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Handing Her Over

It was hardly the first time I felt this strange passivity come over me. As usual, part of my brain screamed at me that I should stop, that I shouldn’t do this. That this was going too far. And it never screamed louder than times like now, right after I had had an orgasm, when the rational part of my brain returned to taunt me with my own inadequacy, my guilt, my shame.

But I didn’t listen. I never did. Things seemed to have their own momentum, and I felt swept away by the current of events. After all, this was what Lisa wanted. I could see that desire shining on her face, in her eyes, her undeniable horniness seeming to rise off her like waves of heat as she stood shackled, locked into a corset, on a leash like an animal. And even though she had just given me an earthshaking orgasm, looking at her like that was enough to get my mind racing again, to stir up the desires that these days, never really slept. She looked incredible. She looked so sexy and so vulnerable and so excited to be used however Andrea decided to use her. I couldn’t believe we were doing this, and I knew that she couldn’t, either. But we were. She was already locked into the corset, and only Andrea could free her. Just like my girlfriend said, there was no turning back now.

I let go of the leash, letting it hang over the eye-catching swell of her breasts in the corset as I stepped away. She stood there patiently, watching me. Saying nothing, her dark eyes followed me as I moved around the room. Now, the same passivity that I felt seemed to have overtaken her, but in her case, she had more excuse for it. She was in bondage; she couldn’t do anything to stop what was about to happen. I knew from experience the paradoxical freedom of that feeling. Of knowing there’s nothing that you can do, so nothing that happens is your fault. You know when you’re lying to yourself, at least a little. Still, it helps.

But under Andrea’s orders, I had to be a more active participant in my own betrayal and humiliation. I pulled on some clothes, getting dressed in a fraction of the time it took to perform the elaborate, erotic ritual of dressing Lisa up. After all, no one was going to be looking at me. Then, I stepped toward my girlfriend and took the leash again. She smiled as she looked at me.

“Ready?”

“As much as I’ll ever be. Let’s go.”

Somehow, even in the situation she was in, it still felt like she was the one in charge. And really, we both knew she was. At least when it came to the relationship between us. With Andrea, of course, it was completely different. With Andrea, she was the sweetest little submissive a dominant woman could possibly want.

Her high heels clicked on the floor as she followed me to the door of our apartment. Before opening it, I looked out of the peephole. There was no one in the hallway. What did it matter if there had been, I told myself, with a sick feeling in my stomach? Lisa was about to be exposed in his sexy outfit to a group of people, and neither of us knew who they were or even how many of them there would be. What kind of privacy and dignity was I trying to cling to, when Andrea seemed intent on removing all of it?

We stepped out into the hallway. Like an obedient pet, Lisa followed me to Andrea’s door. I knocked, my stomach churning with nervousness the whole time, that voice of caution reliably screaming in my brain to stop this, to turn around, to put an end to all of it. As always, I ignored it.

Andrea opened the door. As she did, the sound of music swelled around her. She looked magnificent, like always. Again, she had her long blonde hair secured by a braid that ran from both temples toward the back of her head. She wasn’t wearing her glasses, and her blue eyes sparkled under a coat of eyeshadow and mascara. Her lips were full and red, her makeup just as carefully and flawlessly applied as Lisa’a was. She was showing off that incredible body in a strapless red leather dress that clung to her body like a second skin, showing off the deep valley of her cleavage, the endless stretch of her toned legs, her narrow waist and tempting hips, every inch of that figure that both of us, in our different ways, worshiped. Along with the dress, she wore a pair of black leather knee-high boots, giving her dominant edge to her outfit that she hardly needed. Her attitude said it all.

“There you are,” she said, a smile spreading across her face. She reached for Lisa’s leash, holding it there where it connected to her collar, pulling my girlfriend toward her at once. Lisa stepped forward, and I watched her close her eyes as Andrea kissed her, one set of bright red lips moving across the darker pair, their tongues intertwining, Lisa’s eyelids fluttering with the force of her passion as she let out a soft little moan.

