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Forced Into Pleasure

Andrea climbed off the bed. She seemed almost to uncoil herself, a dark threat in her movements that somehow only made her more alluring. She was hypnotic, almost serpentine, the way her eyes glowed, the way the black latex shone on her body like polished scales.

Every move she made, every look she gave me, seemed to scream of sex. The sex I was completely obsessed with through not having, the promise of her gorgeous body that still went unfulfilled. Radiant and gorgeous and darkly seductive, she stood at her full height above me, and I looked up at her through the bars of the cage, feeling all over again my inadequacy, my helplessness, my irresistible desire to do whatever she said. Whatever it took to touch that amazing body, to get closer to this dark goddess and get what it felt like I needed from her.

But not yet. That seemed to always be the message as far as Andrea was concerned. It was never now. The realization of my wild desire lay always sometime in the future, never right now. All I could do was wait and hope and grovel and beg, obeying my dark goddess in everything while she got off on saying no.

To me, anyway. When it came to my girlfriend, of course, the situation was completely different.

Standing beside the bed, Andrea turned. All over again, I had to watch that magnificent ass covered in shining latex, straining against the elastic fabric that gripped it like a second skin, moulding and shaping it into an even higher expression of feminine perfection. It made my heart race just to look at it. Or would have, anyway, if my heart wasn’t already racing like it was late for an appointment that mattered more than anything.

Andrea bent over Lisa again. My girlfriend looked up at her, trusting, almost naïve. Except it wasn’t that. Lisa believed that whatever Andrea was going to do would bring her more pleasure, and after all, her experience so far only backed that up. Truthfully, I had a lot more reason to be scared of our sexy neighbor than she did.

When Andrea grabbed the rope she had used to tie Lisa down, and the toy she used to drive her crazy, she had also grabbed a roll of black tape. Now, both Lisa and I watched as her skilful fingers found its edge and peeled it away. Lisa looked more nervous now, and I didn’t blame her for that. So was I, nervous on her behalf, even if she had shown so little concern for what the other woman was doing to me.

I still felt a need to protect her, to look after her, even though it was painfully clear that there was nothing either of us could do to stop Andrea at this point. I was caged, Lisa was tied down, and as much as this was a game, it felt like it was getting more real by the minute. The truth was, she could do anything to either of us now. We had let our lust drag us into a potentially dangerous position, so blinded by desire that we almost didn’t realize the danger sneaking up on us. Then again, if we had, I doubted it would’ve made any difference at all. There was no saying no to her. If either of us were going to do that, we would have a long time ago.

Andrea’s back hid a lot of what she was doing from me. But as always, I watched her body move like I was studying it, like I was trying to memorize her actions. And I listened. I listened to the sound of the tape, Lisa gasping slightly as she felt it stick to her body. I listened to Andrea chuckling under her breath, the control we all knew she had over the situation as obvious as ever as she did whatever it was she wanted to do. As always, she took her time, knowing there would be no challenge to her authority. Being thorough, like she always was.

I heard the buzz of the toy, followed by another moan from Lisa. A louder, longer one this time, one that vibrated with all the intense pleasure she was feeling, and her clear excitement at the thought of more to come. As Andrea stepped away from my girlfriend’s bound body again, I saw what she had done. My eyes widened, my mouth falling open at her deviousness and sexual energy. You would think, after everything we had been through with this woman, that she wouldn’t be able to surprise us anymore.

You’d be wrong about that.

Andrea had taped the buzzing toy between Lisa’s legs. The fat head of it was pressed against her pussy, doing its urgent work. And as Lisa moaned and writhed on the mattress, squirming again against the bondage we all knew would hold her, I could see that the predicament Andrea had put my girlfriend in was almost like the mirror image of my own.

Crouching there in the cage, rock hard, witnessing the wildest sexual show of my life, I was a tight ball of frustration and need, breathless with unrelieved desire, trembling with an excitement I could neither relieve nor ignore. For Lisa, now, it was the opposite. I could imagine, as best as a man could hope to, the pure pleasure that was filling her now. Certainly, I could hear it in her voice, could see it in her frantic movements, her desperate struggle not to break free, exactly, but to just hold on and try to endure what was sweeping through her.

