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The lights of the car roam across the curtains. I have something else planned for tonight. Something that my husband won’t suspect. I await him in the living room. Dressed to impress, tonight. I am wearing an evening dress, something with a plunging neckline. Something sexy as hell. I want him to want me … more than he ever has before.

The front door opens and I wait. Give him time to get in, remove his clothes. Friday night. It always starts the same, but how different it always ends.

When the time is right, I call to him. “Flesh, come.”

He appears at the door, naked. His cock steeled in chastity, where it’s been since he came without permission three weeks ago. I beckon him to me, sitting in the armchair, waiting. A glass of brandy, the taste still on my lips.

He comes to me quickly, I see is eyes dance over my body. I know he finds me attractive. His lust, eager. His cock hardening long before I’m anywhere near him. It makes me wet. It makes me want to fuck. He stands obedient, next to the chair, awaiting instruction. I turn to him, and remove his cage, his cock, semi, springs from it, and I hear the air escape from his mouth. Relief. And I lean forward, my lips inches from his cock, breathing on it. Letting him feel my closeness, and I know he does, because it gets thicker. Fatter. Hardening and desperate. “Do you want to come?” I ask.

“As you would have it,” he replies.

Such a good Flesh before we begin. So obedient. It won’t be long before he begs. I take it—his cock—between my fore finger and my thumb and squeeze, testing his hardness. He’s very firm. So quick. Having not come in weeks. I hold it still and take it between my lips. My tongue swirling the head, his glans puffing in desperation. I take his shaft in my palm, and wrap my fingers about it. Drawing it up into my mouth, down, to my throat, and I feel his cock firm, his body tense. He won’t last long, not like this. Gently I roll his balls in my hand, stroke his shaft, and suck his head all at the same time. Until he speaks.

“Please, Mistress.”

He’s close to coming already, after barely minutes, so I stop. Releasing him entirely and sit back, looking up at his face, torn by desire. He’s breathing hard. I didn’t even realise. I was too taken by my own wont. Grinning I lick my lips, I can taste his salt on there, his pre-cum slipping from him as we’re there, in silence. “Do you want to come?” I ask again.

His eyes flick to me. His honest answer, before he speaks. “As you would have it, Mistress.”

I grin and take his cock in my mouth again, eagerly tasting his salty pre-cum as it oozes desperately from him. Touching him, with nothing but my lips, I use my mouth to stroke his cock, feel it flexing inside me, his hips shuddering, desperate to fuck my mouth, but fearful of the consequence. I can feel his closeness. His cock becoming all it can be. Fat. Thicker. Harder.

“Please, Mistress,” he blurts out, “can I come?”

I let him from my mouth and sit back. “It’s a bit early for that, is it not?” I ask. I grin at him.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

I tut and shake my head, toying with him. His thoughts. Worries. “What shall we do with you?” I take my brandy and sip it. It burns as it slides down my throat, mixing with his succulent juices, still flavoursome to this day. I watch his cock. Bouncing, hard. Muscles tensing and relaxing as he tries to control himself. “Shall we play a game?” I ask.

“Of course, Mistress.”

I stand from the chair and reach around behind me, unzip my dress, and let it slide form my body. Beneath I wear tight shear panties, slit for access, and a bra, more strap than material. It’s sexy, I like it. His cock likes it too. Firms to attention. No more flexing. Just rigidity.

I slip onto the sofa, point to where I want him to stand, and he does, directly in front of me. I spread my legs, my pussy hot and wet, wanton. I slide my fingers over my clit and feel the electricity spike inside me. I groan as my fingers play over me, watching him, desperate, watching me. I slide inside myself, to my g-spot. Pleasure tingling over my body, caressing my every inch of skin. “On your knees,” I demand.

Flesh drops to his knees. Still straight backed and tall. His cock protrudes from him.

I move my fingers inside me, my other hand reaching to my clit, rising and falling over it, stimulating my very soul as I stare, looking into his eyes. Letting the orgasm rise slow in me, drawing out his pain at having no resolution. His cock glistening, slathered in pre-cum. “Beg,” I say.

“Please, Mistress,” he whines. “Please can I come? I’ll do anything.”

