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I sip my wine and place the glass down on the table next to the sofa. I have my friends, Sally and Mia, with me this evening. Sally’s husband abandoned her recently and Mia and I thought it would be a good idea for the three of us to get together to cheer her up. Mia’s lovely of course, but she’s always been a little slut. I say that in the most loving of ways—I wouldn’t change her for the world. I’ve known them both since the last year of school, some years ago now. They know nothing of my lifestyle, and I’ve decided that tonight I should introduce them to it.

The lights of my husband’s car cross the closed curtains. He’ll only be a moment or two.

We continue the mindless chatter until the front door goes. “Oh,” says Sally. “That’ll be your husband, we should make a move.”

“Shoot and shake,” giggles out Mia.

“Hold on,” I say, another gentle sip of my wine. Waiting. For a few moments. “Sally,” I say quietly. “Why don’t you go and see what the delay is with him. Maybe he could use a hand?”

Sally smiles, none the wiser, places her glass down and goes to the door, she looks down the hallway, before turning a shade of red, almost unfitting for a beetroot. “Oh,” she says. She turns to me. “I-I …” Her voice drops away like I don’t know what she’s seen.

“What?” Mia barks, looking at the smile on my face. Never one to miss out she leaps to her feet and hurries to the door. Looks out down the hallway. She grins. Turns back to me. “You dog,” she says.

“Flesh,” I call. “Here.”

The two women part the seas for Flesh to come to me, which he does without word. He stands in front of me, hands behind his back. Utterly obedient. Naked. All but the cock cage he’s been in since last Friday. Sally and Mia both watch him, also without word, before following in and staring at him. They’ve both met him a hundred times before … just never like this.

Sally sits, takes her wine back and sips it, admiring Flesh’s taut body, athletic for his age. And Mia sits, her eyes firmly on his cock. She can’t see much, but she can see more by the second, as Flesh grows excited in there. In all the time we’ve done this, I’ve never shared him before.

His cock is hard. Pushing against the bars of the cage. Pushing to get out.

“What is happening?” Sally says quietly.

“Flesh obeys my every word. He’ll obey yours too, if I want him too. Won’t you, boy?”

He nods. “Yes, Mistress.”

“So you do what Madam Sally asks.”

He nods again. Turns to Sally. “Madam?”

She looks at me. “What?” she says. Her mouth open slightly.

“Well. It must be lonely without him. You have needs. Use your imagination.”

Sally’s eyes drift from me, to Flesh’s cock. “I can …?”

“Anything,” I reply. The thought of Flesh pleasuring my friends makes me wet. “There are no rules in here, and no secrets, until Monday morning.” I lean back in the chair, and pull my skirt up, over my thighs, the cool air getting to my glistening panties. I slide my fingers inside them, gently touching my pussy, sticky. Hot. Wet.

Mia’s eyes widen. “Fuck,” she whispers. “Turning back to Sally. Go on. You do or I will.”

Sally doesn’t look sure for about three seconds. Until I slip my fingers into my pussy and let out a moan of satisfaction. “Oh, God.” I say. “Do it.”

“Can you please me?” She blurts.

Flesh drops to his knees, unable to do anything with his cock. He gently parts her legs and she lets him slip his hands up her legs, under her skirt. She looks at me, as if for permission as she lifts her arse, him removing her panties, pulling them down her legs slowly and off. He gently folds them and places them to the rug, before pulling her skirt up. Revealing her pussy to the room. Sally’s always been a bit of a frump in my eyes, so I was surprised to see her mound shaven perfectly.

My fingers slip over my g-spot, and I can feel my first orgasm. I know of many.

Flesh slips his face between her legs, and starts to tongue her, Sally’s eyes rolling back into her head. I glance to Mia, and she’s looking with equal longing between Flesh, and myself. I didn’t realise she was bi. You learn something new, I suppose. I grin, I can’t help it, and my orgasm rises a little more at the thought. I didn’t realise I was bi, either. Not until now. My pussy slicks, my juices slipping out of me, damp onto my panties, onto the sofa.

Sally moans, Flesh having his long flexible tongue inside her, his fingers over her clit, working her body like a musician. “Fuck,” she says, her hand sliding into Flesh’s hair, pulling him closer, getting him deeper. “Fuck.” She snaps the word out this second time and I feel like I’m almost as close to coming as she is. “Yes.” She grinds against Flesh’s face. I know he’s good at that. Now she does too. She’s starting to squirm, her fingers replace his on her clit and she fingers herself.

