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Andrea The Tease

Lisa’s cries of passion filled the room. She lay back on the sofa, sprawled and open to receive me, legs spread, eyes closed, her breasts rising and falling with the rapid rhythm of her breath. With every moment, she was getting closer to climax. With every second, she was losing herself to it more and more.

I, on the other hand, was suffering.

The weight of Andrea’s body on my back seemed to be growing, but really, it was only my own fatigue building. My balls ached just from being pulled back behind me by the humbler. But Andrea was doing her absolute best to make things even worse for me. Over and over again, the lighter she held clicked, and every time it did, I let out another muffled moan of pain. The little zaps made me tremble again and again, sending pain in bright bursts through my fragmented brain, making me breathless as I struggled to believe what was happening to me.

And all the while, my cock would not stop throbbing.

I’m not into pain. I had never in my life associated pain with pleasure or confused one for the other. I didn’t think about it that much at the time — I couldn’t — but I’ve had time to reflect on it since, and the best way to explain it is that it wasn’t that the pain was turning me on. It was the idea of it. It was the cruelty and selfishness of these women, the fact that they were torturing me not because of anything I had done, but because it turned them on. Even my girlfriend, the woman I thought loved me. She was writhing in pleasure, moaning and groaning and squirming in ecstasy, and yes, it was because of what I was doing to her with my mouth, because of my tongue moving over the sensitive folds of her pussy, teasing unignorable pleasure out of her. But I didn’t doubt that it was more than that. My cries of pain, my response to the torture Andrea was inflicting, never failed to draw more moans and groans out of Lisa, too. The vibrations of my voice were helping to trigger her orgasmic response so that she was, quite literally, getting off on my suffering. And part of me felt like I should hate her for that. As if I should be enraged, as if I should feel betrayed. But I didn’t. You can’t stop yourself feeling what you feel, just like you can’t make yourself feel something that isn’t there. What I felt in that moment of exquisite humiliation, along with pain, along with fear, along with a deep and unshakable surprise that I was doing what I was doing, was pleasure.

Not the pleasure of a real orgasm that I could feel throbbing in the base of my stomach like a constant alarm, like an unending demand, like a steady drumbeat that would give me no peace. But the strange and fugitive pleasure of having no choice. Of being used. Of being completely overcome by these women, in all their beauty and sexiness, so that I didn’t even think of resisting. And knowing that I couldn’t anyway. It was all a game, all completely consensual between the three of us, but truthfully, Lisa and Andrea really did have me in a position where I was genuinely helpless now. If I had wanted to, I could ask them to stop. But I couldn’t make them. Tied up and on my knees, I was genuinely helpless, completely at their mercy, and that was such a kinky thrill, it left me breathless, my cock throbbing in wild excitement between my legs as my heart pounded ceaselessly in my chest.

At the same time, as complicated as things were, in another way, they were very simple. My task was in front of me: to please my girlfriend and my sexy next-door neighbour in whatever way they wanted. And I could hope all I wanted that that would eventually mean fucking them, but for now, clearly, it meant suffering for them. So that was what I did.

Lisa let out another long moan, as loud and as dripping with sexual pleasure as any that had gone before it. The contractions of her pussy against my mouth told me how close she was, her every nerve primed for explosion, the wild release we both knew was coming, that I was frantically working toward. But as good as it felt to please my girlfriend, as desperately as I wanted to make her cum, it wasn’t easy. Not with Andrea sitting on my back, zapping me over and over again with her electronic lighter and chuckling to herself every time I squirmed and moaned.

Then, she stood up. Again, I heard that dress practically groaning around the curves of her body as she moved, along with the sound of her high-heeled shoes on the floor. I kept my head down, knowing better than to stop licking when Lisa was so close. But part of me kept an ear out for Andrea the whole time, listening to her move around the apartment, wondering what she was up to. Because I knew that she, of the two women, was the bigger threat to me. She was the one who decided what happened next, where this crazy game would go, how far the three of us were going to travel together on a road Lisa and I, at least, had barely even imagined before. Lisa, sexy as she was, was hardly short of dominant power. But Andrea, I knew, was the real power in that apartment.

