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Andrea’s Surprise

She was the type to put ideas into action.

Andrea had proved that already. And as we prepared for our next encounter, I knew, without any doubt, that was going to be the case again. After all, we had talked things over. We had decided, as far as we could, where our boundaries lay and where we might go from here. Without, of course, plotting the whole thing out and removing the excitement of the unknown.

That was what vibrated inside me as I once again waited for Lisa to get ready. Already, we were starting to slip into a kind of routine for these nights. Already, it was starting to become familiar, without ever getting anywhere close to being dull.

I didn’t waste too much time getting ready myself. I had a feeling that whatever clothes I put on, I probably wouldn’t be wearing them for long. These girls like to see me naked, even if they didn’t necessarily do anything with me. Or at least, not as often as I would’ve liked.

Then again, could it ever be as often as I would have liked? If it was up to me, the three of us would do nothing except have sex all day, forgetting all other responsibilities to spend every hour in bed together.

But I would take what I could get. They knew that. After all, that was part of the dark magic that kept me doing this, kept me coming back to them to be treated as badly as they wanted to treat me.

Lisa, though, was making an effort. And I knew, with that weird feeling I always got deep in my gut at times like this, that it wasn’t for me. It didn’t feel good to know that she was getting ready for someone else. It didn’t feel good to know that just next door, there was someone she wanted more than me. At the same time, it filled me with the wildest kind of desire, anytime I thought of the two of them together.

And I thought about it a lot. Nothing in the life I had lived up to that point could have possibly prepared me for the idea that one day, the thing that might turn me on most was my girlfriend having sex with someone else. It seemed like such a reversal of how things should be, such a transgression.

But I had seen the two of them together. I knew what their beautiful bodies looked like, merged and melting together. And I would challenge anyone who had seen it for themselves to feel any differently from how I did.

Besides, as I was quickly learning, the wildness and depravity of it all was part of the attraction. Maybe these games wouldn’t be as fun if they didn’t come with a built-in sense that maybe, we were doing something wrong. There we were, in some ways, risking what had been overall a relatively happy relationship, though often, for me, disappointingly sexless, in the chase of this wild sexual ecstasy.

But I couldn’t resist the way Lisa had gone from being shy and reserved to… whatever this was. Wild and sexually uninhibited, almost voracious, in her own way. The more time we spent with Andrea, the more it started to seem like the other woman’s character traits were transferring themselves to my girlfriend.

To be clear, Lisa had a long way to go before she was as confident and dominant and demanding as Andrea was.

But already, I could see that for the most part, the difference between the two women was one of degree. The same things turned them on. Power and control, and the wild rush of being desired. They got it the same way: by teasing and torturing me, by making me bow down before them and practically worship them as sex goddesses. As much of a surprise as all this had been to me, I didn’t have to waste any time trying to guess what they got out of it. I could see that perfectly well myself. And that translated into greater confidence, and that made them even more desirable in my eyes.

If that was even possible. Because the way I felt about these women was starting to take on new and wild proportions. It was starting to feel almost like an obsession.

And how could I not be obsessed with them? They were so beautiful and so cruel, so well aware of the effect their beauty had on me. I didn’t fully understand why that was such a turn-on to me, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t.

And I lived with one of them and next door to the other, so there was no getting away from it. Even when they weren’t around, I was thinking of them. Memories of the things we had done together practically haunted me, occupying my mind at all hours of the day, even when those kinds of thoughts were totally inappropriate. I couldn’t help it. I had no need any longer to fantasize about sex; the life I was living now was the biggest turn-on I had ever known. And it was all thanks to the unbelievable games we were playing.

Lisa stepped out of the bathroom, finally ready. I couldn’t say she wasn’t worth the wait. She was wearing a red dress I had seen before, the vibrant color a perfect match for her dark hair and eyes, the cut of the fabric showing off just enough of her body to make it difficult to look away. It was a dress she could easily wear in public, and had done so maybe once before, at some dinner we had gone to for a special occasion. It wasn’t inappropriate. But now, knowing the intention behind it, guessing at least some of what lay ahead, it seemed absolutely scandalous.

She was wearing a pair of high heels, too, strappy shoes that showed off her painted toes, matching her dress. With another little stab of that delicious jealousy I was becoming so familiar with, I asked myself when was the last time she had gotten so dressed up for me? When was the last time I made her feel like Andrea did?

I knew this was part of the game, part of the things the girls said to drive me crazy with desire. But I also knew that that didn’t mean it wasn’t true. And really, I knew I couldn’t hope to compete with Andrea. I mean, look at her. She looked like a model, like a movie star, like a goddess. The only defence I would have had against someone who looked like that was the idea that my girlfriend was straight, and that had been exploded by the games these two played together.

