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Back At Their Neighbor’s Place

I could practically see the nervousness radiating off Lisa. And I felt that same nervousness myself, right down in the core of my being. What we had discovered together was something so far outside of what we had ever expected, so at odds with who we thought we were and had always been.

Lisa was right to admit what we could both feel; that our adventure with Andrea had changed the way we felt about sex, even with each other. It was nothing more than the truth. But it was scary, too, because it meant that things were going to change. And change in a way that neither of us could predict and certainly couldn’t control. That was part of the thrill of it, of course. Especially for me. I had never imagined losing control could be so exciting, but I couldn’t deny the way it made me feel. Still, it was enough to make anyone think twice.

The thought of embarking on this new adventure, of doing something so far outside either of our experience, was scary. Bringing someone else into a relationship had the potential to destroy everything we had built together, and even though I never said that directly to Lisa, I knew that she was as aware of that potential as I was.

Of course, if you stake nothing, you win nothing. I was aware of that too. There was nothing intrinsically wrong with the sex we had had together, after our exploration with Andrea. But we both knew it just wasn’t all that great, either. Once you’ve seen the sun, how can you ever then be content with nothing but the moon?

And that was how we found ourselves once again knocking on Andrea’s door.

We didn’t catch her by surprise. She knew we were coming. After that first episode of kinky sex, we had both taken her number, and now we were in the group chat together. Nervously, we had arranged to see her again, and had both been gratified to see that she was more than open to the idea. That just like us, she wanted to play again too.

So we had prepared. For me, admittedly, there wasn’t much to do. I tried to dress as nicely as my limited wardrobe allowed, but I didn’t really feel like it mattered all that much how I looked. It was Lisa and Andrea who were the engines of this, their very different but equally matched beauty the engine behind all of it. Not just for me, because I wanted them both. But certainly for Lisa as well. Like most women, she needed to look sexy in order to feel sexy. And she had done a very competent job of that.

She didn’t let me see her get ready. She just emerged from the bedroom of our apartment fully dressed. But I let her know just how good she looked, let her know exactly the effect she had on me. And even though I knew she was going to need every scrap of her sexual confidence for the night that lay ahead, I didn’t need to exaggerate how I felt.

She was wearing a blue top that closed at the front, held on her shoulders by thin straps that were barely there at all. It was tight enough to show off the shape of her torso, the inward curve of her waist beneath the breasts that stood out under the garment, her cleavage distinctly noticeable and undeniably desirable. Along with the top, she will a simple black skirt, made of some stretchy material that fit tights around her body, clinging to her legs, her hips, her ass, flaunting every curve in a way that could only excite me even more. And along with the skirt, she wore a pair of boots, black, leather, high-heeled, lengthening her legs that had a predictable effect on me.

“You look amazing,” I murmured, and she smiled.

But I could see her nervousness, amazing as she looked. She tugged at her skirt, adjusting it where she stood, sliding her hands over her hips, and I felt a strong urge to do the same. To take that body, so artfully displayed, between my arms and do to her what I almost always wanted to do.

Looking at her now, it seemed ridiculous that I could ever even imagine that sex with such a goddess could be anything less than divine. And really, how spoiled did a guy have to be to want more than her? Lisa was more than enough for any man, a prize I still didn’t fully understand how I had ended up with, and at that particular moment, wanting any more than that just seemed greedy.

At the same time, though, the fact remained that I could have more than that. Our sexy neighbor was waiting just next door, and whatever insane luck had brought us to this point, I knew I couldn’t turn my back on it now just because I was scared. Yes, it all had the potential to go very, very wrong. But at the same time, the potential upside was absolutely enormous. And that was what I tried to focus on as I stared in something close to amazement at my beautiful girlfriend, not understanding how I had managed to be so fortunate but not wasting too much time questioning it, either.

