal. The plugs that her fiancé was speaking of often came out when he was feeling playful, their presence as impossible to ignore as they were to escape once locked inside both her belt and her body. To have to spend the evening suffering the maddening stimulation of the ever-shifting silicone, forced to engage with colleagues, clients and celebrities while such infernal impositions drove her to distraction! It would be a wonder if she didn't leave a trail of wetness behind her as she wandered deliriously among the event's attendees, dissolving inside her dress thanks to John's secret domination.


Even now, her fiancé was making such an impossible prospect more of a reality. “Are you going to be a good girl while I go get your toys?”, he asked with a grin, somehow seeing through Lisa's towel to the moisture that was already starting to well up beneath. A sheepish nod from her as she bit her lip with anxious anticipation wasn't enough to satisfy him, with John now demanding more. “Hands on your head, then!”. That complying with such a command saw the soft fabric that had hitherto shrouded Lisa's body start to fall away only served to broaden her fiancé's smile as he turned to leave the room, John casting a glance over his shoulder as though seeking to confirm her nakedness before finally disappearing from sight. In doing so, he left Lisa with only her chastity belt for company, its black and silver beckoning to her all the more for the knowledge that it would soon hold in place a pair of plugs.


Lisa barely dared look at what her fiancé was bringing back with him, but the lurid pink plastic seized her eye all the same. In one hand, the squat little lump that would keep her back passage stretched, its bulbous shape sure to add a wiggle to her walk. In the other, a longer shaft, clearly modelled on a man's member, right down to its network of prominent veins - a toy that Lisa had never been able to climax with, but had kept her close to the edge for extended periods of time when her fiancé had filled her with it in lieu of his own.


“Let's leave this one to last”, John laughed as he followed her gaze, depositing the dildo down on the side of the bath. In doing so, he freed a hand to attend to the squatter of the pair, liberally smearing it with lube from a tube that Lisa had until then not noticed. Soon the plug was glistening with a slick coating, the slimy jelly something she couldn't help but be aware of as she prepared herself to become intimately acquainted with the slippery stub.


Part of her wanted to protest, to plead that she couldn't go out in public while so wickedly plugged, but another part of her desperately needed to be dominated to such a disgraceful degree, all but demanding that John drove the plug in place between her buttocks. Even as she submissively turned to present her posterior for penetration, Lisa found herself shivering with the thrill of surrender, knowing that no lubrication would be needed when her fiancé finally turned his attention to filling her front.


Her sexual fluids would take the place of the slippery coldness that John was already pressing against her sphincter, with her other orifice sure to prove more welcoming of such a foreign presence. Already, the familiar discomfort of the stubby plug pushing past her reluctant ring of muscle was giving way to an equally awkward sense of being stretched inside, but all Lisa could think about was taking still more for the man whom her body belonged to - a silicone cock to stand in for the one she really wanted, the latter something she would have to wait for until the end of the night.


In sharp contrast to the process of penetrating her with the plug, sliding in the second shaft only took John a second, with Lisa's lips eagerly parting to accept the stiff silicone. If only he would do more than merely push the phallus in place, she found herself wishing as she watched her fiancé turn away, longing for him to at least slide it back and forth a few times before condemning her to keep it up her crotch. Instead, John was already fetching her chastity belt from the basin, opening up its steel jaws as he prepared to put it on her again.


Before Lisa knew it, she was dutifully stepping into the metal mouth, looking down helplessly as the powerful hands of the man who had just plugged her now pulled the black and silver band up towards her hips. Soon John was tugging its two ends together, turning them into a single circle with a solid click before moving on to the strip that hung over her crotch. Already the belt's rear wire ensured that Lisa's buttplug wouldn't be able to slip out, but now her fiancé was sealing the dildo inside too, pulling the impenetrable grille up over her groin as he rendered her pussy out of reach once more.


So practised was John in this procedure that he was able to belt Lisa in a matter of moments, quickly slipping the cover plate into place with a brief clatter of metal before threading the padlock over its securing stud. After that, a single click was enough to allow his hands to fall away, signalling that Lisa's were finally free to come down from her head and test the cruel contraption.


Having spent the day tightly laced, it seemed strange to her not to be wearing a corset beneath, but the feeling of the belt pressing directly against her skin was far from the only novelty as she tentatively wriggled her hips. The slight leeway in the steel was enough to see the plugs inside her shift, albeit nowhere near enough to scratch the incessant itch that they had already provoked. Simply walking would be enough to frustrate her further, but John still wasn't done adding to her distress. Another wicked grin told Lisa she was in for trouble even before her fiancé spoke, her own pained expression only egging him on as he asked. “How do you feel about thigh bands tonight?”.


♡ ♡ ♡

There had only been one possible answer to that question, even though Lisa had known how the bulky metal bands would hobble her. Now, putting the finishing touches to her make-up, she could feel the circles of silicone-lined steel that surrounded the tops of her legs, all too conscious of the chunky chains that served as strange suspender straps by connecting the thigh bands to the rings on the sides of her chastity belt.


Nor was their heavy presence all she had to contend with, thanks to the sturdy padlock that turned the two loops of black and silver into a single restraint, one that would ensure her legs stayed primly pressed together for the duration of the evening. There would be no striding or scurrying while it stayed secured, let alone spreading apart, only the dainty elegance of a enforced mince - one whose cause Lisa hoped no-one would discover beneath her gown.


It was to the latter that she now turned, or rather to the set of petticoats that would sit underneath it, a many layered affair that she had chosen with the aim of allowing her to wear a corset on top of her chastity belt for a change. It would be impossible to do otherwise when the stiffly boned bodice of her ball gown formed its centrepiece, something that John had insisted upon as soon as he'd heard about the evening's event. “If you're getting dressed up, then you're going to do it properly”, he had told her in no uncertain terms, leaving Lisa in no doubt about what he wanted.


“That means a tightly laced waist, and let's have your boobs all but spilling out”, her fiancé had continued, making it clear he wanted to show Lisa off even as he kept her under his complete control. “Something strapless in satin, I should have thought, and why not see if you can find one with frothy petticoats, like a princess? That way your belt can stay our little secret beneath”, John had grinned, painting such a provocative picture that Lisa had found herself compelled to convey his command to the dress shop almost verbatim.


Not she was sliding the petticoats up her body, feeling their silky fabric slide over her bare skin as she brought them up past the bands that she hoped they would keep hidden. Would the many layers of material be enough to disguise how John dominated her by means of metal, not only camouflaging the contours of the cruel contraptions beneath but helping to muffle the clinking of chains that seemed to accompany even the slightest of movements?


The frothy lace that fell from her waist to form the bottom half of an hourglass had an ineffable sound of its own, putting Lisa in mind of fairy tales as she looked down past her naked breasts. Soon the sea of silky whiteness would be topped by sleek emerald satin, with a corseted bodice completing her transformation into a princess - albeit one who remained owned by the man who was even now strolling into the bedroom in his dinner jacket, John looking as dashing as any prince.


It wasn't long before her fiancé was standing behind her, stealing her breath in a rather different way as he set about lacing her corset. His strong hands made swift work of tightening the criss-crossing cords, compressing Lisa's waist no less sternly for the glittering sequins and luxurious embroidery that adorned the beautiful bodice. Indeed, his efforts with the emerald dress had a devastating effect on her body, pushing her breasts up into a scandalous shelf while simultaneously squeezing them together so closely as to give her the most eye-catching of cleavages. The resulting crack was one that John couldn't keep himself from planting a kiss upon when he finally span her around, the sudden spin enough to see Lisa swoon even before her fiancé nuzzled her chest. “You're going to be the belle of this ball”, he declared with delight. “But you're not going anywhere without your collar. Got to mark you as mine”, he grinned.


