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Date Night Surprise

The hours passed unbelievably slowly. Almost painfully, as if time was made of shards of broken glass that I was being dragged along, inch by inch. Lisa’s absence was like a strange kind of negative presence, as if she was everywhere now that she wasn’t here, and I couldn’t stop my mind from endlessly circling that sore spot, turning over and over what had happened and what was going to happen, as if thinking could possibly change the outcome.

It felt like fear. Fear of what might lie ahead, of what might happen next. Knowing, as I knew all too well, that whatever happened, I would be unable to control it, unable to stop it. Maybe unwilling, too. So far, that had been the weakness these women exploited in me, and it worked so well for them, it didn’t seem that they had any reason to ever stop.

With Lisa gone, I wandered around the house aimlessly for a while. I couldn’t focus on anything. Over and over again, my mind turned to thoughts of what the two of them might be doing, of where this might be going. And every time that happened, I bristled with shame.

My girlfriend was out on a date with someone else. And it turned me on. After all, I wanted Andrea just as badly as Lisa did, but only one of us, it seemed, was going to get her that night. Jealousy and frustration echoed like cannon blasts in my conflicted heart, and all the time, inside, I felt the burning of desperate arousal.

She looked so sexy when she left. I don’t think she had ever worn anything that provocative in public before. She was dressed up to show off all of her best assets, the tight dress and high heels flaunting every curve. It made me want her so badly. And I knew that was what she wanted. But it wasn’t just that. She wanted to impress Andrea too. I couldn’t ignore the fact that she was dressing and behaving for this other woman in a way that she never did for me, no matter how much I might have wanted it. As if she wanted Andrea more than me. As if Andrea excited her in ways I never could. And I knew that was true, and I was hardly surprised. After all, you only had to look at her. Besides, it wasn’t just her looks. It was her mind, too, her wild, sexy, aggressive personality.

No, it didn’t surprise me that my girlfriend wanted this woman more than she wanted me. But it hurt.

And it was supposed to. I knew that, too. I knew that, in its own perverse way, this was all part of it. Part of the excitement they felt, part of the lust they had for each other. It teased and disgraced and humiliated me, and they wanted that. They wanted me to feel all those negative emotions, to be practically boiling alive with them, just like I was. They could have their cake and eat it, too. They could go out on a date together, my formerly straight girlfriend seemingly more and more into this other woman with every day that passed. And no matter what they did or where they went, they would know that I was at home waiting for them. Thinking about them. Desperate for what I couldn’t have, for them, for the amazing bodies that I only occasionally got to enjoy, and even then, only at the price of my total humiliation.

It was so hot. It was so hot I could barely stand it, so hot that it made me breathless just to think about it. So hot that I couldn’t resist the urge to jerk off thinking about them. Lying there alone in my bed, wondering where they were and what they were doing, never doubting they were having a fantastic time and wondering if they were laughing at me while they did.

I could see it all so clearly in my mind, as if it was happening right in front of me. Lisa in the practically unbearably sexy outfit I had dressed her in, and Andrea wearing – well, it didn’t really matter. Whatever Andrea was wearing, I knew, would be almost painfully sexy. Part of me wanted nothing more than to see her, but the more rational part knew that if I did, it would probably only add to my suffering. Then again, maybe that was what I wanted, too. Lisa, straight or not, was acting like she was addicted to our beautiful next-door neighbor, and I had to acknowledge that I was behaving as if I was addicted to the pain of it. The teasing, the humiliation. The wild rush of surrendering control and letting these women treat me however they felt like.

Masturbation could only partly relieve my intense desire, and never for long. No matter what I tried to do, I couldn’t get my mind off them, and I knew that if they could see the way I was struggling in their absence, it would only amuse them more. It would only delight them even more, another unnecessary reminder of their unstoppable, irresistible power, another expression of their beauty and sex appeal that let them get away with treating me like this, that made me enjoy it.

So I waited, just like they wanted. I waited and longed and suffered, all for them, while they, presumably, had a wonderful time on their big night out.