I stood up. Already, my cock was a hard bulge in the front of my pants, swelling toward full erection from the sight of Lisa and the thought of what she was so dressed up for. Because I know, too, that oftentimes, women are more concerned with impressing other women than they are with exciting men. In this particular case, I suspected already, she had amply succeeded at one of those goals. I didn’t doubt that she would do just fine at the other, too.

“Ready?”

She asked me the question, but really, it felt more like she was asking herself. And I was almost as unsure of my own answer as I was of hers. We both wanted this, of course. We wouldn’t have been doing it otherwise. Still, if one or the other of us had decided to back out, I wondered what the other one would say. If she lost her nerve now and said she couldn’t go through with it, I would have to respect her decision. But how would it feel inside? Would I be disappointed, relieved, or some combination of both?

In the end, I never found out. Because nervous as she was, Lisa didn’t back out. She stood there looking at me, looking as sexy as she ever had, her brown eyes glowing with excitement and doubt as they looked into mine, seeing, I knew, the same emotions displayed on my face. But deep down, no matter what fears and doubts we might have, neither of us was willing to let this opportunity slip away.

“Ready,” I said, taking a deep breath in the hope that it might steady my nerves. She smiled faintly as she looked at me, and I put one hand on the small of her back, sliding it down over that tight skirt and feeling the firmness of her ass underneath as I kissed her hard.

Then, we left.

It was no distance at all to Andrea’s apartment. Just a few steps down the empty hallway of our apartment building. We didn’t see anyone else during that short journey, and I was glad of that, without being able to say why. Lisa might be dressed provocatively, but her outfit was hardly indecent. No one seeing us would be able to guess what we were up to. Somehow, though, it felt like they would. As if our kinky desires were written all over our faces, impossible to hide from the world. Luckily, there was no one to see.

The only person who saw us was Andrea. She answered the door soon after we knocked, swinging it wide and letting a broad smile spread across her beautiful face. Somehow, I was never quite ready for her. Even though I knew by now exactly what she looked like, knew just how unmistakably sexy she was. Somehow, I was always at least a little unprepared to see it in the flesh.

She had her usual black-framed glasses on, her long blond hair loose except for a single braid that started at both of her temples and joined the back of her head, falling loosely down over her shoulders with the rest of her hair. Her makeup was careful, designed to make the most of the exquisite features she had been naturally blessed with, making her even more impossibly attractive than she already was. And her outfit was enough to make me groan with desperate desire.

I still remembered the tight black leather pants from last time, of course, the way the smooth shining fabric gripped every inch of her lower body, the way they flaunted every curve. This time, she was wearing a dress, and if it wasn’t leather, it was made of some material just as shiny, just as eye-catching, just as erotic. It fit her like a glove, clinging to the endlessly desirable lines of her body as if it was made just for her, so tight I could see the faint indent of her navel and the negative space between her thighs as she moved. Straps held the dress on her shoulders, the plunging neckline showing off acres of her chest and the bouncing cleavage the dress gave. The tops of the cups of the dress were a close mesh that showed off even more of her amazing boobs, and there were more mesh panels on the sides of the dress, low down on her stomach, close to her hips, offering tantalizing glimpses of the skin below. The dress came down to just above her knees, clinging tightly to her legs, pulling her thighs together in a way that emphasized the incredible hourglass figure, and she had paired it with shiny patent leather stiletto pumps to give her an elegant but undeniably sexy look.

I realized I was staring at her open-mouthed, and quickly pressed my lips together again. But Andrea had already seen. Not that the woman needed an ego boost; her confidence was already almost palpable, seeming to rise from her just as tangibly and just as obviously as nervousness radiated from me and my girlfriend. Still, in the short time I had known Andrea, I knew she wasn’t one to turn down a little bit of adoration. Her smile got just a little bit wider, just a little bit more excited, and already, the sexual tension between the three of us was completely unmissable. It felt strong enough to strip the paint off the walls, strong enough to set off fire alarms, and in some strange way, it felt almost astonishing that the entire building hadn’t noticed, as if they could somehow feel it in the depths of their own apartments, seeping through the walls.