I was being subjected to the agony of not getting what I wanted. Lisa, I saw, was experiencing the blissful torture of getting nothing else.

Lisa’s desperate moans and cries of passion filled the air of the bedroom as Andrea turned toward me. Her stunning curves showed in the gleaming black latex as she walked toward me, her hips swinging from side to side, a slinky and sensuous strut that bewitched me just as much as she knew it would. Beautiful women know what they are; they have desperate guys telling them all about it every day of their lives. But I had never met a woman who wielded her beauty like a weapon the way Andrea did. Lisa was absolutely gorgeous when she wanted to be, but she never had Andrea’s style. The thought that my girlfriend might learn something from this dominant vixen alternately thrilled and terrified me. But I was getting more and more used to having multiple conflicting feelings about the same thing.

As Andrea stepped past my cage again, I knew already where she was going. Back to her closet, for more toys. More weapons she could use against me. Helplessly, I watched her sharp-heeled boots swing past the bars of my cage, the leather gleaming in the light almost as much as her latex catsuit. Even the woman’s shoes sent shockwaves of wild desire through me, as if just by virtue of being on her body, they acquired some of her irresistible sexiness.

She went to her closet, and came out with more items. A set of handcuffs. The pink leash that went with the collar I was wearing, draped over her shoulder, the feminine color contrasting sharply with the sleek black of her outfit. No surprises there. She wanted me to be helpless, immobilized, humiliated. She always did. The closest thing to a surprise in all this, I suppose, was how readily I went along with it.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

Andrea never did have any problem giving orders. Just like always, I had no choice except to obey. I shuffled around in the cage, moving with difficulty in the confined space, trying my best not to pull a muscle. Finally, I was able to bend over, balancing with my forehead on the floor of the cage, my hands almost brushing the bars of the roof.

I couldn’t see clearly from where I was, but I heard the creak and groan of Andrea’s catsuit as she bent over my tight prison. She reached through the bars, and I felt the steel of the cuffs against my skin, heard the ratchet clicking as she locked them down. Of course, I let her do it. Contorted in the cage, bent over, totally exposed, I let her put me in an even more helpless position, because in the end, it didn’t matter. I couldn’t really be more helpless than I already was.

Once the cuffs were on, Andrea circled around to the door of the cage. This time, I was able to lift my head from the floor to look at her as she crouched and unfastened the lock. It was always a sight worth seeing. Her beautiful body wrapped in gleaming latex was the stuff kinky dreams are made of, and this one haunted my dreams now, awake or asleep, even lying next to Lisa. Just knowing that this was what was next door was enough to bring this strange edge to every moment of my day. And that’s to say nothing of the undeniable difference in the sex life me and Lisa shared.

But for now, my attention was all on Andrea as she swung the door of the cage open, a conquering smile on her beautiful face. Even while Lisa’s groans and cries of pleasure still vibrated in the air, the buzzing toy between her legs driving her absolutely crazy. I could hear the strain in her voice, could hear the fraught edge of her nerves as she approached orgasm. Another one. It used to take me a month or more to give Lisa as many orgasms as Andrea had in a single night, and that was without even considering the different levels of intensity we were talking about. I knew how these girls loved to tease, how they loved to stress my inadequacy by pointing out how I could never compete with them sexually. But even though it was part of the game, I didn’t doubt for a minute that it was true.

After all, how could anyone compete with Andrea?

Andrea reached inside the cage as I sat back on my knees, my stomach muscles aching slightly as I held the precarious position. Actively helping her do what she wanted, I realized dully. A willing participant in my own emasculation. She found the metal ring at the front of the collar I wore, and her skilled fingers clicked the leash onto it. Then, she stood up, those shining curves torturing me all over again as she loomed above the cage I was in, pulling on her end of the pink leather leash.

“Get out here,” she growled.

As if I was just taking my time in there, lounging around, enjoying myself. But there was no point complaining about how Andrea talked to me, when she treated me like this.