When I heard it first, I couldn’t be sure that I had heard anything at all. A muted voice in the hallway of the apartment building, late at night; the sound of someone trying to be quiet. A door opening and closing. Then silence, for a while. A silence long enough to make me doubt what I was starting to hope as I looked at the clock and saw it was past midnight.

But then, I heard something else. A female voice, softened by the wall between us, but unmistakably there. I couldn’t make out any words, couldn’t tell who it was. But there was no question that it was coming from Andrea’s apartment.

I waited again, barely daring to breathe. Desperate to hear that sound again, or any others like it, even though I knew it was only making me suffer more. And after a while, I heard it again. Another female voice, and then another.

As I listened hard, I started to detect the rhythm that made my cock throb all over again. Sex. It sounded like sex. And I remembered that first time we heard Andrea’s voice raised in pleasure, coming through the wall of our apartment, and how it had annoyed Lisa. How it had thrown our own lack of sex into stark relief, reminding us of the drought we hardly dared to discuss with each other. The drought was definitely over now. But more for her, apparently, than for me.

I stood up. Moving as if on autopilot, I pressed my ear to the wall. I could hear things more clearly now, and if I had had any doubt about what was happening, it quickly vanished. I couldn’t tell which of them was moaning in pleasure. At this distance, with the wall in the way, both their voices sounded similar when singing that old song of pleasure. But they were having sex. No doubt about that. And I cringed as I stood there with my ear pressed to the wall, listening to every moment even though it hurt me, unable to even think about tearing myself away from this latest exhibition of female sexual selfishness and power.

And then, my blood suddenly ran cold, my heart seeming to freeze in my chest. The truth was, I had expected some of this, or something like this. That didn’t mean I knew what to do about it, or really believed there was anything I could do about it. This was, after all, the game that we played, the arrangement the three of us had come to.

But what made my heart turned to stone in my chest was the low rumble of a man’s voice in the apartment next door.

Terror bloomed inside me. Primal, powerful, impossible to ignore. Strong enough, in fact, to overwhelm the twisted desire that, until that moment, had been the strongest component in the cocktail of emotions swirling around in my skull. The fact that my girlfriend cheated on me with Andrea was a sore spot, a constant humiliation, the most potent expression yet of my inferiority to these women. But it was also the sexiest thing I knew.

But the thought of her with another man? That made me feel sick.

Again, I moved practically on autopilot, not even thinking about what I was doing. Just acting. I stormed out of our apartment, the door swinging shut behind me as I walked the few quick steps to where Andrea lived. I pounded on the door, the world around me already seeming to sink into a red mist of rage and fury as I tried, the best I could, to prepare myself for what I might be about to find.

From the other side of the door, I heard footsteps. The sounds of sex had stopped now, my intrusion shattering whatever blissful experience had been going on in the apartment. The footsteps came closer, and the door swung open, and my heart stumbled another clumsy step in my chest as I saw Lisa standing there in front of me.

She looked just as I remembered her, just as she had looked when she went out for her date in that sexy dress. But somehow, even though it seemed I had thought of almost nothing else while she was gone, it was almost like I had forgotten just how good she looked. Maybe it was impossible to keep her completely in mind in the full glory of how she was, in the full wild rush of her barely believable beauty.

Her dark hair fell in soft waves almost down to her shoulders, bared by that sexy dress. Between her made-up eyelashes, her eyes sparkled. When she saw me, I saw her lips lift at the corners into a smile, and her breasts rose invitingly in the corset top of the dress she was wearing. She was still wearing those sexy ankle boots, too, and as she stood there in the doorway, swinging the door wide like she wanted me to get a better look, my eyes traveled again over every enticing curve of her incredible body. Fear might’ve dampened my arousal, but now it came roaring back, my heart beating hard in my chest as I looked at her like I had never seen her before, like I would never see her again. As if all that mattered was seeing and appreciating that nearly unbearable beauty all over again, desperate to take it in any way I could.

And at the same time, relief washed over me. She was still dressed. Maybe those noises of female pleasure coming from Andrea’s bedroom hadn’t been her.