Worried about being caught gawking, I looked over at Lisa, only to see that my girlfriend was every bit as enraptured as I was. And she felt less need to hide it. Her eyes traveled up and down Andrea’s amazing body so beautifully displayed in the tight dress, taking it all in, almost as if she was trying to memorize our neighbor’s look. Far less subtle than I had been, and I had been far from subtle myself.

“Well, hello,” Andrea said in a voice that practically dripped with the promise of sex. “Come in, neighbors.”

She stepped aside, her movements graceful and poised even as the dress and heels she wore made them more difficult. As I watched the way the fabric shone on her body, I thought about the way it emphasized every curve, the way it didn’t seem as if there was a single thing she could say or do or wear that didn’t make her more incredibly sexy, more impossibly arousing. In our apartment, I had thought Lisa almost unbearably sexy, and in her defence, she still was. But Andrea was something else. And even in the depths of my desire and my excitement, I felt a burst of pity for the woman I loved.

After all, I knew that this was exactly what Lisa feared. To be upstaged by a woman who, let’s face it, could upstage just about anyone. A woman who was practically the dictionary definition of beauty, desirability, and sex appeal. A woman who looked like she had been designed by some committee to create the most attractive creature they could. Especially when she was poured into that dress the way she was.

Lisa still couldn’t seem to take her eyes off the other woman as she stepped through the open door into Andrea’s apartment. I followed, my eyes on both women, turning my head from one to the other as I wallowed in my unstoppable lust. Spoiled for choice, spoiled in every way imaginable, not believing my luck even as I enjoyed it, while Andrea closed the door behind us and shut us both into that tiny world of pleasure and bliss.

Lisa’s boots echoed on the wooden floor. So did Andrea’s as she followed us toward the living room. I was surrounded by the two beautiful women, one in front, one behind, and even as my eyes traveled hungrily over Lisa’s body exposed in her revealing outfit, half my mind was on Andrea, the gorgeous goddess just behind me. More than ever now, my cock was throbbing in my pants, the dull beat of pleasure radiating through me as I wondered what came next. Knowing, of course, and I wouldn’t have much say in it. But also, when surrounded by all this beauty, that really didn’t seem so bad.

And then I saw the handcuffs on the coffee table.

It’s not like it surprised me. After what had happened last time, I couldn’t pretend I didn’t know this was coming. I still struggled to admit it to myself, still struggled to acknowledge it, but that didn’t make it any less true. Still, even knowing all that, it was still shocking to see them there. Right there in the middle of an apartment that looked so much like ours, that, apart from the beautiful woman who lived in it, was so ordinary, so pedestrian. The thought of these kinky things going on in such ordinary surroundings was, in its own way, part of the excitement. Because after all, we lived here, among our neighbors, and they would never guess the reality of what our lives have become. I would never have guessed myself until Andrea came along.

“Get naked, slave boy.”

That was Andrea. Always completely comfortable taking control. Always ready to take things to the next level. And a smile that was as worrying as it was beautiful spread across Lisa’s face as she bent over the coffee table and picked up the handcuffs. Turning to me, she let them dangle from one finger, enjoying the feeling of power that had to be flowing through her at that moment. There was no denying that it made her sexier.

I hesitated, but not for long. What else was I there for, if not to give in to their wild whims, to let them take control? This was how they did it. And it was hot, hotter than anything I could imagine. It was, after all, the force that brought us here, the excitement that motivated all three of us. Them in charge, and me struggling to keep up, their confidence growing and making them even more desirable with every command I obeyed.

So there in Andrea’s living room, I took off my clothes. Both women watched, sharing a smile with each other for a moment before turning their attention back to me. Andrea’s dress shone as she crossed her arms under her magnificent boobs, making them rise even more on her chest. Lisa’s hands on her hips emphasized her hourglass figure, the tight skirt growing even tighter as she stood with her feet apart, looking me up and down. Looking at what, until recently, had been hers alone, but she was now more than willing to share with another woman.

