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Her Pleasure, His Pain

Andrea let out a long moan of pleasure. Whatever Lisa was doing down between her thighs, was working. And trapped in the cage beside the bed, unable to tear my eyes away from spectacle in front of me, I felt like I was going insane with pure desire.

Lisa had never wanted this. She had never been attracted to women before, as far as I knew. She could admire beauty in a detached kind of way, but I had never seen her show any sign of this sort of desire.

But if anyone could bring it out of you, it was Andrea. On her knees on the mattress, straddling my girlfriend’s face, dressed in a black latex catsuit that shone on her every curve and reflected every bit of available light in the room, she was magnificently desirable. I had never seen a woman like her, her beauty almost supernatural, her sex appeal enough to make anyone want her, straight, gay, or anything in between.

I had never seen anything like this. Now, Andrea was dominating Lisa just as easily as she dominated me, and if she wasn’t as cruel to my girlfriend as she was to me, she was no less commanding. And Lisa gazed up at Andrea, her eyes fixed on the other woman as she licked her, just as unable to look anywhere else as I was.

Andrea loved the attention. She loved feeling like this, so desired, so worshipped. And in that moment, she looked like she deserved it. Wrapped in black latex, she was so unbearably sexy that worshiping her felt somehow like the right thing to do. As if that was what we were all there for. And exactly what my girlfriend was doing was exactly what I wasn’t allowed to do, my mouth almost watering as I watched her go down on Andrea, as I listened to the sounds of pleasure the two women were making. My cock was aching with desire, completely unrelieved all night, but Andrea was still holding that remote, and as she rode Lisa’s face, from time to time, she turned her shining eyes toward me, and every time she did, I felt the threat in them, the menace of the remote in her hand.

She used it, too. Even as she moaned in pleasure, even as ecstasy seemed to overwhelm her, she kept shocking me at random intervals. Never giving me a chance to get used to it. Never allowing the possibility of me forgetting the humiliating position I was in. A slave for their pleasure, there to be used and abused, forced to do nothing except watch while I witnessed the sexiest thing I had ever seen in my life.

I didn’t know who I wanted more. They were both absolutely gorgeous, in very different ways. Lisa, giving pleasure with an eagerness and enthusiasm I had never seen in her before. And Andrea, accepting it, demanding it, her beautiful body shining in the light, dressed in her provocative catsuit that I already knew was burned onto my memory, an image of pure arousal I was never going to forget.

I groaned in pain as the shock device lit up between my legs again, and Andrea gasped in pleasure. She was sitting on top of Lisa now, her dripping pussy pushing her head into the mattress, but Lisa didn’t seem to care. Even through the moans and groans that both women were making, I could hear the wet sound of her tongue moving over Andrea’s pussy. I could hear the eagerness to please, the enthusiasm she was showing as she did this unbelievably erotic act. And the shock device buzzing between my legs, whenever Andrea felt like, and every time she hurt me, she let out another wild cry of pleasure, her big boobs heaving underneath the shining latex, her eyes closing with rapture before opening to find me again where I squirmed and suffered in the cage for her sadistic delight.

She let out a great sob of pleasure as orgasm overtook her. It seemed to burst out of her, filling her trembling bedroom with the unmistakable sound of ecstasy. The latex of the catsuit she wore reflected back the scene that we were in, the unbelievable truth of what was happening to us seeming to shine from her seductive curves. Everything that made her so powerful was so beautifully on display, so completely unignorable, and I gripped the bars of the cage that held me, wanting nothing more in that moment than to get closer to her, and to them. To both of them, these two vixens who were driving me absolutely crazy with desire, who were making me feel like simultaneously the luckiest and most wretched man on earth.

It was unbearable, and yet at the same time, I knew I had no choice except to bear it. Andrea was many things, but unclear was never one of them. I wasn’t getting out, wasn’t getting even the remotest chance of pleasure, until she decided she had had enough of making me suffer. And right now, that moment felt a horribly long way off still.