Whatever Lisa was — gay, straight, bi, curious — the label didn’t fundamentally matter. What mattered was the way she acted and the way she felt. And sometimes, it felt that she was almost as into Andrea as I was, almost as desperately attracted to this beautiful woman as I felt, even though it felt like there was something almost unfair about that. After all, I’ve been staunchly and resolutely straight my entire life.

I knew it didn’t make much sense, but I felt like in some way, I had more right to be attracted to Andrea than my girlfriend did.

Not that any of that mattered, of course. Ultimately, I had no say in things, and that was what we all agreed on. That was what we all wanted. Even me, in my own way. In the strange way that this unexpected part of me that was turned on by my humiliation and disgrace, at least as big a surprise to me as it was to Lisa. But it made all of this work. It made this game the wild adventure that it was, and if we flirted with suffering, or even went beyond flirting into the reality of it from time to time, it was only because we all wanted that. Me included.

And Lisa, too. As she stood in front of me in our bedroom, her brown eyes were glowing with that same look of mischief and excitement that was getting more and more familiar to me. I could almost see it rolling off her, as if her radiant joy was bending the light around her, like the shadow of a candleflame you can just about see on a bare white wall.

For a moment, neither of us said a word. I just looked at her, and she looked back at me, the moment feeling in some way too big for words. Neither of us knew exactly what was coming, but we both knew the broad strokes of what to expect.

More teasing. More humiliation, for me, anyway. And more pleasure from her. More of this sexual experimentation she was enjoying so much, more of the wild thrill of being wanted so badly. What more could you ask for? What more could I want? Her eyes as she looked wordlessly at me suggested that she didn’t understand what was happening in our relationship anymore than I did. But there was no doubt, not even for a moment, that she was enjoying it at least as much as I was.

“Ready?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be.”

A stock phrase, a kind of joke. But the kind of joke with real meaning behind it. I knew better now what to expect from the games we played with Andrea, or at least felt like I did. It was never going to take me by surprise as much as it had that first time. But also, there was no real way to prepare for this. No obvious way to prepare for what you don’t really understand, the sides of yourself that are as opaque to you as if you were a stranger watching from the outside. That, I suppose, was something me and Lisa shared in this adventure. We weren’t just discovering new facets of ourselves. We were discovering a way of being, and it was intoxicating precisely because it was terrifying. Because neither of us knew where this might lead, and the only thing we could be confident of was that it felt so good, better than either of us would ever have imagined, to lose control like this.

I stood up. I walked toward Lisa, and she watched me approach. Saying nothing, her dark eyes following my every movement. As I got close to her, I smelled the perfume she had applied, and felt another little wrench in my heart at being confronted with the fact that she wanted to smell good for Andrea.

I kissed her, slowly and tenderly, letting her feel all the passion I felt for her, all the wild love that had seemed so at risk over the last little while, when our sex life had seemed about to drain away. Now, it was fully back, burning, perhaps, brighter than ever, almost a counterpoint to the dark delights Andrea had introduced us to, the way the deepest shadows only make the light seem stronger. And as I kissed her, it felt, if not like the last time, at least the last time for a long while.

Because I knew, in a way that made me shiver with unrelieved lust, that made me breathless and rockhard every time I thought of it, that I would be handing her over to someone else. Letting someone else seduce my girlfriend and give her a kind of pleasure that I couldn’t create, could barely even imagine, even as I watched it playing out right in front of my disbelieving eyes. As if, once we stepped out of the door of our own apartment, that would be it. We would be in Andrea’s world. And both of us knew exactly what that meant.

Our lips parted, and I took her hand. Still, I didn’t say anything. I looked into her eyes, looking, I suppose, for any trace of doubt or hesitation. Almost wordlessly trying to remind her that if we wanted to, we could always opt out. We could always say no. What had been happening didn’t need to continue. Nothing compelled us to do what we were doing.

But deep down, I already knew what her answer would be if I asked the question. That this was what Lisa wanted. Just like it was what I wanted. Confusing and occasionally scary as it might be, nothing changed that fact.

Then we walked out of our apartment, out into the empty hallway of the building, taking the few short steps to Andrea’s place that felt always like a couple of miles. It was the threshold between her world and ours, between one way of life and another. Between the people that we were in our everyday existence, just a regular young couple doing their best to make their way through life, and the people we became in Andrea’s presence. Wanton, kinky, sexually insatiable people who forgot about everything except pleasure, who abandoned everything familiar in search of that unbelievable high.

Still holding Lisa’s hand, I knocked on the door. From inside, we had the familiar sound of Andrea’s high heels on the floor. I didn’t doubt for a moment that she would dress up and look stunning for the occasion; she always did.

But somehow, I was never quite prepared for the onslaught of her beauty that hit me like a pressure wave of some powerful bomb. Partly, I suppose, because Andrea always found some way to take it to another extreme.

