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A Cheating Girlfriend Comes Home

At some late hour, I heard the door of our apartment click open again. I heard the sound of high heels clicking on the floor, but that didn’t tell me much. I took a deep breath, trying as best I could to prepare myself for what couldn’t really be prepared for.

But when I saw it was Lisa standing in the open doorway of the bedroom, I let out that breath in a long sigh of relief and gratitude.

She looked amazing, of course. She was still locked into her corset, the tight lingerie sculpting her already incredible figure into a perfect hourglass shape that sent a familiar wave of sexual desire through me. At some point, someone had released her hands, but she was still wearing the cuffs around her wrists that let her be tied up at any point. Her dark hair was a tangled mess, her makeup smeared and smudged on her face. I tried, without much success, not to imagine what might have happened to have caused that. How many people might have kissed her or made her do things with her mouth that didn’t bare describing.

She was dressed just the way she had been when I took her over there, but there was no mistaking the change in her. There was no mistaking the glow of satisfaction that seemed to rise off her, the tarnished excitement and fatigue that battled with satisfaction to tell me the kind of night she had had without her needing to say a word.

And of course, I already knew. I knew when I took over there what was going to happen. But at the same time, I wasn’t surprised to find that didn’t really change anything. Seeing it for myself was a whole different ballgame. An entirely new lesson in shame and disgrace and humiliation.

“Hi,” she said softly, stepping into the bedroom. As if she was checking to see if I was still awake. As if there was any possibility of me falling asleep while she was next door, doing God knows what with God knows who. But as she got closer, she saw the state I was in. Tied to the bed, helpless and horny, staring up at her with an expression on my face that I could only imagine.

Her dark eyes flickered over me, taking it all in. And then, true to her newfound sexual cruelty, she burst out laughing.

“What happened to you?”

Andrea tied me up,” I said, feeling a little defensive after her laughter.

“Of course she did,” Lisa said with a devious little smile. But there was admiration in that smile too. There was something indulgent in her expression when she thought of the gorgeous mistress who lived next door, who put us through these outrageous things and never seemed to have a shred of doubt about what she was doing.

Lisa sat down on the bed, letting out a little sigh of weariness. After everything that had happened, even with this almost unbearable desire boiling inside me, I felt a spasm of pity in my heart for her. She must be exhausted. Yeah, tired out from cheating on you, part of my brain rebelled. But I only had to remember who had taken her like a dog on a leash over the in the first place I might feel like the injured or aggrieved party, but one thing I wasn’t in all this was innocent. That was part of the genius of Andrea’s kinky and devious plan. None of us got away with being innocent victims. All of us were implicated.

“These aren’t Andrea’s.”

The boning of Lisa’s tightly-laced corset creaked as she leaned over me, picking up the green panties that lay on the mattress beside my head, when they had slid off my face during the night. She held them up above me, examining them critically. I cringed. Even though I knew my girlfriend probably had even wilder stories to tell me about her own degradation and sexual humiliation. That didn’t make it any easier to speak of mine.

But I wasn’t going to get away with silence. If this thing worked at all, it had to be based on honesty and openness. That was all that made it any different from regular old-fashioned cheating.

“Yeah, they belong to this woman. I didn’t catch her name. She came over with her boyfriend, and they fucked in front of me.”

Lisa burst out laughing, pressing her hand to her mouth as her sounds of amusement burst out of her. I cringed again, but tried not to let her see my discomfort as I watched her. God, she was so beautiful. So teasingly lovely as she sat there on the edge of the bed, still dressed for sex but finally worn out by it. Finally, all was quiet in the apartment building now, the party next door finally finished, our dominant mistress finally done using my girlfriend and me, and I didn’t know how Lisa felt after what had clearly been an absolutely exhausting night. But I knew how I felt. And with my cock throbbing from between my legs like it was, it was obvious that Lisa could guess, too.

I wanted more. More of this humiliation, more of this disgrace. More of whatever I could get, whatever Andrea would decide to give me. Addicted, just like always. Completely hooked on what felt, at times, like my own destruction.