I don’t think it was a surprise to anyone when I pulled down my pants and underwear, and my cock sprang out, rock hard and ready in tribute to the two astonishing beauties standing in front of me. But it still got a laugh from both Lisa and Andrea.

And when I was naked, standing over the pile of discarded clothes on the floor at my feet, Lisa stepped forward. She was still holding the handcuffs, and I knew what she was up to, and it was so thrilling to see her take charge, without even needing prompting from Andrea. Even though she had proven herself capable of dominating me in our bedroom, with the other woman watching, it had that edge that we had been missing. That excitement, the thrill. I couldn’t explain why it was different; I just knew that it was. And judging by the glow in her eyes, I suspected that she felt the same way.

Whatever it was that had been missing between us was back now that we were with Andrea again, and the other woman didn’t even need to be doing anything at the moment to add that delicious excitement and kinkiness to the game. All she had to do was be there.

Lisa stood in front of me, gently taking one of my hands in hers. She raised it and placed the steel cuff against my wrist, circling the bracelet around my arm until it clicked into place. Then, still smiling, she stepped around behind me, pulling the cuff along with her and thereby pulling my arm back behind me. It was obvious what she wanted, and as always, I let her do it. I felt the cuff around my other wrist as she locked my hands behind my back, that same incredible feeling of helplessness washing over me, fueling my desire in that mysterious way it always did.

Lisa circled back around me. Her skirt tightened around her legs with every step, and her fingertips trailed over my body, over my side, over my stomach, sinking slowly lower, increasing my anticipation by the second. My attention was fully on her now, even though I hadn’t forgotten beautiful Andrea watching everything. For now, my girlfriend was the centre of my world, the hot heart of all my desires, her control and her growing confidence making her looks even more irresistible, now that there was nothing I could do about it.

Her fingers brushed the base of my cock. It almost leaped in response, throbbing desperately as I let out a shuddering gasp between my teeth. Lisa smiled even more, teasing me with the tips of her fingers as she ran them over my veins, sliding over the shaft, touching my most sensitive spots until I was involuntarily thrusting my hips forward, trying to get more of that touch.

But she knew exactly what she was doing. She knew exactly how to tease me, exactly how much pressure to apply, and how much to leave out. The more I tried to push against her, the more she took her hand away, maintaining that slight, maddening touch, making me feel like I was going to lose my mind with the pleasure and pressure and denial of it all.

Then she stepped away, removing her hand. One boot heel clicked on the floor as she turned toward Andrea.

“He’s desperate for us already.”

“He should be. Too bad for him he’s not going to get what he wants, isn’t it?”

Now was Andrea’s heels I heard clicking on the floor as she stopped across the living room toward me. I turned my head to look at her over my shoulder, watching her breasts bounce in the low-cut neckline of her sexy dress, watching the fabric shine and tighten around her with every step she took, her curvaceous body swaying almost sinuously as she moved toward me, her blue eyes shining behind the lenses of her glasses.

Circling around me, she stood next to Lisa, several inches taller than my girlfriend and, in sky high heels, around my own height. Reaching out, she wrapped her hand around my cock, making me tremble again with repressed desire as she, too, slowly stroked and squeezed. Both women touched me differently, but I couldn’t say that one was more pleasurable than the other. It just felt amazing to be toyed with like that, to be handled like a piece of meat, to feel like I was there only for their amusement, their to do whatever they said.

“Horny boy,” Andrea said, slowly shaking her head as she smiled at me. “Guys are so easy. Look at him. You’d do anything to cum right now, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, and Lisa burst out laughing.

Now, she was shaking her head too, in pure disbelief at what Andrea was revealing. I said the word without thinking, but there was no denying its truth. My cock throbbed and surged in her hand as she gently squeezed it, and I could smell the faint scent of perfume rising off her body, and I longed to bury my face in her magnificent cleavage, to slide my desperate cock between the tight walls of her pussy, feeling almost drunk with lust for both these women, knowing I had no choice but to obey.

