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Foreword

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

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



	Sharon fancies having a little fun with her feminized husband, but when she suggests fulfilling his sissy fantasies by taking him out dressed as a busty bimbo, Frank finds himself going further in his fishnets than he ever could have imagined! He knows he's in for a night to remember when his wife insists they stop off at a sex shop along the way, but it isn't long before he's bent over the bonnet of their car, finding his miniskirt hitched up as she treats him like a hooker. Driven to distraction by his chastity device, his dirtiest of dreams come true as he takes a strap-on cock like a whore while deepening his trust in the woman he loves. Follow his adventures in A Bimbo's Night Out.


	When Tina wants to do more than merely clean her husband's chastity belt together, selflessly satisfying his wife in the shower marks only the start of a very special night for Todd. The stainless steel shield that surrounds his sex isn't the only thing that's spotless as he dons snow white bridal lingerie, Todd taking on all the trappings of a newly wed woman when he dresses for his deflowering. With only a veil to hide his blushes, this virgin husband remains chaste even as he submits to his wife's strap-on in the most emasculating of ways, discovering that not every bride enjoys an orgasm when they have sex for the very first time. Find out how he fares in The Blushing Bridegroom.


	Even a high-powered businesswoman needs time to unwind, such that when Monica's work takes her to a hotel for a weekend conference, it's only natural that her husband should come along to keep her company. She isn't the only one wearing lingerie under her suit, however, with Terry expected to dress to impress as he accompanies her to dinner. He soon finds himself waiting for his wife wearing nothing but women's underwear when Monica locks his clothes away, schmoozing with clients safe in the knowledge that her husband's chastity device will keep him thinking only of her until she returns. As assertive in the bedroom as she is in the boardroom, it isn't long before this dominant wife is getting down to business with a strap-on - as you'll discover when you read Room Service.


	Despite knowing that his wife's friends are coming round for the evening, Craig is so desperate for relief that he begs to be allowed to masturbate before they arrive. Pestering her for premature release from his chastity device comes at a high price, however, when Jenny tells her husband that every second he spends selfishly satisfying himself is going to cost him an hour locked in a bra. Soon Craig has sentenced himself to several days in D cups, with the feminized man having to resign himself to serving his time until his wife suggests they play another game. Will showing his devotion to her strap-on dildo orally be enough to earn his freedom from a bulging bust, or will Craig have to submit to his wife's cock even more intimately? Read for yourself in Seconds, Minutes, Hours.


Submissive men pull down their panties for penetration in these stories about strap-ons and sissies, lying back in lingerie as they let their wives take more than just the lead! There's no doubt as to who'll get to come and who won't when these dominant women forget what's locked in chastity in favour of cocks of their own, keeping their husbands helpless and horny while they have their wicked way with them! Featuring caring couples whose loving relationships are made even more passionate thanks to dildos and denial, padlocked, pantied and pegged shows just how exciting such erotic emasculation can be!

I hope you enjoy what I have written.
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A Bimbo's Night Out

"Mmm!", Sharon purred appreciatively, gently ruffling her husband's hair as he looked up at her from between her thighs. "That was wonderful!", she declared dreamily, her contented smile leaving Frank in no doubt as to her satisfaction with his recent devotions. With his wife's legs still wrapped firmly around his body, there was little the man kneeling in front of her could do but to accept the compliment, returning a grin as he watched her slowly regain her composure after the climax he'd just bestowed upon her. His dishevelled hair was far from the only aspect of his appearance that would need attention when Sharon finally released her hold on him, with Frank conscious of just how sticky his face had become from being pressed against his wife's sopping wet gash. Her juices had spread as far as his nose and chin, their feminine fragrance marking her man with the scent of sex even though he had remained frustrated throughout.

Leisurely lying back in the comfort of her chair, Sharon showed no sign of letting her husband up any time soon. Although the tight grip of her thighs had loosened slightly from the earlier stranglehold that had seen Frank's face forced against her sultry, suffocating snatch, her legs still held him fast, knees crossing just below the nape of his neck such that Sharon's feet dangled carelessly down behind his back. From time to time, he could feel the tips of his wife's heels brush against his skin as her shoes gently swayed back and forth - a far cry from how her footwear had been pressed into his flesh as she had begun to stiffen from his stimulation, as though spurring her husband on to show her sex even greater attention as he licked and lapped like his life depended on it. Now, however, Sharon was far more relaxed, toying playfully with the man still trapped between her thighs as she lazily flicked away a forelock.

Shuffling slightly on his knees, Frank tentatively explored how amenable his wife's legs might be to sliding off his shoulders as he sought to make himself more comfortable, but Sharon continued to hold him helpless. Past experience told him that, despite having devoted himself to her pleasure for the previous quarter of an hour, it was not beyond the bounds of possibility for his wife to want more, pressing him down into her pussy as soon as she had recovered enough energy to appreciate Frank's tongue afresh. For now, however, Sharon seemed content with simply stroking his head, showing her affection for her husband with a tender touch that was eventually accompanied by more verbal teasing as the life returned to her. "You know, you get even better at that the longer you've been locked up", she opined brightly, shifting in her seat slightly. It was a movement that meant that Frank had to follow, feeling his chest pressed against the sleek leather upholstery as his wife continued to pull him close.

Frank let his wife's remark pass with no more than a sheepish smile, knowing that there was nothing he could say about how long his cock had been caged that wouldn't see Sharon comment on how he should continue to remain chaste for her. Instead, he allowed her to ruffle his hair some more, silently submitting even as his sex struggled against the stainless steel shell that surrounded it. He'd already had as much of an erection as the device allowed well before his wife had had him pull down her panties as she reclined regally on the sofa, the anticipation of eating her out enough to engorge him from the moment she'd suggested she was in the mood for his mouth, but no matter how painfully his penis pressed against the impenetrable metal that imprisoned it, his inflamed flesh never gave up the fight. Every beat of his racing heart pumped fresh blood into the bloated organ, swollen to such an extent that it had long since filled the narrow confines of its cage, his stifled erection spilling out between the bars of the cruel contraption as it sought to escape the squash of steel. While his penis's predicament was hidden from the woman who could see only her husband's head poking up between her legs, Frank was left in no doubt about its thwarted desires, unable to forget his frustration for an instant.

"And it's always nice when you're suitably dressed for the occasion", Sharon said casually as she continued to caress her husband's head, letting her legs spread apart a little so as to reveal the black lace bra straps that sat on Frank's shoulders. "There's something about seeing you in your girl's things that really gets me going", she admitted as she sat up from her slouch, keeping her husband pinned against the chair by pressing her heels into his pantied behind. Frank took the opportunity to sit up too, letting out a somewhat forlorn sigh as his wife's previously hitched up skirt fell down over her stocking tops and hid her vagina from view. Sharon's attention now turned to his intimate attire, her hands sliding under the twin bands of black elastic and stretching them taut for a moment before letting them snap back against her husband's skin with mischievous mirth. "Especially knowing you've been wearing that lovely lingerie all day for me", she purred, licking her lips as she slid her fingers across the inky black lace that graced Frank's chest. "I bet you're glad to be able to finally show it off rather than having to keep it hidden under your suit!".

Frank felt his face flush as his thoughts turned to the women's underwear his wife loved him to wear in place of more manly attire, the panties that pressed the steel package snugly against his pelvis having been accompanied by a bra despite his protests as she'd helped him dress that morning. The delicious danger of being caught wearing the most feminine of clothing beneath his shirt and tie had kept him on edge all day, making for a most uncomfortable morning as he'd struggled to sit through a meeting unable to adjust his awkward apparel in the company of colleagues and clients. Nor was that the only whim of his wife's he'd had to suffer that day, as Sharon now went on to mention, watching her husband's squirm as she continued to tease him. "And how's your little plug? Are you finding it any easier yet?", she enquired eagerly, referring to the bulbous silicone buttplug she'd taken great delight in pressing into place between his buttocks after breakfast. It was another question that had no good answer - if Frank commented on the day's discomfort, Sharon would simply say he must need more practice being plugged, whereas if he said it had been fine, she would suggest he should be perfectly capable of wearing it even more for her. A non-committal "maybe" was as good a compromise as Frank could come up with, the face he pulled at the same time earning him a playful tweak of the nose before his wife finally released her hold on him, Sharon stretching out her stocking clad legs with a satisfied sigh as he slipped out from between her shins.

"I thought I might treat you to something special tomorrow", Sharon suggested casually as her husband hunted around for the underwear she'd kicked off earlier. Frank felt his wife's gaze burn into the black that cut across his back as he crouched to collect the bundle of baby blue from where it had fallen on the floor, finding himself on his knees in front of Sharon again soon after as he slipped the pretty pastel panties up her outstretched legs. "Since you've been so good today, and since I fancy having a little fun together tomorrow", she continued, getting to her feet and holding up her skirt so as to make it easier for her husband to pull her underwear into place, "how about we fulfil one of your fantasies?". Frank was treated to one last, tantalising glimpse of his wife's groin before it was shrouded by her skirt once more, with Sharon straightening out her own clothing before turning her attention to her husband's. "I was thinking the one where you're a bimbo getting bent over the bonnet of a car", she suggested, taking the bulge in Frank's panties in her hands and giving it a gentle shake. "We could get dressed up and go for a drive. How about it?".

Countless sessions of slow, sensual teasing had seen the couple explore each other's sexual secrets, with Sharon instilling her own in her husband even as she extracted his, milking intimate confessions out of Frank alongside copious amounts of pre-cum as she kept him tantalisingly close to the edge. In such a heightened state of arousal, it was impossible for Frank not to share every last detail of his desires with the woman who wouldn't let him come until he'd told her what she wanted to hear, Sharon rewarding her husband for his openness with the most explosive of orgasms in her mouth and hands once they'd painted a picture of their passions together. Although some of Frank's fantasies hadn't found his wife's favour, many had mutual appeal, with Sharon often taking her husband's suggestions and sculpting them into something that suited her as much as him. One such session had seen raised the idle idea of him wearing nothing but women's underwear while he selflessly satisfied her, something that had since become a very regular part of their lovemaking, whereas the provocative proposal that Frank should be sent to work wearing such intimate attire every day was one that Sharon seemed set on slowly turning from fantasy into reality.

With his thwarted dick still throbbing inside his chastity device, Frank only dimly recall the details of the story his wife had helped him weave as she'd straddled him, Sharon slowly stroking the stiffness that had ballooned out from between his legs as soon as she'd removed the cold steel cage that had thitherto kept it in check. Helplessly hypnotised by her near naked body, the raunchy red and black lingerie that his wife had worn for the occasion had served as a starting point for a shared train of thought that had seen them discuss Frank dressing in even more provocative attire, donning fishnets and stilettos as he flaunted a flagrantly feminized figure with abandon. Beyond the broad brush strokes of becoming a bimbo who offered his body for her pleasure, Frank could only really remember begging Sharon to bring him off, finally shooting a shower of sperm all over his own chest much to his wife's mirth. "I guess that really does it for you, hey?", Sharon grinned as she smeared her husband's warm semen around on his skin. "Perhaps we'll give that a try sometime for real. Now, are you going to eat this all up for me?".

Having come so close and yet remaining so frustratingly far away from the hot, moist crevice that he so longed to be allowed to satisfy with more than just his mouth, Frank now found himself readily agreeing to his wife's suggestion as he stood in front of her wearing nothing but bra and panties. With Sharon's hand still holding the bulge in the black lace, there was no question of him doing anything else, Frank letting out a quiet moan as his wife's manicured fingers fondled his penis's prison through his panties for a moment before letting the heavy package drop once more. "You'd better put those in the wash, they're all wet", she chided, illustrating her point by rubbing her hand roughly across her husband's nose. "Go on, go and get yourself cleaned up, you messy mucktub!". With that, Sharon was shooing Frank on his way before sitting down once more, and while her husband didn't know exactly what she might have in store for him, he knew he would be in for an exciting ride as he headed off to have a shower.

* * *

A fitful night's sleep during which Frank was abruptly awoken several times from sexually charged dreams proved only a foretaste of the day that was to follow. Although, unlike his nocturnal arousals, he was generally able to keep his nascent erections under control by conscious effort before the stifled swelling became too uncomfortable, Frank still found his dick dripping with anticipation to such an extent that he was forced to slip a pantyliner beneath the device as he sought to stave off the embarrassing damp spot that was slowly seeping through his trousers from his sodden underwear. To make matters worse, his wife showed no sign of wanting to do anything sexual any time soon - aside from her amusement at him having to ask for some sanitary supplies, Sharon was otherwise uninterested in her husband's plight, going about her business around the house without care for his caged cock. Even a repeat of their performance the previous evening would have been preferable, Frank mused morosely, finding himself wondering whether his wife had simply been speaking in the heat of the moment when she'd suggested they might fulfil one of his fantasies together. It was hardly as though he could ask, with begging for sex when Sharon wasn't in the mood being the surest way that Frank knew to remained denied.

Only after he had spent an increasingly frustrated afternoon attending to assorted chores in her absence did his wife finally turn her attention in Frank's direction. Having cut both the front and the back grass, he was just finishing cleaning their car when he was surprised by Sharon coming out with a cup of coffee, but the reward he received for his efforts was not limited to just the steaming beverage as his wife wrapped an arm affectionately around him. Apparently not caring about how her husband's scruffy clothes were wet with a mixture of sweat and soapy water, Sharon snuggled up close, her hand coming casually to rest on the slight bulge in Frank's baggy jeans as her fingers homed in on the feminine attire hidden beneath. It was a sufficiently subtle gesture as to be easily overlooked by any neighbour who might happen to be watching, but its meaning was unmistakable to the man who felt his metal clad meat immediately respond to his wife's touch despite the steel that separated her fingers from his flesh. "When you've finished here, why don't you go get showered?", Sharon suggested. "We'll have dinner here before date night", she added, almost as an afterthought, as she turned to head back to the house.

Suddenly the day no longer seemed to be dragging out depressingly, with Frank struggling to keep his stiffness under control as he hurriedly cleared up the driveway, not wanting to keep his wife waiting for anything as trivial as car wax. It wasn't long before Frank was swiftly divesting himself of his clothes as he prepared to shower, slowing only to peel off the lacy white panties that had been top of the pile in his lingerie drawer that morning. Knowing that it wouldn't do to snag the delicate dainties on the protruding padlock that kept his penis in its place, Frank carefully wiggled his way out of the feminine frillies, stretching their waistband down past the stainless steel that secured his sex before separating the now stained pantyliner. Discarding the latter, he swiftly deposited his underwear along with everything else he had been wearing in the laundry basket, heading into the shower naked save for the one thing he could never remove. Even if his wife didn't go to the trouble of dressing him up herself, she would be sure to want him to wear something fresh for whatever she had in mind that night, with Frank mentally flicking through his drawers as he soaped himself up, anxiously wondering what might please her most.

After doing his best to dry his detained dick, a task made more difficult by how his manhood insisted on swelling against the bars of its stainless steel cage at the thought of what might be in store for it later on, Frank returned to the bedroom to find that Sharon had left a small pile of clothing on his side of the duvet. There was no doubt that his wife wanted him to wear what she had put out, presenting himself for dinner appropriately attired in preparation for their date, but Frank was taken aback to find more than just underwear, as outrageously over the top as the latter was. The hot pink bra and matching thong were so garishly bright that the man who would soon be wearing them almost had to avert his eyes as he fished them out from the pile of feminine attire, struggling to make sense of a skimpy G-string that seemed to be more string than fabric. The minuscule size of the two tiny triangles of material was more than made up for by the big matching bra, however, its moulded cups curving to such a degree that they would give him a questionable chest even without any additional padding. Then there were the fishnet stockings, one of which had got caught up on the hooks of the bra as he'd picked it up, its suggestive mesh dangling down until Frank finally managed to untangle it.

Laying the lingerie out on the duvet, Frank turned to what was left, feeling a shiver run down his spine as he surveyed the remaining garments. For a moment, he wondered whether his wife had left some of her clothes out by mistake, perhaps toying with him by hinting at what she was going to wear later on, but a closer look at the labels told him they were his size rather than hers. Nevertheless, Frank remained sceptical as he cautiously lifted up a clinging croptop, sure that the skimpy garment would be far too small for him to squeeze into, quite apart from it being utterly impossible for a man to wear in public. There was no way that Sharon would let herself be seen in anything so slutty, let alone her husband, but she'd left out the low-cut Lycra and mesh ensemble for him all the same, along with a little faux leather miniskirt that would surely leave just as little to the imagination as it stretched across his thighs. Perhaps Sharon was simply planning to pretend to go out for the night, he pondered, picturing himself dressed like a bimbo, doing the dirty with her with his back pressed up against a garden wall as though they were a couple returning from a club drunk. 

Torn from such thoughts by his chastity device reminding him of its presence in no uncertain terms, Frank knew that he was going to be in for a torrid time, the discomfort of his dick growing in lieu of an erection as his stiffness was stifled once again by the stainless steel. Closing his eyes, he took several deep breaths in an effort to encourage his arousal to subside, but merely the sight of such saucy attire was enough to set his manhood straining against its cage once more when he opened them again. Reluctantly resigning himself to having to remain uncomfortably frustrated for the foreseeable future, Frank made a start on getting dressed, picking up the scrap of shocking pink fabric that was supposed to serve as his underwear that evening. Even before he had stepped into the strings of lurid elastic that were meant to be the waistband of such scanty panties, he knew there was no way that the skimpy G-string could ever cover the stump of steel that hung down from his groin. So meagre was the material that the front barely reached the padlock of his penis's prison as it clung across his crotch, whereas the back was soon lost between his buttocks, the thong immediately showing that it was too small in more ways than one.

Knowing that trying to make such impractical underwear more comfortable would be entirely futile, Frank turned his attention to the matching bra, picking up the rather more imposing garment from where he'd earlier laid it out on the bed. There was no need to look at its laundry label to appreciate just how large its cups were, but Frank found himself doing so all the same, with the man who was more used to smaller sizes discovering to his horror that his wife wanted him to wear a pair of double-D cups for their date. Worse yet, they were determined to keep their curve no matter how much he crushed the moulded foam, springing back into shape as soon as he stopped squashing them. Sharon's bimbo was going to be extremely busty in the bright pink bra, with Frank slipping his arms through the fluorescent straps with a sense of trepidation as he adopted still more of the attire of an airhead, feeling the fires of frustration burn even hotter in his loins as he fumbled with the bra's clasp behind his back.

Despite its stupendous size in one regard, the bra was still surprisingly tight in another, with its stiff underwires digging into Frank's chest even as its cups stuck out to a startling degree. Feeling blindly around behind his back, the feminized man was dismayed to find that he had fastened it on the loosest set of hooks, with two more that would make it even tighter. Sharon would be sure to choose the narrowest were she strapping him into it herself, but Frank decided he was going to have enough trouble dressing the way his wife wanted him to without making life any more difficult for himself, doing his best to ignore the bright pink breasts that now graced his chest as he looked down on the bed for what was next. The fishnet stockings that he found were as sexually charged as the rest of his outfit, the saucy hosiery standing out even against the duvet. The thought of the suggestive mesh stretching across his thighs for the rest of the night was enough to send Frank's caged cock into spasm, the cold steel of his chastity device keeping his stiffness in check only at the cost of an even more painful pressure, his penis turning purple beneath the hot pink panties that held his imprisoned package close to his crotch.

Sharon knew how much seeing her in such sexy hosiery turned her husband on, but her sense of style meant that she reserved it solely for the couple's intimate encounters rather than wearing it more mundanely. As such, Frank had come to associate fishnets with fucking, often finding himself rubbing up against them when his wife wanted him to give her a good seeing to with more than just his mouth and hands. Now that the tables were turned and it was Sharon that was making him a woman rather than the reverse, Frank found himself engulfed in a maelstrom of mixed emotions, his hands trembling at the thought of donning such sexually charged legwear. Was this how Sharon felt when she dressed to thrill him, he wondered as he began to bundle up the first of the lengths of black mesh, his fingers fondling the bands of silicone that would help hold the top of the stocking up his thigh? It was impossible not to be turned on by the sight of his leg slowly succumbing to the criss-cross net of black nylon, each thread stretched taut across his skin by the time he had finished such that he could both see and feel the web of subtle indentations. It was a completely different feeling to wearing regular nylons, as electrifying an experience as that could be, doing nothing to diminish the denied demands of Frank's dick.

Had Sharon had her husband stop dressing himself here, she would still have held him helplessly in her power, Frank's provocative pink lingerie and slutty black hosiery leaving him perfectly placed for pleasuring her just as he had the previous evening. Now, however, even in her absence, his wife was asking him to feminize himself further, with Frank not needing Sharon to be standing behind him to know that she expected him to don everything else that was still laid out on the duvet - starting with a croptop which looked like it had come straight out of a seedy nightclub. Save for a band of opaque black that seemed barely wide enough to cover the wearer's breasts, the truncated garment was cut from a nylon mesh so sheer as to be practically see-through, such that Frank was left in no doubt that the hot pink of his bra straps would shine through it like a neon sign. Only the top's long sleeves, each embellished by a matching band of blackness like a bracelet, offered anything more than a meagre amount of material, almost as though it had migrated there from the scooped out neckline and uncovered midriff which the skimpy garment left utterly exposed.

There was no way a woman would wear such clothing unless she wanted to flaunt her body, the croptop showing off ample amounts of flesh even where its sheer fabric covered the skin, but Frank knew he was destined to spend the night in such a provocative garment as he gingerly picked it up of the bed. Tentatively testing the fabric with his fingers, he found there was a surprising amount of stretch in even the solid section which ran around the middle - something which was just as well considering how much smaller the croptop was compared to his frame when he held it up against his body prior to putting it on. With a deep breath, Frank took the plunge, wrestling his way into a garment which seemed set on clinging to him even before he'd properly pulled it over his head, let alone struggled to work his arms into the stocking-like sleeves, forcing him to unroll the figure-hugging fabric a little at a time just as he would hosiery. It seemed like an age before Frank had finally worked out all of the wrinkles, pulling the hem of skimpy croptop into place only to find it stopped several inches short of his navel.

Despite the extra layer, the feminized man felt just as vulnerable as he had standing there in just his underwear, greeted by hot pink glowing through the smoky black gauze as he looked down at the unmanly curve of his chest. No amount of adjustment could cover the cups of his bra completely, with the best compromise that Frank could come to after spending forever fiddling with the feminine garment being to leave two crescents of pink rising out of the band of black before becoming straps that stretched unmistakably up over his shoulders. A glance at his back in the mirror revealed a similarly damning sight, the band of his bra just about hidden but the strikingly bright straps all too obvious, something that would have left Frank mortified were he trying to hide such intimate attire beneath more manly clothing. Now, however, there was no hope of that - even if he were to swap the scanty croptop for something offering more substantial cover, the shape of his bulging bust would still show through just as accusingly, making it clear to anyone who happened to look his way that he was wearing a bra. The only difference now would be that they would know exactly what colour of bra that was, a provocative hot pink sure to shock.

The sight of his bra showing through was certainly having an effect on Frank's caged cock, with the imprisoned organ straining painfully against its steel prison as the feminized man turned his attention to the final garment on the bed. The faux leather of the incredibly short miniskirt gleamed in the light, what little there was of its sleek material more like plastic than fabric in both look and feel, as Frank found as he lifted it from the duvet. With no apparent fastener, it seemed that Frank was meant simply to step into the skirt and stretch it up over his body, but even before the feminized man had slipped his fishnet covered feet through the slender elasticated waistband, he had his doubts as to whether it would cover his stocking tops - and, indeed, whether he would even be able to work it up that far, considering the awkward lump between his legs. Pressing his thighs uncomfortably close together as he pulled the glossy garment into place, Frank was forced to crush his cock and balls still further as he struggled with the skirt, letting out a sigh of relief when it finally passed his hips and he was able to stretch his legs apart again - albeit only to the extent allowed by the tight tube of material, its embrace adding to the awkwardness his intimate attire already imposed down below.

