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Friday

Sadie

I don’t usually do this, but she asked so nicely. I raise my glass across the table to Amanda. She’s sitting there with her husband next to her. I forget his name. He’s eyeing me too much. Has been since we arrived, but now we’ve been through all the pleasantries, it’s time to move forward. “So,” I say, waving at the waiter. I want the bill. “Shall we retire to my house?”

Amanda smiles. So does her husband. The two of them are a little younger than me, both about the same age, maybe in their mid-twenties. He looks like he loves her—a requirement for what he’s about to go through. I’ve never initiated another couple into the lifestyle before, but I discussed it all with my husband beforehand, and we decided it was a good idea. Without our aid, they could do their relationship irreparable damage. He needs to be firmly controlled, and she needs to be pleasured, but everything needs to have a balance.

And that is what I shall teach.

The waiter scurries over. It’s a nice restaurant, one I’ve been to with my husband plenty of times, and I’m known. He has the little plate in his hand with the secret bit of paper on that my husband always deals with. I nod for him to give it to my guests, which he does. And the husband picks it up. He seems begrudging. But he’ll break soon enough.

After he’s dropped his card and the waiter has taken it, returned, the three of us head to the doors, the doorman holds the door for me, and I smile warmly at him. It’s like being with family here.

Outside, the limo pulls up and the driver and gets out. He comes around to our side and opens the door. I slide in first, as is my prerogative, followed by Amanda, and then her husband. I sit with my back to the driver and the two of them sit opposite me. The car rolls into motion.

“So how do we do this?” Husband asks.

I ignore him. It really has nothing to do with him at this stage. My attention firmly on Amanda. “You must always remember that it is about your needs as a couple. It’s not about pleasuring him. Or yourself. It’s about coming together, twisting around each other for eternity. Being one, at one.”

She nods. “Okay.”

I glance to him. He looks far too excited. He looks like he wants his. And that is not what this is about. “What do you want to call him?”

“I don’t understand,” she says.

“Mine is Flesh.” I glance over my shoulder to him. His eyes flicking to the mirror, a look into the back to us, then back to the road.

“Oh.” She looks at him. A girlish giggle. “I don’t know. Skin?” She laughs again.

“Skin is perfectly acceptable. I would suggest he call you Mistress, or Queen. Madam or Sir, for any other parties you have with you at any one time.” There’s a flash of confusion on Skin’s face at the suggestion that their might be a sir included in their games. He’ll need to understand that tonight. Before I allow them to play alone.

“Certainly,” Amanda says.

I turn my attention to Skin. “You should be on the floor,” I say. “Showing some respect to your Queen.”

He looks to her before acknowledging me. I don’t like that. I will ensure that he’s punished later.

“On the floor,” Amanda demands, a little hesitantly. She’ll learn.

He smiles. It’s playful and harmless, but nonetheless unwelcome.

“Now,” I add.

That seems to do it, and he does. Getting down on the floor of the limo. He’s lucky we have a limo. This would have played out the same if we’d been in a cab. I look Amanda in the eyes. “Remember what I said earlier. Nothing is off the table if you trust.”

She looks down at Skin. A wicked smile appears. “Please me,” she says. She pulls at the edge of her skirt, intimating his action. He flushes red. Then looks at me.

“You heard your mistress,” I say.

Then he turns back to her. I think he’s gotten the picture now. Skin slides his fingers up her bare legs to the hem of her dress. It was short to begin with, now sitting, it’s ridden up her legs until I can almost see her panties. He pushes it up, and she lifts herself a little, allowing the short dress up, over her arse, so she can spread her legs. Skin pushes them open, and she aids him, pulling her panties to the side. I can see them glistening, wet in anticipation of the evening. It’s hot. Sexy. I want pleasure myself, while I watch.

Skin leans in, his tongue reaching forward and touching her, as she toys with her clit. Her head dipping backwards as a pleasurable moan slips from her lips. He must know what he’s doing down there. She makes a light eeping sound as he moves his tongue around, inside her, fucking her with it.

He’s hard in his trousers … I can see from here, and he quickly raises his hand, stroking himself through the material. I jab him with my heel, in his kidney. He grunts in pain, but his hand drops away.

Amanda’s head rolls forward. She’s lost in some pleasure dome somewhere, her mouth open slightly, eyes closed. Breathing hard. “Fuck,” she whispers. “Please.” Her eyes open a little and meet mine. Our eyes locked as she fingers herself faster, Skin fucking her with his tongue. Her hand grabbing at her breast over the dress, rising and falling hard. “Help me,” she says, weak. Breathless.

I move from my seat to next to her, leaning in and kissing her. Her tongue darts into my mouth. I don’t generally partake in much girl on girl unless it is to please Flesh, but on this occasion I can see how badly this lady needs to come, and I’m willing to lend a hand. I slip my fingers into the dip of her dress and cup her breast, her nipple between my fore and middle fingers, pinching and pulling as I caress.

She groans hard into my mouth, mumbling that she’s going to come. I pull away, realising my free fingers have unconsciously slipped into my own panties, inside me. Hot. Wet. I glance to the front of the car and my eyes meet Flesh’s in the rear view. I lean forward, my fingers never leaving my pussy, and push the button, raising the privacy screen so he can watch no more.

Amanda screams out. “Yes, fuck.” Her legs tightening around Skin’s head, her fingers winding in his hair, holding him there while she orgasms hard. Harder. Fuck. She’s fingering her clit, brushing over it, back and forward, quickly, as she pushes his face back. He’s grinning, slick and wet with her cream as she sits next to me shuddering with pleasure. “God,” she says, lost in this new feeling … this feeling of dominance. Probably for the first time.

“Strip,” I tell Skin.

He’s on his knees, and pulls his belt open, his trousers, pushing them down to his knees. Hard. Erect. Wet with pre-cum. But, that is all he does. He thinks it is his turn. Got his cock out for us to play with.

I shake my head. “All of it.”

He flushes red, but his grin widens as he pulls his clothes from his body, discarding them behind him, until he is naked, on the floor of the limo. On his knees. His eyes on me. My hand in my panties still, slipping though my juices, keeping a light buzz running inside me. Waiting until I am ready.

Skin is waiting. He’s at least learned that much. I can tell he is ripe though. He desperately wants one of us—or both of us—to pleasure him. But we’d be more than he could handle, that’s for sure. Amanda’s breathing slows. “What now?” she says, looking to me for inspiration.

“You have to remember, this is what he wants … so you can have anything.”

She looks at him. His cock. I can see she’s used to letting him have a turn. Fuck, he’s probably used to getting most of the turns. Typical boy. Amanda reaches forward and takes his cock in her hand. Stroking him slowly. He has a pretty cock. He doesn’t make as much pre-cum as I’d like, but you can’t have everything. Then he says …

“Suck it.”

Amanda stops. His cock still in her hand, and she looks at me. I do nothing but raise a stern eyebrow. She lets his cock drop from her hand and slaps him. Backhand across his face. His head, unprepared, snaps to the side, and he burns red. “What did you say?” she snaps at him.

I try not to smile, but I can’t help it.

“Suck it,” he repeats quietly, ashamed.

She sits back in the seat of the car and frowns at him. “Get up.” She points at the seat opposite her, where I was. He does as he’s told. Sitting facing her. “Spread them.” She nods at his legs. He does. Opening his legs, presenting his cock to her. I’m a little disappointed that she’s going to get on her knees for him. I did have high hopes for her. But if I must have Flesh stop the car and drop them at the side of the road, I will. Clothed, or not.

Then she lifts her foot, pushing it in between his legs. Sole on his cock, heel stabbing into his scrotum, pushing his balls around. He’s squirming. She’s not going easy on him. The smile returns to my face, and she says, “What did you say?” The words are so quiet even I think it’s a little sinister. She jabs her foot hard forward before he has time to answer, and he squeals out in pain, trying so desperately to sink deeper into the limo seat, get his precious cock away from her shoe.

“Nothing,” he says in defeat.

She jabs him again. “Nothing, what?”

“Nothing, Mistress,” he replies quickly.

She slides her foot away from him. But not down. Resting it between his legs on the seat of the car. A constant threat. “You want to come?” She asks.

He nods.

She just drops her eyes to his cock then returns them to his. A simple signal. He takes his cock in his fist and starts to jerk it. Slowly at first. His stares at her. Stroking himself. His cock getting harder. Firmer. I see his eyebrow dip and curl as the pleasure of his actions starts to take over. His eyes drop down to her pussy, wet, gleaming, her cream over the seat, sparkling on her flesh. His pumping getting quicker, his legs parting further in desperation.

I slide my panties down, watching him fuck himself, taking them over my knees and parting my legs watching, fingering myself. Two fingers deep inside me, two on my clit, wild fires of pleasure running around inside me, my orgasm rising from where it’s been waiting. “Fuck,” I whisper. My eyes on his cock.

He looks from her pussy, to mine. “No,” Amanda snaps. His eyes return.

“Fuck,” I say louder. I’m trying to hold the orgasm back. Let her make the next move. I don’t want to squirt all over her toy without her permission. It would be rude.

“Oh, God,” he says. His fist jerking back and forth like a teenager with a porno on. His eyes dart to me.

