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The Cleanup Girl

I felt frozen with fear. And not the regular doubt and nervousness I normally felt when Andrea had one of her ideas. This was far stronger, far more unignorable.

As I looked at her, kneeling on the bed, her soft skin shining with sweat and her pussy shining with the mingled juices of her and Zach’s pleasure, I knew exactly what she was thinking of. I knew what she had in mind. And most terrifying of all, I knew that if she wanted to make me do something, she would. Even if it disgusted me. Even if it made my stomach churn.

Andrea, and Lisa too, had all the leverage they could possibly need. All the power they could ever want. If a humiliation of this magnitude was what Andrea decided she wanted for me, I didn’t have much doubt that she could make it happen.

So I said nothing. As if, by kneeling there in silence, I could somehow escape her notice. As if I was going to get away with anything. When deep down, I knew all too well that I was an inextricable part of this. Even as they took pleasure in ignoring me, reminding me how insignificant I was, I knew that I was part of the pleasure the girls got out of this. After all, there isn’t much point in being a dominatrix if you don’t have anyone to dominate. But these women had me, their humble groveling slave, and they weren’t going to forget it anytime soon.

But while I kneeled there frozen with fear and doubt, Lisa acted. She slid off the top of the cage and the cushion she was sitting on, the high heels of her boot making contact with the floor. She turned to smile in my direction as she did, her dark eyes traveling over my kneeling body, taking it all in as if to remind herself of the humiliating position I was in. And then, still without saying a word, she walked toward the other woman.

Andrea smiled as she watched Lisa approach. As if this was what she had wanted all along. These two had such a different relationship from the one I had with Andrea. So much gentler, so much more affectionate, so much more fun. That didn’t mean, though, that Andrea wasn’t firmly in charge, all the time. When it came to dominating my girlfriend, she might give her orders with a smile. But that didn’t stop them from being orders.

But for now, she didn’t seem to need to do even that. Lisa appeared more than happy to be her little pet, her sex puppet, and given the way I behaved, I could hardly criticize that. But it didn’t matter how many times I had seen it before. No matter how many times each of us displayed our obedience and willingness to serve this unique woman, it never lost any of its heat. As I watched Lisa, still in her sexy black dress, make her way across the bedroom to where Andrea waited, my heart beat powerfully in my chest. Such a conflicting cocktail of emotions swirled inside me. After all, there was no question that this was sexy. It always was, when Lisa showed this side of herself. This dirty, sexy, slutty side of herself. The side that made her seem to want nothing more than sex with Andrea, just like I did. And out of the two of us, we both knew who had more chance of getting it. Partly because, at least in this instance, Lisa was willing to do what I wasn’t.

“Good girl,” Andrea said in a soft voice as she watched my girlfriend approach. Lisa’s dress rustled as she kneeled down on the floor, right in front of me. Close enough to touch, if I inched forward just a little. But who had told me to do that? Nobody. And the rules of this game had been driven into my head over and over, every time the three of us played together. I didn’t get to do anything I wanted, nothing at all, unless one of the girls told me to. No matter how much I might want it.

And watching me from there like that, watching her slender shoulders move above the corset top of the dress, her dark hair shining like silk, was making me want her very badly indeed. I thought about crawling forward on my knees, about pressing my lips to her shoulder, nuzzling my face against her neck. But I talked myself out of it. It would do no good. All that was likely to do was to make me want her even more, to make me even more desperate for the sex I couldn’t have while these wicked women carry on doing whatever they wanted.

So I watched. Like always, I sat and watched as Andrea moved on the mattress, swinging her legs out from underneath her as she sat down. She inched toward the edge of the bed, and Lisa smiled up at her, her dark glowing eyes practically inviting the other woman forward, practically begging for the privilege of pleasing her. In my mind, I could marvel at it all I wanted, could think about how disgraceful and outrageous it all was. But I couldn’t pretend it didn’t turn me on. Even just watching was driving me crazy, and like always, I didn’t even know which of them I wanted more. Not that it mattered in any case. I wanted them both with a desperate and burning desire that made all these kinky games not only tolerable, but actually enjoyable. And of course, as the girls loved to remind me, it didn’t matter what I liked and wanted anyway. All that really mattered was what they decided to do.