Flowing like liquid latex across his groin, the faux leather miniskirt seemed designed to trap the heat, with Frank already feeling himself becoming damp as he sought to make his surrendered sex more comfortable. It seemed impossible not to be inconvenienced by the combination of clothing and chastity device, with any attempt at adjusting the bulge between his legs only encouraging the band of inky black material to ride up still further above Frank's stocking tops, revealing a shameful flash of hot pink as bright as that of his bra straps. Even with the skirt stretched down as far as the slippery fabric would permit, Frank still felt thoroughly indecent, conscious of the twin bands of exposed flesh that separated the skimpy garment from the rest of his outrageous outfit. The nakedness between the darker nylon welts of his fishnet stockings and the hem of his skirt was mirrored above his hips in Frank's exposed midriff, and even then it only gave way to gauze. Considering he was now completely dressed, Frank's body was still only barely covered, with what little of his flesh that wasn't openly displayed being accentuated by his immodest attire. The sight of such sexually charged clothing was enough to send a shiver down Frank's spine as he surveyed the bimbo in the mirror, his manhood instinctively responding even though he knew the floozy flaunting her flesh was his own reflection.

Nevertheless, Frank was left with a nagging doubt that something was still missing, wondering what his wife would find wanting as he sought to assess his attire from a woman's perspective. Putting aside the fact that, aside from streetwalkers and strippers, no self-respecting woman would ever consider wearing such clothing, Frank still had the sense that something was wrong, finally realising in a flash of inspiration that he was lacking footwear. Sharon would be sure to want to see him wearing shoes rather than having him go about the house in just his stockinged feet. When it came to complementing such an outrageous outfit, there was only one sort of shoe that he could possibly consider - stiletto heels, the higher the better - and the feminized man knew where there was just such a pair. Tucked away at the back of his wardrobe, the black patent leather pumps had a six inch spike, occasionally coming out when Sharon wanted her husband humbled beyond even wearing a bra and panties for her. Despite spending hours around the house in such heels, Frank had never quite mastered walking in them like a woman would, reduced to a precarious totter that left him feeling like he was forever going to fall over. The vulnerability that engendered in him was such a powerful aphrodisiac for his wife that he was surprised that Sharon hadn't left the stilettos out for him alongside the rest of what he was now wearing for her, but her omission was easily rectified.

Slipping his feet into the six inch stilettos was the only thing that was easy about them, however, with Frank having difficulty finding his balance again as he stood up on the perilously high spikes. His efforts were nevertheless rewarded when he finally tottered into the kitchen, the sound of his heels clattering across the tiled floor offering Sharon ample warning of his arrival as he slowly shuffled into the room. Turning from the food she'd been preparing, his wife let out a lewd wolf-whistle, her eyes flicking up and down the length of her husband's feminized figure as Sharon drank in the sight of Frank all dolled up. "Phwoar! Look at you!", she exclaimed eagerly, dropping what she was doing and heading over to her husband far more quickly than he could ever have made it to her. "Someone's going to get a good seeing to tonight", Sharon purred salaciously, sliding her hands over the sleek surface of Frank's skirt before giving one of his buttocks a cheeky pinch that caused her husband to jump, shrieking shrilly with surprise. "And you've even worn stilettos for me too, you come-to-bed bimbo! Mmm! Sexy!", she drawled, before dropping into a more practical tone. "I'm not sure you wouldn't be better off in something a little more sensible tonight, but if that's what you want to wear, I'm not going to stop you". It was a statement that left Frank with another nagging doubt, but he couldn't for the life of him figure out what his wife meant as he allowed his bottom to be fondled by her, his face flushing as bright a pink as his bra and panties as Sharon expressed in no uncertain terms how sexy he looked.

* * *

Frank's anticipation had been such as to affect his appetite even during dinner, reaching fever pitch by the time the couple were finishing coffee afterwards. The sense of expectancy was almost palpable as Sharon snuggled alongside him on the sofa, her husband's stiffness straining ever stronger against the stainless steel that she was casually caressing through his skirt. Sopping wet, Frank could feel his pre-cum seeping through his panties, slowly becoming a puddle inside the plastic fabric that pressed his thighs together, his hot, moist crotch becoming a sauna as the fires of frustration were forced to recirculate beneath the clinging feminine clothing. A small part of him was afraid to stand up for fear of what might drip down his legs, but despite the resulting disgrace, Frank would have done so in an instant had his wife asked him to, so desperate was he to be allowed release that he simply didn't care. If only Sharon would show the slightest suggestion of wanting him to do more than simply sit on the sofa and allow himself to be toyed with, he sighed to himself, but the woman making his panties wet seemed quite content to continue caressing his crotch as though utterly unaware of the effect she was having.

At long last, Sharon deigned to put her husband out of his misery - only to present Frank with a new predicament moments later. "Well, as nice as this is, it won't do to sit around all night. You're all right, but I'm going to have to get changed if we're going out tonight", Sharon declared in such a matter of fact tone of voice that she might simply have been talking about washing her hair had it not been for the effect she had on her husband. Sitting up with a start, Frank looked at his wife in alarm. "Going out?", he asked anxiously. "On our date, silly!", Sharon grinned, already getting to her feet. "Like I told you yesterday, I thought we'd get dressed up and go for a drive, but right now you're putting me to shame wearing such a sexy outfit!", she pouted. With that, Sharon was heading out of the door, with Frank unable to stop his wife from disappearing out of sight, let alone ask her what on earth she had in mind. The idea of going outside dressed so indecently was utterly unthinkable, but something told the feminized man that that was exactly what Sharon was going to have him do, fulfilling his fantasy rather more literally than he might like. Was he really going to become a bimbo bent over the bonnet of a car?

By the time Frank next saw his wife, Sharon had changed out of her casual clothes, swapping them for an outfit that was superficially similar to her husband's, albeit sophisticated rather than slutty. A black long-sleeved top clung to her curves as closely as Frank's, yet covered far more of her flesh thanks to its opaque fabric being rather more generously cut. If her eye-catching herringbone hosiery had stocking tops, they remained hidden beneath her little black skirt, the latter's soft wool stretching snugly across her thighs without being tortuously tight like his leather. A pair of modest heels completed an outfit that flattered her figure without being overly conspicuous, her outer clothing offering no more than the subtlest of hints about what she might be wearing underneath, in sharp contrast to Frank's brazenly displayed bra straps. Dressed as she was, Sharon wouldn't have been out of place in a restaurant, bar or club - indeed, she could simply be going to the supermarket, as unlikely as that was on a Saturday night, looking stylish and sexy. If only Frank could fit so easily! As it was, he would stand out a mile wherever they went, a husband dressed as a hooker, his outrageous outfit made all the more disgraceful for being worn by a man. Even to wear his wife's clothes would be infinitely easier.

"Well, are you ready to go?", Sharon enquired eagerly, apparently oblivious to her husband's discomfort. "There's a shop I want to pop in on along the way. I think they should still be open", she said as though seeking reassurance from the man who was becoming increasingly frantic in front of her. "Sharon! I can't go out like this!", Frank pleaded, looking down in dismay at how he was dressed as he desperately sought to draw his wife's attention to his predicament, but she seemed intent on deliberately misunderstanding him. "Well, it might be a bit nippy out later on", Sharon suggested, "and you are somewhat underdressed", she told her husband, as though it was his fault that he was wearing such skimpy attire. "Perhaps you might be more comfortable with a jacket on top?". With that, she had disappeared out of the door, returning moments later with Frank's leather jacket - a garment whose masculinity seemed thoroughly out of place against his otherwise feminine attire. Nevertheless, Frank found himself reluctantly slipping his arms into its sleeves, zipping up the loose fitting coat at his wife's insistence before looking down his body once more with alarm.

Despite now being completely covered, there was no denying the presence of Frank's bra, with the curves of its cups clearly apparent through his jacket even as the feminized man tried to flatten them down. "Sharon!", he pleaded pathetically, but his growing panic only served to broaden his wife's smile. "Well, if you don't want them showing, you'll just have to keep your hands in your pockets", she smirked, her meaning only becoming clear to the man she had at her mercy when he did as she suggested. Sure enough, if Frank thrust his hands as far forward as they would go, he was able to stretch the loose leather just enough to disguise the disgraceful mounds, albeit at the cost of looking as though he had the most stupendous of stomachs. With his wife seeming dead set on taking him out so dressed, a protruding paunch was a small price to pay to preserve a modicum of modesty, but despite the jacket's leather blending in surprisingly well with the somewhat similar material of Frank's skirt, its shortness did absolutely nothing to hide the striking fishnet of his stockings. His bra might be just about hidden, but there was still no way the feminized man could go out in public without everyone knowing exactly what he had on.

"If you ask me nicely, I might even let you wear some trousers as well", Sharon teased, sliding her hand over the smooth leather of her husband's jacket before slipping her fingers down to his skirt. Despite knowing what he was condemning himself to, Frank began begging even before his wife had finished asking him to, the stiff bulge between his legs greeting the squeeze she gave it with a stringy drip of pre-cum that dangled down between his legs for a moment before dropping down onto his stockings. "You want to hide such sexy legs? Well, if you insist! I'm not letting you take that skirt off, however, not when it makes you look so hot!", she whistled lewdly. "Those baggy jeans of yours should be big enough to wear on top. You know, the ones with the dropped crotch that make you look like a prisoner". The trousers in question had been a source of some dispute between the couple, with Frank disagreeing that the jeans were anything other than a little roomy, despite his wife's scorn for them. Now they looked like they would come into their own, but the feminized man was in no position to score points as he considered wearing a skirt and stockings underneath. "Oh, and you'll probably want to swap those stilettos for something a little more practical", Sharon declared, slapping her husband's behind as she sent him on his way. "Bring them down with you when you're done, you'll want them later".

* * *

Sitting in the passenger seat of the car, Frank was acutely aware of how helpless he was as his wife finally brought their vehicle to a halt in a dingy side street. Even under the dim amber glow of the street lamp beneath which she had parked, he could still make out how his seatbelt cleaved his chest, drawing attention to the unmanly mounds on either side as it naturally fell between the cups of his bra. Once belted, he'd been unable to apply the trick his wife had taught him with his jacket, having to rely solely on the protection of darkness as she drove him into town, Frank desperately hoping they wouldn't be stopped by the police, let alone find himself subject to a strip search as the frantic fears racing through his mind couldn't help exploring in excruciating detail. Yet, despite his distress, his imprisoned penis was even harder and wetter than ever, with Frank feeling as though he was sitting in a puddle of his own pre-cum whose dampness did precious little to slake his fiery frustration.

"Here we are!", Sharon declared brightly. Her serene confidence was in sharp contrast to her husband's overwhelming anxiety as she indicated that they had arrived at their destination, already unbuckling herself and opening the driver side door before Frank even dared move. By the time he had finally summoned the courage to unfasten his own seatbelt, Sharon had walked around to his side of the car, his wife waiting impatiently for him to get out. "Come on, you can't be sitting there all night!", she chided, although it was an option that Frank might have seriously considered were it not for his wife's insistence that he join her, Sharon practically dragging her husband out of the car by his arm. Looking anxiously around, Frank was relieved to find that the street seemed deserted, hurriedly sticking his hands in his pockets before the situation changed. That gave his wife the perfect handle by which to hold him, with Sharon hooking her arm through her husband's as though stressing her control over him - albeit not before making Frank jump out of his skin by triggering the vehicle's central locking, its loud beep too much for his frazzled nerves.

Frank could hear his heart pounding in his chest beneath the ever tighter constriction of his bra as his wife escorted him down the dingy side street, his composure not helped by the uncomfortable dampness slowly seeping down his skirt. Worse was to come when they reached the end of the road, emerging onto a much brighter, busier street that, although lined with shops that were mostly shut up for the night, still teemed with people. From the queues of would-be diners waiting to be served at takeaway restaurants to the groups of revellers just starting out towards the clubs and bars in which they'd stay until the small hours, there was no question that the couple were now entering the heart of the city, causing Frank to push his hands even deeper into his pockets as he sought to shield his shame. Any moment, he expected to be called out on the curves of his chest, staring at the sidewalk so as to avoid making eye contact with the people they passed for fear of drawing attention to his feminized figure. Nevertheless, Frank couldn't help noticing how many of the young women out and about were wearing outfits not all that dissimilar to his own, flaunting their sexuality with utter abandon as they looked to get lucky that night. Spilling out of low cut tops and strutting along on impossibly high heels, they simply didn't care about how much flesh they showed - a far cry from the man struggling to hide similar clothing as he accompanied his wife.

"Blimey! That skirt was even shorter than yours!", Sharon remarked after the couple were safely out of earshot of one young woman, the garment in question so scanty as to fail to completely cover the curve of her cheeks. Such a blatant display of derrière would have been sure to have got Frank's pulse racing under other circumstances, but now he paid it only passing attention, too concerned about his own attire as his wife changed tack. "Are you sure you really need that jacket? None of the other girls seem to be bothering with one tonight. It's actually much warmer than I thought", Sharon commented idly. Frank was certainly feeling the heat, but he declined his wife's offer all the same, preferring to sweat it out as he began to worry about where they were heading. Sharon had talked about popping into a shop, but there seemed to be nothing open on a Saturday night that could possibly warrant such an expedition unless she was planning on taking her feminized husband partying in his provocative outfit.

Frank was suddenly shaken out of his thoughts by the sound of raucous laughter, the group of young men coming towards him already somewhat the worse for wear considering their high spirits and how erratically they meandered along. For a moment, he was sure they had rumbled his shameful secret, frantically worrying about how on earth he could possibly defend himself when he was all dolled up as a busty bimbo beneath his jacket and trousers, but thankfully it seemed the young men's amusement was directed amongst themselves, ribbing each other about their chances of pulling that night. Left shaking in his stockings, Frank was glad to feel his wife's reassuring presence by his side, with Sharon pressing up against his arm as the couple made space on the sidewalk for the larger group to pass. Only when the young men were safely behind them did he let out a sigh of relief, feeling his own frustrated manhood pulse painfully in time with his racing heart as his erection continued its futile struggle against even harder steel.

Coming to a crossroads, Sharon took a left turn, leaving the busy main road for a slightly quieter street that nevertheless boasted a number of shops, albeit mostly closed. Among the shuttered windows, the neon glow of one stood out even at a distance, with the couple gradually drawing close enough for Frank to see that the bright fluorescence bloomed from a number of signs advertising the store's wares. In colours even more glaring than the feminized man's lingerie, the words "Videos", "Magazines" and "Toys" shone out into the night from windows that were otherwise completely blacked out, their letters periodically flashing in turn as though the all too apparent advertisement needed assistance in attracting attention. The adult nature of the store that the couple were now fast approaching was undeniable, with Frank feeling a shiver run down his spine as he realised that whatever playthings his wife wanted to purchase would be sure to be used before the end of the night - on him, as her busty bimbo.

Keeping his hands firmly thrust in his pockets as he followed Sharon into the shop, Frank didn't know where to look, confronted on all sides by displays of a distinctly carnal nature. From a manikin modelling a PVC corset buckled up by countless straps to a stand stacked with silicone sex toys, even the entrance was erotically charged, but his wife didn't linger there for long. "Let me know if you see anything that turns you on", Sharon suggested with a grin before sauntering off even deeper into the store, leaving Frank feeling completely at sea as he found himself staring at a box boasting pounds of plastic pussy. At that moment, he would have done almost anything even to relieve himself in such an inadequate substitute for his wife's sex, such was the pressure in his penis that he would have shamelessly humped the anatomically shaped silicone there and then in the store had Sharon asked him to. Aflame with frustration, the feminized man followed after his wife in a daze, left punch-drunk by posters promoting pornographic movies that showed scantily clad bimbos with pneumatic breasts eagerly taking the most enormous of cocks in every imaginable way. Only his own organ remained restrained as he hurriedly rejoined Sharon's side.

Standing in front of a display of dildos, his wife was idly perusing the packaging of one of the plastic phalluses. "Fancy a monster dong?", she asked cheekily, brandishing an oversized shaft briefly in her husband's direction before putting it back down again, much to Frank's relief. "I think that one's a little too large even for me!", Sharon exclaimed, turning her attention away from the array of packaged penises as she looked around. "Anyway, we're looking for something that I can wear. You haven't seen any strap-ons, have you?", she enquired, her voice far too loud for Frank's liking. "Ah, there we are! Yes, that's more like it!". Her enthusiasm was directed towards a lower shelf, with Sharon crouching down to inspect the items on offer, a movement that put her head almost at the level of Frank's crotch as she picked up a box whose clear plastic packaging left no doubt about the size of the cock inside. "Looks like someone's got a bit of a stiffy", she laughed, leaving Frank unsure as to whether she was referring to the thwarted bulge between his legs or the fat flesh coloured shaft that emerged from a black plastic base as though poking through a hole in a pair of panties. "But it's a bit big for you right now", Sharon said sceptically. "I want something a similar size to that plug you've been wearing. Something like this, in fact. How about having this up you?".

Only slowly beginning to appreciate the full implications of what Sharon was suggesting, Frank found himself at a loss for words as his wife thrust the box she was now holding against his body, Sharon forcing her husband to finally pull his hands out of his pockets in order to take it from her. Turning to her purse, she plucked out a couple of notes, pressing these against Frank's chest with a wicked grin that her husband knew must mean mischief even before Sharon spoke. "Well, don't just stand there", she scolded, struggling to restrain a smirk as she stood up. "Run along and pay for your new toy. I'll catch you up once I've had a look at these plugs", Sharon said adamantly, shooing her husband on his way despite his protests. "Unless you'd rather I buy you that monster dong instead?", she enquired rhetorically. Frank didn't need to be asked twice, doing his best to disguise his disgrace by holding the boxed strap-on over the curves of his chest as he headed towards the checkout, hoping the other patrons of the store would be too engrossed in erotica or else equally embarrassed by their own potential purchases to pay any attention to his predicament.

If only the same could be said for the woman behind the counter, Frank thought, the bored looking shop assistant already following his approach from afar. Feeling his face burning as bright as his bra with shame, the feminized man barely dared glance at the girl, a brief glimpse of black clothing all he had to form an impression of her as he handed over the strap-on to be scanned. "We've got a special offer on lube on at the moment", the young woman said with the weary resignation of one required to do so countless times during the course of her shift, her voice only picking up slightly as she added, "and it looks like you'll be needing some". Frank nodded his head as enthusiastically as he could be expected to under the circumstances, only belatedly wondering whether his wife had given enough money to cover the additional cost as the checkout girl ran a second item through the scanner. Knowing that his shame would be compounded if he had to run back to Sharon to ask for more, he handed over the two notes his wife had given him while keeping his arms as close to his chest as possible, even though he was sure the woman must have sussed his shameful secret. If she had, she said nothing, bagging the box and the bottle before giving them to Frank along with a handful of change. "Have a nice night!", she trilled. 

The couple didn't return to their car a moment too soon as far as Frank was concerned, with the relief he felt at being finally able to leave the brightly lit store for the comparative safety of the darker streets tempered by having to carry his purchases. Finding no other way to do so whilst still keeping his hands thrust in his pockets, Frank was forced to slip his arm through the bag's handle as he wore it like a bracelet, feeling the incriminating plastic chafe his wrist as he walked along. With his wife wrapped around his other arm, it seemed to the feminized man that he was shackled on both sides, but worse was to come when Sharon finally relieved her husband of his burden. The plastic bag wasn't the only thing she insisted he divest himself of after she'd unlocked the passenger side door, tossing what he'd been carrying into the back seat before turning to Frank as he stood stock-still in the deserted side street.

"You won't be needing that jacket any more", Sharon declared adamantly, already making a start on helping her husband out of the only thing that kept his shame from sight. As she pulled the zipper down, the two sides of Frank's leather jacket slowly spread apart to reveal what he'd been wearing underneath ever since the couple had left the house, but Sharon wasn't content with simply a glimpse of shocking pink, already slipping her husband's coat off his shoulders as she whistled with delight. The way Frank had kept his hands pressed into his pockets only heightened his predicament as the leather jacket became bunched up around his forearms, binding them to his sides even as his bra straps were exposed. "Sharon!", Frank pleaded plaintively, struggling to free himself from a garment that now only added to his grief, but his wife wasn't stopping there. "Trousers too", Sharon insisted, her hands finding her husband's belt and unbuckling it before he could do anything to stop her. Soon his ankles were similarly impeded, with Frank looking desperately around as Sharon exposed the full extent of his outrageous outfit, the sleek material of her husband's skirt reflecting the street lights that illuminated his fishnet stockings all too clearly. "You might find it easier if you sit in the car", she said softly.

By the time their vehicle pulled away from the curb, what little male clothing his wife had allowed the feminized man had been deposited in the back of the car, with Frank sitting petrified in the passenger seat as she drove them away. As well as insisting that her husband slip into his stilettos once more, Sharon had sprung a pair of silicone falsies on him, slipping them into the cups of Frank's bra so as to make his chest curve even more conspicuously. She'd gone so far as to strap her husband's seatbelt over him, securing her powerless passenger in place before starting off, albeit not without giving Frank a passionate kiss first, her fingers slipping up his skirt to fondle the bulge between his legs as she fuelled his frustration still further. Frank's heart was far from the only organ pounding furiously as they drove away, the infernal imposition of his chastity device upon his imprisoned penis all too immediate for a man whose terrified fear was matched only by his thwarted arousal.

Driving out of the city centre, Sharon took a couple of unfamiliar turns, such that Frank was soon left feeling thoroughly lost. It wasn't long before he had absolutely no idea where his wife was taking him, the darkness only adding to his sense of complete surrender as the street lights slowly petered out - as, indeed, did the road surface after a while, with Sharon apparently taking them down a roughly gravelled track. The bumpy surface caused Frank's false breasts to bounce up and down in his bra, the vibrations doing nothing to help his hardness as Sharon sped along with scant regard for the change in conditions, slowing only slightly as she explained where they were headed. "Christy and I found this place while we were visiting a client. We got slightly lost", she admitted sheepishly. "You know where the outer ring road joins the bypass? Well, we're almost on top of that junction. They're going to build houses here, believe it or not. Any moment now, there should be a bridge and, ah yes, here we are! See where those lights are up ahead?". She brought the car to a stop.

A little further on, the darkness was broken by the bright lights of traffic travelling underneath, the constant rumble of cars and lorries clearly audible even over the sound of their own engine. "Out you get", Sharon insisted firmly, unfastening Frank's seatbelt before looking at him expectantly. "I want you to walk to where you can look over the road and then I'll catch you up". Sensing her husband's reluctance, she slid a encouraging hand over the surface of his skirt. "Don't worry, there's no-one about. Go on!". With his heart beating so fast that Frank was sure the bulge between his legs was going to burst, the feminized man reluctantly opened the car door, gingerly stepping out into the night in his stilettos. The rough surface, combined with his nerves, made staying upright even more of a challenge as he left the safety of the vehicle, encouraged on his way by Sharon flashing the car's headlights as he walked in front of them. Acutely aware of how vulnerable he was, Frank suddenly realised what a predicament he would be in if his wife were to drive off without him, leaving him lost in the middle of nowhere without money, phone or men's clothes to his name, dressed as a bimbo. Frank tried to put such thoughts to the back of his mind as he showed his trust for Sharon, mincing along in the glare of the headlights as he hoped his wife was right about how deserted the place was.

If there was anyone coming, it would be impossible to hear them until the very last moment thanks to the constant cacophony of traffic travelling beneath the bridge he was now approaching. Frank had almost reached the parapet when the sound of a car coming up behind him caused him to turn in alarm, only belatedly realising that the bright lights illuminating him must be driven by Sharon. Sure enough, his wife unwound the window as she drew alongside. "How much do you charge for anal, love?", she called crudely, beckoning him to the car window with a single finger. "Will this be enough?". Frank briefly caught the flash of a cash as Sharon waved a single banknote, gesturing for her husband to bend forward before reaching her hand out of the window and stuffing it down his bra. "I've got a hard dick waiting for you, big tits", she declared. "Spread those sweet cheeks over the bonnet and prepare to get butt-fucked, bimbo".

Such lewd language inflamed Frank's frustration still further as he did as he was told, scuttling around the car on his stilettos before bending his body over the bonnet as his wife turned off the car's engine, Sharon winking at him through the windscreen as she did so. The vehicle's hood was hot in comparison to the cool night air, doing nothing for Frank's flushing face as he watched his wife step out of the car. As Sharon walked towards him, he noticed that she had shed her skirt, the darker tops of her stockings contrasting against her thighs even in the dim light, but it was the unnatural protrusion from her pelvis that attracted his attention in the few moments before she had passed out of sight behind him. While he'd been walking off in front of the car, Sharon had strapped herself into her new toy, its surface now glistening with lube as the threatening silhouette caught the stray light from the cars passing below. It was unlikely that any of their drivers would be able to determine what was happening in the brief interval in which they passed by the bridge, the cover of darkness once again offering Frank protection from disgrace, but that didn't stop him from feeling exquisitely exposed as he awaited his wife's dick.