She was wearing her trademark glasses with the thick black frame that highlighted and accentuated her beautiful blue eyes. Though I knew better than to laugh, it was almost funny to see them on her face. They suited her, enhancing her beauty rather than detracting from it. But at the same time, in the situation we were now in, they were almost like a callback to a different, more mundane way of life.

I remembered the first time I had ever met her, and her beauty had blown me away even then, but I had had no idea of who she really was. And certainly not of the part she would come to play in my own life. Those glasses on her, combined with the rest of her outfits, served as a strange little reminder that outside of our kinky game that seemed so all-consuming, there was a real world. The place, I suppose, that these games offered an escape from.

Because the rest of her outfit was jaw-dropping. I don’t really know exactly what I had expected. By now, I knew Andrea well enough to know that she was the type to go all out, and that flaunting her beauty in front of us was a vital part of the game the three of us played together. Still, for all the provocative things I had seen her in up to that point, I hadn’t expected this.

She was wearing latex. Black shining latex that clung to the curves of her body like a second skin, that made the breath catch in my lungs just from looking at her, as if the sight of her alone could make me lose control of myself right there in the hallway of our building. Maybe it could. If anyone could, it was her.

She was wearing a catsuit, cut low to show her incredible cleavage, held on her shoulders by two thin straps. Her arms were bare, and below the erotic swell of her breasts, the gleaming latex covered every inch of her body while managing at the same time to reveal every curve. The way the light shone off her stomach, her hips, and her thighs was absolutely intoxicating, making her seem almost inhuman, like some creature more sexy than any mortal woman could hope to be.

She stood tall in a pair of high heels, her skintight suit disappearing into a pair of black leather knee-high boots. She had her hair gathered back behind her head, tied today in one single and elaborate French braid that reached halfway down her back. Her gorgeous features were accentuated by careful application of makeup that made her even more beautiful, even more desirable, and it made me even more breathless as I looked at her, even in front of my own beautiful partner.

Some women are beautiful. Some women are sexy. It’s rare that one person combines both, but Andrea did almost flawlessly, and every time I saw her, it reminded me why I was so obsessed with her. In some way, it justified the things I let her do to me, the way I gave into her so completely and unthinkingly. When she looked like this, it really didn’t feel like I had any other choice.

Lisa was just as taken aback. As I tried to tear my eyes away from Andrea, I saw my girlfriend gazing at the other woman in pure astonishment. Just as blown away as I was. Just as enraptured. And after all, if Andrea could take a straight girl like Lisa and seduce her, what better testament could there be to just how stunning she was? I was sure she saw it like that, too. For her, this game was all about ego. She was a woman who absolutely did not need any kind of boost to her already formidable confidence, but she was getting it anyway. And as I said, it only made her sexier.

“Come in, guys.”

The smile spread across her face was more friendly than sinister, as if she was just inviting us in for a few drinks. But no one dresses that way for a simple social encounter. As she spoke, she turned, leading the way into her apartment that was like a mirror of ours, and as she went, I couldn’t keep myself from staring at her ass.

The black latex clung to it, tightly gripping every incredible curve, and I didn’t even really try not to look, knowing it would be basically impossible anyway. I didn’t want to throw it in her face, but it no longer seemed to matter if Lisa caught me looking at the other woman. After all, she had cheated on me with Andrea first. Besides, cheating, I knew, wasn’t really the right way to think about it. Everything either of us did with her was completely with the consent of the other. With wholehearted enthusiasm, in fact. Whatever else this madness might be, it was a game we played together.

I was already half-hard just from looking at Andrea, just from watching her body move with that tight latex shining around her. As we followed her into the living room, she stood in front of the sofa, grinning at us as she let us take in the provocative sight of her. She even seemed to pose for a moment, standing with her hand on one hip to emphasize her unbelievably curvaceous form. Just like always, everything she did was so deliberate, so calculated, and so incredibly sexy, all at the same time.

Then, once she knew I had had an eyeful, she turned her shining eyes on me. Just meeting her gaze made me feel nervous, knowing I could only imagine what kind of thoughts went through her head as she looked at me. While to her, I knew, I was an open book. After all, it hardly took a genius to know that looking at her, dressed like that, all I could think about was sex.

“Ready to make amends for your bad behaviour last time?

I blinked. As far as I was concerned, I had done everything I was told, once again willingly letting these women betray and humiliated me for their own perverse pleasure. All the same, I knew it didn’t matter what I thought or believed. If Andrea decided I had displeased her, that was that. Knowing her the way I did now, I didn’t doubt for a moment that any failure, real or perceived, would come with consequences.

She didn’t seem to expect me to answer, at least.

“Take your clothes off,” she ordered, as dispassionately as if she were ordering food in a restaurant. And I felt Lisa’s burning eyes watching my every move, practically daring me to put up a fight while knowing, surely, that I never would.

