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I sit on the sofa, waiting for my husband’s return from work. Friday night. The lights of the car cross the closed curtains. The engine stops. I listen to his feet as they crunch on the gravel in the long driveway. He’s had a long week.

He’s a little older than I am, about a decade, but age is not an issue with us, it never has been. He opens the front door, out in the hallway, and enters. I hear the front door closing. About three months after we married he came to me with a request. A … bedroom … request. He has a hard job, a stressful one, and he asked me to fulfil his fantasy. He wanted to be submissive for a while. To help him de-stress.

It was his fantasy.

I should dominate him. Just for a few hours on a Friday. Something simple. Some orders, something. He didn’t really know what. He just wanted to play. That was four years ago.

Now, it is my fantasy.

I stand from the sofa, straightening my silk robe, dressed only in undergarments beneath, and place my champagne down to the side. Go to the door to the hall and look down to the front door. My Husband—Flesh as he is known over the weekend (one day he might deserve a name)—stands at the front door, inside on the mat. His hands behind his back, wearing nothing but the cock cage I put on him last week. His suit, hanging inside the door, folded neatly.

I lean against the doorframe, and let a small smile cross my lips. “Come to me, Flesh.” He walks to me, his hands remaining behind his back. He stops before me, emotionless, without the instruction to be. He is utterly submissive when he reaches the door. He waits to be told the first thing I want from him.

It could be anything. With anyone.

I know how to turn him on, too. And I take great pleasure in that. He is my husband after all. This is all for him. What he wanted.

Mostly.

“I want to be pleasured,” I say. He doesn’t move. I step up to him, and take the cage around his cock in my fingers, my skin finding his between the bars, I can feel him getting harder, trapped in there. I run my hand under his balls and gently caress them. Listening to his breathing getting quicker, as he struggles, trying not to get too hard in there. Unable to straighten his cock. It must be painful, but for now he stays in the cage.

“What would you like, Mistress?” His words are quiet. He wants me to stop teasing him. Hard. Painful.

Good.

I release him from my fingers. I can almost smell his pre-cum as he’s getting excited.

“Go to the playroom,” I say. “The gag. Wait for me there.”

He turns and hurries up the stairs while I watch. Turning back, I go to the living room and sip my champagne. I sit slowly down on the sofa, and enjoy my drink for a moment. Allow him the luxury of waiting. Or frustration. Either way.

It turns me on, treating him like this. I will admit that. I was wet before he got home. Wetter now, knowing what’s waiting for me. I make sure there is enjoyment for me. After all, it’s not like I am a professional dominatrix. I just know how to do … him. I stand and part my robe, feeling the heat between my legs. I think I deserve something first. Definitely. I follow Flesh upstairs and to the playroom.

His job means I have enough money to do as I wish. Buy what I need. I push the door open. He’s laying on the bed, his hands over his head, and he’s wearing the gag. A strap-on mouth gag. Allows me to fuck him, while making his life extremely … difficult. The eight inch rubber cock protrudes from his face. He doesn’t look to me. He just waits. Like a good boy.

I go to the bed and pat him on the head. “Good Flesh,” I say, my voice low. Sexy. I know he likes it. The cage moves as his cock, flaccid once again, gets started. I take the straps from the bed and belt his wrists to the headboard. He dares to look. To run his eyes over my body. I let him. It’s the last pleasure he’s going to get for a while.

I stand. He watches. He can no longer speak. I drop the robe from my shoulders. I’m wearing a shear black matching set. Bra, panties, lacy. They fit my curvaceous frame perfectly. I’m fucking sexy anyway, but this helps. Giggle. I slip onto the bed. Seeing him like this makes me hot. Wet. Burning with desire, but I don’t let on how much I want satisfaction. I straddle across him. His eyes on my body. He’s watching my ample, and very beautiful breasts, heaving in my undergarments. I think, personally, the human form is sexy in some coverings, but I know he likes me naked. He can wait. I look down into his eyes. I can see the desire there.

In all these years, he’s never lost his lust for me.

I lean forward, my arse pushing over his cock cage, and he grunts, stifled by the gag. I slip my lips over the dildo and slide down it, my eyes not leaving his. I can feel him squirm as I grind my pussy against the cage. I fuck the dildo with my mouth, watching him, knowing he’s getting harder. Aching. Painful. Take it down into my throat, until I can almost touch his face with my lips … my little reminder of what he might get later. Then I withdraw, my hand replacing my pussy, feeling how hard he is in the cage, his cock bulging out between the bars. Desperate. I pull my panties, dripping in my juices to the side, and slide over his face. His eyes on me. His hips gyrating, trying to find some friction, some satisfaction. But as soon as my hand moves away, he has nothing, but can fuck fresh air.