“No,” she shouts, this time kicking her leg forward, her heel digging deep into his balls. Skin yells out in pain, releasing his cock, and cupping his balls. She then looks at me, my stroking slowed to maintain the feeling, but not having gone too far. “I’m sorry for his behaviour.” She is good. “If he’s spoiled your buzz, perhaps he can help finish you? Or maybe you’d like me to?”

I look at her and smile.

She tells Skin, “On your knees, hands behind your back.”

Skin obeys, getting on the floor of the limo, his cock sticking out, hard and unfulfilled, as Amanda gets between my legs. She slips two fingers inside me and finds my g-spot with no effort, drawing the pleasure forward. “Fuck,” I whisper.

Skin’s cock is solid hard as he watches his wife finger fuck me. His head drooling pre-cum slowly down. I can see in his eyes the desperate want to come. But it looks like it’s my time. I stroke my clit as Amanda fucks me. The two feelings becoming one. “I’m going to come,” I say, quickly.

“Come for me,” she say.

I groan out, as the orgasm shudders from me, squirting out over the seat, over Amanda as she continues to fuck me, after, prolonging the orgasm, both of us working my wet pussy, red, throbbing. “God, yes.” I slow, and she joins me, slowing, before sliding her fingers from me, sliding up next to me on the seat, slipping her fingers in her mouth, and teasing them clean with her lips.

I breathe hard. My legs spread wide, facing Skin. His cock burning to come.

“Clean the seat,” Amanda says.

Skin tears his eyes from my soaked pussy and glances at her, before crawling forward and lapping my cum from the car seat. His tongue working hard to get the sticky from the fabric. I watch him work. See the look of distain on his face, yet he doesn’t stop or complain.

I feel the car move from the road, and the sound of gravel as we move across the driveway of the house. “Home,” I say. I reach down beside the seat and pull out the dog lead, passing it to Amanda. She attaches it to Skin, as the car pulls to a stop.

I pull my panties back up and Amanda, her dress down.

Then a moment later, Flesh opens the car door. Waiting. Professional.

I can see the look on Skin’s face. He’s reticent to get from the car naked. But that is something he will have to deal with. I slip from the car and brush my hand over Flesh’s cock, caged in steel in his chauffeur trousers, as I pass. Amanda follows, pulling Skin on the lead.

Flesh closes the car door, then hurries in front of us. Opening the door to the house, now a doorman.

I enter, down the hallway and turn into the living room. Amanda and Skin following. I take my seat on the sofa, and wait. Amanda comes in first, as she should, and sits with me. Skin stands. He looks a little uncomfortable. Unsure. He should stay standing. His cock is drooping a little. Little boy not sure if he’s getting anything. He’ll get what’s coming to him.

The sound of Flesh closing the front door permeates the room, and my eyes are drawn back to Skin’s cock. Going to waste. A glance to Amanda. “You should fuck that, while you have the chance.” I smile. Neither of them know what I mean, yet.

Skin’s cock twitches at the words. Now he thinks he’s finally going to be getting some.

“Good point,” she says. “On your knees.” She starts to pull her dress up again, like in the car, but I stop her.

“Make him your slave.”

She grins. And stands. “Strip me.”

His cock gains rigidity quickly at the order, Amanda standing there waiting to be naked. He keeps glancing at me, like he enjoys having a third person watching. Skin gently pulls the zip down on the dress … at least it looks like he’s done that before. Slipping the dress from her, she’s only wearing panties beneath. He drops to his knees, and tries to take her shoes. “Not those,” she says, commanding.

It’s a good look for her.

He still smiles. I feel like he should lose that before the end of the evening. His fingers sliding under her panties and pulling them down, over her knees, to the floor. She steps out of them. His cock is fully hard again. Wet with the little pre-cum he produces. Amanda takes a step back and returns to sitting on the sofa next to me. She spreads her legs and gestures Skin forward. He crawls to her, his cock finding her wet pussy, and he slides it in under my watchful eye. Amanda lets out a little groan of pleasure as he fills her with his modest cock, pulling back, and pushing forward, as she slumps back, naked to the sofa, her eyes closed, mouth open.

Skin starts to gain in speed. Grinding against her like a lover, not a toy. Enjoying himself.

“Flesh,” I call. “Here.” A second later Flesh comes into the room, naked too, apart from his steel cage. He comes to my side and I surprise him by removing his cage and letting his cock out, free. It’s already harder than could have been comfortable in there. His cock hangs down at first, but I make sure to stroke it hard, rigid and upright—something that only takes seconds.

Turning my attention back to Skin, pounding into his mistress, I lean forward, to his ear. I whisper, “If you come without permission, Flesh will come in you.”

Skin looks up, having not paid enough attention to note the rather naked gentleman standing just off to his side. His eyes reach Flesh’s cock, and I can see the intimidation on his face. Good. He slows his thrusting into Amanda, suddenly aware of the predicament he’s in.

“Don’t stop,” she says, her orgasm close. Skin stays slow, but slides his fingers over her clit, causing her to call out, raptured in pleasure. “Fuck yes.” Her legs slide around behind him and pull him into her. I can see his distress, trying to make her come, without coming himself. It’s a commendable effort. Her pussy is tight on his cock, trying to force him to come, milking him, lost far enough in her pleasure that she’s forgotten that he shouldn’t. It’s part of his pleasure.

“Oh, God,” she calls out. “I’m coming.”

I glance to Flesh and see that he stares off into the middle distance, not watching the show. Good. As he shouldn’t. It pleases me enough that I take his cock in my fist and gently stroke him, feeling him pulse under my touch, his cock growing even bigger.

Amanda starts to shake with pleasure, and Skin tries to pull back, not wanting to come, but still she keeps him inside her. He grunts, pleasure fighting him. A groan. “Please may I come?” he blurts out … to me.

I frown and shake my head. My eyes gesturing to Amanda. “That’s for your mistress to decide,” I snap.

She opens her eyes at my words, a warm glow on her face. “No,” she scolds, pulling her leg back, planting her heeled foot firm in his chest, and pushing him from her, sprawling back onto the floor. She rights herself, sitting, and then examines his cock, feeling it, and then tasting it. “Good,” she says quiet. “You haven’t.” A long sigh follows the words and then she sits back, her fingers finding her pussy, wet, slick, and she strokes, raising her orgasm again, a little, basking in it. Amanda turns to me. She gestures to Flesh. “May I?” she asks. “I haven’t tasted another cock in so long.”

I smile and nod, watching as Flesh steps forward with my permission, Amanda taking his cock, sticky with pre-cum, deep into her mouth, moaning in pleasure at the taste of it. I stand, my eyes wanting to watch her face fuck my slave, but equally, I want to monitor Skin. He needs to be able to understand that she can have pleasure in another. He’s still laying back on the floor. Cock hard. It’s quite disrespectful, but he doesn’t know any better. Yet.

I stand and peel the straps of my dress from my shoulders, taking his attention. His cock flexing as I drop the dress from my shoulders, revealing the sheer black set I wear beneath. He reaches for his cock, and I shake my head. He understands and lets it drop away. I step to him, just as Amanda releases Flesh from her mouth for a second, long enough to groan, a little whine, “Oh my God,” she says, “he tastes so fucking good.”

I know.

I look down at Skin. “Stand,” I command.

“Yes, Madam,” he responds, getting to his feet. He’s beginning to learn.

I watch Amanda sink her lips down on Flesh’s cock again, and see his back straighten. He’s ready to come himself now, but he’s not asking—begging—yet. Back to Skin, I tell him to put his hands behind his back. He obeys. Standing as I would expect Flesh to at all times. “That’s it,” I say. “You will obey your mistress without question. You will be submissive at all times.”

He nods.

“When your mistress doesn’t need you, you will wait. Like this.”

He nods again, his eyes never leaving Amanda, suckling on Flesh, her fingers toying with his balls. She slips from his shaft, wet with her drool mixing with his pre-cum, his cock flexing, rigid and engorged. Red and slick. She looks to Skin, and says, “Would you like to come in my mouth … Flesh?”

I hear Skin snap a short breath in, expecting the invite to be his own.

“Yes, Madam,” Flesh says.

“Then you may,” she says.

Flesh looks to me, a glance for approval, which I happily give. This is all part of Skin’s initiation, of course. So … lucky Flesh.

Amanda hungrily slides her lips back over Flesh’s cock—I do know how good it tastes—while I circle around the back of Skin, my fingers teasing his torso, gently as I go around, his cock hard, begging as it flexes in desire.

“I’m going to come, Madam,” Flesh says through deep, taut breaths.

She doesn’t stop sucking his cock, only moving her eyes from Skin, watching me tease him harder, to Flesh, looking up his body, to his eyes as his muscles tense and he comes hard in her mouth. She giggles, with her mouth full, probably at the quantity he came. He always comes a great deal. As she slides back, from his cock, a glistening string of cum from his glans to her lips holding the two of them together, I grip Skin’s cock and stroke him, once … twice, then release it. I can smell his frustration … his desire to come.

Amanda opens her mouth, showing Flesh his cum as she still sits beneath him, perched on the sofa. I can’t help myself … rounding Skin and going to Amanda, sitting next to her, I take her breast gently in my palm and kiss her, deeply, sharing Flesh’s cum, it slipping between our mouths as each of our tongues dances with the others. We kiss, deeply, I open my eyes to meet hers, and we spend a moment swimming in each other’s pleasure, before I glance over to the boys. Flesh is standing, unmoving, only inches from us, his cock, sticky and wet, but fulfilled unlike he normally gets.

