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I pick up my phone and dial him. He answers. “Hello?” I try not to call my husband at work, and when I do, I call the office number so he knows it’s not important. This time I call his mobile. Because I think it is important.

“Are you okay?” he asks.

I can hear the worry in his voice. “I am, Flesh,” I say. He doesn’t speak. I’ve never approached him as his mistress while he is at work before. “Are you alone?” I ask. I hope he is. He has his own office.

“No,” he says.

“Then you have one minute to be alone, or we’re doing this in front of them.” I grin, listening as he holds the phone away from him, but doesn’t mute me, so I can hear his dominance in the office. He shoos them effectively from his space. Something urgent has come up. Yes it has, I’m glad to hear I’m his priority all the time.

“I’m alone,” he says into the phone after a few seconds.

“What?” I bark.

“Mistress,” he corrects himself. “I’m alone, Mistress. As you asked.”

“Good. I’m wanting, and you’re not here.” I part my legs and slide my fingers down to my pussy, warm and wet, as I sit in the bath.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he says.

“Open you trousers,” I say. I can hear him breathing hard. He whispers, Yes, Mistress, and then a second later he’s done it. “Are you hard?” I ask.

“No, Mistress.”

“Make yourself hard.”

“Yes, Mistress.” His words are quiet and shy, like he’s not sure. I want him hard when I come.

“I’m in the bath, naked,” I say. “I have my fingers on my skin and I’m touching myself, Flesh. You want me to be able to come don’t you? You want me to enjoy myself in your absence, don’t you? Oh,” I let a little call of pleasure punctuate my pleas.

“I’m hard, Mistress,” he says.

That was quick. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Does it hurt?” I ask. I can almost hear him nodding. Good. He’s in a chastity cage. It should hurt a little. I slip my fingers into my pussy, slippery with soap and begin to stroke myself. “I’ve got my fingers inside me,” I say. “You can see them, can’t you? If you close your eyes. Close your eyes. Imagine my fingers inside my pussy, stroking myself as I watch you. I want you to touch your cock. Now.” I can hear him fumbling, touching his cock around the cage, his long fingers trying to gain purchase. “You can come,” I say. “I want you to. There. At your desk. Do you have your eyes closed?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.” I can feel my orgasm slowly rising inside me. “Put the camera on. Facetime me.” He does, and the screen changes. “I want to see.” He pushes himself away from the desk. His trousers pulled open, I can see his cock, hard, pushing, throbbing inside the cage. “Oh, God,” I whisper. “Make yourself come,” I demand.

Watching, he puts his fingers around his cock, and teases his flesh the best he can, without being able to grasp himself and stroke. He fumbles, desperately trying to appease me. My fingers deep within myself, slipping, getting me wetter by the second. “Can you come?” I ask. “I want it.” My legs start to shudder as my orgasm rises, electricity firing inside me. “Oh, Flesh,” I call out. “I’m coming. Fucking come with me,” I can’t stop myself, my orgasm flooding out, my cum spilling into the water.

“God,” Flesh barks, as he comes, his cum firing from his restrained cock, out over his trousers jettisons of it leaping off camera, over his desk somewhere.

I keep fingering myself watching him, his orgasm hard and desperate, but unsatisfying and caged, as mine is wild and fulfilling, my shuddering subsiding as I slow and gently tease the rest of my orgasm along, warming me, making me sleepy, coddled in the water. “Good,” I say. “Now clean up. Before you leave the office.” I see the hesitation, before he decides the easiest way to fix the problem is to scoop the cum from his clothes, and I watch him eat it.

“Good, Flesh,” I tell him. “I have a surprise for you tonight.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” he says swallowing.

I end the call.

***

I’m excited for this evening. I’ve got a treat for Flesh. I smile to myself. Of course, he doesn’t know it yet. I want him to get something out of this. I sip on my champagne waiting for him to come home, my robe warm around me. The heating in the house is down low and I want to be warm. Waiting, until I see the lights of the car cross the windows.

I get up, and walk to the windows. The curtains open. I watch him get out of the car. He stands for a moment and stares at me, seeing me in the light of the house. He knows I’m waiting. I take the curtains and pull them closed.

I go to the door to the hallway, and wait, the front door opens, and he comes in. I watch. I watch him remove his suit jacket, hanging it on the hanger inside the door. He’s precise, and measured in his movements. Knowing to do it perfectly. He pulls his trousers off, folds them just as neatly. Removes the rest of his clothes. Piling everything perfectly. He doesn’t acknowledge me, as he shouldn’t. I just want to watch. Eventually he’s naked. His cock caged in chastity, as I will have him during the week. He’s only allowed to be uncaged when I see fit, and that is never, when I am not with him. I wait, watching him, with no words spoken, as he stands facing me, his hands behind his back. I’m sure he’ll be good tonight, for a while at least, having been allowed some relief earlier in the day.