“Hi, babe,” Lisa said, her tone as casual as if she had just come back from the grocery store, instead of from a date with someone else. “What’s up?”

It was hard to talk to her when she looked like this. Frankly, looking at her made it hard to focus on anything except those incredible looks. Desire has a way of eclipsing everything else, and the longer I stood there looking at her magnificent body, the more my worries melted away. Cheating on me with Andrea was one thing. It was the thought of her cheating with another man that really horrified me. If that wasn’t the case, then this wasn’t the disaster I had feared, and my mind could turn back to more pleasant ideas. Including, primarily, the thought of being with Lisa again.

“What’s up? What’s up in here?”

Lisa’s smile only grew as she looked at me. There was an unmistakable devious delight in her expression. She could act as cool as she wanted, and I knew that that was part of her dominatrix persona. But she couldn’t hide how excited she was. She couldn’t mask how much she was enjoying this, how much she loved my doubt and uncertainty, and she reveled in having more power over me.

“We’re just having some fun,” she said. “Andrea met someone at the bar.”

As if on cue, I heard laughter coming from the bedroom. Andrea’s laughter. Reacting to something another had said, probably, instead of what Lisa was saying. Still, I knew it didn’t really matter. If Andrea could’ve seen me in that moment, in all my doubt and fear, I knew she would find that hilarious, too.

“But you’re not…?”

I didn’t finish the question. I didn’t need to. Lisa beamed at me now, a smile spreading across her beautiful face to light it up even more with the obvious excitement she felt.

“Come in,” she said.

She didn’t wait for an answer. She pushed the door open even wider, then turned, that lacy skirt seeming to whisper around her hips and thighs as she moved. As I followed her to Andrea’s apartment, closing the door behind me, I couldn’t take my eyes off the way her legs looked. The slender high heels she balanced so gracefully on emphasized every muscle, every long line, and I almost shivered as I remembered shaving her legs in the bathroom, and where that had led.

Lisa seemed to glide along on those heels that looked like weapons, as if she was born to be the dominant goddess she was now, but I knew the truth. Even just a few weeks ago, her being like this would’ve been completely unthinkable. But that was all before she met Andrea. Now, she wore outfits like this and went on dates with other people and did whatever the hell she wanted. And I loved her for it.

I loved her before all this started, but now, it was more intense, somehow. More ferocious. The way I felt about to now made my old feelings pale by comparison. I still loved her just as much as I always had, but I wanted her more than ever. And seeing this unexpected kinky, dominant, naughty side to her made it feel almost like she was someone else. Like I had two of her. The woman I had always known and loved, and now, more and more frequently these days, the kinky mistress whose body I wanted to worship, any time she gave me the chance.

Reaching Andrea’s living room, Lisa turned. Her short skirt whirled in a circle around her, showing off more of those shapely legs, and her breasts heaved again in the corset. She looked so pleased with herself, so delighted with the way things were going. And I still felt uncertain. But as I heard the soft moan of a woman’s voice coming from the bedroom, I was reassured again. It was Andrea, not Lisa, playing with someone else. Better than the alternative.

“Sit down.”

Lisa pointed to the sofa as she spoke. She spoke softly, not barking orders. Just saying it as if it was obvious, as if it was the only reasonable course of action. And that was how I took it. I just did it, without thinking too much about what exactly I was doing. Obedience to her and to our neighbor was starting to become practically a habit. Probably that was exactly what they wanted, the training they had always intended to give me. Well, you can’t argue with results.

I sat, and for a moment, Lisa paused. In the silence that followed, all we heard was the sound of Andrea entertaining her lover in the next room. Now, I could hear her gasps and moans of pleasure more clearly, along with his rhythmic grunting, and as I watched, as Lisa tilted her head to one side, listening, I felt another surge of jealousy. I was glad it wasn’t her with another man, glad it was Andrea instead. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t jealous. I wanted Andrea just as badly as I wanted Lisa, the only difference being that I loved one woman, and was simply wildly in lust with the other. Andrea had never promised to be exclusive to me, or to Lisa. That didn’t mean I wasn’t bitterly jealous of any man who got to have her.