Still gasping, still moaning, almost trembling with pleasure, Andrea climbed off Lisa’s face. Her movements seemed heavier than they had before, her muscles strained by pleasure, but she wasn’t the type to let that slow her down. She moved on the mattress, flashing me another one of those dazzling smiles, wanting me to see all the pleasure she felt, wanting me to feel just how hard my girlfriend had made her cum. As she moved on the mattress, she turned her back on me, and again, I had to try not to moan as she leaned over Lisa once again.

Her ass was facing me, round and firm and perfect as the toned muscle strained against the clinging latex, and the zipper was still open between her legs, showing off her pussy that still shone with the juices of her excitement, that still glowed and dripped from Lisa’s desperate worship. My cock felt ready to explode, just like it had for what felt like hours now, but there was no relief in sight for me. Just more teasing.

Andrea leaned down over Lisa again. Again, the two of them kissed, although Lisa was less hesitant this time. I saw her hands on either side of the blond woman’s face as she kissed her frantically, almost devouring Andrea’s mouth, the excitement and naughtiness of what they had done clearly giving my girlfriend some very strong feelings. Of course, I had plenty of those myself.

Again, I watched the two of them make out, sharing the mingled taste of both their orgasms, sharing everything that they wouldn’t share with me. I watched Andrea’s shining ass, stared at her exposed pussy, and desire tortured me just as much as any electrical shock from her cruel device could possibly do. That was the point.

These girls weren’t just enjoying amazing sex with each other, although they were definitely doing that. They were showing me what I couldn’t have, what I could only witness. As if there were heights of physical pleasure to which it was simply impossible for me to ascend.

Maybe you would have to be a woman to feel it. Maybe you would have to be a gorgeous goddess like these two were, and be wired in the cruel way they seemed to be, so that a good portion of their pleasure came directly from my pain.

It was so unbelievably hot, I could barely breathe. And the cage, in its own way, was simply the physical expression of the real trap I was in. The trap of desire that I could never escape, that would make me a slave to these women no matter what happened. Even if they weren’t the sexy sadists that they clearly were, they could have dominated me completely without even trying, without even really knowing it. Desire is power, and to be as almost unbearably desirable as these two were couldn’t help but make them feel powerful, whether they realized it or not.

But they did realize it. Andrea did, certainly. And every time we played with her, Lisa seemed to realize it more and more herself, too. She might never climb to the same heights of pure domination as Andrea did, though I wouldn’t bet against it, either. But even if she never did, the truth was inescapable. The secret was out. My girlfriend, once so shy and reserved and inhibited, was learning now the extent of the power her beauty gave her. And even if this all ended, even if we never saw Andrea again, I knew she wasn’t going to forget this.

But of course, we were going to see Andrea again. I didn’t question that. Both of us wanted it. Even me, caged and driven half-mad with sexual frustration, desperate for a pleasure these women seemed to have no intention of allowing. I couldn’t help it. It turned me on so much to be at their mercy like this, and to know how little mercy they had. The way they looked was one thing. But the way they treated me was what really made them goddesses.

Slowly, Andrea lifted her lips away from Lisa’s. She rose up on her knees again, towering over the bed and the bedroom, a conquering queen admiring the scene of her latest victory. As she moved on the mattress, the gleaming latex shining on her body, she turned to smile at me over her shoulder, her beautiful long blond hair still tied in its braid, but slightly disheveled now from all the activity. But she looked radiant. You couldn’t deny that, or fail to notice it. I certainly couldn’t. This woman was taking everything from me, my dignity, my self-respect, and maybe even my girlfriend, and all the time, I couldn’t stop wanting her. I couldn’t stop myself from doing whatever she said, from submitting to her dark desires over and over again, because she was just too beautiful to resist.

She knew it. She knew it, and she used it, and it worked without fail, every single time. I couldn’t even be mad at her, even as she put me through unthinkable things no other woman would ever have dared. I was in awe of her. I was practically obsessed with her. I was completely overwhelmed by who she was and what she could do, and all I felt when I thought about her or looked at her was that same desperate desire that made me her slave.

“I feel like doing something evil now.”

“Oh my God,” Lisa gasped.

Still lying on her back where the other woman had left her, it seemed like she was still struggling to believe everything that had happened, just like I was. But I also knew that what she said wasn’t a protest. She was overwhelmed, almost overcome by the physical bliss she had been given from a source she would never have imagined, another woman giving her something that maybe no man ever had. Certainly not me. And she was worn out by it, ready to rest and try to recover from the most insane sexual experience either of us had had. But at the same time, I felt like I already knew what Lisa’s answer would be.

