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Andrea’s Slut

“Why do we do this?”

Lisa was sitting on the edge of the bed, looking at me. Looking at me in that special way she had, that way the crackled and sparkled with deviant pleasure. Her dark eyes seemed to glow, lit from within by some ferocious fire that I couldn’t name and could barely understand, but couldn’t fail to notice. It was last, pure lust. As simple as that.

And that, too, was the simple answer to her question. Because we wanted it. Because it turned us on.

Somehow, that answer didn’t seem adequate. Put into words, the reward didn’t seem worth the risk. We were staking everything on this wild gamble, our entire relationship under pressure as we pushed the boundaries of what we could tolerate, what we could accept, what we could take pleasure in. The danger, of course, was part of the thrill. Still, it was difficult to believe that this was where we found ourselves, that this was how we spent our time.

Lately, it was exactly how we spent most of our free time, every chance we got. We were like addicts. I was addicted to giving up power, to surrendering control. Addicted to Lisa, and to Andrea. And my girlfriend was just as addicted to the woman next door. She loved to surrender power too, but only to Andrea. Never to me. To me, she was becoming more and more of a gorgeous, sexy tyrant, and in spite of myself, I loved it.

When Andrea gave an order, we obeyed. When Andrea wanted something, she took it, even if what she wanted was my girlfriend. Lisa, of course, was only too happy to hand herself over to be used, and I, of all people, could understand that. There was something so sexy about when Andrea took charge, when she decided to be in control. The way it burned my heart to see Lisa submit like that was impossible to ignore. Even though I knew that that, too, was part of the fun. For all of us.

“I don’t know,” I said.

Lisa smiled. Because we both knew that we did know. We just couldn’t put it into words. We did it for the thrill, the excitement, the unrivaled exhilaration of surrendering to the power of beauty and sex appeal, personified by Andrea. We did it because it made us feel alive like nothing else ever had.

But it was in Andrea’s nature to push. To take things as far as she possibly could, willing to break everything around her to find out what it was made of. Including us and our relationship, apparently. By now, it felt like she was never going to stop, unless we stopped her. Neither me nor Lisa seemed to have what it would take to do that. What it would take to even want to do it.

So now, Andrea had given me some very specific instructions. Telling me how she wanted my girlfriend prepared for her. She had made me buy her exactly what she wanted, even giving me a link to the online store to make sure I got it right. And as always, she knew exactly what she was doing, and why. She didn’t buy it herself because she wanted to make me a participant in my own cuckolding. She wanted to demonstrate, as if she hadn’t a million times already, that she could make me do anything, no matter how outrageous, no matter how depraved, and I would do it. Because I wanted her so badly. And yet, the woman never even had sex with me. She hardly needed to, when she had so many other willing suitors, both male and female. Including my sexy girlfriend. How could I possibly hope to compete with that?

“Well. I guess we should probably get started.”

She stood up from the bed. She was wearing only a bathrobe, fresh from the shower, and in my mind, I had a perfect mental image of what lay underneath. After all, I had just seen it. Just like last time, Lisa had made me perform the infinitely teasing ritual of helping her get ready. Washing her gorgeous body, shaving her legs, but not being allowed to touch her in the way I wanted. My cock throbbing and aching desperately under the warm water, and her just looking at it with that dreamy smile on her face, that smug grin of satisfaction that came from knowing she was driving me absolutely crazy.

Now, she moved toward the bedroom mirror. She had brought her cosmetics from the bathroom, and she kept her eyes on the reflection of her own face as she began to do her makeup.

“I should train you to do this, too,” she said, her eyes flashing toward my reflection in the mirror for just a second before returning to her. “One less thing for me to worry about.”

I knew it was supposed to annoy me, tease me, infuriate me, and turn me on, all at the same time. It worked. It always worked. It was so easy for both these women, the two of them knowing exactly how to push my buttons. Exactly how to drive me half mad with lust and desire anytime they chose to. I could tell myself as often as I wanted that I needed to be stronger, smarter, to remember that this was part of the game. But it didn’t matter. Knowing that didn’t change anything at all.

