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"That’s right, clean every dirty inch with that tongue of yours. I want my leather to shine."

Sophie


The Henpecked Husbands Club




Tonight is Swap Night at the Henpecked Husband’s Club. That’s when all the wives put the keys to our chastity cages in a big fishbowl covered with blackout tape, shake it up, and reach inside to see who belongs to whom for the night. We do this every few months as a way to keep things exciting–exciting for the wives, anyway. For us husbands, we spend the week leading up to swap night filled with dread, not knowing who we’re going to have to serve that night or what kinds of things they’ll make us do. With 20 couples in the club, there’s no guessing who it will be–it could be the same woman as the last swap night or someone completely new.

Tiffany digs my chastity key out of the back pocket of her skintight blue denim jeans, showing it to me with a tongue-on-teeth bright smile, pumping her eyebrows teasingly. The key is small and silver and attached to a lacquered heart keyring; I know it well even though Tiffany rarely lets me out of chastity, usually only for a wash or on my birthday so I can remember what it feels like to jerk myself off. All other times I’m expected to either cum through the cage with a vibrator or not at all. Of course on swap night, anything can happen… depending on who you wind up with.

She drops my key in the fishbowl as it’s passed around. The other wives do the same. The husbands have all paid in an equal share to rent out the house for the weekend, a sprawling mansion in the hills of LA that used to belong to some movie star before they got in trouble with the IRS. It has since been converted into a filming location for porn, which has left its many rooms outfitted for all kinds of kinky activities.

Once all the keys are in the bowl, Laura–the unofficial head of the Henpecked Husband’s Club–gives the bowl a mighty shake, the pile of keys jingling around inside. 20 couples, 20 keys, 20 locked cocks. I am not friends with the other husbands. I barely know them in fact. If anything, we’re more like each other’s competition, other players on the field that we want to beat, especially when it comes to swap night–glowing praise from one of the other wives for a night of dutiful service is golden, but what you’ve really got to watch out for is another man doing a better job serving your wife than you do.

If that happens, you’re really fucked.

Laura passes the bowl around and the wives reach in to take their key, holding it in their closed fist so that the women can reveal the luck of the draw all at the same time. Rooms have already been assigned at random and after the keys are revealed, Laura will reveal the room list as well. Most are simple bedrooms, but a few–like the pool house or the home gym–can add an unexpected twist to the evening. As the women dig around in the bowl for their key like contestants on a gameshow, the husbands look all around the foyer in furtive, darting glances. They look at their wife, at the other wives, at the other husbands. We’re all nervous.

Once everyone’s taken a key, Laura readies the room for the reveal: “Okay ladies, got your keys? On 3, let’s see who you’ve got. 1… 2… 3…!”

There are gasps and laughs and confused questions as the wives try to pair the right key to the right husband. Slowly, the group reassembles into its new pairs, and I don’t realize who’s got my key until I see Sophie walking over to me with her straight black hair and pouty, dark red lips. I’ve never had Sophie pick my key before, but I know who she is–fiery, sultry, very, very bossy, though I suppose that’s true of all the wives of the club. As she nears, I watch Tiffany go off to her husband for the night. I don’t know his name, only who is wife is–a tall black woman who makes her husband wear his chastity key around his own neck in a show of domination and humiliation.

Sophie sidles up close, dangling the key in my face. “This yours?” she asks.

“Yes Ma’am,” I say, trying my damnedest not to check Sophie out. She’s a fashionista and tonight she’s dressed in a long-sleeved, white mesh shirt with X-shaped pasties instead of a bra on underneath, a black shoulder-strap corset that pushes up her bust, and a pair of stretch leather pants.

She snaps her fingers in my face and points to the ground. I get down on my hands and knees and I’m barely settled before Sophie’s sitting on my back, waiting for Laura to reveal the room assignments. Laura reads them off, going by the numbers assigned to each room. I’m too focused on Sophie swaying back and forth to some song in her head to pay close attention, but when Laura calls out our room, I catch it:

“Sophie, Room 13.”

Sophie jumps up off my back. “Get my bag,” she tells me.

I–along with the other men–go towards the front door, where the wives have laid down their baggage. As I look across the mound of duffle bags and oversized purses, Sophie calls out to me.

“The Lous Vuitton. No, the other one. The OTHER one! The bright one!”

The blue fuchsia duffle feels like it’s full of bricks. I sling the strap over my shoulder and follow Sophie up the stairs all the way up to the mansion’s third floor. We walk along the balcony that looks down on the foyer and to a bedroom down a long hallway with a turn at the end of it. Inside, the furniture is all black, right down to the bedding and the fluffy shag rug, and there’s a huge mirror attached to the ceiling directly above the bed. I place Sophie’s bag on the low dresser and stand there with my head bowed and hands clasped in front of me as she scopes out the room. When she’s done she sits down on the bed, leaning back on her palms.