I just stood there and watched, my cock, despite such a recent orgasm, already starting to swell inside my pants. When the kiss finally ended and Andrea turned her face to me, I could see the gleam of possessiveness in her eyes, that faint smirk of triumph on her gorgeous face. She won, every time, and she barely needed to try. It was all so easy for her, and she seemed to want me to know that.

Lisa’s cheeks were red with excitement as she turned toward me. And I was almost surprised to feel her soft lips on mine as she kissed me, too. Her tongue slid into my mouth, pressing against mine as I kissed her back, my hands already reaching for that incredible body almost involuntarily. Operating on pure instinct, with every cell in my body screaming at me to claim that beautiful body again.

But that wasn’t in the cards.

“Come here.”

Andrea’s voice was sharp as she used her grip on the leash to pull Lisa away.

“Bye, cuck,” Lisa said, smiling at me, and Andrea laughed loudly.

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure she gets well used. Don’t wait up, loser. Come on, slut.”

Andrea’s leather dress gleamed as she turned her back on me, stepping into the noise of her apartment. I watched that red leather straining over her perfect ass, still wanting her as she tormented and humiliated me like this. Andrea didn’t look back, but Lisa did. Just for a second, she turned her head to smile at me over her shoulder, until another tug on the leash took her away from me.

The door of Andrea’s apartment swung shut behind them. From inside, I had a burst of laughter from several voices, and I felt a tight knot of hatred and rage in my stomach, knowing that Andrea’s friends were now seeing my girlfriend all dressed up like some kind of submissive sex pet. Before I really knew what I was doing, I even raised my fist to pound on the door, to demand an end to this, to take her back to our place and stop this dark ordeal. But again, I didn’t do it. Just like I did over and over again, multiple times every time we played together, I chose, once again, to allow this. To let the girl I loved be used as a living sex toy by somebody else.

I went back to my own apartment. The living room was the farthest place away from the wall we shared with Andrea, where the sounds from the party were most muffled. I turned on the TV, trying to drown them out. But of course, there was absolutely no way to forget what was going on. There was no way to forget the shame and desire that battled inside me, the absolute disgrace of knowing what I had done, and knowing that Lisa wanted it as much as me. And the torturous curiosity of wondering what was going on. What were they doing to her over there?

It was torture. Just like I knew Andrea wanted it to be, just like she had planned it to be. She had planned it all out, this crazy evening, and then, as she always did, put her plans into motion without a second thought. It was almost admirable, if it wasn’t so cruel. In fact, her plan was breathtaking in its cruelty, its sadism, its pure and selfish malice. But that, of course, was a huge part of the appeal of a woman like Andrea. Looking the way she did, she didn’t need any help to be sexy. But she had it anyway. Her dominant attitude and her kinky imagination made her easily one of the most desirable women I had ever encountered in my life.

And the only woman that Lisa had ever been attracted to.

The night dragged on. Andrea had found a way to make my own mind a torture chamber. I was completely torn between competing desires. The desire to have my girlfriend back, to have her there in my home where I could protect her and love her and please her, and the desire to know what she was doing next door. I didn’t want to know what was happening, and yet I did, desperately. Even though I knew it could only make things worse for me. Even though I knew it would only conjure even more debauched and depraved visions in my mind.

I turned off the TV. I walked in just my socks into the bedroom that shared a wall with Andrea’s. The noises of the party came through the wall, just like the noises of Andrea’s sex that had caused all this trouble in the first place. I could hear the bass of the music, could hear voices talking and laughing. Both male and female. My blood ran cold at the thought.

Andrea was one thing. And her girlfriends? Well, the thought of them using Lisa the way Andrea did was undeniably erotic. But the guys terrified me. I remembered how Lisa had turned that down, had refused to cheat on me with a man when she had the chance. But that was back when she had a choice. Now, locked into a corset with her hands tied behind her, on the end of the leash, she couldn’t stop anyone from doing anything they wanted to her. She couldn’t stop them from touching her, from groping her, from enjoying that incredible body any way they wanted. And the way Lisa had looked when I handed her over, I knew there wasn’t a man in the world who would pass up the chance.