I didn’t answer her, and this time, she didn’t seem to require an answer. Instead, she just gave me another order.

“Get my outfit ready, cuck. Andrea wants me looking hot for her and her friends.”

Her words seemed to echo inside my skull, the humiliating truth of them reverberating through every cell of my body. Just like I knew it was supposed to. And she gave the orders as if it never crossed her mind that I might not comply, and she was dead right about that. Pathetically, I went to the closet and got what Andrea had told me she wanted my girlfriend to wear for her.

The same shiny black patent leather ankle boots she had worn last time, with a slender high heel that gave her such a sexy walk, that made her legs look long and lean and her ass firm and delectable. The tiny tulle skirt, almost like a ballerina’s tutu, that sat like a dark cloud around her hips and covered nothing below the top of her thighs. A pair of black thong panties, a tiny concession to modesty that I knew would be no hindrance at all to Andrea’s plans.

And then, the new stuff. The corset that Andrea had told me she wanted, and made me measure my own girlfriend carefully to have custom-made, to make sure it would fit her like a second skin, to make sure it would sculpt her already beautiful body into the form that most pleased our gorgeous mistress. It was red, a deep dark scarlet red, accented with black details on the edges of the cups and down the sides.

There was more. Around the waist, there was an attached strip of leather, perforated with holes like a belt. On the opposite side of the corset, there was a peg that would stick through the holes. The peg had a tiny hole in its end, and it came with a tiny lock that, once closed in place, would make Lisa’s corset impossible to remove for anyone who didn’t have the key.

Including me.

Following Andrea’s instructions, I had told her when the clothes arrived. When they did, she came round to give her approval, and when she had, she took the keys away with her.

More ownership. More games of power and control. The sex Lisa and I had that night was as wild and passionate as it always was these days, made all the more deviant by both of us knowing that the other was thinking, at least in part, about our mistress next door.

I laid out Lisa’s outfit on the bed, putting her boots on the floor. I waited for her to finish making herself up. When she turned at last to me, I saw without surprise that she had gone for a dramatic and seductive look. Dark smoky eyes that glittered and caught the light as she looked at me, that brought out the tones of gold and hazel in her pretty stare. Contouring that accented her striking cheekbones, making her face look even more sculpted than it normally did. A dark red lipstick, that shade where red berries turn almost toward black, the perfect compliment to the colors of the corset she knew she was going to be locked into. She looked magnificent. I wanted her so badly already, and we both knew, both loved the fact, that there was absolutely nothing I could do about the lust raging inside me as I looked at her.

Lisa paused for a moment, her arms wrapped around her robe. There was often this theatricality to the things we did. I suppose in a sense, it was all theater, really. An act that we put on to tease and tantalize and please each other. That didn’t make it anything less than real. And maybe, calling it an act was just another of my cheap psychological ways to try and excuse what I was doing, what I was allowing to be done to us both.

As far as I could tell, Lisa didn’t have those conflicts. From her point of view, all that mattered was that we were both enjoying ourselves. If she ever wondered much about the exact manner of that enjoyment, and what it said about either of us that we got such an enormous thrill from such a dark pastime, she never gave a sign of it. But this girl, who had once been shy and strangely conservative in matters of sex, had really come to love putting on a show. And as often happens with the things we really enjoy, she had quickly gotten good at it.

She pulled her robe open slowly. There she was, in all her naked glory. The gorgeous curves of her compact body fully on display. Those big boobs rising and falling on her chest with every breath she took. Between her toned thighs, her neatly-trimmed pubic hair pointing down to her exposed pussy, the treasure I craved above anything else, the power that kept me under her control.

“Dress me, cuck.”

Even though it was hardly the first time she had spoken to me that way, I still cringed at the disdain in her voice. Of course, it was all part of the game, part of what made her so unbelievably attractive to me. I still had her. We still have frequent sex, a lot more frequent, in fact, that it had ever been before Andrea came along to completely rearrange our sexual life together. It was never enough. It could never be enough, not when she spent the rest of her time treating me like this. It was a constant tease, a breathless storm of unstoppable desire, and Lisa knew exactly what she was doing to me, and she absolutely loved it.