I crawled out of the cage. My progress was slow, my balance compromised by having my hands tied behind me. But Andrea, of course, had all the time in the world. There was a smirk on her face as she watched me shuffle toward her, a smirk of recognition at the total power she had over her pathetic slave, and that was exactly how I felt as I crawled to her feet. After all, how else could I feel in the situation I was in? Crawling on the end of her leash like some pathetic puppy, all because I was so desperate for sex, I was ready to abandon every last semblance of autonomy or pride. That was exactly what Andrea wanted me to feel, to feel every moment of this deep humiliation, to feel myself completely worthless compared to her. And there was no question whatsoever that it was working brilliantly.

Andrea took a step backward. She moved closer to the bed, and at the end of her leash, I shuffled along with her. She smiled down at me, cocking her head to one side, as if telling me to listen. But I didn’t need any encouragement.

Lisa was right in the ecstatic throb of orgasm now. Her voice was a cacophony of wild pleasure, the seemingly endless stream of drawnout cries and moans that let both of us hear how her whole body was trembling. It sent a wave of arousal straight to my swollen cock, just the way it had to, just the way Andrea knew it would. The teasing was endless, relentless, merciless. Just as Andrea wanted it to be.

Together, we listened to Lisa, again. Both of us, in our very different positions, witnessing the same exquisite pleasure, the same dark enchantment. Both of us just as turned on by it. But only I was humiliated by it at the same time.

And as Lisa’s climax came and passed, the toy did not stop buzzing between her legs. She let out another cry that sounded close to pain, but we all knew better. She would be sensitive after an orgasm like that, and the feelings of the toy between her legs would be even more intense. But that was what Andrea wanted. So that was what would happen.

Lisa squirmed on the bed, testing the strength of the ropes that held her again. But Andrea didn’t make mistakes. The bondage held her, a beautiful prisoner of pleasure, unable to do anything except feel, and feel everything with an intensity I wasn’t sure I had ever experienced. Maybe I couldn’t experience it. As badly as I craved orgasm, as much as I felt like I might explode without it, I wasn’t sure it was possible to cum quite so hard as Lisa had just done.

Still, I was more than willing to give it a try.

And the toy buzzed on. The high whine of its motor audible even above my girlfriend’s frantic cries, her voice again rising to the ceiling, bouncing back from those walls that had once echoed with Andrea’s cries of passion and made my girlfriend mad.

“You never made her cum like that, did you, loser?”

“No, Andrea,” I gasped, bowing my head as I kneeled on the floor at her feet.

It was the simple truth. Embarrassing as it was to admit, there was no point denying it.

And if Lisa had been capable of forming a coherent sentence at that moment, I knew she would have confirmed what our sexy Mistress said.

“And you never will. Certainly not with that pathetic cock.”

Andrea stood on one foot as she tapped the toe of the other boot against my shaft, making it bob and sway. I did my best not to groan at the contact, not wanting to seem any more pathetic than I already did. Not that it made much difference. Andrea already knew all she needed to know about that. She knew all too well what she could turn me into, what she could make me say and do.

“Yes, Andrea.”

There was nothing else to say. Nothing else to do except what I was told, what she wanted. The smug smile on her pretty face told me how well she knew that simple fact.

“And you’re thinking about sticking that useless thing into me, aren’t you? Just can’t resist this pussy, can you?”

“No, Andrea.”

As she spoke, her hand drifted down her shining body, between her gorgeous thighs. The zipper of the latex catsuit she wore was still open from when she had made Lisa eat her out, and I could see her swollen lips shining in the gap in the latex, even more noticeable, maybe, by being framed like that. It was enough to make me breathless. It was enough to make my heart pound in my chest, enough to make my whole body ache with that same unrelieved and seemingly unstoppable desire.

“No fucking chance. Not until you learn your place. Now, show me you know how far you are beneath me by licking my boots clean.”

Over on the bed, Lisa let out a cry of surprise that soon turned into yet another frantic moan of desperate pleasure. I looked up at beautiful Andrea, too overcome by her to even be surprised anymore. This was what she was about. This was what she loved. In that strange way I still didn’t understand, it was what I loved to. It was, at least, something I couldn’t resist, couldn’t ignore, couldn’t even begin to fight against. It was too fucking sexy for that.