With his silicone breast forms squashed against the bonnet and his legs spread apart as he sought stability despite his six inch stilettos, Frank knew he must look a sight as he did his best to prepare himself for penetration, all dolled up like a bimbo and about to take it like one too. Soon Sharon's hands were sliding over his skirt once more, his wife giving his buttocks a slow squeeze that was sensual enough to make him shiver before she gently encouraged the faux leather garment's tendency to ride up of its own accord. Becoming no more than a belt around his waist, Frank's skirt now did nothing to hide the skimpy G-string that nestled between his buttocks, the latter soon finding itself pulled down far enough to provide no protection as Sharon stepped still closer. Frank could feel the tip of his wife's strap-on probing his posterior as she shuffled forward, the cool slickness of the lube slipping between his cheeks before beginning to press against his sphincter. Gently at first, but then more and more firmly, Sharon pushed the plastic phallus inside her husband, eliciting a moan from the man bending forward for her as she penetrated him ever deeper. "Ooh, you are nice and loose!", she laughed, even though Frank felt nothing of the sort as his wife filled him. "I guess having you wear that plug in your panties all week has worked better than I thought!".

A thrust of Sharon's hips extracted another groan from her husband by way of a response. "That's right, baby, show me how much you love having my big dick in you", she teased, pulling back only a little before pushing into Frank once again. Impaled upon her strap-on, Frank found himself forced even further against the bonnet of the car as his wife pressed her weight down on him, his own manhood crying for release from its cruel confinement even as Sharon filled him with her silicone erection. "A big dick for big tits", his wife purred as she thrust her cock into him for a third time, following it down so that she was able to whisper in his ear above the roar of the traffic below. "I'm going to fuck you like the bimbo you are", she purred, holding her husband's hands against the hot paintwork as she flexed her hips once again. "I bet that girl in the shop knew exactly what you wanted to do with this. I wonder if she's driving home even now, slowing down so she can see just what a slut you are", Sharon drawled, interspersing her sentences with slow, strong thrusts of the strap-on that left Frank gasping for breath. "And you're going to take it all like a little whore, then pull up your panties and skirt and pretend nothing happened. Maybe I'll just leave you here to walk home when I've finished with you, all sopping wet and still feeling thoroughly frustrated".

She was slowly picking up her rhythm as she spoke, the deep drilling that Sharon was giving Frank seguing into a faster in and out that saw her strap-on slide back and forth between his buttocks with increasing speed. Struggling to accept the sphincter stretching shaft, the feminized man found himself moaning in time to his wife's thrusts as he lay sprawled across the bonnet of their car, his groans loud enough to compete with the constant rumble of vehicles passing beneath the bridge. It was impossible for him to think coherently, lost in a sequence of moments where his entire world shrank down to the sensation of the strap-on, with even his stockings, stilettos and shocking pink bra straps being pushed to the edge of his consciousness as his wife's cock invaded him again and again and again. Even Sharon's constant monologue became a disjointed series of words, being drilled into Frank's brain just as her dick was his buttocks. "Remember that I've paid for this pleasure, so you belong to me, you busty bimbo! Don't even think about coming in your cock cage, however much taking my big dick turns you on! I want you craving sex for the next time we dress up and go for a drive. Perhaps somewhere a little more public, yes?".


The Blushing Bridegroom

The bathroom was steaming up in more ways than one as Todd lovingly lathered up his wife's skin with the fragrant body wash, feeling the spray of hot water that splashed off Tina's back as he stood behind her in the shower cubicle. In such a confined space, it was all but impossible for their bodies not to brush against each other, his hands far from alone in feeling his wife's firm flesh as she savoured his sensuous massage. Despite his back being pressed against the glass panel that served to partition the shower from the rest of the room, Tina still insisted on leaning into him, casually bringing her buttocks to rest against his groin from time to time as she leisurely luxuriated under the invigorating downpour. She held the hair to which Todd had earlier displayed equal devotion out of the way over her shoulder, her long dark locks made sleek and shiny by the water as they draped tantalisingly down over her breasts.

Were it not for the stainless steel that kept his penis permanently pressed down between his legs, Todd would have been sporting quite an erection. As it was, his stiffness was forced to cede to the ever-present constraints of his chastity belt, his hardness held in check by the infernal contraption that remained locked around his crotch even in the absence of other clothing. With nothing but smooth steel to show where his manhood should be, his wife could safely rest her rear against his groin without fear of Todd doing what might otherwise come naturally to a man in such a sensuous situation. Although there were only a few millimetres of metal separating his naked body from hers, the tube that trapped his turgid organ was still more than enough to thwart any thoughts of sex, forcing Todd to focus on the task at hand as he continued to selflessly soap his wife's skin. Doing his best to put the discomfort to the back of his mind as his swollen dick pressed against the walls of its prison, he knew he was simply returning the favour that Tina had shown him earlier.

Helping her husband keep his chastity belt clean had been the pretext she'd used for showering with him, although they'd both known that Tina had had an ulterior motive as she'd stripped Todd of his clothes to reveal the gleaming band of metal that ran around his groin. Soon her own garments had joined his in an untidy pile on the floor, with Tina unashamedly slipping off her panties as she performed an impromptu striptease before leading her husband by the hand towards the bathroom, wiggling her hips provocatively as she went. Following sheepishly along behind, Todd was already aroused by the time his wife began to turn her attentions to him more directly, with simply the sight of her bare buttocks having been enough to fuel the fire in his loins long before she set about showering him down. He'd been unable to tear his eyes away from Tina's beautiful body as she'd adjusted the water, watching agog as she made sure the temperature was just right before directing her husband to enter the cubicle.

Doing exactly as he was told, Todd had stood perfectly still while his wife directed the steaming spray around his nether regions, its hot water having done nothing to cool his burning desire as Tina set about ensuring that the shield that surrounded his sex was spotlessly clean. Having run the shower hither and thither around the band of silicone lined steel that sat snugly on her husband's hips, his wife had taken great delight in having Todd turn and bend for her, sending a powerful jet of water rushing up between his legs as she sought to soak his imprisoned penis from the other direction. Tormenting the tip of the trapped organ, the tickling tendrils of water that had managed to make it through to where no finger could ever enter had only added to his frustration, but his wife's fun hadn't finished there. While he had remained bent over, his hands pressing powerlessly against the glass partition, Tina had turned her attentions to the crack between his buttocks, her fingers soon following the flow of water as she probed this most intimate of places.

The construction of Todd's chastity belt meant that he was perfectly capable of cleaning back there himself - indeed, the couple had chosen one with rear chains for precisely that reason, preferring a style that left his back passage completely unobstructed. Stretching up from where the impenetrable penis tube pressed against his perineum, the linked rings of chunky stainless steel clung closely to Todd's cheeks as they curved up to meet the belt of metal locked around his loins, leaving his anus entirely clear whilst serving to remove all but the slightest of leeway in the snug contraption. Being able to wipe himself after doing his business was only one of the benefits of such an arrangement, with his wife having demonstrated the other as she sent water shooting up his cleft unimpeded, emphasising Todd's vulnerability even before she had brought a finger to bear on his sphincter. However much protection his chastity belt might provide for his penis, it left Todd's backside perilously exposed - something that Tina delighted in taking advantage of on a regular basis.

Holding the showerhead so as to send the rushing water right to the very spot that her finger had found, Tina had kept up the pressure, her digit slowly penetrating the tight ring of muscle as she gradually pushed its tip into her husband. "Got to make sure you're nice and clean up there!", she had declared, devilishly working her way in further and wiggling around in a way that had made Todd squirm as the powerful spray of the shower had continued to buffet between his buttocks. Her control over him was complete, with Tina having shown that she owned every aspect of his body even as she slowly withdrew, her finger having lingered in Todd's crack for long enough to make him wonder whether it would return to enter him again. Instead, his wife had chosen to caress his cheeks, giving her husband's fleshy rump a firm squeeze as she turned her attention to the chains of the chastity belt that kept him hers.

Now Todd was showing a similar intimacy with his wife's body, albeit of a far more submissive kind, as he continued to help her shower, directing the spray this way and that as he set about rinsing the soapy lather from her body. All too aware of the bite of his belt against his bulging organ as he turned his attention to Tina's shapely behind, Todd found his frustrations reaching fever pitch as his wife turned to face him, presenting her husband with an unrivalled view of her womanly charms as she casually flicked her hair over her shoulder so as to leave her breasts unobscured. Wincing as his strengthening stiffness struggled in vain against the ever-present steel, Todd started to soap up his wife's chest, running her hands over her soft skin in a manner that put him in mind of making love to her. It was a comparison that clearly wasn't lost on Tina either, judging by the smile his tender touch brought to her face, with Todd unable to keep himself from paying special attention to his wife's nipples just as he might during foreplay as he lathered her bust.

Purring with pleasure, his wife watched as he slowly worked his way down her body, with Todd dropping down on his knees to allow him to show her slender waist the devotion it deserved. With a renewed discomfort between his legs reminding him of how close he was coming to Tina's sex, Todd was about to move on to his wife's heavenly hips when he felt her hands come to rest on the back of his head, gently pressing his face into her groin. Her intentions were clear, with any thought of lathering her soon forgotten as Todd set about cleaning his wife's pussy in a far more pleasurable way, her feminine flavour mingling with a slight taste of soap as the shower continued to rain down on him from above. Closing his eyes to keep the deluge of warm water out of them, Todd found his consciousness contracting as he concentrated on pleasing the woman who continued to press him close to her. He surrendered selflessly to Tina as he squatted down in the shower, lovingly licking and lapping at her sex while his own remained shrouded in increasingly uncomfortable steel.

With his penis pounding against the unyielding walls of its metal prison, Todd was immersed in sensation just as he was water, sometimes struggling to breathe as rivulets ran off his wife's body and down his nose or else slowly made their way through his thoroughly sodden hair. It was a situation that was not helped by how Tina held him tight, her grasp on his head becoming even firmer as his efforts began to have an effect on her, but even when Todd was able to come up for air, the atmosphere was steamy - as sultry as the sensuous sexual act he was engaged in, hot and moist like the crevice his lips explored. It wasn't long before his efforts were making his wife moan with delight, with Tina's pleasure audible even above the constant noise of running water that besieged Todd's ears as he continued to worship her womanhood, undeflected from his devotion by how his wife was pulling his hair as he pushed her over the edge of orgasm. Only when he felt her spasm around him did he slowly ease off, dropping back as Tina released her hold on him and allowed Todd to look up once more, her smiling face flushed by far more than just steam.

Todd's efforts earned him a playful ruffle of his bedraggled hair as his wife regained her composure, but Tina was quick to chide her husband for leaving her body half washed. "When you're quite finished down there", she told him in a theatrically serious tone, "perhaps you'd care to lather up my legs?". The bottle of body wash that had hitherto gone all but forgotten was soon retrieved from where Todd had dropped it in his earlier eagerness to please his wife's passions, her husband setting about service of a slightly less carnal nature as he started on soaping Tina's shapely thighs. With his own sex still throbbing uncomfortably in its incarceration, Todd didn't need to be asked twice, the submissive side of his personality brought to the fore by the situation his wife had placed him in. Selflessly seeing to her needs came as second nature to him when he was locked in steel, knowing that any relief from the frustration that forever burned between his legs was entirely at Tina's whim.

Even when the shower had finally been turned off and a window opened to release the build up of steam, Todd still found himself attending to his wife, leaving a trail of wet footprints across the bathroom floor as he fetched a towel for her. Only after he had lovingly wrapped the soft fabric around her feminine figure did he turn his thoughts to getting himself dry, with the head start that Todd had given his wife coupled with the additional imposition of his chastity belt meaning that Tina finished towelling herself down long before he did. "Make sure you're properly dry down there", she called over her shoulder as she left her room, Todd still struggling to work his towel underneath the tight band of silicone lined metal that hugged his hips. Forced to do so a little at a time thanks to the lack of leeway in the snug steel, he was only half listening to his wife's instructions, but Tina's parting words tore him away from his thoughts of how he still had to use a hair dryer to extract the water that would have inevitably accumulated inside his belt. "I don't want you damp with anything other than frustration when I fuck you", she declared with a grin, his wife heading out of the door before her husband could enquire further.

* * *

By the time Todd had finally finished attending to the complications imposed by his chastity belt, his wife had not only managed to dry her hair, but dress herself as well. As he entered their bedroom naked save for the mass of silver and black that remained firmly affixed around his hips, he found Tina sitting on the bed waiting for him, his wife having slipped into a smart black blouse and skirt in the interim. With hosiery and heels completing her stylish outfit, his wife's sophisticated attire wouldn't have been out of place in a more professional context, conveying a certain severity that sent a shiver of excitement down Todd's spine. It was a far cry from the casual clothing his wife had worn prior to showering, leaving her husband wondering whether the couple had plans for the evening that had somehow slipped his mind. Todd was about to ask what he had forgotten when Tina cut him off, her tone as serious as her appearance as she scolded him for taking his time. "What took you so long?", she asked rhetorically. "Come on, hurry up and get dressed!".

Still confused by the changing situation, Todd looked anxiously around for the clothes he'd worn earlier, finding no sign of the untidy pile he'd left on the floor, nor anything on the chair where his wife liked him to put things that had only been half worn. Tina must have attended to his discarded attire in his absence, Todd concluded, perhaps shuffling it away in the direction of the laundry basket along with her own dirty clothing. Wondering what might make a suitable accompaniment for what his wife was wearing, he turned to the woman sitting on the bed for guidance, only to find her lifting up something white and lacy. The frilly brassière that Tina was now holding had hitherto been disguised among the folds of the duvet, but now there was no denying the feminine garment as his wife dangled it from her fingers, nor whom she had in mind to wear it. "Tonight you're going to be my blushing bridegroom", Tina grinned, casually tossing the bra in her husband's direction. "Put it on".

It was all Todd could do to catch the frilly white lace as it flew through the air towards him, but he instinctively knew that he couldn't let such a pristine item of intimate attire fall to the floor if he wasn't to earn his wife's ire. Rewarded for the sudden lunge he made towards the plummeting lingerie by his chastity belt squashing his balls against his legs, Todd nevertheless managed to catch the bra by one of its straps despite the all too familiar discomfort between his legs, frantically clutching the feminine garment to his chest for a moment before more carefully taking hold of the mass of soft, silky material and beginning to straighten it out. Todd was no stranger to such unmanly attire, swiftly making sense of the twisted cups and tangled straps such that he was soon able to hold the bra out in front of him just like a woman might when getting dressed, all the while aware of how he was being watched by his wife as he set about strapping himself into a singularly submissive garment.

The thought of feminizing himself for Tina's amusement caused Todd's captive cock to strain against the confines of his chastity belt as he slipped his arms through the lacy white straps, feeling his stiffening erection thwarted by the stainless steel tube that kept his swelling penis pressed down between his legs even as he pulled the two ends of the bra together behind his back. Fumbling blindly with his fingers, Todd desperately sought to mate the line of little hooks with a matching set of eyes, but the fiddly fasteners refused to comply, forcing him to make an increasingly frantic series of attempts as he sought to stave off his wife's growing impatience. Tina's gaze remained steadfastly on him, her stiletto clad toes beginning to tap the floor with a restlessness that hardly helped her husband's situation, with Todd knowing that his wife would have made swift work of such a simple task. Fastening the bra was something that any woman could have done in her sleep, but for a man feeling further frustrated with every passing second he struggled, it was quite a different matter.

More through luck than judgement, the two ends of the clasp finally came together, leaving the feminine garment clinging tightly to Todd's chest as he tentatively released his hold on it. Letting out a sigh of relief, Todd now turned to the band and straps of his bra, his fingers fussing with them as he sought to place the silky white lace in a position that would be pleasing to his wife. In doing so, he was conscious of emulating Tina on the occasions she had taken a more active role in making him wear women's underwear, but now she seemed content simply to sit on the bed and watch, occasionally biting her lip with absorbed anticipation as her husband attired himself in intimate apparel. "I love it when you wear a bra for me", Tina declared with devilish delight, surveying the feminized man standing in front of her from the comfort of the duvet. "Perhaps if you wore one more often, you'd be faster at fastening them", she opined, the mischievous twinkle in her eye causing Todd to shudder even as his stiffness stirred at the thought of such shameful submission.

Looking down at his feet as he sought to avoid his wife's stare, Todd found himself coming face to face with the lacy white cups that now graced his chest, the brassière that he had just strapped himself into being padded beneath its frills so as to impart a subtly feminine curve above the stiff underwires that pressed firmly into his flesh. A pretty little bow sat between them, matching those where each of the lace trimmed straps joined the body of the feminine garment, the latter clinging to his skin as it disappeared out of sight under each of his arms, coming together behind his back to encircle him in an embrace that was soft yet strong. It was a sharp contrast to the sterner ring of steel that surrounded Todd's torso further down, the delicate lace a far cry from the gleaming metal that hugged his hips, yet the bra seemed to impose itself as much as his chastity belt as it served to emphasise his surrender to his wife.

A sudden movement in the corner of his eye caused Todd to look up just in time to see another mass of material flying towards him, with the feminized man only just managing to catch the second item of intimate attire that his wife had flung in his direction. It didn't take him long to realise what it was, with the suspender belt's dangling straps giving the game away long before he was able to straighten out the length of frilly white lace. Matching his bra right down to the little bows that adorned each of the four loose lengths of elastic whose clasps bobbed up and down at the slightest provocation, Todd knew the suspender belt would pose a similar problem to put on, his wife's presence forcing him to fasten it behind his back before threading each of the suspender straps beneath the band of black silicone that had long since become a familiar fixture around his hips. Nevertheless, he was left with no choice but to do so, feeling his imprisoned penis pulse painfully as it fought a futile battle against the belt, his stifled swelling spurred on by the sight of the silky white lace that would soon join the bra in being wrapped around his body.

Doing his best to ignore the growing discomfort in his loins, Todd set about stretching the suspender belt around his waist, fumbling behind his back once more as he sought to fasten the hooks that would hold the feminine garment in place. He had almost managed to make the two ends meet when a slight movement on Tina's part caused him to completely lose his concentration, the sight of his wife slowly slipping off her skirt leaving Todd in danger of dropping the suspender belt entirely as he suddenly realised what was between her legs. It was not the lace topped stockings that caught his attention, as sensuous as the smoky black nylons were, nor the jet black suspender straps that stretched up her thighs, their clasps pulling the top of Tina's hosiery into a series of arching curves that ordinarily would have seized her husband's eye. No, it was the stiff length of provocative purple plastic that nestled between his wife's legs that caused Todd's heart to skip a beat, the thick artificial phallus protruding threateningly between her thighs. It was an implement of impalement that he had previously had all too personal experience of, with merely the sight of it causing him to instinctively clench his buttocks as he came to understand why his wife was having him wear virginal white lingerie like a blushing bride.

Hypnotised by the monstrous object, it was all that Todd could do to keep hold of the frilly lace lingerie in his hands, knowing that the flimsy garment would offer precious little protection from a woman who had delighted in deflowering him - so much so that they'd played the same game again and again and again, always pretending that it was the first time that Todd was surrendering his body to his wife. Tina found delicious irony in taking her husband's virginity while he remained chaste, the experience of penetrating him proving a powerful turn on for both of them, emphasising his submission to her like nothing else. Although Todd's own cock would remain stifled by steel, his wife's would have free reign, with Tina taking the traditional role of the man in proceedings as she thrust her eternal erection into Todd's rear while the husband turned wife passively lay back and allowed himself to be used for her pleasure, his own desires remaining thwarted throughout. Like the countless times before, Todd would be dressed the part in frilly white lace - or he would if he could persuade his shaking fingers to fasten the suspender belt behind his back.

With his nerves not helped by how Tina was slowly sliding her hand along the length of the silicone shaft as though seeking to keep it hard for him, Todd did his best to concentrate on the task at hand, desperately fumbling around until the first of the two tiny fasteners found one another. Seeking to make the second pair meet, the feminized man found to his horror that he'd managed to mismatch the hook and eyes, forcing him to undo his earlier efforts and start again from scratch. He knew his face would be a picture of frustration as he struggled to secure the suspender belt - unlike his wife's, whose grin grew as she continued to masturbate the monster between her legs, relishing the effect she was having on her husband as she silently watched him dress. Unable to tear his eyes away from her crotch, Todd longed to be allowed such hardness himself, his own cock straining against unyielding steel as it sought to emulate the stiffness that Tina's strap-on so singularly simulated.

After what seemed like an eternity, Todd finally managed to fasten both hooks of his suspender belt, but any relief the feminized man felt at so doing was short lived as he swiftly turned his attention to the four lengths of elastic that dangled down from the frilly white lace now wrapped around his waist. He knew he would need to slip them all under the band of black silicone and shiny stainless steel that sat snugly around his hips before he could make a start on the stockings that Tina would be sure to toss in his direction any second, but doing so was easier said than done thanks to the figure-hugging fit of his chastity belt. Only after pulling his stomach in and taking advantage of what little leeway the tight band of metal allowed was he able to push the first of the chunky suspender clasps underneath before pulling the rest of the strap through. It was a process that had to be repeated three more times around his body, with Todd conscious of how his wife had picked up a length of sheer white nylon well before he'd finished sorting out the suspenders that in due course would support it. Toying with the gossamer fabric in her fingers, Tina was playing as much with her husband as with his hosiery, biting her lip with evident satisfaction as she held the stocking out for him expectantly.

Soon Todd was balancing awkwardly on one foot, slowly unrolling the soft, silky nylon he'd only moments before bundled up as he began to shroud his leg in a second skin of alabaster. It wasn't long before the clinging hosiery had reached his thigh, its delicate gossamer giving way to a thicker welt trimmed with lace as frilly and feminine as the rest of the feminized man's lingerie. Looking down at his groin as he sought to attach stocking to suspender clasp, Todd was greeted by the sight of still more metal, the shiny stainless steel faceplate that brought the various components of his chastity belt together kept securely in place by the chunky brass padlock that nestled in its midst, the latter's shackle wrapped around a sturdy recessed stud. Curving away under his crotch, the sleek surface served to obscure the tight penis tube that even now oppressed his imprisoned organ, a curved pipe of impenetrable metal to which Todd's cock was condemned to spend its days save for when Tina chose to release it. Without the key which remained safely secreted in her bosom, there was no chance of escape from the endless frustration the chastity belt imposed - something made all the worse by him having to wear bridal hosiery and lingerie as he prepared to be taken like a newly wedded woman on her big night.

Reaching behind his back once more, Todd secured his stocking to the second suspender strap, the latter's elastic stretching taut across his buttock as it passed under the sturdy stainless steel chain before heading down towards his thigh. He'd barely finished doing so before Tina casually chucked another length of nylon in his general direction, his wife grinning gleefully as her poor aim forced her feminized husband to lunge for the floaty fabric sailing swiftly down towards the ground. The sight of him scurrying for the stocking broadened Tina's smile still further, the moan of delight she emitted as she shuffled slightly on the bed suggesting to her husband that it wasn't just the silicone shaft sticking out from between her legs that Tina was stimulating as she continued to stroke the purple phallus. Not content with the oral orgasm he'd given her in the shower, his wife was pleasuring herself at the sight of his predicament, the couple's one-sided sex continuing even as Todd dressed.

As his second stocking had joined the first in being firmly held up by his suspender belt, Todd knew that he was now wearing all the lingerie that was necessary to allow him to play the part of the blushing bride, panties being superfluous thanks to the steel that surrounded his sex. While Tina had on previous occasions insisted that her husband wear women's underwear over his chastity belt, it having amusing her to tease him with a lacy thong under his trousers, there now seemed little point putting on something that would only have to be pulled aside to allow her strap-on to plunge inside him. With his sphincter tightening with trepidation, Todd turned once again to his wife for guidance, but to his surprise, he found Tina holding up yet another item of intimate attire - a silky satin babydoll, its slinky, shimmering fabric as white as driven snow. Simple and unsophisticated, the virginal nightwear was shapeless save for the two slender straps that his wife held it up by, but Todd knew it would mould itself to his body just as much as the lingerie he was already wearing, emphasising an exquisitely feminine vulnerability.