I stroke myself deeply watching his eyes plead harder than his lips. Words can be made, but that look, it can never be a lie. He wants to come so badly it makes my orgasm leap a little. Harder. Closer. My tenderness on the inside of me, stroking myself towards a hard orgasm, on the outside, flicking my fingers over myself. Firing pleasure through me with each stroke.

“Please, Mistress. Let me. You already helped me so close.”

I push my legs apart, as wide as they will go, my fingers deep inside me, my juices slicking out, onto the sofa, my cream flowing. I’m so close. “Can you come before I do?” I ask, my orgasm burgeoning inside me, electricity flowing through my whole being.

He grabs his cock and starts to stroke, fast.

Watching him fuck his fist makes my orgasm burst forward, I scream out in pleasure, squirting hard out over the carpet between us as his face falls when I order him, “Stop.” Now, it’s my turn to breathe hard. I slump back into the cushions and watch his face. Desperate. Needy.

“Please,” he whispers quietly.

“To the bedroom,” I order. “I have a surprise for you.”

His face lights up. He’s uncaged and going to the bedroom. A rare treat for him. In this case. A rare treat for me.

___

After Flesh has gone upstairs I go to the kitchen. Bull is waiting there. He’s been there since before Flesh got home. “About time,” he says. “It sounds like you were having fun in there.”

I shake my head. “Don’t you forget that I am the one in charge.”

He grins. “How could I?”

I ordered Bull from a speciality website. He isn’t cheap, but you get what you pay for. I want to enjoy this evening, and it might not seem like it, but I want the best for Flesh too. And it is my understanding that Bull is it. He’s shirtless and ripped. Has on tight jeans. So tight you can see his cock, even soft, struggling within. A young man. Younger than Flesh by at least fifteen years. He’s the sort of man you expect on a firefighters charity calendar. But more subservient. I take the dog lead around his neck and lead him upstairs. Open the bedroom door and Flesh is standing at the bottom of the bed as I would expect. His cock still hard. Still slick with need.

He glances to me when I open the door and then away, without seeing Bull. I lead Bull in.

Flesh looks at him. Then away. He burns red, unsure of what he has to face. I giggle. I can’t help it. I knew I had to come myself before all this, because I don’t think I could have coped without it. I might have just died.

I lead Bull to the bed, and slip onto the sheets. Flesh to the end of the bed, Bull to the side. I look down Flesh, his cock still hard. “Do you want to watch Bull fuck me?”

He pauses. His eyes darting around. I can see the look, torn between what he thinks is right, and what he honestly desires. Finally the fall to me. “Yes, Mistress.” The words slip almost silent from his mouth.

“Good,” I say. “Because I was going to make you. If you’d answered no, you’d have been doing it caged. So aren’t you lucky?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Bull is well trained. He looks at neither Flesh nor me, staring off into some middle distance without orders. He has no look of need to fuck, nor does he look down on Flesh. You do get what you pay for. I turn to my side, and unbutton Bull’s jeans, seeing his cock stirring inside is exciting. I asked for a hung stallion, and it looks like I got one. I needed one bigger than Flesh, and Flesh is well endowed himself. I slide my fingers inside his jeans and around his cock. “Oh,” I say slowly. “My God.” I glance to Flesh. “I don’t know if I’m going to be able to fit it all in.”

Flesh groans, low. Watching my every move.

His cock, achingly hard.

I pull Bull’s jeans down and his shorts beneath and release his cock. I’ve only ever seen one’s bigger in porn. His girth is enormous. His shaft long. I take it in my mouth and slide down onto it, teasing it harder, until I’m sure it’s as big as it’s going to be. He grunts in pleasure at my motion, but doesn’t move.

I take his cock from my mouth, tasting his beautiful pre-cum on my tongue and look up at him. His muscles are taut, but only because he looks like that. He’s controlled, and doesn’t reek of the desperate needs of Flesh.

I roll back onto the bed, and pull my panties from me. They’re wet, clingy. I can feel the need inside me to have him. But only while Flesh watches. That is my satisfaction. I pull my bra off, discarding my clothes to the side of the bed, I lay naked, beneath both men, as they both look at me, hard. I can see longing in both their eyes.

I might just be in heaven.