So I did what she said. I bent down to the floor, my hands still tied behind my back, the pink leash growing tighter between us as Andrea smirked down at me, enjoying yet another moment of sadistic triumph.

I felt everything I was supposed to feel. I felt disgraced, humiliated, completely dominated, totally owned. I felt pathetic, like the biggest loser on earth. I felt so turned on, I could barely even believe it, could barely even process the pure power of the emotions I was experiencing.

I ran my tongue over the leather that tasted slightly bitter as I groveled. My tongue left behind long shining streaks of saliva, showing me where I had been, and as I humbly licked, I glanced up at Andrea more than once. Every time I did, I saw her smiling down at me with that wild look of excitement in her eyes. That, or she was looking over at Lisa, watching my girlfriend scream and squirm, her body absolutely racked by her pleasure she couldn’t control, could probably barely even believe.

It felt as if reality itself was blurring. As if all of this was melting together, the shame and frustration, the disgrace and the desire. It was so potent, so pure, so powerful, and it swept me away completely. Even though I knew it was disgraceful, even though I knew the whole point was to embarrass and degrade me, I found myself licking Andrea’s boots with a desperate passion. Not because I wanted to, but because I wanted her. She was, of course, right about that.

That pussy shining above me, framed by the little gap in her flawless latex outfit, tormented me with how close it was, how beautiful it was, as if all the mysteries of the universe lay in Andrea’s tight wet slit. And she was 100% right about how I felt about it. She was absolutely right that I craved it like nothing else, that being so close to it was its own special form of torture, and that with every breath I took, I felt like I was inhaling her divine feminine sex, and it only made me want her more.

As far as I was able, I channeled all that fevered desire into the humiliating task she had set me. Groveling at her feet like I meant it, as if there was nothing in all the world that I wanted more than to be her humble slave. That, I knew, was the way to please her. That, I knew, was the only chance I had at getting even a taste of what I wanted. Andrea’s pussy, shining there above me in a room that vibrated with sex, the smell and the sound as well as the sight of it, all my senses bent on that one seemingly unattainable goal as my tongue continued to travel over the leather of her boots, feeling the warmth of her body, tasting the bitterness of total sexual defeat.

“Lick them until your girlfriend comes again.”

As she spoke, Andrea stepped away from me, the leash growing even tighter between us. She sat down on the bed, her hips spreading under the latex that clung so tightly to them, her pussy now hidden from my view by her shining thighs. Not that it mattered, really. She was gorgeous either way.

I shuffled toward her, with her pulling steadily on the leash, driving me back toward her feet.

As I pressed my tongue to her toes again, I listened to Lisa, and I didn’t think I would be waiting long. Already, her voice was cracking with pleasure all over again, and I could see the light move across Andrea’s shining body as the bed shook to Lisa’s frantic thrashing. If I didn’t know better, it would seem like torture, but I did know better. Maybe there is suffering in Heaven too. Certainly, even with her wild cries, I didn’t imagine that Lisa was anywhere but there, her body alive with a bliss that was hard to tolerate but impossible not to want.

Or maybe that was just my own state of desperate arousal that was making me feel that way.

I groveled at Andrea’s feet, and the leather of the leash creaked in her hand as she wrapped it around her fist. As much as she was in complete control, there was tension in her body, too. She had supreme self-control, but after all, it was turning her on too. That was the whole point. That was part of the excitement of it, making this gorgeous goddess want sex just like we did. And that was part of what gave my pathetic groveling the enthusiasm it had, knowing that in the end, this was what my beautiful neighbor wanted.

Lisa let out a desperate cry, so wild and powerful that for a moment, at the peak of her pleasure, she went completely silent. Her body seemed to lift off the bed, pelvis first, the toy still buzzing between her legs, taped to her skin, rising into the air as she arched her back and struggled, without success, against the ropes that bound her. Then, with another intoxicating shiver, she collapsed back down onto the bed, her whole body shaking as she sobbed with pleasure, completely overwhelmed, completely overcome, and unbelievably desirable.

“Nice.”