“I’m in a bad mood,” she tells me, though you wouldn’t know it by looking at the smirking smile on her face. “I want you to put me in a good mood.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Take off your clothes,” Sophie says.

I strip naked, folding my clothes into a neat pile, extra aware of my slight paunch and sun-deprived skin thanks to the ceiling mirror. Sophie beckons me over with a crook of her finger and I shuffle forward with my hands at my side. She snatches me by the balls and inspects my chastised cock, bringing the key up to the lock but stopping before she puts it in.

“So close,” she says, grinning to herself. “And yet so far.” She wags her finger at me and then snaps, pointing down again. “Knees.”

I get down on my knees on the black shag rug and Sophie sticks out one of her sharp-toed, slingback pumps. The leather has seen better days and is salt-stained from the winter snow; the soles are worn and dirty.

“What are you waiting for?” she asks. “My shoes are filthy. Clean them.”

I crane my head down and stick out my tongue, drawing it along the faded, stained leather. It’s dry on my tongue and I can taste the harsh salt. As I lick, I leave behind wet streaks that reveal a darker shade of black, feeling the fine grain of the slingback pumps, and the more I lick, the more that cured leather flavor fills my mouth–as does the faded scent of Sophie’s feet. She presses the sole to my face and I run my tongue along the grit and dirt, my tongue getting black as I make the red-colored bottom of her shoe look shiny and new.

Meanwhile, the taste and smell of shoe leather and foot sweat brings my cock to life. It strains in its cage so hard that my denied erection pushes the cage away from my body, pulling my balls along with it until they’re tender and tight. I try to shift to alleviate the pressure but all I wind up doing is drawing Sophie’s attention to my situation. She sneers at me.

“That’s right, clean every dirty inch with that tongue of yours. I want my leather to shine.”

Sophie looks down her nose at me to inspect my work. Satisfied with the first shoe, she shoves the other in my face and with my tongue hanging out, I move my head up and down, licking at the worn, stained leather. My cock throbs in its cage and pushes my device out further to make the ring around my balls really start to cause me pain now, enough that I have to take a wincing breath in. Seeing my discomfort, Sophie runs her hands teasingly along the inner thighs of her stretch leather pants.

“When you’re done with my shoes, you’re going to clean my pants, too,” she decides. She draws her finger along her inner thigh and crotch. “I can see spots here and here–and I know there are a few others.”

I lick the toe of her shoe, alternating sides with little V licks, and then kiss my way along the inside edge, towards the thin little band wrapped around the back of her heel. I have to be very careful to lick only the leather back there, sensing how ready Sophie is to flip out should I touch her skin without permission, and Sophie doesn’t even so much as tilt her shoe towards me, making me have to bend down real low and push my head all the way against the side of the bed so I can reach all those hard-to-get places. While I’m back there, I take the heel into my mouth to suck it clean.

“Did I say you could suck my heels?” says Sophie.

Before I can apologize, Sophie plants her foot on my chest and shoves me back so hard I nearly fall over. She slips her shoe off and holds it up by the heel threateningly, her full brows knitting together in a look of fury. I instinctively shrink away as the shoe comes down to smack me in the face, the sole I just spent minutes licking clean hitting me on the cheek. Sophie gives me two more firm smacks on the same cheek and then, satisfied with the mark she’s left behind, she drops her shoe and kicks off the other, pointing to her calf.

“Start there,” she says while my cheek is still burning from the smacks she gave me. “And go slowly. But first, go clean off that tongue. I don’t want any of that shit on my pants.”

I nod and stand slightly, still hunched over as I walk towards the bedroom’s private bathroom. Then Sophie stops me.

“Wait, I need to go first,” she says, pushing past me and slamming the door in my face. I hear her pull her pants down and then relieve what sounds like it must’ve been a full bladder. There’s a flush moments later and the water is still refilling when Sophie emerges. She points at the toilet. “Use that water to clean up.”

Sophie stands in the doorway as I kneel in front of the toilet. Mentally, I know the water is fresh and clean, but it’s nevertheless demeaning to have to stick my head in the bowl Sophie just used and lap up a mouthful of toilet water to rinse out my mouth. I give it a good go, but Sophie makes me show her my tongue and sends me back to the bowl to do it over, smirking and laughing at me the entire time. When she’s satisfied, she goes back to the bed with me crawling behind her and sits down. She pulls a pillow over and rests on it as I kiss and lick and worship the matte leather of her skintight pants. There are a few spots here or there but for the most part they are almost brand new and still smell strongly of fresh leather. The smell and taste is dizzying and intoxicating and because the leather is so snug up against Sophie’s body, I can feel every curve of her calf and lower leg as I slowly work my way up, Sophie shifting to spread her legs tauntingly.

“You’re lucky I needed my pants cleaned,” she tells me. “Otherwise I wouldn’t have flushed before I had you rinse your mouth out.”

