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His Reward

Andrea got up from the bed. I watched her naked body as she circled around it, walking slowly toward me. At the same time, Lisa lay on the mattress, her shining brown eyes watching everything, too. She seemed drained by what had happened, exhausted by pleasure, but she was still curious. And who wouldn’t be? We still had no idea where any of this might lead, or what might happen next. We were still, both of us in our different ways, completely in Andrea’s power.

The things that she had shown us, about each other and about ourselves, were the most insane developments of our lives. Lisa, lying there on the bed, was every bit as astonished as I was, struggling to believe what had happened just as much as I was. The difference was, she had gotten an orgasm out of it, while I was still frustrated. And so I hoped that the game wasn’t over yet, even though I was still nervous about what might happen next. What I had already witnessed was the most erotic spectacle of my entire life, and I doubted I had ever wanted an orgasm with anything like the intensity I wanted it now.

But it was all up to Andrea. As always. And both of us, my girlfriend and I, watched our beautiful neighbor as she circled around the bed toward me, her eyes shining with excitement, every movement of her incredible body suggesting sex.

Her breasts hung from her chest as she bent over me, her blond hair trailing down around us both, apart from where the braid she wore held it in place. Her fingers worked on the knot where my leash was tied to her footboard, keeping me in place. I waited, with all the patience I could muster, for her to untie me.

When she had, she took the leash in her hand, holding it close to where it joined the pink collar I wore. She didn’t say anything as she pulled on it, urging me to my feet. She just kept smiling that sexy little smile, her confidence completely unshakable.

Turning, she led me back around the bed, the same direction she had come from herself. She pulled me toward the bed, and Lisa sat up, making room as Andrea climbed onto the mattress. She still held the leash, and so I was pulled onto the bed too, swinging my knees awkwardly up onto the mattress and inching forward with my hands still cuffed behind my back.

At the same time, it was hard not to smile. I had high hopes for what might be coming next, and after everything these women had put me through, I knew I deserved it.

Andrea let go of the leash and pushed me down onto the mattress. It was easy for her to manipulate me, to physically manhandle me, with my hands immobilized like they were. But it wasn’t like I would have resisted her anyway. Not now, when I felt on the verge of what I had been so desperately craving all night, what I had been teased with and tormented by until it started to feel like I might lose my mind.

My cock was rock hard still, and as I lay on my back, it rose above me, pointing up in the empty air. Leaning over me, Andrea wrapped her hand around it, stroking it slowly, chuckling to herself as she made me moan with desperate desire. As if there was ever any doubt about how I felt. As if anyone could possibly be surprised that I was as horny as I had ever been, after being subjected to the most erotic spectacle of my entire life.

Andrea still didn’t say a word. Moving always with that confidence, that familiarity, as if she never doubted her rights to touch me and toy with me, even though the woman barely knew me. She was right about that too, of course. I wasn’t going to say a single thing to stop her or slow her down, and I hoped that Lisa wouldn’t either. Somehow, judging by the way the night had gone, I doubted it.

Then, Andrea turned. Her movements as nimble and graceful and in control as ever, she pivoted on one knee toward me, throwing the other leg over me. She was still holding my cock all the while, and as she straddled me, she held it against herself. The fat head pressed against the wet entrance of her pussy, and as I gazed up at her smiling face, I remember thinking, this is it.

I had always been faithful to Lisa. It was still too early in our relationship to talk about forever. But there had been times when part of me had wondered if maybe, she was the last woman I would sleep with. But now it seemed that was about to change, and I couldn’t be happier about it. My heart raced in my chest, that same wild feeling of disbelief vibrating inside me, my life suddenly transformed into something so different from what it had been, so wild, so unexpected, and so welcome.

Andrea slid my cock inside her body, her wetness making me slide in easily. She let out a moan of pleasure, a tiny shiver travelling through her body as if she had been waiting for this all night, as if she had been teased and denied in any way close to what I had endured. And of course, I moaned too, breathless with excitement and pleasure as this unbelievable woman toyed with me, once again using me for her pleasure, but this time in exactly the way I would have wanted her to.