His words alone would have been enough to make Lisa still wetter, but the way they were both dressed only served to deepen her desire as she obeyed John's unspoken order. The familiar ritual of fetching a ribbon for him to fasten around her neck was made all the more arousing for the metal that hampered her movements as she sought to scurry towards the dresser, with the constant chiding of her chastity belt under her crotch now accompanied by a sterner scolding from her thigh bands. Each step she took saw the padlock between them pull her back, leaving her in danger of tripping up until she learned more ladylike limits. Even the awkward mince she eventually adopted was enough to cause the plugs inside her to push back and forth, seeing her panting from a mixture of pleasure and pain by the time she returned to John with the ribbon.


It was all she could do to proffer the slender strip of satin, with the thought of having to spend the evening stuck in such a predicament making Lisa's hands shake as she held them out. The emerald ribbon caught the light as it rested on her palms, continuing to catch her eye as her fiancé took it from her and began to bring it closer. Soon its silky green was heading out of sight behind her head, John once again lifting her hair out of the way before bringing his hands to meet each other beneath her chin. With no more than a finger and thumb, he kept the two ends of the ribbon held together while he produced the heart-shaped padlock that would henceforth secure them, swiftly threading its shackle through the loops that Lisa had sewn before pressing it closed.


Expecting her fiancé to rotate the silver heart around as per their usual ritual, Lisa remained standing motionless, barely daring to breath as she awaited the gentle pressure on her throat that always proved such a thrilling finale to their ritual. Instead, John caused her heart to skip a beat simply by standing back, his words alone enough to make her feel weak as he inspected the effect. “You can keep this on show tonight”, he declared, making no secret of how his eyes were falling down Lisa's figure as he went on. “I doubt anyone will be looking at your neck, but if anyone asks, simply tell them that it shows you belong to me”, he grinned. Would the symbolic lock be enough to hint at how he held the rest of her body hostage? Lisa couldn't help but wonder,


♡ ♡ ♡

“Ah, Lisa! There's some people I'd like you to meet”. Turning to find her manager standing behind her, Lisa was only dimly conscious of the guiding hand that he brought to her back, but she nevertheless welcomed the excuse to shake off her latest group of admirers. No matter how often she had tried to set off towards more familiar faces, she always seemed to be intercepted by strange men along the way, with some even going so far as to follow her as she tottered away. It seemed that simply the sight of her dress was enough to draw them from all corners of the conference hall, with its corseted bodice calling to every man in sight even as it turned the eyes of the women a similar shade of green.


At least her manager was content to adopt a leisurely amble as he escorted her forward. Perhaps he was aware of the high heels that she found herself having to balance on, but it was more likely that he was a little the worse for wear, staggering himself thanks to having taken full advantage of the free champagne that Lisa had barely sipped. The older man could hardly know what else she was having to contend with, apparently oblivious to how his hand had come to rest within an inch of her chastity belt as it found its natural place on her hips.


Beneath the embroidered hem of her bodice and the sleek waterfall of satin that cascaded down from the shapely hourglass, there remained the ever-present metal - the thigh bands that stopped Lisa from adopting more than a slow shuffle, the belt whose contents shifted ever so slightly inside her with every step. The tantalising sensation of the front plug pressing into her pussy was enough to make her sopping wet beneath her petticoats, whereas the rear one reminded her that she was filled for another's pleasure. There would be nothing but frustration for her this evening, a frustration that would be bringing a smile to her fiancé's face should he care to consider her plight.


John would be somewhere among the crowds of similarly besuited men, but he remained at the forefront of Lisa's mind as her manager introduced her to still more industry people. He had barely told her their names before she was forgetting them again, Lisa finding herself clutching her still full glass to her chest as she felt assorted eyes come to rest on her cleavage. Would they stare so shamelessly if they could see what she was wearing beneath her skirts, with the mental undressing she was being subjected to finding not only moist flesh but frustrating metal were it to be made real? She couldn't help but picture herself standing among the throng in only silicone and steel, staying safely chaste even after having her gown stripped away. It was a thought that brought a smile to her face, giving her the confidence to look up at the crowd.


“And this is Bradley Edwards”, her manager declared as though that were a name of note, his extra emphasis hardly necessary when the chiselled features of the man he was introducing were already vying for Lisa's eye. “Call me Brad”, the rugged model said suavely, holding out a hand that she had no sooner taken than it was gripping her with a similarly masculine strength. No wonder Heather had the hots for this hunk, Lisa thought, imagining how her colleague would spit tacks were she to witness how he kept her hand in his. Instead, she could see her in the distance, desperately fending off a man who seemed determined to ply her with wine - a man whose balding head suggested Mr Marshall, a fact that would only add to her friend's fury were Heather to know whom she was missing out on.


A cough from her manager caused him to return to her surroundings. “Lisa's one of our fashion editors”, the older man declared in the absence of any kind of self-introduction from her, but his initial note of irritation evaporated as he went on. “She's only recently started with us, but I'm hoping she'll play a prominent part in our upcoming collaboration”. His suggestion that Lisa might soon be working with the hunky model who still held her hand came as a complete surprise to her, but Brad seemed to take it perfectly in his stride. “I shall look forward to liaising with you”, he told her, hinting at a more intimate meaning by the way he subtly but unmistakably stroked her fingers as he spoke.


Evidently no stranger to charming the ladies, Brad clearly thought he had her captivated as he continued, seguing effortlessly into a compliment as he cut her manager out of the conversation. “That's a lovely necklace, Lisa”, he opined, his free hand coming up to toy with the little silver heart that hung around her throat. “A curious design”. It was a gesture that would surely have made Heather melt, but it seemed to Lisa as though the model might merely have been testing the security of her chastity belt, the tiny padlock and the more substantial lumps of metal one and the same in her mind - symbols of submission to John, a man for whom even the most handsome of hunks was no match.


“Thanks. My fiancé keeps the key”, Lisa replied, feeling a distinct pride in professing to the protection that John provided, even so obliquely. While she could hardly admit to wearing a chastity belt in front of an audience that included her manager, let alone thigh bands and plugs, she nevertheless felt no qualms about deterring the futile flattery of unwanted admirers - despite Brad's attempt to parry her comment with a quip that carried a innuendo as subtle as the slight snigger that accompanied it. “So he keeps you on a very tight leash? I guess that's cheaper than a wedding ring”, he laughed, looking around in the hope that others would find his remark as humorous. “No, he just knows I'll be good. It comes with the corset”, Lisa retorted, sticking out her tongue.


It took her manager clearing her throat to bring the conversation back on track, but even if the older man hadn't intervened, Lisa wouldn't have had to fend off Brad for very much longer. The sudden arrival of her fiancé behind her saw the model not only let go of her hand, but start to look around for an escape route as John stepped in. “Ah, there you are!”, he chided, wrapping his arm around Lisa's waist as he turned to address his failed challenger. “I hope my wife to be hasn't been causing you any trouble. I know her dress can be a bit distracting, but what can you do with a woman as attractive as this?”, he asked rhetorically, not waiting for an answer before he went on. “You don't mind if I borrow her for a bit?”, he enquired, now of Lisa's manager.


John waited until he had escorted Lisa out of earshot before he said anything more, but he didn't deign to whisper even as he chided her among the crowds - not for what she had been doing, but rather what she hadn't. “You still haven't thanked me for earlier”, he said sternly, leaving Lisa wondering for a moment before he brought her memories flooding back. “In the bathroom. You know the rules, Lisa. You don't get that without giving something in return, and just the sight of that corset of yours is giving me an awfully stiff back”. Her fiancé's code was all too easy for her to decipher, sending a thrill shooting through Lisa as she realised what he was suggesting. “So how about we find some place secluded and we see what you can do in that gorgeous gown of yours?”, John winked. “After all, you've still got one to fill, haven't you?”.