I don’t know if that’s a bluff or not, but I don’t do anything that might make Sophie act on it, staying strictly below knee level and waiting until she tells me to even clean her other leg. With her finger pressed against her pants, Sophie guides my tongue–now beginning to ache from all this licking–up past her knee and to her inner thigh. The leather is especially tight against her thighs and it’s enough to make it almost feel like I’m licking her without the pants on. Between her legs like this, I get a whiff of her perfume and the distinctly feminine smell of pussy, different for each of the wives I’ve had to serve but always the same on some level; for Sophie, that smell is deeper and wilder than most and it only makes my chastity cage hurt more, my balls starting to go cool from being pulled nonstop.

“You know, I saw some spots on the back of my pants too.” Sophie nudges me away and turns over on her stomach. She points at her ass, digging her finger into the cleft at the bottom that’s right by her pussy. “Right in there, I think.”

I press my face against Sophie’s leather-clad ass and the second I do, she reaches back and smacks me.

“Keep those loser lips off my ass,” she says. “Tongue only.”

To be able to reach the cleft of Sophie’s ass, I have to stretch my tongue out so far it makes my jaw hurt. I press the tip of my tongue against her soft, pillowy cheeks and Sophie lets out a long, satisfied “Mmmm” as I do, I wiggle my tongue against her, as if I’m actually eating out her ass and not just cleaning her pants, and Sophie turns her head to the side, her eyes gently closing.

“Just like that,” she tells me, moving her hips and spreading her legs to allow me to get deeper.

The leather is warm and supple under my tongue and I lose myself in the feel of it and in the intimate smell of Sophie from behind that makes me want to lick harder and bury my face right in her round, taut ass. Sophie slides a hand between herself and the bed and then under the front of her pants and soon she is rocking against the bed as she plays with herself, forcing me to bob my head up and down to keep from touching her with more than my tongue as I try to dip it deeper between her cheeks. When her rocking gets stronger, I stop moving my head at all, focusing instead on keeping my tongue firmly stretched out so that as her hips move up, she rides against my tongue. Her breathing tightens and familiar sounds of the rush to climax begin, her gasps and moans and sighs building and building as her hips rock more and more, the smell of her sex wafting up in a heavy, damp wave.

Sophie grips the comforter tightly in her hand and stiffens her body as she spills over the edge, her moans reaching a loud, unabashed fever pitch. Then her body falls back towards the bed with a happy sigh and she releases the comforter, dismissing me with a lazy, tired wave.

“Back on your knees,” she tells me, voice half-muffled against the bed.

I obediently sit back, relieved that I can rest my tongue and jaw but now with a maddening pain in my balls that’s a mix of them being tormented by my chastity ring and getting full from a sensory overload of Sophie. She remains lying down for a few minutes before stretching up like a waking cat, raising her arms high above her head; as she does, from behind I can see her breasts barely held in place by her white mesh shirt and get another pang in my balls as I imagine being allowed to lick and suck on them, too.

Sophie turns to me. Her cheeks have a pleasant flush to them. “Good boy,” she says to me. ”I think you deserve a treat for all your hard work. What do you think?”

“A treat sounds very nice, Ma’am,” I say.

“Yes, I’m sure it does,” she says. She gets off the bed and pads towards her Louis Vuitton duffle, moving like she’s ten pounds lighter than before. I hear the rasp of the zipper as she opens it up. “Now let me see, what sort of a treat do you deserve? I think I have just the thing.”

When Sophie shows me what she’s picked out, my stomach drops. It’s a big, pink buttplug, the kind with a fake gemstone on the base that’s marketed for women exploring their slutty side. Sophie cackles with glee at the look on my face.

“What’s wrong? Don’t you like your treat?” Her voice is dripping with mockery. “Too bad. Go lie down over the side of the bed.”

Some of the wives of the Henpecked Husband’s Club are kinder than others and can–in the right situation–be reasoned with, even dissuaded from an idea. Sophie does not strike me as one of those women. Like Tiffany, she seems to be the sort who only gets more obstinate the more you resist and since I don’t know what other devious items are in that fuchsia blue bag of hers, I stay quiet and meekly stand up so I can lie down over the edge of the bed. The bed isn’t high enough for me to stay standing nor is it low enough for me to be on my knees and instead I’m forced into an awkward, half-kneeling, spread-legged position. Sophie struts over and without warning gives me a casual cupped slap on the ass.

“Spread your cheeks,” she tells me with all the warmth of a prison guard.

I reach back and pull my cheeks apart, trying not to think about how embarrassing it is to expose myself to Sophie this way. Then next comes the squirting sound of lube and it lands at the top of my ass crack, slowly running down me in a gliding river. Sophie spreads the lube with the tip of the buttplug, making sure to get my hole nice and lubed up before she presses the plug against me. I take deep breaths to relax myself. I’m no stranger to being penetrated–it’s one of the ways Tiffany grants me a modicum of pleasure during my 364-day-a-year penis prison sentence–but even for me, this plug feels large. Sophie pushes it against me and then eases off, repeating the gesture in building waves that are more press and less release each time.