Skin is shuffling, uncomfortable at having seen his mistress orally pleasing another man, and now, being at first base with another woman. He wants to finish. I slip my hand from her breast, and down, between her legs, venturing to second base, just to tease him. She is receptive, and opens her legs, letting me in. I see Flesh harden again. I know how much he enjoys watching me have fun.

But we’re not here for that.

I pull gently from Amanda. “To the play room.” I glance up to Flesh. “Take Skin.” Then I return my lips to Amanda’s, my fingers never leaving her silken pussy.

Flesh take the lead, still around Skin’s neck, and leads him away, to the hall, the stairs and up.

Once gone I part from Amanda. She looks a little flushed, red. “You haven’t had any fun,” she says.

I laugh. “Oh, I think I have. Besides …” I get up and cross to the drinks cabinet, quickly pouring two vintage brandy’s. “… I’ll have Flesh pleasure me the whole night.” I grin passing her the glass. “This pairs well with Flesh, cutting the salt.”

She giggles and tastes the spirit. “Why,” she says. “You’re right.”

“Are you ready for more? The playroom is quite extensive.”

“I am,” she says. “I’d like to see.”

___

I lead Amanda to the top of the stairs and to the playroom. Flesh and Skin stand at the end of the bed, hands behind their back. Flesh is still hard, eager, perhaps for more, but Skin has returned to flaccid. As we enter the room, Amanda buck naked, and me in nothing but shear fabrics, I see his cock twitch, excitement rising now that we are here. He needs to learn that there is an expectation in the game, one that cannot be satisfied with a soft cock.

“Oh, my,” Amanda says, looking around at the paraphernalia that is inside the room. The toys, games. Something and everything for any occasion.

“What would you like to do?” I ask, stopping in front of Skin. His eyes in mine. His pretty cock getting hard again. He shouldn’t be so eager while staring at me. I might need to punish him. “I think this one needs to be taught a … less gentle lesson.”

Amanda smiles. “What were you thinking?”

My eyes still in his, I say, “You want to please your Mistress, don’t you?”

He nods, eager. “Yes … Madam,” he says, thinking about his choice of words carefully.

“Good.” I nod to the bed, and Amanda needs no more instruction.

She climbs on the bed, parting her legs and beckoning Skin forward. He, so eager, climbs onto the bed between them. She stops him. “Your tongue,” she demands, as he positions himself to fuck. There is a flash of disappointment on his face, but he obeys, and dips his face down, between her legs, his tongue flicking over her clit, then penetrating her, deep and hard, in and out. Amanda rolls her head back, groaning out in pleasure. I go to the shelf and take a pair of cuffs, returning to the bed, and pulling Skins hands back, cuffing them behind his back. He’s enjoying pleasing his mistress too much to care. A promising sign. Then I go back to the shelf and take one of the smaller strap-ons. Slip it around my hips. Flesh, unmoved, carefully watching—without looking like he’s watching. His cock is rigid, drooling out pre-cum as he does. I lube the six-inch rubber cock, while standing at the side of the bed. Amanda notices, lost in pleasure as Skin slips his long tongue inside her, around, out, over her clit and back in. She smiles and nods. Which is good, because I wasn’t really asking. He needs to learn. Climbing up behind him, his arse up in the air, I gently finger him, preparing him, listening as he grunts and groans in pleasure, appreciating the arse play. Then I slip my rubber cock in. Slowly at first, and he groans out, in a little discomfort as he realises I’m not playing. The strap-on is almost completely inside him, before he stops pleasuring Amanda, and tries to turn. I can tell he thinks about telling me to stop, but he’s helpless, bound, on his knees.

“Flesh,” I say. Flesh comes around to the side of the bed where Skin can see him. I lean forward. “If Flesh comes before Mistress, then you’ll be punished in ways you cannot fathom.” Then I give the nod to Flesh.

Flesh takes his cock in his hand and starts to stroke himself. Back and forth, slick and sticky all at once. He’s already come once, but it won’t take him long to come again. I know from experience. Skin watches for a few seconds, mesmerised, perhaps, by the size of Flesh’s cock, wondering if he thinks this might be what it feels like to have Flesh inside him. It’s not. Again, I know. Flesh is somewhat larger than the six-inch. Then he realises his task at hand … well, tongue, and he turns his attention back to pleasing Amanda, her eyes rolling back. He must be good with that thing. I cause him some concentration issues by reaming his arse with the well lubed strap-on and an occasional stroke, underneath, his cock in my hand.

“Oh, God,” Amanda says.

I glance to Flesh, his eyes on my body, rocking back and forth, fucking the new boy. Flesh is breathing hard. It is going to be close.

“Please … fuck,” Amanda whispers, creeping to a whine. “Oh.”

She starts to shake, shudder, her fingers grabbing at Skin’s hair, pulling him closer as she comes. Then pushing him back, away.

I release Skin’s cock from my grip. “Flesh, stop.” I say, pulling my strap-on from Skin. Flesh drops his hand obediently from his cock, rigid, slick. Sticky and wet. Skin rolls to the side. His cock burning red, hard, a slick of pre-cum joining him to the mattress below him, his face wet with Amanda’s cum.

I smile at Amanda, facing her, on my knees. Her eyes drop down my body to the strap-on and she licks her lips. They flick to Flesh, hard, and waiting. “Come inside me, Flesh,” she says, getting to her hands and knees, turning, and presenting herself to him. I agree with a wink, and Flesh slides in behind her, his massive cock meeting her wet and glossy pussy, in, she gasps with pleasure, her orgasm barely having time to subside before I know he’ll ready another inside her.

Skin gets from the bed, and stands facing Flesh, his cock flexing … he puts his hands behind his back and waits. Learning. Good.

But he had done so much wrong so far.

I crawl to Amanda’s side, facing Skin. The rubber cock between us. “Clean it,” I say. His eyes glance quickly to the rubber, a mixture of lube and his own anal fluids. He looks to my eyes, perhaps wondering if I am joking.

I am not.

And he had better not keep me waiting.

He lowers himself to his knees, and reluctantly slides his lips around the rubber. It’s not to his taste, but not everything can be.

“Yes.” Amanda cries out as Flesh finds her g-spot with his enormous cock. “Come, Flesh, Come.” He grunts, a slip, he shouldn’t show too much pleasure, his hands tightening on her hips and pulling her into him. Filling her with his girth. “God.”

I turn my attention back to Skin. He’s now working my cock like a pro. It looks like I might have unlocked something inside him. Which is good. He needs to be comfortable.

“Fuck,” Amanda screams. She’s gyrating, grinding, into Flesh, his fingers so tight on her skin they’re white, as he comes inside her, filling her. I see her weaken on her arms, barely able to hold herself up having come again, Flesh slowing, his waves of cum slipping out, riding his cock, drooling down onto his balls. She slides forward, collapsing onto the sheets, as Flesh steps back from the bed, his cock still pumping cum out, to hang untouched from his glans.

“Enough,” I say, and Skin stops, releasing my cock from his mouth, as he rises back to his feet, his mouth wet and sloppy, his cock still burning hard. He did enjoy it. Good. “Now,” I order him. “Clean Flesh.”

He snaps air in. His look of pleasure dropping. He didn’t mind sucking my cock—but he’s reticent for a real one.

“Now,” I add.

Amanda giggles as he rounds the bed, getting on his knees and taking Flesh’s cock in his mouth. Flesh doesn’t move. Doesn’t watch, as Skin sucks his cock, licking the cum from him. Tasting Amanda on him. He licks Flesh’s cum from his balls, until he’s satisfied that he’s gotten it all, afraid perhaps that should he fail with this, things can only get worse. Which they can.

Likely, will.

He holds his face away from Flesh, allowing inspection. The job is sufficient, and he has cum on his face. Which makes me hotter. I admit, now we are towards the end of Skin’s initiation, I am rather desperate for some release. Coming in the car feels like an eternity ago. I note that Skin has lost his erection. He’s not come, he just didn’t enjoy the attention he had to give Flesh. Which is fine.

I slip from the bed and go to the shelf, taking a cock cage. A chastity device. “Up, Skin,” I order, approaching him. His cock starts to move as he sees the device, clearly aware of it’s purpose. He gets from his knees at Flesh’s feet, and stands. I push the device over his cock, locking the small cylinder of bars over him. This one is too small for Flesh, so it fits the younger, smaller man just perfectly. “End of the bed.”

He obeys, going to the end of the bed.

Amanda watches. “So sexy,” she mutters, watching Skin, his cock now in the device, awake and alert again, trying to harden, forced inside, painful, filling it. Her fingers play over her clit, hard and swollen, red, tender, pulsing electricity through her with every touch.

I look between her and Flesh, removing my bra, finally, and dropping it to the floor. It takes Amanda’s attention from Skin when she sees my breasts. They are scene stealing, granted. Then I slip my panties down. Wet and slick, sticking to me, my juices clinging to them. “I think I need someone to help me,” I say. Amanda waves me forward to the bed, to join her and I do.