That was Andrea, Mistress of ceremonies just like always. Still holding the leash connected to my collar, she turned toward my girlfriend. Lisa let out a moan of either gratitude or disappointment, I couldn’t tell which, as Andrea switched off the toy. Then, Lisa yelped as Andrea pulled the tape off her skin.

“Look at that, you little slut. Look at the mess you’ve made.”

As she spoke, Andrea slapped Lisa’s pussy. Not hard, really. But it didn’t need to be. Lisa was so sensitive after multiple forced orgasms that even the slightest contact was guaranteed to send shockwaves of sensation through her. And there was something almost possessive in the way Andrea touched her, something so familiar, this incredible woman just assuming she had the right to touch either of us however she wanted.

She did. Or at least, she knew that neither of us was going to even think of stopping her.

“Oh my God,” Lisa panted. Her eyes were open now as she stared up at the ceiling. Her breasts still rose under the red fabric of the dress she still wore, Andrea’s urgency to play with her new toy leaving her no time to undress her. Lisa lay there like a ruined doll, her makeup smeared, her hair a mess, her face shining with the red glow of the most powerful orgasms she had ever had, and she looked absolutely beautiful. She couldn’t have looked much more different from Andrea, so powerful and cool and in control. But I would have been unable to say which of them was more appealing to me in that moment.

Andrea moved again. She turned away from me, swiveling so that she was on her knees on the mattress. She leaned forward, crawling across the bed, and again, I stared at her magnificent ass under the clinging latex. That, and her shining pussy between her legs, showing in the open zipper of her sexy catsuit.

She crawled toward Lisa’s head, and as she did, the leash grew tighter between us. With her knees on the mattress right next to Lisa, Andrea tugged on the leash and turned to look at me over her shoulder.

“Get up, loser,” she snapped, as if it should be obvious to me what she wanted, as if I should get it straightaway, even though this woman was the most unpredictable person I had ever met. But I didn’t keep her waiting. As instructed, I stood and climbed onto the mattress, Andrea’s grip on the leash drawing me toward her until she had me where she wanted me.

With the leash over her shoulder, she reached back with her free hand and wrapped it around my cock. She laughed as he let out a groan of desperate pleasure, her fingers sliding up and down the shaft, making me crazy with desire. Knowing exactly what she was doing.

“Now’s your chance, slave boy,” she said in that teasing, mocking tone of voice she had perfected. “Your chance to show me you’re not as useless as I’ve been saying. Don’t disappoint me, or you won’t get this chance again. And don’t you dare cum until I say you can. Understand?”

“Yes, Andrea.”

My head was spinning, my mind racing with excitement. I would say anything, do anything. No matter what it took. Everything I wanted was right there in front of me now, and frankly, I hadn’t expected this blessing to come so soon.

Still holding the leash, Andrea bent over. On her hands and knees, she arched her body over Lisa’s head, spreading her legs apart, that incredible ass shining right in front of me. I would have grabbed it if I could, but I was still in handcuffs. My cock throbbed and surged, pointing directly at her womanhood, knowing exactly what to do.

So did Andrea.

“You. Lick.”

She looked down at Lisa as she gave her order, and my girlfriend smiled up at her.

“Yes, Andrea,” she said meekly, almost like a mocking echo of the way I spoke to her. But I was past caring about that.

Lisa lifted her head from the mattress below her, her tongue already extended, eager to get a taste again of the only pussy she had ever touched apart from her own. And while she did that, Andrea reached back between her legs and took hold of my cock.

She pulled me toward her, guiding my throbbing shaft into her wet sex, and I growled with the incredible feeling of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm me as I finally felt that physical bliss I had been waiting for all night.

“Fuck me, loser,” Andrea demanded in a tone of voice that allowed no room for argument. “Make me cum all over your slut girlfriend’s face.”

I growled again as I plunged forward, my cock sliding deep inside that glorious wetness. And I had known Andrea was turned on, of course, but still, it was gratifying to feel it. To know that I was part of it. And all that desire, all that aggression, boiled inside me as I plunged my cock into her while my girlfriend teased her swollen clit with her tongue. Both of us, finally, devoted to getting our mistress off.
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