And Lisa watched it all. Just like I had watched her having sex with Andrea moments before. My shy, conventional, vanilla girlfriend now lying on the bed and watching another woman fuck me, listening to moans of pleasure rising in the air, both mine and Andrea’s. This incredible scene was truly beyond belief, but at the same time, it was happening, and every tight nerve in my body conspired to make sure I couldn’t forget that.

Andrea moved slowly, at least at first. As she sat on top of me, her thighs clamping my sides, she rocked back and forth at a leisurely pace, smiling down at me as she did. Basking once again in her sense of control, her indisputable power over me. Just like everything else, this was going to go exactly the way she wanted it. Just like everything else we did, this was completely up to her.

Her breasts bounced, matching the rhythm of her movements. Her pussy felt frankly unbelievable, its tight warmth and wetness everything I had imagined, everything I had been longing for. All those long hours of teasing and denial that had felt so brutal, I now realized, were part of what made this current moment feel so amazing. It was sex, yes. But it felt like far more than that. More intense and more outrageous than anything I had ever done before, and as I lay there, looking up at one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen riding my cock, I could barely believe my luck. Even though there was no denying that I deserved this, that I had earned it the hard way. I had put up with everything, agreed with everything these women wanted to do, and a reward for that seemed more than justified.

Still. It still felt magical, still felt impossible that this was happening, this gorgeous goddess riding on top of me and grinning in pleasure while my girlfriend watched the whole show.

Andrea increased the pace slowly, desperately slowly. But the noises she was making told me how much fun she was having, how she was enjoying the feel of my cock inside her pulsating pussy. There was no denying it. And it felt good to please her. It felt amazing to see this gorgeous goddess moving on top of me, seeming to channel her whole body into pleasure.

And of course, I wasn’t the only one watching. Lisa was too, and even though I didn’t look at her for now, captivated as I was by Andrea, I could feel the burning intensity of those brown eyes on us, practically studying what was happening right in front of her.

I could hardly imagine what might be going through Lisa’s mind as she watched. Did it feel the same for her as it had felt for me, when I watched her and Andrea play with each other? For me, that had been a high watermark, one of the most intensely erotic displays I had ever witnessed in my life, or probably ever would. Did she feel that way, watching me have sex with another woman?

I had no idea, and honestly, I didn’t give it that much thought. I was too wrapped up in my own ecstasy, feeling that long-awaited physical bliss spreading through me every time Andrea bounced on top of my shaft. I had waited so long for this, suffered so much, but now that it had arrived, I couldn’t deny that it was all 100% worth it.

Lisa moved. I felt the mattress springs shift underneath her weight, and as difficult as it was to tear my eyes away from Andrea, I turned my head to look over at my girlfriend. She pushed herself up onto her knees, crawling toward me on our next-door neighbor’s bed. My heart thumped in my chest as she kneeled above me.

As ridiculous as it might be in this situation, part of me was still at least a little concerned that she might be mad at me for what I was doing with another woman. Even though I had no choice. We both knew I wouldn’t have chosen anything else.

But she wasn’t mad. She soon proved that as she leaned down over me, pressing her lips against mine. She kissed me deeply, passionately, with a steadily increasing wildness that made my heart flutter in my chest. Up above us, Andrea kept bouncing on my cock, and her little sighs of pleasure were getting louder, turning noticeably into long moans of bliss. I grunted against Lisa’s lips as I felt Andrea’s pussy contracting around me, the waves of her pleasure spreading through both our bodies.

Lisa’s kiss was long and hungry, her wet lips and tongue sliding easily over mine. I kissed her back just as desperately, just as hungrily, and even though the night had been all about sex, kinky, naughty sex, full of dominance and submission and the wild thrill of power exchange, at the same time, I felt my heart contract with a fresh wave of love for Lisa. She was being so wild, so naughty, so open-minded. All the things I had wanted her to be more off, without ever imagining she would go this far.