I lay in the middle of the bed. A perfect view of, and for, Skin, burning now, and desperate. 

“Flesh,” Amanda says. She thinks, before choosing, “Mouth,” from the menu. I like her choice. Flesh get to the bed, between my legs and drops his mouth to my clit, as Amanda teases my nipples with hers. Her tongue slips over my areolas, her teeth pinching my nipples, as Flesh’s tongue strokes my g-spot, then slips out, nibbling my clit, the frustration in me sliding from me as my orgasm rises, harder, faster.

“Oh,” I moan, long and loud, my eyes on Skin the whole time. He has his hands behind his back, but I can see him flexing desperate in his cage. His eyes dropping to us occasionally, but the sight turns him on more, and they dance away as quickly as they arrived. My orgasm jumps, suddenly, and I come without warning, squirting my juices over Flesh, in his face (he doesn’t mind, trust me), my back arching, a scream escaping me, filling the room. “Fuck yes,” I say, dropping back to the bed. Both Amanda and Flesh slow their efforts down and desperate attempts to please me become tender caresses, flicks of the tongue to allow my orgasm time to settle.

I lay, content. Watching Skin. Uncomfortable and hard. “Thank you, Flesh,” I tell him. The instruction to stop. And he gets from between my legs, and returns to the side of the bed. My fingers slip, dancing in Amanda’s hair as I let the glow subside. Both of us, close, entwined, clearly fulfilling one of Skin’s longest fantasies, while he’s caged, and unable to finish it. Forced to watch.

“Flesh, dress to take the car back out.” He doesn’t speak, but leaves the room. I turn on the bed, naked like a lover with Amanda, my voice dropping to a whisper. “You have him for a week. Like this. I won’t give you the key.” Her face drops with some disappointment, but I continue. “You both need to learn. You can do what you will with him this week. I suggest forcing him to come at least once in there. Make him please you every day. So he can get used to it.” She smiles.

“Every day?” she whispers back, her eyes in mine.

She has a pixie look that kind of makes me want to fuck her. But I mustn’t. I’ll have Flesh again when he gets home. We do have the whole weekend. “If you can manage that.”

She glances to Skin, his face more controlled now, perhaps controlling his cock a little. “I can manage that,” she says, grinning.

“Good. Take Skin by the lead, get yourself dressed, and Flesh will take you home. I’ll call you during the week to find out how you’re getting on.”  


Part 2

~

Amanda

Simon looks at me with some trepidation once we’re back in the flat. I don’t really know why, and I don’t much care either. This whole dom/sub thing was his idea and now we’ve done it, he looks a little in shock. I push the front door closed, watching the rear lights of the limo as it pulls back out onto the street, before looking back at Simon. He’s still looking at me. “What?” I say.

He shakes his head. “I need a drink.” Turning, he heads towards the kitchen.

“Get me one too,” I say, turning into the living room. I’m glowing. I thought I was doing this for him, but it appears I get to be far more than just a willing participant. It’s liberating. And Sadie … she’s so sexy. So open. And Flesh. Damn. I could have kept him for the night. I flop down on the sofa, put my feet up on the rest. Simon comes in with two beers. Hands one off to me.

He puts the other down on the side and opens his trousers. He pulls them down to his knees. His boxers too.

I look from his caged cock to his face. Swig my beer. “What?”

“Are you going to take this off?”

I shake my head. I think that makes him a little mad. “Look,” he says. “It’s all fun while we’re playing but I can’t hardly sleep in this, can I? What about having a pee?”

“I don’t have the key,” I reply. I smile a small smile. “Mistress Sadie said she was going to keep it until this time next week. I think for this very reason.” He frowns, and puppy-dogs his eyes. I do feel a little sorry for him. “Look,” I say. “Come here.” He shuffles pathetically over to me. Trousers around his ankles. I put my beer down and take his cage in my fingers, pretending to examine it. “Hm,” I say. “It looks pretty well on there.” Then I twist it, around hard enough to make him call out. “Now you listen,” I say as he cranes over, in pain. “You will wear this all week without another word, okay? And if I hear another peep from you, I won’t go back to the Mistress next week and get the key and you’ll stay in there for a month. More. Forever.” He nods, his face twisted in pain. I let the cage drop from my hand. “Now strip, Skin.” I say.

He pushes the rest of his clothes off, and stands before me, naked, his hands obediently behind his back.

“Better.” I pick up my beer. “Hand me the remote.” He does, passing me the remote to the TV, the one he always has control over. I kick the footrest away. “Get on your hands and knees,” I tell him. He does, at my feet, so I can put them up on his back. “Good,” I say. I flip the TV on and go to the apps, opening the internet. I scroll through to Pornhub. Occasionally he’d like to watch it while I pleased him. Well. Everything has changed.

I scroll through to the man on man section, and start the most popular video. “Wow,” I say, banging the back of my foot onto Skin’s back. “That guy is hung.” He looks up to the screen, just as he’s stroking himself hard. “Yeah,” I continue. “Just like Flesh. I mean, you did it too … sucking that cock.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says, quietly. Turning his head to look back at the floor.

“No,” I say. “Watch.”

He lets out a disobedient sigh, before turning his head back to the screen. The guy with the big cock is sucking on some other bloke now. They’re both well hung and pretty handsome. I don’t want either of them. I kinda want to fuck Skin, but I can’t. All part of the process. I’m sure. “Does it turn you on?” I ask.

“No, Mistress,” he says.

“You prefer something else?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I take my feet from his back. “Up.” He gets up from the floor, and I pat the seat next to me. He sits, naked, and I flip the porn over to girl on girl. Big tit stuff. Typical bloke fantasy. “Is that more like it?”

He nods, his eyes on the screen as the video begins. I rest my hand down on his cage and push my fingers through to his flesh, his cock, teasing it with my tips, feeling it swell in the cage. I watch his face. He looks from the screen to me. “The screen,” I order, his eyes go back. “You know how much I can punish you.” I tease his cock, and he watches the porn, his cock bending in the cage, unable to straighten, pushing hard against the bars, harder. His pre-cum sliding out of the slit at the front as I uselessly toy with the cage once it’s full of his bulging erection. “Does it hurt?” I ask.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.” I stop, turning the TV off. “I don’t want to fuck more today. But I will want coffee in the morning at eight. Don’t come in the bedroom until then.” I stand up, over him. “No TV. No phone. No electronics. You come and you’ll never get out the cage.”

“W-where do I sleep?” he asks.

“You’re on a perfectly good sofa,” I say. I flash him the briefest of smiles and go to the door. I look back and flick the light switch off, plunging him into darkness.

Then I go to the bathroom. Closing the door, I strip out of my dress, my heels, my panties, quickly. I can smell the sex on my clothes. My cum. Mistress Sadie’s. I wonder if she can teach me to squirt like that? I’ve never seen it before. I turn the shower on and step in, washing the evening from me. Knowing Skin is like that, it turns me more than I thought it possibly could.

I want so much now. I have to have it. All of it.

I leave the shower and dry off, going to the bedroom without dressing. I can see Skin in the shadows as I pass the living room, laying on the sofa. I smile to myself. I can feel my heat rising. Well. I said I didn’t want to fuck more tonight, but ho-hum. I go into the bedroom and close the door. To the bed. I flop down and take my wand from the bedside table. It was a house rule—according to Simon—that I could use my wand whenever I wanted, but he wanted to watch. A rule I never broke once. I spread my legs. I’m still damp from the shower, but wet from something else … the power … control. His subservience. It turns me on more than he could possibly know. I turn the vibe on and push it against my clit, just gently, teasing the orgasm forward. It burns quickly in my hips, pushing itself forward. “Oh, God,” I call. The walls are thin. He will have known what I was doing as soon as I started the wand. “Fuck,” I scream out.

There’s a knock on the bedroom door. Cheeky fuck. “Go away,” I snap, pushing the wand to my clit again. The vibrations make my orgasm bloom, fast. “I’m going to come,” I call out, loud. For his benefit. Wondering if he left the door and went back to the living room, of if he’s standing there, listening. Hard. In pain. Just the thought of it pushes me over the edge, and the fire and electricity of self-pleasure floods over me, my legs closing instinctively as the burning heat rides on me. Takes me. I drop the wand to the bed, unable to control my muscles after another orgasm. “God, damn,” I mutter. I think I’m going to like this lifestyle.


Part 3

~

Saturday

Amanda

Skin wakes me. He’s standing next to the bed in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, holding a cup of coffee. I blearily look at the time. Eight exactly. Perfect. I push myself up to my elbows, pulling the sheets with me to cover my nakedness. I take the coffee. “Why are you dressed?” I ask. It’s Saturday. He doesn’t have work.

“Well,” he says, half gesturing down at himself. “I can’t just walk about like this naked, can I?”

I slide the coffee on the nightstand. “I think we need to be clear on a couple of things.” My eyes run down his clothes. “I don’t think you understand the … lifestyle … that you asked for.”

He frowns.

“Unless I say so,” I continue. “You will be naked while in the home.” I smile, warmly, at him and pick up my coffee again, smelling the rich flavour. I wait, appropriately, and when he doesn’t move, I nod, gently down his body. “I could make things very … hard for you.”

He suddenly pulls his clothes off, quickly, discarding them to the floor. He stands, his hands behind his back.