The snow white satin was so sleek that the babydoll was in danger of slipping through Todd's fingers as he caught it in mid-air, Tina once again choosing to toss the garment she wanted her husband to wear for his deflowering in his direction rather than simply handing it to him. There was something about her casual disregard for such sensuous clothing that made Todd feel all the more submissive as he straightened out the slinky nightdress, his wife so at home with sexy womenswear that handling it came as second nature to her - however daunting such delicates might be to the man she was feminizing. Struggling to orientate the satin in his hands, Todd found himself having to rely on where the little buckles were on the babydoll's straps to determine which way round it should go, knowing that the painted metal adjusters would soon come to rest on his back alongside those of his bra as he stepped into the silky nightwear.

With Todd's legs made sleek by sheer nylon, the babydoll slid effortlessly upwards, sparking off waves of electricity that raced across Todd's skin in its wake. When the top of the satin nightdress reached his thighs he slowed down, knowing that he would have to take greater care if he wasn't to snag the delicate garment on the clasps of his suspender straps, let alone catch it on the cumbersome contraption locked around his crotch. It was a situation not helped by how the static charge of the slinky fabric caused it to cling to his legs, forcing Todd to go to some lengths to lift the babydoll over the various lumps and bumps that his wife had imposed upon his body, right down to the four adjusters halfway along each of the lengths of white elastic that ran down his thighs. Only when the babydoll was safely past the various protrusions was Todd able to pick up speed again, pulling it up over the cups of his bra before slipping his arms through the slinky nightdress's spaghetti straps.

Looking down his body brought home just how short the skimpy garment was, with the babydoll barely covering Todd's chastity belt, something that was caused, at least in part, by how it followed the curve of his newly augmented bust. Were he to bend forward, as he inevitably would once Tina had finished dressing him, the scanty nightwear would rise up so as to leave his buttocks almost completely exposed - perfect for penetrating with the plastic phallus that loomed large in the feminized man's consciousness as he lifted his eyes from what he was wearing to his wife once more. As though aware that he was watching her, Tina chose that moment to spread her legs, sliding her heels sideways so as to make enough space for a man between her stocking clad thighs. Even without his wife asking more explicitly, Todd knew exactly what was expected of him, dropping down on his knees before shuffling slowly forward until his face was only inches away from Tina's crotch - and her cock, the purple plastic looming large in the feminized man's field of view, bobbing around between his wife's legs as she bent over to fetch one final article of feminine attire from on top of the bed. "Mustn't forget your veil!".

With that, Tina was slipping a hard plastic headband over her husband's scalp, bringing its ends to rest just behind his ears before tossing the attached mass of diaphanous material back over Todd's head. The floaty fabric came gently to rest on his shoulders, shrouding his hair in a soft, silky sheerness such that Todd was now feminized in frilly white lace from the very top of his head to the tips of his toes. From behind, he knew he would look the very picture of a newly wed bride on her big night as he knelt in front of his wife, with Tina sure to appreciate the sight should she choose to look over his shoulder at their reflection in the large mirrored doors of the fitted wardrobe beyond, his virginal white bridal attire contrasting sharply with the sophisticated black of her own smart outfit. For now, however, Tina was content to look down upon her humbled husband, her eyes twinkling with devilish delight as she directed Todd's attention towards the thick silicone shaft that jutted out aggressively from between her legs. "Do you still remember how to stroke one of these?", she asked with a wicked grin, showing Todd exactly what she meant by sliding her hands slowly along the length of the purple protrusion. "I know it's been a very long time since I've let you do so with yours, but I'm sure you haven't forgotten how you used to touch yourself before we locked you up. Show me".

Feeling his imprisoned penis instinctively respond to the resurfacing memories, Todd hesitantly lifted up a hand from where it had come to rest upon his own metal clad crotch, gingerly taking hold of the plastic phallus before beginning to copy his wife's earlier motions. Soon he was making a passable imitation of masturbating the monstrous object, the similarity not lost on his own stiffness as it strained against the ever-present steel surrounding it. "Oh, that's good! Make it nice and hard for me!", Tina purred with evident pleasure, her moans not helping her husband's own uncomfortable hardness as Todd's chastity belt forced his swollen cock down between his legs. He had brought his other hand into play now, sliding both up and down the length of his wife's cock as his mind raced with the recollection of Tina doing the same to him, picturing her manicured fingers engaged in an all too fleeting handjob as she swiftly milked him. There would be no chance of the silicone shaft letting forth the torrents of sperm that would surely have shot from his own cock by now had their roles been reversed, his wife's erection remaining implacable no matter how hard he tried to bring it off. Her strap-on could stay up all night, with Todd already knowing that this was only the start of his sexual submission to it, wincing as his imprisoned organ responded to the thought of even more intimate encounters with a phallus that was thicker and harder than his belt would ever allow him to be.

While her husband's hands explored the textured surface of the purple silicone, Tina's had slowly lifted from where they'd been resting on her stocking tops, and soon her fingers were fussing with the folds of diaphanous fabric that draped down from Todd's crown as he continued to caress her cock. Sliding underneath the silky material of his bridal veil, it wasn't long before Tina had brought her hands to rest on the back of her husband's head, exerting a subtle yet inexorable pressure that saw him slowly but surely pressed forwards as she guided him into place between her legs. As Todd's face came closer to the monster he was still masturbating, her hold on him became firmer, forcing her husband to bend his body further as he sought a suitable position. Only by pressing his bottom up into the air was the feminized man able to keep his head where his wife wanted it without craning his neck uncomfortably, but doing so left him knowing that the hem of his babydoll would have ridden up to reveal his perilously exposed behind. Twin bands of chunky chain would curve across his buttocks, with his vulnerable backside being perfectly framed by the snow white lace of his stocking tops below and the soft satin hem of the slinky nightdress above, leaving his crack completely uncovered as though it were calling out for the cock his wife was even now pressing in his face.

Continuing to cradle her husband's head in her hands, Tina now held Todd only a hair's breadth away from the silicone shaft that stuck out threateningly from her groin. At such close proximity, the feminized man kneeling in front of her could clearly make out every detail of the harness that held the obscene object in an eternal erection, the jet black base from which the purple plastic emerged standing in for panties as it shrouded his wife's sex. Unlike the unyielding steel that kept his own cock in check, the contraption strapped around his wife's crotch would allow Tina to enjoy the sensations his efforts happened to engender, something that was already evident from the flush in her face brought about from the handjob her husband was even now engaged in. With his wife's legs closing in around him, it was becoming increasingly awkward for Todd to keep up his endeavours, however, his hands finally falling away as Tina lent subtly forward so as to cause the tip of the plastic phallus to brush indecently against her husband's lips. Were the silicone shaft to somehow to shoot its load right now, it would shower his face with semen, but the man who had been masturbating it knew the chances of that were pretty much the same as his own likelihood of an orgasm at that moment - absolutely zero.

Instead, all Todd had to show for his intolerable frustration was a slight dampness between his legs, with the inside of his belt's penis tube having becoming uncomfortably moist as a result of how his wife was toying with him. He could feel the pre-cum slowly seeping through the grill that curved under his groin, the thin fluid dripping down onto the top of his thighs before slowly soaking into his stockings. It was an excitement that Tina would be sure to tease him about were she aware of how hot and bothered Todd's sexual submission was making him, but at that moment, his wife was too occupied toying with her husband in other ways to care about his confined cock. With a gentle gyration of her hips, she caused the tip of her own turgid member to trace around the opening of his mouth as though she were applying lipstick with the bulbous bell end, all the while keeping Todd's head firmly in position.

It was only when his wife relaxed her hold on him a little that he knew he had to take a more active part in proceedings. With Tina's hands still hovering between his hair and the silky mesh of his bridal veil, there was only one direction in which he could move, with Todd gingerly leaning forward slightly so as to bring his lips more firmly in contact with the tip of the silicone shaft. He could feel his wife's gaze burning down upon him as he planted a tender kiss upon the purple plastic, rewarded for his devotion with a purr of pleasure that spurred him to take more of the phallus in his mouth. Running his tongue along the ridge that simulated where the strap-on's foreskin would have retracted to were it flesh rather than silicone, he lovingly wrapped his lips around the end of the artificial cock before slowly spitting it out once more. Looking up to his wife for approval, Todd could feel himself blushing, his natural embarrassment only encouraging Tina's broad smile as she looked down on him with amusement, saying nothing but pressing her husband's head slightly forward to indicate that he should continue with his selfless submission.

Once again, Todd lent in to take his wife's strap-on in his mouth, acutely aware of how his own cock was straining against steel as he bobbed down on the bulbous head of the silicone shaft. This time, the hands on the back of his head followed him, Tina's hold on her husband making it impossible for him to spit the tip out as he had before. Instead, Todd was forced to take more of the silicone in his mouth, sliding his lips over another inch before his wife relaxed her hold on him enough to allow him to let it out again. Even as the tip of the strap-on was leaving his mouth, however, Tina was gently pressing Todd forward once more, encouraging a rhythm that her husband soon began to adopt without her assistance as he bobbed up and down on the purple plastic poking out from between his wife's legs. The end of the silicone shaft soon became slippery with his saliva, with Todd's spit slowly running down the length that he had yet to devour, pooling between the ridges that simulated the bulging veins that would have been sure to have been brought on by his oral attentions had the feminized man been fellating flesh rather than plastic.

"Use your lips and tongue", Tina instructed. "Keep it nice and hard for me". From the way the back of his veil lifted slightly each time he bobbed forward, Todd could tell his wife was keeping her hands back just far enough to allow him to perform naturally, yet knew he wouldn't be able to distance himself from her silicone dick by more than a few millimetres before she would gently but firmly guide him back to it. Nor was that the only means by which she could impose her plastic penis upon him, with the slightest thrust of her hips enough to press it deeper between his lips should Todd's rhythm ever falter. "Nice and slow", Tina directed. "Look up at me while you're sucking it. Much better! I want to look you in the eyes while you're sucking my cock", she insisted. Todd found himself doing exactly he was told, meeting his wife's gaze as she looked down on him over the length of the purple plastic phallus, his face burning red with a mixture of shame and sexual arousal as his tongue travelled up the underneath of the strap-on as though savouring the sweetness of a lolly, tenderly tickling its tip before returning back once more.

The rhythmic slurp of Todd's lips and tongue lapping against silicone were joined by the occasional moans of satisfaction from his wife, the latter being all the feminized man had to guide him as he continued to worship Tina's cock. Looking down on him with delight, she seemed to be savouring the sight of her husband's head bobbing up and down between her legs almost as much as if he were feasting at her own feminine glory, purring with pleasure as he paid his respects to the plastic penis. Only after enjoying the show for quite some time did Tina speak again. "Ready to take it a little deeper?", she asked, already beginning to press Todd's head down between her legs. Any answer her husband might have made was muffled by the monstrous plastic mass invading his mouth, the strap-on's bulbous tip tickling Todd's tonsils as Tina thrust her hips forward at the same time, forcing him to take several inches of silicone in barely a couple of seconds. It was all the feminized man could do not to gag on it, with Todd all too glad when the obscene oral assailant retreated almost as swiftly as it had entered, allowing him to catch the breath Tina had stolen from him with her sudden attack. If only the respite wasn't so short-lived!

Now it was Tina setting the pace, her hands holding her helpless husband's head motionless as she thrust her hips back and forth, alternately filling and emptying his mouth with an ever-increasing rhythm that never saw her silicone strap-on leave him completely, however much its textured length slid between his lips. It was all Todd could do to keep up, his predicament not helped by the way his wife insisted on keeping eye-contact with him throughout, but things didn't get any easier when Tina's tempo finally began to slow. Although now not as fast, what her thrusting lacked in speed was now more than made up by depth, with Todd finding himself once again in danger of gagging as his wife sought to see just how much of her strap-on he could take. Powerless to prevent her from plunging more and more of the plastic penis past his lips, Todd could only moan incoherently as he struggled to swallow the tip of the silicone shaft each time, barely able to breathe in between.

With her husband's head impaled upon her strap-on, Tina took great delight in holding him firmly in place as she wiggled her hips, pressing the veined girth of the thick plastic phallus against one side of his mouth and then the other before finally withdrawing it, only to begin the process again a moment later. Her crotch now occupied Todd's field of vision, the jet black base of her strap-on complemented by inky suspender straps that supported smoky stockings, all in sharp contrast to the virginal white that bedecked the feminized man's entire body. Only the length of purple plastic seemed out of place, but Tina was doing her best to bury it down her husband's throat, pressing it deeper and deeper until Todd was almost able to kiss her crotch - or at least, would have been, had his lips not been spread wide apart by the circumference of her cock. It was the most submissive of positions, and it was here that Tina chose to hold him for longer and longer, waiting until Todd was sure he could take it no more before finally letting him up for air. "That's right! All the way!", she purred happily, her praise filling her husband with pleasure even as he groaned with discomfort and frustration, his own cock filling an equally tight space as it struggled in vain against the stainless steel confining it.

"Who would have thought my blushing bridegroom would be such a good little cocksucker?", Tina teased as she once again held Todd's head down on the purple phallus, denying her husband the opportunity to respond as she continued to press her strap-on into his mouth. "Tell me who's a good little cocksucker", she insisted, shifting her hips slightly so as to add to Todd's predicament as he struggled to answer her. With not only his tongue pressed down by the thick shaft but his throat tickled by its tip, it was impossible for Todd to offer more than an incoherent moan in reply, but Tina didn't seem to mind, knowing exactly what her husband was trying to say. "That's right! You're my good little cocksucker", she declared brightly, adopting the sing-song tone of one addressing a pet as she released one hand from Todd's head in order to pinch his cheek playfully. It was only when her other hand fell away a few seconds later that her husband was finally able to spit out the silicone he'd come close to gagging on, gasping for breath as he stared down its surprisingly long length. It was hard to believe he'd been able to take it all in his mouth, yet somehow he had, much to the delight of the woman who remained sitting above him.

Tina's mirth was evident by the way she brushed the tip of the strap-on cock across her husband's lips once more, smearing the stringy saliva around his face so as to add to the drool that had dripped down during the course of Todd's oral devotions. "Mmm! Nice and hard and wet!", she purred. "I'll bet you're all hot and bothered too. Shall we see what else we can do with this?", Tina asked, rocking her hips so as to cause the length of silicone to bob up and down in front of her husband's face. Todd found himself sheepishly nodding too, his own cock throbbing painfully inside the confines of his chastity belt with the anticipation of what he was agreeing to. "Don't worry!", Tina said softly, allowing a comforting hand to slide down the satin that clung to the curve of her husband's chest. "It's natural to be a little nervous on your big night, but I promise I'll go slow", she told him, breaking out of role for a moment as she added mischievously, "at least to start with. Come on, let's have you up on the bed. Such sexy lingerie is too good to be just sitting around in".

With that, Tina shifted back on the bed herself, kicking her heels off before tucking her stocking clad legs underneath her as she sat herself down on the plump pillows at the end of the duvet. All the while, the purple plastic protrusion that jutted out from between her legs remained pointed provocatively at her husband, with Todd unable to keep his eyes off his wife's unnaturally augmented crotch as he slowly got to his feet, the feminized man becoming conscious of just how long he'd spent on his knees as he shook the stiffness out of his legs. Nor was the returning blood the only discomfort he felt as he clambered onto the bed, with Todd acutely aware of the imposition of his chastity belt as he shifted position, feeling his bloated cock bulging against the impenetrable metal that surrounded it. With his balls brushing against the small area of his thighs that wasn't embraced by the clinging caress of his nylon stockings or covered by the slinky shroud of his satin babydoll, he found his hands naturally falling down to the unyielding steel that shielded his sex in an attempt to make it more comfortable, but there was precious little leeway in the cruel contraption, with Todd's futile efforts only serving to add to his frustrations as he climbed over the duvet as though following Tina's cock.

After mounting the bed, Todd soon found himself on his hands and knees in front of his wife, wondering for a moment whether Tina wanted him to suck her strap-on once more as she beckoned him to crawl closer to her. Only when his face was within inches of the purple phallus again did she indicate for her husband to stop, her hands reaching behind his head in a manner that Todd was sure would see him pulled into her crotch for another time. Reaching underneath her husband's veil, Tina instead chose to flip the gossamer fabric forward over his face, the diaphanous material floating gently down in front of Todd until his vision became vague. With his view of his wife now obscured by the silky mesh he was forced to peer through, Todd watched as Tina reached out to the nightstand that sat to the side of the bed, returning a moment later with a small foil packet whose shiny wrapper twinkled as it caught the light. "We don't want you getting knocked up, now, do we?", Tina grinned, handing the condom to her husband before pressing her plastic penis even closer towards him. "If you'd care to do the honours? Hurry while I'm still hard for you!".

Knowing that he would inevitably find the strap-on that would soon penetrate him back in his mouth at some point in the foreseeable future, Todd was only too eager to use the protection his wife proffered, but that didn't make the prophylactic's packaging any easier to unwrap. His fingers fumbled with the foil until he had at last extracted the rolled up rubber inside, the presence of his veil forcing him to hold the latter up close to his face in order to orientate it. Only once Todd was sure he had the condom the right way round did he slip it over the tip of his wife's cock, struggling to make a start on rolling the rubber down thanks to how slippery the silicone shaft was with his own spit. Despite a false start in which the condom slid off to one side, Todd was soon running his hand slowly down the lubricated length, carefully unrolling it until he reached the base of Tina's strap-on. The thought of his wife banging the latter against his buttocks caused him to quiver with anxious anticipation as he looked up to her for further instruction, but Tina simply gestured to the nightstand. "You're going to want some lube", she declared with a grin, making it clear she expected her husband to be the one to get his hands dirty as she sat back and began to unbutton her blouse.

Todd didn't stint as he squeezed out a generous line of clear gel along the length of his wife's condom covered cock, using a finger to ensure the entire surface of her monstrous appendage was evenly coated before adding an extra dollop to the end for good measure. All the while, he was conscious of how he was being watched by his wife, with Tina's expression, unlike her husband's, unshrouded by any veil as she observed his efforts with evident excitement. The sight of his wife slowly revealing her bountiful bosom as she divested herself of the last of her outerwear was enough to drive Todd to distraction, the feminized man unable to keep his eyes from flicking upwards to the lacy black bra that pressed his wife's breasts together to give her an intoxicatingly enticing cleavage. If only his cock was free to explore her crack rather than the reverse, he thought forlornly, feeling the fires of frustration burn with even greater intensity between his legs, but the devilish device locked around his dick ensured his absolute devotion to Tina's satisfaction as he slathered her strap-on with lube while his wife tossed her blouse to one side.

"Let's have you the other way around them", Tina insisted, barely before Todd had returned the tube of lube to the bedside table. With the image of her beautiful brassièred breasts still fresh in his mind, her husband did as he was told, his sense of trepidation increasing as he shuffled around on his stocking clad knees. By the time he was facing away from Tina, Todd was all too aware of how vulnerable he was, knowing that his wife's silicone cock would be only inches away from the buttocks he now found himself instinctively clenching. The feminized man had to force himself to relax as he awaited the arrival of the anal assailant, crouching down on the duvet on his hands and knees as he pressed his posterior backwards and upwards into the perfect position for penetration. Any moment now, Todd knew he would feel the cool caress of lube as his wife slipped the tip of her strap-on between his cheeks, followed by a firmer pressure as she began to push the phallus inside him, slowly but surely insisting that his body surrendered to the entire length of her cock. The sounds of the bedsprings softly stretching as Tina shuffled forward behind him were but a foretaste of how they would soon be bouncing up and down as she banged her cock into his buttocks again and again and again.

Todd couldn't help but quiver slightly as he felt his wife's hands come to rest on his behind, her fingers spreading apart his flesh as she prepared the way for her plastic penis. Only the chunky metal chains of his chastity belt kept her from stretching his crack open still further, with Tina opting to brace her thumbs against the twin lines of sturdy stainless steel links that curved in tight arches across her husband's ass as she shuffled slightly forward. Soon the point of her phallus was gently resting between her husband's buttocks, its condom clad tip tickling his sphincter as his wife gently bobbed up and down, smearing the strap-on's cool coating of lube around a little as she did so. "Relax!", Tina whispered soothingly, waiting until Todd was a little less tense before pressing the plastic phallus more firmly against his posterior. Resisting his natural urge to fight such an intimate intruder, the feminized man did his best to accept the obscene object that was now stretching his sphincter wider and wider, but he couldn't help letting out an anguished moan as Tina pressed the silicone shaft in still further. It was a signal that was thankfully enough for his wife to withdraw, albeit slightly, before starting her anal onslaught once more. "Don't fight it", she said sternly.

"This is going to feel so good when it's finally in", Tina purred, rocking slowly backwards and forwards. Her rhythm was gentle and unhurried, each time having her husband take a little more of her cock before withdrawing it once again. Save for letting his wife know how much he could safely accept with a groan whenever she stretched his limits as little further, Todd otherwise found himself an entirely passive participant in his penetration, crouched down in the most submissive of positions as he surrendered his rear to still more of her shaft. "I'm so looking forward to showing my blushing bridegroom what sex is all about", Tina told her husband, eliciting a response from Todd by means of a thrust forceful enough to cause him to moan out loud. "I wonder whether you'll be able to come from just this?", she teased. "I know I'm going to, because the sight of you in all that bridal wear is making me really hot and horny. You look so sexy in virginal white! I can't wait to pop your cherry, you pretty little thing!".

Keeping up her slow but ceaseless rhythm throughout her monologue, Tina now had her strap-on half embedded in her helpless husband, and she showed no sign of stopping as she sought to bury the rest of the silicone shaft in Todd's behind. Little by little, more and more of the thick plastic length disappeared between his buttocks, seeming to stretch and swell as it passed his sphincter such that the feminized man was surprised every time his wife pushed still more into his posterior. The almighty pressure her cock was exerting inside him was matched by that which had built up inside Todd's own organ, with his chastity belt making Tina's control over him clear from both sides as his own swollen member squashed up against the unyielding stainless steel, feeling as though it was being pressed there by the artificial phallus that his wife was filling him up with. The stiff silicone length felt as though it was acting as a second spine, the rock hard rod impaling Todd so far inside that he found himself doubting the monstrous invader could possibly the same purple plastic he had only minutes before slipped a condom over, yet he couldn't help remembering how he'd felt the same when Tina had thrust the turgid phallus down his throat.

"There!". His wife's purr of pleasure was accompanied by a softer pressure as Tina brought the base of her strap-on to rest again her husband's buttocks, a following thrust pushing Todd bodily forward now that he had finally taken the phallus right up to the hilt. "I knew you could take it all!", Tina declared with delight, slipping her hands under her husband's body as she brought her bodyweight to bear on him. Todd could feel his wife's fingers caressing him through the slinky satin of his nightdress even as she pressed herself into him, her stocking clad legs sparking waves of electricity against his as they brushed together, forcing him to spread himself still further as he yielded to her. Wrapping her husband in an inescapable embrace, Tina bent forward so as to be able to whisper in his ear. "Now, what shall we do now that you've got it inside you?", she enquired mischievously, pressing Todd down into the duvet as she wiggled her hips in such a way as to make him squirm. "Shall we see if I can make you come like this?", she asked. "Let's start off slowly and see!".

With that, Tina was lifting herself off her husband, albeit not before slipping her hands under the assortment of straps that rested on his shoulders, entwining her fingers in the taut white elastic of his brassière and the looser spaghetti straps of Todd's babydoll nightdress. Using his intimate attire as a harness, she pulled her husband back into position, all the while keeping her strap-on cock buried deep inside him. Now on his hands and knees once more, Todd found himself looking through the flimsy fabric of his bridal veil at the sight of his own feminized reflection, the shroud over his face turning him into little more than an anonymous figure in the mirror. There may as well have been two women on the bed, the one clad in virginal white allowing the other in sultry black to have her wicked way with her. Were it not for the immediate and utterly unignorable sensation of Tina slowly pulling silicone out through his sphincter, Todd might have easily believed he was watching another couple making love - as it was, there was no mistaking who was the newly wed wife and who the more experienced woman as Tina slowly eased her strap-on back in.