And I had handed her over. To whatever den of demons Andrea had brought together over there, whatever treatment they decided to subject her to. It was my fault. I had gone along with it because it seemed hot to me, and it still did. That was the damning thing.

I heard laughing again, a chorus of voices shouting something almost in unison. But I still couldn’t make out what it was. My mind raced with all sorts of crazy scenarios. I could see Lisa on her knees, like she had been earlier for me, the mouth I had recently kissed being used for the pleasure of strangers. I could imagine her bent over, that tiny skirt pushed out of the way like the irrelevance it was, her damp and dripping pussy exposed for the cocks of other men to plunge into, to penetrate, to use and claim. I imagined her with her face buried between Andrea’s thighs, or those of other women, licking pussy the way Andrea had trained her to be a good little pleasure slave, and I couldn’t take it anymore.

I pulled out my cock. I started to stroke. And as I did, as if on cue, I heard a new noise from next door.

Moaning. Female moaning. Faint at first, but growing slowly louder. The tempo steadily increasing in the unmistakable rhythm of sex.

I listened hard, pressing my ear against the vibrating wall. In the background, the music and the talking were still going on, making it harder to isolate the sounds of female pleasure. But I could hear them. It didn’t sound like Lisa. It could, perhaps, be Andrea, but I couldn’t be sure. It could just as easily be some woman I didn’t know, one of her friends. And anything could be happening on the other side of that wall. She might be having sex with a man, even though I couldn’t hear one. She might be having sex with a woman. There might be a group of them, there on the bed, enjoying themselves, enjoying my girlfriend. Or, I thought with a sudden flush, making her watch. Leaving her standing like an ornament in the corner, watching what she was denied. That, too, would drive her crazy. I wondered if she would beg for sex. I wondered what kind of degrading things they might make her say, about herself or about me. I pumped my cock harder, desire surging inside me right along with my undying sense of shame as I tortured myself with thoughts of Lisa’s infidelity.

I came quickly. After all, I was by myself. There was no need to hold anything back. And when I did, the sounds of sex next door were still going on. Getting louder and louder while my own orgasm dripped from the end of my cock onto the bedroom floor. With a predictable wave of self-disgust, I fetched some toilet paper to clean up the mess I had made, then returned to the living room.

I put the TV back on. Post climax, the temptation to listen in to what was happening was a lot weaker. But whether I listened or not, whatever was going on next door was still happening. Lisa was still over there, being used as a little fuck doll by Andrea and her friends, and I didn’t have the balls to do anything about it. Especially knowing, as I did, that this was what Lisa wanted.

That was how the night went on. For hours. I oscillated between those poles of despair and desire and, honestly, some weird kind of euphoria at times, too. Until Andrea came along, our sex life had been pedestrian, infrequent, maybe even dying. Now look at us. It was so kinky, so wild, so unbelievable. Lisa was right about one thing. This adventure couldn’t help but make us feel alive.

The party grew louder as the night went on. The sounds of sex grew more frequent. I jerked off twice more, lancing my unstoppable desire like a boil yet never feeling fully satisfied. It could never hope to match up to the sounds of wild pleasure coming from next door. All it did was relieve the pressure a little bit.

Of course, I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t eat. I couldn’t do anything but listen, jerk off, then try not to listen for a while, then give in to temptation and listen again. And that draining cycle continued itself until I was suddenly interrupted by a knock on the door.

My heart rose in my chest. I had been back in the bedroom, listening to the sound of more sex coming through the wall, and my cock was already halfway to full erection. My first thought was that Lisa was being returned to me, so I hurried to the door of the apartment and flung it wide. But I didn’t see Lisa standing there. Instead, Andrea stood tall in the doorway in her leather dress and leather boots, smiling as she looked me up and down.

“Hi, loser.”

“Where’s Lisa?”

Idiotically, I looked into the hallway behind her, as if my girlfriend was hiding just around the corner. But of course, there was no one there.

“Don’t worry, my friends are looking after her,” Andrea smirked.