And this, clearly, was what they wanted.

Andrea draped her legs over Lisa’s slender shoulders. Lisa ran her hands over the soft skin, smiling up at our mistress, her face full of the delight of serving a woman like this. As she lowered her head down between Andrea’s legs, the blond woman sighed in pleasure. Her eyelids fluttered as she closed them for a second, but then she opened them again to look directly at me. That same smug smirk on her face. That look of pure pleasure that told me all I needed to know about the joy she felt at taking my girlfriend from me. At doing this not behind my back but right in front of me. Knowing there was nothing I could do to stop her. Knowing I wouldn’t even if I could.

And there was also, along with all the frustration and rage and humiliation and desire, the cowardly feeling of gratitude that it was Lisa, and not me, performing this degrading task. The thought of her tasting another man’s cum sent shockwaves of hatred and jealousy through my body, making me breathless with the pure power of feelings I could barely name, let alone control. But I was glad Andrea hadn’t made me do it. And I hated what that said about me, but that didn’t change anything about what was happening.

The wet sound of Lisa’s service filled the room, the new music of pleasure we were all listening to. Soon, it was joined by Andrea’s voice. Starting as low, faint moans, but we all knew that any minute, it would change into something far more impressive. My girlfriend, who had never eaten pussy a day in her life, was becoming an expert in pleasing Andrea. We all were. Because Andrea was a woman who demanded nothing less.

Behind Andrea, Zach shifted on the bed. My eyes flickered toward him, and it was all I could do to keep a snarl off my face as I watched. When it came to him, my feelings were a lot less conflicted than they were over the women. I wished he wasn’t there, and part of me hated him for getting to do with Andrea what I didn’t. To me, he was nothing more than a prop, just part of the outrageously raunchy spectacle Andrea was putting on. And I suppose, inasmuch as I bothered to think about his experience, I was the same thing to him. All of us, really, serving mainly as a vehicle for Andrea’s pleasure, for her fantasies, for her twisted sense of what was sexy and what she could get away with. Of course, she was always right about that.

Zach crawled toward the edge of the mattress, sitting down next to Andrea to get a better look. To watch my girlfriend slurping his cum out of Andrea’s dripping pussy. We could all hear it. That, and the moans of satisfaction Andrea was making, and even the fainter but still noticeable moans coming out of Lisa too. Drinking down that sticky mixture as if it was the most delicious thing she had ever tasted. Savoring the feelings of humiliation and surrender that I knew had to be washing over her, had to be vibrating in her brain just like they were in mine. Because of course, her humiliation was part of mine, too. The fact I could do nothing to stop what was happening, and the fact that she would never ask me to. All of it throbbed inside my skull like some desperate drumbeat of suffering so wild it turned into pleasure, a pleasure so perfect it starts to hurt.

Lick by lick, Andrea’s excitement grew. And so did Lisa’s enthusiasm. And soon, I could see my girlfriend’s body rocking gently as she moved back and forth, applying herself to the task, the black fabric of her dress shining dully as it stayed wrapped around her torso. Andrea’s body rocked too, moving to the rhythm of pleasure as she thrust her hips forward, trying to get more contact with Lisa’s busy mouth. Her eyes were tight shut now, her fingers showing pale in the dark waves of Lisa’s hair as she gripped the back of her head, pulling her forward, almost crushing her against her. But Lisa wasn’t trying to get away. Far from it. She was completely absorbed in her task now, and I knew how much it turned her on. We all did. We were all so excited by this in our different ways, all so ready and willing to give in to this, even me.

But I knew my place. To watch and be denied, to be frustrated and given no outlet. That was my role in all this, the way these women had decided I would give them pleasure.

It was different for Zach.