I use my finger to order him to follow me, and I turn and go upstairs, to the bedroom. Flesh follows obediently, and silently. To the bedroom, in, and he waits at the bed. “Lay on the bed,” I tell him. He does. I tell him he should be on the edge. Facing me. He’s hard in his cage already. Excited to see what I have in mind. I stand over him and pull my robe open. I’m naked beneath, scented in coconut and sheened slightly with oils and other such luxuries I have afforded myself after the work I put in with him earlier. His cage moves as his cock flexes, with him wondering what his treat will be. “I need you to come again,” I say. His lips curl up, just slightly when he thinks we are going to fuck. But they drop again, knowing that smiling like that can cause me to change my mind. I drop the gown from my shoulders and to the floor behind me. I go to the shelf, get the straps that I can use to bind him. I return to Flesh. I know he’s watching me, but pretending not to, of course. I strap the black leather around his ankle, then proceed to strap that to his wrist on the same side. When I’ve strapped both sides the same, when he lays, he is presenting himself to me fully. His legs up and out the way, spread enough for me to access both his arse and his cock. I can see the slight look of denial on his face. He knows there is more to it than me removing his cage. I smile and run my fingers over his rump, gripping his cage, and touching his skin, his cock stretching inside the cage. “You want to come, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.” His voice strained, the pain of the cage no doubt.

I run my fingers over the cage, the lock, I twist it slightly looking at it, like I might remove it, but I don’t. I release him and return to the shelving. I get down the double-ended couples vibrating dildo, and my wand. I make sure he sees them, before I place them on the side table. Then I round him and climb the bed, straddling his face. “Please me,” I whisper.

He does, without word. His tongue darts over my pussy, already slick and wet from anticipation, finding my clit, he suckles on it, gentle nips, followed by quick licks, my juices flowing harder, he cleans my cream as it slips from me, wettening us both. I lean down, my tongue finding the bulges of his cock, hard beneath the cage. Hearing his groans underneath the sound of him lapping my juices brings me closer to orgasm. “You like that?” I ask. Hearing his grunting of approval is enough. I think he said Yes, Mistress, but I could be mistaken. I arch my back, and pull my pussy away from him. Hear a whine of dissatisfaction, which I should be annoyed at, but he was pleasuring me after all, I suppose. “Beg,” I demand. “Beg to come. Beg to make me come.”

“Please, Mistress,” he says, his voice low, deep, frustrated. “Please let me finish you. I want you to come over me. I want you to come in my mouth.”

“Not good enough,” I say. I gently slap his balls and he flinches.

“Please, Mistress. I want to come. Please let me come. I’ll do anything you want. Everything.” The last word is a whine, and I drop my pussy down to his mouth, letting him please me, as I take his whole cage in mine, sucking on his cock, feeling it strain against the steel as his tongue works harder and faster, rigid inside me, then out, I can feel his frustration at having nothing else to use, his hands … his cock. The orgasm inside me, rising quickly the harder he fights to please me. I can taste the pre-cum on his cage, his cock bent unnaturally and fighting to come.

I start to shake as my orgasm starts to roll over me. I pull from him. And slide down, so he can’t reach, then slip my fingers over my clit, finishing the job myself, slapping his balls hard with my other hand. He cries out a little, grunting in pain as I come inches from his face. My satisfaction my own.

I climb from him. Look down on him. He’s frowning. Not because he hasn’t come, but because I didn’t let him finish me. I smile. A grin. And I go back around, to the bed side table. Take the couples vibrator, and I slide one end into his arse. He grunts as I go. Deeper. It’s curved, designed to massage his prostate. I’ve used it a couple of times to get him started, but I’ve never let him finish by it, and certainly not in the cage.

See, I told you he was getting a treat.

The vibrator curls out of him like a banana, so when I switch it on, I can straddle it and please myself, standing there, between his tied legs. He’s probably going numb in his extremities by now too, so the only thing he has that will be feeling anything will be his crotch. I turn it on, and his whole body tenses, his fingers curl into fists as he strains against the straps, unable to move. “Open your eyes and watch me,” I order. He does, watching me slip over the end my half of the dildo, my slick pussy engulfing it with ease, its gentle vibration slipping around inside me, as I grind down against it, push his end in further, as he grunts, frustrated and pleasured all at once. My fingers writhe up my torso, sending tingles through my skin, over my breasts, pinching my nipples, as Flesh groans, trying to stave off a prostate orgasm. I pull on my nipples, the sparks of pain lighting the fires inside me, as I rock back and forth on the dildo, fucking myself. Dropping my hand down, I encircle Flesh’s cage and stroke his cock, lightly, hearing him mutter out disobedient words, Oh, God, and Please.