Kindred Spirit

As she pushed a series of hangers up the rail to make space for the stock she was adding, Angela found herself reflecting on the bras that dangled down from them. There was a strange irony to working in a lingerie shop while not wearing such a garment herself, she thought, conscious of her curvaceous chest as she stretched to reach the next rail up. How flimsy the frilly cups seemed in comparison to the corset that held her in its clutches, their insubstantial underwires no match for the metal bones that so severely shaped her body. No puny push-up bra could create such a provocative cleavage while so effectively containing her flesh, but her overbust corset did so without difficulty, both presenting and protecting the figure it formed all the way down to her hips.


Would anyone watching her bend over the rack of bras know what lay beneath her blouse? The thin cotton would do little to hide the outline of criss-crossing cords that ran down the length of her spine, nor the lump where the laces were tied in a tight knot, but otherwise the shadow might be mistaken for merely a camisole. Neither her manager nor her colleagues had ever said anything about her, or rather, her boyfriend's, choice in intimate attire, although equally, no-one had ever remarked on the bra straps that all but shone through some of her co-workers' blouses. Thank goodness the skirt specified as part of her uniform was more substantial, Angela reflected, her thoughts turning from bras to panties as she moved on to a set of thongs cut from similarly skimpy lace.


She could take advantage of her staff discount with a pair of these, she mused, although such a tiny triangle of frilly fabric would only act as an adornment for her actual underwear - underwear that, unlike the petite panties she was putting out, couldn't be pulled off without permission. Even as she crouched down to add the assortment of dainties to those already on display, she could feel her chastity belt between her legs, its ever-present metal reminding her of whom her body belonged to as it pressed against her pussy. Would Will like to see the grille that gripped her groin embellished with lace and bows, or would he prefer her to simply show off the steel that shielded her sex?


Beneath the unremarkable black polyester of Angela's sensible knee length skirt, there lay a formidable framework, its mirror-finished metal softened only by an snug silicone lining. In the centre, where the band that hugged her corseted hips came together with the strip that clung so close to her crotch, there nestled a heavily protected padlock - the sturdy lump of brass that served to secure the components of the contraption into a singularly inescapable structure. Only one key was capable of releasing it from the surrounding fortress of steel so as to allow access to Angela's most private of places, and that key was currently on the other side of the city, ensuring that the shop assistant remained safe from the incursion of even her own fingers.


On either side of the belt, there sat the D-rings that could be used to cuff her hands to her hips, or else allow the attachment of thigh bands should her boyfriend wish to restrict her movements still further. There was a similarly sturdy loop of metal positioned at the base of her spine, but it was not this that Angela's thoughts turned to as she performed a mental inventory of the impenetrable metal, even though the memory of being chained to the garden clothes post by it that weekend was fresh enough to bring a flush to her face.


Instead, as she dropped to her knees to deal with the bottommost rail, Angela found her mind's eye tracing the strip that split her buttocks, following the band of black and silver down until it widened to accommodate a hole - the only one large enough to admit entry to more than mere water. Would the outline of the unlikely annulus show through her skirt as she bent forward to push still more in the way of panties back? It would be hard to explain to anyone whose eye happened to linger on it rather than the more obvious corset lacing, save perhaps as the base of the buttplug that occasionally occupied the same space - an equally embarrassing presence, yet proving even more exciting.


Angela was glad when she was finally able to stand up, brushing the dust off her nylon clad knees. She was wearing stockings of course, for no pantyhose could survive the merciless metal that lurked beneath her skirt, but her hold-up hosiery did more than just shade her legs a suitably corporate colour. Their sexy lacy tops served to satisfy her boyfriend's even more stringent demands about how she dressed, with the floral filigree that tattooed her thighs as appropriate for accompanying corset and chastity belt as the smoky nylon it supported was to skirt and blouse. She could keep her stockings on even if she was otherwise naked, perhaps swapping her shoes for a pair of impractical pumps that were more suited to bedroom activities than standing around in a shop.


The prospect of the latter now loomed large, with her corset imposing a perfect posture upon her as she prepared to return to the storeroom for more in the way of stock. Staying busy with such mundane activities not only served to keep her manager off her back, but more importantly stopped her thoughts from wandering wickedly - something that was all too easy thanks to the constant intrusion of her chastity belt and corset into her consciousness. The slightest of movements was enough to remind her of their restrictions, and from there, the nature of her relationship with the man she willingly wore them for. Simply breathing was sufficient to stress her submission to her boyfriend, bringing back the memory of how he'd laced her up tight that morning before locking her sex away.


Trying to move, bend, or merely stand the wrong way would see Angela swiftly scolded by the instruments of Will's domination, but even the subtler chiding they delivered was enough to keep her on edge thanks to how it inflamed an itch she couldn't scratch. Even if she were to take refuge in the staff toilet, there was simply no point in slipping a hand up her skirt or else exploring beneath her blouse, such futile attempts to find relief only adding to the inexorably growing frustration. By the time her shift finally finished, Angela would be desperate with unsatisfied desire - a fact that Will would be sure to take advantage of when he returned to their apartment later that afternoon.


Would he tie her to the bed before deigning to remove her belt, keeping her tightly laced while he had his wicked way with her? Gasping for breath, she'd surely come close to blacking out as he banged his stiff cock into her sopping wet hole, his hardness sending her to heaven even as her corset imposed its own kind of hell. Perhaps she'd find herself face down while he filled her behind, remaining in the belt while her boyfriend shot his seed into an even tighter hole. The thought was enough to make her tremble, but Angela's imagination didn't stop there, already taking her down on her knees. With her hands cuffed to her sides, she'd have no choice but to satisfy Will with only her mouth, bobbing her head back and forth as her forgotten pussy dripped with desire.


Shaking her head as she sought to dispel such thoughts, Angela knew she couldn't afford to daydream. It was no good getting all hot and bothered so early in the day, not when she would have to stand around for several more hours before being able to go home. Moreover, it made sense to attend to the stock while the shop was quiet, making the best of having only her manager for company in the hope that the customers would start drifting in later - their eventual arrival a welcome distraction from the devilish demands of her own intimate attire.


Angela was about return to the back room when she realised she wasn't alone in the store. While she'd been lost in lascivious dreams of what Will might do to her, a woman who looked to be in her early thirties had walked through the door and now wandered the store with the aimless amble of one who didn't really know what they were looking for. Had she come to buy something special, or was she merely looking for bargains among the bras and panties? Angela tried to imagine what the brunette would be wanting to purchase, hoping that it would be more exciting than the everyday underwear she was currently meandering amidst. In her loose jeans and tighter T-shirt, she could easily be the type to shun lacy lingerie for more practical garments - bras with seamless cups and panties that offered secret support - despite having a figure capable of flaunting far sexier.


Keeping half an eye in her direction to make it clear that she was there if needed, Angela continued to watch as the woman left the black and white basics behind and headed towards hotter stuff. Now there was silky satin and frilly lace, not to mention cuter colours, but despite having significantly more sex appeal, even such feminine offerings didn't find favour. Was this the kind of woman who would do nothing more than finger the merchandise, Angela wondered, keeping the store's only customer fixed in her sights as the brunette flicked through a rail of bras, pulling one out only to immediately hang it back again? Didn't she know that staff such as her were meant to keep them ordered by size?


Angela might have spent a happy minute quietly fuming to herself were it not for how the woman now met her eye, albeit only momentarily, the brunette no sooner having looked up from the racks of lingerie than she was steadfastly staring at the rows of garments again. A second, equally hesitant glance, followed a few seconds later, giving Angela a clear signal that the woman would benefit from the kind of help she was unwilling to ask for. With an apparent professionalism that her manager would have been proud of, but primarily driven by her burning desire to distract herself from brooding on her belt, Angela slowly crossed the store, giving the brunette ample time to walk away if she wanted. She didn't.


“Is there anything I can help you with?”, Angela asked softly as she approached, simultaneously sizing up the woman's taste in underwear. As she had suspected earlier, there were the tell-tale signs of an unflattering T-shirt bra beneath the brunette's tight top, with the cups whose unadorned edges formed slight ridges in the latter's fabric seeming at odds with the pretty pastel satin that she had turned her attention to. White, if not going a bit grey, Angela surmised from the subtle shadow showing through, no doubt accompanied by similarly plain panties hidden beneath her jeans. Either way, the woman's intimate attire would be a far cry from the melange of girly pinks that her hand was hovering over, inevitably lacking the latter's ribbons and lace.