“Were you scared I was cheating on you?”

“Yes.”

I didn’t hesitate to tell her, not even a little. After all, there was no point denying it. And Lisa laughed out loud, as if what I had said was funny. But it was simply the truth. The thought of it terrified me, and the relief I felt now was part of the unbelievable intoxication that went hand-in-hand with her beauty and my irresistible desire for her.

“And you don’t want that?”

I stared at my girlfriend in astonishment.

“Of course not,” I said. Lisa blinked.

“But you don’t seem to mind when it’s with Andrea.”

I squirmed a little in my seat. Part of me knew she was right. It wasn’t like the thought hadn’t crossed my mind. And it wasn’t as if my feelings on the subject were all that clear-cut anyway. The things she did with Andrea did bother me, did scare me, did make me feel inadequate. It was just that they turned me on too. Was that enough to make them okay? I guessed only I could decide that. And I was still struggling to wrap my head around it. But all the same, I didn’t want them to stop.

“That’s different.”

“Why? Because she’s a girl?”

“I guess so.”

There was no question that my obvious discomfort was making Lisa smile. She stepped toward me slowly, and I watched her approach, watching that beautiful body swaying with every step all over again, making me weak by the second. Leaning over me where I sat on Andrea’s couch, Lisa placed one hand on my shoulder. Her breasts pressed against the tight corset of the dress she was laced into, sending another shockwave of desperate desire through my body as I stared up at her again.

Balancing with her hand on my shoulder, Lisa reached out with the other and found the hard bulge of my cock in my pants. She smiled as she rubbed it, teased it, toyed with it. She knew exactly what she was doing, and I groaned just like the mysterious man in the bedroom who was making Andrea’s wild cries of passion ring out even more loudly, even more rhythmically, even more unignorably than ever. The wild soundtrack to this strange drama playing out in the living room between Lisa and me. For the moment, I just stared up at her in disbelief, marveling at the woman my girlfriend had become. I had never seen it coming. I never stood a chance.

“That doesn’t seem very fair,” Lisa said. Her voice was little more than a whisper now, her brown eyes looking directly into mine, her hair hanging like soft curtains on either side of her face as if to shut the world out. But it couldn’t, not completely. From the bedroom, we could both still hear Andrea’s wild cries, the unmistakable sound of sex ring out in the apartment that was so like our own, and there was no chance of forgetting what it signified. Everything I wanted and couldn’t have, while Lisa stood in front of me dressed to the nines, looking more outrageously sexy than she ever had before. And still not giving me what I wanted.

“Because honestly, Steve? If anyone was a real threat to you, if anyone was going to take me away from you. It wouldn’t be some guy. It would be her.”

I gasped as she spoke, and my gasp soon turned into a groan as her hand squeezed my cock through the fabric of my pants. There I was again, completely in her control. There I was again, desperate for what it felt like she alone could give me. And all the while, Andrea’s ecstatic moans echoed through the apartment, making me breathless with frustrated desire, just like Lisa’s body was.

“Stay there. I’ll be back in just a moment.”

I opened my mouth to protest as Lisa straightened up, taking her hand away from my cock, robbing me of even that teasing pleasure. But I quickly talked myself out of complaining. After all, I knew it wouldn’t do any good. If anything, it would only encourage her to be even more teasing, more cruel, more merciless toward me. I knew by now how things worked.

So instead, I watched her walk away. I watched that gorgeous body swaying along in that sexy dress until she was gone. She disappeared around the corner, heading for Andrea’s bedroom, and the sound of Andrea’s sex got louder as she opened the door. I could hear everything now, creaking bedsprings, the wet smack of his body against hers, his happy groans mixing with her wild shrieks of pleasure.

And my girlfriend, watching it all.

Lisa would see everything that was happening now, and I wondered how that must feel for her. I, of course, had been made to watch the two of them have sex in that exact room, and it was an experience I was never going to forget. The hottest thing imaginable, the sexiest thing I had ever seen in my life, and an ordeal of frustration beyond anything I might once have thought I could endure.