I smile, and drop his cock. My fingers sliding to my clit and stroke that instead, waiting for the sensations to merge, allowing my orgasm to be perfect. I quicken my grind, feeling the vibrations on my g-spot, stroking myself in time, and pinching my nipples at the top of each high. It only takes a moment, and my pleasure starts to engulf me. I grind faster, harder.

“Oh, Flesh,” I say, teasing, “I’m going to come everywhere.”

He moans out. “Please, Mistress. Let me come.”

“I don’t …” I struggle to get the words across my lips as the fire of electricity pulses inside me. I slip up, from the dildo, as I come, and I squirt, free, and liberal over his torso, wet, from the sweat caused by the exertion.

“Please,” he whimpers.

I shudder, touching my clit, back and forth, streams of my cum ejaculating over him. Mixing with his wetness. His cock throbbing, burning, in the cage. I snatch up the wand and switch it on, my breath hard and my stomach taut with the orgasm still inside me. I push the wand on his balls, and he cries out. Pleasure so close to pain. “You can come,” I say. It’s not a request, and he knows it. But I don’t touch his silly cock. He’s coming just from balls and arse.

“Oh, my God,” he calls out, pulling on the straps so hard I think they might break. His cock, stunted in the cage, pushes against the bars, and his arse starts to pucker against the vibrator. He releases a huge groan, and then cum runs free, raging from his cock. A massive load, coming and coming as his orgasm burns inside him, longer and harder than any penile orgasm can.

It makes me wetter, still. Watching him come, his load drooling out of him, down to the vibe, his arse dribbling, sweat, mixing with cum. I remove the wand, and push it against myself, the faded orgasm just finished, brought back, fresh and new, and I come again, hard, watching him. I squeal out. Watching his head, burrowing into the mattress behind him as the vibrator runs still inside him, prolonging his orgasm.

And still his comes.

I’ve never seen so much.

But now I know he can. I want more.

“Mistress, please,” he whimpers.

I take the wand from my clit, and stand, shaking, my legs barely able to hold my weight. I drop down, onto my knees on the bed next to him. “What?” I ask, slowly, drawing it out.

“I can’t take anymore.” His face is screwed up, his orgasm still toying with him, glowing from the inside out.

I giggle. I can’t help it. “As you wish,” I say. I get back off the bed, and turn off the vibrator. I grip it, and pull it out a little, toy it back in, listening to him grunt and groan in exhausted pleasure, the vibe sticky with both our cum. I slide it out.

He moans, “Thank you, Mistress.”

I smile down on him. Take the cage in my fingers and unlock him. Remove it. “You’re welcome,” I say. I let his cock roll in his own cum, as I place the cage to the side. Going to the cabinet, I get out the open mouth gag and go back to him. I can see him shake his head, just a little. Oh dear. I shouldn’t have seen that. I grin as I strap it to him, holding his mouth open. Then I get the Viagra from the drawer, and I crush a tablet, mixing it with the cream I had already prepared earlier. “I did say I had a treat for you.” I smile down at him, as I spoon the mixture into his mouth, open, he swallows it without word, until the bowl is clean.

Then I leave the room. I’m exhausted, but I left my champagne downstairs. I go down the stairs, naked, the cool air of the house cold on the sheen of my body. Sweat. I go to the living room and refill my glass. I should have remembered to get Flesh to do this, before we went upstairs, but nobody is perfect, right? I smile. Take my phone and lift it up, over my head, so that I can take a photo of myself, glass in hand, moist from orgasm … slick. Naked. I take the photo and then send it to my husband’s phone. A pleasant treat for him, when he picks it up.

I return upstairs and go to the bedroom.

Flesh, tied, his hands and ankles bound. His cock is burning hard, the drug doing the job perfectly.

“Oh, good,” I say, feigning surprise, “You want to go again.” I take to his side, and I remove the straps, releasing his hands and feet, letting them return to their normal positions. Flesh moves them back and forth, trying to get the feeling back in them. And I grin. “End of the bed,” I say.

Flesh gets from the mattress and stands at the end of the bed. I drape myself over the sheets, facing him. My torso leaning up on the pillows, comfortable. “Come,” I say. “As quickly as you can.”

He’s already come twice today, and the Viagra won’t stop him.

I watch, pleased, as he takes his cock, hard, and starts to stroke it. He starts slow and gains in speed, jerking his foreskin back and forth, over his head and off it again. His cock sticky with his cum already, his pre-cum, fresh slipping out and joining it. His cock slippery and wet as he continues. He watches me, stares down at me. It drives me insane that he still wants me, still loves to come to me. I can’t help but spread my legs a little, and slip my fingers down to my pussy, circling gently on my carefully sculpted mound, before teasing my clit. He’s focussed on that, occasionally, his eyes darting up to my perfect breasts, then back down. It makes me wet, watching him, pleasuring himself to me like we’re a regular couple. I slip my fingers down, inside me, and play with my g-spot, my heat rising as he strokes his cock, faster, and harder, desperately trying to get off as quickly as he can. I stroke my clit with my other hand, and feel another orgasm inside me. “Are you going to come?” I ask.