“Oh yeah, I guess I heard about that,” Lisa said with a chuckle. “Poor baby. That must’ve been so frustrating for you.”

But no matter what her words said, it was hard to believe her expression of sympathy. Especially when she had that cruel little smile on her face. In her own way, she loved this just as much as Andrea did. Maybe she wasn’t a natural dominatrix like our neighbor was, but she was an excellent student. Because she wanted to be. She loved submitting, giving up control, letting someone else take charge. And clearly, from the look on her face, it was obvious that she had enjoyed being used the way she had that night, being nothing more than a sex pet for a group of strangers. But also, she loved this. She loved being in control of me, if no one else. As if everyone else got to do whatever they wanted with her, and I alone had to do what she said.

Because we both knew that I would. We both knew how little I could resist her. And she took such pleasure in the sexual power she had over me, but didn’t seem to exercise with anyone else.

Maybe, in some weird sense, it was better that way. At least it was something left that was just for the two of us, that wasn’t about Andrea or anyone else. Pathetic, maybe, if that was all I had left. But she knew I would take what I could get.

“Doesn’t look like you exactly hated it, though.”

Lisa was still holding the green panties in her hand, and as she smiled at my swollen cock, she wrapped the fabric around my shaft. I groaned as she stroked me, jerking me off with the panties of a stranger, still damp from the sex I had been forced to watch and denied. My head was spinning, every moment of this wild night bringing me fresh torture and humiliation, as if everyone somehow knew exactly what to do to drive me crazy. Well, Lisa certainly did. After all, she had learned from the absolute best.

“Was she pretty?”

“Who?”

I was so overcome with receiving desire that I didn’t immediately understand who Lisa was talking about. That made her chuckle again.

“This girl, whoever she was, who made you watch her fuck. Was she sexy? Did you want her?”

Once upon a time, I might have been more careful with my answer. I might have suspected some kind of trap. But not anymore. After all, look at how Lisa had spent her night. It wouldn’t be true to say that the two of us were past jealousy. After all, jealousy was the fearsome engine that kept us doing this, that made this game the wild and kinky thrill that it was. But after she had spent the night being used as a sex slave by multiple strangers, she had no right to be jealous of my attraction to any other women, and I was no longer afraid that she would be. I just told the truth.

“She was hot, I guess, in her own way,” I said. “Not like you though. Not like Andrea.”

Lisa chuckled again, continuing to stroke me with the other woman’s panties.

“Good answer. Must’ve driven you crazy, though. Everyone gets to have sex except my poor little cuck.”

I could almost hear the change in her voice. There was a certain tone she had at times like this, a teasing, mocking, singsong quality to her voice. It drove me crazy, but it turned me on at the same time. And how many recent experiences could that be accurately said of?

“I think I like you like this,” Lisa went on in that same singsong voice. “All helpless and horny. It’s going to make it a lot easier to tell you my story of what happened at the party, knowing you can’t do anything. Knowing you just have to sit there and listen..”

“Yeah, tell me what happened,” I said, and I didn’t even really try to hide the desperation in my voice. Lisa heard it, and it only added to her smile, her sense of joy and power and possibility, her knowledge that, no matter what might’ve happened, she had me exactly and helplessly where she wanted me.

“You want to hear all about it, don’t you, you desperate little cuck? Well, I’ll tell you. But not tonight. I’m too tired, and I just want to go to sleep.”

Looking up at her, I blinked in surprise. I don’t know what I had expected. Certainly, I knew I shouldn’t be surprised at any kind of cruelty and teasing from a woman who loved nothing more than that. Still, I couldn’t help having hopes and dreams and preferences of the way things would go, and this wasn’t it. And of course, I knew that that was the point. That part of the fun, for Lisa, was denying me what I wanted. After all, that was the whole point. That she was in charge, she called the shots, and all I could do was give her what she wanted. That didn’t make it necessarily any easier to take, though.