“Yes, you get a nice, big treat,” she croons. “And such a pretty one too, enough to even make your bland ass look fancy.”

Sophie pushes hard against me with her body weight and I breathe out, focusing on my hole as if I’m trying get something out instead of letting something in. That’s the only way to accept a buttplug this big and it’s gratingly humiliating to have to do this in front of someone else, especially with the overhead mirror giving Sophie a full view of me. I stretch and stretch and stretch, humiliation giving way to discomfort, and I start to wonder just where the thickest part of this plug is. Sophie pushes again and it feels like my hole can take no more. I bear down, getting worried it’s simply too much for me and that I’m about to piss Sophie off after I’ve relaxed her, and then one heart-stopping split second of pressure later it’s in, filling my ass so much that I’m not sure I’ll even be able to walk to even stand up straight with it inside me.

Though Sophie isn’t interested in having me stand.

“Lie down on the bed,” she says, moving the pillows back towards the headboard. “Hands by your side.”

Carefully, I clamber onto the bed, lying down so that I can see my naked, plugged self in the mirror above. I put my hands against my sides, but Sophie’s not content with that–she goes back to her duffle bag and takes out two pairs of cuffs, each with a big cuff chained to a smaller, wrist-sized cuff. It doesn’t click for me until she’s wrapping the big cuff around my thighs how these are meant to work and it takes her no time at all to make sure my hands aren’t going anywhere. But she isn’t done yet. Sophie goes back to her bag again and digs around until she pulls out two little leather pouches. They’re mittens, for my hands, and I have to squeeze my hands into tight fists for her to get them on me, Sophie threading them under my wrist cuffs and snapping them closed to guarantee that even if I wanted to, I couldn’t undo my thigh cuffs and free my hands.

She holds up my chastity key with its lacquered heart keychain, jingling it in my face.

“How’s your treat feel?” she asks.

“It makes me feel very full, Ma’am,” I say. The truth is, lying down makes the plug push right up against my prostate so I don’t just feel full, I feel edged, like I’m getting a firm, slow motion milking that never ends. It’s that good-bad sensation I’ve become so familiar with, the one I always accept when Tiffany offers it to me because the alternative is total abstinence, with no feeling whatsoever. I always want it when I don’t have it, but when I get it I always find myself wishing for just a bit more pleasure, just enough to get me from tease to actual release–but of course that never happens, not with Tiffany. I hadn’t thought it would happen with Sophie either, but who knows–maybe I was wrong.

“You’re supposed to feel full,” Sophie tells me, pinching the keychain and lowering it towards my crotch, dangling the key as if she’s trying to have it naturally fall into the lock. As she does, she cups my balls and squeezes firmly, enough for me to feel through the tingling numbness I’ve had for the last few minutes. “These are supposed to feel full. Though not so cold. Here, why don’t we give them a break…”

I almost can’t believe it when Sophie slots the key into my chastity device’s lock. At first I think she’s just going to leave it there to taunt me, but then there’s a soft click and she’s pulling my device off, freeing me for the first time in more than six months. As the blood rushes back to my balls, I feel prickly pins and needles, but my cock surges anyway, excited to be able to fully grow again. Sophie lightly strokes the underside of my cock, watching amused as I pulse and throb under her touch. Then she takes her hand away and steps back.

“Go ahead, you can jerk off if you want,” she says smugly.

I whimper, trying to reach my cock with my mittened hands even though I know it’s futile. I pull at the short chain connecting my wrists to the thigh cuffs, hoping that maybe if I put on enough of a show for Sophie, she’ll have mercy on me.

“Come on, you can try better than that,” she says, her hands on her hips. “Or maybe you just don’t want it that much…”

With both hands, I pull as hard as I can–wondering how strong the chain is–but the closest I get is putting my covered, balled-up hands on the edges of the tops of my thighs. “Please Ma’am,” I beg with my brows upturned. “Please let me touch myself.”

Sophie ignores my request. “I gave you such a lovely and big treat,” she says. “Maybe it can help you out. Go ahead–see if you can’t have it do the job for you.”

I squeeze my ass as hard as I can, pushing the buttplug harder against my prostate. My cock surges. I squeeze again and again, pumping the plug against me as I do, and after ten or fifteen of these “pumps”, a bead of precum forms at the top of my cock. It’s been a long time since my gym days and the muscles in my ass and hips are fatigued from all the motion, forcing me to take a rest. I reach futilely with my hands again. Sophie sighs and sits on the edge of the bed, miming with one finger a stroke along my cock but not going anywhere near close enough to touch me.