“Better,” I say. A sip of the coffee. I wonder what to do with him first. I mean, nothing is out of bounds, right? But I need to make sure he behaves until next Friday. I don’t want to let Mistress Sadie down. But I want to test things out, also. “Come on,” I say, slipping my coffee back down. I slide to the side of the bed, and pat the middle, intimating he should lay with me. I let the sheets drop—accidently—revealing my breasts.

“Yes, Mistress,” he says smiling.

He lays in the middle of the bed, and I get up, go to the wardrobe and take a couple of his ties from inside. I return to him, tying his wrists off on the headboard. He smiles up at me as I lean over his face to do the second one, my breasts hanging down over his face. He behaves—rather surprisingly. And once he’s tied off, I reach down and cup his cage in my fingers. He’s already hard inside, his hips wiggling as he’s trying to find the most comfortable spot. His flesh pushes against the bars of the cage, out, raw, making him uncomfortable. “Poor boy,” I coo. I run my fingers under his balls, and caress them, and he seems to realise what a predicament he’s in now.

“Please, Mistress,” he says. He’s even looking up at his wrists to see if they’re tied properly. They are. “Oh … God.”

His cock flexes hard in the cage and I lean down onto it, taking the cage and the cock into my warm mouth, stroking it with my tongue, feeling him push, squirm, ache.

“Please, Mistress, I can’t. It hurts.”

I know it hurts. He’ll have to get used to it. Or learn some control. I don’t care which. I suckle on his balls, taking one into my mouth and sucking it, listening to him hissing in air. I come up from his crotch and look into his eyes, fixed firmly on me. “I have a week to break you, to impress the Mistress.”

“I’ll do anything,” I say. “Please, just stop.”

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

I smile and slip to beside him, no longer teasing him. “There,” I say. “I stopped. But now I can do anything, right?”

He nods.

I can see the reticence in his eyes. He knows he just made a poor deal. “Okay,” I say. “So I’ve decided to have the girls over tonight. Lorna and Karen. You don’t mind do you?”

“Of course not,” he replies, shaking his head. “I can dress like a waiter, if you like. Like Flesh did last night. I can role play for you.”

I smile. I like how quickly he suggested clothes. “That’s okay. I won’t be needing your assistance in the living room. You can stay in here.”

“Okay.” He pauses. Adds, “Thank you, Mistress.”

I smile at him, getting from the bed. “I think you’ll be in here most of the day.” I go back to the wardrobe and get the last of his ties, returning to him to blindfold him. There. Naked. Caged. On the bed.

Then I go to the living room, naked myself. I take my coffee and start texting my two best friends. You know the sort. The ones that’ll help you bury a body.

___

They’re coming at seven. Bringing wine. Which suits me. Means I don’t have to go out. I’ve got a cute little black dress on, like we’re going clubbing, but it’s just for convenience, really. No underwear. I’ve been sure to feed and water Skin throughout the day. Don’t want him dehydrating, after all. In between I’d managed to tie off his feet as well. So he’s bound spread-eagle, blindfolded, to the bed. Just before seven, I go to the bedroom.

“Mistress,” he says, quietly, probably wondering if he’s getting out of this, before I disappear for hours with my friends, drinking wine, and laughing over some terrible old horror film.

“Skin?” I reply, coldly. I’m standing at the end of the bed—not that he knows that—watching him.

“Please, Mistress, will you let me out?”

“No,” I reply. “Whatever made you think that I would?” I flip on my wand. Watch him squirm a little, thinking that I’m satiating my desires while looking over him. But I touch the thing down, onto his balls. He shudders, unable to pull away. The single word, No, escapes his lips. Which is enough for me to want to punish him further. I crawl over him, on the bed, push the wand hard onto his balls, holding his cage tightly, stopping him from even trying to pull away, as his scrotum tightens, his cock hardening inside the device. “That’s it,” I say, pushing harder, my fingers teasing his cock as it pushes against the bars, through them, his skin bulging out of the gaps.

“Oh, God. Please … Mistress … it hurts. I can’t come like this.”

“Good,” I say, a touch of whimsy in my voice, before leaning forward and taking the cage in my mouth, tasting his pre-cum as it slips from his glans. He is enjoying it, despite his protests. I bob, up and down, simulating fellatio, stimulating his cock. The vibrations dancing through him.

“Please,” he whimpers, weak. “I can’t.”

I let his engorged cock slip from my lips, a drool of saliva still joining my mouth to the cage, the taste of salt on my tongue. “Oh, I don’t know.” I slip my fingers back and forth over his exposed cock flesh, faking the handjobs that he insisted upon so often. Without missing a beat, I straddle over him, my pussy, wet and wanton, inches from his lips. “Please me,” I say, pushing it to his mouth. He starts to lick me, his movements janky with frustration and pain for a moment, before he finds his rhythm, thank fuck, and his tongue slips inside me, tasting my juices, rolling across my g-spot. I suck on his fat cock, groaning with delight, as I feel his body tense, his orgasm begins to take a grip on him. I release his cock from my mouth. Leave the wand pushed hard on his balls, as his tongue slips from me, finding my clit, causing me to cry out in surprised pleasure. “Fuck.” I heave air into my lungs as I bark, “You may not come.” But I can’t stop myself. His tongue brings forth my orgasm hard, and my cream comes from me, slipping down to his mouth, open, waiting, wanting. He takes it all, continuing to flick over my clit, making sure to keep my warmth in me, so good is he with his tongue. I pull forward, barely able to feel my thighs.

“Please, Mistress. I can’t help it. I’m going to come.”

I pull the wand from his balls, realising my mistake, leaving it there too long. I don’t want him to come yet. I slap his balls, hard, palm open and he screams out, tied down, and straddled. “No,” I shout, filling the room with sound, curt. Harsh. I sound like Mistress Sadie.

He whines, trying to curl. “Mistress, please,” he cries.

I crawl from him and get from the bed, putting the wand back in the bedside drawer.  

I pick up my phone and take a photo of him, there, begging on the bed. His cock red and burning, pushing between the bars of the chastity cage.

He hears the sound my phone makes—knows what I’ve done. “Please, Mistress. Why?”

“You’re going to be a good boy, or I am going to put this in a Facebook chat with all your friends. They’ll all see what a … cuck … you are.”

“Please …” the words drain from him. “Don’t.”

“I know. You’ll do anything.” I smile. A text comes in. Lorna and Karen are downstairs. I go and buzz them in. Go and shut the door to the bedroom. They come up to the flat. Both of them a bottle of wine in hand. I take them to the living room. Leave that door open, so Skin can hear, and we kick back. Put on the TV and start flicking through the films trying to choose one.

___

The film is paused, and I drain the rest of my somethingth glass of wine. The subject moved onto talking about Lorna’s obsession with one of the actors in the film. “Good God,” I giggle. “I mean. I could.” I pause. “Would.”

“You, dear, are married,” says Karen.

“Fuck yes.” I say. “But he wouldn’t stop me. I can do anything I want.”

“Really?” A raised eyebrow from Lorna.

I smile. “Well. As it’s you two …. He’s got a kink.” I lean in and drop my voice a little. “He wants to be in a submissive and dominant relationship.”

“I told you,” Karen says, nudging Lorna. “I knew he wanted to tie you up and whip you.”

“No,” I say, almost cutting her off. “It’s the other way around.” They both look dumbstruck and I can see the doubt in their faces. So I grab my phone and pull up the picture, showing them both. I’ve never seen them speechless before.

“I don’t believe you,” says Lorna. “Blindfold on. Could be a stock photo.”

I put my finger to my lips telling them to shush, and then take Lorna’s hand. We creep to the bedroom door, and I look back, just one more time to make sure they’re going to be quiet, and I push the door open. Silently. The three of us standing there in the doorway while Skin lays there, unaware. Karen has her mouth open. I pull the two of them back from the door and push it closed. “He’ll pleasure you, if you want. If I tell him.”

Karen looks from me to Lorna, then back to me. “No.” She sound exasperated.

“But he mustn’t come,” I add.

Karen is now shaking her head like I’d suggested robbing a bank. Lorna has her skirt hitched up and her thumbs under the strap of knickers. “Me first, then,” she says, the words a whisper. She pushes into the room, the knickers coming down and climbs on the bed, alerting Skin to her presence.

“Mistress,” he says. “I thought you’d gone. It was so quiet.”

She looks at me, beaming. Trying not to laugh. She straddles his face without word and slides her pussy to his mouth. He immediately begins to pleasure her, thinking it’s me. I use my phone and start recording. Perhaps Mistress Sadie would like to see, later? Sliding the phone onto the chest of drawers opposite the bed, I keep the perfect angle. Lorna grinds against him and his cock firms in the cage, her reaching forward and toying with it. Her breathing increases as she settles his tongue to the right place. He’s not noticed it isn’t me. Which is fine. I guess. Her fingers leave his cage and rise up to her breasts, pinching at her nipples through the material. She grunts out in pleasure, pushing down on his tongue, deep within her. Karen strides over, having apparently dealt with her misgivings, and dips her head, down, taking his cock in between her lips.

Lorna weeps out, “Oh, God.”

Between the voice and the fact there is a mouth on his cock, that is all Skin needs to realise what’s happening.