And I did what she said.

I started, of course, with her panties. They were plain, unremarkable, except for their tiny size, in contrast with the rest of her elaborate outfit. Standing in front of her, I bent forward, holding them out for her, and she grinned as she placed her hand on my shoulder, stepping into them one foot at a time. I pulled them up, and she squeezed my shoulder a little as I pulled the string back of the thong up between those gorgeous ass cheeks. Even though I would far rather have been taking clothes off her, not putting them on. Even though my cock was throbbing with desperate desire at the sight of her, at the perfume smell rising from her body, at the warmth and heat and softness that haunted me as I stood there in front of her, rejected and disgraced, totally overwhelmed by her.

“Good boy. Now the skirt.”

She turned away from me at that point, and I knew the motion was 100% deliberate. She wanted to show me that ass, revealed by that thong. I almost groaned at the sight of it. I couldn’t help myself. I reached out, cupping her flawless cheek in my hand, squeezing slightly so that my fingertips pressed against the muscle and her soft skin, and her eyes blazed as she turned to glare at me over her shoulder.

“Hands off, loser. You know that’s not for you.”

Almost growling in frustration, I took my hand away. The smile on her face was sexy and terrifying in equal measure. Neither of us ever knew about the sadistic side of her before Andrea came along, but now it was as clear as day. And it made me want her more than ever, precisely because I know I couldn’t have her.

“Don’t get too excited. You’re here to get me dressed, that’s all. Now put my skirt on and make me look pretty for her.”

I didn’t say anything. After all, what could I possibly say to that? I picked up the skirt, my fumbling hands finding how it opened so I could wrap it around her hips and refasten it again. She adjusted it slightly, twisting it just a little bit to make it sit right. Then, she turned back toward me, the light material of her skirt brushing against my skin. I was wearing only a pair of boxer shorts, and my erection was making an unmistakable bulge in the front of my underwear, and my girlfriend grinned wickedly as she looked down at that frustrated member of mine, throbbing in recognition of her beauty and her willingness to share it with people other than me.

“Okay, corset now.”

I nodded mutely and picked up the heavy garment. Buckles and fasteners clinked and flashed in the light as I held it, stepping around behind her. She raised her arms, running her fingers through her hair, and I wrapped it around her. I inhaled the smell of her skin as I slid the buckles in front together, the steel-boned lingerie already pressing her gorgeous boobs high on her chest.

I started tightening the laces. Lisa breathed out slowly, her hands on her stomach as she felt it drawn steadily inward. The corset creaked, and she swayed a little where she stood as I pulled on the laces, but she didn’t tell me to stop. She really did want to look sexy for Andrea, and for whoever else our neighbor decided to show my wife off to.

“Okay, that’s good.”

Lisa was a little breathless as she spoke. But she looked so good, I felt halfway to orgasm just from staring at her. The way her hourglass figure was exaggerated and accentuated, the way her outfit pressed her magnificent tits so high and firm and round on her chest, made me as lightheaded and breathless as she was.

“Lock it.”

Knowing it was coming didn’t make it any easier to take. But I did as I was told. Circling around in front of my girlfriend, I moved the attached belt around her tiny waist and pulled it tight, sliding one of the holes onto the steel peg. Then, I went to the dressing table and picked up two tiny padlocks. I slipped one through the end of the peg, over the belt. She drew another deep breath that made her breasts swell dangerously against the cups of the corset as I looked into her eyes. I still didn’t say anything. She nodded, once, just the tiniest little motion of her head.

The lock snapped shut.

Lisa breathed out with a sigh, at least as much as the tight corset would allow.

“I guess there’s no turning back now.”

“I guess not.”