After an awkward silence, the brunette finally answered. “I'm looking for something sexy”, she stammered, biting her lip as she summoned the courage to continue. “Something that will make my husband want to unwrap me”. Her voice was no more than a whisper, but there was a strength of purpose behind it that shattered Angela's preconceptions. Clearly this was not a woman who always put comfort over other concerns, instead making an effort to spice up her love life along with her lingerie drawer. That was an image that brought a wistful smile to Angela's face as she pictured herself being in a position to do the same, free to pick out pretty bras instead of having her bust tightly trussed.


“Well, these are sure to work their magic on your man”, Angela declared, gesturing in the general direction of the bras the brunette had been looking at in the hope that the other women would give her more to go on. Even as she was speaking, however, she could see that her customer wasn't sold on the candy coloured garments, the woman's attention already wandering away as Angela tried to work out what she wanted instead. With her mind-reading skills being put to the test, she found herself falling back on her own experience, wondering what Will would like to see her wear if he hadn't insisted upon a tight corset.


What would make her boyfriend want to unwrap her? The pastel pink satin wasn't quite right, its soft shade ill-suited to the striking lines of silicone that marked the start of her submission to steel. Something similarly black, on the other hand, would work a treat, creating clearly contrasting curves against her skin. The brunette's darker hair would make for an even more powerful effect, but it wasn't her customer that Angela was thinking of as she considered breasts being popped out of such a bra by strong, muscular hands, matching panties being pulled down by the same before her boyfriend's stiff, hard cock was plunged into a pussy now rapidly moistening behind metal.


“How about something black and lacy?”, Angela suggested with a distracted sigh, struggling to return her thoughts to the store as she directed the other woman towards a rack a short distance away. “That's always good to get a man going, and these come with a matching suspender belt so you can wear stockings. No man ever says no to stockings”, she declared with as much confidence as she could muster, wondering whether her own nylons would do the trick as she sought to convince more than just her customer. Even if she spent the evening in just hosiery and heels, Will could still deny her, delighting in her desperation by as she begged to be allowed out of her belt.


“I guess”, the brunette said unsurely, hesitantly handling the silky lace of one of the bras that Angela had brought her to a stop in front of. “They're nice, but... but they're not very substantial. I was hoping to find something that would, you know, hold me a little more”. Her voice had trailed off before resuming with only marginally more strength, her words now seeing Angela having to read between the lines. Was the woman worried that such a skimpy bra wouldn't offer sufficient support, perhaps picturing her fuller chest falling out of the flimsy feminine frills? She wondered how best to allay her customer's concerns, only to realise she had been barking up the wrong tree as the brunette went on.


“Have you got any which go all the way down?”, the woman wondered, using her hands to carve an hourglass in the air - one that began over her bust, curving in at her waist before widening towards her hips. Angela was left in no doubt as to what she was describing, but the brunette clearly wasn't convinced that she had adequately conveyed what she had in mind to the shop assistant, her words now spilling out of her mouth as she sought to add detail. “Something that combines both a bra and suspender belt. A corset or whatever they're called? Men like those, don't they?”, she asked anxiously, looking to Angela for reassurance.


Part of Angela wanted to be pedantic and tell her customer that the store sold nothing that could be properly described as a corset. Indeed, if her manager hadn't been in such close proximity, she might have suggested that the only corset in the store was the one that was currently crushing the breath out of her, with the flimsy foundation garments that were on offer a far cry from its suffocating steel bones. Nevertheless, there was something about the woman's desperation that struck a chord with her, with the anxious eyes that looked to her for advice somehow seeming like those of a kindred spirit. Quite apart from the lucrative sale that she would have to give up in order to score her point, Angela couldn't be that cruel, instead resolving that the brunette wasn't going to leave the shop until she had lingerie that would make any man want her.


“I know exactly the kind of thing you mean. We've got some great basques over here”, she suggested, slipping in the correct term so subtly that she doubted the woman would notice as she directed her deeper into the store. Heading past the push-up bras and provocative panties she had been attending to earlier, she was soon entering the area where only aficionados of intimate attire tended to venture, slowing her pace to allow the brunette to survey the more substantial satin and lace that hung down from the rails - the bridal basques in wedding white whose dangling suspenders spoke of similarly virginal stockings, the saucy scarlet numbers whose skimpy see-through lace would leave precious little to the imagination, and, of course, the classic seduction of sleek black satin.


It hardly came as a surprise to Angela that the latter caught her customer's eye, with the brunette no sooner having spotted the rack of black basques than she had quickened her pace towards them. Soon she had come to an abrupt halt in front of the formidable foundation garments, her eyes widening as she drank in the sight of their deliciously dark material. “I wonder if one of these would work”, the woman asked anxiously, her hand hesitantly reaching forward to feel the silky fabric of the topmost basque. Angela stood and watched while the brunette wavered, but it wasn't long before her customer had found the courage to flick through the rail, pushing aside hangers to pluck out a larger size.


“Both the straps and suspenders are detachable”, the shop assistant offered helpfully, but it was clear that the brunette wasn't listening as she held the basque up against her body. By the way she was biting her lip, Angela could tell that she was in two minds about her potential purchase, her customer clearly suffering some inner turmoil as she pictured herself wearing the figure-hugging foundation garment. Was she alone in her imagination, Angela wondered, or was her husband there too, his reaction to the racy satin critical to her choice? She couldn't help but picture herself lying back in similar lingerie while Will pinned her hands powerlessly to the pillow, the effects of the seductive black to be seen in the stiffness that he was about to drive deep inside her.


“I don't know if I should go for this or a smaller size”, the brunette wondered aloud, still keeping her attention focused on the basque as she span it around to consider its cups, their captivating curve clear even without contents. In doing so, she set the suspender straps that dangled down from the base of the black satin into motion, their clasps dancing as merrily as they might were a woman to wear them without stockings. “I've never really bought anything like this before”, she admitted sheepishly. “I'm afraid it's all a bit new to me”.


“Well, we do offer a free fitting service”, Angela declared, conscious of the danger that her customer's dithering might result in a missed sale - one that her manager would be sure to pick her up on once the brunette had departed. “Why don't we take this with us so you can try it on?”, she suggested, trying not to let her ulterior motive show. If nothing else, fitting the woman would be good for a few minutes, saving her from having to aimlessly stand around the store, even if the sultry black satin was sparking off unspeakable fantasies of being unwrapped herself. Already, Angela was aware of the wetness growing in her groin, wishing that she could be stripping off in the fitting room instead.


“Shall we take some matching panties too?”, she proposed, silently assessing the brunette's size as far as she could considering her jeans. The woman seemed to have wider than average hips, but the dainty thongs that accompanied the basques had a degree of stretch to them, Angela recalled from having stocked the rail she was now crouching down in front of, looking up to her customer for confirmation. “I guess”, the brunette replied reluctantly, her hesitance giving the shop assistant pause for thought. Was she simply uncomfortable with talking about such intimate attire with a stranger, Angela wondered, or was there something more than mere shyness at play? Either way, she seemed to have her work cut out for her, deciding to take several different sizes just to be safe.


“I can wait outside if you want”, she suggested as she led the brunette to the back of the store, “but it would be better to be measured so you know you're buying the right size”. She proffered the panties as she spoke, leaving the decision down to her customer. If the woman wanted to risk having to return the next day for a refund, then that was her choice, Angela thought, hoping that it wouldn't be during her shift if she did. Instead, the brunette surprised her, diffidently holding up the basque between them. “I think I'm going to need some help getting into this”, she confessed, her chagrin showing in how she couldn't meet Angela's eye but instead looked down at the long line of hooks and eyes that served to fasten the severe foundation garment. “If that's okay?”.