And she had no hesitation about showing it. I heard her approaching me from behind again, and I tried as best I could to brace myself for whatever she had in mind, without knowing what it might be. I winced as I heard the click of the lighter again, but this time, there was no accompanying shock to my exposed balls. Instead, there was a pause, long enough to make my mind race while my tongue continued to move over Lisa’s pussy, her body still trembling and pulsating on the edge of some ferocious explosion while I ate her out.

Then, I cried out, my sound of pain making Lisa moaned and squirmed even more, and I felt a sharp new heat on the sensitive skin of my aching balls.

“Hold still,” Andrea said sharply behind me. “Take it like a man. Or as close as a loser like you can get.”

In the pain I was in, I barely even registered the insult, the mockery. I groaned again as the pain continued to throb between my legs, even reaching new areas of skin as Andrea moved behind me.

The pain traveled with her. My balls still felt like they were burning as she shifted on her knees, leaning over me. I grunted again as pain spread up my back, drops of something hot landing on my skin. Andrea was pouring something on to me, something that started hot and liquid but soon cooled and solidified, starting to crust and crumble. Candle wax, I realized. This insane, dangerous, unbelievably beautiful woman was pouring candle wax on my naked body, and not only was my girlfriend doing absolutely nothing to stop her, but she was continuing to moan in pleasure, continuing to enjoy my oral service and my suffering as I grunted and groaned underneath her. It was so wild, so crazy. So insane that I could barely believe it was happening even while it happened to me. But Andrea kept it up, drizzling candle wax over my bent back like I was an object she wanted to decorate, completely indifferent to my pain. Or, worse than that. Enjoying it. She loved knowing that she was hurting me, the inarguable proof that she could do whatever she wanted with me, and all I could do was try to endure.

Above me, Lisa’s whole body stiffened. Both her hands gripped the back of my head tightly, crushing my face against her. In that moment, it was like she almost forgot I was even human, that I had my own preferences and desires. All that mattered to her was her pleasure. And it was beautiful. The selfishness and cruelty in her was so addictive, so exciting, I couldn’t get enough of even as I suffered for it, and for her.

Her orgasm burst out of her. It was like a song, like a moment of absolute magic, leaving me almost as breathless as the pain Andrea was inflicting did, keeping me torn more than ever between those two extremes of pleasure and pain. Her pleasure, my pain, and the dark link between the two, the simple fact that in some sense, they were the same thing. The more I suffered, the more she loved it, and the more fun she was having, the more desperately frustrated and left out and jealous I felt. And those feelings were their own kind of deliciousness, their own special flavor of this strange hinterland between ecstasy and madness that, if we had never met Andrea, I would probably never have experienced.

But we had met Andrea, and so now we found ourselves here, newly initiated into a world of almost monstrous pleasure that we had always known existed in some vague sense, but had never felt any particular desire to experience for ourselves. Well, now here we were, and both of us already knew there was no going back. What she had shown us was unforgettable, unignorable, and the sides of ourselves we had uncovered were not going to go away. Even in the depth of the suffering inflicted by this gorgeous goddess, I knew that. I knew I wanted more. Not more, necessarily, of this exact treatment, the pain from my balls and my back merging in some weird way with the excitement and frustrated desire I felt. Not exactly that. But this thrill of giving in, of letting go, of submitting. Letting Andrea and Lisa take charge, of abandoning everything except my ability to say yes or no, if I still even had that. It was almost beautiful in its simplicity, its directness, the perfect antidote to a daily life where we never really know what we’re doing, never really know how to behave or how to feel. This was simple. This was direct. Make these beautiful, evil princesses happy, and maybe, just maybe, they would give me what it now felt like I needed more than I had ever needed anything in my life.