Once again bringing her crotch to rest against her husband's behind, Tina pressed the plastic phallus home, her weight in danger of pushing Todd down into the duvet before she slowly withdrew once more. Soon she had established a slow rhythm, working the strap-on into the very depths of Todd's back passage before pulling it almost the entire way out again, but the tip of the silicone cock never left him entirely - just as his wife's hands never let go of his bra straps, Tina holding her husband helpless as she worked her hips back and forth. Her pull on the bands of elastic caused the feminine garment's underwires to dig into Todd's chest, adding to the discomfort imposed by his chastity belt, but such matters were secondary when there was a thick shaft of silicone sliding in and out past his sphincter. Slowly increasing the pace, Tina soon had her husband gasping for breath again, with Todd panting heavily as she continued to penetrate him again and again. Becoming faster and faster, Tina began to bang her body against his buttocks more forcefully, ramming her rod into Todd now that she knew his passage was properly prepared for it. She was breathing deeply too, putting her all into giving him a good seeing to.

Flushing furiously beneath his bridal veil, Todd couldn't help himself from moaning with frustration as his confined cock pressed painfully against the walls of its prison, the blood rushing through his inflamed organ seeming to pulse in time to the pounding he was receiving from his wife. The burning bulge between his legs felt like it was going to burst, his cock copiously seeping pre-cum that did precious little to soothe the fires of frustration as it dripped down his groin. He was close to orgasm but so very far away, unable to tip himself over the edge thanks to the cold steel that kept him chaste even as his wife took his virginity for the countless time. For her part, there was no question of Tina's sexual satisfaction, with his wife's rhythm becoming more erratic as she succumbed to the situation. Was it the physical sensation of the strap-on's harness rubbing against her sex that was stimulating her, or simply the sense of power that came from having her husband impaled upon her cock, not only feminized and emasculated but now completely surrendered too? Whatever it was, it was enough to deliver her the most powerful of orgasms.

Todd could feel his wife's shuddering transmitted through the silicone shaft still stuck halfway up him, with Tina soon falling forward on top of him now that she was spent. He remained impaled upon her phallus even as the weight of her body pressed him down into the duvet once more, his wife wrapping her arms around his feminized form as she snuggled close, nuzzling his neck with kisses as she let Todd know just how pleased she'd been with his performance. So energetic had been her exertions that it took a little while before Tina was able to speak, whispering softly into her husbands ear through the veil that still shrouded his face. "Did you manage to come?", she enquired caringly. Todd shook his head weakly, too tired from his own part in proceedings, however passive, in order to answer more audibly. "Ah well", Tina sympathised. "Some girls don't when they have sex for the first time. Perhaps you might be more lucky when we next do this?", she grinned, giving her husband a squeeze as he groaned with frustration. Something told Todd that, despite having just been deflowered, he was going to remain chaste for quite a while longer yet!


Room Service

It was with a degree of trepidation that Terry found himself locking his car, reluctantly stepping out from the safety of his vehicle into the hotel parking lot. The stretch of elastic against his skin was unmistakable beneath his suit, the pull of his suspender straps as they tugged the tops of his stockings up his thighs matched only by the band of his bra, the latter being a little too tight for comfort as it clung around his chest. It was too late to do anything about that now, nor to adjust the straps that seemed to dig deeper into his shoulders with every passing second, the feminized man conscious of how he'd chosen to keep the elastic short in order to try and stop it from slipping.

At least the growing gloom of twilight provided some protection from the scrutiny of passersby, Terry mused, knowing that such latitude would be short lived as he scurried towards the tall building ahead of him. He was sure that he would soon be suffering the stares of those around him, feeling their gaze strip away his suit to reveal the saucy skimpies he wore underneath. Nor would lacy lingerie be the only shameful secret they would find beneath his business attire, his mincing gait imposed by more than just the snug satin so tight as to have slipped uncomfortably between his buttocks. Even as Terry considered confronting his fears about wearing women's underwear in front of other people, the cage locked around his cock asserted its authority, thwarting the nascent erection that the thought of such public humiliation engendered in its wearer.

Like it or not, Terry had no choice but to continue ever closer to the bright lights of the hotel lobby, already aware of the receptionist whose grin greeted him through the clear glass doors he was now approaching. It would have to be a woman on duty tonight, Terry sighed to himself, averting his gaze as the busty blonde behind the desk looked in his direction so as to put off the fateful moment of making eye contact with her for as long as possible. Looking down at his chest, the feminized man wondered whether he was really wearing the same bra that he had bought that lunchtime, its cups feeling as though they had grown in the intervening hours. Bulging out beneath his business attire, Terry was sure that the feminine garment now gave him an all too obvious bust, no doubt the reason for the young woman's broad smile as he crossed the threshold of the hotel, secretly glad of the slight distraction the doorway offered.

It had been impossible to properly assess just how visible his underwear might be in the little lingerie boutique, not when he was pretending to purchase such intimate attire for his wife. In a way, he was, with Monica's exacting demands having seen him dismiss what would have been a perfect bra and panty set in a far cheaper department store for want of a matching suspender belt. Forced to go upmarket to find the feminine frillies he was now wearing, Terry had ended up having to pay rather more than he might have liked for his lingerie, not to mention engage with an all too enthusiastic shop assistant who had taken great delight in picking out possibilities for him. "I'm sure you'll have a very special evening with these!", the bubbly brunette had beamed as she added a pair of luxurious lace-topped stockings to the pile of satin she'd already rung up on the register, denting Terry's wallet still further in the process. He'd left the store convinced she knew exactly who would be wearing the sheer nylons that were now sparking waves of electricity across his skin with every step he took, but beyond an enigmatic smile, the saleswoman had said nothing.

Terry had gone to such trouble as a result of a surprise phone call from his wife earlier that Friday, with Monica ringing from her hotel suite to tell her husband that she expected him to be appropriately attired for their evening dinner date. With his wife attending a three day conference with her company in a city a couple of hours drive away, it had seemed only appropriate that Terry should come out to join her for the weekend, leaving his own office a little earlier than usual in order to make it on time. The prospect of schmoozing over a glass of wine with leading figures from his wife's line of business was not one that particularly appealed to Terry, but when the possibility of sex was on the table, he found himself all too readily agreeing to Monica's proposal - even when she spelled out exactly what she wanted him to wear. It was just as well that he hadn't put her call on speaker phone, with Terry blushing as he was told that only a padded bra would do if he wanted to be let out that night. "Surprise me with something sexy", his wife had said, before adding more sternly, "and don't forget a suspender belt. Make sure it matches!".

Monica's high-flying career had taken her places that Terry could only dream of following, but her frequent trips around the world had put the couple in a quandary until they'd stumbled across the concept of male chastity. Already sexually submissive, Terry had soon surrendered his cock to the clear plastic cage that now kept it under his wife's complete control, allowing Monica to go away safe in the knowledge that her husband would stay faithful in her absence. It wasn't long, however, before the devilish device was spicing up their sex life in a rather more radical way, with rationing Terry's orgasms proving so much fun that he soon found himself having to earn his pleasure by submitting to his wife's whims. Erotic feminization was just one of the ways that Monica loved to toy with her man, a bra and panties sometimes being the price he had to pay when she wanted to play - whether in private, or in public!

Had it been his wife that Terry was now standing in front of, the feminized man would have felt far more at ease about the array of intimate attire that seemed to him to be all too obvious beneath his suit and tie, his embarrassment more aroused than apprehensive as Monica teased him about what he might possibly be wearing before having him strip off to show her. Instead, however, he found himself facing an unfamiliar woman whose confident greeting was in sharp contrast to his far more reluctant approach, establishing that she had the upper hand even as he neared her desk. "May I help you, Sir?", the receptionist asked with a practised professionalism, albeit not without a broad smile that left Terry doubting his disguise as he answered in the affirmative, wondering whether there was more than just good nature causing her grin. After all, the young woman's chair was positioned low enough to put her head level with his chest, such that she couldn't help but be aware of any unnatural curve it might have, let alone the subtle lines of the bra responsible should it show through.

Feeling his face flushing with shame as his shirt fell under scrutiny, Terry still couldn't bring himself to look directly at the receptionist as he sought to answer her. Out of the corner of his eye, he was conscious of the curve of the young woman's cleavage as he stared down at the desk that separated them, with the feminized man finding himself struggling to summon the confidence to speak clearly as he felt his own attire coming under close appraisal. "My wife should have checked in this morning", he declared, clearing his throat in an effort to make himself heard. "Certainly, Sir. What name would that be booked under?". "Bradshaw, although my name is Chambers", he admitted, always finding it awkward to explain to strangers how Monica had chosen to keep her maiden name rather than adopt his. It was a subject that all too often saw him being ribbed about who wore the pants in their relationship, something that cut a little too close to home, considering what his wife actually made him wear in private.

Thankfully, the receptionist seemed to take his admission perfectly in her stride, albeit not without broadening her smile still further. Perhaps she was used to lovers booking their illicit assignations under assumed names, Terry thought as the young woman consulted the computer to her side, the man standing in front of her feeling the same frisson of guilt as though he were meeting for a secret tryst. "Ah yes, here you are", the busty blonde declared, beaming even brighter as she read from the screen before returning her attention to him. "Ms Monica Bradshaw and Mr Terry Chambers, two nights, room 714. Take the lift to the top floor and it's at the end of the corridor on your right. Would you like any assistance with your bags?", she asked quizzically, her curious expression indicating that she had noticed how Terry had entered the hotel empty-handed. "No, no, I'll be fine", Terry declared, keen to brush off any question that could lead him to having to admit to how his wife had packed for him, Monica invariably having included more in her suitcase than he might bargain for.

"Well, don't hesitate to call if you need anything", the receptionist told him, adding enthusiastically, "Otherwise, I hope you have a wonderful weekend here". "Me too", Terry echoed, although he had to admit to being far less confident than the cheerful young woman behind the counter. He felt her gaze follow him as he headed across the empty lobby, only too glad to see the lift doors open as he approached, but his relief was short lived as the elevator disgorged a discordant group evidently going out on the town - a hen night, judging by the bridal veil and learner plates that one of the noisy gaggle of girls wore, her companions clattering across the tiles on stiletto heels towards him. Was their merriment merely alcohol-fuelled or was their laughter directed more personally towards the lingerie clad man waiting by the lift? Either way, Terry found himself the reluctant recipient of a number of catcalls, as crude and cheeky as they were slurred, not to mention a mockery of a kiss blown at him by one member of the group before she was pulled away by her friends.

At least he had the elevator to himself when its doors finally closed behind him, with Terry letting out a sigh of relief as he studied himself in the lift's mirrored walls. Despite his bra feeling as though it was burning through his shirt, there was actually surprisingly little sign of his shameful attire, even when Terry stood next to the silvered glass to inspect his reflection more closely. He found himself running his fingers over where he knew the smooth satin clung snugly around his chest, caressing the padded cups of the feminine garment only to have to pull his hand away hurriedly as the doors opened to admit a couple - thankfully, too caught up in one another to care for his chagrin, their conversation still lingering on how their meal at the hotel restaurant had been. They left a couple of floors later, leaving Terry to ride the rest of the way alone, his own stomach full of butterflies as he prepared to present himself to his wife, all dolled up in lingerie beneath his suit.

Standing in front of the imposing wooden door, Terry found himself worrying about whether the receptionist had given him the right number when there was no response from within. He was wondering whether he would have to head back down to the lobby when his wife finally opened the door, with Monica making up for her tardiness by pulling her husband in by his tie. There was no question as to her amorous intent as she kicked the door closed behind them, with Terry now the recipient of a far more welcome kind of kiss as he allowed himself to be caressed by a woman who was evidently glad to see him. "I've missed you", Monica purred when she finally let her husband up for air, pushing him back bodily against the door before tenderly touching her lips to his once again. "If only I didn't have to go to this reception this evening, I'd have my wicked way with you right now", she declared with a wistful sigh, her words bringing on a distinct discomfort between Terry's legs as his manhood instinctively responded to such a sexually charged situation, only to be cut short by the plastic cage that so cruelly contained it. His wince was met with a grin from his wife.

"Still, business before pleasure", Monica asserted, finally releasing her hold on her husband. "I thought we'd go for a bite to eat once you've freshened up", she suggested, continuing to talk over her shoulder even after she'd turned her back on Terry. "The restaurant here is very good, and I'm sure you're starving after such a long drive". Having picked up her purse from the table, Monica's impatience to get moving was evident from the way she stood with it in her hands. "Come on, I've only got an hour before I have to schmooze some more. The en suite's through there", she told her husband, gesturing vaguely across the room. In her smartly tailored skirt and jacket, the latter having shoulder pads that served to emphasise her powerful presence, Monica was dressed for business, and her commanding stance reflected the same air of authority of a woman who was used to taking the lead. Terry found himself naturally falling into line, meekly obeying his wife's unspoken order as he headed towards the bathroom.

If only his body would behave itself, he mused, as he sat on the toilet seat, struggling to pass water thanks to how hard he was. Sitting down to pee came naturally to a man whose chastity device prevented him from doing so standing up, but now the trousers bunched up around his ankles were accompanied by more provocative attire - not just the scrap of saucy scarlet satin with its trim of frilly black lace that sat on top of Terry's more sedate business wear, but the sheer hosiery that smothered his legs in a smoky second skin, the suspender straps that supported it disappearing beneath the exposed tail of his shirt. With his swollen penis filling its plastic prison so completely that its tip was squashed uncomfortably against the impenetrable bars, the thought of his wife chiding him for taking his time only made it even more difficult for Terry to empty his bladder, as full as it was after spending so much time on the road. Even now, he found himself listening for the inevitable sound of Monica knocking on the door, picturing his wife bursting into the bathroom to catch him with his panties around his ankles, mocking his emasculated manhood without any suggestion of putting him out of his misery by deigning to unlock it.

Were it not for the thought of having to sit through dinner desperately needing to pee, Terry might have been tempted simply to pull his trousers up again and flush the toilet as though he'd finished his business, but he knew his wife wouldn't take kindly to him asking to leave her side while they were at the table. Instead, the feminized man was forced to close his eyes and attempt to distract himself as he did his best to ignore the imposition of his intimate attire, feeling the stretch of elastic and nylon against his body even as he emptied his bladder in dribs and drabs through the bars of his cock cage - a far cry from the powerful, manly flow he so badly wanted to unleash. It was a thoroughly unsatisfying experience, made all the more troublesome for having to dry himself afterwards - something Terry had got halfway through doing before finding that the tedious task of pushing twists of toilet paper through the narrow openings in his genital grate was just the kind of diversion required for his cock to become limp again and thus capable of peeing properly. With a groan born of both frustration and relief, he emptied the remainder of his bladder before beginning the chore of cleaning his chastity cage once more.

"Are you done yet, Terry?". Monica's voice called clamorously through the door, with her husband answering by flushing the toilet - a far less humiliating response than telling her that he was just pulling his panties up. In truth, that was exactly what Terry was doing, stretching the scarlet satin over the plastic package between his legs whilst trying his best not to snag the snug underwear on anything. Whether the padlock that protruded awkwardly from the front of his chastity cage or else the subtle bumps of his suspender buckles, all posed obstacles for the delicate black lace that would soon encircle his hips and thighs, the frilly trim marking the start of his feminization as skin ceded to satin just as it did further up his body where Terry's bra pressed against his chest.

Pulling his panties into place, Terry felt the strip of the thong slip between his buttocks as though it belonged there, the outline of the plastic cage with its attendant padlock all too obvious as the feminine fabric pulled taut over his chastity device. He could only hope that his trousers would do a better job of hiding his humiliation as he pulled them up his stocking clad legs, feeling the practical polyester slide effortlessly over the smooth nylon in a manner that was nothing short of electrifying. Buckling them over his suspender belt, the feminized man swiftly washed his hands before heading out to meet his wife.

"All done? Then let's go!". Monica was already waiting by the door to their hotel room, her hand on its handle showing her hurry to leave as she tapped her foot on the floor impatiently. Unlike her husband, she didn't seem to show the slightest concern for how well Terry could hide what he was wearing under his suit and tie, although there was no question that she knew what was there - her earlier caress had explored his back thoroughly enough to feel the presence of bra straps, her hands homing in on the bands of elastic before slipping down his body to check for the contours of a suspender belt. Perhaps she took the idea of wearing women's underwear for granted, doing so herself so often that a bra strap showing through her blouse would be nothing more than a fashion faux pas, if not a flirty flaunting of her femininity - a far cry from the fear that the slightest display of his intimate attire instilled in her husband. Equally, Monica might simply not care, secretly relishing Terry's shameful submission knowing how the anxious arousal it engendered in her man was sure to turn him to putty in her hands, a control than no doubt made her as wet as it did him stiff.

Either way, Terry was helpless to resist as his wife pulled him along after her, finding himself following a step or so behind as she headed swiftly down the hallway in the direction of the lift. Soon the feminized man was confronted with his reflection once more, albeit this time accompanied by the mirror image of a smartly dressed woman who managed to combine charm with confidence as she stood beside him, the curves of her fitted clothing naturally distracting Terry from his worries about his own appearance. Monica's self-assurance was equally apparent when the couple approached the restaurant's maître d', effortlessly attracting the uniformed man's attention in a manner that Terry felt he would have been hard-pressed to match - especially in such an emasculated state! "A table for two, Madam? Certainly. If you'd care to follow me?". Soon the couple were being escorted through the busy restaurant, the background din of the other diners a testament to the establishment's popularity as they were shown to their seats. "One of our serving staff will attend to you shortly, Madam", the man who had accompanied them to the table by the window informed Monica, acknowledging Terry almost as an afterthought. "Sir. Enjoy your meal!".

"The service here is superb", Monica declared, looking up from the menu she had been consulting. "Sadly, I can't really stay for more than just a main course, but you feel free to order whatever you like", she told her husband, reaching her hand across the table to offer Terry's an affectionate squeeze. "This thing this evening really is a nuisance, but I suppose we wouldn't be here otherwise. Ah, look! This may be our waitress now!". Sure enough, a young woman was soon standing by their side, looking to Terry for guidance as she awaited his drinks order, a little notebook in hand. Turning to face her, Terry could only think of how clearly the waitress's brassière showed through her blouse, its outline all too obvious beneath the crisp cotton despite both being white. It was all he could do not to stare, swiftly deferring the decision about drinks to his wife as he wondered whether the waitress was equally aware of his own intimate attire. Had she seen the bumps that his bra straps must make on his back when she'd come up behind him, her sudden approach leaving Terry defenceless?

"A bottle of still mineral water, if you would", Monica declared, her natural air of authority asserting itself as she attracted the waitress's attention, making it clear to the other woman who took the lead as she continued. "I'd like to order now too, if I may. The gnocchetti and salad". "Certainly, Madam. And would your husband like to order now as well?". Feeling the waitress's gaze come to rest on the curve of his chest, Terry hurriedly buried his head in the menu, not really caring for the complicated descriptions of foreign food as he sought to escape this sudden predicament. "That sounds like a good choice. I'll have the same", he said with as much confidence as he could muster. "Very good, Sir. That's two gnocchetti and a bottle of still mineral water", she read back from her notebook, thankfully addressing Monica as she confirmed their order.

"There's meant to be a buffet at the event this evening, but you never know what you're going to get at such things", Monica explained once the waitress had departed. "I don't like to drink when I've got to work later, but you didn't have to deny yourself on my account", she grinned, her secret smile alluding to a double meaning. Was it the thought of food that caused his wife to lick her ruby red lips at the moment, or did she have something else on her mind, Terry wondered, feeling his stiffness becoming increasingly uncomfortable under the table as he looked across into her twinkling eyes? The sight of Monica in her smart jacket and blouse proved to be quite hypnotic, with Terry's trance only being broken when their waitress came back with the bottle of water, her return causing him to sit up with a start. It certainly wasn't coincidence that the young woman filled his wife's glass first before his own, promising that their food would soon be on its way - something that she was true to her word about.

Despite her earlier professed urgency, Monica seemed in far less hurry when the steaming plates of pasta arrived, leisurely savouring the delicious dish with its rich tomato and cheese sauce. "Mmm! This really is to die for!", she declared, gesticulating enthusiastically with her fork before using it to impale a generous quantity of green salad. "I hope yours is just as delicious". Terry nodded eagerly, his mouth too full of pasta to answer properly. In truth, he'd gone along with his wife's choice as the quickest way to make the waitress go away, but now that he'd made a start on the gnocchetti, he was glad that he had. Leaning confidentially over his plate, he was swallowing his mouthful with a view to sharing his thoughts when Monica stole a march on him. "You know, if you lean forward like that, your bumps will show", Monica teased, her cheeky comment causing her husband to cough and splutter. "Did you get something nice? I can't wait to see for myself", she declared, spearing another chunk of pasta and putting it in her mouth so suggestively that Terry couldn't help stiffening in his chastity device as he watched his wife wrap her lips around her fork.

There was no way anyone overhearing such cryptic remarks could possibly know what Monica was talking about, but that didn't stop Terry's face from flushing a similar scarlet to the saucy underwear his wife was referring to. Hastily taking a sip of water, his composure wasn't helped by how his wife was playing footsie with him under the table, with Monica seeming to have slipped off a shoe judging by how her stocking clad foot was sliding softly between his shins. Even under ordinary circumstances, such a gesture would have been profoundly provocative, but now that Terry was also wearing nylons, the effect was electrifying. His fork fell to his plate with a clang loud enough to catch the attention of their nearest neighbours, but Monica continued to eat as she nonchalantly toyed with her husband, her foot slipping ever further up his legs as she rubbed Terry's hosiery through his trousers. "Perhaps you could show me after we're finished here", she purred, shifting slightly in her seat as though she was merely crossing her legs under the table. Her intentions soon became apparent to the man she was tormenting, however, with Terry finding his wife's foot coming to rest upon his crotch, soon homing in on his chastity device.

Were it not for the tablecloth, he might even have been able to see Monica's perfectly pedicured toes as they pressed against his penis's plastic prison, rousing its inhabitant into an even more uncomfortable erection as his swelling flesh sought to escape the impenetrable bars. "I might even do something about this if you're good", she grinned, "but you'll have to have it in you first". Biting her bottom lip as she stared dreamily into space, Monica's fork also came to rest for a moment as she savoured a fantasy before finally pulling her foot away. "Come on, eat up. I don't want to be late for my reception!". With that, she was digging into her pasta once more, leaving Terry no choice but to do the same, his manhood wilting only slowly as his wife's words stuck in his mind.

* * *

Back in their hotel room, Monica wasted no time in getting down to business. No sooner had she locked the door securely behind them than she was making a start on unbuttoning Terry's shirt, cooing with delight as the scarlet satin cups of his bra came into view beneath. With his tie still firmly fastened around his neck and his jacket slipped such that its sleeves became bunched up around his elbows, the feminized man's appearance became increasingly dishevelled as his wife set about undressing Terry just enough to reveal his intimate attire, purring with pleasure as she did so. It wasn't long before Monica had unbuckled her husband's belt, not waiting for his trousers to fall all the way down his legs before cupping his satin clad crotch in her hand and giving his chastity device a playful twist. "Very nice!", she enthused. "You always look so sexy in satin. Let's have the rest of your clothes off so I can inspect you properly".

That was easier said than done when she had effectively immobilised him, with Terry's jacket pinning his arms to his sides such that he had to struggle to shrug it off. Even slipping out of his trousers was made more complicated by still having his shoes on, forcing the feminized man to adopt an awkward waddle as he shuffled the short distance across the room to the double bed, all the while conscious of his wife watching him with amusement. "You could just pull them up, you know", Monica scolded, but by then, it was simpler for Terry just to sit down, pouting playfully as he bent forward to undo his shoe laces. Soon the businessman's brogues were safely out of the way, allowing him to finally take his trousers off, then slip off his socks to reveal the sheer nylon that clung to his toes - its smoky gossamer darker where it was reinforced around them, just as it was at his heels and the narrow bands just before the deep lace trim that topped his feminine hosiery, the latter stretched up into arches around his thighs where the four suspender straps pulled it taut.