It wouldn’t be like that for Lisa, I knew. It would be different. Still, I wondered if it turned her on. I wondered if she paused to watch, if she took a moment to enjoy the spectacle of our Mistress treating herself to such wild and joyful pleasure.

With those sounds ringing out loudly in the apartment now, I thought of getting out of my seat, no matter what Lisa had said. I felt compelled to go and look, to see Andrea’s beautiful orgasmic spasms of pleasure, even though I knew it would only hurt me. But soon, I heard my girlfriend’s high heels clicking on the floor as she walked back toward me. I focused my attention back on her as she came swinging around the corner, that smile fell on her face, a set of steel handcuffs in her fist.

“Take your shirt off,” she said.

Speaking softly, just like always, giving her orders with a smile, with undisguised pleasure, almost infuriatingly confident that they would be obeyed. Of course, she was right. I would do whatever she said, and I would especially do that, hoping all the time that whatever use these women had in mind for me next, it would somehow end up in sex.

I took off my shirt. And Lisa watched with that same amusement, that same confidence of a sexy woman who not only knew exactly what she wanted, but knew, beyond any trace of doubt, that she was going to get it.

“Stand up.”

And again, her every word was my deepest command. I stood, and she stepped toward me, that flared skirt brushing against my legs as she circled around behind me. I knew what happened next, of course. As she pulled my hands behind my back, I knew exactly what was happening. And I didn’t stop it. Again, I let it happen. I let myself be tied up, let the cuffs close around my wrists, so willing to give away my power any time a pretty woman demanded it.

My cuffed hands felt the steel bones of the corset through the black fabric that covered them as she pressed herself against me from behind. Her arms reached around me, her fingers finding my belt, and she unfastened it easily, pushing down my pants. My underwear followed. My cock sprang out, and I felt her chuckling as she wrapped her hand around it again, slowly stroking to make me moan. At the same time, she bit my shoulder, her teeth sinking slightly into the skin.

She was a different woman. There was no denying that. This aggression, this unmistakable desire, was exactly what had been missing from our relationship. It was exactly what I had wanted, without being able to say it. Now I had it, now that I had given up all control, and it was the drug that kept me coming back, kept me submitting to these women over and over again, letting them do whatever they wanted with me.

Letting go of my cock, Lisa circled around to stand in front of me again. Her fingers trailed over my chest, and her skirt brushed against my cock as she stepped close to me. She tilted her head up toward me, her hand finding the back of my neck and pulling my face down toward hers, and she crushed her lips against mine in a deep and passionate kiss, our tongues moving over one another, the passion in the room absolutely electric. All the time, we could both hear the sound of Andrea having sex in the next room, and it only fueled that intense desire, that desperate need for more.

Lisa’s smile looked even more hungry as she pulled her lips away from mine. Again, that hand closed around my cock, and again, I groaned as she started to stroke. I watched her breasts rising and falling in the top of that corset dress that embraced her hourglass figure so exquisitely, her shining eyes looking deep into mine, joy and sex appeal seemed to radiate from every cell of her body, making me as wild with desire as I had ever been, more and more excited than I had ever imagined, desperate for more of this cruel and teasing treatment from this incredible woman.

“Sounds like she’s having fun in there.”

“Yeah. It does.”

“I like fun.”

“I can see that.”

Lisa laughed at my response. She knew just as well as I did how far she had come, how things had changed. This new sexy side of herself was, I suspected, almost as much of a surprise to her as it was to me. I don’t think either of us could explain where it had been hiding all this time. And I knew that neither of us wanted it to stop.

“Come with me,” Lisa said finally.

And as she took a step away from me, still holding my cock in her hand, I knew I had no choice. She smiled over her shoulder at me as she gently but firmly pulled me toward the bedroom, the sounds of Andrea’s bliss getting louder and louder with every step we took toward her.

Using my cock like a leash, my girlfriend let me unstoppably toward my next sexual humiliation.
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