As Lisa came, her spasming pussy squirting her hot juices all over my eager face, Andrea stopped dripping the candle wax on my body. I groaned in relief, but also with the pleasure of knowing I had made my girlfriend cum, and the desperation of wishing I could feel anything even close to the intense sensations she was having. Her body trembled and thrashed on the sofa, her voice ringing back from the walls of Andrea’s living room in an echo of perfect passion, and as always, my cock throbbed in desperate arousal, the visible and physical recognition of everything I wanted and couldn’t have. Not yet, anyway. Not until Andrea and Lisa decided otherwise. Until then, my only option was to keep serving and keep suffering for as long as these two goddesses wanted.

Slowly, Lisa opened her eyes. They found me straight away. Kneeling between her parted thighs, staring up at her with my face shining with her juices, my expression no doubt showing the complex emotions I was experiencing. The strange feelings of desire and frustration and pain and humiliation that somehow added up, in some way I didn’t understand, to pure pleasure. Whatever she saw in my face, she seemed to like it. Because my cheeks burned with additional shame as she burst out laughing.

Amazing I could even find it in myself to be any more embarrassed than I already was as I kneeled there, tortured and abused, in handcuffs and on the end of a pink leash, nothing but an obedient little pet for the women I worshipped. But somehow, Lisa’s laughter did exactly that. I don’t know what else I was expecting. Already, my girlfriend had shown that she had absolutely no pity for me, that she loved the way things were going. But being laughed at by her was different to being mocked and humiliated by Andrea. More painful, more personal. And therefore, in its own dark way, more exciting.

Andrea stepped forward. I craned my neck, lifting my head to look at her as she stood shining above me in her skintight and almost unbearably sexy dress, my heart racing just looking at her. She looked down at me too, a smile on her gorgeous face, her eyes shining behind her glasses, that look of unchallenged superiority on her face as she reached toward my girlfriend, taking the leash from her hand. Lisa willingly gave it up, handing me over just like that, the leash growing tight again as Andrea took up the slack. As she stood above me, the curves of her body practically glowing in the light, her dominance completely unquestionable, unchallenged, I felt yet another surge of wild desire for her. The gorgeous goddess I wanted and couldn’t have, the architect of all these ferocious feelings that I had no clue how to process, couldn’t even begin to explain, could only feel.

“Come on. Let’s go to the bedroom.”

As pathetic as it was, my heart swelled with happiness at her words. There was nowhere else I wanted to be with women like them. Not that it really made much difference, of course. Lisa’s orgasm had already proved that I didn’t need to be in a bedroom with them for amazing things to happen. Still, that hope in my heart was real, that wild excitement I could feel at the thought of what might lie ahead, the reward I had been working for and knew, without a doubt, I had absolutely earned, but was still in no way guaranteed.

Andrea turned, stalking across the living room floor with her sexy high-heeled strut, the inviting curves of her hips swaying from side to side with every step she took, only feeding my desperation, my desire, my irresistible lust. I crawled along behind her as fast as I could go, my tortured balls aching in the humbler, the leash pulled tight between us, candle wax flaking and crumbling off my skin with every movement I made. I didn’t turn around, but I could feel Lisa watching us. I could feel her attention on me, and I wondered how she felt, watching me disgraced and humiliated like this. Watching me bow to the power of the beauty of this other woman, willing and even excited to be treated like this if it got me what I wanted.

It had to be an absolute mindfuck for her, just like it was for me. But there was no question that it turned her on. All of her actions up to this point proved that.

And as I crawled along at Andrea’s heels, pulled along by the pink leash meant to humiliate me, I heard the springs of Andrea’s couch groan under the weight of my girlfriend as she stood up. I heard her high heels on the floor as she followed us to the bedroom.

Andrea led me inside. I couldn’t be in this bedroom without thinking of what had happened there before, remembering everything that had gone down on that first visit here. But so far, this session was even more wild, even more out of control. Andrea’s bedroom, it seemed, was quickly becoming a theatre of the most intense sexual experiences of my life, a place where the unimaginable happened with regularity, and my cock throbbed and surged with pure arousal as I thought of what might be coming next.