I slide the dildo into me with ease, slippery and wet with anticipation. The girth of the rubber fills me, as I look down into Flesh’s eyes, as he can do nothing but watch, long. Need. I can see the pain in him, his control gone and his cock forced hard in the cage.

I slip up and down the dildo, the orgasm rising slowly in me, as I turn to face the cage, leaning over him, fucking his face, my juices eagerly sliding from my pussy, down, over him, wetting him. The room filling with the smell of my sex, hot, needy. I grab the cage and pull on it, hard enough that he’ll feel it, and I can feel him writhe under me. Desperate. Riding the dildo, grinding against it, I can feel myself get closer to the edge of coming. I can feel the burn of the orgasm. I turn back to him. My eyes in his, my fingers slicking across my wet clit, as each stroke down leaves more cream behind, drooling down into his face. His passion, hungry in him. He wants. Needs. Searching for satisfaction. It makes my orgasm rise. “Good Flesh,” I call, my fingers hard on my nub, birthing my come, and my juices rising from me like the tide, out over Flesh, as I slow, my fingers on me, my panties, soaked. Flesh, running in my cum. I touch his face, tender, gently.

Then slap him. Hard.

“You are not to enjoy that.” His eyes betray his demand for subservience, and I can see the want in him to come. I slip from the gag, and remove it. Staying on the bed while I relax, my muscles taut after coming so hard. It allows him an unrestricted view. I place the gag reverently on the pillow next to him, watching as he licks his lips, his face, trying to find the taste of me there, what he can reach with his pathetic desperate tongue. I shake my head, disapprovingly, and he stops.

“Do you want to be free of the cage?” I ask.

“Yes Mistress,” he says. He stumbles over the words, trying to find breath in the frustration he feels. Discomfort. Agony, perhaps. I smile. Stand. Over him, on the mattress. My feet each side of his face, I slide my dripping wet panties down to my thighs, and then let them drop to his face. He sniffs at them, licking, trying to find some salvage in my cum, when he can’t find his own.

“Clean me,” I demand.

I brush the panties away and kneel to his mouth, free of the gag, his tongue slicks against my juices, taking them into his mouth, around my clit, and on my inner thighs. He slips his tongue inside me, hot, burning, bringing the feeling of the orgasm just subsided, back. I pull away. “No.” I slap him again. “That wasn’t what I ordered.” I slip from him. From the bed. “Bad Flesh,” I say quietly. “Over.”

He rolls on the bed, crossing his bound hands and lays face down. I step to the shelving and take the riding crop. I stand over him. “What do you say?” I whisper.

“Sorry Mistress.”

I bring the whip up, and then strike it lightly down. His whole body tenses, not knowing how hard I am going to punish him. On this occasion I want to come more than I want him to beg. He’s lucky today.

“Sorry Mistress,” he says, again.

I whip him once more, gently. Then replace the crop to the shelf. “Turn.” He obeys. And I straddle his torso. I unlock the cock cage, and release him. His cock leaps out, semi-hard—as hard as it could get in the confines, it lolls to the side, the pain relieved. I take it in my fingers and I stroke him. He gets hard quickly. “Do not come without asking,” I say. He has a glorious cock—and sometimes I just demand to be fucked. But he did just break the rules. I continue to stroke him, within a few seconds the first bead of fresh pre-cum bulbs on his glans, peeling down his cock, to my fingers. His cock throbs of its own will, as he tries so desperately to stave back having to ask.

“Please, Mistress,” he blurts. “Can I come?”

I release his cock and watch it flail and flex without my hands, as he tries control his cock—wanting what it wants regardless. He doesn’t come. Which is good. For him. I turn and smile at him. “No.”

I reach over his body and remove the restrains from his wrists. Slip from the bed. I remove the last of my underwear as I stand beside the bed. “Go to the end,” I order.

Flesh gets from the bed and goes to the end of it. Standing. Watching me. His cock is hard, slicked in his own juices. Wanton.

I take his place on the bed, and lay comfortable. I part my legs and watch as his eyes drift down my naked body. Lingering on my perfect breasts, then to my pussy, wet, but clean now. I slide my fingers across my clit, the heat of orgasm still lingering. I slide my fingers down, until I can slip them inside myself, as he watches. It makes me hot having an audience. His cock turns me on, enough that I can watch it like porn. As I slip my fingers over my g-spot, I find a fresh orgasm waiting there. Needy like him. Wanting. I slip my fingers back and forth over it, moaning with each rise of the feeling, then the lowering as I roam around inside myself looking for new sensations. I watch his cock, rigid hard, his muscles tight and no longer able to flex. Defined. Stiff. Drooling with desire.

“If you can come before I stop you, you may.”