I meet the rhythm. The two of us coming together, as I squirt out over my panties, watching the look on Sally’s face as she pushes Flesh back, unable to take more. She’s heaving air in and out. Her fingers slipping over her cum, and then she feeds it to Flesh as he eagerly laps it up, squirming, uncomfortable at how hard he must be having just eaten out his first new pussy in years.

A glance to Mia, and I can see she’s agitated, as frustrated as he is. “Would you like to use him?” I ask.

She has her eyes on his cock. “What else does he do?”

“He’s not been good enough to come out of that, yet. Flesh.” He turns to me. “The playroom.” He gets from between Sally’s legs without word and hurries off upstairs.

Mia raises an eyebrow. “The playroom?”

“Anything you want,” I reply, pulling my sodden panties down my legs and dropping them on the floor.

___

Flesh stands in the middle of the room waiting when I open the door for the ladies. Mia is over excited. “What can we do with him?”

I laugh. “Anything I allow.”

Mia goes straight to him, eyes wide and grabs his cock cage. He shudders, and I know he’s getting hard at just having these girls looking at him. I go to the shelves and take down an eight inch strap-on, and hand it to Sally. “You can pretend he’s your husband if you want.”

She grins, the warmth of the orgasm wearing off, and she knows exactly what to do. She stands in front of Flesh and pulls her skirt from herself, strapping the cock around her hips.

“Present, Flesh,” I order. He does. He crawls to the bed and drops his head low, arse in the air. Sally takes the lube from the shelf herself, squeezing it into her hand and slathering the rubber cock in it, wanking it. She goes up behind Flesh as I watch. Hot. Sticky. I can feel my juices running onto my legs seeing my husband about to be fucked by one of my best friends while he feels no pleasure.

Sally slides the head of the dildo into Flesh and he grunts out. He’s always enjoyed being fucked in the arse by me. But the look on his face has a different feel. He’s flushed red. Embarrassed. I go to beside him and slip my hand under him, his cock, throbbing hard in the cage, skin pushing against the bars. Mia has pulled her skirt off too, and is now wearing a strap-on. She comes around the front of him.

Sally pushes her cock into him, and he whines out. She’s rough, and it hurts. I’m pulling on the cage, his cock hard and burning. Then Mia presents her cock to his lips. “Suck me,” she says, low, quiet.

“Do it,” I bark, pulling on his cock hard enough that he yelps in pain. His lips suddenly open, Mia thrusts forward, the cock slipping into Flesh’s mouth as he’s spit-roasted by my friends.

My hand on the cage, underneath him, I can feel his pre-cum dribbling out through the bars. He’s actually enjoying this. “You want to come?” I ask. I can see him trying to nod, desperate, trapped, his mouth full, Mia grinding her hips, fucking him deep, down, into his throat. Sally is fucking him hard, the two of them starting to find a rhythm, as Mia reaches below her strap-on and starts to finger herself.

Flesh is grunting away, his cock hard in the cage, my fingers glistening with his juices. While they fuck him, I remove the cage. He makes a long growl as his cock is freed, mouth full, I stroke his cock hard before I release him.

Sally slips her cock from him, her fingers slipping into his arsehole, gaping and stretched, she spits into it, laughing. Mia steps back, one hand frigging herself hard, the other slapping Flesh hard across the face. I take down the riding crop, without warning, bringing it down on his back, the sound of the whip snap filling the room. “Fuck,” he mutters. “Thank you, Mistress.” I hit him again, welts appearing on his skin.

“On your back,” I order.

I go to the shelf, as Mia clambers over him, straddling his face. “Please me,” she says, sitting on his mouth, covering it. I can see her face morph to pleasure as he starts to lick her, good with his mouth. Lying flat on the bed, his cock hard, erect. Dribbling with pre-cum. I take down Kali’s Teeth, a circular masturbator filled with small spikes. He cock bouncing as he enjoys the freedom, her clit in his mouth. “Oh, God,” Mia whines, the orgasm building inside her.

I clamp Kali around Flesh, closing the spikes into his shaft, almost enough to draw blood, but not quite, and then draw up the device, wanking his cock with the spikes digging into him.

“Fuck yes,” Mia cries out, coming into his mouth. “Oh. Fuck.”

Sally circles around, the strap-on gone now, discarded to the bed. She leans over his tortured cock and takes the end of it in her mouth, suckling on the teat of his pain.

Mia screams out the last of her orgasm, dropping to the side of the bed, Flesh’s face painted wet with her cum, cream. Flesh looks down at us. “Can I come, Mistress?” he asks. “Please?”

“No,” Sally answers for me, pulling her lips from his cock, stringing with his pre-cum. “How dare you ask?” She is learning quickly. She picks up the strap-on she had in his arse, and feeds it into his mouth. “Clean this,” she orders. She pushes it in, deep, into his throat, then back, fucking him with it.