But we both knew the truth. There never was any other option than this. We both wanted it too badly. We could never bring ourselves to say no, to miss out on the wild pleasure that Andrea’s little games guaranteed. The darker and more degrading they were, the more deeply we felt hooked.

I circled around behind her again. The back of the corset had a cloth panel that covered the laces. A zipper ran up the back, and I zipped it shut. At the top, there was another little steel peg for a corresponding hole in the pull tab, and I locked that in place too. I knew exactly what Lisa meant about there being no turning back. The corset wasn’t coming off until Andrea decided it should. Until then, Lisa was her little doll to play with and put on display however she liked.

“Oh my God, this is so fucking hot,” Lisa said breathlessly.

“I know,” I groaned.

“Put my boots on.”

She sat down on the edge of the bed again, and I kneeled at her feet. That smug little smirk was on her pretty face again as she watched me slide those wicked patent leather ankle boots on her feet and zip them up. They gleamed darkly in the bedroom light, the reflective surfaces like dark mirrors showing off my shame. Lisa grinned as she caught me staring up into the darkness between her thighs as I zipped up her last boot.

“You wouldn’t believe how wet I am right now.”

“Oh my God.”

“Not for you, loser. Remember?”

As she spoke, she raised a foot from the floor, and I winced as she dragged the sharp point of one high heel over the skin of my chest, leaving a long red line. But I didn’t pull away. In some weird way, I welcomed the pain, because it came from her. Because it was her touching me, playing with me, even if it wasn’t in the way I would have chosen. Her high heel caught in the waistband of my boxer shorts, pulling them down slightly, but not enough to free my cock that throbbed so desperately under the fabric. I held her by the ankle with both hands, touching her gently, wary of her reaction, knowing how unpredictable she could be.

Then, smirking again, she took her foot away.

“Collar and cuffs next.”

Yes. Of course. Andrea’s shopping list had been quite clear. In the closet, I found three small circles of red leather, each of them with a buckle fastener and a shiny metal D-ring. As I carried them over to her, Lisa held out her hands toward me, her wrists together, her upper arms pressing her boobs even more tightly against each other in the corset. She looked so unbelievably desirable, both completely submissive and weirdly dominant at the same time, as if I was seeing every possible facet of her beauty and sex appeal all together. It was blowing my mind. It was like I could feel it making me weak, could feel any kind of self-control draining away from me.

Carefully, I buckled a leather cuff around each wrist. Lisa just smiled at me, thoroughly enjoying this little ritual of submission. It was like everything was inverted, like I should have felt in control, but actually, I felt just the opposite. Because I wasn’t doing this for me. I was making her helpless, and she would let me do it, but for Andrea, not me.

Once the cuffs were on, Lisa put her hands behind her back, still looking at me. She didn’t have to say a word. I stepped behind her again, setting the collar down on the bed next to me for a second.

At the back of the corset, two metal fasteners were attached to the garment with heavy-duty stitching. Little carabiner clips hung from them, and I guided her wrists down toward them one at a time, clipping each to the D ring on her cuff. Once I was done, her hands were secured behind her, locked onto the corset that she couldn’t remove.

As I finished, I realized that she was trembling.

Stepping closer to her, I pressed my lips against her neck, close to where it sloped into her shoulder. She let out a soft moan, almost a little cry of frustration. And as I held her around her narrow waist, pulling her body back against me, I pressed my cock against that firm ass, growling at the feeling it gave me.

“I told you, that’s not for you.”

“It’s not like you can stop me now.”

For a moment, Lisa seemed to hold her breath at my words. She didn’t pull away. Her breasts rose and fell again as she took as deep a breath as the corset would allow. Because I was right. She was helpless, and she knew it, and the thought of it turned her on.

“Quick, put the collar on me,” she gasped.

Her urgency wasn’t something I could understand. But after all, it wasn’t much to ask. My own hands trembled a little as I picked up the collar from the bed and fastened it around her throat, buckling it into place. She let out another one of those sighs. There was something wild in her voice, something already almost orgasmic, as if these kinky preparations were bringing her right to the edge. Well, she wasn’t the only one. Even with all the crazy things we had done over the past few weeks, this felt like a new level. And I didn’t feel like I could hold back any longer.