Standing up in just his stocking clad feet, Terry loosened his tie, relieving himself of its yoke before finally divesting himself of the last of his male attire. With his shirt joining the collection of clothing on the bed, he was now wearing nothing but women's underwear, save for the ever-present chastity device that had driven him to dress up to such a degree for his wife. The sexy satin and lace ensemble certainly caught Monica's eye, earning her husband an approving wolf-whistle as he stood before her in only his skimpies. "Look at you!", she purred, stepping closer so that she could slide her hands over the smooth satin and nylon that embraced her husband's body. "I love it when you dress up for me", Monica drawled, denying Terry an opportunity to answer as she pressed her lips against his. It wasn't long before the couple were locked in a passionate clinch, one that soon found Terry being pushed back on the bed by his wife, Monica falling on top of him still dressed in her skirt and blouse.

Terry found himself powerless to do anything other than accept his wife's advances, lying limply beneath her as she pinned his wrists to the duvet while probing his tonsils with her tongue. Shouldn't he be undressing her? Such manly instincts were but a dim and distant echo in the back of his mind as he lay there in just his lingerie, feeling his swollen cock straining in vain against the cage that kept it in check. His wife's groin ground against his crotch, pressing the plastic prison through her skirt and his panties, squashing Terry's testicles uncomfortably up against his legs as she slithered on top of him, completely in control of the man she held captive in satin and lace. It felt like the bulge between his legs was going to burst at any moment, but the bars that stopped his shaft from standing to attention held firm, increasingly imposing upon the frustrated flesh that futilely fought against them as Terry's erection grew ever more excruciating in its cramped confines. There was nothing he could do but allow himself to be so toyed with, utterly at the mercy of the woman who was determined to have her way with him there and then.

Despite being muffled by her handbag, the shrill buzz of Monica's phone was still insistent enough to demand her attention, causing its owner to sit up with a start. "Oh hell!", she cursed. "Is it that time already?". Allowing herself one final, lingering kiss that saw Terry's bottom lip pulled sensuously away from his face before being released to slap back against his teeth, Monica reluctantly slipped herself off her husband's body, chiding him for making her late as she got to her feet. "You can be such a bad influence!", Monica scolded playfully, wagging her finger at the man still lying supine on the bed before her. "Look at me! I'm not even changed yet!". With that, she turned her back on Terry before beginning to unbutton her blouse, turning only to toss the garment in question onto the bed beside her husband before bending a leg to slip off the first of her shoes. Crouching down as she eased her foot out of the low heeled pump, she presented her husband with a delicious display of derrière, pressing her posterior in his direction as though doing so deliberately.

By the time his wife had started wiggling her way out of her skirt, Terry was watching her undress with undisguised attention, sitting up and staring as she slipped the figure-hugging garment down her legs to reveal what she was wearing underneath. The smart navy pinstripe gave way to rather saucier attire, a lacy black thong that nestled between her buttocks as though inviting Terry's nose to follow. There hadn't been a hint of such sexy underwear beneath her business attire, nor the thigh high stockings whose welts clung to the top of her legs, the nude nylons needing no suspender straps to stay up, but now her intimate attire was impossible to ignore. Terry watched agog as his wife slipped her hands inside her hosiery, with Monica effortlessly bundling up the first of her stockings before depositing it on the duvet alongside her blouse, the second swiftly following. Soon she was heading across the room in nothing but her bra and panties, her back to her husband such that all that Terry could see were the lines of black elastic that clung to her body like his lingerie did to his.

It was only when Monica turned to face him properly for the first time since she'd started undressing that he was struck with the difference, her femininity enhanced so powerfully by such sexy underwear that he found himself wanting to fall at his wife's feet and worship her, perhaps pressing his face deep into the tiny triangle of black lace that clung to her crotch or else lose himself in the cleavage that Monica unconsciously presented as she balanced, body bent forward, while putting on a fresh pair of stockings. Like the ones she'd worn earlier, these were hold-ups, but their sheer nylon was now black like her husband's, its shadowy gossamer soon embracing her legs up to her thighs as she pulled it in place with a proficiency that put Terry's fumbling efforts earlier that day to shame. No sooner had Monica done so than she was heading across the room again, swiftly picking up a dress that until now had been draped over a chair and stepping into it. Only when she had pulled the wide shoulder straps of the clingy little number over those of her bra did her series of smoothly seguing movements finally come to an end, with Monica looking coquettishly over her shoulder as she sought her husband's assistance with her attire.

"Zip me up?", she asked cheekily, turning her head away as soon as she saw that Terry was getting to his feet. Soon the feminized man was standing behind her, struggling to pull the little zipper up the length of Monica's spine, his fingers brushing her bare flesh as he did so. Easing the fastener past the band of her bra, Terry lovingly held his wife's hair out of the way as he worked it the last of the way, bringing the zipper to rest just below the nape of her neck before tenderly tucking her dress's designer label out of sight. Even as he did so, Monica was already adjusting the figure-hugging fabric, her fingers fussing around her bust for a moment before moving down to the garment's hem. "Well? How do I look?", she asked eagerly, evidently awaiting her husband's opinion as she twirled on the spot in front of him. For a moment, Terry was gobsmacked, eventually able to come out with a single word to express himself - "Wow!".

In less than a minute, his wife had gone from one killer outfit to another, swapping the professional suit of a power dressed businesswoman for evening wear that was as sophisticated as it was stunning. The little black dress that she now wore accentuated her womanly charms to such an extent as to cause a renewed discomfort in her husband's crotch, but Monica wasn't finished yet, swapping the sensible studs in her ears for far more ornate pendant ones and accompanying them with a necklace whose matching charm served to draw Terry's eye in towards the curve of her chest still further. All that was left was to put an another pair of shoes and pick up her purse, with Monica sitting down briefly to strap herself into a pair of patent leather pumps, their high heels finishing off her outfit perfectly. "You look fantastic!", Terry declared.

"Sure you don't want to come with me?", Monica asked, clutching her purse to her body as she gave her appearance one last look over in the mirror. The thought of accompanying his wife to a social event while wearing all the lingerie a woman would was hardly one that appealed, with Terry blanching even before his wife began to tease him. "You don't have to get too dressed up", she suggested with a wicked twinkle in her eye. "I'm sure you would turn heads just as you are!", Monica laughed. "No, I think I'd rather stay here", Terry said firmly, secretly glad that his wife wasn't insisting on his company. "Me too", Monica admitted with a sigh. "Still, people are expecting me to be there, so I've got to show my face for a bit. I'll try and slip away as soon as I can", she told her husband, planting a parting kiss on his cheek by means of compensation.

"Oh, and I'd better lock these away so you don't get up to any mischief while I'm gone", his wife added, her attention having turned to the pile of clothes on the bed. Picking out her husband's trousers and shirt from among the assorted attire, she swiftly bundled them away into her suitcase, clicking the latter closed with a certainty Terry knew would require a key to undo - a key that would be sure to stay in her purse, along with the one for his caged cock. "If there's a fire or something, I'm sure you'll figure something out. Feel free to ring for room service if you fancy anything, as it's all on the company's tab", Monica suggested casually. "I shouldn't be more than an hour or so". With that, she had slipped out of the door, leaving a shell-shocked Terry still standing there in nothing but his scarlet satin lingerie and smoky black stockings.

Ringing for room service was the last thing on the feminized man's mind as he considered what to do with himself, with the thought of speaking to the busty blonde receptionist in his current shameful state sending a shiver down Terry's spine as he imagined how amused she would be by his intimate attire. Instead, he turned his attentions to the room around him, inspecting his surroundings more carefully now that he no longer had anything else to distract him. In truth, there was not a lot to see, with the open plan room soon yielding all its secrets - a large double bed with attendant lights, a fitted wardrobe in which hung a number of his wife's clothes, and a low table and chairs, the latter positioned such that they faced a wall mounted television, but could equally be turned to look out of the large window on the other side. Now that night had fallen, the world outside was reduced to spots of light - the yellow glow of street lamps, the red and white of cars passing on the city's roads far beneath. From such a height, there was quite a panorama - one that Terry stood and watched for a moment before realising that anyone doing the same from one of the surrounding buildings would be able to see him standing in the window in just his skimpies, silhouetted like a streetwalker advertising her wares.

Hurriedly closing the curtains, the feminized man turned to the table and chairs with a view to watching the television, only to find his wife had left something out on one of the upholstered seats. There was no doubt as to Monica's plans for the obscene object, its sturdy leather straps as sure to be buckled around her hips as its stiff black shaft was to end up stuck in him before the evening was out, his panties pulled down prior to his wife plunging the plastic phallus deep inside him as she pinned him to the bed with it. Would she take him as soon as she returned from the event she was now attending, having the equipment to hand such that she could impale him upon it in an instant, or would Monica leave her husband to stew in his lingerie a little longer, toying with him even as she was doing in her absence? Either way, Terry knew that he would sooner or later become intimately acquainted with the imposing stiffness that stuck out provocatively from its leather harness, just as he had on the countless earlier occasions that he'd submitted to his wife's cock, his own trapped in the cruel cage that kept it from emulating her eternal erection.

Not daring to move the monster that would be molesting him in due course, nor even the tube of lube that he belatedly noticed was sitting alongside the mass of black leather and silicone, Terry took the other chair, doing his best to ignore the awful apparatus that seemed to taunt him from the corner of his eye as he turned on the television. The scene of writhing flesh that flashed up on screen was accompanied by moans that were as loud as they were lustful, the couple clearly engaged in carnal activity despite never quite showing anything explicit on camera. Fumbling with the remote, Terry hurriedly turned the volume down, wondering whether his wife had deliberately left it set so high, perhaps playing with her helpless husband by choosing an adult channel knowing that he would be sure to switch the television on while waiting for her return. Did she want him to get all hot and bothered in anticipation of their own activities, or was Monica simply reminding him of her control over his locked up cock, its cage preventing him from becoming comfortably aroused like the couple on screen?

After flicking through the channels and finding nothing that caught his fancy, Terry turned the television off again with a frustrated sigh. It was impossible for him to follow any of the films on offer, nor become engrossed in the sports shown when he was sitting there wearing only women's underwear, unable even to cover up the lacy lingerie thanks to how Monica had locked his other clothes away. Forced to stare at the stocking clad legs stretching out in front of him, his thoughts invariably took a carnal turn as he contemplated the strap-on cock sitting ominously in the other chair, or else considered the scarlet satin cups that clung to his chest, marking him out as a feminized man who would soon have more than a tight thong burrowing between his buttocks. All the while, Terry's swollen cock struggled against the cage that contained it, pressing painfully against its plastic prison. With no other outlet for his thwarted desires, it wasn't long before the uncomfortable sensation of his shaft being squashed in a space far too small for it was joined by a distinct dampness, Terry's arousal seeping slowly but surely out of his cage and into the gusset of his panties.

Resigning himself to having to wait for his wife's return before he stood any chance of relief, Terry found himself wandering aimlessly over to the bed and inspecting the assortment of clothes discarded on the duvet. Save for his socks and tie, which were hardly enough to hide his shame, everything there was his wife's - her blouse and skirt, still retaining her scent, left behind in favour of the little black dress that couldn't fail to attract attention. Where was Monica now, Terry wondered as he picked up the stockings she'd shed along with the rest of her workwear, the nude nylon no more than an amorphous mass now that it was no longer shaped by her luscious legs? He pictured her with a wine glass in one hand as she pressed the flesh with the other, meeting and greeting clients and suppliers knowing that her husband would be sure to be there for her when she returned. Would his predicament warrant a second thought, or would she be too busy schmoozing with representatives from other companies to care for how he was even now clearing the bed in preparation for her return?

With the cast-off clothing out of the way, Terry flopped down on the duvet, savouring the sensation of the soft bedding beneath him as he stared up at the ceiling, but the longer he lay there, the more his chastity cage bothered him. Seeking to make the cruel contraption more comfortable, he slipped a hand down inside his panties, but the modicum of difference he made by shifting how the plastic prison sat against his balls was more than outweighed by how his thong became even more firmly wedged between his buttocks - something that was made still worse when Terry's free hand followed the first into his underwear. Soon his panties had been pulled down out of the way, swiftly working their way down his legs before being unceremoniously kicked off as he cradled the cage in his hands. It was hard not to try to masturbate when he was feeling so horny, all dolled up in sexy lingerie that would set any red blooded man's pulse racing, but no matter how much he tried, Terry couldn't make fingers and flesh meet.

Indeed, his efforts only served to make him even more frustrated, such that by the time Terry finally admitted defeat, he was thoroughly hot and bothered - in sharp contrast to the plastic cage that had stayed implacably around his swollen organ throughout. With a sigh, the thwarted man allowed his hands to fall back on the bed before rolling over and pressing his face into the pillow so as to block out the sight of sensuous scarlet satin and sultry black nylon that greeted him as he looked down his body. The soft duvet offered scant comfort to the bulge between his legs, but there was nevertheless a certain satisfaction to be had in savouring its caress as he sought to put his shameful predicament to the back of his mind, a task not helped by how effortlessly his stocking clad legs slid across the cotton covers as he enjoyed an indulgent stretch.

In the stillness of the room, Terry slowly became aware of the subtle sounds of the hotel's other inhabitants going about their business. He could just about make out the muffled chime of the lift's bell signalling that its doors would soon be opening, followed shortly thereafter by a low rumbling that grew slowly louder as it headed along the corridor towards him. Racking his brains for what might make such a noise, Terry found himself picturing someone pushing a heavy trolley - perhaps one of the dining staff delivering room service, or else a maid changing the sheets. With a start, the feminized man realised just how vulnerable he was lying there with his stocking clad legs spread out lewdly, his bare buttocks presented for penetration as though he were actively asking for anal assault. Were his wife to return right now, she would be delighted by such a show of submission, taking it as all the invitation she needed to thrust her cock inside him, but few other women would be as appreciative. Would the maid shriek or snigger when she saw him laid out in his lingerie, hurriedly shutting the door on her way out after hastily apologising for her intrusion? He could only hope his wife had put out the "do not disturb" door hanger, it being impossible for him to do so himself dressed only in intimate attire.

Terry held his breath until the sound of the trolley finally receded, but now his consciousness was confronted with a new noise. The dull, rhythmic thudding that came through the wall from the room next door was undeniably a carnal one, accompanied by ever louder cries of delight as it rose to a crescendo. Someone was certainly getting a good seeing to, the shrieks of sexual satisfaction all too clearly those of a woman who was wanting her lover to have his wicked way with her judging by how the high-pitched voice called out breathlessly for him to fill her harder and faster. It was easy for Terry to imagine what was going on only feet away from him, albeit picturing his wife in place of the man as he adopted the reverse role in his mind, lying helplessly in his lingerie while Monica took him with her strap-on. Was the woman inspiring such thoughts in him wearing equally erotic attire as she cried out in ecstasy, having dressed up to turn on her man just as he had done to please his wife? Terry would never know, but that didn't stop his locked up cock from wanting to take part in proceedings, his turgid flesh thwarted once more by its plastic prison as he lay there and listened to a man not hampered by such a cruel contraption making love in a manner he couldn't hope to copy while his wife kept him chaste.

* * *

By the time Monica finally returned to the hotel room which held her husband helpless as effectively as the cage around his cock, Terry had been forced to listen to a second round of sexual activity coming through the wall, not to mention innumerable footsteps and other more nebulous noises. Although to begin with, every creak caused by the building cooling down had set his imagination into overdrive, the feminized man had slowly become accustomed to the rhythm of the hotel, such that the sudden turning of the door handle caused him to sit up with a start from where he'd made himself comfortable on top of the covers. For a moment, his earlier fears of a maid calling came back with a vengeance, but thankfully it was only his wife, with Monica putting her purse down on the table with a sigh of relief. "Thank goodness that's over with!", she exclaimed as she strode across the room, looking just as stunning in her evening wear as when Terry had last seen her. "I'm so glad I ate earlier. The buffet was dreadful!".

Monica had barely acknowledged the man lying almost naked on the bed, but now she turned her attention to her husband in earnest. "I see you've been keeping yourself entertained", she declared with more than a hint of accusation in her voice, flicking up a scrap of scarlet satin with her foot before unfolding it in her hands. "Is there a good reason why your panties are on the floor, Terry? You'd better not have been playing with yourself, or I'll have to punish you", Monica said sternly, holding up her husband's discarded underwear with an exaggerated frown on her face. "In fact, I'd better do so anyway. Just let me go and get freshened up and then we'll give you a good seeing to", she grinned, leaving her husband in no doubt as to what she had in mind even before she'd headed over to the chairs. Monica made no secret of collecting the strap-on and lube, carrying them openly into the bathroom before closing the door behind her - albeit not before brandishing the silicone phallus provocatively, holding it against her body as she thrust her hips to show what was soon to come.

Terry knew full well that his wife would have found an excuse to do exactly the same even if he had kept his underwear on, chiding him for having the temerity to lie down on the bed in her absence or else not attend to the toy she'd left out for him. One way or another, their evening was sure to end with him being impaled upon her strap-on, submitting completely to his wife as she asserted her authority over him in the most emasculating of ways. The only question left now was where Monica would want her husband to present himself for penetration, but in the absence of other instructions, Terry decided to remain on the duvet, lying on his front once more and spreading his legs in readiness for his wife's return. Turning his head on the pillow so as to just be able to see the door to the bathroom, Terry could feel his heart pounding with anxious anticipation as he awaited Monica rejoining him. Every beat was accompanied by an uncomfortable pressure between his legs as the blood pumping through his swollen organ forced the turgid flesh against the bars of its plastic prison, the duvet doing little to soften the discomfort as Terry's cock stiffened in expectation of being joined by another inside his body - one far firmer than it could ever be.

Imagining his wife slipping out of her shoes before peeling her dress off her body, Terry pictured Monica augmenting her sex with the silicone shaft, her panties swapped for the leather harness that she would even now be strapping herself into. Merely the thought of the monster that would soon be molesting him made Terry quiver with excitement, envisioning the provocative protrusion jutting out dangerously between Monica's legs as she pulled its straps taut, ensuring its endless erection would always be angled aggressively. When the bathroom door finally opened to reveal the phallus for real, the feminized man couldn't keep himself from clenching his buttocks instinctively, his own cock straining at its cage as he caught sight of his wife stepping through the doorway wearing nothing but black - bra, stockings and strap-on, all the colour of the night. Sliding her hands leisurely along the length of the rock hard pole as her husband might his own were he still allowed to masturbate, Monica strode into the room and was soon standing over the man lying on the bed in nothing but lingerie. "Well, well, well", she laughed. "What shall I do with you? Since yours is out of action, I suppose we'll have to use mine".

Now that his wife was closer, Terry could make out the glistening coating of lube that covered her cock, its slickness summoning a squelching sound as her fingers slipped over the sinister shaft. For a moment, Monica's phallus was almost in her husband's face, but it didn't take long for her to have mounted the bed, the threat of impending impalement growing greater as she disappeared behind him. Terry could feel his wife's knees pressing his thighs even further apart as she nestled in the space between his stocking clad legs, her nylons brushing against his in an electrifying manner that only served to heighten the already highly charged atmosphere. Holding his breath, the feminized man lay helplessly as he awaited the inevitable intrusion, but Monica seemed in no hurry to get started, slowly tracing a line down her husband's back with her hand. Beginning at the band of his bra, Terry felt her tantalising touch travel the length of his spine, the destination of her fingers all too obvious even before they'd slipped between his buttocks, following his crack until finally coming to rest on his rosebud. A gentle pressure was all it took to elicit a moan from the emasculated man, but Monica wasn't going to stop there, her finger retreating only for long enough for her to load up with more lube before returning again.

The feeling of cool fluid caressing his crack was only the calm before the storm, however, with Monica soon pressing against her husband's posterior once again, this time more firmly. Terry found his sphincter forced to yield to the advancing silicone as his wife pushed her phallus into him, its slow but steady progress greeted by a groan as he accepted the anal assailant with the meekness of a man who had been penetrated many times before. "Mmm", Monica purred, snuggling up against her husband now that she had him helplessly pinned to the bed, her cock remaining in him even as her breasts came to rest against his back. Terry could feel his wife's breath against his ear, her hair tickling his neck as she pulled her hips back ever so slightly before pressing them forward again, extracting another moan from the man she had at her mercy even as she spoke to him. "This is what you get for not wearing any panties, you naughty girl", she laughed, giving her hips another gentle thrust. "You really should have been wearing all of your lovely lingerie. That scarlet's so sexy!".

Terry doubted that the flimsy satin and lace that was lying somewhere on the hotel room floor would have done anything to stop his wife from having her wicked way with him, but he found himself in no position to argue as Monica pulled back once more. "You'll have to make it up tomorrow", she declared. "Panties and bra, stockings and suspender belt. All of them, all day", she said firmly, burying the silicone shaft between her husband's buttocks once again in a movement that although slow nevertheless served to emphasise his submission to her as she sandwiched Terry between the duvet and her dick. "If you're good I might let you have your shirt and trousers back, but otherwise you're staying here like a girl", she giggled, working her hips up and down once again. "A girl who's going to get a good seeing to tonight", Monica purred. This time, she didn't stop before withdrawing again as she had done previously, her movements becoming a continuous cycle that Terry knew would culminate in a far faster finale than the gentle undulations his wife was currently warming up with.

"And then, maybe I might think about unlocking that little cage of yours. Does that sound good to you, Terry?". It was hardly coincidence that his wife chose just that moment to thrust more forcefully, with any answer her husband might have offered lost in the cry that her cock wrung out of him. Notching up the tempo a little, Monica worked the strap-on in and out of her helpless husband, putting her weight into the phallus as though seeking to probe his innermost reaches. Lying beneath her in his lingerie, Terry had long since surrendered any control over the situation, a passive participant in their lovemaking whose purpose was, as always, his wife's pleasure as she continued to penetrate him, firmer and faster. The contraption that Monica had been referring to remained locked around his own cock, cruelly keeping his manhood from responding to such sexually charged circumstances, but the discomfort of confinement as well as the way his testicles were squashed awkwardly underneath him came a distant second to the barrage his wife continued to deliver between his buttocks.

"I'll take that as a yes", Monica smirked, her lips nuzzling her husband's ear, her teeth taking its flesh gently but firmly between them as she extended her hold on Terry's body. They were as close as any other couple making love and just as intimately engaged despite Terry's chastity, with their stocking clad legs pressed together as Monica sought to spread her husband's lower limbs out even more so as to allow her to take him all the more deeply. Pressing his hands against the duvet with her own, there was no part of Terry that wasn't pinned in place by the woman having her way with him, nor any part that didn't belong to her completely as Monica continued to work her strap-on in and out, thrusting her hips back and forth with ever increasing speed and strength. Terry's consciousness gradually shrank until he was aware of nothing other than the inexorable pressure his wife was imposing inside him, the constant back and forth against his sphincter as she filled him with her cock all that he could consider as Monica pounded the strap-on into him. His buttocks slapped against her crotch as she pressed the silicone shaft's full length into her husband's tormented hole before pulling it swiftly out to begin the cycle again.

The feminized man's moans were a mixture of ecstasy and agony, accompanied by his wife's cries of delight as she hammered her strap-on cock home harder and harder. Writhing on top of her husband, Monica left Terry gasping for breath, holding on to his bra straps like a set of reins as she rode him with animal intensity. It wasn't long before they were both drenched with sweat, nor was that the only wetness to have come from their copulation - the puddle of pre-cum that was slowly soaking into the duvet beneath Terry serving as a testament to how turned on he was by being treated in such an emasculating way. Taken like a woman, he could only lie there while his wife continued to thrust her cock in and out of his rear, with Monica's rhythm becoming ever faster as she came closer to the edge of orgasm. Her final, frantic frenzy with her hips left Terry panting as much as his wife before Monica finally slumped down spent on top of him, the strap-on still stuck halfway inside her husband as she sought to regain her composure. "Mmm", she purred happily. "You'd better forget to wear your panties tomorrow as well, so I can punish you like this again!".