“I guess that’s all you’re going to get. One teeny, tiny little drop.” She swipes the drop off my cock with her finger and brings it to my mouth. “Lick.”

I lick up my own precum. It’s mostly flavorless, except for a slight hint of something bitter and astringent. I go back to squeezing my ass to make the buttplug milk my prostrate and another drop of precum forms, and a minute later another, but it’s still not much and I’m still needy and unsatisfied, desperate to feel any kind of sensation on my cock itself. Sophie teases my balls with her fingernail, idly drawing it along my still-sore sack as I keep on pumping as much as my weak, tired muscles will allow. She smirks as the precum slowly drips down my cockhead and then wraps her fingers around my balls, reaching forward with her middle finger to brush her nail against my taint. I let out a soft moan.

Sophie mimics my moan, mocking me. “Oh! Oh!” She bursts into laughter. “Do you want me to touch your little cock again?”

“Yes, please, Ma’am! Please!’

She rolls her eyes at my begging. “It really is on the small side, isn’t it?” she asks, squinting at my crotch. “No wonder your wife brings you here. My husband’s also rather disappointing, but–like you, I bet–he pays the bills and knows his place, so I make it work. Still… a woman has needs. I’m guessing your wife gets hers taken care of outside the house, doesn’t she?”

I quiet at that. Tiffany does have needs–insatiable ones–and she decided long ago that only I would be the one going abstinent most of the year. But she uses our house as much as not, making me get it ready for her beforehand and leave it when she’s coming over with a date. She shows me pictures of them afterwards, always only from the waist down, forcing me to look at how hung and studly they are. I’m not going to pretend like I like having my wife sleep with other men, but there is a perverse sense of pride that she continues to land such fit, well-hung, good-looking young bucks. I’m hardly surprised–like all the women of the Henpecked Husband’s Club, Tiffany is a 10, a veritable goddess who figured out the value of a doting husband with a good job years ago.

“She has them come to the house sometimes, Ma’am,” I say sullenly.

Sophie snorts a laugh. “You really are the bitch in the relationship, aren’t you?” she muses. “Does she make you watch?”

I shake my head. Thankfully Tiffany has never pushed me that far.

“Hmm. I’ll have to suggest it to her later. It really helps keep my husband behaved and as a bonus, he’s there to help if I need him–and there for clean-up.” There’s a sadistic twinkle in her eye. “Speaking of…”

Sophie lopes back to her bag. She pulls out a plastic baggie with something wrapped in a paper towel and brings it back, tossing it on my chest. She opens it. I don’t need her to take out the contents for me to guess what it might be–I get a whiff of the bleachy, funky stink of semen and recoil, much to Sophie’s delight. Tweezing two fingers into the baggie, Sophie pulls out the paper towel and unwraps it. Inside is a used condom, filled with cum. She carefully picks it up by the open end and holds it up for me to see.

“If you want me to touch your cock again, you’re going to have to be a good boy and do a little taste test for me. My husband thinks my new boyfriend is the worst he’s ever had to swallow. I want your opinion.” She waves the condom in my face. “Still interested?”

I am. I don’t want to be, not with how much cum there is in the condom, but I am. But I can’t bring myself to tell Sophie that so I nod instead with a frown on my face.

Sophie cups a hand around her ear. “What’s that? I didn’t hear you? Did you just say ‘I’ll eat cum if it means you touch my cock’?”

My voice is low and dry: “I’ll eat cum if it means you touch my cock, Ma’am.”

Sophie purses her lips at me and narrows her eyes, a gloating, victorious look on her face. She pinches the top of the condom and turns it upside down, holding it over my mouth.

“Open up,” she says.

Begrudgingly, I part my lips and the moment I do, Sophie releases her pinch and brings her freed fingers up to the top of the upside-down condom, squeezing out the cum like she’s emptying a tube of toothpaste. It splatters onto my tongue. It’s thick and heavy and maybe worst of all, cold. I grimace and cough, the cum foul and pungent. Even though I’m coughing, Sophie continues to squeeze the cum out of the condom, making sure she gets every last drop. It’s a hard swallow for me, but I manage it, even though the nasty taste still lingers on my tongue and feels like it’s coating the sides of my mouth. To my horror, Sophie pushes her finger against the top of the condom, making it turn inside-out and fall into my mouth. I try to whip my head away but it’s hopeless, leaving me with the inside-out condom sitting in my mouth. Sophie leaves it there and slides down the bed. She strokes my cock with a finger and I moan at the feel of her teasing up my shaft and touching my swollen head, keeping my mouth open as wide as I can so I don’t accidentally suck any more cum from the condom than I have to.

“Well? How is it?” asks Sophie.

“Bahhd,” I say, as clearly as I can with my mouth wide open.