The heels of her boots echoed on the floor of my apartment as she stepped through the door, without waiting for an invite. She was almost unbearably sexy, and she knew that was her passport to getting anything she wanted in this life. It always worked, at least as far as I was concerned. Fear for what might be happening to Lisa in the hands of strangers still fluttered in my stomach, but I let the door close behind us, turning to watch Andrea strutting through our apartment in a tight red leather dress that hugged every curve she had, feeding the desire still growing inside me.

She walked straight into the bedroom. Then she turned in front of the bed, standing with one hand on her hip, smiling at me. I stepped forward, and my tongue flickered nervously over my lips. What did she want?

“You were a good boy, bringing her over for us,” she said, her voice now a low seductive purr as she looked me up and down. “You know I like to reward good boys, right?”

“What are you talking about?”

But Andrea just laughed. She knew what I was thinking, and frankly, it didn’t take a genius. With her looking the way she did, she knew exactly what kind of reward I would want from her.

For all the crazy, sexy things we did together, me actually having sex with Andrea was a rarity. Especially lately. Mostly, she liked to tease me, and clearly preferred fucking my girlfriend to me. I couldn’t blame her for that. She had me grovel at her feet, and sometimes allowed me to eat her pussy. But full-blown sex with her was something she liked to dangle in front of me, the mechanism she used to control me. I knew it, but that didn’t make it any less effective. I knew I was being manipulated, but that hardly made me immune to it. I wanted her so badly, and she knew it, and as her eyes flickered down toward the bulge in my crotch, she smirked to herself. Another little triumph for a woman who seemed to always win.

“Take your clothes off. All of them.”

She knew I wasn’t going to argue. She stood there in our bedroom, the one I shared with Lisa, as if it were hers, and she watched me get naked in seconds. My cock stood out proud from between my legs, pointing at her as I stood in a pile of clothes on the floor. Andrea’s leather dress gleamed as she stepped forward, her eyes moving out of my face as she wrapped her fingers around my swollen shaft.

“I knew you’d like this, you dirty little cuck,” she growled, her lips almost brushing my ear as she stood close. The smell of her perfume was intoxicating, the feel of the warm leather of her dress against my skin absolutely enchanting. I groaned as she stroked my cock, immediately driving me crazy with her teasing touch and eroding any faint ability I might have had to resist her.

“This is so crazy,” I said weakly.

“Shhh,” she murmured in my ear. “It’s fun. That’s all that matters. Besides, it’s not like you have a choice. You know how badly your girlfriend wants me. And so do you.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned as she squeezed my cock a little harder. Because of course, she was absolutely right. We both knew it. There was no denying it. Our desire was what made sense of the whole thing, what made it possible for her to treat us the way she did.

“I basically just took your girlfriend from you, and you still want me so badly.”

“Yes, Andrea.”

Because it was true. There was no point denying it. She said it to belittle me, to humiliate and degrade me, but she wasn’t lying.

“Well, it might be your lucky night,” she said softly. “If you do exactly as you’re told.”

“Okay,” I said at once, and she laughed. I hated myself for how easily I gave in, but that was the reality. I never had a choice. She knew that, but she never seemed to get tired of being reminded of it.

“Get on the bed then. Lie down, in the middle of it.”

My cock swayed and swung from one side to the other as I climbed onto the mattress, turning and lying down on my back. Andrea always liked to be on top, and I was hardly going to complain about that. That beautiful body and her gorgeous face looked absolutely magnificent up there, and she rode hard, bouncing up and down on cock like she owned it.

But first, she turned toward our closet. I watched her rummage around inside. Even though desire made me impatient, I knew better than to interrupt. I was hardly surprised. Andrea, as far as I could tell, almost never had sex without some kind of kinky twist to it. When she grabbed one of Lisa’s scarves off the shelf and turned toward me on the bed, I already knew what she had in mind.

“Lift up your hands.”

