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The Inferiority Game

“Down, loser.”

Andrea spoke the words as if she liked the way they tasted, liked the way they felt in her mouth. I didn’t doubt that that was true. It was hardly a secret that this woman loved to humiliate me, loved to tease and torment me, and never missed an opportunity to remind me of my inferiority to her and to Lisa. But of course, there was no denying it. The evidence was right there in the way that I humbly obeyed them, the way I let them treat me like this.

Again, I did what they wanted. Andrea pointed down toward the floor with the riding crop she still held, indicating where she wanted me to go, and I went there. I dropped down on my knees on the floor of her bedroom, as willing to serve and submit as ever. A smile shone on Andrea’s face as she watched me do it, my practised obedience confirming all over again that she was gorgeous enough to get away with this.

Once I was kneeling, she turned toward my girlfriend. Her eyes traveled up and down Lisa’s body just the way I knew they would, in that hungry, possessive way that never failed to make my heart tremble in my chest. Setting down the riding crop on the bed, she put her hands on Lisa’s shoulders and guided her down to the mattress.

Lisa, of course, did not resist. Why would she? Just like always, she let all of this happen. Just like always, she welcomed it, wanting it, hungry for the thrill of submitting to Andrea that I knew so well myself. There was no other feeling like it. No release that compared. I knew that better than anyone, and that was what fuelled my jealousy as I watched this entire spectacle unfold all over again, helpless, like I always was, to stop it, and knowing, like I always did, that I didn’t want to stop it anyway.

Lisa lay back on the bed as Andrea climbed on top of her. Their lips met again, another kiss that only got wilder and more passionate by the second, both of them growing breathless as their beautiful bodies seemed to melt together. Andrea’s hands moved up Lisa’s body, up the smooth skin of her legs, sliding up under that light dress that presented absolutely no obstacle. And Lisa welcomed it, hungrily craving it, as if she hadn’t been touched that way in years. As if she didn’t get touched and pleased and caressed like this on a regular basis, more frequently than she ever had been, at least in the time we had been together. She had never wanted it like this.

I knew that the girls wanted me to know that, but that didn’t mean it was an act. Far from it. Andrea pleased and excited Lisa in a way I had clearly never been able to, and the fact that it was another woman doing this to her, my straight girlfriend completely seduced by Andrea’s feminine beauty, was part of the kinky thrill. I could see how it made Lisa feel so naughty, so transgressive, and so desired at the same time. She had always known how much I desired her. I had never made any secret of that. But it seemed that having someone like Andrea want her was more valuable than my own sleepless lust could ever be.

And I understood that. That was one of the most shocking things of all, how much sense this all made to me. Andrea didn’t want me like that, and truthfully, neither did Lisa. They enjoyed playing with me, enjoyed tormenting and teasing me and working me up to a fever pitch of desire. And lately, whenever I had sex with Lisa, there was no question that she enjoyed it. No question that we were having the best sex of our relationship, thanks to the things we did with Andrea. But how could I possibly compete with these two? How could I even dream of keeping up?

All part of the inferiority game, I knew. Part of the way they wanted me to feel. That didn’t make it untrue. That didn’t mean it didn’t work.

The kissing went on and on, Andrea’s mouth moving over Lisa’s lips, then traveling down her neck, drawing more happy little moans out of her. I could see Andrea’s arm moving, her hand busy under Lisa’s dress, and I knew exactly what she was up to. Playing with my girlfriend’s pussy, driving her relentlessly toward a fever pitch of desire, toward that orgasmic explosion that we all craved in different ways. All of us wanting nothing more, in some sense, than to see Lisa explode. And my girlfriend, who had never been an exhibitionist, never been the type that craved attention, was now soaking it all up. She absolutely loved it, loved the way Andrea could make her feel, and the fact that I was forced to watch was like an added dash of sweetness to the cocktail of lust and frustration these women were serving me.

I could feel the air in the room growing tighter, the relentless sexual tension continuing to rise. My cock throbbed just the way it always did, just the way it was supposed to, in tribute to the almost unbearable beauty and sex appeal of these gorgeous women. But for the time being, they ignored me. Content just to know that I was watching, happy to know what they had once again reduced me to. Letting me watch and crave what I couldn’t have, letting my desire tear me apart from inside while they did exactly what they wanted, exactly what was guaranteed to make them feel good. Normal for us at this point, maybe. But it didn’t feel that way. Maybe it never would, and maybe that was for the best. Maybe half the fun of what we were doing was the kinkiness, the wildness, the strangeness of it all. As often as we had been playing like this recently, it was hard to imagine what life would be like if this ever became normal.

Andrea rose up on the bed. As usual, she was all smiles, thoroughly enjoying every bit of power she could no doubt feel coursing through her, lighting her up with the sense of control that she loved so much. I watched her latex leggings gleaming, her leather top shining, as she turned away from Lisa, leaving my girlfriend sprawling on the bed with her dress pulled up around her hips. Andrea grinned at me as she stepped past me, heading toward the closet that contained so many outrageous toys, and both Lisa and I waited in breathless anticipation to see what our Mistress would decide to do next.