Not that Andrea was asking permission anyway. At least, not from me.

Andrea climbed off the mattress. The high heels of her boots clicked on the floor as she walked across the bedroom, those latex-covered curves shining in front of me again and making me wish I wasn’t locked in the cage with the desperation of a drowning man wishing for dry land. I watched her step past my cage, not giving me a second glance as she moved toward the closet.

Inside, she quickly found what she was looking for. A length of rope and some kind of plastic wand that I guessed straightaway was a sex toy. That, and a roll of tape. She carried all of it back across the room, setting it down on the bed. Lisa rolled over onto her side, her eyes shining as she looked at the items, her teeth showing as she bit her lip in a combination of nervousness and excitement.

“Ready for some fun?” Andrea said, her voice as soft as ever, as if she was afraid that speaking too harshly might scare Lisa away. And that was clearly something she didn’t want to do. Even from where I was in the cage, I could tell that Andrea’s eyes were shining with excitement as she bent over Lisa again.

“Want to try something? If it’s too much, just say so. Just say, ‘red’, and everything stops. Okay, pretty lady?”

Already, Lisa was nodding as she stared up at Andrea kneeling above her. Somehow, she seemed to trust this woman far more than she probably should. Then again, I guess so did I. I let her do the most outrageous things to me, let her lock me in a cage and put me on a collar and leash, because so far, as much as she had humiliated and even hurt me, she hadn’t led me astray when it came to pleasure. The things she was doing were so sexy, I just went along with whatever else she had in mind, and it seemed as if Lisa felt the same way.

Andrea chuckled. She picked up the rope, then leaned over the other woman.

“Give me your hands,” she said, still in that soft, gentle voice. And Lisa, as inexplicably trusting as ever, did it.

Andrea moved slowly, methodically. She made a loop at the end of the rope and pulled it over Lisa’s wrists. As she drew it tight, I tried not to gasp. She was going to tie my girlfriend up, too. And Lisa, clearly, was going to let her. She was still smiling up at the other woman, not putting up the slightest bit of resistance. Letting her do whatever she wanted. Just like I did.

“Come here,” Andrea said, the smile on her face audible in her voice too. Sitting back on her knees, she pulled gently on the rope, and Lisa, her hands bound together in front of her, struggled up onto her knees. As Andrea continued to pull on the rope, Lisa shuffled across the mattress toward her, and once she had her where she wanted, Andrea had her lie down on the bed. As Lisa did that, Andrea pulled the rope up toward her headboard and threaded it through one of the metal bars. She tied it in a tight knot, Lisa’s face shining with excitement as she watched the other woman’s every move.

Another new experience. Lisa had never shown any desire to have me tie her up. If she had, I would have been willing to give it a try. But I also knew, without ever having tried, that I wouldn’t have known what to do with her. I would never have had Andrea’s quiet confidence, her wild imagination. With Lisa tied to a bed in front of me, I wouldn’t have been able to think of anything more devious or kinky to do with her than to have sex with her. While Andrea, as she soon proved, was far, far ahead of us.

Her latex catsuit shone as she crawled on the bed, moving toward my girlfriend’s legs. She took another length of rope and tied it around one of Lisa’s ankles. Then, she moved toward the corner of the bed nearest me. She tossed another happy smile in my direction as she tied the other end of the rope to the footboard, keeping Lisa’s leg stretched out. Then, turning her back on me and showing off that incredible ass again, she did the same with the other leg.

Once she had Lisa tied down, Andrea climbed on top of her again. She positioned herself between her spread legs, Lisa lifting her head from the mattress to look at the other woman. She looked so vulnerable lying there, legs spread and tied into place, her hands tied to the headboard above her. Spread out on the middle of our neighbor’s bed like a sacrificial offering, her breasts rose and fell under the dress she was still wearing, her whole body seeming to tremble in anticipation of what came next.

