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His Girlfriend Dates His Neighbor

Water dripped in the bathroom. The slight sound echoed back from the tiles, seeming to emphasize the hush that had fallen over us. There was something powerful in it, something potent. Almost sacred. But in reality, the situation we found ourselves in could hardly be more profane.

Lisa lay back in the bathtub. It wasn’t a big tub; our apartment didn’t have space for something really luxurious. As a result, we both mostly used it as a shower. But every now and then, especially after a stressful day, Lisa enjoyed a soak.

This wasn’t one of those times, though. This hadn’t been a stressful day, but instead, an exciting one. It was only growing more exciting by the second.

Lisa let out a gentle moan as I rubbed my fingers over her scalp. She lay with her head resting on one side of the tub, a towel folded underneath her neck to act as a kind of pillow. I was washing her hair. Something I had never done before, actually. Never realizing how strangely intimate it was, even after all the crazy things we had done together. Especially recently.

Frankly, in a way, it felt good. Good to be intimate like that, to be together like this, after everything we had done recently. All the boundaries we had crossed, all the unspoken rules we had broken. All the things we had discovered about ourselves, and about each other. It was nice to be alone together again, boyfriend and girlfriend, a couple with all kinds of kinky memories and naughty expectations, but at least, for once, just the two of us.

Except at the same time, I knew it was never just the two of us. It was never that simple, and maybe it never could be again. We couldn’t forget what had happened with Andrea, and we didn’t want to. No matter what, we could never go back to the way things were. Just like a bell, once struck, can’t be unrung. We would never again be a couple who hadn’t seen each other in absolute extremities of desire, who hadn’t watched each other moan and beg for someone else. She would always be that woman who had gleefully delivered stinging electrical shocks to my balls to please her beautiful mistress, and herself, too. And I would always be that guy who had groveled at Andrea’s feet, licked her boots, begged for sex from a woman who treated me like her own personal property.

And even this seemingly intimate moment was forever changed by that. In fact, we both knew it wouldn’t be happening if it wasn’t for Andrea and the kinky games she had introduced us to.

Lisa sighed softly again. She had her eyes closed, her dark lashes casting tiny shadows on her cheeks in the bathroom light. I stared down at her as I kneeled on the floor behind her, her naked body shining with warm water and soap suds. The swell of her breasts with their brown nipples already engorged, swollen with excitement at what was happening and what we both knew was going to happen. The line of her stomach, moving down into the curve of her hip rising above the water as she lay turned slightly to one side, making the most of all the space the small bathtub gave her. Her compact body every bit as curvy as the goddess next door, every bit as desirable, though in a completely different way.

Really, I thought to myself as I continued to run soapy fingers through Lisa’s dark hair, I couldn’t have asked for two more different yet equally beautiful specimens of feminine beauty to be my playmates. And sometimes, I still couldn’t believe my luck. Even if other times, it seemed like the opposite. Even if sometimes, I felt like I should be cursing the day I ever met Andrea, wishing we had never gone down this road.

I couldn’t bring myself to really believe it. I couldn’t bring myself to regret the things we had done. For all the madness, all the craziness, I was almost painfully aware that I was having the most thrilling sexual experiences of my life. And so was my girlfriend. And we had Andrea to thank for that, to thank her for training us, in our different roles. For teaching Lisa to be dominant, to embrace her sadistic side, to use her feminine beauty and sex appeal as a weapon. And for training me to obey.

“I need a refill.”

Lisa smiled as she spoke, opening her eyes and reaching for the wine glass that sat on the far side of the tub, close to hand. Inwardly, part of me bristled. But I knew the rules. I had agreed to them. Just like with Andrea, it felt like I never really had a choice.

There was no denying it, no mistaking it. Lisa was getting better at giving the orders. Getting more comfortable with bossing me around. And why shouldn’t she, when it obviously worked so well?

Besides, it was easy for her. Or at least, she made it look that way. It wasn’t like I could put up any real resistance. She had what I wanted, that amazing body, those killer curves. That pussy that waited between her legs, the promise of pleasure she offered me just by existing and withheld from me unless I did exactly what she said. Andrea had unlocked this ferocious power, and Lisa was only just learning how deep it went, but every day was a new discovery. And she was getting more and more used to being in charge.