His cock is engorged in Kali. He’s desperate to come, but burning in agony. Just the way I like it. I pull the device from his cock, and take Mia’s strap-on, pushing it with ease into his gaping arse. “You want to come?” I ask.

He nods, his mouth busy with shit tasting cock.

“Mia, the sounds,” I say, nodding up to the shelf, reaming his arse with the long rubber cock.

Sally pulls the dildo from his mouth as she watches, wondering what Mia is getting.

“No,” Flesh dares to beg. “Please. Please let me come without that.”

I look him in the eyes. “You come with that, or not at all. I will cage you for months.”

Flesh nods, silently.

“Oh,” Sally says.

“This one.” Mia passes me the vibrating hollow sounding rod. I pull the cock from his arse, and order him up. “The wall.”

Flesh gets from the bed, his face sticky with cum, his arse drooling with juices. He goes to the wall, and Sally and Mia both take one arm each, placing his wrists in the straps attached at perfect height to the wall, crucifying him.

I sit in the Queening Throne opposite. Spread my legs and let him see me. His cock is hard. He can’t help it. He wants to fuck me. He probably wants to fuck all three of us. I toy with the sounding rod, sliding it over my pussy, wet, and hot. While he watches. Mia and Sally, too. I turn on the vibration and it kicks a spike of pleasure through my clit, hardening it, making me moan out involuntarily.

Mia comes to me. She sits down at my feet, her face close to my pussy as we watch him. Aroused by the thought of seeing us together. His cock as full as it will allow. “You like to watch, don’t you, Flesh?” I ask, quietly.

He nods, his eyes on the two of us. “Yes, Mistress.”

I stand and walk to beside him, take his fat cock in my hand and caress him, slowly. Mia slips up into the chair and spreads her legs, staring him in the eyes. She slips her fingers down to her pussy, and in, groaning with delight at the feeling. “You want to see me come?”

I squeeze Flesh’s taut cock, making him answer … “Yes, Madam,” he says. I squeeze again, his pre-cum drooling from his head, slicking down onto my fingers, between them.

“I can help,” Sally says. She walks across, standing in front of Flesh, and pulls the rest of her clothes from her body, discarding them to the side, last, her bra, releasing her full and heavy breasts. Perfectly formed. Glorious and sexy. She turns and bends forward, backing to Flesh’s cock, and grinding against it. He groans, grunts, his cock too hard to flex now. His head back. He’s trying so hard to control himself.

Sally walks forward, toward Mia. Her arse up, still, for Flesh to see.

“Watch,” I say quietly.

Sally reaches Mia, her fingers deep in her pussy, cream drooling out to the chair below her. And Sally slips her tongue against her, flicking her clit, pleasure erupting in her smile. “Oh, fuck,” Mia says.

I hold Flesh’s cock firm and tease his urethra with the hollow sounding rod. His cock puckers, pre-cum sliding from it, making it slippery and wet, I slide the cylinder into his cock, down, making sure to keep it perfectly straight. He grunts his discomfort, the metal tube sliding down inside his cock, towards his balls.

As Mia starts to shudder an orgasm, hard. “I’m fucking coming,” she says. Sally moves her face away in time so that Flesh can see her squirt out, hard across the floor between them, her fingers taking over from Sally’s as she comes, wet, cream slipping from her pussy, over the chair.

I slip my fingers around Flesh and stroke his cock with the rod inside him. He moans. “Please, Mistress.” I think he wants to say no, but he daren’t. I hold the remote control to the device in front of his face, allow him time to focus on it, before I release his cock and go to Mia and Sally. Sally, naked, sitting on the floor at Mia’s feet stroking her skin, gently. Lovingly. I want to come, now, while Flesh feels his pain.

Mia seems to feel my need, she gets from the chair and sits at the floor below, and I take my mantle. Sitting, my legs apart. “You will watch us,” I say. I slide my fingers into my pussy, hot and wet, feel the tingles of orgasm rising slowly within me. The sounding rod, sticking from the head of Flesh’s cock. I press the button on the remote control and he tenses.

Every muscle in his body pronounces. His face contorts, as the rod starts to vibe inside him. The full feeling of being penetrated, now his alone. Fuck. It makes me hot to see him like that. Electricity swirls through my hips, and my orgasm begins to bloom. My fingers, wet, sticky, inside me. My cream slipping out of me, joining Mia’s on the chair below. “Fuck,” I scream out.

“Please, Mistress.” Flesh whines the words out, desperate.