Once, Andrea didn’t leave us waiting. She was all business as she reached for the toy and turned it on, a low buzz rising from it. She smiled as she held it out toward Lisa, and Lisa bit her lip again, a long moan escaping from between her teeth as Andrea pressed the toy against her. It had a fat round head almost like a ball stuck on the end of it, and it was clearly sending powerful vibrations through Lisa’s body the moment it touched her. She let out another cry, and Andrea laughed. She laughed even more as she lifted the toy away, drawing an almost angry yelp out of Lisa as she stared at the other woman.

“Feels good, doesn’t it? This is one of my favourites. Nothing makes me cum more than this.”

“I bet,” Lisa murmured approvingly. At the same time, she squirmed a little on the bed, bending her knees and trying to pull her legs toward her, as if she was testing the bondage Andrea had her in. But it held tight. I knew it would. This was not a woman who made mistakes, or a woman who didn’t know how to play kinky games when she wanted to.

“Well, you’re about to find out for yourself,” Andrea said. “But only if you ask nicely.”

Lisa grinned. She knew what was coming, just as I did, but she seemed to welcome it. Maybe she didn’t have the same hangups as I did about submitting. Maybe she didn’t feel as embarrassed about it as I did. Certainly, she didn’t seem to. She seemed much more ready to go along with what was happening, to let Andrea take charge. And she was probably right. After all, all my doubts and misgivings didn’t amount to much. I still ended up in the cage, on the end of the leash, frustrated and humiliated and ready to do whatever I was told.

“Please,” Lisa said, knowing what Andrea wanted to hear. But she smiled as she said it, as if she wanted it just as much. It wasn’t the desperate begging these women could coax out of me. It was more obviously a game.

Still, Andrea, as always, knew exactly how to get what she wanted. The toy buzzed again as she held it close to Lisa’s body, pressing it against her pussy. Lisa let out a gulp of pleasure, followed by a moan that was close to a whimper, and Andrea looked so pleased with herself as she lifted it away again.

This time, Lisa’s eyes blazed, genuine frustration showing there for a moment. She groaned in frustration, but Andrea’s only response was to raise her eyebrows, looking down at my girlfriend with the toy held in her hand, our beautiful latex goddess so completely in control.

“Please, Andrea,” Lisa said. This time, her begging was more sincere. Again, she struggled against the ropes, but they held her just as tight as ever.

“What will you do for me in return?”

Andrea’s smile had this amazing ability to shift between joyful and sinister without losing any of its beauty. It was a transition I noticed again now as she leaned over my girlfriend, the buzzing toy in her hand, her sexual power over both of us never more obvious than it currently was. Lisa gasped as she looked up at the other woman, and I could practically see her mind racing as she tried to figure out what she should say, what a woman like Andrea would want to hear.

“Whatever you want.”

She spoke tentatively, unsure of herself. In response, Andrea tilted the toy toward her, and Lisa gasped as she felt it buzz against her dripping sex again. But only for a moment. After probably no more than a second, Andrea lifted it away again, making Lisa groan with desperate frustration, a howl of despair almost torn out of her.

I knew how she felt. This latest erotic scene was keeping me just as hard as ever, just as desperately turned on by what I was witnessing. Seeing Lisa squirm and beg like that, seeing her desperate for pleasure in a way I never had before Andrea came along, was such a powerful turn-on to me, and it was making my heart race in my chest as my cock throbbed, still ignored, still teased.

“Be specific. Tell me. What do you think I might want you to do in exchange for some time with this toy?”

Lisa thought. I could see the wheels turning in her head. Distracted by desire like she was, it was difficult to think straight. I knew that. But she smiled, her eyes glancing over at me in the cage, knowing what her next words were going to do to me, and part of her, at least, excited by it.

“I’ll eat your pussy so good.”

Andrea burst out laughing, her breasts bouncing in the tight shining latex that struggled to contain them.

“Well look at you. Just had your first taste of snatch, and already begging for more. Well, I do like to hear that. But that’s not what we’re going to do here.”

Lisa looked at Andrea in confusion, and so did I. But the blond woman didn’t keep us guessing for long. Still holding the toy in one hand, she picked up the remote to my shock device with the other. I braced myself for another stinging shock, but Andrea didn’t press the button. Instead, she crawled up the mattress, the hand holding the toy pressing into the bed next to Lisa’s head as she supported herself. Andrea stretched her shining body over Lisa, handing the toy to her. Lisa held it in her bound hands, turning it around in her fingers.