I hesitated. I could see the danger. Bad enough that Lisa was already in bondage, locked into a corset, and in the hands of people I had never even met. Of course, it wasn’t like I had done anything to save her. After all, she didn’t want to be saved. But if I let Andrea tie me up, too, it was only going to make things worse. It was only going to make me even more helpless, and her even more vulnerable to whatever happened.

I know all that. I’m not stupid. Just weak, I guess, especially when it comes to female beauty. And despite an evening of repeated masturbation, I was so unbelievably horny, I couldn’t think straight.

I held my hands up toward the headboard of our bed.

Andrea’s leather dress creaked as she leaned over me. Her skilled hands tied my wrists together, tying the scarf to the headboard, quickly immobilizing me while she kneeled on the bed beside me. She knew exactly what she was doing. The knots were tight and unyielding, and this was more than a sexy game. I was genuinely helpless.

She didn’t leave it there. Returning to the closet, she grabbed a belt and brought that over to me. Bending over the foot of the bed, she used it to tie my ankles together. Then, she climbed back onto the bed, kneeling by my side.

“You pathetic little cuck,” she sneered. “Look at you. This is way too easy.”

Shifting slightly in the mattress, she reached toward the top of her boot. As she pulled out a piece of thin black fabric, I gasped. Smiling, she held up Lisa’s thong panties, that I had put on her before taking her over to Andrea’s apartment. She dangled them from her finger above me.

“That’s right, loser. She doesn’t need these anymore. Look how wet your slut girlfriend was before we took them off her.”

Holding the underwear in her hand, she clamped it down over my nose and mouth. I breathed in, inhaling the scent of my girlfriend. Andrea was right, of course. And she wasn’t telling me anything I didn’t already know. Lisa’s panties were absolutely soaked in her fragrant juices, and I breathed them in with every breath I took, and my cock throbbed desperately in her hand as she leaned over me and took hold of it. Still holding the panties over my face, she stroked me slowly, teasingly, making me squirm and shift and moan in pure desperation on the bed.

“She’s having a great time over there. Everyone’s enjoying her a lot.”

“Please, Andrea,” I mumbled into Lisa’s panties.

“Please what, cuck?”

“Please… no men.”

She burst out laughing at that, and squeezed my cock harder, making me moan again.

“Why? Jealous? Or scared that once she gets a taste of a real cock, she won’t have any interest in this useless little thing here?”

She squeezed again, harder this time. Then, she let go of my cock, leaving it throbbing untouched in the empty air. Still holding the panties on my face, she leaned over me, her breasts straining delightfully against the leather of her dress.

“That’s not up to you, cuck,” she said, slowly and carefully, enunciating every word to make sure I would hear it all. The noises of sex continued to come through the wall from her apartment, adding to my humiliation as I lay beneath her, staring up at this wild goddess I could barely even keep up with.

“She’s ours to use, however we want. And if some of my guy friends want to fuck that tight little pussy of hers? Well, there’s nothing you or she can do about it. She could be over there with the cock in her mouth right now for all I know. Frankly, I hope she is.”

I growled like an animal. I struggled desperately against the bondage she had put me in. But Andrea had done her job too well. I couldn’t break free, and she laughed at my efforts, kneeling on the bed beside me, watching me squirm.

“You really are such a loser. Here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to stay here, just like this, breathing in her pussy while she gets absolutely railed next door. Maybe I’ll send some people over to laugh at you, tease you. They’re all dying to meet this cuck we’ve all been making fun of. And you’re going to take it, because you don’t have a choice. Because your girlfriend loves the way I make her cum, and I don’t think you want to make her choose between you and the way I make her feel, do you?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. In stunned silence, I stared up at her with hatred in my heart. But even now, my feelings for Andrea were never simple. Part of me hated her, but all of me wanted her. It was still true, even now. The more cruel she was, the more desirable she became.

She climbed off the bed. I watched her leather dress shine as she walked away from me, once again not looking back. The heels of her boots thumped on the floor until she stepped out of the door of my apartment, letting it swing shut behind her. And there I was, left alone, desperately horny, with only the smell of Lisa’s panties to keep me company. That, and the sound of sex that continued to come through the wall.
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