I loved more about her than just the way she looked or how she was in bed. But for a long time now, it had been the case that, if I had been able to change anything about her, it would have been that. Her reticence, her disinterest in sexual experimentation. While now, thanks to Andrea, I was getting exactly what I had wanted. The same loving, caring woman who was so much fun to hang out with, but now with this unbelievable sexy edge to her.

Maybe Andrea didn’t even care what I was getting out of this. But at that moment, with Lisa’s lips locked on mine, I couldn’t escape the feeling that this strange woman, whether she knew it or not, had given me the greatest gift I could ever hope to receive.

Finally, Lisa lifted her mouth away from mine. Her brown eyes were glowing even more now as she smiled down at me, her cheeks flushed with the orgasm she had already had that night. But the look on her face told me she wasn’t done yet, even before she started to move again on the mattress.

She rose up above me on her knees. Seeming to tower above me in all her naked glory, every delightful curve of her body on display, her skin glowing with satisfaction and desire at the same time. She looked every bit as much of a goddess as Andrea was in that moment, just as in control, just as confident. As if all her doubts had melted away, replaced by the self-confidence she had contracted off our neighbor like a virus, so that she no longer questioned or second-guessed herself. She was no longer scared by her own desires. She just gave in to them, the way Andrea did, and it was the sexiest thing in the world to see this transformation in my girlfriend, to see her taking what she really wanted.

Inching toward me, she climbed over me, straddling my head. She had her back to Andrea as she looked down at me, reaching out to grab a fistful of my hair. With her legs spread on either side of my head, I could clearly see her pussy right in front of me, could see the gleam of moisture on her skin, her swollen lips proclaiming her undeniable state of arousal. The old Lisa would never have had the confidence to do this, even if I had suggested it, which I never had. But the new Lisa took what she wanted. Demanded it, in fact. And I was more than ready to serve this beautiful goddess, to do whatever she wanted, whatever would give her pleasure, whatever would encourage her to keep behaving like this.

“Eat it,” she ordered, a slight sneer in her voice as she spoke that only made her even more sexy. And of course, I did. I stuck out my tongue, pressing it against Lisa’s body as she lowered herself down toward my face, her thighs engulfing my head, her gorgeous body almost but not quite shutting out the light.

I licked and kissed her fragrant pussy with desperate hunger. And as Andrea continued to bounce up and down on top of my cock, I only got more desperate to please both women. My orgasm was practically boiling inside me, my arousal scarcely believable in its purity and power. But at the same time, I didn’t want things to end just yet. I wanted to please both these women again, to show them that I had what it took, that I was a worthy partner for them who could keep up with their outrageous sexual demands. Whether that was actually true or not remains to be seen, but I knew, at least, that I was going to give it my best shot.

So I slid my tongue into Lisa’s pussy, making her groan out loud. And I tried not to think too hard about the pleasure Andrea was giving me as she bounced up and down on top of me with wild abandon now. Trying to avoid the powerful physical sensations rising in the pit of my stomach, trying to hold off my inevitable orgasm until she had had one of her own.

It wasn’t easy. In fact, as that pleasure grew, as the air seemed to vanish from the room, leaving all of us breathless and engulfed by the undeniable power of sex, it felt impossible. I was going to explode. Andrea’s pussy was warm and snug and wet around my cock, sliding easily up and down as she rode me quickly now, her gorgeous body that I could no longer see thrashing and flailing on top of me. The taste of Lisa’s pussy filled my mouth, her own contractions around my invading tongue just as forceful and just as obvious as Andrea’s.

Pleasuring two women at the same time, two of the most beautiful women I had ever met, was more than enough to make me explode, more than enough to drive me absolutely wild with desperate desire, enough to make this night the most unforgettable of my life.