For whatever reason, he got what I didn’t. He was deemed worthy of enjoying Andrea’s body, while I wasn’t. And I knew that was part of the game. I knew Andrea wanted me to feel these feelings of inadequacy, of jealousy, of rejection. That was her sadism in full effect, that streak of cruelty that shone in her and added so mysteriously to her undeniable sex appeal. But knowing that it was part of the game didn’t change how it made me feel. I still felt everything I was supposed to, every scrap of that jealousy, that inadequacy, that rejection. Andrea, in the end, always got what she wanted.

As Zach watched the women enjoying each other, it became increasingly clear what he wanted, too.

I wasn’t trying to look at him. I would have been happier if I could have forgotten he was there completely. But that wasn’t possible. Even without looking, I was painfully conscious of his cock getting hard again, his desire rising as he watched Lisa cleaning up the mess he had left inside Andrea. He knew, of course, that I was in no position to do anything about it. He didn’t look at me any more than I looked at him, as if, just like me, he wanted to pretend he was the only man in the room. And it burned me up to know that he considered me no threat to him at all, but after all, he was completely right about that.

Andrea let out another long moan, one hand still gripping Lisa’s head while the other gripped the bedsheets next to her. She tipped her head back as she made the sound, as if she wanted to project it toward the ceiling, wanted all of us to hear it. Knowing her, she probably did. And if her intention was to keep us all turned on, as I guessed it was, it worked only too well.

My own cock was throbbing with desperate desire, all the teasing I had gone through already at night coalescing to drive me crazy with desire, just like the women wanted. But unlike me, Zach was in more of a position to do something about it.

Andrea’s eyes opened as he climbed off the bed. He stepped between me and Lisa, blocking my view of my girlfriend for a moment. I did my best not to look at his obscene cock. As if anyone could fail to notice how erect it was, how excited he was.

My heart fluttered with a new fear as he placed both his hands on her shoulders. I opened my mouth to protest, but no sound came out. I knew there was nothing I could say. And anything I might want to say could only make things worse. Begging, even when Andrea insisted on it, never seemed to get me anywhere. More often than not, it just got me more punishment and humiliation.

Besides, I was painfully aware that I wasn’t dealing with Andrea now. Or not just her, anyway. Zach was an unknown quantity, and I had absolutely no idea how to deal with him. It didn’t feel like there was any way I could stop him from doing whatever he decided to do.

He kneeled down behind Lisa. His hands slid up under her skirt. I cringed and squirmed where I kneeled on the floor, my heart pounding in my chest, outrage flooding my whole body as my blood turned to fire. But before I could say a word, my girlfriend finally lifted her face from between Andrea’s legs. Her eyes blazed as she looked back at the man behind her.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” Zach said, his voice a low growl as she spoke.

Andrea’s eyes snapped open at his words, but for now, she didn’t say anything. She just watched. And Lisa, as happy as she was to submit to the other woman, clearly felt very differently when it came to this man she didn’t even know.

“You absolutely are not,” she said firmly. “Get your fucking hands off me.”

Surprised, Zach lifted his hands away, holding them up at the height of his shoulders as if she had pulled a gun on him. And from her perch on the edge of the bed, looking down at all of us now, Andrea smiled. Was this what she wanted, in some way? She loved bossing Lisa around, there was no doubt about that. But she also clearly loved seeing Lisa take control of me. Andrea’s sexual proclivities were something I had spent a lot of time thinking about, but she still had the ability to take me by surprise. Those dark depths within her were part of what made her so sexy, and certainly, it kept me aroused even as she continued to keep me guessing.

“I have a boyfriend,” Lisa said, slowly and firmly, her dark eyes flickering toward me for just a second before she turned them back on Zach. “I cheat on him with Andrea. Not with you.”

Zach snorted in disbelief, looking up at Andrea as if he expected her to do something about it. As if he wanted her to give Lisa an order and make her give herself to him. And for a heart-stopping moment, I wondered if she would. And if she did, what would Lisa do? It was a strange kind of loyalty she was showing, a bizarre version of fidelity that I had not expected to see from her after everything that had happened between us. Was her desire to be at least sort of faithful to me stronger than her obvious desire to do whatever Andrea said?