“But don’t say I never give you anything,” she added. And she smiled down at me as she moved her hand faster, sliding those wet panties more quickly up and down my throbbing shaft. I groaned in a mixture of pleasure and despair. Because as good as this felt, it wasn’t what I really wanted. What I wanted was her. That incredible body that she had been giving away to practically anyone else, that she had ceded all control over for a single night, for the pleasure of strangers, but now was not going to let me have. All part of the game, I knew. All part of the tees. And all of it brutally hard to take, impossible to accept even as it happened to me.

And all the same, relentlessly, remorselessly, the pleasure and the pressure kept rising. The movements of her hand and the panties they held driving me quickly to a fever pitch of desire. Lisa grinned down at me, that pretty face enough all by itself to fuel my dreams, even without the amazing body that went with it, tightly laced into her sexy corset with every cell of her seeming to vibrate with both the memory of wild sex, and the promise of more to come.

“You like that, don’t you, cuck? I’ll have to tell her about this. Tiffany, I think her name was. I’ll have to tell her how my loser boyfriend blew a load in her panties. Are you thinking about her? Or me?”

“You, Lisa,” I panted.

Again, I was telling only the truth. With her leaning over me like that, still dressed the way she was, every curve of her gorgeous body on full display, it was impossible to think of anyone else.

That didn’t mean, of course, that stray images of others didn’t come to me from time to time. I thought of Tiffany, if that was the name, the memory of those big boobs slapping against my face while she moaned in pleasure adding an extra humiliating thrill to my situation. I thought of Andrea too, all the moans and gasps of pleasure I had heard out of that vixen over the past few weeks, all of them vibrating in my head until there was nothing but a mess of complicated desire and feelings that should have been negative but somehow only added to my sexual excitement. It was straightforward, but none of it was clear, and the only thing that was simple was the motion of her hand up and down my cock and the pleasure she gave me with every stroke.

And of course, being handled like this had its own humiliating edge. It was so easy for her to have my body in convulsions, so easy to make me moan and squirm and writhe to her touch. Her breasts swelled in the tight confines of the corset as she breathed, and I watched those tempting curves move, and I felt just as helpless as ever. Just as horny, just as turned on, just as completely desperate for this woman I loved, this woman who had once been only my girlfriend, but now was my cruel, teasing, unbelievably sexy dominant mistress as well.

My cock, wrapped in Tiffany’s panties, surged with the familiar swell of pleasure. My heart beat fast in my chest, knowing what was coming. Of course, Lisa knew too. That smile never left her face as she beamed down at me, enjoying her control even as, for once, she granted me pleasure instead of denying it. It was still all up to her, just like it always was, and when it came to us, she never wanted it any other way. She loved every minute of it. Couldn’t get enough of it. The look on her face, the excitement in her eyes, and the way her body moved above me left absolutely no room for doubt about that.

“Cum for me then, cuck,” she sneered, those glowing eyes looking down into mine the whole time. “Shoot your little load while you think about all the sex everyone except you had tonight. God, I’m so worn out. I don’t think I’ve ever come so much or so hard before that I did tonight, with Andrea and her friends.”

It wouldn’t be fair to myself to say that that was what did it. What did it was the ongoing tease, the play of her skilled hand and the feel of the wet panties against my shaft. That, and the long relentless teasing I had been subjected to by her, by Andrea, by Tiffany and her boyfriend. All of it. The noises next door, and the fearful knowledge of what was happening, with my consent. The shame of it all, the agony, the ecstasy. All of it combined to push me over the brink. But that was when it happened. Right as she said those teasing words, I exploded in a powerful orgasm, and she giggled with obvious glee, delighted by what she had done to me, as if there was ever any doubt. As if she didn’t know, perfectly well, how sexy she was, how desperately attracted I was not just to her beauty, but also to this unbelievable cruelty of hers.

“Good cuck,” she had condescendingly as her hand continued to move unselfishly, draining me of every pearl of pleasure. “That’s a good boy. Maybe that will help you sleep.”