Lifting my hands from her head, I dipped them into the warm water, rinsing off the shampoo. Then, without a word, I took the glass from her hand and turned toward the door. I felt her dark eyes, glowing with pleasure, watching my every move as I stepped away from her. My hard cock bobbed and bounced in front of me, the obvious sign of how much this was turning me on.

Lisa had demanded I be naked. Not that I argued. Naked, it felt like there was always at least a slight possibility of sex. Even if I knew, deep down, her goal was mostly to humiliate me, to make me feel vulnerable. To treat me like an object, just like Andrea did.

I went to the kitchen and took the bottle of white wine out of the fridge, pouring another glass. Almost immediately, a thin film of condensation formed on the outside, thickening as I carried it back to the bathroom where Lisa waited. She smiled as she took it from me, without a word of thanks. As she took a sip, her glowing eyes traveled up and down my body, taking it all in. Lingering, just for a moment, on my swollen cock. I wished it was her hand, her mouth, anything that could give me more sensation than just her eyes. But it wasn’t my place to make demands. We both knew that.

Lisa’s hair was shining wetly now, slicked back on her scalp after she had dunked it in the water to rinse the shampoo away. I stood awkwardly in front of her, my hands at my sides, not knowing what to do as my cock continued to throb and ache in front of her. But I didn’t doubt I would find out what she wanted next soon enough; in some ways, it makes things simple. I don’t have to worry about what to do when I’m playing with Andrea, or Lisa. They never waste any time in letting me know exactly what they want from me.

Lisa took another sip of wine, then shifted in the tub. The water swirled around her, threatening to spill itself over the side onto the tile floor. She set her glass down on the side of the tub again, twisting her body so that she was still angled in the tub, but facing more toward me this time.

She lifted a foot out of the water, the soapsuds sliding over her soft skin as she propped it on the side of the tub. Stray patches of bubbles floated in the water like fragmenting icebergs, casting a pattern of light and shadow over her endlessly desirable body like clouds moving over a mountain. Through the water, I could see the dark patch of her pubic hair, and just a hint of the silken lips of her sex shining under the water.

Not enough. Never enough, as far as I was concerned. But enough, all the same, to drive me absolutely mad with desire for this vixen. Enough to make me cringe in frustration, as if I hadn’t been laid in months. As if I had never had her, when in reality, I had buried my passion in that exquisite body over and over again.

It didn’t matter. I always wanted her. And lately, it felt like I wanted her more desperately than ever. It was almost the first lesson she had learned from Andrea, that keeping me denied gave her more power over me.

“Shave me. The razor’s on the sink.”

I drew a deep breath. It was clear what she wanted as her shining eyes stared right at me. More servitude. More humiliation. And the more I gave into her, I knew, the more secure she felt in her power. Doing what Lisa wanted only encouraged her, only reinforced the lesson that Andrea clearly wanted her to learn. That her beauty gave her special privileges, the inarguable right to make me do whatever she felt like.

Because it was true. That was the thing. Lisa might only just be realizing it, but Andrea was an absolute master at using beauty to get what she wanted. And there was that astonishing part of me that only wanted her to get better at it.

Looking at her face now, so naturally pretty, her skin flushed from the warmth of the bathtub and her eyes shining with excitement, was almost like looking at a different woman from the one I had seen during our most recent adventure at Andrea’s place. Then, Lisa had been a wanton slut, as if the ferocious pleasure Andrea had given her had rewired her brain. She had sobbed and begged, moaned and groaned, and she had licked Andrea’s pussy as if there was nothing she wanted more in the world. She had tongued the other woman’s clit while I fucked her from behind, the bed shaking to the wild and desperate motions of the three of us, our cries of pleasure merging like music to echo back from those bedroom walls that had seen and heard so much.

The pleasure coursed through my body as Andrea’s pussy gripped my cock tight. All the hours of denial, of teasing, of humiliation, found at last an outlet in that beautiful body, so teasingly wrapped in tight black latex with only her pussy exposed, her breasts bouncing underneath the rubbery material to the rhythm of my thrusts. And the juices poured out of her, steadily, relentlessly, dripping over Lisa’s face and into her mouth as she swallowed them down, as desperately thirsty as I had ever seen her.