My heart hammered in my chest with uncertainty as I waited to find out what would happen, but in the end, Andrea didn’t put it to the test.

“Leave her alone,” she said in a voice that dripped with pleasure and excitement even as she gave her new lover an order. “Get back up here.”

Zach slowly rose to his feet. He looked confused as he stepped past me again, still not looking at me, as if I was just part of the furniture. It was probably easier that way, I thought to myself. I certainly didn’t want to interact with him on any level. But at the same time, my heart throbbed with hope and gratitude as he stepped past me, and I looked at Lisa once again.

All this cruelty and teasing, all this sadism and domination, had made me think that nothing was off the table. I was really starting to feel like nothing more than a slave, just the personal property of these women to do anything they wanted with. And it had started to feel like they would do anything they wanted with each other, too. And maybe anyone else who wanted them.

Apparently, I was wrong about that, and that made my heart swell with gratitude and, yes, love, as strange as that was to acknowledge in the situation I found myself in. This was all about sex, after all, sex and wild desire, not the more tender feelings I had toward my girlfriend. But of course, those were part of the formula too. If I didn’t love her as much as I did, the threat of her infidelity wouldn’t be so painful, and so unbelievably sexy. It wasn’t the first time I felt as if these women understood my kinky desires better than I did. Then again, it was all so opaque to me that maybe everyone understood it better than I did.

Zach moved back toward the bed. Lisa sat back on her knees, turning her eyes toward me, a smile reappearing on her face that shone with the mingled juices of other people. A strange line to draw, maybe. She would willingly eat Zach’s cum out of Andrea’s pussy, would volunteer for it, in fact. But she wouldn’t let him fuck her. Grateful as I was for the way she was splitting hairs, I didn’t question it too closely.

Zach sat down beside Andrea, and she wrapped her arms around him, as if to reassure him that he hadn’t fucked up too badly. Smiling, she pressed her lips against his, kissing him slowly but thoroughly, letting him feel the passion that still vibrated inside her, fueled at least in part by what Lisa had just done to her.

Meanwhile, Lisa stood up. Her lacy ballerina skirt was practically up around her hips now, giving me teasing glimpses of her pussy between her toned thighs as she stepped toward me. But I didn’t need to see it shining with moisture to know that she was aroused. The look in her eyes told me that. And in the situation we were in, how could she be anything else? Yet again, we were going further than ever before, further than either of us had ever imagined. And it felt just as amazing as it always did.

Lisa stood over me, the smirk on her face soon blending into a look of power and authority as she ran her fingers through my hair. Over on the bed, I could still hear Andrea and Zach making out. The wet sound of their lips moving over each other, the whisper of skin on skin as he caressed her body, and she caressed his. It was like we could feel the heat rising off them, the sexual energy expanding in the room we were in and sweeping us all along in its relentless flood. But I had eyes only for my girlfriend in that moment. She looked so divinely sexy, so intoxicating, standing there in her provocative dress with her pussy practically on display, her breasts rising and falling and straining against the corset top of the dress that barely contained them. Her cheeks were flushed with pleasure, her eyes shining almost as much as her lips, and every cell of her body seemed to glow with the excitement of what was still to come, the thrill of being in charge and knowing it. Knowing that, while she might be Andrea’s slut, she was still my mistress.

“Get up.”

As usual, she didn’t yell or bark her orders at me. She gave them in a soft, low voice, as if she knew that they would be obeyed. By now, I suppose, she ought to know that. If I hadn’t found it in me to deny her yet, it seemed unlikely I ever would.

She pulled on my hair as she spoke, and, obedient as ever, I stood up. There was no point resisting her when she was like this. And I didn’t want to. After what she had just done, her refusal to let Zach have her, I felt a ridiculous sense of gratitude toward her. Even though she was putting me through all this, even though she regularly and flagrantly cheated on me with Andrea. Somehow, I felt like I owed her the obedience I was only too happy to give.