“Bad? That’s not very specific.” She wraps her hand around the base of me and strokes up, releasing before she reaches my tip. It’s just enough pressure to feel good, but each time Sophie releases her grip it leaves me wanting more.

“Stihnky,” I say. “Lihke…uh… bahhd. Uhhh… bihtter. Uh…”

“Maybe you need a little more to jog your brain,” says Sophie. Her grip tightens and she strokes me for real this time, drawing a long, groaning moan out of me. “Suck on that condom if you don't want me to stop.”

I clamp my lips down on the condom. I taste latex and more of the awful semen, and strangely enough it reminds me of something, a fruit I had once on vacation with Tiffany. It had a terrible smell and all the locals warned us about it, though the taste wasn't that bad. I struggle to remember the name. Do, da, dir, diri…

Then it clicks into place. I open my mouth and say: “Durian!”

Sophie laughs. “Durian? I had that once. It stinks. Hahahhahahahh… this is why I refuse to let my boyfriends or lovers cum in my mouth when I'm pleasuring them. That filth is much better suited for my hubby.”

Sophie's strokes get faster and firmer, bringing me closer to the edge. I sigh, tasting that durian stink in my mouth, but her hand feels so good on me that I don't mind, not fully. My balls tighten and I squeeze my ass hard, pushing the plug against my insides as hard as I can, squeezing out a fat droplet of precum. I watch the scene in the ceiling mirror, seeing myself lying there with my bound hands, the condom hanging out of my mouth, Sophie’s hand a blur as she pumps me relentlessly.

Then she lets go.

I give her a whiny, desperate look. No, she can’t stop now, not when I was getting so close!

Using the paper towel, she plucks the used, inside-out condom out of my mouth and throws it in the bedroom trash. I squeeze my ass cheeks to work the buttplug but it’s nowhere near as good as Sophie’s hand was; she sees what I’m doing and chuckles derisively,

“I think it’s time for you to go back in your cage,” she says.

“No,” I plead. “Please Ma’am, please just–”

“Silence!” she roars. “Don’t you ever think you can say ‘no’ to me. Who do you think you are? A real man? Hah! I’ll show you how much of a real man you are…”

Sophie climbs onto the bed, moving between my legs again. At first, my horny, pent-up brain thinks she’s going to keep stroking me, but instead she pulls back her pointer finger with her thumb and readies a flick–right at my balls.

I almost say “No” again, but stop myself, instead just shaking my head. I stop squeezing the plug against me. Sophie flicks my balls and I jolt, unable to protect my crotch with my bound hands or close my legs with Sophie sitting between them. She flicks me again and again. I grunt through the pain, thrashing on the bed as each flick makes my cock softer and limper. Sophie keeps this up until my balls–already overly sensitive from the chastity ring and her teasing–feel like they’re on fire. Once my cock has shrunk enough, Sophie gets my chastity device and shoves me back into it, using her nails and more sharp flicks of her fingers to keep me soft as she refits the tight, metal cage. I keep hoping she changes her mind at the last minute, that this is some kind of taunt or trick, but when I hear the damning click of the lock, I know it’s for real. I’m back in my cage after being edged and denied.

Sophie patronizingly pats my balls. “There we go. Nice and safe. How does that feel?”

“Bad, Ma’am,” I say, petulantly but not impolitely.

“Don’t worry,” says Sophie, getting off the bed. She walks to her Louis Vuitton duffle. “I’ll give you something so you don’t have to look at what you can’t have.”

Out of her bag, she pulls a ridiculously feminine pair of panties. They’re sheer pink silk with a white ruffle trim and they look like some 1950s idea of dainty girlishness. She twirls them around as she brings them to me.

“We’ll need to take these off though to get them on,” she says, tapping the thigh cuffs.

Sophie lays the panties on my stomach and unclips my wrists so she can remove the thigh cuffs. Once she has, she goes down to the foot of the bed and slides the panties on me, making me have to humiliatingly lift my butt so she can pull them fully on. The leather mittens come off me next and then the wrist cuffs, there no longer being any point in controlling what I do with my hands. She orders me to my feet and steps around me, laughing as she adjusts the panties here and there.

“Pantied, plugged, and belted,” she says with a snickering laugh. “Now there’s a good husband. All dressed and prepared to get me ready… for my boyfriend.”

I can’t hide the confusion on my face. Sophie is ready for it. She sneers at me.

“Oh, didn’t wifey tell you? A few of us invited our men–our real men–over tonight.” She checks her phone. “They arrived 20 minutes ago and are having drinks downstairs.”

I don’t say what I want to–”You’re lying, messing with me”–but I can’t hide that reaction any better than I can hide my confusion, my calm ruined by having one of the worst cases of blue balls in my life, the silk panties only making things feel better against me and–by extension–worse for my pent-up sexual frustration.

Sophie snaps her fingers at me. “On your knees,” she barks.