Lorna pulls from him, turning and straddling his chest, facing him, as I pull the blindfold from him. He looks at me, then her. A look of denial, maybe shame, but then his look lightens as he realises that he’s done nothing wrong. All the while Lorna fingers herself fast, on her clit, she screams, ejaculating out, over Skin’s face. Surprising him.

“Make sure she’s clean,” I say. Lorna pushes her pussy, dribbling, forward to his mouth, letting him lap her cum from her, before she moves to the side of the bed, letting him see Karen, gobbling his cock in the cage. His head falls back to the pillow, wet and slick with Lorna’s juice. Karen stands, her jeans already half off.

“He’s such a good boy,” Lorna says.

“My turn.” Karen pulls her jeans down and off, crawling up to his face, and sitting on his mouth as it eagerly explores a new pussy. Glassy and wet with anticipation. He looks up her body, over her breasts to her face and she looks down on him, watching him pleasure her, his tongue darting inside, and then out, over her clit, rising her orgasm inside her. She pulls her t-shirt up, off, pulling her bra away and squeezing her breasts, round and heavy, while he watches, teasing her orgasm forward. “Oh, my,” she says. I can’t help it, I lean forward and remove her hand, my teeth nipping her nipple, my tongue working around her areola. Lorna giggles and gets to her knees taking the other.

While Skin watches, girl on girl on girl while he pleasures her pussy as she comes in his mouth, grinding, round and hard, more than I’ve ever seen come, Skin swallowing it back. She suddenly pulls back, screaming. “Oh, my God. Fucking hell.”

“I’m going to come,” Skin says.

I look down on his cock. Just the friction of the cage, the excitement … he’s going to come freehand. “I didn’t give you permission,” I snap, helping naked Karen get from his face. “You will be punished.”

“Please,” he whines. “I can’t help it. I didn’t do anything.”

He didn’t even call me Mistress.

“It was Karen,” he says.

Madam.

Karen and Lorna get to the side of the bed, and I kneel down next to his hips. “Are you going to come without permission?” I bark.

“I can’t help it.” Every muscle on his body is taut unlike I’ve ever seen. He’s trying with every ounce of will power and strength he has to not come. His v-line abdominis muscles are rigid and hard.

I draw back my hand and slap him in the balls. Not too hard, but I hope hard enough to stop him from coming. He cries out in pain, his muscles tighten more. I glance to the girls and Lorna is hiding her mouth, so I can’t see her giggle. I curl my fingers this time, and punch him instead.

Then he comes.

He screams as his ruined orgasm is overtaken by the sickening pain of ball trauma. He cries out, a ramble of apologies. His cum drools out through the slit in the cage, pulsing as his flexes, getting no pleasure from it.   

That’s something I suppose.

I scoop his cum from the cage and between his legs, into my fingers and then feed it to him, his face a mess, tears in his eyes, he licks his cum from my fingers. He does look sorry. After he’s licked my fingers clean without word, I look back to the girls. “Another glass of wine?”


Part 4

~

Sunday

Sadie

I’ve always liked Sunday mornings. There’s just something about the relaxation of it all. I am a little surprised when my phone rings though. I reach to the bedside table and take it. It’s Amanda. I expected to talk with her today, but I also expected to ring her, not have her calling me. I thought she’d be tied up—metaphorically, of course. “Hello,” I answer.

“Mistress,” she says—respect, I like that. “I hope I haven’t caught you at a bad time.”

I look down, between my legs, meeting Flesh’s eyes, the nine inch gag-strap on, deep within me, warming my first orgasm of the day, as he rocks the rubber cock in and out of me. It passes over my g-spot again and I shudder in pleasure gently. “Not at all,” I reply. “What can I do for you?”

“I just wanted to make sure I’d not gone too far with Skin,” she says.

“Do tell,” I say.

As Amanda tells me of her antics with her toy, I feel my heat rise, hotter and wetter, Flesh fucking me slowly, while Amanda regales me with a tale of caged cock and girl and girl and more girl. I can hear the excitement in her voice, parting my legs to let Flesh get as deep as possible, trying to keep my voice level as he fucks the orgasm out of me as I talk. “And did you let him come in the end?” I ask.

My orgasm rises inside me, and I can feel it, imminent. I don’t think I’ve ever come while talking to another dom. Oh. It’s quite exhilarating. My muscles tense as she tells me he came without any of them touching him ad she forced his cum between his lips. Shuddering, I cover my gasp with a uh-hm of agreement, pushing Flesh from between my legs, the dildo slipping out with ease covered in my juices, my cum on his face as he kneels at the end of the bed awaiting instruction.

“I videoed it if you want to see,” she says at the end.

“Yes,” I manage to say levelly. “Please send it to me. I’ll look it over and get back to you.”

“Thank you,” she says, and I kill the call.

My fingers drop down to my pussy, slick with cum, satiated for now. “Here,” I order Flesh. I shift to the side and give Flesh room in the bed next to me. He obeys without question and slides up, laying next to me, on his back, his hands by his sides. His cock aches in the cage. I lean over his, naked, taking the keys to his cage from the side table and slowly removing it. He groans in pleasure, relief, as I remove the device, freeing his cock, hard and wanton. I take my phone and open the video Amanda just sent to me. Pass it to him.

Flesh watches at one of the girls straddles the caged boy, receiving his tongue.

“You see how good I am to you?” I ask, taking his cock between my fingers, and stroking him harder. “You see how other horrid doms behave.” He can’t speak with the gag on, and doesn’t move without permission. But I know how he’s feeling by the flexing of his cock, the running of his pre-cum from his head, onto my fingers. I lean over and slip him between my lips tasting his beautiful salt. His cock engorged and hard as my tongue teases over the glans, licking his taste, enjoying it.

He says something unintelligible inside the gag. Probably begging me to let him come, but I can’t possibly be expected to understand. So I continue my hard work, expecting him not to come in my mouth.

Listening to Amanda and her friends fucking Skin. Fucking with Skin.

I can feel my own orgasm rising again. A desperate need inside me. I release Flesh’s cock, his eyes still on the screen, I take the phone from him. His eyes pleading—begging—for me to let him finish, I straddle him, and sink down on his cock, his slippery pre-cum, meeting my slick cum as he fills me, stretches me. I can feel my heat already. I grind down on him while he tries to speak, lean forward. His eyes dark and desperate, I start to fellate the cock protruding from his mouth, our eyes locked, as I fuck him and blow him at the same time. Tasting my own cum on the rubber cock, feeling his cock, harden rigid inside me. I know he’s going to come. He can’t stop himself forever, and this is without permission. He whines under the gag, trying so hard. But I grind, and face fuck, my eyes daring him, until he can’t stop himself. His cock pulses and I feel his cum filling me. So much of it, it starts to slip out of me, onto us … over him.

I pull myself from his cock, a glance back to see more squirting from him, long strings of cum coming hard, landing on his torso, tense and taut, and slip myself over his face, the rubber going back inside me as his cum drools from my pussy, out over his gag, his face. My fingers dipping into it, and up to my mouth as I look down on him—the sorrow in his eyes at having come—tasting his cum from my fingers, as I bring another hard, shuddering orgasm. One hand scooping his cum, the other on my clit, flicking back and forth, my g-spot being caressed, I come, my juices flooding out of me, over him, mixing with his cum on his face.

I wipe over his nose and make sure he can still breathe, as I rock gently back and forth, sustaining my orgasm inside me. Letting myself calm. I look down, and meet his eyes. He’s watching me. I can see the pleasure in them that I’m satisfied … but also fear for coming.

I roll from him and pick up my phone from the sheets. Re-start the video back at the beginning. I should watch it for its intended purpose as well as porn. I glance to Flesh, breathing hard. His face and body a mix of sweat and cum, his and mine. “Remove the gag and go and shower,” I say. He gets from the bed and leaves me, while I finish watching Amanda and her friends.

They are a little hard on the poor young man. He is only a beginner.

I call her back. “Mistress Amanda,” I say. “I think you did very well, but I also think that Skin did too. Where is he now?”

“Still on the bed, Mistress,” she say.

“Oh my, he must be most uncomfortable.” I smile. Good. “You should probably let him up. Remember that he should gain something from this too.”

“Yes, Mistress.” 

“You need guidance?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Good. I’ll speak to you again before Friday.” I kill the call. I should listen to my own words. I get from the bed and go to the hallway. I can hear Flesh in the shower. He’ll likely take a little time. It isn’t often he gets to wash without the cage on. I’ll let him have that. I go downstairs and make a Bloody Mary, heavy on the vodka. Returning, I go to the playroom. I move his chair from the side of the room to beside the bed, and wait, perching on the bed. Still naked. When the shower stops I wait for the door to the shower room to open, and I call for Flesh.

He comes in, naked, glistening. Damp. His hair is mussed. His cock hangs down, beautiful.

“Sit,” I order.

He comes over, silently, and sits in the chair facing me. I can see him looking over my body, admiring it, even though he shouldn’t. I pass him the Bloody Mary. It is his favourite. “Yours,” I tell him. He sips from it, a smile trickling on his face. I raise my foot to his cock and push against it. “I haven’t given you this in a long time,” I say. “You used to enjoy it.” He did. Before we began on this lifestyle, he’d fuck my feet, lustful, liking them so much. His cock starts to gain hardness as I play with it, my toes wrapping around his shaft and stroking him. “I see you still do.” He remains silent. Good Flesh. As his cock gains size, girth, he finishes the drink, placing the glass down. I fully expect him to be waiting for punishment.