“If you want to feel pleasure, you have to make him feel pain,” Andrea said.

Her eyes were glowing now as they stared down into Lisa’s, her face just inches above the other woman’s. I could see Lisa squirming against the ropes that held her, desperate to touch that amazing body that hovered just above her, just as I would have been in her position. But she couldn’t. She couldn’t do anything except what Andrea wanted her to do, and that was a predicament I could relate to.

Lisa hesitated. But I think I knew what she was going to do even before she did. Andrea was too sexy, too seductive for anyone to resist. And even though I cringed, even though I felt all over again that wild version of shame that I knew Andrea wanted me to feel, I told myself I could hardly blame her. I didn’t want to speculate what I would have done in her position. Would I willingly hurt Lisa if it meant I got to have sex with Andrea? There was no point thinking about it. That wasn’t the dilemma we were being offered.

Sure of the outcome, I waited. And as Lisa pressed the button on the remote, as I yelped in pain, Andrea burst out laughing. She was gloating, completely high on herself and her own deviousness now, absolutely loving the evil little scene she had created.

“Oh, you naughty little slut,” she said. “You must want to cum really badly, huh?”

“Yes, I do,” Lisa hissed between her teeth, arching her back as she spoke, raising her hips up off the mattress beneath her, trying to get closer to Andrea.

“Then zap his balls again.”

And she did. Without hesitation this time, Lisa pressed down the button, and I cried out in pain. Then the pain subsided as Andrea pressed the round head of the buzzing toy against my girlfriend’s pussy again. Lisa let out a hungry moan as she stopped pressing the remote, and Andrea smiled down at her, seeming to enjoy the reaction of her body, watching her squirm and writhe in pleasure as she continued to tease her.

Then, she took the toy away again.

“Fuck!”

Lisa swore with real aggression, her eyes snapping open, a look of something close to outrage on her gorgeous flushed face as she stared at Andrea.

“You know what to do.”

Lisa shook her head, staring up at the blond in disbelief. And I couldn’t believe it either. As cruel as she had proven she could be, this new twist was beyond imagination for either of us. But after all, that was what kept us addicted to Andrea. The way she could always find another level, the way she could take us to places we had never been before and never even imagined. The way she got off on cruelty and torture, and putting our relationship under this outrageous strain, just because it made her smile.

It was unbelievable. But what was more unbelievable was how Lisa’s scrabbling fingers found the button on the remote control, delivering another sharp shock to me. Even as I growled in pain, even as I gripped the bars of the cage, I knew the truth. My girlfriend was fully in the group of sexual pleasure now, and she would do whatever it took to get it. She cried out in bliss as Andrea pressed the toy against her again, her long moan of pleasure like an echo to my cry of pain.

Andrea had done it. She had, quite literally, made my suffering into my girlfriend’s pleasure. And as Lisa squirmed and moaned on the bed, a dark patch spreading underneath her as her juices flowed freely out of her, coaxed by the toy Andrea was holding, I knew I was in for plenty more suffering.

“Again,” Andrea demanded, not taking the toy away this time. And Lisa let out a wild yell as she pressed the button again, on her mistress’s command, delivering another stinging shock to my dangling balls while I squirmed and groaned in the cage.

Again. Again. The wild game continued, the toy between Lisa’s legs continuing to push her to yet another wild explosion of passion, making her breathless, making her squirm and scream and writhe as if she was the one being tortured, not me. And every time Andrea commanded it, my girlfriend would shock me again.

Until finally, Andrea didn’t even need to tell her to do it anymore. She pressed the button over and over as she reached another climax, her earsplitting cry of passion filling the room without drowning out my sounds of pain. As if Andrea had rewired Lisa’s brain to make her as much of a sadist as she herself was.

Lisa came, screaming in ecstasy as she thrashed on the bed, and Andrea turned her glowing eyes to me. I stared at her through the bars of the cage, panting through the pain. Knowing that whatever devious idea she had next, we were both going to do whatever she said.
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