I drop to my knees, shifting slightly as the plug reminds me it is still very much filling my ass. Sophie taps out a message on her phone and then tosses it onto the bed. She then undoes the zip of her stretch leather pants, peeling them off in front of me and revealing long, olive-toned legs that are warm and lightly coated in sweat; underneath those pants, she’s wearing a tiny, obscene white satin thong that she leaves on as she does something I never would’ve guessed–she starts putting the thigh cuffs on herself.

“I told him to come up in 10,” she says, walking with the thigh cuffs on towards her bag again. From behind, I can see her supple, soft ass with the backstring of the thong barely visible between her cheeks. I ache in my cage and don’t; even notice as she takes a collar from her bag. “Let’s see… where to do this…”

I’m still not comprehending what she’s up to as she wraps the collar around my neck, fastening it snugly. It’s got attachment rings in the front and back and Sophie turns it around on my neck so those rings are to the side; it’s then, when she adjusts her thigh cuffs so their short chains are on the inside of her thighs and sits in the bedroom’s armchair that I put it together.

“Over here,” says, pointing to the floor between her legs. “You're going to make sure my boyfriend has a nice, wet pussy waiting for him as thanks for coming all this way.”

On my knees, I shuffle over to Sophie. She grabs me by the collar and brusquely clips the thigh cuffs short chains to the sides of my collar; when she brings her legs together, it lets me move my head–slightly–but when she opens them up, it pulls the chains tight and forced my face against her crotch. I don't even get to lick her bare pussy either, relegated instead to licking her through the white satin that shows the outline of her lips and hides most–but not all–of Sophie’s dark, glistening landing strip.

Sophie spread her legs, pulling my face near. “Get to work,” she says.

I bury my face against her and lick through the satin, having to stretch my already-tired tongue even more against the tight-fitting fabric, barely able to breathe. Now and again Sophie affords me some fresh air but closing her legs, though it’s not without its price–with her legs closed, her thighs squeeze my head, muffling my hearing and making me rush to gulp down lungfuls of moist, pussy-scented air. Between the thigh cuffs controlling my head, the plug uncomfortably filling up my ass, and the chastity device denying me an erection while punishing my heavy, swollen balls, my bondage is all consuming. At least my hands are free, for what little good it does me–I try keeping them by my side and eventually settle them behind my back, distantly aware of the irony that at that rate, they might as well be bound too.

Sophie drags me through cycles of this–struggling to lick her pussy through the damp satin and then having my head squeezed between her thighs until I’m dizzy, using me like a living sex toy to tease her but not too much, my diligent licking getting her so that she’s creaming through the panties, her inner thighs soon streaked with her wetness. It clings to my face too, so much that it makes it hard to breathe even when Sophie closes her legs and gives me a bit of slack.

Eventually, I heard the door open and Sophie say through my muffled hearing: “Hey babe. How you doing?”

There’s a deep, male chuckle. “Not as good as you, it looks,” a voice says. “Who’s he?”

“Who cares,” says Sophie, the two of them laughing. Sophie taps me on the head and reaches down to unbuckle my collar from her cuff thighs. “You got me ready for my man, now go get my man ready for me…”

Dizzy and disoriented, I pull myself out from between Sophie’s legs and turn to see that her man–some jacked stud in his late 20s–already has his pants unbuttoned and his cock and balls hanging out. He’s big and trimmed down in a way that makes him look even bigger. He shakes his half-hard cock impatiently.

Tiffany has never made me suck a cock before, though I’ve always worried that one day she would. I kneel there stunned, unable to bring myself to move. Sophie stands and grabs me by the hair.

“It’s not going to suck itself,” she announces.

She steps towards the man and I’m forced to crawl along with her on my knees until I’m facing his hanging member. It looks almost dangerous–big, heavy, virile–and the way he thrusts his hips in my face tells me that I’m not the first who has been made to suck him off. Sophie’s grip in my hair tightens.

“I definitely need to tell your wife that you’re in need of some more training,” says Sophie, annoyed. “Hell, I’ll even offer to do it for her and you can spend a week at my house and I promise you that you won’t just be sucking cock. OR you can open that little bitch mouth of yours and show my man some respect.”

Again, Sophie doesn’t seem like a woman who bluffs. I close my eyes and open my mouth, wrapping my lips around the tip of the man’s cock. It slides into me, the man stiffening on my tongue. He grows fast and my eyes bolt open as he bumps against the back of my throat. I pull away, surprised, but Sophie doesn’t let me lean back more than an inch or two. She shoves me onto the man’s dick again, tapping the base of it with her finger.

“To here, bitch. Get your mouth all the way here.”