It seemed impossible to follow Andrea’s orders. Impossible not to cum in a situation like the one I was in, with the tight wet pussy of the most beautiful woman I had ever seen clenching around my cock. But I was also well aware of the threat of disobeying her. And truthfully, for all the crazy things Andrea had put me through, for all the physical punishment she had no qualms about doling out, nothing terrified me more than the idea that these games would come to an end. That if I didn’t please her, I wouldn’t get the chance to ever again.

As impossible as it seemed, that was all the motivation I needed to at least try to hold myself back, to battle against every natural impulse and fight desperately to control myself, even while the most unbelievable pleasure surged through every cell of my body.

Somehow, it worked. Somehow, I managed to hold back, even as Andrea’s moans and groans filled the bedroom. Even as the wet sound of Lisa sucking on her pussy invaded my ears. But in a way, that helped, too. It made Andrea cum quicker, so that I didn’t have to hold out as long.

It was absolutely beautiful, the way she exploded in pure pleasure. The way she gave into it completely, the latex suit that was so tight, it seemed painted onto her body, shining as she shivered with pure release. I let out a long moan of desperate desire as her pussy contracted in orgasm. I was right at the very brink, my entire body right at the very threshold of what I could take. But after all, it was Andrea’s pleasure that mattered. That was all.

Still gasping, still moaning, Andrea moved on the mattress. We both let out another sound of pleasure as she slid off my cock, her juices leaking out of her to shine on the latex that covered her thighs, to shine and gleam on Lisa’s face still groaning underneath her. Andrea moved on the bed, swinging one leg past me so that she was sitting against the headboard, between me and my girlfriend. Reaching out, she took my cock in her hand and began to stroke, her movements lubricated by the juices she herself had left there.

“Okay, you can cum now, loser,” Andrea said, that superior smirk returning so easily to her face that was still glowing with sexual pleasure. “Cum all over your slut girlfriend’s face for me.”

Lisa gasped at her words, as if shocked by the depravity of what our mistress was saying. But honestly, as crazy as it was, this kind of talk was hardly unusual for Andrea. Especially at moments like this, when she really let himself go. When the excitement became almost a presence in the room with us, absorbing us completely, sweeping us all along with it.

And even though what she was saying was outrageous, I wasn’t going to deny her. Or myself. Truthfully, I couldn’t have even if I had wanted to.

I exploded. My cock leaped and throbbed in Andrea’s hand, hot jets of cum spurting out of me and splattering on Lisa’s face. She closed her eyes, squeezing them shut as I fired my cum all over her pretty features in a way I had never done before, had never even dreamed of trying to do. But that was what Andrea did. She pushed us to new heights and new depths every time we were together, awakening things in both of us we had never even known were there.

It was what we both loved about her.

Now, looking at Lisa as she looked at me, I couldn’t shake that image of her. Gasping with pleasure, her body alive with the orgasms that had been forced on her, my semen shining on her skin. Andrea had made her taste it, made her lick her shining lips, made her lick it off her own fingers as she scooped it off her cheeks and chin and forehead. Disgracing her all over again, making her seem every inch the slut that she called her.

But Lisa had smiled all the way through it, enjoying being disgraced. Just like I apparently did.

And yet, the woman in the bathtub in front of me was like a different Lisa. Commanding now, fully in charge, completely in control. Far removed from the desperate horny slut Andrea had made of her. In some ways, that made it even sexier. That she could be both these things at once, I demanding dominatrix when she needed to be, and a desperate slut at other times. But only for Andrea. Never for me. Our sexy neighbor’s little switch, a slutty little straight girl who was nevertheless seduced by her irresistible dominant sex appeal. If anyone on earth understood that, it was me.

In some weird way, our feelings about Andrea were one more thing me and the woman I loved had in common with each other. Another thing to share. Another thing, it felt like, we could never tell anyone else about.

I picked up the razor from the sink. One of those giant chunky pink things they sell to women for just this purpose. Lisa seemed to bask in the tub as she watched me approach, her sense of power visibly turning her on as I kneeled down on the tiles next to the tub.

She lifted her glass from the side and took another drink, her eyes never leaving me, watching every move. Enjoying every moment of this latest act of service.

I had never shaved a woman before. It shouldn’t have been that much different from shaving myself, and I suppose in a technical sense, it wasn’t. And yet at the same time, it felt like it couldn’t be more different.