He grabs his cock and starts to stroke himself, quickly. Urgent. Like the world might depend on it. I watch for few seconds as his pre-cum flows quicker, the orgasm inside me rising. “Stop.” I say, touching myself harder, faster. I can see the reluctance in him to let his cock go from his fist, but he knows the consequences. It bounces, flicking pre-cum off to his body, the sheets in front of him, pushing my orgasm forward, as I finger my g-spot with one hand the other finds my clit. The two stimulated together to bring a hard orgasm. Bringing my knees up as the sensation is almost too much to take I squirt hard out over the bed, a little spray, which is nice. His hand twitches, wanting to finish himself, seeing me, rolling in my own wetness. I giggle. He looks so silly.

This was what he wanted, after all.

I lay for a moment. Letting my satisfaction subside, before I get to my knees and crawl to the end of the bed. His cock rigid, pointing towards me, I bring my lips to it, and gently lick some of his pre-cum from it, feeling it flex a little. He groans. “Please, Mistress.”

I can hear the want.

I take his cock in my fingers and stroke him. Watching him, his face. I know when he’s going to come by looking at him, sometimes before he knows. It can stop accidents. I tighten my grip. Mimic my tight pussy. Pushing back and forth. His pre-cum slicking out of him like he’s sprung a leak. “Mistress … Please I can’t help …” I release his cock and slap it hard. It bounces off to the side, before returning to face me, proud. He’s straining, fighting it. Good. I slap his cock again, open palmed.

“No, Flesh,” I bark.

He fights to control his breathing and it passes without accident.

I take it again, and pump it twice. He snaps air into his mouth as I release it. Waiting a few seconds and then doing it again. Three times. He puts his hands behind his back, to stop him grabbing at his himself out of shear desperation. Good, Flesh, I think.

I slide back, away from him. “Bring me Champagne.”

He nods and leaves the room without word. I can hear him padding naked down the stairs. Getting from the bed, the sheets are too much of a damp mess now for me to enjoy, I take the cage, and go to the table. A single chair at it. A queening chair, of course. I sit at it and wait, patiently.

After a couple of minutes, Flesh returns. I single glass of champagne on a silver tray, held in the palm of one hand, like a silver service waiter. He walks to the room, back perfectly straight, like a good waiter and stands next to me. Tray up.

He knows I’m not going to take it.

I take the cock cage. The walk has relaxed him enough from me to strap him back in. Pushing his cock into the tubular bars. Snapping the lock back into place. He stands statuesque, knowing if he spills a drop, he’ll be punished.

When his cock is in place, I take the champagne glass and place it on the table. “I wish to be worshipped.” Flesh drops to the floor and slides between my legs, his head under the queening chair, and begins to pleasure me with his tongue. My feet resting on his torso. This time he’s allowed to do whatever he wants, as long as I derive pleasure from it. I take the champagne and sip slowly from the glass, his tongue dances expertly from my arse to my pussy, finding pleasure for me. Each time he feeds my need, I gently toy with his cage, with my foot, his cock grown again, and hard.

He slips into me again, this time allowed, and warms me, making me wet, getting his cock played with a little harder.

I can feel a new orgasm growing inside of me, but I’m not sure I can take another so soon. “Relax,” I order him, and he drops his head back, prone on the floor under the chair. My foot still playing with his cock, straining to escape the metal cage.

I relax into it myself, and allow a little urine to escape me. Listen as my pee sprinkles his face. Only a little. Today. After I have finished, I ask, “And?”

“Thank you, Mistress,” he replies. His cock is even harder.

I sip the champagne again. Leave him there for a few minutes, my feet resting gently on his chest, not moving. Letting him wallow in my piss, staring wanton at my wet, slick pussy. His hand is shaking slightly. He wants to touch himself, I know. His cock must be sore.

Placing the glass down on the table, I push myself to stand, on his chest, and turn to face him, his face inside the seat. I lean down over him. Laugh a little. He burns red. Then I step off. “Up.”

Flesh gets from the chair and stands. I take him by his cage and lead him to the bed. “The floor,” I instruct. “Arse up on the bed.”

Flesh does as instructed. He gets to the floor next to the bed, and arranges himself so his arse is leaning against the mattress. His caged cock is above his face. Shoulders taking his weight. I go to the shelves and get the magic wand vibrator. Returning to him, I turn it on, and hold the cage tightly, sit next to him on the bed. I push the vibrator against his balls, on his perineum letting his orgasm rise, trapped in the cage. Hard. In pain.

“Oh, God,” he says. I can hear the pain in his voice.

“Do you want to come?” I ask.

“Yes, Mistress.” The words are strained as he stares up, at his own cock. Caged. Above him. His eyes drift to my face. He already knows what the next instruction is going to be.

“Come in your mouth,” I order. “You can come now.”

I push the wand hard against his taint. His balls. He’s grunting out. Pleasure. Pain. Mixed together. “God,” he mutters. “Fuck.”