Carefully, as if cleaning up a favorite tool before putting it away, she used the discarded panties to wipe up every drop of my cum. Then, she tossed them carelessly onto the bedroom floor. With a sigh, she laid down on the bed beside me, draping an arm over my chest. Her eyes already closed, she leaned in close to me, her blind lips finding mine so that she could kiss me. Then, her beautiful body pressed against mine, still wearing the tight corset that appeared to still be locked onto her, she lay on her pillow. Almost at once, her breathing slowed, settling into a steady, sleepy rhythm.

“Hey! You’re just going to leave me like this.?”

Her brow furrowed slightly, but she didn’t open her eyes.

“Yes, cuck,” she said in a voice that was already thick with sleep, with a faint tone of annoyance in her words. “I don’t want you getting any ideas in the night and touching yourself. And I don’t want you getting mad and waking me up to talk about what happened. Just let me sleep. Then, in the morning, you’ll hear all about my little adventure. But you won’t be able to do a single thing about it.”

And with that, she simply went to sleep. As if what was happening was no big deal, as it was perfectly normal to treat her boyfriend, a man she said she loved, like this.

I know how it works by now. I know that the cruelty and the dismissiveness is all part of the thrill. But it still gets me sometimes. It still startles me, the way she feels comfortable treating me, the high-handed way she sometimes deals with me. Because she knows it turns me on. She knows it’s part of what makes her the goddess that she is.

I lay there, angry, feeling sorry for myself. When did that ever change anything? Lisa, like always, was going to do whatever she wanted. She was going to treat me however she felt like treating me. I, like always, was going to allow it. I, like always, had no other choice.

So I lay there in the dark, listening to her slow breathing, wishing, at least a little, that things were other than they were. But there’s no arguing with reality, and there’s no arguing with a woman who knows the power of her beauty. I was going to stay there, horny and frustrated, all night long, until my dominant girlfriend decided to free me.

I dozed off at some point. I don’t even have a vague idea of what time it was, but it must’ve been very late, because it was already late when Lisa came home. And for obvious reasons, my dreams were wild, haunted by images of my girlfriend and other women performing the most outrageous sex acts, some of them, probably, physically impossible. But when I woke up, the reality was hardly any less wild than the dreams I had had.

I was sore from lying in the same position all night. The scarf Andrea had used to tie me in place was digging into my wrists, making them feel bruised. But my cock seemed tireless. Maybe it had gone soft while I was asleep. Maybe not. Either way, it was fully hard when I woke up, ready to greet the day with its usual insistence, its usual stubborn demand for sex that could never possibly be realized enough to satisfy me, after what I had been through.

Lisa wasn’t there. Tied to the bed, I listened. I heard her moving around in our apartment, and I felt some relief at that. After all, she had proven herself capable of just about anything. If she had been next door with Andrea again, I wouldn’t have been surprised. And I was glad to know that she was there with me, even if, for now at least, I couldn’t do what I wanted with her.

I heard her walking back to the bedroom. No longer wearing her slutty high heels from last night, her footsteps were a lot quieter on the floor. But in the near-silence of our apartment, it was still possible to track exactly where she was. When she appeared in the open doorway of the bedroom, I looked at her, and felt again that flood of desire that always washed over me whenever I saw her.

She was still wearing the corset. In the bright light of day, her appearance was even more dramatic. That outfit was scandalous enough at nighttime, but in daylight, it was even more arresting. Even more arousing, maybe.

She had removed her skirt, too, and pulled on a pair of plain black panties. She had removed last night’s heavy makeup and fixed her hair. Locked into the corset, she couldn’t shower. Something of last night’s wild debauchery still clung to her, still making her look beautiful and sexy and almost intolerably desirable.

She had a cup of coffee in each hand, and she smiled at me as she walked across the bedroom, setting one down on the bedside table.

“Good morning,” she said. “How did you sleep?”

“Terribly.”

She laughed at that. Carefully, she climbed onto the bed one knee at a time, shuffling toward me.

“I figured. I made you some coffee. It’s only half full.”

She kneeled beside me, and I raised my head as far as the bondage I was in would allow so that she could press the warm mug to my lips. I took a couple of sips, and she set it down on the bedside table next to hers, taking a drink from her own cup.