Andrea stood in front of the bed. The leash hung slack between us now as I kneeled at her feet, completely enslaved by her beauty, ready to do whatever she wanted. Ready to submit to her completely. Ready to give her whatever was mine to give, whatever she might want from me and hadn’t already taken by herself. Nothing mattered anymore except the sex I desperately craved with a woman unlike any I had ever met before. Not to mention with my newly kinky girlfriend, too.

And for a moment, it looked almost like it might happen. Andrea’s smile never faltered as she looked at me, her eyes shining behind her glasses, the slight bulge of her tongue showing in one cheek as she seemed to be considering what to do with me. But a woman like her was never out of ideas for long. She always knew exactly what to do, exactly what she wanted, and this time was no exception.

“Come here.”

She didn’t give me any choice. As she spoke, she was already pulling on the leash, forcing me to crawl toward the foot of the bed as she circled around it. Once she had me positioned on the floor in front of the bed, she let the leash drop to the floor, the pink leather coiling in front of me while she crouched behind me.

Lisa was standing close to the door, saying nothing, watching everything. Again, I balanced as best as I could on my knees, and as I heard a rattle behind me, I realized with a sense of relief that Andrea was opening the humbler.

I sighed as the pressure on my aching scrotum was suddenly relieved. She took the bar apart, and I straightened up, my balls finally hanging freely between my legs, still hurting from what she had done to them. But at least I could move more freely.

Behind me, she stood up. She set the humbler down on her dresser, then stepped in front of me. As she crouched again, I saw the unmissable swell of her breasts in the top of her tight dress, the way her boobs swelled and bounced and jiggled with every movement she made, sending more of those familiar shockwaves of desire racing through my body. She grabbed hold of the leash, pulling it tight as she stood, and as I shuffled forward on my knees, upright now for the first time since the humbler went on, I watched her closely.

As confident, poised, and in control as ever, she threaded the leash through a bar that ran along the top of the footboard of the bed. She pulled up, the leather rasping against the metal, and I had no choice but to lean forward until I was pressed against the footboard, my chin almost resting on the metal. Then, Andrea looped the leash around the bar a few more times and tied it off, keeping me in place. Kneeling at the foot of the bed, unable to go anywhere, just as helpless as I had been the moment the handcuffs went on.

“You can stay there for a while and look at what you can’t have,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension, but still with that unmistakable edge of erotic pleasure.

Then, she stepped away from me, circling around the bed and sitting on the mattress. I watched her boobs bouncing as she pushed herself along the mattress until she was sitting in the centre of the bed, close to the footboard I was tied to, close enough to touch if I had been able to do such a thing. But of course, I wasn’t. Just like she wanted. All I could do was sit there and stare at these demonic curves that would drive me wild with pure excitement, that were keeping me helpless against her wild and wicked ideas and unable to do anything except obey her.

Smiling, she reached out toward me, running her fingers through my hair. Affectionately, I suppose, but also possessively, it felt. For a moment, she just beamed down at me like some friendly sun, enjoying her sense of power and pure control.

Then, sitting upright, she reached for the front of her dress.

I hardly dared to breathe as she pulled down one of the cups, fighting slightly with the clinging fabric as she drew out one of her boobs. The pink nipple was hard and swollen, and she leaned toward me, holding her breast in one hand, offering it to me.

Desire swelled and surged inside me, my cock throbbing as desperately as ever for release, but as badly as I wanted her, I glanced for a moment in Lisa’s direction. My girlfriend was still standing close to the door of the bedroom, looking as sexy as ever in her tight skirt and knee-high boots, her face flushed with the pleasure I had just given her. Her dark eyes glowing with that increasingly familiar look of excitement, her formerly rigid boundaries seeming to have completely evaporated lately. All of that reticence, that hesitation, that lack of enthusiasm that had poisoned our sex life was gone, replaced by… Whatever this was. This excitement, this intensity, this pure delight at doing such unbelievably naughty things.