Seconds, Minutes, Hours

"I've told you already, I've got friends coming round tonight. It's Friday night film night, remember?", Jenny told her husband firmly, brushing away the fingers that had surreptitiously crept across her thigh. "Well, couldn't we do something before they come?", Craig persisted, his hand regarding its earlier rebuff as no more than a temporary setback considering how it now set out afresh. "Come on, Jenny, I'm desperate!", the man sitting beside her on the sofa pleaded, but his wife remained unassuaged. "We don't have time", Jenny insisted, looking pointedly at her watch as she stressed her point. "Not to do it properly". "Not even for a quickie?", Craig suggested hopefully, but he knew what his wife's answer would be even before he'd finished asking. "I'm not getting myself all hot and bothered now", Jenny said adamantly. "They'll know. Women always do, and you know what Tiffany is like", she declared, putting on a passable imitation of the friend in question as she continued. "Have you just had sex Jenny? You're looking a bit flushed. Did you get lucky?".

"So what if she does?", Craig grumbled, pulling a forlorn face. Without his wife's permission, there was nothing he could do to satisfy his sexual urges, not even by himself, thanks to the plastic prison that she kept locked around his penis. The chastity device was one of the couple's favourite sex toys, with Craig spending far more time in it than out of it thanks to how it magnified his manhood into an unstoppable monster when he was finally released, but after spending a week denied, Craig was now desperate for relief. "Anyway, I thought we could play together tomorrow", Jenny proposed, her suggestion eliciting a groan from her frustrated husband. The thought of remaining thwarted for another day was too much to bear for a man whose balls were backlogged with unspent sperm, his trapped testicles hanging heavily with pent-up passion. It was bad enough to be sidelined for the evening while his wife and her friends caught up with one another in front of a romantic comedy, but to miss out on sex as well was more than his captive cock could cope with, the swollen organ straining inside the tight polycarbonate tube that had stopped Craig from achieving anything more than an uncomfortable stiffness for seven days now.

His despondent expression evoked a sympathetic smile from his wife. "Is it really bad?", Jenny asked softly, the tender touch of her hand as she brought it casually to rest upon her husband's crotch hardly helping matters as far as his captive cock was concerned. Craig nodded sheepishly, feeling himself harden instinctively as his wife continued to stroke him through the thick fabric of his trousers. "Show me", she insisted, Jenny having a wicked twinkle in her eye as she withdrew her fingers from him in favour of folding her arms across her chest expectantly. Craig couldn't help noticing how such a simple gesture of impatience served to push his wife's bosom upwards even as she unconsciously pressed her breasts together, his shaft stiffening still further as he slowly stood up from the sofa. Turning so as to face his still sitting wife, Craig felt his face flush slightly as he unbuckled his belt and allowed his trousers to fall to the floor, lifting his shirt so as to leave no doubt as to what lay beneath. No matter how many times he presented his imprisoned penis to her, there was still something slightly shameful about showing his submission to Jenny so straightforwardly - even in the safely of their sitting room.

"Ooh, pink panties!", Jenny smirked, leaning forward to inspect more closely the snug satin that hugged her husband's hips, the sleek fabric moulding itself to the curve of the polycarbonate penis prison beneath. That Craig wore women's underwear for her in addition to his chastity device was something his wife never seemed to tire of, with Jenny's delight at the sight of such feminine frillies just as profound now as the first time she'd insisted on him putting on a pair of his very own panties as the price for being allowed to play with what was in hers. Sliding her fingers across the surface of the smooth satin, she seemed to be savouring the sensation as her hands slowly worked their way up her husband's underwear, pausing momentarily to explore the outline of the chunky brass padlock through the flimsy fabric before finally coming to rest on the lacy waistband. The latter was already stretched lower than the skimpy style would warrant by the unnatural protrusion of Craig's plastic package, but soon Jenny was pulling it down still further, peeling the pink satin panties off her husband's hips before sending them on their way to join Craig's trousers around his ankles. In so doing, she exposed the plight of the purple headed prisoner cruelly confined inside the cramped chastity device - a sight that elicited another smirk from Jenny as she hefted the helpless organ in her hand.

"My, that does look swollen!", she declared with a devilish grin, not helping Craig's discomfort by the way she casually twisted the chastity device around so as to better be able to inspect her husband's testicles. With his turgid member forced to follow suit thanks to how tightly its swollen flesh pressed against the inside of its plastic prison, Craig found himself wincing as his wife went on to lift his up manhood lock, stock and barrel, Jenny effortlessly emphasising her control over his cock as she continued by cupping her husband's balls in her hand. "And I have to admit that these feel very full", she purred, giving the only part of Craig's sex that wasn't shrouded in impenetrable plastic a squeeze firm enough to bring about a sharp intake of breath by her husband. "I guess you weren't lying about being desperate", Jenny sympathised, her voice adopting a sterner tone as she continued. "The only question is how desperate. Do you really want to come tonight?", she enquired, softly stroking her husband's scrotum as though petting a small animal. "Do you really need it that badly?".

With his thwarted erection straining ever more painfully against the sides of the see-through shell that surrounded it, Craig found himself nodding eagerly, desperately needing relief from the deepening frustration his wife's fondling was fuelling. "I'm only going to watch, you know", Jenny declared adamantly, idly playing with the little padlock that kept her husband's penis in its place as though toying with the idea of unlocking it. "I'm not getting my hands messy, not when my friends are coming round, so you'll have to sort yourself out. And you're going to have to be quick, as they'll be here soon. Are you sure you really want to?", she asked, letting going of the lock and sitting back as though having second thoughts. "It hardly seems worth all the trouble just to spurt your slime for a few seconds, not when you're going straight back in again as soon as you're done", she asserted with a shrug. "Maybe you should just pull your panties up and put up with it like a man for another night. Then we can play together tomorrow, alright?".

Having come so close to being let out of his chastity device, the thought of now being cruelly denied was too much to bear as Craig followed his wife's gaze down from the devilish contraption to the pretty pink satin that sat bunched up around his ankles. Any moment now, his wife would bend forward once more, putting her bosom all too briefly on display as she helped him back into the feminine underwear, in so doing sealing his fate for the rest of the night. He could almost feel Jenny slapping his satin clad backside as she told him to run along like a good little boy, sending her husband off upstairs still thoroughly frustrated as she prepared for a pleasurable evening with her friends. Feeling as though the bulge between his legs was going to burst, he knew he had to do something to change her mind. "Please, Jenny!", he begged, wondering whether he should grovel at her feet as he sought to win her over. "It won't take long, and I'll do it all myself. Please, I really need to come tonight!", he whined.

It was a pathetic performance, and one that Craig would have felt completely ashamed of afterwards were it not for the effect his entreaties appeared to have had on his wife. "Well, if you must!", Jenny snorted derisively. "But you're going to have to pay for the privilege. Since you want to masturbate so badly, you won't mind playing a little game while you do so, will you?", she asked rhetorically, her enigmatic smile broadening into a wicked grin as she got to her feet. "Let's have your clothes off while I go and get what I need. I want to see you naked by the time I return", Jenny called over her shoulder, adding cryptically as she left the room, "And you may as well enjoy it while you can". Her parting remark left Craig puzzled, but the prospect of imminent release, if only for an orgasm at his own hands, soon put such concerns to the back of his mind as he hurriedly stepped out of the bundled up fabric around his feet before beginning to unbutton his shirt. Masturbating like a free man!

By the time Jenny returned, Craig had put everything he had been wearing into a neatly folded pile, not wanting to do anything that might earn his wife's ire. His pink satin panties sat incongruously on top of the more masculine attire, but despite having divested himself of such embarrassing underwear, there was no doubt as to Craig's emasculation as he stood there naked save for the clear plastic shell that stifled his erection. Squashed up against the inside of his chastity device, Craig's swollen dick strained in vain, his cock and balls now a nasty shade of purple thanks to being engorged with blood. Every beat of his pounding heart pumped even more into the throbbing lump between his legs, the polycarbonate package pulsing as though it had a life of its own even as Craig stood there perfectly still, awaiting his wife's next move. He could only hope that Jenny would be swift to release him from such torment, but something told the desperate man that his wife wasn't going to make things so easy - especially when he caught sight of what she was carrying, the bulging cups of the bright red bra attracting his attention even before Jenny started to lift them up.

"I'd been saving this for just such an occasion", Jenny said brightly, striding towards her husband still brandishing the brassière by its straps, holding the imposing garment out as she approached so as to leave Craig in no doubt as to whom it was intended for. "Next time you nagged me about sex, I figured it would be fun to make you beg to wear a bra if you wanted to empty your balls. So, you're going to be wearing this when you shoot your load. That is, if you still want to?", she enquired wickedly, knowing that her now naked husband was so desperate that he couldn't possibly decline. Indeed, even the thought of the curving crimson cups that Jenny was now playfully jiggling around in front of him soon being strapped around his chest while he shamefully stroked his cock to his wife's smirks only served to add to Craig's arousal, let alone the idea of having to actively ask for such humiliation. Once again, Craig found himself pleading pathetically, wincing as his imprisoned penis reminded him of Jenny's power over him in no uncertain terms, but however embarrassing his performance, it still wasn't enough to win his wife over. "Please, Jenny! Please let me!".

"No, no, no! You've got to ask properly", Jenny said sternly, evidently unimpressed by her husband's ambiguity even as he flushed scarlet with shame. "Beg to wear the bra, Craig. Or shall we forget about unlocking you tonight? I don't think you really want to come after all", she declared with a devilish grin, the bra in her hands slumping down her body as she turned away from her husband ever so slightly. "Jenny, wait!", Craig stammered, struggling to summon the courage to say what he knew he had to even as his excruciatingly swollen organ reminded him what was at stake. "I want to wear the bra. Please let me wear the bra". "Really?", Jenny scoffed, turning back to Craig and lifting the feminine garment up once more so that her husband could see the full extent of what he was asking for. "You really want to wear this? I bet you won't want to later", she said sceptically. "No, I do. I'll wear it all night, please, Jenny, please let me wear the bra", Craig begged pitifully. "Well, I guess you must be really desperate!", Jenny sniggered. "Let's have your arms out, then, and we'll get you strapped in", she instructed, rotating the bra around so as to show her husband the inside of its cavernous cups as she brought it up to his body. 

Doing as he was told, Craig watched helplessly as his wife worked the scarlet straps up towards his shoulders, feeling the feminine garment's underwires come to rest on his chest briefly before digging in more deeply as Jenny fastened the clasp behind his back. "How do you like your new D cups?", she whispered in Craig's ear as her husband's hands automatically came up to cup his chest, the latter now augmented by two bright red bulges that seemed surprisingly firm to his fingers considering there was nothing underneath to fill them. "I don't know if you noticed, but this is a booster bra", Jenny purred provocatively, still fussing with the fastener behind her husband's back. "That means that the cups have each got an extra crescent of foam to help them keep their shape. If you were a woman, it would make your bust look a size or so bigger, but I guess you've already gone up several already", she sniggered, before continuing in a more practical tone. "Now, hold still while I sort out your collar".

Bemused by his wife's comment, Craig could only stand there and stare as Jenny summoned what seemed like two more bra straps from apparently out of nowhere, holding out the lengths of matching elastic, complete with little buckles, for her husband to see. "I sewed these for you specially", she said with some pride. "See, I know what you're like. You might be begging to wear a bra now while you're desperate, but the moment you've shot your nasty sticky mess into your hand, you'll be wanting to take it off", she asserted accusingly. "Well, I'm not having that!", Jenny snorted. "You're going to be spending quite some time in your new bra, and these are going to make sure that you do. One goes around your neck like a little collar", she told her husband, showing him exactly what she meant with the scarlet strap, "and then the other runs down your back until it meets the band of your bra, where I've sewn in a little loop of ribbon on either side of the clasp". Jenny fiddled behind Craig's back for a moment before continuing. "Two little luggage locks hold everything together, so all I have to do is click them closed", she declared, doing just that, "and voilà!". "There's no chance of you taking your bra off now!", she beamed, rewarding her bewildered husband with a soft kiss on the nape of his neck.

Craig was conscious of more than just his wife's lips brushing against his skin, suddenly finding himself struggling for breath as his fingers frantically explored the seemingly suffocating elastic that clung so closely to his neck that he was sure that it would strangle him any second. "Relax!", Jenny purred softly, proffering a second kiss as she sought to allay her husband's unfounded fears. "I can loosen it a little if it's really too tight", she told him, "but I'm sure you'll get used to it. Let me just fix the slack in the other straps and then we'll see about unlocking the little monster, yes?". For a moment, the pull of the crimson collar around Craig's neck became even tighter as his wife adjusted the unorthodox length of elastic behind his back, but the pressure eased off as she turned her attention to the two more conventional bra straps that ran over his shoulders, not stopping until they were both pulled taut. "There! Nice and tight! You didn't want your straps to slip, now, did you?", she grinned, before letting out an annoyed sigh. "Oh, bother. I knew I'd forgotten something. Don't you go anywhere, I'll be back in a minute".

With that, Jenny had slipped out of the room, leaving her husband feeling even more frustrated than when she had arrived. In addition to the cruel contraption which still remained firmly fastened around his painfully swollen penis, Craig now found himself trapped in a bra, a monster of a bra whose luridly coloured cups were all too obvious as he looked down his body. The unmistakably feminine curves imposed upon his chest simply wouldn't flatten down for more than a few seconds, no matter how hard he tried to squash them against his skin, nor did there seem to be any easy way out of his predicament without the say-so of his wife. A moment's investigation informed him there was precious little slack in the bra strap that ran around his neck - certainly not enough to allow him to stretch the improvised collar over his head - nor did the padlock resting on the nape of his neck offer much hope, feeling as solid as the lump of brass that put his penis beyond reach for all but special occasions. Fumbling blindly behind his back, Craig followed another length of elastic down his spine until it met the band of his bra, joined by a second lock that seemed just as secure. Short of cutting his way out, something that would be sure to anger Jenny, he seemed destined to remain in the bright red bra until she decided otherwise.

How long would his wife want him to wear such a humiliating garment? Craig already knew his chances of being allowed to take it off after climax were slim, resigning himself to spending quite some time in the bra afterwards, all the while being reminded why he shouldn't nag Jenny about sex when she had told him no. Would she make him beg to be let out, or would his wife simply insist on him staying locked in its uncomfortable clutches for an hour - or two? Only belatedly did Craig realise that the arrival of her friends would put pay to any possibility of him pleading with her - with girly gossip to catch up with over a romantic comedy and a bottle of wine, her husband's plight would soon slip Jenny's mind, however much it would remain with him. Indeed, the bra would pose even more of a problem for Craig, the feminized man already knowing there would be no way of disguising what he was wearing, no matter what he wore on top. Even under something thick enough to hide the bra's bright red fabric, the curve of its cups would still show through all too clearly - damning him in front of women who would be dying to know just what he had done to deserve such disgrace. No, he would have to spend the night out of sight, hoping that none of his wife's friends would wonder where he had got to as he hid upstairs.

Were it not for the inexorable pressure imposed upon his painfully hard penis by its polycarbonate prison, Craig might have been half-tempted to tell his wife that she had made her point on her return, but something told him that even if he were to forgo the orgasm his dick was so desperately crying out for, Jenny would insist that he spend the evening in the bra anyway. Without the keys to the little luggage locks that kept him trapped in its feminine embrace, he would be powerless to escape the predicament, an intolerable situation that would be made all the worse by knowing that he'd turned down the chance of a climax as well. "So you don't want to come after all?", he could hear Jenny sneerfully scoffing as she steadfastly refused to remove any of the locks that held her husband in her power, sending Craig off upstairs even more frustrated than he'd been at the start of the evening. "Honestly, you men are hopeless!". At the very least, he may as well enjoy the orgasm he'd already earned, the bright red bulges that greeted him whenever he looked down proof that he had paid the price for such a privilege - and would do for the rest of the night.

Craig's train of thought was interrupted by Jenny returning to the room, his wife now carrying an item of navy blue crockery that he immediately recognised as a breakfast bowl. "To catch your mess", she explained as she resumed her seat on the sofa, indicating with a casual gesture that her husband should come and collect the glazed ceramic from her. That put Craig in the perfect position for his wife to take hold of him by the plastic package that hung heavily from between his legs, pulling him closer to her by means of his chastity device as effectively as if she had him by the balls. Soon Craig was brushing against the sofa's soft upholstery, with Jenny, having first lifted her skirt slightly, spreading her legs to accommodate her husband's arrival before bringing them together again. The silky smoothness of her smoky black hosiery brushed against his bare skin as she pinned him in place between her powerful thighs, a gentle shake of her husband's thwarted manhood all that was necessary to seal Jenny's command of the situation, the motion eliciting a frustrated moan from her man.

"I thought we'd play a little game tonight", Jenny proposed, casually reaching into her blouse as though to correct an errant bra strap. It was a gesture that held her husband hypnotised even before she had extracted the delicate golden necklace upon which hung the all-important key to his cock, the latter gleaming in the light as Jenny bent forward and inserted the slender strip of metal into the lock of Craig's chastity device. With the slightest of turns, the lump of chunky brass finally released its grasp on the shackle it had held fast for so long, but his wife seemed in no hurry to remove it, tucking the necklace that had never left her body back inside her blouse before continuing. "I normally like to take things nice and slowly", she explained somewhat superfluously, maddening the man she had in her hands by doing just that when it came to separating the padlock from the see-through shell that seemed to stifle his stiffness ever more severely as Jenny leisurely manipulated his penis's prison. "But you know I've got friends coming, so, like I said, you're going to have to be quick. I can't have you stroking that thing all night", she said sternly, finally easing the plastic parts apart much to her husband's relief. Craig's manhood mushroomed immediately, his swelling shaft swiftly saluting its owner.

"So here's what we're going to do. For every second it takes for you to come and clean up, you're going to spend an hour in that bra. If you're as desperate as you say, it shouldn't take you long to sort yourself out, and then you're going straight back in again. Have you got that? One second now means an hour later. I shouldn't have thought you'll be wearing that bra for more than a day or so, not if you're quick". It took a few moments for what Jenny was proposing to sink in, but it soon dawned on Craig he was in even more of a predicament than he had thought. He opened his mouth to protest, but his wife wasn't going to give him time to object, let alone masturbate in the manner he might like, Jenny cutting him off as she continued. "And don't you dare make a mess. If you get your slime anywhere other than in that bowl, you'll be wearing a bra for a week. Do I make myself clear?". Craig nodded sheepishly, taking the way his wife's legs had loosened their hold on him as a signal that he should step back. "One second, one hour", Jenny reiterated, turning her arm so as to look at her watch. "Don't start until I say so", she said sternly, evidently waiting for the second hand to tick round as she scrutinised the timepiece studiously.

However much his erection wanted to make up for lost time as it jutted up aggressively, Craig was helpless to do anything other than hold the breakfast bowl beneath his steely shaft, using it to catch the stringy drips of pre-cum that were already oozing out of his cock's bulbous end as he waited for his wife to say he could start stroking it. Time seemed to slow to a crawl as he watched Jenny watching her watch, with Craig feeling even more frustrated than he had been in his chastity device as he longed to attend to the burning need between his legs, now having only his willpower to hold him back. Even at this stage, he knew he couldn't start masturbating without his wife's say-so, but the rules she had given him meant that every second would count as soon as he did. The last thing the feminized man was for his dick to droop with the delay, with any additional warming up required sure to cost him in due course. How quickly could he possibly come? Twenty seconds seemed like a bare minimum, which meant he'd be spending not only the night but the following day trapped in the bright red cups of his bra, forced to stay inside for fear of people seeing just what trouble his cock had caused him. He might have twenty seconds of pleasure now, but Jenny would be sure to have twenty hours of amusement at his expense afterwards, making it perfectly clear to her husband that she had the final say about sex.

"Three, two, one, go!", Jenny said with a smirk, her eyes flitting lazing back and forth between her watch and the man who stood a few feet in front of her. Craig knew that he must look quite ridiculous in the bright red bra as he swiftly sought to bring himself off, holding his cock in one hand and the navy blue breakfast bowl incongruously in the other as he adopted a frenzied rhythm, smearing the copious amounts of pre-cum he was producing up and down the length of his throbbing shaft. It was clear that his wife wasn't going to do anything to help, but simply the sight of Jenny sitting back in the sofa with her stocking clad legs crossed as she adopted the imperious air of royalty was enough to get him going, even before she began to coldly count off the seconds that had passed. "Five". "Ten". "Fifteen. You must really want to wear that bra", she teased as her husband continued to masturbate as though his life depended on it. "Twenty". "Twenty five. I guess you'll be still in it this time tomorrow", she sniggered. Craig was nearing the point of no return now, his bottled up frustration boiling furiously in his balls, but still the seconds sped by all too swiftly as his shaft began to shudder. "Thirty. That's tomorrow night as well", Jenny chuckled softly, her words only just audible over Craig's frantic panting as he pumped his penis like a man possessed. "Thirty five". "Forty".

Finally his cock went into spasm, shooting waves of hot, sticky sperm into the breakfast bowl as the feminized man let out a sigh of relief, but still his wife went on counting. "Forty five. And clean up", Jenny instructed, her command leaving her husband confused for several precious seconds until she clarified it. "Fifty. The bowl's not going to lick itself, now, is it? Fifty five". Craig groaned, but he knew he was in no position to argue, his slight hesitance already having cost him many more hours in the bra. Nevertheless, the thought of consuming the contents of the breakfast bowl caused his stomach to churn as he considered where the still warm slime had been only moments before, with the feminized man lifting it to his lips as his wife counted off another five seconds. "Fifty five". Screwing his eyes closed as he sought to distance himself from what he was about to do, the memory of his recent orgasm already seemed like a rapidly fading dream as Craig reluctantly tipped the contents of the bowl into his mouth, feeling the salty slime slip unsavorily over his tongue. "Sixty. And swallow for me. Good boy! Sixty four seconds. Well, that'll make for a fun Monday morning for you", Jenny grinned, leaving her husband to work out what she meant as she beckoned for him to show her the breakfast bowl. 

"Looks like you missed a bit", Jenny chided after a cursory inspection of the crockery, indicating a smear of white that stood out all too clearly against the otherwise deep blue china. "But I'll let you off for now", she grinned, pressing the bowl back against her husband's legs just in time to catch a final drip of sperm as it fell from the end of Craig's now flaccid organ. "Why don't you go and wash the little monster while it's out, and then we'll see about getting it safely locked away again?", she proposed, shooing her husband away. Finding himself now holding the bowl she had handed him, Craig did as he was told, heading upstairs still trying to remember his recent climax beyond the lingering taste of his own semen and the ever-present embrace of his bra. The latter's bright red cups glared accusingly at him in the bathroom mirror as he remorsefully rinsed the last traces of his orgasm off his now limp dick, with Craig knowing that the feminine garment would remain locked around his body for quite some time to come - sixty four hours, in fact, one for every second of the minute or so of sexual release that he was already struggling to remember.

That was a fact that Jenny seemed to delight in reminding her husband of when he presented himself in front of her a little while later, his wife teasing him about what he was wearing as she refitted his chastity device. "By my reckoning, you'll be wearing that bra until midday on Monday", she smirked, pressing the two parts of the polycarbonate contraption tightly together before Craig's penis had had chance to respond. Her hands never stopped moving as she slid the locking pin in place with practised proficiency, ignoring her husband's protests as she swiftly threaded the shackle of the padlock through the hole in the end of the plastic rod, pausing for a moment to make sure she had Craig's attention before deliberately clicking it closed. "You've had your pleasure, now you have to pay the price", she told him sternly, giving the lump of brass a gentle wiggle to make sure that it was securely fastened. "Anyway, it's only a bra. We women wear them everyday". "Not like this!", Craig protested, but he was cut off by the chimes of the doorbell. "That'll be Tiffany. You know how she's always early", Jenny said calmly, calling after the man who was already scurrying out of the room. "Craig! Don't forget your panties!".

* * *

Despite such a close shave, Craig had somehow managed to survive the evening unscathed, albeit mostly lying under the bedclothes listening to the muffled sounds of mirth mixed with movie music coming up from the room below. His attempt at reading a novel had soon been abandoned in favour of imagining what might be going on downstairs, the feminized man occasionally fidgeting with his bra as he sought in vain to make its many straps more comfortable. Nor did things improve much when the last of his wife's friends had finally departed, with Jenny eventually joining him under the sheets only to switch off the light after barely more than a goodnight kiss, swiftly falling asleep as she snuggled up alongside him. If only he were able to do the same, Craig mused, finding himself lying awake feeling the firm embrace of his bra for what seemed like forever before he too finally nodded off into a fitful sleep. Every time he awoke, his bra was there to greet him, holding him fast long after his wife had turned over to her side of the bed, taking the blankets with her. 