But he’s not getting it.

My feet bring him hard and I can see his breath start to quicken. He’s ripe to come, already, his legs parting further, his head back a little, as he watches my feet expertly rolling and stroking. I slide one foot under his balls, and roll them gently as the other strokes his hard cock.

“Mistre—”

“Yes,” I say, cutting him off. “Come for me.”

His mouth shut, his desperate breaths through his nose, loud, faster, his cock pulses before gaining prefect rigidity. Then he comes in long streams of sticky white, up over his chest, first, hard, then slowly, over my feet as I play with him. His second load more pleasurable than the first, as with permission, he doesn’t need to worry. I run my sticky feet over his skin, not asking for anything as we sit there, opposite each other, his eyes over my body now, equals for a few moments. His cock growing flaccid.

“I would like to be taken for breakfast,” I say.

“Of course,” my husband replies.

“Would you like to go, sans cage?” I offer.

“No, Mistress.” Flesh stands, and goes to the shelf, retrieving a cage for me to put on him.

“Good, Flesh.”


Part 5

~

Sunday

Amanda

Going into the bedroom, looking down on Skin, I suppose she is right. He’s gagged, bound, and blindfolded. Has been all night. His cum dried on him. Mine too. And the girls. I pull my dressing gown off and crawl up onto the bed, naked, my presence making him flinch. I remove the blindfold first, then the gag, kissing him deeply. He responds, his tongue darting into my mouth, desperate. We part, a long string of saliva holding us together, I smile down onto his face. “Mistress,” he whispers.

“I want you to come,” I tell him. “But it still has to be in the cage.”

“Yes, Mistress.” His returned smile is warm.

I untie him. Let him stretch out and relax. I stroke the outside of his cage, but I can feel his girth inside already. “Did you enjoy being captive?” I ask.

“Yes, Mistress,” he responds. “What would you have me do now?”

His tone, it’s utterly submissive. I like it. He does too, but the looks of it. His cock bulges around the bars of the cage. I grin. “Hold your legs apart,” I tell him. He does, his fingers gripping behind his knees, presenting his cock and balls to me. His arse. I take my wand from the bedside drawer, and the lube from his. Lube my fingers and turn the wand on. I slide my fingers into his arse, stroking towards the balls, listening as he hisses air into his mouth. It probably stings a little, but he’ll get used to it. I stroke his prostate, push the wand, vibing gently against the base of his balls. He groans out in pleasure, muttering Mistress, gently writhing in pleasure.

“Please,” he says. “I want to come.”

“What?” I reply gently.

“Please, Mistress … may I come?”

“You can. Please. Come for me Skin. Come hard. Harder than I’ve ever seen you come.” The encouragement seems to work, as his hips move, meeting the movement of my fingers inside him.

“God,” he mutters, quietly. “Fuck.”

He should be more reserved with his language, but I’ll give him a pass this time. He starts to move with more vigour, and I push the wand against his balls, he cries out. “Come,” I demand. “Come now. Before I stop.”

He jerks forward, his cum pulsing hard out of the cage, over me, between his legs as his bucking rises in speed, then slows, him slumping on the bed. His cum oozing still from the cage. He came more than usual. That’s a promising sign I think. I slide my fingers from him, removing the wand and watching him, laying there. Spend. He looks so content. “Did you enjoy that?” I ask. “Tell me. I’ve never done that for you before.”

“That was incredible, Mistress. I’ve never felt an orgasm like it.”

I slip my finger through the cum that landed on my breast and slip it up to my mouth. It even tastes better.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he continues. “What would you like me to do?”

Oh. Well. He is in a submissive mood. “You can make me breakfast, I think,” I say. “After you’ve showered.”


Part 6

~

Wednesday

Amanda

“Yes Mistress,” I say down the phone. “Since Sunday he’s been … perfect.”

“Good,” says Sadie. “If he’s into the lifestyle as he claimed before we began, he should be getting enjoyment from most all of it.”

“He came so much on Sunday. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“Good. Has he come since?”

“No,” I respond.

“But you’ve allowed him to please you?”

“Of course.” I had. Over and over. He’s my favourite toy now. My wand doesn’t get a look in. The front doorbell rings and push the phone under my chin. I make sure my robe is closed and go and answer it—my husband is at work, or I’d have made him do it—and take the package the postman offers me. I nod my thanks to him and close up the door. Good. I’ve been waiting since Monday for this.

“Keep him edged, but don’t let him. We’ll sort all that out on Friday. You are still coming?”

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

“Good. See you at seven,” Sadie says.

The call ends and I all but rip open the package from the postman. It’s a seven-inch dildo that I brought online. I’ve never had a dildo before. I can’t wait to try it … actually … I go to the living room and sit on the sofa. A quick look at the time. He should be on lunch. I face time him.

He answers smiling out the screen at me.

“Where are you Skin?”

He looks around like someone might have heard. “In the coffee shop.”

“You might want your headphones in,” I say. I put the phone down on the table, facing me. His own private room, with a stripper. Pulling my robe off, I sit on the sofa, spread my legs. I’m hot, the anticipation of it makes me wet, sticky. I can’t believe I’m doing this. I grab the dildo from the side and tease my pussy with it, watching him. His face so close to the screen it’s all I can see, pupils engorged, like his cock, I’m sure. Caged, unable to grow or show in his trousers. There. In a public place. People all around him.

Oh, fuck, it turns me on so much. I slide the rubber cock inside me, screaming out, “Oh, God.” The dildo slips easily inside me, filling me, while he watches. I slip the thing back and forth, easy, slicked with my juices. “Oh, Skin,” I call out. “It’s amazing.”

I can see him, glued to the show.

“Are you watching, Skin?”

“Yes,” he says.

“Yes, what?” I bark. The cock inside me raising an orgasm like I’ve never felt. Pushing against my g-spot, slippery, wet, my cream oozing out to the sofa. “What?” I repeat, close.

“Yes, Mistress,” he says. I see his eyes flick around unconsciously as he looks to see if the people with him heard him call me that.

It turns me on so much. “Fuck,” I call out. “Yes.” The rubber cock brings the orgasm forward and I keep pushing it in, as far as it will go, then out. In and out, the orgasm flooding through me, over me. “Do you want to come?” I shout to Skin, his eyes huge.

“Yes, Mistress,” he says, louder this time, without concern. His eyes never leaving me.

Good. I slip the dildo, sticky and wet from me. Out, my juices flowing quicker. I show him the object that pleased me. “I was thinking of you,” I say. Slipping the rubber between my lips, I clean my cum from it, while he watches, desperate and hard, his satisfaction unattainable. My body still twitching with pleasure, as the electricity of coming still fires, I watch him. He licks his lips. Wanton. I know he’s hard in his cage. Pre-cum coating his pants. I smile. Lean forward, and kill the call without word.

Fuck. I’m going to like this.


Part 7

~

Friday

Sadie

I’ve been waiting for the taxi to arrive for far too long. At least that’s how it feels. They are, of course, perfectly on time, when the taxi turns at the entrance to our drive, and our guests walk to the house. I slide from the sofa and to the door into the hallway, glancing down to Flesh, still standing at the front door, where he’s been since he got home from work. The doorbell goes, and he opens it, unashamed to do so, naked in chastity.

Ms. Amanda giggles when she sees him, and Skin allows her in first. It’s the act of a gentleman, regardless, but nice to see. When they step in, Flesh stops Skin, his hand flat on his chest, while Amanda walks to me, not realising he’s been stopped. When she does she turns, and glances back. Says, “Oh, of course.” Then turns back, following me into the living room.

We sit and I pass her a glass of red wine. “How has the rest of the week been?” I ask.

“Very good,” she says. She’s wearing a short cocktail dress, similar to that of last Friday. Something you would expect to go out in, but … easy access. I doubt she has on panties, and certainly not a bra. I’m more casual. It is Friday after all, and not planning to go out. I’m wearing a silk gown.

“Have you let him come?”

“No,” she replies. “Not since we spoke.”

“Good. But he wants?”

Amanda giggles again. “Oh yes. He most certainly does.” She regales me with some of the tales of her and Skin’s antics since last weekend. She has certainly run him through his paces. Good. Hopefully he will be subservient. It’s only been a week, but if he’s wanting the lifestyle, then I shouldn’t be needed any more.

“Is he ready?” I call out to Flesh.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replies from by the front door.

I nod to Amanda, and she calls him to the room.

Skin comes to the living room, naked, but caged. He comes to the sofa and stands facing the two of us, hands behind his back, staring to the middle distance. Flesh has given him a two-minute primer on behaviour, just to reinforce the week with Amanda, telling him how to stand, what to say. It seems to have sunk in. I stand and walk around him, inspecting him. His eyes don’t follow me. He’s better behaved than last week. “May I?” I ask Amanda as I stand behind him.

“Have at,” she says, settling back and watching.