He nods his head, his muscles taut as he grips his cock, hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Now, then,” I demand, I can feel my orgasm, but I don’t want it just yet.

He jerks as he comes again, his cum spurting out—aided by the drug, no doubt—over me, some landing as far up me as my navel. He slows his movements, but doesn’t stop, squeezing every last drop of his cum out of him, like a good Flesh, his cock flexing in his fingers, cum drooling over them.

“You got some on me,” I say. I leave it hanging.

He releases his cock and crawls over me, his tongue finding spits of cum and lapping them from my body. All the way up, until he has cleaned his dirt from my skin. Then I push him to the side. “Lay,” I order. He turns onto the bed and lays on his back, his cock still burning hard. I slide over him, straddling him, and slide down his massive cock, fat from the Viagra. Engorged. Desperate. I fill myself with it, my heat, wetness from watching him, slipping down and onto him. He lays, unmoving, like a fuck toy. So I lean down, my hands flat on his chest, and I grind against him. Fucking myself with him. Without order, he does nothing. But I can feel his cock throbbing, still electrified from coming less than three minutes ago.

And hard, without choice in the matter.

I ride him. Back and forth, squeezing my pussy around him. I can feel him become even more rigid, unable to stop himself, he’s getting closer to coming again. He’s breathing harder, and I can feel his heart beating like a locomotive under my hands. His eyes are on my breasts, as I rock back and forth, my head back, controlling my own orgasm.

Forcing his.

“Please, Mistress, can I come?” he asks.

I can tell he doesn’t want to. Not because he wants to sustain himself, but because his cock is starting to ache. Tired, and exhausted. Poor thing. “Yes,” I say, knowing that coming will only intensify his discomfort. “Come in me,” I demand. I squeeze my legs together harder, around him, my pussy clenching his cock as he releases. I can feel the heat of his cum filling me, as I milk him, hard, draining every drop into me. “Yes,” I breathe the word out. Then I slip wetly from his cock. Pulling myself up his body and to his face, over him. “Clean me,” I tell him.

He obliges happily that I have released his cock, as his tongue slips inside me, licking his cum from me, making my tingles raise again, as he swallows back his juices, sliding from my pussy to his lips. I reach around behind myself and curl my fingers around his still hard cock, stroking him, gripping him tightly. I can feel his body beneath me flinch in discomfort, his cock still rigid hard. I let him clean me, before slipping back down his body to his cock, my pussy slathered in his saliva, mixed with his cum, my juices. Ready to come again, now.

I slip over his cock, and slide down it.

“Please, Mistress,” he begs. “No more, please.”

I feign a look of horror. “But you want me to come too, don’t you?”

He relaxes down. “Yes, Mistress.”

I grind down, over his cock, throbbing with stiffness as I ride him, my fingers dancing over my clit. I can feel him getting harder, stiffer. He’s going to come again quickly I think, just out of exhaustion. I let myself go, and sink into the enjoyment of having his massive erection inside me, as I birth another hard orgasm with my fingers, my eyes on his, as he fattens, ready to come again. The fifth time, I believe. I shudder lightly as I feel my orgasm coming, and I squeeze his cock with my pussy again, tightly.

“Oh God,” he says, weak and sore. “Please can I come, Mistress?” he asks.

Just the thought of him coming again for me rises me to the point of no return and my pussy pulses on his cock as I come. “Yes,” I scream, enjoying this far too much.

He pushes into me, grinding his cock as deep as it will go, our eyes locked as we fuck each other’s bodies, lost in each-others souls. He comes hard, his cum filling me, I can feel it flooding out of us, locked together.

“Fuck,” he says. “Yes.”

I shake, uncontrollably as my orgasm floods over me like ocean water, and I collapse down, onto his chest, and he takes me in his arms, the two of us slowing as our orgasms subside. I slide from his cock, and down onto the sheets next to him. Sweating. Shaking. Breathing like a runner. “Fuck,” I whisper.

He’s breathing hard next to me. His eyes closed. I imagine, quite sore.

So I take his cock in my fingers and stroke him, hard. Milking the last vestiges of his orgasm from him, leaning forward, and taking them in my mouth. My tongue flicking over his head, red and purple, almost bruised in colour, before I roll back onto the bed. His cock still in my grip.

“I want the champagne from the fridge,” I say. “And I’ll have whatever you make for dinner. But, here, I think. I feel like napping.”  
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