I get to my elbows. Instruct Bull to strip properly, which his does. All but the lead, his eyes on me the whole time, his cock, fat, huge, and taut. I can see Flesh wanting to touch himself, but I say nothing. I get up in front of Bull and stroke his cock, pulling it down, onto my breasts, flicking his pre-cum to my skin as he excites. It drools from him, bulbing quickly when I draw his shaft towards me. Painting my breasts with it, my nipples, circling them, and leaving strings of his stick juice behind. Then I let his cock go and crawl to Flesh. “Clean me,” I say quietly. “I’m a mess.”

Without hesitation he bends forward, and takes one of my nipples in his mouth, teasing his tongue through Bull’s pre-cum, cleaning it from me, licking away from it, circling, being sure to get it all.

He suckles a little, an excuse I think, but I let it go on this occasion and take his cock in my fingers. It’s sticky with his own juices, and I tease until I pull away from him. Stopping him. “You like that?” I ask.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replies.

I can hear the desperate want in his voice. I take his hair roughly in my fingers and pull his head back. Lean in and kiss him hard on the lips, tasting Bull there myself. I release him, slap him hard, finger shaped red welts appearing on his face. “In front of Bull,” I demand. He does, the two men standing facing each other. I come up behind Flesh and lean close to his ear. “You like it so much … get on your knees.”

Flesh drops down, his face at the level of Bull’s hard cock. I take it in my fingers and feed it into Flesh’s mouth, his lips parting and Bull’s fat, sticky cock sliding in. “Fuck him,” I tell Bull. Without word, Bull starts to slowly grind his hips, pushing his cock deep into Flesh’s mouth. Flesh is used to my strap-on in there, but nothing of this size, and he struggles to get his breath, Bull finding a rhythm and fucking Flesh.

I lean down and take Flesh’s cock, rock hard and flexing as he’s filled, stroke his cock as he pleases Bull, streams of pre-cum slipping from him, enjoying having a mouth full of thick cock. “You really do like it,” I mutter, seeing Flesh trying to nod as Bull gets more into it, pushing harder against him, finding pleasure in the warmth of Flesh.

“Yes,” I whisper, standing. “Stop now,” I say, and Bull removes his cock from Flesh, saliva mixed with pre-cum sliding from his mouth, stringing over to Bull’s cock, red and hot. Flesh swallows it back, taking air.

“Get on the bed,” I tell Flesh. He gets up, onto the bed. “Flat,” I say.

He lays on the bed. His cock protruding towards the sky. It burns with need, and I’m afraid if I so much as touch it, it might explode. I straddle him, backwards, and lean down over his cock, like I might be about to demand sixty-nine, but I keep my pussy away from his face, my juices slipping freely out of me, seeing Bull with his cock in Flesh, and Flesh so hard for it. It makes me want to shudder.

I turn to look at Bull. “Fuck.”

Bull gets behind me, and I can feel his cock probing my pussy, wet and engorged. Flesh beneath the two of us, his face below cock and pussy, and then I feel myself stretch as Bull slides his huge cock inside me. Now I get to see if I got what I paid for. His girth is unbelievable, so close to painful, but playing on pleasure as he slides in and out of me. I know his balls will be teasing Flesh’s face, and Flesh’s cock grows and flexes with each of Bulls thrusts forward.

I tease Flesh’s cock with my tongue as Bull starts to thrust harder, deeper. I call out, “Oh … my … fuck.” I leave Flesh’s cock, swollen and red. Turn to Bull. “Come in me,” I tell him. “Quickly.” Bull starts to thrust hard against me.

“Please,” Flesh says from beneath us, his pre-cum gushing out of him. “Please, Mistress, let me come.”

“No.” I bark, pushing my orgasm inside me, deep, not allowing Bull to have it.

He starts to grunt, his massive fat cock, pounding into me, my juices dribbling free of us, and down, over Flesh.

“Please, Mistress,” he says again. “I need to.”

“No.”

Then Bull starts to grunt, and I can feel him coming deep inside me, hard, his cock filling every inch of me, and yet somehow he still manages jettison after jettison of hot sticky cum. He slows. And I giggle, “Now go and wait at the end of the bed.”

He slides his massive cock from me, leaving me stretched and wide, his cum running out of me, down, onto Flesh, his face. “Now, make me come.”