Fearing that if the man gets any harder I won’t have any chance of reaching where Sophie’s pointing, I crawl my lips down his shaft and to Sophie’s finger, but I still can’t make it without triggering my gag reflex. I gag and cough with his cock still in my mouth and Sophie shoves my head forward, all the way until my nose is brushing against his trimmed pubes. His cock slips down my throat for a second and tears form in the corner of my eyes as I violently start to cough and dry heave; I fight Sophie’s push so that I can crumble away, coughing and choking while she and her man laugh some more at me. Then, bored of me, Sophie shoves me away with a bare foot.

“Go wait in the bathroom,” she tells me. “We’ll call for you when we need you.”

I’m relieved to be able to slink off to the bathroom and have a moment to myself. It doesn’t take long for the two of them to get started–music begins to play and they laugh and flirt and soon enough are on the bed, fucking so hard the headboard smashes against the wall in a jarringly loud thump-thump-thump rhythm. Careful not to run too much water, I rinse my mouth out and do my best to adjust my chastity and the buttplug, getting as comfortable as I can while I can. As I’m doing this, I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror in my collar and panties, my cage showing through the pink silk.

A henpecked husband. That’s who’s looking back at me in the mirror. It’s moments like this that put my whole sex life into existence–from shy teenager to clumsy college guy to doting, submissive husband, the long history of me never being able to seal the deal with women coming into focus. That isn’t me, and never was. Some guys–like Sophie’s boyfriend out there and Tiffany’s dates–thrive on the hunt for their next lay and seem made to fuck like studs who only think about the next time they’re going to get their rocks off. And then there are guys like me and the other husbands of the Henpecked Husband’s Club. It isn’t just that we can’t land 10s like our wives if we weren’t servile, groveling men who put up with anything they want, it’s that deep down we don’t want to. Like a dog chasing cars, we wouldn’t know what to do with these women if we did pick them up the “traditional” way. What then? A fuck? A suck?

I can’t believe I’m thinking this as I so desperately want to squeeze this buttplug out and rip off my smothering chastity device, but that kind of life just seems so boring to me and in life, there’s nothing worse than being boring.

Sophie’s voice calls out: “Get in here, bitch! I’ve got a yummy, yummy creampie for you…”

Then again, maybe boring isn’t so bad sometimes.

As I emerge from the bathroom, I see Sophie leaning against a pile of pillows up against the bed’s headboard. Her legs are bent and spread, her face flushed pink. She dips a hand between her legs, to where I can’t see, and as she pulls her fingers up I see a long, sticky strand of cum clinging to them. Her man chuckles at the sight of me as he pushes past to use the bathroom and I crawl to Sophie, already knowing just how awful this “yummy” creampie is going to be. Sophie spreads her legs wider for me and it’s then that I realize she’s still got the thigh cuffs on. She clips their short chains to my collar and with her legs pulls my face towards her pounded pussy.

“You better not miss a single drop,” she tells me. “Or else the next load is going right down your throat, straight from the source.”

“Yes Ma’am,” I croak, not convinced that Sophie isn’t going to do that to me anyway.

I guess we’ll just have to wait and see.

THE END
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Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend--at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.
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This 6,400-word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers.
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https://mlpaige.link/mailinglist
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All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,

~ Michelle Lucia
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For bratty edging and domination...
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My Princess wants it all. And she'll get it. Six months into serving Princess Penelope, she tells me she wants a special birthday gift—me going chaste with daily edgings to make me extra obedient. At first I think I can take it, but as the weeks go on I go stir crazy, with Princess emasculating me in all-new, humiliating ways. If I knew how far she’d push me—and what she has in store after—I would’ve thought twice, but now I have no choice but to stroke and do my best to please my Princess...
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For intense, emotional humiliation...
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Get it on Amazon
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Sometimes you have to burn it all down to build it back up. In the midst of a mid-life crisis, Howard is stuck. He’s tried everything to get out of his rut and now thinks his only hope is to go deeper into self-loathing until he hits rock bottom. Enter Christina. Specializing in hardcore humiliation and merciless degradation, Christina agrees to take Howard on as a client–if he lets her take the reins. But can Howard really take Christina at her most sadistic? Or will she break him once and for all?
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For teasing, degrading cuckolding...

[image: Humiliated by the Young Asian Cucksitter]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Old cucks can be taught new tricks. Ever since Randall’s wife Kayla suggested a “cucksitter” to watch him during her date night, he’s been nervous, and–when Kayla reveals his sitter is a young Asian vixen named Asami–Randall’s nerves shoot to 11, unsure how he can obey someone half his age. But as his night with Asami unfolds, Randall will be drawn into Asami’s tempting web, where sultry tease and stinging humiliation both excite him, until he’s willing to do anything the pretty young cucksitter wants… or so he thinks.
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M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon

OEBPS/image_rsrc2EC.jpg
CHASTITY

LHECKUP

TEASE & DENIAL FEMDOM EROTICA

I B

N

W





OEBPS/image_rsrc2EE.jpg





cover.jpeg
.






OEBPS/image_rsrc2ED.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2EF.jpg