“What?” I bark, my orgasm riding over my body, as he pleads.

“Can I come?”

My fingers slow. “No,” I shout. “Not yet.” I look down, my legs shaking with pleasure, both my friends are watching him, fucking themselves as they do. “Not until we’re all finished with you.”

He rocks his head back, I can see him taking some of his weight on his arms, his legs becoming weak. He won’t last much longer. Sally screams out, and as she crescendos, Mia joins her, squirting again.

“You may come,” I say, gently fingering myself, my hard clit, burning with pleasure sending new feelings up through me as I stroke it.

Flesh’s balls tighten so much, they all but disappear as the vibrations of the sounding rod make him come. There is no pleasure in it, and his cum rises through the rods hollow, dribbling out the top, running down his cock, useless. I smile and stand.

Go to him. “Oh, Flesh,” I say. “It was so feeble.” My legs are weak, and I don’t think I can come again, not yet. I turn the vibe off on the remote, and gently pull the rod from within him. As I pull the end of it out, small dribbles of cum follow, some even flecked with blood. I tut, disappointed. “Is that the best you can do?” I drop to my knees and slip his cock into my mouth, licking the cum from it, tasting him, his cum, coppery. Without the rod inside him I bring him hard again in seconds. Feeling the two of them to my side, I slip his cock from my mouth and let Sally take it. She slips it into her mouth, I can see his girth in her throat as he gets harder and bigger.

I look up into his eyes. His face is a mess of pain and pleasure. He doesn’t know—his body doesn’t know—what to do with itself. I smile, his eyes leaving mine, to Sally’s as she looks up at him fucking him with her face. When his eyes meet hers, she bites down on his cock, just a little.

He screams out, and she roughly pulls him from her mouth. She stands, spits in his face. “Pathetic cock,” she says.

Mia has already taken her place, her lips around his engorged cock, red and painful. She sucks him, slowly, tenderly, a lover, enjoying the sensation, until she looks up into his eyes. Then she, too, bites his cock. Not hard. But enough for him to call out again. She pulls it from her mouth. She stands and feeds her fingers into his mouth, hard, violating him. And when he responds, fellating them, she pulls them roughly from him, slapping him hard across the face. His head, snaps to the side and she claws his chest, across his nipple, raising it, red. While I admire his cock, red teeth marks on it, purple and hard. I know he enjoys this. I jerk him. Hard a few times, some pre-cum forming on his head. There. I knew he was enjoying it.

I slip it into my mouth and suck him. He’s flexing in my mouth, his cock sliding down to my throat and up, hot and fat. Salty and delicious. “Please, Mistress,” he says. “P-please …” He fighting to get the words out. Fighting not to come. I shake my head, looking up at him. Fucking him. Faster, my fingers around his balls as they tighten. Mia caresses him, pushed up against one side of him. Her hand rolling over his body, gently, sexual scratches appearing on his skin. Sally on the other side. She whispers in his ear, “You could come if it was my choice … I’d let you come … I want you to come.” Her hand cupping her breast, playing with herself, teasing him.

“Please,” he says. I can feel him. Tense. Hard. His balls disappearing into his body.

I shake my head, but he comes in my mouth, firing hot squirts of cum over my tongue, as I caress him gently, with my fingers, my head rocking gently back and forward, ensuring I have every last drop of his cum in my mouth. Rolling my tongue through it. I love the taste, but this is not for me. I slid up his body, and motion that he should open his mouth. When he does, I kiss him, my tongue pushing his cum into his own mouth. “Swallow it all,” I say quietly.

He does. He closes his mouth and swallows his cum. Like a good Flesh. But I haven’t forgotten. “I didn’t say you could come, though, did I?”

“Please,” he whispers. “I can’t.”

I step to the shelving and take the long red, candle. Mia giggles, like she knows what I’m planning. I light it, and carry it back to him. His cock is still hard, and I hold the candle over it, turning it, until a small drip of wax drops from it to his shaft. It lands, drying hard, instantly. He grunts out in pain. The short, sharp burn of it.

“Please, Mistress. I’ll be good.”

I drop more, until his cock starts to shrivel up. Droop. Flaccid enough that I can fit his cage back around him. I pass the candle to Sally and she takes great glee in dropping hot wax onto his chest, as he calls out in pain.

Then I cage his cock again. I let him from his binds. “You were a great disappointment to me, in front of guests. Next week, you’ll not be uncaged.” I smile at him. “Ladies,” I say, turning back to my guests. “More wine?”

Sally giggles. “Oh yes, that would be lovely.”

I click my fingers. “Flesh. More wine in the living room.”
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