But still, I tried my best to hold out, while the two girls did nothing of the sort. They panted and moaned, they screamed and thrashed, letting themselves go completely, letting every blissful moment ring out in the bedroom that had become the setting for all of the most humiliating and most pleasurable experiences of my entire life.

I never had made Lisa cum with just my mouth before. Some women just can’t that way, and that’s fine. I had just assumed that she was one of them.

But now, as she cried out in the undeniable pitch of orgasm, I could see that that was something else I had been wrong about. Of course, Andrea had already proved how responsive my girlfriend could be, and now, she was having another orgasm, this time with me. This time it was my mouth making her spasm and scream, making the cum flow out of her like rain, and I swallowed as much as I could as it pulsed out of her, matching the powerful contractions of her sex while she squirmed and moaned above me.

Still glowing from climax, she climbed off my face, almost throwing herself down on the bed beside me. Lisa had never had that many orgasms in a single night, at least not in all the time we had been together. I knew she must be exhausted. But the good kind of exhausted, the happy kind, the kind that made her press her thighs together and moan, all by herself now as she lay on Andrea’s bed, still convulsing with the aftershocks of pleasure. As if it was all too much for her, too much for anyone to take, but in the best way possible.

But I knew the truth. She was in a state of absolute ecstasy, one unlike any I had ever seen before, the multiple orgasms she had had combining into one long song of bliss. Just as it was for me, I felt sure that this was the most incredible sexual experience of Lisa’s life. As she moaned and squirmed on the mattress, she seemed completely undone by pleasure, ravaged and ruined like I had never seen her before, and I won’t deny the boost to my ego it gave me to see her like that, seemingly completely overcome by the pleasure I had given her.

But at the same time, I had other things to think about. Because Andrea was still on top of me, her exquisite body bouncing up and down, gasping and moaning as she approached her own sexual peak, and everything she was doing, every noise she was making, every ounce of her body on top of mine, was sending an unrivaled thrill through both of us.

She didn’t outlast Lisa for long. In the position I was in, tied up and used for pleasure by these beautiful women, it wasn’t as if I had a good sense of the passage of time. But I doubted it was more than a minute or two before Andrea exploded in her own wave of wild pleasure. She trembled and howled, shockwaves of desire roaring through her body and pushing her beyond the brink of ecstasy, and I groaned at the wild explosion of her orgasm, the sudden wetness I felt pouring over me, the powerful contractions of her hungry pussy as it milked my cock of everything I had to give.

It worked.

Andrea was still moaning and thrashing, still convulsing in pure bliss, as I came inside her. My cock seemed to swell even more, and she cried out as she felt it, that last wild surge just before climax. I fired my cum into her, spurt after spurt pounded into her body as if trying to claim her as my own, as if pouring my life force into her, as if she needed more of that. The scream she gave sounded almost like triumph, as if this was what she had wanted all along. Certainly, it was exactly what I wanted. Exactly what I felt I needed, what it felt like I was going crazy without.

I let out a long growl as the peak of my pleasure passed, and Andrea sighed. Slowly, she climbed off me, my cock sliding easily out of her wet pussy as she sat down on the bed beside me, close to Lisa. Now, finally, her movements seemed to have lost her normal grace and poise, fatigue getting to her just like it had to the rest of us.

And as we all sprawled there on the bed, naked and glowing with pleasure, it felt as if we were all almost giddy with what had happened. And sure, Andrea had been the driving force behind this adventure, putting everything together, directing the whole scene. But now that the blood had cooled, now that we had all cum hard and, in the case of the girls, multiple times, it was as if even she couldn’t quite believe what had happened.

“Wow,” Lisa said quietly, her soft voice breaking the silence. Andrea laughed, and so did I. As if it finally broke the spell, pulling it out of the wild sexual game we had been playing and reminding us that, ultimately, we were all just ordinary people. Ordinary people with some unusual sexual tastes, maybe, but people all the same.

*****

“So are you gay now?”