With her hand still holding my hair, Lisa pulled me back across the room. Back toward the cage where she had been sitting before she volunteered herself to clean Andrea up. Again, my heart quickened in my chest, that old fear shooting sparks inside me again. In the handcuffs, I was already helpless enough, but the thought of being locked in an even deeper captivity made me even more afraid.

But in the end, that wasn’t what Lisa wanted.

Instead, she turned me around so that my back was to the cage. With her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me down, and I sat on the pillow that she had used previously to protect her ass from the bars. Once I was sitting down, she turned to face the bed.

I looked in the same direction she did. Zach’s hands were all over Andrea’s body, just as we knew they would be. Just as mine would have been, given the slightest opportunity. And those hands traveled over her beautiful body as she rose to her feet. Her skin seemed to shine, every curve of her body so unbelievably enticing as she moved in the air of the bedroom that vibrated, just like it always did, with sexual passion.

She turned her back on Zach. But she wasn’t ignoring him. Instead, she straddled his lap, reaching down underneath herself with one hand to find his cock. He groaned at her touch, and I could imagine all too easily the sensations of pleasure that no doubt flowed through him, the excitement that had to be growing in him by the second, just as it was growing in me.

Andrea lowered herself down onto Zach’s body, moaning softly as she guided his cock inside herself. He wrapped his arms around her waist, holding her close, groaning himself with the powerful sensations of pleasure her tight wet pussy was giving him. We both watched, Lisa and me, as the muscles in her legs tightened, as she pushed herself up and lowered herself back down, riding his cock right in front of us.

It was amazing. The sexiest show imaginable. But Lisa, to my undying gratitude, wasn’t content to watch.

Instead, she did exactly what her mistress was doing. She turned her back on me, the metal hardware at the back of the corset dress shining in the light as she planted her feet on either side of me. Facing Andrea, who was already starting to moan in pure bliss, Lisa reached down and took hold of my cock. Just like Andrea had done, she guided it into herself, and just like Andrea did, she moaned in ecstatic pleasure. And so did I, feeling finally that feeling I had been waiting all night for, that I had been desperately longing for, but it felt, at times, like I would never get.

But now I was getting it. And somehow, it felt even more amazing than I had imagined it, even more blissful than I thought, even though I had had sex with her so many times. Not like this. Never like this.

Gasps and groans of pleasure filled the air, all four of us luxuriating in the powerful feelings of bliss as the women mirrored each other, watching each other riding cock while each of them did the same.

“Who knew you were such a good cleanup slut?”

That was Andrea, of course. She never could help herself. For her, it seemed, there was just about no sexual experience that couldn’t be improved upon, that couldn’t have an extra little edge added to it. Don’t think I’m complaining. It was undeniably part of what made her so incredibly attractive.

“I’ll have to have you do that more often. Seems like it got us both going.”

Lisa laughed at that, and as she did, I groaned. The laugh seemed to make her pussy contract around me, tightening the feeling of her sex gripping me and making the sensations even more powerful, even more delicious.

“I guess it did.”

Lisa was breathless as she spoke, her boobs bouncing in the tight confines of the corset dress as she bounced up and down on top of me. The rhythm getting faster and faster all the time, her legs shaking on either side of mine as she surrendered to pleasure. It was exactly the same for Andrea. As dominant and powerful and in control as both women always seemed, it was clear they were both losing their composure, and none of us wanted anything else.

“Well that’s a new job for you, then. My cleanup slut. Whenever I’m having a good time with a man in my bed, instead of listening through the wall and being all jealous, you can come over and clean him out of me when we’re done. And your pussy boyfriend won’t be able to do anything about it.”

Lisa let out a bark of laughter that turned immediately into a wild cry of pleasure. And Andrea’s own ecstatic shout soon followed. Both women losing themselves in the powerful rush of orgasm, forgetting everything else as they surrendered, once again, to kinky bliss.
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