This was loaded with desire too, the same desperate teasing Andrea loved to put me through. Much softer, much gentler, but in the end, no less vicious. No less powerful. Maybe even more so, in some weird way, because this was between the two of us. This was intimate in a way it could never be with Andrea, a woman who, as much as we wanted her, was only ever a sex partner. This was the woman I loved, treating me like a lowly slave, and it was so sexy I could barely believe it.

I slid the razor over her leg slowly, moving carefully. Her skin already felt smooth as silk to me, but I did what she wanted all the same. And as I moved higher up her thigh, feeling the firm muscle under the soft skin, my excitement only grew. With every moment, I was getting closer to her pussy, warm and wet under the water, and my heart was throbbing just like my cock as I moved over her body.

She raised herself up a little out of the water so that I could reach every bit of her thigh, moving closer all the time. She took another sip of her wine as she enjoyed the sight of me kneeling, serving her, struggling against my own desire, knowing what she was doing to me.

Then, as my hands almost reached between her warm wet legs, she moved.

“Other leg,” she ordered.

She lowered the leg I had just shaved into the water, rolling over onto her side in the tub and placing her other foot on its edge. I looked at her for a moment, hoping she was joking while knowing deep down that she wasn’t. Both these women, Andrea and Lisa, had more self-control than I ever would. It was what gave them control over me.

I started all over again, down at her ankle. Sliding the plastic head of the razor over the curves of her leg, swirling it through the water in the bath to clear it of hair before making another pass. Moving slowly, carefully, while my girlfriend enjoyed her wine and enjoyed the spectacle of my desperate service.

Finally, again, I reached the top of her leg. Her gorgeous thigh, and the rest of her incredible body, doing everything in my power to stop my hands from shaking. When she was satisfied I was done, Lisa set her now-empty glass aside. Her hands on the side of the tub, she pushed herself up out of the water.

On my knees, still holding the razor, I watched, my eyes sliding over every curve of her body just like the soapsuds sliding over her skin, as if reluctant to leave her behind and rejoin the water they had come from. I couldn’t blame them.

Lisa stepped out of the tub. A puddle of bathwater formed on the floor underneath her, and she placed her hand on my head for balance, moving carefully to not slip. She lifted the other foot out of the tub too, standing with both feet on the tile before sitting back down on the edge of the tub in front of me.

There was a smile on her face, a bold and provocative grin as she looked straight at me, as if she could read my mind. She probably could. After all, in this position, it wasn’t exactly hard to guess what I was thinking about.

And it became even easier as Lisa slowly spread her legs. Like a magician revealing a trick, she put her hands on her thighs and slowly parted them, her eyes tracking mine as my gaze dropped inevitably down to her shining pussy.

There it was, exactly what I wanted. And even with all the games of insane desire that we had been playing recently, part of me felt like I had never wanted her more than now. She had mastered Andrea’s teasing ways, even if she did it in her own style. Not as brusque and commanding as the other woman. More gentle, more soft, seducing me into obeying her instead of loudly demanding it. But in the end, I knew, there was no difference. Both these women had mastered the art of controlling me. Both of them knew exactly how to get what they wanted from me. Both of them, in their different ways, knew exactly how to make me want to serve them just like this.

“Trim it,” Lisa ordered, pointing down at her pussy as if I could look anywhere else. “I want a landing strip. Nice and neat. Take the hair off at the sides, and at the top, then trim the rest. There are some nail scissors in the drawer.”

I didn’t say a word. There was nothing really to say. Her order was outrageous, but also, given the roles we were playing, completely fitting at the same time. So I inched toward her on my knees, the razor in my hand, working, if anything, even more carefully than I had on her legs. The razor now felt too big, too bulky to do the delicate work she was asking of me, but I did my best with what I had. My hand brushed against her wet lips as I shaved her, and she sighed through her nostrils, the pleasure of being in charge of merging with the pleasure of being touched to persuade her even more strongly that she was doing the right thing.

Finishing with the razor, I moved across the bathroom to find the tiny scissors in the drawer she pointed to. In the small space of the bathroom, I didn’t even bother to get up off my knees. There was no point. Lisa smirked as she watched me crawl back toward her, scissors in hand, carefully trimming her soft downy pubic hair into the manicured strip she wanted it to be. All the time, desire throbbed inside me, that familiar pull of desperate lust that made me so completely hers.

“Good boy,” Lisa said when she was satisfied that I was done. “Now, let’s go get me dressed up. Go lay out my new dress for me, and the shoes. You know the ones.”