It wasn't long before Angela was drawing a thick curtain to separate them from the rest of the shop, leaving the two women standing in a small room with only their reflections for company. The large mirrors on the remaining three walls left Angela in no doubt as to the degree to which her corset shrank her waist, but her gaze didn't linger on her blouse for long, unconsciously falling down to her skirt as she sought any sign of the belt beneath. She knew its steel couldn't possibly be seen, but that didn't stop her from checking all the same, worried that the plight of her womanhood would be obvious to her customer.


If the brunette wasn't as preoccupied with her own problems, she would somehow see the tell-tale lines of the belt, the lumps of its locks and the ridges of its rings surely showing all the more for being brightly lit. Perhaps she had already noticed, but was too shy to say anything, instead going home to tell her husband all about the strange woman in the shop. That would explain her awkward attitude, Angela thought, struggling to summon the confidence to take charge of the situation. How much easier it would be if she was at home, her belt an open secret between her and her boyfriend as she lounged around in lingerie, fulfilling his fantasies in a black satin basque.


Instead, Angela knew she had a job to do, unable to use her predicament as an excuse not to fulfil the terms of her employment. Trying not to think about the metal that impinged as much upon her mind as it did her body, the shop assistant turned her attention to what her customer was holding, taking the basque from the brunette's hands wondering whether hers were shaking slightly too. Perhaps the woman's nerves were rubbing off on her, she thought, fumbling clumsily with the hangers before they were all safely hooked out of the way.


“If you wouldn't mind taking off your top, then I'll get started”, Angela suggested, turning not only to take the tape measure from where one of her colleagues had left it hanging, but also to give her customer some semblance of privacy while she stripped. “You can keep your current bra on for now”, Angela continued with the same practised proficiency, returning to find the brunette still in the process of peeling her T-shirt off her body. Soon her head had disappeared inside the clinging white cotton, allowing Angela to inspect the woman's underwear somewhat less surreptitiously for a couple of seconds.


It was not the greying cups of a clearly uncared-for garment that caught the shop assistant's eye, however, but rather the band of black that lurked inside the waistband of the woman's jeans - a sight so unexpected that Angela wondered whether she was seeing things, only dimly conscious of how her tape measure had slipped through her fingers as she struggled not to stare. The brunette was putting her T-shirt down on the chair that was provided for just such a purpose as Angela crouched down to rescue the plastic ribbon, making it impossible for her to investigate further without seeming unprofessional. Even so, the shop assistant felt her face flush with awkwardness as she apologised for her clumsiness, burning with curiosity about whether the woman was also belted.


Perhaps her eyes were simply playing tricks on her, Angela thought, shaking her head in an effort to dispel any delusions as she explained what she was going to do. “First I'm going to measure around your breasts, then underneath. It won't take a couple of ticks, and then we can be sure you're getting the right size”, she told the brunette, reeling off her patter on autopilot as her mind turned over the possibilities. Was her own belt driving her to such distraction that she was starting to imagine steel imprisoning other women as well, or was her customer confined to a similar contraption? Was that why she had been so desperate to be unwrapped, or was it merely Angela herself who needed unlocking?


Angela tried to steal another glance down as she wrapped the tape measure around the brunette's chest, but it was hard to do so at the same time as making sure she had it in the right place. She hadn't been lying when she suggested that a fitting would only take a few moments, with her fingers already tugging the tape measure down beneath the band of the woman's bra. Soon she would have the second number she needed, yet she was still no closer to knowing whether her customer shared a similar secret to herself. Indeed, the only thing she had discovered was that the brunette was wearing the wrong size bra - something she could have told her from the start, considering how its back rode up.


It was never easy to broach such a topic, but Angela did the best she could. “I think we can find you a better size than this”, she suggested after taking the basque down from its hook and confirming that her mental calculations were in conflict with its hanger. “If you just wait here a moment, I'll be right back”. With that, she was slipping through the fitting room's curtain, negotiating its thick fabric in such a way as to ensure nothing would be seen from outside. Please let there be no other customers wanting assistance, she prayed, not wanting anything to delay her return as she headed across the store.


She might have broken into a dash were it not for her corset, its constriction chiding her for the swiftness of her stride as it was. By the time she had reached the rack of basques again, Angela was already short of breath, the black satin seeming to swim in front of her as she frantically flicked through the rail in search of the right size. The brunette was larger than she thought in the bust and yet shorter in the band, a common complaint among customers, but never had matching the style been so crucial for Angela. If her sex really was surrounded by black silicone, then nothing short of the inky satin would do - not the virginal white, as appropriate as that might be for a woman kept chaste, nor the raunchy red, not when the hopes of the woman waiting in the fitting room were pinned on pleasing her husband by presenting herself in such sexy underwear.


At last finding what she was looking for, Angela went as far as double-checking the laundry label inside it, not wanting to leave anything to chance when she could sympathise so much with her customer. She was acutely conscious of her own chastity belt as she headed back to the fitting room, feeling its hip band shifting only slightly over the bottom of her corset with every step she took. The silicone-lined steel seemed to press against her pussy all the more for how she was picturing saving another woman from the frustration she felt, the face of the brunette and her unseen husband being replaced by herself and Will as they did the dirty. If only someone could show such generosity towards her!


Angela took as deep a breath as her corset allowed before slipping through the fitting room curtain once more, holding up the new basque triumphantly as she turned to her customer. “If you could just take off your bra, then we can see how well this fits”, she suggested, unable to keep herself from feeling a pang of jealousy as the brunette did just that. The woman had needed to do nothing more than reach behind her back before her breasts were popping out of the plain cups, the straps of the simple white brassière swiftly slid down her arms to allow her to add the article of intimate attire to the chair. In doing so, she had freed her flesh, presenting a pair of firm, plump lumps without any need for a man to unlace her - a far cry from Angela's own corset.


Would she be able to slip out of the basque so easily? Angela couldn't help but wonder as she set to work unfastening its seemingly endless series of hooks and eyes before slipping the straps of the sleek satin garment off its hanger. Soon she was holding out the inky foundation garment for the woman to take, letting go of the elastic as the brunette slid her arms through the twin loops and eased them up onto her shoulders. Automatically taking a step back so as to give her customer space, Angela was subconsciously expecting the other woman to make at least an attempt at fastening the basque, perhaps doing up the top few hooks as she might a bra, but instead the brunette simply stood there, waiting.


After a few moments of increasingly awkward silence, it became clear that she was expecting Angela to fasten the basque for her, seeing the shop assistant swiftly head around behind the brunette's back. Was this what it was like for Will each morning, Angela wondered, suddenly picturing her boyfriend pulling on her corset cords while she surrendered her helpless body to his hands? Tugging the two sides of the basque together required far less physical effort than seemed to be involved in shrinking her waist, but even so, she found her face flushing as she sought to fasten the stiff black satin. It was easy to think that she was trapping the brunette inside the basque, encasing her breasts and torso in inky material that, although flimsy in comparison to what she herself wore, was nevertheless breathtakingly boned. With every hook she fastened, with every cord that Will tightened in her mind, Angela brought her customer closer to her own fate, adding to her own frustrations as she thought of her corset.


Only the presence of the brunette's jeans served to snap Angela out of her reverie, with the curving arches that formed the hem of the foundation garment already clashing with the denim even though she had only fastened the topmost hooks. “How does that feel?”, the shop assistant asked, seeking to dodge the question for a few more seconds as she came around in front of her customer. Even as she asked, she could see how the brunette was entranced by the black satin of the basque, the woman so caught up in the effect that it had on her bust that she didn't seem to hear what Angela was saying.