I slide my fingers over Skin’s body. Feeling his smoothness, his … newness. His skin soft and supple. His arse beautifully shaven, my fingertips sliding around it. I watch, careful, his cock getting hard quickly. He’s been on edge all week, and any stimulation is likely to get him started. I smile. “Do you want to come?” I ask him.

He looks to Amanda for permission to speak. Wonderful.

She nods, sipping her wine.

“Yes, Madam,” he says.

I come around in front of him. “Would you like Flesh to make you come?”

He blinks. A pause. A slight mis-step, but recovers, saying, “Whatever Madam would like.”

I have no intention of doing that … not at the moment, at least. He doesn’t look to need further breaking. He looks broken. I touch his cage, moving his cock, feeling it, hard, inside the cage, firm to the grip. “You want to come from the cage,” I whisper. Listening to his breath. He tries to control himself, but can’t. I hear the breaths change, the excitement to be out of the cage, growing. It must be … hard … being in there for the first time, for a whole week. I let Flesh go four days, first time, but I couldn’t trust Amanda to not let him out. Not this time. I have every confidence in her, now. Looking at the state of Skin. I pull the cage key from my pocket and release it. Slip it from his cock, already grown, as it rolls out, semi-hard, painful, I’m sure. “Better,” I say.

I return to the sofa and sit with Amanda. Watching as without the cage, Skin gets hard, needing no further stimulation. “So what do you think we should do with him?” I ask. “Has he behaved well enough to be allowed some relief?”

“I really don’t know,” Amanda teases. “What do you think?”

“I think, if nothing else, we need relief.”

“Oh, definitely.” She smiles at me, wondering what I have in mind.

I pull open my robe, naked beneath. Stand, and drop it down behind me. I kneel before Skin and take his cock between my lips. I’m sure not to touch him with any other part of my body. His pre-cum, salty, his cock throbs as I slid down it, taking it all the way to my throat, gently fucking him with it. As his breathing quickens, his muscles become taut, and I can feel his orgasm inside him, wanting to come. Wanting to shoot his massive, desperate load, my tongue teasing his shaft, feeling the veins popping on it, blood pumping around his body.

“Please,” he whispers, “Please, Madam. Can I come?”

I slip from his cock and stand. Shaking my head, his breathing slowing. Desperate, as he tries to control the burning ache in his cock, to release it. To come.

I turn back to Amanda. “He’s very tasty,” I say. “But not yet.” I straddle down, over Amanda, and sit across her legs, before dipping forward and kissing her. Deep. My tongue darting into her mouth. She responds, our tongues dancing together, I listen to her breathing quicken, my hands running up over her dress, pushing against her. She lets out a groan, distinct and happy, as I slip back and glance to Skin. His cock burns red, desperate and hard, rigid. Wet. But he looks away, not at us. He’s doing very well. I turn from Amanda, and take her hand, helping her to stand, where I slowly unzip the back of her dress and pull it from her. Beneath she wears nothing but stockings. Naked. Shaven perfectly clean. Skin’s cock flexes up harder. I think, even gets a little thicker. I can see the desire in his eyes, even when he’s not looking. Still, it must be nice to be out of the cage. Amanda steps to him, this time, and drops to her knees, taking his cock in her fingers, and stroking him. He shudders in pleasure, his edge worn down, allowing for a little further play. I fear only a little—he looks ready to geyser over the room. Amanda runs her fingers over his glans, teasing him, her other hand, his balls, between his legs, exploring his arse.

I still back on the sofa, and watch. “You can watch me,” I tell him. My fingers part my pussy and find the wetness within, drooling juice out, it slicks over my fingers as they slip inside me. His eyes drop down, and he watches my fingers find my g-spot, and I start to please myself, a whine of pleasure leaving my lips, as I watch his Mistress tease him … so, so well. His tongue flicks over his lips. He’s close to coming. I can tell. So am I. I drop my fingers down to my clit, some inside me still. Sliding them over my red, engorged bud, fires ecstasy through my body, as electricity runs down my spine, by g-spot yearning to explode.

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

“Beg,” I demand.

“Please?” His face is contorting in desperation. He’s going to come if Amanda doesn’t stop. She knows it. Slipping his cock into her mouth and down. “God, Mistress … please.”

His begging sends me over the edge, two simultaneous orgasms ripping through me at the same time. One from within, one from out. I shimmer in pleasure, my legs widening, as my fingers slide, wet, from my pussy, my cum flowing out of me. My whole body, tingling. Joy caressing me. Heart thumping.

“Please,” he says, again.

Amanda slides from his cock. “No,” she barks. She releases him completely, and watches, his cock flexing hard, almost bouncing as he tries not to come over her. The bouncing eases. “Good,” she says. “I thought you were about to need punishment.”

“Sorry, Mistress,” he says.

I lick my fingers, sodden with cum, making sure he still watches, as my muscles start to relax. “Very good,” I whisper. Amanda turns to me, smiling. “You’ve done well,” I tell her. “You should be proud.” I push myself up a little. “I think you should have your pleasure before he does,” I giggle.

Amanda nods. “As it should be.” She looks down him. “Hm. I can’t use that though,” she says, pointing at his cock, painfully desperate. “I need something that’ll last a little longer than he’s capable of right now.”

Skin burns with embarrassment. But doesn’t move.

“Flesh?” I call. “You’re needed.” I wink at Amanda, and she grins back.

Flesh turns into the room and I beckon him over immediately releasing him from the cage, his cock jumping to attention, already waiting. I stand and pull a pair of handcuffs behind the sofa, and go to Skin, cuffing him behind his back. Amanda watches, a little confused. “I think,” I say, “that everyone should get a chance at a happy ending.” I smile, return to the sofa, and pull out my wand. I turn it on and place it in Skin’s hand, behind his back. “If you can make yourself come before Mistress does, then fine. If not it’s back in the cage for another week,” I whisper in his ear.

He's proven denial, control, obedience. But he has to be able to come on command. The final test.

Skin immediately starts to pull the wand around, trying to reach his cock with it, but his hands can’t get far enough around. I grin, a look to Amanda, “Well?” I say.

Sitting on the sofa, she parts her legs. “Kneel, Flesh. Fuck me.”

Flesh does as he’s told. He gets between her legs, and sinks his huge girth into Amanda, slipping in with ease because of her slick wetness, even though she can only just fit him in. He sinks down into her, her back arching, and a cry of pleasure escaping her.

I go and sit on the chair, and watch. My fingers caressing my clit, gently, keeping myself glowing.

“Fuck me till you come,” Amanda orders. She looks over Flesh’s shoulder to Skin. “If you haven’t come, you can clean his cum from me.”

Flesh starts to grind against her, permission to come encouraging him. It’s been a few days since he did, and that was in the cage. He pushes in, slides out, as Amanda squeals in delight.

Skin has moved the wand back behind him, gotten to his knees. He’s dropped it to the floor, and is trying to lay on it, pushing his cock against the vibe, but it keeps slipping away from him. His cock leaks pre-cum, slicking it more every time he gets comfortable. Desperation fills his face. The want to come. The need to not be caged for another whole week.

Amanda grunts, Flesh pleasing her with every stroke. “God,” she screams. “Make me come first, Flesh. Make me come.”

Flesh increases the speed of his thrusts and Amanda’s screams get louder. I can’t help but finger myself a little quicker, the room full of the sounds of sex. The smell of it. The orgasm inside me, filling me slowly.

Skin gets the wand between his legs, holding the handle in his hand, pushing the vibe up, passing his balls to his shaft, and making contact. His face relaxing as he’s comfortable and feeling his own orgasm in there. Now it’s just a race.

“Oh, fuck,” she says. “Please,” Amanda whines. “I want to come.”

Skin’s cock pulses, fattens, rigid and hard.

“Oh,” Amanda screams.

My orgasm slips out, firing inside me, and I cry out in pleasure, “Yes!”

Skin’s torso ripples hard, his cum drooling weakly from his glans, purple with desperation, but the orgasm a ruin—and at the same moment, Amanda screams in pleasure, shaking as Flesh’s hips buck, his cum filling her.

“Oh, God, Flesh,” Amanda says. “You’re so good.”

I push myself from the chair, and go to Skin. “Good Skin,” I say. His cock throbs, his orgasm achieved. It’s unsatisfying, I know. I’m weak on my own legs, having just come twice. I help him to his feet. Then get to my knees. I look up, by his beautiful cock, to his eyes. Still wanton and needing. “You can come,” I tell him, slipping his cock, sticky with poor cum, and I slid him down, into my throat, back and forth, watching the pleasure in his face grow, his cock regaining girth quickly, his ruined orgasm forgotten.

In only a moment, he asks if he can come. Permission already given, he stares across at his Mistress, ignoring me, his eyes only for her as he comes in my throat, salty and slick. I swallow it back, teasing his balls with my fingers, making sure his orgasm was full and satisfying, as I know Flesh’s was. Releasing him from my lips, his cum still on my tongue. I gently stroke his cock a couple of times, milking the last of the cum out, onto my lips, tasting it, savouring it, before releasing it, and returning to the sofa.

I sit with Amanda, the two of us naked and glowing, as our boys stand obedient. “I think you’re good to go,” I say.

“I am,” Amanda replies. “But I don’t know how to thank you.”

“Maybe you can … come again some time.”

It’s nice to have house guests for the weekend.
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