I’m so fucking wet. Ready to come again, myself. I push the wand against him, and find my clit with the fingers of my other hand. It’s not enough. I release myself. Push more on him. He’s moaning. I can feel the orgasm in him, breeching. “I’m going to come,” he says quietly. His eyes in mine.

I smile. “Make sure you catch it all.” He finally comes. Spunk floods from him, built up over days, edged tonight. Over and over. But the orgasm is a ruin. The spunk oozes through the cage, down onto his body, his face. It dribbles into his mouth. And he laps it up, as instructed. His tongue reaching around his face, slipping the salty juices into his mouth as I watch. It’s so fucking hot. I’m so fucking hot. I think I might explode.

I remove the wand from him. “Get the nine inch, and fuck me,” I order.

Flesh quickly stands, cum dribbling over his body, slicking him wet. Mixing with my squirt still on him. My juices. Sweat. He hurries over to the shelves and pulls the nine inch strap-on on, buckling it around him, replacing his caged cock with a large, black, rubber one. Thick. Veined.

I stand and turn, bending low over the bed. “Fuck me, until I come.”

He comes ups behind me and slides the rubber cock inside me with ease. Filling me, pushing against my walls, stretching me. I can feel the veins sliding against my g-spot, rising the orgasm instantly as he pulls back, pushes forward. I grunt the first time, before the smallest of groans escapes me as a feeling of unfettered elation slips over me. “Fuck,” I snap. “Harder.”

He obeys. Pounding into me as I moan, satisfied with the thick cock. I let out whines, them coming quickly as I get slicker, wetter. My pussy tightening. “God.” I reach around behind me, my fingers finding the cage. His cock grown hard, trapped again, aroused by my sounds, my smell.

“Fuck me, Flesh.” I grind my arse back, getting the phallus deeper, dripping in arousal, knowing he can’t feel anything. “Make me come again,” I order. He fucks me as hard as I demand, the orgasm reaching up at me. “Fingers.”

He reaches under me, his fingers deftly finding my clit, slipping in my wetness, drizzling out of me with each stroke of the strap-on. He brings the orgasm to me, hard. Fast. I scream out, Flesh … fuck … yes. Shuddering as my legs become weak. Leaning enough forward, for him to know I need him out, can’t take more. I turn. Shaky. I drop to my knees in front of him. Pull the strap-on from him, then the cage, discarding it to the floor. I look up at him, teasing his cock, throbbing hard, with my mouth. He firms quickly from the cage and I take his cock in my mouth, my eyes on his. His hands behind his back. I slide his cock down into my throat, feeling it engorge, desperate to feel me.

“Oh, God,” he says. “Thank you, Mistress.”

I suck on his fat cock, my fingers playing with his balls as he flexes in my mouth, pre-cum, salty, slipping from him as he get closer. I can feel him firm. Become rigid. His balls tightened. My tongue lapping against his shaft. As I see his face begin to contort, I slip my mouth from him, and his eyes fall desperate, he groans out, so close to coming. His cock throbbing, rising, falling. Then I plunge his cock back into my mouth, over the edge, slicks of cum thick, shooting into my mouth, sticky and glorious. His cock, flexing, reaching out to a warm embrace, as I swallow everything he gives me, back. I love the taste of it so much. I slip his cock from my mouth and lick his shaft clean, making sure that I get every last dribble of his cum, from his perfect orgasm.

Taking his balls in my fingers, I slide them around his gently, holding them, tight after coming, and then twist them, hard. He screams out in surprise. Pain.

“I didn’t say you could come,” I bark. I pull myself to my feet, giving his cock a slap, as he stands there. Still hard. “Bad, Flesh.”

I turn. Leave the room. Closing the door behind me.

I go to the master bedroom, and to the bathroom off it. I turn the shower on, and look at myself in the mirror as the water heats to a scold, as I like it. I admire my body. I am fucking gorgeous. But when will he learn? Maybe never. I look at my breast. A small splash of cum, I slip my finger through it and lift it to my mouth, tasting him one last time, before stepping into the shower.

After I showered, I dressed in plain clothes, a thick warm robe. Then return to the playroom. It has been an hour. Flesh has not moved an inch. The room is beginning to smell of stale sex. The sheets a mess of drying fluids.

“Clean them.” I gesture to the bed as I pass to collect my champagne.

Flesh moves. Stiff, having been there for so long. He crawls onto the bed and starts to lick the sheets.

I sit in the chair and watch, enjoying my drink.

When he finishes, he stands. I retrieve the cage from beside the bed, and place him back in it. Easy now. His cock is soft. He smells of drying sex. Dirty. I snap the cage closed. “Now clean properly.”

I leave the room, while he strips the bed. Collects the toys I’ve left my juices on. He’ll be busy for an hour or more. I think I might do downstairs and call one of my friends.

Catch up for a while.
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