“Wow! We have a winner here!”, the shop assistant declared, speaking from the heart as she surveyed how the partially fastened basque affected her customer's upper body. She could feel her heart pounding in her own chest, conscious of the flutter of excitement in her voice as she broached the question she had been longing to ask since the moment she'd glimpsed that tantalising hint of something more beneath the brunette's jeans. “Would it be possible for you to lower your trousers a little?”, Angela asked awkwardly, feeling as though it was her first day on the job as she sought to explain. “Just enough for me to fasten things fully? I don't want to stretch the satin out of shape”.


Again, the uncomfortable biting of the lip, the sheepish eyes that barely dared look in Angela's direction even as they seemed to be sizing her up. Even as she hesitated, the brunette's hands were coming down to the top of her trousers, her wrists resting on the black satin that hung down over them, but whether this was in preparation for unfastening them, or simply to protect what was sitting beneath, the shop assistant couldn't tell. “But if you'd rather take it home to try on, just let me know”, Angela suggested softly, not knowing where to look as the brunette battled her inner demons. “No, I need to get this right”, she said distractedly, her knuckles white from how tightly they were clenched.


“I'm sorry, this is hard for me to explain”, the customer continued in a stuttering voice, her shaking hands beginning to unbuckle her jeans before slowly working them off her hips. “I hope it's not going to be a problem”, she stammered as she exposed more than just the tops of her thighs, the skimpy white panties she wore doing little to disguise the unmistakable gleam of steel. Angela hadn't been wrong in suspecting that she'd seen a line of black silicone, but it was just one of a pair that protected the brunette's body from the tight band of metal that hugged her hips, matched by more disappearing down between her legs. A bulky locking block sat in their centre - one that, despite having no obvious opening, she knew would admit a long key to its side.


Angela recognised the contraption that contained her customer's crotch from her first forays into chastity - a belt of the kind her boyfriend had bought her before having one custom made. Indeed, its front shield featured the same series of regularly spaced holes that had allowed hers to be adjusted, such that Angela didn't need to give them more than briefest of glances to know how four of them would have nuts holding in place corresponding bolts. After all, she had looked down longingly at her own crotch for long enough to be familiar with such fastenings, her fingers having felt the same set of screws that would surely secure a wire between the brunette's buttocks. Together, they came together to form a belt that, although somewhat crude in appearance, would still serve to frustrate its wearer, leaving her begging to be unwrapped.


Had the woman been locked up for long, or was this the first time she had worn the wicked steel outside the safety of the bedroom, being left in it while her husband went to work? Angela couldn't help but remember how her own belt had gradually become a greater and greater part of her life, slowly changing from being just another sex toy into a permanent symbol of her submission to Will. Had the brunette been sent out to buy sexy underwear as the price her husband wanted her to pay for eventual pleasure, or was she so desperate for sex that she sought to do so of her own accord, dressing up in the hope her man might have mercy? Angela had found herself in a similar position before, knowing just how maddening the metal could be at the beginning - indeed, how much it was now.


Even as her mind raced with questions, the shop assistant knew she couldn't say anything, instead having to take her customer's unusual underwear in her stride as she continued with the fitting ritual. To enquire about another couple's private life would be as unprofessional as suddenly dropping her skirt to reveal she shared the same plight, as much as she wanted to show solidarity. Instead, the brunette would leave the store unaware that the woman who had sold her the basque was also belted, perhaps never even imagining the possibility as she dashed home to dress up for her husband. After all, Angela hadn't had any inkling that her customer might be wearing such intimate metal before the woman had taken off her top, instead being too caught up in the steel that surrounded her own sex to consider that her pussy might not be alone in being padlocked.


At least she could offer a reassuring smile, hoping to share at least a little of what she was feeling. “Oh, I'm sure we can work around that”, Angela declared dismissively, speaking as though chastity belts were a common feature of the fitting room. Her indifferent attitude, as artificial as it was, helped to relax the hands that the brunette had hitherto been clutching the top of her trousers with as though worried that they would have to be pulled up in a hurry, with the blue denim starting to slowly slip down as the woman's arms fell limp by her sides. “I'll need to unfasten the basque for a brief moment, just to make it easier to squeeze underneath”, Angela went on, leaving what she would be squeezing the black satin underneath implicit as she headed behind her customer.


“You don't want your suspenders on the wrong side”, she advised, speaking from personal experience as she began to release the hooks she had fastened earlier. Soon the two sides of the basque were free to separate again, seeing its straps slip from the brunette's shoulders as Angela set about lifting the bottom of the black satin up far enough to bring it above the band of similarly inky silicone. That in doing so she caused the cups of the foundation garment to gently caress her customer's breasts was something she tried not to consider, conscious that what she was doing could fuel many a man's fantasies, quite apart from her own.


How easy it would be to bring her hands up from the brunette's waist and start to fondle her breasts, taking advantage of how the latter were free to stroke the stiffening nipples just like Will had done before doing up her corset. It was a gesture that could never be reciprocated, of course, but that didn't stop her breath quickening as she imagined the situation reversed - standing in the fitting room of another shop, being felt up by a strange woman, yet suffering only frustration thanks to the steel that ensured she would remain faithful. Were those the kind of thoughts that were running through the brunette's mind, as tormented as she was turned on, or was she imagining fingers of a far less feminine kind fondling her, her husband's hands taking the place of Angela's?


“If you breathe in a bit, you should be able to pull the clasps through”, Angela suggested, standing back to allow her customer to do just that. The brunette fumbled with the first, with the metal and rubber fastener slipping through her fingers before she found the knack of threading it between her body and the belt, but soon it was dangling down on the other side. “That's it!”, Angela said with an almost parental pride, watching with bated breath as the woman slowly worked her way around her hips. It wasn't long before all four of the suspender straps had been worked under the band of black silicone, bringing with them the bottom of the boned arches from which the inky elastic sprouted.


“Now we can start fastening you up properly”, Angela proposed, already starting to do just that. With the basque's suspenders threaded beneath the hip band of her customer's chastity belt, there was nothing to stop her working her way down the long line of hooks and eyes save for the inherent resistance of the material she was trying to tug together. The black satin stretched taut as she secured it, with the bones sewn into it already shaping the brunette's body, their curving lines serving to pull in her waist in a manner that no man could ignore. Even Angela couldn't help but be turned on by the sight, with the additional bands of black and silver that asserted their authority over the woman's sex serving to add to the erotically charged atmosphere.


“How does that feel now?”, the shop assistant asked, struggling to keep the excitement out of her voice as she stepped around to consider her customer from the other side. There was no doubt that it was the right size, with the sleek fabric following the woman's natural curves as closely as a second skin, seeming to flow off her body while simultaneously enhancing it. Had the brunette's breasts always been so pressed together and perky? If Angela hadn't seen the sorry state of the bra the woman had been wearing beneath her T-shirt, she might simply have thought that her customer was born with such cleavage, or else had had some kind of cosmetic surgery to achieve it, such was the difference that her new underwear made.


Nor were the effects of the basque lost on its wearer, her hands sliding across the silky material as she looked down at the blackness that now engulfed her body. Where once there had been simply skin, now there was satin, satin which called to be caressed from where it emerged from underneath the woman's chastity belt all the way up to the basque's underwired cups - and then beyond, as the brunette was now demonstrating, the shop assistant's question once again lost on her as she held her breasts in her hands, biting her lip as she contemplated her new cleavage. Allowed her customer space to consider her purchase, Angela found her imagination summoning pictures that were far from professional, knowing how her own boyfriend would respond to such a devastating display.


It seemed like an age before the silence of the fitting room was broken, with the woman's voice no more than a whisper as she self-consciously met Angela's gaze. “Could I... could I try on some stockings too?”, the brunette asked hesitantly. Her hands had made their way down the black satin and over the bulge of her chastity belt so as to come to rest on her front suspender clasps, her fingers coyly stretching their elastic as she explored them. “I've never needed these before”, she admitted sheepishly, continuing her confession as she toyed with the ribbons that adorned each of the fasteners. “Not with pantyhose. I mean, a girl doesn't want to send the wrong idea, does she? But now I do”.