Jenny had more in store for her husband the following morning, presenting him with a pair of panties to match his bra as the couple got dressed for the day. Finding something suitable to wear on top was far less easy, however, with Craig deliberating in front of his chest of drawers as he rejected one shirt after another, finding whatever he chose buttoned uncomfortably tight thanks to his bulging bust. "Having trouble finding something to wear?", Jenny asked with a grin, coming up behind her husband and wrapping her arms around him as she cupped the curves of his chest in her hands. "You know what would really work well for you?", she suggested with a mischievous snigger. "One of those racer back tops you wear for running. Haven't you got a white one?". Craig pulled a face, knowing that the garment in question would do nothing to hide the colour of his bra, let alone its curves, but he still found himself slipping into it all the same, rewarded for his obedience by his wife snapping his bra straps as they lay exposed on his shoulders. "What?", Jenny enquired innocently as her husband pulled a face. "It's not like you're going to be able to hide what you're wearing", she smirked, "so you may as well show off such sexy straps!".

Confined to the house as effectively as if he had been locked inside, Craig found himself attending to all manner of odd jobs he'd been meaning to catch up, from finishing the tax return he'd been putting off to finally resolving the leaking tap in the laundry room, much to his wife's delight. Despite her appreciation for her husband's efforts, Jenny still couldn't stop herself from snapping his bra straps at every available opportunity, the bright red elastic calling out to her from Craig's bare shoulders. "I'm so glad you took your time touching yourself yesterday", she teased him on one occasion, her hands having slid under the scarlet straps and stretched them dangerously away from his skin as Craig sat at the computer checking the couple's bank account. She held them like that for some time while she watched him work before finally letting the elastic go, her hold over her husband clear even after the scarlet straps had snapped back. "Jenny!", Craig protested. "Do I really have to wear this all weekend? Come on, you've made your point". "Ah, ah, ah!", Jenny chided. "You know what they say: act in haste, repent at leisure! Besides, you've got another fifty hours still to go. I hope those fifty seconds were worth it!.

Nevertheless, her attitude seemed to have softened by the time the couple were sitting on the sofa together later that evening. "You know, I've been thinking about what you're going to do on Monday. It's going to be difficult going into work wearing that, but I don't think you can really call in sick - not unless you want to tell that secretary of yours the truth. Perhaps I should ring her on your behalf and explain the situation?", Jenny asked wickedly, relishing how her husband stiffened anxiously at the suggestion before continuing. "No? Well, whatever you're going to do, you've still got to serve your time. Sixty four seconds means sixty four hours, unless, of course, you were to make up for masturbating some other way". Her voice trailed off tantalisingly as she teased her husband with unspoken possibilities, waiting for Craig to sit up and turn his attention completely to her before she continued. "I was planning on us playing together tonight before someone decided to be selfish", Jenny scolded. "After all, it's been a while since I've treated you to a long, slow blowjob, but you've had your fun for the week, so I'm not letting you out again. So how about you worship my cock instead? Let's say one minute spent showing your devotion to it buys you an hour out of your bra? Of course, if you'd rather wear those big red cups to the office on Monday, we can forget the idea".

Rapidly weighing up the two options, Craig found himself with little choice but to agree to go along with what his wife proposed, however embarrassing it was for him to admit to preferring such shameful submission over public disgrace. With his face blushing a similar shade of scarlet to the bra that still shone through the thin white material of his racer back running top, he hesitantly accepted Jenny's suggestion, wondering just how many minutes he would have to spend with his wife's strap-on in his mouth before she would regard his debt as having finally been paid in full. His agreement earned him an affectionate pat on the thigh as Jenny stood up from the sofa. "I was hoping you'd say that", she grinned. "That bra and panties of yours will be perfect for pleasuring me in! Now, why don't you make yourself look pretty down here while I go and get myself sorted out? I'll call when I'm ready for you to come up for my cock".

* * *

Craig had stripped down to just his bright red bra and panties when he next saw Jenny, leaving everything else he had been wearing in the lounge, but his wife had gone to far greater trouble to get dressed up while he'd been waiting for her downstairs. Having changed out of her casual clothes, Jenny now sported an outfit that sent her husband's pulse racing - a stern black corset whose inky jacquard shrank her waist by several inches while simultaneously pushing up her bust to a devastating degree. The tightly laced garment caused a similar sensation of compression in Craig's crotch even before he drank in the sight of the sheer stockings it supported, let alone the killer stilettos strapped around her ankles, their patent leather spikes equally provocative. Craig's swelling flesh soon filled every last space in his chastity device, his stifled organ spilling out of the few air holes afforded to it as it pressed painfully against plastic, but his thwarted erection was nothing compared to the jet black monster that jutted out aggressively from between his wife's legs. As though mocking Craig's frustrated manhood, Jenny's strap-on was thick and long and hard, the very picture of an erect penis in threatening black plastic.

His wife had been standing with her hands on her hips as he'd entered the room, but now she sat down on the bed, spreading her legs apart in a manner that made her meaning perfectly clear. Tossing her hair sensuously over her shoulder, Jenny leisurely stretched back her body, in so doing not only showing off the effects of her corset on her ample bosom but thrusting the threatening black appendage that stuck up from between her legs towards her husband. As though in a trance, Craig found himself helplessly approaching the strap-on cock, unable to take his eyes off the monstrous dark dong even as he dropped to his knees in front of it. All the while, he felt his wife's gaze upon him, knowing that she would be relishing the sight of him in his bright red underwear, her eyes no doubt flitting between the curving cups of the bra he'd now worn for the best part of a day and the awkward bulge in his matching panties, both locked in place until she deigned to remove them. The thought of such submission caused him to stiffen still further, but his thwarted organ remained a pale shadow of the mighty black erection that was now only inches away from his face.

Craig was about to lean still further forward, preparing himself to take the tip of Jenny's strap-on between his lips with some trepidation, when his wife stopped him. "Those scarlet undies need matching lipstick, don't you think?", she grinned, lifting a hand from the duvet to reveal she'd been holding just that. Soon she was smearing her husband's lips with the waxy cosmetic, Jenny going round his mouth with it twice before she was satisfied with the result. "Now, let's have those plump red lips wrapped around my pole, shall we?", she purred, looking down expectantly at the man kneeling in front of her. With his own penis pressing against plastic inside his panties, Craig did as he was told, gingerly leaning in towards the length between his wife's legs and allowing his lips to gently brush its bulbous tip. After lovingly kissing her cock, the feminized man opened his mouth a little wider, taking the head of the strap-on inside before slowly spitting it out, all the while making sure his lips remained wrapped around his wife's cock while she sat and watched.

Now that he had started, Craig knew he couldn't stop, barely letting the black bell end leave his mouth before he was taking in again, albeit by no more than an inch. The moulded dildo had a slight ridge that ran all the way around its head, preceded by a shallow valley as though intended to simulate a retracted foreskin, which made for a natural place for his lips to come to rest, leaving a faint smear of scarlet behind on the inky silicone where they'd stopped. Craig couldn't help recalling how his wife would toy with his own penis's tip on the rare occasions she treated him to an oral orgasm, remembering how her tongue would tantalise him as she lapped up the pre-cum that oozed out in copious quantities under her command, tickling the little hole from where it welled forth before working her way around his glans. It was a trick that he sought to emulate himself, using his tongue to explore the end of the strap-on and in so doing discovering that its realism extended to include a similar little indentation at its end. Though the black silicone was incapable of responding to his efforts as a real cock might, Craig's own organ more than made up for the strap-on's shortcomings, lubricating his panties with so much leakage that the scarlet underwear soon became quite sodden. If only the damp feeling would do something to cool the fiery frustration he felt in his flesh, Craig thought, his thwarted erection growing ever more uncomfortable as he continued to suck his wife's strap-on wishing their roles were reversed.

Jenny wouldn't stop at nuzzling the tip of his cock, Craig knew, however pleasurable that might be. No, she would take more of his shaft in her mouth, allowing the tip of his turgid organ to almost tickle her tonsils as she slid her lips up and down his stiffness, devouring its length with gusto. She would certainly expect him to do the same for her now, Craig realised, making a point of pushing his lips past the little ridge when he next bobbed down on the black silicone. The thick shaft that followed seemed to extend forever, with Craig finding his mouth feeling full well before he'd manage to make much progress towards its base, the latter pressed against his wife's crotch in lieu of panties. Nevertheless, he found himself with more than enough to work with, slowly letting its length out again until he came to the familiar bump in the shaft that told him that he was reaching its head, all the while running his tongue up along the underside of the silicone just as he remembered Jenny doing. The simulated veins that bulged out from the black cock were brought into sharp relief, their pattern palpable as he slid his lips along them.

"That's one minute", Jenny told her husband, her voice pulling Craig out of his reverie. He'd been so caught up in what he was doing that he'd almost forgotten that the penis he was pleasuring was attached to his wife, the feminized man sheepishly glancing up at the woman watching him before hurriedly looking away as their eyes met. Had it really only been a minute since he'd begun bobbing up and down on the thick black pole? It had seemed like an age, with Craig not needing his wife to remind him that he had many more to go if he was to earn his way out of the bra that even now clung around his chest, its tight embrace suddenly returning to his consciousness as Craig's world began to expand beyond the immediate act of the blowjob he'd become so engrossed in. All of a sudden, the underwired cups clinging to his chest seemed incredibly uncomfortable, the straps that had slid slightly down into his shoulders similarly feeling so in need of adjustment that his hands automatically came up from his sides to deal with them. It was an action that did not meet with his wife's approval.

"Excuse me!", Jenny said sternly. "I'll have you focusing on fellating my strap-on, not fixing your straps, if you don't mind!", she scolded, before adding more softly, "however sexy you are in your bra". With Craig's mouth otherwise occupied, his automatic apology came out as nothing more than an incoherent muffle, not helped by the way Jenny chose that moment to flex her hips, thrusting her cock suddenly forward to stress her point. "Let's have you using your hands to please me", she instructed imperiously as her husband found himself gagging on the probing phallus. "I'm sure you shouldn't have difficulty doing that, considering how it was stroking a cock that got you into this situation", she chided, sitting back as Craig brought his hands up around the base of the black penis and began to masturbate the monster as though seeking to milk it into his mouth. At the same time, he bobbed his head down on the end of the big black dick, showing his submission to Jenny by selflessly sucking her silicone shaft once more as he sought to make amends for his slip-up.

Wondering when his wife would count off the next minute, Craig desperately racked his brain as he sought to remember some of the other tricks Jenny had used to such devastating effect on his own dick. He recalled her waggling her head slightly from side to side as she spat him out, taking his cock in her cheek, and lovingly licking the length of his shaft top and bottom, all of which he performed on the silicone shaft as he sought to impress the woman whose crotch it was strapped to. Yet still the next minute never came, with Jenny only letting out the occasional contented murmur as the other end of the phallus pressed against her pussy, her sex hidden beneath the harness and yet undoubtedly as hot and moist as her husband's considering the purrs of pleasure she was emitting. For his part, Craig remained thoroughly frustrated, seeing his wife's lacy stocking tops and the bottom of her ornately embroidered corset out of the corner of his eye only serving to fuel his need for release from the cruel contraption whose hold on his cock seemed to become ever more crushing.

Despite developing quite a rhythm as he bobbed up and down on the black dildo, Craig eventually found himself beginning to tire, his jaw aching from being held open for so long, his lipstick long since having become smeared along the length of the silicone shaft. His slowing pace was soon picked up by his wife, with Jenny bringing her hands up behind his head and guiding her husband down on her dick gently but firmly, making it clear to Craig that she wasn't done with him quite yet. Her rhythm was slower than his had been, such that Craig initially wondered whether his wife was merely easing him back into making more of an effort, the man kneeling in front of her quite happy to let her do all the work as she rocked his head back and forth. All he had to do was to keep his mouth open and take her cock inside it each time, but that soon became easier said than done as Jenny started to push his head down further and further onto her phallus, letting him up less and less until she was pressing its tip against his tonsils. Nevertheless, there were still several more inches of black silicone still to go before his face reached the base of the strap-on, and she seemed intent on having her husband take these in his mouth too.

With his muffled protests going utterly ignored, Craig found himself gagging once again, struggling to swallow the seemingly endless shaft as Jenny pressed it deeper and deeper into his mouth. Only when he was sure he couldn't possibly take any more did she relent, slowly withdrawing the strap-on only to begin the process all over again. All the while, his wife kept a firm hold on his head, preventing any possibility of escape as she pressed Craig's face down onto her pussy-cum-penis once more. "Do you think you can take it all the way?", she enquired with a wicked enthusiasm before answering her own question over her husband's unintelligible moans. "I think you can take it all the way. Come on, I want to see those slutty scarlet lips of yours kiss my crotch", she declared, but that proved to be over-ambitious, with Craig's frantic gurgling causing her to ease up only an inch deeper than their first attempt. The silicone shaft was covered with stringy spittle when she finally allowed her husband to spit it out, Craig gasping for breath as he struggled to expel its bulbous bell end despite his wife deliberately making it difficult for him. "Let's freshen your lipstick and try again", Jenny suggested, bringing a slightly less threatening object up to her husband's lips. "You've gone and got yourself all smudged!".

* * *

Craig never did manage to take as much of his wife's strap-on in his mouth as she might have liked, although that was not for want of trying on Jenny's part. By the time she finally tired of seeing how much of the shaft her husband could swallow, Craig's chin was covered with the same coating of slobber as her cock, the drool starting to drip down onto his chest as well as seep into her stocking tops. Nevertheless, the exercise had served one useful purpose for the feminized man whose face was as flushed as the scarlet of his underwear, as his wife went on to explain. "Look at the time! Twenty three minutes! That means you can take off that bra almost a day early!, she said brightly, catching a globule of dribble with a finger before smearing the later playfully across her husband's nose. "But you've still got another twenty five hours to go", she continued in a sterner tone. "I bet you're already finding it rather uncomfortable, aren't you? I know I couldn't wear the same bra for so long, nor could most women. It must be hell not being able to take it off, locked around your body like that".

Nodding hesitantly, Craig wondered where his wife was taking things as her hands came up to his bra straps, Jenny stretching the scarlet elastic away from his shoulders once again as she stressed her control over him. Feeling sure that she would snap them back against his skin at any moment, Craig instinctively tensed, but his wife instead chose to take a different tack. "Look! You've even gone and got an imprint underneath too!", she exclaimed, referring to the angry red lines that the bra had left beneath it as she lifted the lengths of elastic over the humps of her husband's shoulders before allowing them to fall down his arms. "I often have those at the end of the day too. It feels so good to be able to finally take your bra off and massage those marks away", she purred, Jenny evidently recalling such pleasure considering her contended smile as she gently ran her fingers in little circles over the surface of Craig's skin. It was an expression that soon broadened into a mischievous grin as she swiftly returned her husband's bra straps to his shoulders, her playfulness extending beyond merely snapping them back into place now that Craig wasn't expecting it.

"I bet you wish you could too, yes?", she asked rhetorically, continuing before her husband had chance to answer. "Still, you've got another twenty five hours to go", Jenny said sternly. "Unless, of course, you fancy worshipping my cock another way? I bet I know some place where you'd be able to take it all", she winked wickedly, biting her bottom lip with evident arousal as she watched her meaning slowly become clear to the man kneeling in front of her. "Now that you've gone and got me nice and hard with your mouth", Jenny continued, flexing her hips slightly so as to cause the stiff black length between her legs to gently bob up and down, its gyration followed by Craig's widening eyes, "how about you come sit on my lap? If you can take my cock to the hilt, then I might just think about unlocking something for you. But no half measures - you've got to take it all the way. Of course, if you'd rather spend another day in that bra, that's fine too. Either will pay for last night's premature orgasm".

With that, Jenny sat leisurely back, looking expectantly at her husband. In so doing, she'd put her plastic penis at an even more threatening angle, but as far as Craig was concerned, the black silicone that stuck up from his wife's crotch was far less imposing than the bright red fabric that clung to his flesh. Even as he considered the prospect of spending another night, and indeed, the day that followed, in the grip of such an uncomfortable garment, his bra called for adjustment, its underwires begging to be lifted away from his body even as the straps stretched around his shoulders and neck needed shifting. To be offered relief from such torment seemed too good to be true, even if it came at the cost of surrendering still more of himself to Jenny, with Craig swiftly getting to his feet before his wife had chance to change her mind. "Please may I sit on your lap?", he asked quietly, the submissive side of his personality coming to the fore as he stood in nothing but scarlet bra and panties before the powerful presence of the woman in black. His supplication caused the corseted goddess he was offering himself to to grin.

"Let's have your panties off, then", Jenny instructed, her smile broadening as Craig wiggled his way out of the underwear in question, her husband revealing his manhood still helpless in its polycarbonate prison as he stepped out of the snug scarlet fabric. Soon it had been exchanged for a similarly red square of foil, the condom packaging bearing a logo of a little devil as it promised a hellishly hot time - a fact borne out when Jenny extracted the prophylactic inside to reveal that the rubber sheath was red too. Once unrolled along the length of the strap-on, the stretched latex softened the inky blackness of the silicone shaft to a shade that seemed slightly more skin coloured, the organic image enhanced as Jenny slathered her phallus with lube. The slick coating put Craig in mind of pre-cum, albeit much more copious in quantity, his wife's hands smearing it up and down her dick in a manner that was positively indecent as Jenny simulated masturbating her member much to the discomfort of Craig's own organ. If only his manhood could be contained in a mere condom rather than the unyielding plastic that prevented it from achieving anywhere near the kind of erection that Jenny boasted between her legs, her cock taunting his even as he turned away from it. "Whenever you're ready", his wife said softly.

Feeling her hands come to his hips as she helped guide him, Craig gingerly lowered himself down onto Jenny's lap, wondering when he would feel the first contact that would mark the start of his surrender to her strap-on. He could only guess where it might be, blindly backing his buttocks closer and closer to his wife's body until a cool, wet feeling told him its tip was touching his crack. A slight shift in his position brought the end of the phallus to rest against his most intimate of places, the pressure building as Craig pressed his posterior against the silicone before allowing himself to relax enough to let it break through. Now impaled, albeit infinitesimally, the feminized man knew there was no turning back, but the thought of taking more of the strap-on inside him was enough to give him pause for thought when even its end was so uncomfortable. Only his wife's hands holding him in place kept Craig from sitting up again, the inexorable downward pressure she exerted on his hips making it clear that he must continue even as he struggled to hold his position.

Little by little, Craig let himself be penetrated further, the silicone length worming its way up inside him as he ever so slowly lowered himself down on top of it. His progress was painfully slow, with Jenny's legs beneath him never seeming to get any nearer to his own despite the degree to which her dildo was now drilling into him, its bulbous head burrowing between his buttocks as it stretched his sphincter still further apart. All the while, his wife remained insistent that he should take more, never letting her cock cede ground as she kept a firm hold on Craig's hips. Her husband's position made it easy for her to thwart any effort he might make to get up, with Craig's state of unbalance as he crouched over Jenny's crotch combining with the state of mind engendered by such submission such that it was impossible for him to defy her. Compounded by the cruel contraption whose unyielding constriction squashed the stiffness brought about by his surrender, not to mention the ever-present embrace of the uncomfortably tight bra locked around his body, Craig was now utterly in his wife's thrall - frustrated, feminized and increasingly filled by a woman who would accept nothing less than her husband's total surrender to her.

"Mmm! Almost half way!", Jenny enthused. "Take it nice and slowly, you're doing just fine!", she said softly, accompanying her words of encouragement with a slightly stronger pressure on her husband's hips. Craig had been sure he must be nearing the base of the black silicone shaft that now felt as though it was acting as a second spine, its presence forcing him to adopt an upright posture even as he lowered himself down still further onto his anal assailant. To take twice as much inside him was almost unthinkable, considering how the cock that was filling him up from behind seemed to be pressing his own penis ever more painfully against the walls of its plastic prison. The swelling of silicone was matched by flesh as his manhood responded to the situation as much as it could considering its confinement, leaving Craig knowing his wife owned him front and rear even as he sought to please her still further. One way or another, he would somehow find it in him to take the full length of her strap-on, as impossible as impaling himself on the intimate intruder so far as to be able to sit on his wife's lap seemed to the man hovering precariously half penetrated.

So single-mindedly did Craig focus on demonstrating his devotion that he barely noticed how he was holding his breath as he drove himself down onto the dildo, the beads of sweat beginning to break out on his brow a testament to his determination as he sought to take the last of the strap-on inside him. When his buttocks finally came to rest against the soft cushion of Jenny's stocking clad legs, he found himself panting with relief, gulping in mouthfuls of air as he finally allowed himself to relax - at least, as much as a man could when he was impaled on so many inches of silicone. Nor did Craig's efforts go unnoticed by his wife, with Jenny wrapping her arms around him more affectionately now that she no longer had to help him down, tenderly kissing the back of her husband's neck as she praised his efforts. "Well done! I knew you could do it!", she declared brightly, forcing the man sitting in her lap to follow suit as she shifted slightly underneath him. "All the way! I'm ever so proud of you!", she enthused. "I think that calls for a reward, don't you?".

Craig nodded weakly, too worn out to be able to answer properly as he sat skewered upon his wife's strap-on. His composure was hardly helped by how Jenny had run her fingers under the length of elastic that ran down his spine, the presence of her hand causing the scarlet strap to stretch in such a way as to pull his makeshift collar taut across his trachea. He could feel her toying with the lump of brass that had held him prisoner in the bright red bra before turning her attention to the identical padlock that fastened the band of the feminine garment so firmly, each getting a wiggle as though Jenny was checking they were still secure before speaking to her husband again. "I said I would unlock these if you could sit on my lap", she told him, shuffling as though to remind Craig of the fact. "But I don't have to unlock these two. If you liked, I could do something about this one instead", she suggested, her hand coming around her husband's body to take hold of the padlock that fastened his chastity device. "Wouldn't it be so much more fun for us to have two cocks to play with?", Jenny asked wickedly, giving the plastic package a sharp shake. "Of course, you'd have to keep your bra for a bit longer on if I did, I'm not doing both. So, which is it to be? Cock or bra?". It was a decision that didn't take Craig long to make, however much he would later come to regret it.


Feedback

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



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


www.brassiered.com




taming the caged beast

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




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



www.brassiered.com/tamingthecagedbeast/




from belt to bra

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




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



www.brassiered.com/frombelttobra/





surrendered to steel

men wearing chastity belts for better bedroom behaviour
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Plastic chastity devices can only go so far to prevent a man from playing with
himself - to stop him masturbating once and for all, the security of steel is
called for! There's nothing medieval about the modern-day metalwork these men
have to wear, surrendering their sex completely to chastity belts that ensure
they stay true to the women who hold the keys! Subject to teasing and denial at
the whim of their wives, there's no escape from the cruel contraptions that
keep their cocks under control - only frustration aplenty amidst their girdled
groins.




The fun doesn't stop there when a keyholder is feeling frisky, as the couples
in these stories about men wearing chastity belts demonstrate when they fool
around between the sheets - with him still locked up between the legs! With no  chance of an orgasm without her say-so, you can be sure these submissive
husbands will do their utmost to please, playing along with all manner of male
chastity games as part of being surrendered to steel.



www.brassiered.com/surrenderedtosteel/




penance in panties

misbehaving men finding forgiveness in feminine frillies

[image: advert-penanceinpanties]



Being made to wear uncomfortable women's underwear is the perfect punishment
for a man who misbehaves, however much he might otherwise love sexy lingerie.
Whether it's the physical discomfort of being trapped in a tight thong all day
or simply the psychological stress of knowing he's wearing knickers in public,
there's nothing like being stuck in a little satin and lace to teach naughty
boys a new respect for all things feminine.




When a wife expects more from her man, panty punishment is only the start of
having him apologise with intimate attire! From making him wear a bra for bad
behaviour to using a corset to correct his carelessness, the ladies in these
stories have more than a few tricks up their sleeves to have their husbands
show they're sorry. Whether made helpless by hosiery or powerless in panties,
submission comes naturally to men forced to make amends in frillies, having no
choice but to learn their lesson in lingerie as they pay a penance in
panties.



www.brassiered.com/penanceinpanties/
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