Flesh leans up, without word, his tongue finding my clit, licking Bull’s cum from me, his fingers darting into my pussy, finding my g-spot as his mouth tenderly loves my clit. His face sticky and wet, he pleases me like an expert, and can feel waves of pleasure rising within me as he deftly rises the two feelings, one inside and one out, to crescendo together. “Fuck, Flesh,” I scream. “Fuck.” I take his cock in my mouth and suckle on it, feeling it throb hard and desperate.

His mouth leaves me for only a second, “Please,” he begs.

I release him. “No,” I shout a third time, as my orgasm rises up inside me, pleasure crashing over me, my eyes raise to Bull standing hard over me, his cock drooled in cum, still drizzling from the end.

I roll off to the side, and look at Flesh, his face smeared with cold cum. “You come with Bull inside you, or you get caged until I see fit.”

He’s breathing hard. Looks at me and then Bull. “Yes, Mistress.”

Bull comes around the bed next to us. I pull the lube from the bedside drawer and squirt some into my fingers, sliding them over Bull’s cock making him firmer, harder. Thicker. He turns Flesh to face him, standing over him, holding his ankles out, and pulls Flesh towards him, on his back, his arse up. Bull slides his cock, gently into Flesh, slowly at first, until the length of his shaft is inside him. Flesh grunts out in pleasure. He looks up to me. “Mistress, please can I come?”

I look at Bull, his eyes firmly on mine. Pulling back and thrusting in.

“You have ten seconds after Bull comes inside you. But don’t you touch before then.”

Bull pulls back again, thrusting in harder, He starts moving more quickly. Back and forward with grace, it’s somewhat mesmerising. I can’t help myself, but watching the two men fuck, I slide my fingers down into my pussy and gently tease the orgasm that just left me, see if I can find another.

Bull finds his rhythm and fucks hard into Flesh, as he grunt and groans, his cock hard, red, desperate to come, but forbidden to find release. My pussy is wet again and I position myself on my knees, over Flesh’s face, facing Bull. He watches my beautiful tits, as they rise and fall, as I finger myself, as much for Flesh as for myself. I catch glances of Flesh pulling his hands to fists as he fights coming without his cock being touched. Prostate ejaculation still counts as coming, and as unfulfilling as it is, he still would receive severe punishment.

My orgasm stirs once again, my cream slipping from me to Flesh. I can feel him licking it from his face, as Bull starts to grunt out like he’s ready. My eyes meet his again. “Please, Mistress,” he says, his voice deep, urgent, yet controlled. “Can I come?”

“Of course you may.”

Bull pushes hard into Flesh, as he comes again. Plenty of it I’m sure.

“Can I come?” Flesh blurts.

“What do you say?” I ask. I ask little from Flesh, but manners are one thing. I’ve already started the countdown.

“Please, Mistress,” he barely gets the words out.

“Okay, then,” I say, “six … five …” His hand in on his cock, jerking it wildly back and forth. “Four … three …” I still have my fingers deep within me, and I can feel the orgasm coming. I finger my clit with my other hand. “Two …” the word louder, “… one …” I start to squirt out, over Fleshes face. “Now you stop.” I pull my fingers from my pussy, my cum shooting all over his face, and I slap his hand from his cock, hear him whine, unsatisfied. “No,” I scream. I’m shaking all over, my orgasm firing electricity through me like fire. I pull from Flesh’s face, as he watches. Bull pulling his cock from the other end of him. Flesh laying on the bed between us, a mess of fluids. None his own. His cock is wet with pre-cum. Sticky. Red. Burning.

“Clean Bull.”

Flesh gets to his knees and takes Bull in his mouth, using his tongue to clean the fluids from him, finally as his cock starts to wane. Swallowing back my fluids. Bull’s. Whatever he’s left on there. He slobbers it up.

And as he does, I open the cabinet and pull out the spare cage. I watch Flesh go flaccid, while he cleans. Then I lock him back in. I can hear his displeasure in a small groan. “Clean the sheets,” I say to him, then turn and head to the door. I stop and return, taking Bull’s dog lead and leading him away. Seeing Flesh pulling the sheets from the bed.

Bull will sleep in there with me tonight. Flesh in the chair in the corner. The wicker one that’s really quiet uncomfortable. After all he didn’t stop when I instructed, now, did he?
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