“That’s good,” Andrea said, her eyebrows rising over the rims of her glasses as she grinned at me. “That’s a good start. But you’re going to need to prove it. Think you can do that? Think you can be a good boy and do exactly what you’re told?”

“Yes,” I said again. Andrea’s perfect teeth showed between her painted lips as she smiled at me. Never a doubt in her mind. There was something almost wolfish in her smile, beautiful as it was. Because she knew the power she had, and my surrender to her was only demonstrating what she already knew. About me, about men in general, and about the power her beauty gave her.

“Well, we’ll see about that, won’t we? You can start by getting on your knees, where you belong.”

No arguing with her, of course. Besides, I couldn’t argue with what she was saying, really. The proof of my inferiority was right there in the fact that I was already naked and in cuffs, waiting for these women to use me as they saw fit.

So I got down on my knees, the two of them only seeming to grow more beautiful as I looked up at them from a lowly position on the floor, wanting them desperately, knowing that submission was the only chance I had.

“Looks cute down there, doesn’t he?”

“Yeah, he does,” Lisa agreed, never taking her eyes off me as she spoke. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe that is where he belongs.”

“Of course it is. All men belong kneeling at the feet of woman like us. Now, slave, show us you recognize our superiority. Kiss our feet.”

Lisa gasped at Andrea’s words, and I nearly did the same. Of course, this was where the game was always going, following the general pattern of submission and humiliation that had been established on that first meeting. Still, it took me by surprise. And again, as usual, I bristled at her command, part of me rebelling against what she wanted, insisting that I couldn’t give in so easily, couldn’t debase myself like that.

But I had no choice. I was going to have to do what they wanted, not only because it was the only chance I had of pleasure, but also because, with my hands tied behind my back and me completely naked, there was really nothing I could do to stop them. They could do anything to me, and that was the excitement of it all, but I never felt it more keenly than at times like this, when they gave me a command I didn’t particularly want to obey, but felt like I had no choice about.

Andrea’s dress grew even tighter around her legs as she lifted a foot from the floor and placed it on my shoulder. The high heel dug into my skin as she smiled down triumphantly at me, and I couldn’t keep myself staring up her leg, into the darkness under the leather dress she wore, craving that body she was teasing me with.

“Did I stutter?”

“No,” I admitted. No, her instructions were perfectly clear. And I could feel both women watching me, the weight of their expectation on me, their excitement obvious and their cruelty in full flow.

Feeling Lisa watching me, knowing she was never going to forget this, I turned my head toward Andrea’s foot. But as my mouth drew closer, she lifted it away. Her heel clicked back on the floor as she planted her foot down, smoothing her dress over her thighs again.

“No,” she said gently. “Down there, on the floor.”

Lisa laughed again, thoroughly enjoying this spectacle of total humiliation. I felt my cheeks burning with shame as I bent at the waist, leaning down until my face almost almost touched the floor. There were Andrea’s feet right in front of me, the patent leather of her high heel pumps gleaming in the light just like her sexy curves shone under her clinging dress, and humiliated or not, I was breathless with desire, knowing what I had to do.

I heard another gasp, probably from Lisa, as I pressed my lips against the skin of Andrea’s foot displayed by her sexy shoes. I kissed her foot, feeling like an abject loser, and felt her shifting her weight slightly, the bones and tendons moving under the skin.

“And the other one,” she said, still in that same low voice, giving her orders as if it never occurred to her that I might disobey. The worst part was, she was right about that. I didn’t have it in me to fight her or Lisa.

So I moved my face to her other foot, kissing that too, groveling on the floor before this vision of dominant beauty standing above me, my lowly position only making me want her more. And Andrea seemed to know it as she stood above me, her body tightly wrapped in her shining dress, her hands on her hips now, a look of smug cruelty on her beautiful face.

“That’s better,” she said, her voice a low growl now, almost as if she was talking only to herself. “That’s right where a loser like you belongs.”
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