She didn’t say a word. She didn’t give her consent, not exactly. She didn’t do as much as nod her head. Maybe, at most, the corners of her lips lifted in just the faintest hint of a smile. But that was enough. She wanted me to do this. She wanted me to obey Andrea. More than anything else, she wanted to see me submit all over again, to do what I was told, to let Andrea take control and boss me around the way she had been almost since the day we met.

And of course, I wanted the exact same thing.

So I leaned forward, pressing my chest against the headboard, the leash tight and pulling on the pink collar I wore as I opened my mouth and took Andrea’s nipple inside. She chuckled as I wrapped my lips around it, licking my tongue over the hard bud of flesh, gently sucking. She ran her fingers through my hair again and sighed with pleasure, a faint moan forming in her throat and making her breath catch, just a little. It was the most astoundingly erotic thing I could imagine, and if my hands had been free, I was sure I wouldn’t be able to resist the urge to touch myself. But they weren’t, and that was off the menu, like it had been all night. The only pleasure I could achieve was for them, not me. And so that was what I did.

I sucked on Andrea’s nipple, teasing her puckered skin with my tongue and my lips, sending more pleasure rising in her amazing body. But however good it might feel for her, I knew she wouldn’t be content with that for long. And frankly, I hoped not. Getting these women turned on as much as I could was the best way to achieve my own goals, as well as being a pleasure in and of itself.

After a while, Andrea pulled back. One boob hung outside the tight confines of the dress, the other still held and supported by the clinging fabric. Still smiling that satisfied smile, she moved, her dress shining like a second skin as she made her way to the edge of the bed and stood up.

As she moved toward the dresser behind her, I looked over at Lisa again. My girlfriend was smiling wider now, her eyes lit up with excitement at what she was seeing. Content, though, at least for now, just to watch. To enjoy the show, this latest chapter of my degradation and humiliation, my desperate lust to do as I was told, to submit to feminine beauty and surrender to the way it made me feel.

When Andrea returned from the dresser, she had something small in her hand. A little bullet vibrator that she held as she climbed onto the mattress, on her knees this time, crawling toward me until she kneeled in front of me, seeming to tower over me. Smiling that wicked smile, she hiked up her skirt, pulling the shining fabric up her thighs, over her hips, up toward her waist, exposing her legs and her pussy underneath.

I couldn’t stop staring. I could see the moisture that shone on her lips, the faint curls of it in her neatly trimmed pubic hair, and I saw that she was a natural blonde. Even though I knew this turned her on, seeing it right in front of me, the evidence of what our kinky game had done to her, made me want her even more desperately.

But I couldn’t have her. That seemed to be the lesson she wanted me to learn as she stood above me in all her beauty and power. The vibrator buzzed as she switched it on, and she held it in one hand, the other reaching out and grabbing a fistful of my hair, pushing my head back, forcing me to look up at her. As if I could possibly look anywhere else.

“Watch,” she said, her voice little more than a whisper now. She held the vibrator sideways, pressing it against her body just above her pussy, letting out a long moan as she did, closing her eyes temporarily behind her glasses. Her teeth showed as she bit her lip, her whole body an absolute picture of arousal and excitement, and I groaned in pure frustration as I stared at what I couldn’t have, and what I wanted with a desperate and burning passion, the pleasure she was feeling and wanted me to witness taunting and mocking me where I kneeled on the floor.

Andrea moaned and groaned. As the powerful vibrations spread through her, starting to grip her more tightly, she moved the toy in her hand, pressing its buzzing tip against her swollen clitoris. A cry of ecstasy burst out of her, loud and full-throated in the tight air of the bedroom, the same noisy pleasure that had once irritated Lisa so much, that had drawn us into this insane situation in the first place.

Andrea kept her eyes closed, and her grip tightened in my hair. The bed creaked underneath her as she rocked back and forth, her whole body overwhelmed by the pleasure the toy was giving her, her clear juices starting to stream down her shaking thighs right in front of me as I watched. I watched her moan, watched her gasp, watched her shiver and shake her way to ecstasy, and with every passing moment, I felt like I was falling deeper under the spell of this beautiful and dominant goddess.
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