I circled around in front of her. She watched me, her eyes tracking my progress as I stood in front of her. The expression on her face was unreadable. I didn’t know exactly what she wanted. But I knew what I did.

“Tell me what the tag says.”

I blinked. Her breathless words caught me by surprise. She knew what the tag on the collar said. She had seen it when it arrived. I reached toward the little metal disk, lifting it and reading the words, even though I already knew them by heart.

“Andrea’s Slut,” I read.

Lisa closed her eyes, letting out a long moan as her whole body shuddered. She swayed on her tall high heels, practically squirming on the spot, and it almost looked like she was in the throes of orgasm just from hearing the words. When she opened her eyes again, her pupils were fat and dark as she stared at me, her cheeks flushed with excitement, and that grin spread across her face again.

“Leash me, cuck.”

Everything that turned me on was in that breathless voice, with those breasts rising and falling with every breath she took. Barely able to take my eyes off her for a moment, I went and fetched the leather leash that matched her collar and clipped it on the D-ring. She looked me up and down as I stood in front of her, holding the leash, and I looked at her. Like she was daring me to do something.

Pulling sharply downward on the leash, I put my other hand on her shoulder and pushed. I forced her to her knees, and she cried out as she sank to the floor in front of me. Still holding the leash, I reached into my boxers and pulled out my cock. Hard and throbbing and dripping with arousal right in front of her, I stood over her, and she looked up at me with wide eyes, that pretty face haunting my dreams, and I gave in to every wild and savage impulse I had.

“Suck it,” I snarled, pulling her face toward me with the leash.

“No,” she said. “I’m Andrea’s slut, not yours.”

But she smiled as she spoke, the wicked little smile that matched the deviant desire glittering in her eyes. And as her face pulled closer to my cock, she opened her mouth. Those dark red lips closed around my shaft, and I moaned in pure pleasure as her tongue caressed me, as her mouth slid up and down my cock, as her breasts heaved in that corset and her dark eyes looked up at me.

“You like that? This is what you want, cuck? For Andrea to share me with whatever she likes, as long as you get to have a little fun now and then?”

And she went straight back to sucking me, drawing those moans out of me again.

“Yes,” I hissed between gritted teeth. “Fuck, that feels so good. Keep going.”

I felt her laugh around my manhood in her mouth. Tied up and on her knees, wearing a collar and leash, she still seemed to have this tremendous power over me. Because only she could give me what I wanted in that moment, and we both knew it.

“What do you think Andrea’s going to say when I tell her about this?”

“Don’t tell her,” I groaned, and Lisa laughed in response as she wrapped her lips around me again.

Her cheeks hollowed, her tongue moving over the sensitive head, and the incredible pleasure that ran right through me felt like an out-of-body experience. Lisa gasped as I came, spurting my calm deep into her throat, and she gagged and did her best to swallow, but the copious flow was too much. It poured out of her, dripping down her chin, catching and pooling in that magnificent cleavage as I groaned and gasped in pure pleasure.

My legs felt weak as I took a step back, my cock sliding out of her mouth. Lisa blinked up at me, smiling. Happy with herself and what she had done, what she had made me do.

“Happy now, cuck? You better clean me up before you take me over to her. I don’t think she would appreciate seeing your mess on my tits.”

I can barely believe the words that were coming out of her mouth. And now that I had had an orgasm, it all seemed even more unbelievable, even more wild, even more crazy. But it was real. As real as real gets. And as the next stage of what had already been an unforgettable night began, I knew that things were only going to get even more painfully real for me.

Lisa was right, like she always was. In the world we lived now, the one Andrea had drawn us into, beauty was power, and she had plenty of that. Awkwardly, she rose to her feet with her hands still tied behind her back.

“You got what you wanted, so be a good boy and go get a cloth to clean me up. Then you can take me to Andrea. We’ve kept her waiting long enough.”
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