It wasn't clear to Angela whether the woman was speaking to her or herself, but her entreaty remained hanging in the air all the same. Could her customer try on stockings? That would be against company policy unless she was to purchase them first, but at that moment, Angela felt such a bond of sisterhood with the brunette that she would be willing to pay for a pair herself simply to see the result. So long as she rang them up on the till afterwards, there would be no harm done, with her manager not needing to know what she had done, nor of the reasons behind it. It would be hard to explain unless she too was belted, a possibility that Angela didn't dismiss as swiftly as she might have once done. Would she know if the older woman was? She hadn't with her customer, after all.


“I'll be right back”, she declared, already slipping out through the curtain again, albeit more furtively this time. A quick glance around told her that her boss was safely occupied with another customer, allowing her to stride swiftly towards the display of stockings that was situated besides the till. She didn't care how her own chastity belt scolded her for her haste, too caught up in battling her corset for breath as she approached the rack of nylons with as much speed as the merciless metal allowed.


Angela had to confront her confinement still further as she crouched down to collect what she had come for, forsaking the packets with pictures of smoky stockings sticking to thighs for one which showed additional support. Thank goodness sizes were simpler here, she thought to herself, no sooner having extracted something suitable from the rail than she was standing to rush off again, all too aware of what was waiting for her.


By the time Angela returned to the fitting room, the brunette had stripped off further, standing there in nothing but basque and belt. Slipping through the curtain, the shop assistant was conscious of her corset now punishing her in earnest for her earlier contempt of its control, its grip forcing her to gasp so furiously that she was utterly unable to speak as she presented the pack of stockings. Were it not for how its bones conspired with her chastity belt to keep her standing straight, she would surely be bent double by now - as it was, Angela found herself having to clutch the wall for support, longing to take in lungfuls of air as a woman wearing nothing but black satin lingerie looked at her with increasing concern.


“I'm sorry”, Angela gasped, conscious of how her customer still hadn't taken the stockings from her. “I didn't want to keep you waiting”. It took a few seconds more before she was able to compose herself sufficiently to be able to attend to the needs of the other woman, bringing the cardboard packet closer so she could break its seal. Despite the slight tremble in her hands, she had soon worked her way inside, swiftly extracting two lengths of black nylon whose insubstantial gossamer seemed dwarfed by their floral lace tops. Would such slender stockings really stretch to envelop the brunette's legs in a seductive smokiness? Angela knew they would, but her customer seemed less sure, her eyes widening at the flimsy nylons the shop assistant was now holding out.


“They're just like pantyhose, only with one leg”, Angela suggested softly, doing her best to put the other woman at ease as she watched her take a precarious perch on the fitting room chair. Even as the brunette started to bundle up the stocking prior to putting it on, Angela could see how she was constrained by what she wore, her movements making all too familiar allowances for the metal that continued to clutch her crotch as she pulled her pedicured toes in close.


Soon their scarlet polish was being smothered by smoky blackness, it not taking long before the encompassing nylon was stretching all the way up to the woman's thigh. The floral lace that now festooned the top of her leg slipped a little as she fumbled with the first of the suspender clasps, the brunette struggling to make sense of the metal and rubber for long enough for Angela to wonder whether she should step in to help, or at least show how it was done. How strange it must to have to confront such contraptions for the first time, driven to dressing up in unfamiliar finery by the desperate desire to be free from the belt! Angela tried not to stare at the gleaming steel that gripped the woman's groin, but she could imagine the wetness inside all too well, feeling the fires of her own frustration burn all the more for how she shared the same fate.


The subtle calling of self-effacing eyes acted as a signal for the second stocking as the brunette looked up at her, the first of the nylons now held in place by a clasp that had evidently been fastened while the shop assistant had been lost in her fantasies. Would a man have the pleasure of watching the woman getting dressed to impress again later that day, Angela wondered as she handed over the other stocking, picturing a faceless figure lying back on the bed like Will sometimes did as she dolled herself up for him, or would her customer simply present herself so attired, surprising her husband with her sexy hosiery when he came home from work? She couldn't ask, but that didn't stop her from imagining all kinds of possibilities, wondering whether a man she would never meet might find himself halfway through unwrapping his wife before he caught sight of the black satin that supported her nylons - perhaps at the end of a date in which the woman had remained locked in steel, her shielded sex a secret shared by only the two of them beneath a pretty dress or else something a bit more provocative.


It took her customer suddenly standing up to bring Angela back to the more mundane surroundings of the fitting room, its curtains and mirrors a far cry from the sheets on which she'd seen the woman sprawled only moments before. Her lingerie remained the same despite the change in scenery, the blackness of the basque now joined by a subtler shadow that sheathed the brunette's legs from her toes all the way up to her thighs as she addressed the remaining suspender straps. In turning to attach their clasps, she seemed even more vulnerable and submissive, stirring still more indecent thoughts in the shop assistant. Thank goodness for chastity belts, Angela told herself, with their locks that left no room for such unprofessional flights of fancy - even as they encouraged them.


“Your husband would have to be mad not to want to unwrap you”, she declared, but now it was the brunette's turn to be lost in a world of her own. Angela couldn't help noticing how her customer's attention kept flicking between the black satin that so suggestively shaped her body and her reflection in the mirrors around her, her hands exploring the sleek material or else her stockings as she stared in awe. Beyond that, however, she stood stock-still - at least, to begin with, but soon she was cautiously stretching her legs, clearly coming to terms with the sensation of elastic and nylon stretching across her thighs. From there, she only grew in confidence, pushing her bust forward to strike a provocative pose, her hands coming down to her hips and clutching her belt as though trying to tear it off - as impossible as that was, given the strength of its steel.


Angela had done the same, knowing how much such a futile gesture fuelled her feelings of submission even as it drove the man who dominated her to desire. Would the brunette's husband respond similarly, succumbing to the pleading puppy dog eyes that would accompany such an acknowledgement of his authority? It was all too easy to imagine him teasing her with the key, holding the all important sliver of metal tantalisingly within reach until the woman lunged for it, then snatching it away at the last second. Perhaps he would make her fight his superior strength for it like her boyfriend delighted in doing, keeping it gripped in his fist as he forced her to try and prise away his fingers, or else deftly swapping it from one hand to another, holding it up higher than she could ever reach while trapped in the clutches of a corset. Only when she had finally admitted defeat would he at last yield, making her beg to the very last as he added more locks to make sure she was helpless when he eventually took her.


Shaking away such memories, Angela struggled to continue her sales routine, having to force herself to turn to the hangers that had hitherto sat on a hook on the wall. “Don't forget that there are panties too”, she told her customer, picking out a pair in she thought would be a reasonable size and proffering it towards the brunette. The diminutive triangle of black satin seemed utterly superfluous under the circumstances, dwarfed by the steel that it would barely begin to cover - a fact reflected in the puzzled face of the other woman, her expression making it clear that she wanted to wear less down there, not more.


Nevertheless, Angela kept the hanger held out, knowing full well the pleasure her boyfriend took in pulling away her own panties - only to find metal instead of flesh beneath. The game of pretending to discover her chastity belt for the very first time was one that never ceased to amuse Will, with his range of reactions to such a revelation always serving to arouse her as well. He might take his time to test the grille that might as well have been glued to her groin for all the give in it, perhaps pressing his fingers against the pattern of tiny holes in a manner that was as maddening as it was provocative. Equally, he might playfully decide that since access was denied, he would just have to do something else with the woman he had at his mercy, insisting that Angela's belt was so impenetrable that sex was out of the question - a position he would steadfastly hold until her desperate pleading convinced him otherwise.