I stripped off in front of the two of them, right there in Andrea’s living room. Another experience that was becoming familiar, though anything but mundane. Both women watched, enjoying the show of submission I was putting on, all of us knowing exactly where it would lead in the end.

As I pulled down my pants and underwear, my cock sprang out, hard and ready as it always was around these two. Behind her glasses, Andrea’s eyes flickered down to my manhood, and I saw a smirk of amusement on her face as she looked at it, seeing my appreciation of her irresistible beauty and the desperate throbbing of my member right in front of her.

“Someone’s a greedy boy,” she said, staring right at my erection without the slightest hint of hesitation or self-consciousness. “Thinking already about fucking us?”

“You didn’t wear that to not look sexy,” I said. Andrea laughed out loud at that, and after a slight pause, so did Lisa.

“You like it?”

As she spoke, Andrea struck another pose, running a hand over the curve of one hip, over the shining latex that wrapped her like some unspeakably expensive gift, her incredible body feeling in that moment like all I could ever want. “You should be careful. Dressing like this makes me feel like a real mistress, and that can be dangerous for a slave boy like you.”

“I bet it does,” Lisa murmured.

She, I could see, was admiring Andrea’s outfit in a different way than I was, though with no less intensity. She had to be attracted to Andrea wearing that, I was certain of it. Looking at her, it felt like there was no one on earth he wouldn’t be. At the same time, though, it felt like Lisa was also admiring it from a fashion perspective. Thinking about how it accentuated the other woman’s looks, how well it fit her, how it suited her. A wild image, of my formally reserved girlfriend dressed just like Andrea was, flashed through my mind, only adding to the fever of arousal that was sweeping through me like a forest fire.

Andrea giggled, shifting her weight in her high heels as she enjoyed our admiration. Then, she stepped forward. I almost gulped as I watched her coming, as tall as me in her high heels, her body an invitation to sin as she stood gleaming in front of me, close enough to touch.

And she did touch. Reaching out toward me, she wrapped her hand around my cock with all the easy familiarity I knew now to expect from her. And I groaned as she did, not trying even slightly to hide the pleasure I was taking at her touch, the desperate arousal I felt coursing through my body, fuelled by the way she looked and the way her hand felt as it moved possessively over my member.

“I’ve got a special surprise for you, slave boy,” Andrea said, her voice a low purr now as it so often was at times like this, as she got ready to tease and torment and dominate me for her kinky pleasure. “Want to see what it is?”

“Yes,” I said, without hesitation, making the girls laugh. Even though I had a feeling that whatever she was going to show me was as likely to be bad for me as it was good, I also knew I didn’t have any choice. She was going to do what she was going to do, and that was whatever she felt like doing. My only option was to go along with exactly what she said and hope that in the end, it led me to what I wanted.

“Come with me, then.”

She turned, her tight rubber outfit squeaking a little as she moved. I could smell it as she walked past me, the smell of the latex combining with the perfumed smell of her body, and the sound and the smell, as well as the sight of her, were all part of the turn-on, I realized. As if all of it was rewiring my brain, reprogramming me into exactly what the women wanted me to be.

Andrea kept hold of my cock, and so I had no choice but to follow her across the room as she led me by it like it was a leash. As I shuffled along behind her, her ass swayed and shone in front of me, and it took everything I had to resist the impulse to reach out and take her body in my hands, to hold those hips and pull her against me and let her feel the pure arousal she was inspiring in me.

But I didn’t do it. I didn’t dare. If Andrea was feeling like a mistress, I knew what that meant for me. She was never a woman to take disobedience lightly, but somehow, after seeing her new outfit, I felt as if that was especially true now.

Andrea led me to the bedroom. Lisa followed behind us, her own high heels audible on the wooden floor as she followed, eager to see what happened next, I knew. Eager, as usual, to see me disgraced and humiliated, see me broken down, to see me tremble and kneel at the feet of the superior woman Andrea undoubtedly was.

And still, knowing all that did not prepare me for what was waiting inside Andrea’s bedroom.

The setup was just the way I remembered it. Except this time, over by the closet, across the room from the bed that had been the scene of such unbelievable passion, Andrea had set up a cage.

It was made of black steel, and it looked like a crate for a large dog. But looking at it, my heart skipped a beat, and my mind raced.

“I think you know who that’s for, don’t you?”

Andrea spoke softly, giving my cock an extra teasing little squeeze as she did. And she was right, of course. There was never any doubt about it. If anyone was going to be locked away, imprisoned, caged like an animal, it was going to be me.

Almost numb from shock, I simply looked at it. And Andrea seemed to understand. She gave me a minute to look at it, to take it all in, for my mind to race through all the possibilities this new outrage might demand of me. But I knew that she wouldn’t let me wait forever. Sooner or later, she was going to want me to get inside.

And I genuinely didn’t know what I would say to that.
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