I did. Lisa had been shopping. After our last adventure with Andrea, the girls had set another date. After all, why wouldn’t they? They couldn’t get enough of each other, just like I couldn’t get enough of them either.

Except this time, it wasn’t going to be at Andrea’s apartment. This time, they wanted to go out somewhere first. Like actual lovers, like they were the ones dating, instead of Lisa and me. I knew they weren’t blind to the implications of that. I knew that part of what they liked about the idea was how it made me uneasy, how it brought my own relationship with Lisa into question. Those were the kind of games they never seemed to be able to get enough of.

Lisa had shown me the new dress and the new shoes when she bought them, too excited to keep it to herself. Now, I moved across the bedroom almost in a trance as I went to the closet to retrieve her new purchases. Meanwhile, she stayed behind, doing her makeup in the bathroom.

When she emerged, she was transformed. It wasn’t like I didn’t know what she could do with a brush and a bit of lipstick. But it never failed to catch me off guard. Especially now, knowing the circumstances behind it. Now, her beauty was almost proof of her desire, her excitement to do something new with Andrea. Her eyes glowed between thick dark lashes, her lipstick a deep, dark, tasteful red that suited her complexion well. Her hair, now dry, was carefully styled, falling in soft curls almost down to her shoulders.

She was still completely naked. But as she stepped into the bedroom, she saw the dress laid out on the bed for her, and smiled.

“Put it on me,” she said.

I picked it up. It was black; black always suited her. It was stiff; the top of it basically a black corset, complete with clasps on the front and steel boning to give it, and her, an undeniably appealing shape. It was short, ending in a black lacy skirt that was almost like a tutu. I hadn’t yet seen it on her, had only seen it when she held it up to show it off to me. But I already knew, beyond even the slightest doubt, she would look like sex personified in it.

She wanted to make me suffer. To make me part of this almost ritual of submission. But as I pulled the dress over her, I realized she actually did need my help to get it on. As we fasten the clasps in the front, I began to tighten the laces in the back, under her instruction. And it was all I could do not to groan in delight and despair as I watched the way the corset shaped her torso, as it pushed her boobs high on her chest, giving her a cleavage that I can practically feel burning itself into my memory even in the moment.

“More,” she ordered, and, obedient as ever, I pulled even harder on the laces, giving her body an even more exaggerated hourglass shape. Until finally, she was satisfied.

“Okay, now put my shoes on.”

I kneeled on the floor as she stood above me. The flouncy skirt barely came down the middle of her thighs, and I was agonizingly aware that she wore no panties underneath. This was so out of character, and the thought of her wearing something so unbelievably provocative in public sent shockwaves of lust racing through my body. I never had a choice except to do what she said.

I picked up the boots. Black patent leather ankle boots with a sharp high heel, gleaming in the light in a way that reminded me of Andrea’s sexy latex catsuit last time we had played together. Lisa shifted her weight from one foot to the other, letting me slide boots on to her feet, letting me do up the buckles on the side like the lowly servant I was. And when I was done, she laughed at me. Reaching forward, she ran her fingers through my hair, chuckling in the full knowledge of what she was doing to me, the way she was driving me absolutely crazy with unrelenting desire. My cock was throbbing as desperately as ever, my desire every bit as potent as it ever was, and as always, there was not a single thing I could do about it.

“You really are a good boy when you want something, aren’t you? But there’s going to be no pussy for you tonight. Not yet, anyway. Tonight, this is for her.”

As she spoke, Lisa ran her hands down over her body, over the curves nature had given her and the corset dress so beautifully enhanced. I almost groaned as I watched, that familiar feeling of desire and despair taking me over once again as I stayed on my knees, gazing in disbelief at the teasing goddess my once conservative girlfriend had become.

“Don’t wait up, loser,” Lisa said mockingly, using Andrea’s little term of abuse as she strode past me, her skirt bouncing with every step she took, threatening to reveal even more of her amazing body. Grabbing a small purse, she didn’t look back, heading for the door of our apartment, off on a date with Andrea that I wasn’t invited to. And I watched her go, speechless and frustrated, terrified of what the night ahead held, and yet so turned on, I could barely even think straight.

The door closed. Lisa was gone. But my latest night of suffering, I knew, was only just beginning.
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