It was a question that had been weighing on me, ever since our adventure at Andrea’s apartment. I had been waiting for the right time to ask, but after a few days, I realized that wasn’t going to be a right time. There was only now.

We were sitting on the sofa, watching TV together, and so to Lisa, the question must have seemed to come out of absolutely nowhere. She blinked slowly as she turned her face toward me, her brow furrowing as she looked at me in confusion.

“What?”

“Well, you know. All that stuff with Andrea.”

Lisa paused a moment longer before answering. She seemed to be taking her time, being careful about what she said. I wondered what that meant.

“I mean, she went down on me. That’s all.”

“Yeah, but… You came.”

A shy little smile appeared across Lisa’s face. She still seemed to feel at least a little uncomfortable discussing these things, even after everything we had done together and how far we had gone. But it seemed like she was trying to answer me anyway, knowing, perhaps, that we need to discuss what had happened, at least a little.

“Yeah, I did. I mean, it was amazing. I’ve never felt anything like that before. I never came from oral before, but she just… did something to me. Then again, so did you, remember?”

Of course I remembered. How could I forget? Every detail of what we had done together had been haunting me ever since it happened, driving me wild with lust at every moment of every day. And every time I looked at Lisa, it only seemed to get worse. Whenever I looked at her, I saw her the way she had looked that night, moaning in pleasure, overcome with lust, acting like an absolute selfish goddess, blowing my mind with how sexy my girlfriend could be. No, I was never going to forget it. I was never going to stop thinking about it. That was why I was asking the question.

“So, do you like girls now?”

“That’s a bit of a leap, isn’t it? Look, you know how it is. In the heat of the moment, you find yourself doing things you never thought you would. You stop caring about the labels and just want to do what feels good. You were exactly the same.”

“Yeah, I know, but…”

And I tailed off. The truth was, I didn’t have a good answer for that. Did I want my entire sexuality to be judged by the way I had behaved that night with Andrea and Lisa? Probably not. Even if it had brought up some questions for me that I was having a hard time answering. Maybe, in some sense, it was easier to ask her than ask myself.

“It’s not that simple, Steve. No, I don’t like girls like that. That’s the simple answer. But it doesn’t explain what happened the other night. And it doesn’t explain the way I feel about Andrea.”

“You like her?”

“Of course I like her,” Lisa said with a grin that spread slowly across her face, as if even just thinking about our neighbour made her happy. “But like her, like her? Is that what you mean? Because I don’t know about that. I don’t even know the woman. Neither do you. All I know is that she’s super sexy, and the things she does turn me on. Just like they do for you. I mean, do you like her?”

“Same,” I said. “I mean, she’s hot. She sexy. But sometimes, I think she’s a little bit crazy.”

Lisa laughed at that.

“Well, we must be at least a little bit crazy too, to go along with it,” she said. “Because, I mean, I had fun. That’s putting it mildly. It was… amazing.”

“Yeah. Yeah, it was,” I said slowly, staring at the floor in front of me. Talking to my girlfriend hadn’t really cleared anything up, but at the same time, I knew what she meant. If she wanted to be with girls, that was fine by me, as long as she was still into me too. But Andrea clearly had a way of bringing sides out of us that we never expected, that we might never have indulged if she didn’t come along. That was part of what made her so exciting, so fascinating, and so difficult to deal with.

“So do you want to do it again? Even with all that bondage, all that teasing? I could see how we were driving you crazy. And you know if we do it again, it will be more of the same. That’s just how it works. You submitting to us, and us girls doing whatever the hell we want. With you, and with each other.”

I stared at Lisa, my cock rising in my pants with every word she spoke. It was unbelievable, the change in her. And even if I could still detect at least a trace of her former hesitation, her old self-consciousness, it was nowhere near what it used to be. She was growing in confidence all the time, encouraged by Andrea’s kinky mind to go to places we had never been before. In my own way, I was just trying to keep up.

“Yeah, I want to do it again.”

Lisa smiled.

“Good. Me too.”
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