“Any chance of you untying me now? I need the bathroom, and I figure I’ve waited long enough.”

Lisa smiled, and shook her head slowly.

“That’s not really up to you, is it, cuck? You stay tied until I decide to let you go. And I don’t think I’m ready to do that just yet. There’s a lot more fun I can still have with you.”

I groaned as I let my head fall back on the pillow behind me. Lisa simply laughed. It was all a game, of course, and she was playing her role beautifully. But sometimes, it didn’t feel like a game. Sometimes, it felt unbelievably, almost unbearably real. This was one of those times. Because I was, in fact, her prisoner. I couldn’t free myself; only she could do that. And she didn’t intend to.

“This is so much fun,” she beamed. Then she took another swig of coffee, setting her cup down again when she was finished. Every time she moved, I couldn’t keep myself from looking at those beautiful breasts packed into her corset, pushed high on her chest by the tightness of the garment that so beautifully emphasized her irresistible curves. She was so gorgeous, it wasn’t even fair, and she was addicted to the power it gave her over me.

She rose up on her knees next to me. One hand ran over my chest, and the other reached for my cock. I groaned and squirmed to her touch, making her laugh again, and as she looked me over, her desperate, horny prisoner, I could see the thrill of control she felt. I could see that familiar look shining in her eyes, that look of control and possession and power that I couldn’t help but find almost unspeakably sexy.

She stroked me slowly, as if savoring the sounds of my moans of desperation. And then, releasing my cock, she reached for her panties. I watched, almost breathless with that same irresistible desire, as she pulled her underwear down, her hips swaying from side to side as she did. She exposed her pussy to me, and I stared up at it with unconcealed desperation, with all the wild desire she never failed to inspire in me, obsessed with her as I seemed to be now, obsessed with the crazy things she put me through.

Pulling her panties off her feet, she threw them carelessly to the bedroom floor. The corset creaked, and her breasts bounced inside it as she climbed on top of me, the bare skin of her legs sliding over the skin on my chest until she was straddling my head. Her pussy was right in front of my face now, and the glistening shine of her swollen lips told me everything I needed to know, in case it wasn’t already abundantly clear.

“That was amazing, what happened last night. You can’t wait to hear all about it, can you, cuck?”

Playfully, Lisa gave my ribs a little kick with one leg, not much more than a light tap of her bare foot. I stared up at her, her pussy, her thighs, her narrow waist, the delightful swell of her cleavage, and my cock raged just like always, demanding pleasure from this woman that was never enough, no matter how many times I got it.

“No, Lisa, I can’t.”

“Yeah? Want to know what a slut your girlfriend was? Then beg me.”

She wasn’t joking. She might be smiling that evil little smile that was a regular fixture of the games we played together. But I knew she was serious. Her ego once again fully in control, her newfound sexual sadism getting the better of both of us all over again. Because she knew she held all the cards. She knew she could make me do whatever she wanted. That was what turned us both on.

“Please, Lisa,” I said, partially despising myself for my cowardice and weakness but knowing all the time that I was going to surrender everything to her. “Please tell me what happened.”

“Maybe. After you make me cum.”

Then she shuffled forward on her knees, spreading her legs on either side of my head and lowering her pussy down to my mouth.

I knew my role. I know exactly what was required of me. I licked her cheating pussy as she straddled my face, gripping the headboard I was tied to, her slow stream of gasps and sighs gradually turning into longer moans of pleasure. With my cock raging and completely ignored, I slid my tongue into her dripping and well-used slit, my only reward the noises of ecstasy she made and the sight of her beautiful body contorting above me as waves of pleasure washed over her.

I ate her to orgasm. As I did, I wondered exactly what I was tasting, along with her juices. I still had no idea what she had done the night before, whether she had cheated on me, and how, and with who. But for now, I had no choice. I was a pleasure slave, just like she had been for Andrea and her friends next door the previous night.

Her climax came with a great shuddering shout. And then, smiling, Lisa climbed off my face to sit on the mattress beside me.

“Good cuck,” she beamed. “Okay. Here’s what happened.”
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