Such thoughts were hardly the kind to be shared with a stranger, however, even one who stood before her in nothing but belt, basque and stockings. Instead, Angela found herself making a joke of the matter, gently jostling the panties up and down as she persisted in making her point. “You don't want to be unwrapped too easily, now, do you?”, she asked cheekily, finding herself rewarded with a grin from her customer as she started to detach the scrap of satin from its hanger. Soon the brunette had taken it from her, stepping into the panties before beginning to pull them up her stocking-clad legs, then swiftly sliding them over the smoky nylon before slowing as she approached her chastity belt - a motion that stirred memories for Angela, with the shop assistant conscious of the countless times in which she had started the day in a similar way.


Now the woman was carefully pulling the black satin over the steel of her belt, taking pains not to snag it on the protruding metal of the secondary shield even as she sought to cover the lock that secured it. There was no chance of doing the same to the padlock that sat further up her body, with the strip of silicone-lined steel that emerged from the panties one that Angela knew could never be hidden completely. All the same, her customer seemed satisfied with the result, making a couple of minor adjustments as she stared at herself in the mirror. Was she seeing herself through her husband's eyes, seeking to maximise her sexual allure as she fussed with the feminine garment? It was hardly as if she would be able to feel more than the faintest touch of the silky fabric, thanks to how the steel interposed between it and her flesh.


“I don't suppose I could wear all this home?”, the woman suddenly asked, not looking at Angela as she spoke but continuing to consider her reflection, slowly turning her torso as though wanting to examine her new underwear from various angles. Her unexpected request put the shop assistant in something of a predicament, with Angela knowing that her manager would be sure to raise an eyebrow were the older woman to get wind of such a strange suggestion. Most customers preferred to sort out their purchases in the comfort of their own homes, but clearly the brunette had more pressing concerns - wanting to waste no time when it came to winning over her man, or else worried that she wouldn't be able to get back into the basque should she take it off. Perhaps her husband was already waiting at home, whether having specifically sent her out to buy sexy underwear, or simply in for a surprise when she returned in a basque.


Either way, it wasn't Angela's place to interfere. Instead, she found herself wondering how to satisfy her customer's wishes, considering the woman who stood in such sensual black satin for a moment before speaking. “That shouldn't be a problem”, she advised professionally, “as I can simply ring up the codes from the hangers. However, if you're wanting to wear these for your husband”, she went on, hardly needing to hazard a guess as to the brunette's intentions, “then it would be better if we removed the sales tags”. Angela was referring to the cardboard labels that dangled down from the back of both basque and panties, their prosaic presence out of keeping with otherwise such seductive garments. “That will mean you won't be able to return anything, so you need to be absolutely sure you've got the right size. Is that going to be okay?”.


An eager nod of the head was enough to see Angela leaving the fitting room once more, this time in search of the pair of scissors that were to be found by the till. No sooner had she had them in her hand than she was swiftly returning again, slipping through the curtain to find the brunette still considering herself in the mirror. The sight was enough to bring a smile to the shop assistant's face as she imagined the kind of fantasies her customer might be lost in, with Angela having to signal her presence by clearing her throat as she approached. Now she was coming closer than she had before, her hair brushing against the brunette's body as she carefully cut the almost invisible plastic tag that secured the cardboard label to the satin of the basque. Soon the latter was falling into her hand, the loose end of the plastic extracted with ease, but Angela's work didn't stop there - instead, the shop assistant found herself crouching, adopting an even more intimate position to attend to the panties.


With her face only inches away from the brunette's behind, Angela could see every last detail of the back of the woman's belt, her gaze gravitating to the wire that bisected barely covered buttocks. The thong was only slightly wider than the plastic-coated strand, with its thin strip of black satin coming to a stop well before the more substantial band of steel. In doing so, it left on show the screws that at some stage a man must have fastened in his efforts to frustrate his wife - screws that Angela found herself with a strange desire to bend forward and kiss as she snipped away the second tag. Such a gesture could hardly be any more intimate than how she was stretching back the black satin to remove the remainder of the plastic, but Angela contented herself with silently smooching the air, saying an unspoken prayer for her customer before standing.


“There! All done!”, she declared, now making a conscious effort to disengage. “I'll be at the till when you're ready to pay”. With that, she was disappearing through the curtain again, not wanting to see the brunette covering such sexy blackness with less conspicuous clothing. By the time they next spoke, her customer's casual top and jeans would leave her looking utterly unremarkable, with the secret of what she was wearing beneath one that nobody but Angela would share until the brunette returned home. The shop assistant would find herself watching wistfully as the woman left the store, realising that she would never know her name - any more than her customer would be aware of how the woman who had served her would be spending her shift similarly encumbered by steel.


♡ ♡ ♡

Thanks to how Will had tied her corset, Angela couldn't dress up in quite the same way as her customer had, but that didn't mean she couldn't make an effort when she finally returned home. The hours she had spent standing around in the lingerie shop were forgotten as swiftly as she shed her skirt and blouse, with Angela soon standing in no more than corset, chastity belt and stockings as she considered how she could arouse her boyfriend still further. Her nylons would be staying on, accompanied by a pair of high heels that enhanced the effect of the stockings on her legs - the kind of shoes that would have been hell to wear for work now coming into their own as they increased her air of vulnerability.


Pacing the apartment as she anxiously awaited Will's return, Angela didn't take long in deciding to add her most conspicuous of collars, wrapping the wide band of steel around her neck before clicking its lock closed. Lined with the same black silicone as her belt, the collar featured a similar D-ring - one which was soon prominently positioned beneath Angela's chin. Even that wasn't enough for her to feel that she was showing her submission sufficiently, seeing her soon clip a leash to it - a leash that she would present to her boyfriend at the earliest opportunity, waiting by the door like a dog pining for its owner.


“What's got into you?”, Will asked with a laugh when he finally returned to the apartment, a good hour or so after Angela had started to watch for him in earnest. It was clear that he had taken his time coming home, with the traces of sweat that clung to his muscular body suggesting that he had stopped off at the gym on his way back - a fact that only made Angela want him more as she held out her leash hopefully. “Have you been getting yourself all hot and bothered at work again?”, her boyfriend demanded, his domineering tone adding to the thrill she experienced simply from how firmly he took hold of the chain. Soon Will was starting to shorten the latter, twisting her leash around his hand so as to pull her closer as he continued to challenge her. “Have you been getting turned on by touching women's breasts? Fondling them as you fit their bras?”.


Something in Angela's expression must have tipped her boyfriend off as to what had transpired that morning, for Will now took his questioning beyond his usual playful teasing. “What have you got to tell me?”, he asked sternly, exerting a downward pull upon the leash so as to leave Angela no choice but to drop to her knees. Now she was being dragged into his groin, Will's shorts beckoning to be pulled down as the growing bulge beneath them indicated that he too was aroused. “Have you been attempting to beat your belt?”, he asked with the scornful laugh of a man sure of the latter's security. “Or was it your corset that those naughty hands of yours have been trying to cheat?”.


That was all the signal Angela needed to pull down the cotton that covered her boyfriend's crotch, with Will's shorts no sooner falling towards his ankles than his stiffness was springing out from beneath them. “Why don't you show me what you can do with them while you tell me what you've been up to?”, he asked wickedly, leaning back on the door to the couple's apartment as he looked down at her expectantly. The tale that Angela would tell about her encounter with her chastity belt wearing customer would serve to encourage his erection even more than what she would soon find herself doing with her hands, with the story of how she'd helped another woman dress up in the hope of pleasing her husband proving as arousing to Will as it did to her. Even as she masturbated her man, however, Angela's mind couldn't help flitting from the events of the fitting room to what the nameless brunette might be doing now, wondering whether she too would soon have her mouth filled in lieu of what would remain locked behind metal, sperm dripping from her lips as frustration seeped through the steel.
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When a woman is stopped from having sex, she wants it all the more! It's hard for a girl in heat to think of anything else when she's hot to trot, with her predicament made all the more agonising when she's prevented even from playing with herself. No matter how hungry she might be for something stiff inside her, however, a chastity belt will make sure she stays unsatisfied, saving even the most promiscuous of women's passions solely for the man who keeps her key.

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