Kneeling where she had told me to, I turned my head to watch over my shoulder as Andrea made her choice. She had her back to me now, and I could see the light showing off the incredible curves of her ass so tightly wrapped in the flawless latex of the panties she wore. I saw her hands moving as she found what she was looking for, and I watched her intricate movements as she started to wrap some kind of black leather straps around her body. Around her hips, between her thighs, her hands threading one strap through another and drawing everything tight. As she did, it gave her ass a lift it didn’t need, making the deeply desirable shape of her buttocks even more unignorable as they strained against the black latex.

When she finally had everything fixed the way she wanted, Andrea turned around. From the bed, I heard a gasp out of Lisa, and I almost gasped myself. I didn’t know what I had been expecting; I guess I hadn’t even tried to anticipate what our Mistress was up to. After all, I never could guess what she might do next. But I hadn’t imagined I would see her with a dildo strapped to her body, the toy rising from between her legs, black and gleaming, matching the black latex of her pants and making her look almost inhuman. Under the base of the toy, I could see that her pants were open, a faint gleam of skin showing through the parted zipper, and as she gripped the toy at its base, I saw that it protruded back into her body, pressing apart the wet lips of her pussy like it was grafted on to her, like it had become part of her.

Andrea stepped past me, the dildo in her hand. And Lisa smiled as she lay splayed out on the bed, more than ready to receive. Open to whatever her mistress wanted, however she decided to use her this time.

And as Andrea climbed on the bed, it was obvious what she had in mind. She crawled over the mattress, the black toy projecting from between her legs, and there was no mistaking the hunger in her eyes, or the urgency in her movements. She kneeled between Lisa’s legs, and Lisa parted them obediently, more than happy to obey when it got her what she wanted.

Andrea shuffled closer. Lisa let out a little yelp of excitement as the other woman grabbed her thighs and pulled her down the bed, pulling her closer, before hooking her legs over her shoulders. Then, Andrea leaned forward, pushing Lisa’s legs back as she leaned over her.

Lisa let out a moan as she felt the head of Andrea’s fake cock pressing against the wet entrance of her pussy. Again, I did my best not to groan myself as I watched the unbelievable show, feeling Andrea perform the simulation of exactly what I wanted to do in that moment, what it felt like I wanted more than anything. Andrea reached down between the two women’s bodies, taking hold of the toy again, and Lisa let out a long moan of pure pleasure as Andrea fed it inside. No lubrication needed. Lisa was more than wet enough to allow the large toy to slide deep inside her, striking sparks of pleasure from her desperate body with every inch Andrea buried inside her.

At the same time, Andrea lowered her face down toward Lisa’s. Again, they kissed, a deep and passionate kiss that made my shame and humiliation that much more bitter. Lisa draped her arms over Andrea’s shoulders, clinging on to her as if she never wanted to be parted from this woman, as if she wanted to be joined to her like this forever.

Andrea tore her lips away from Lisa’s with a ragged gasp as she continued to fuck her. Pushing herself up with her arms, she changed her position a little, and Lisa let out a long moan of pleasure as the angle changed. Her eyes kept closing, the ecstasy that crashed over her seemingly too intense to bear, but every time, she opened them again. She wanted to watch Andrea do what she was doing, wanted to see the woman who was making her feel this way. Like she was getting the best of both worlds, a simulation of the sex she had with me, but from someone far prettier, sexier, far more adventurous and intoxicating and seductive.

Again, it was hard to escape the sense that I was being replaced in my girlfriend’s heart as well as in her bed. I knew that was how it was supposed to feel. But that didn’t change the feeling. In fact, if anything, it made it more intense to know that this was how the women wanted me to feel, that this was what got them off. Knowing the agony they were putting me through, the psychological torture they were inflicting as they kept pouring fuel on the flames of my desire, making me want them more and more and taking sick pleasure in not giving it to me.

Lisa shivered and shook, and as her legs trembled on Andrea’s shoulders, I could see how close she was getting. I felt breathless as I watched, barely able to believe what was happening even as it happened right in front of me. The raw excitement of it all was almost unbearable, but with my hands bound behind me, there was nothing I could do about any of it. I couldn’t even touch myself, and if I had been able to, I didn’t doubt that in that moment, I would have. I would have done anything to alleviate that pressure of desire I felt, that desperate need that vibrated inside my body like the clanging of some great bell.

But all I could do was watch.

Lisa screamed, a scream that was torn out of her, almost choked off at the end by a desperate sob of pleasure. Her high heels wobbled on her feet as they pointed at the ceiling, her legs drumming on Andrea’s shoulders. Andrea’s black latex leggings shone in the bedroom light as she moved, rolling her hips as she thrust the toy deeper and faster inside my girlfriend’s beautiful body. She was moaning too, and I thought again of how the toy was buried inside her, so that it had to be giving them both pleasure as they fucked.

But it was Lisa who came first. The orgasm that had been building inside her all this time came bursting out of her in a wild cry of ecstasy. I saw her legs shake. I saw her grip the sheets she lay on, as if otherwise, her pleasure might blast her straight through the ceiling of the apartment we were in. I saw her tremble and scream as if in pain, as if the purity of the sexual bliss Andrea was giving her was just too much for her to take.

But I knew it wasn’t. I knew she could take it, even if it drove her to the limits of her body, to the very edge of sexual bliss. Because I had seen her like this before, in this bedroom, on fire with desire for our sexy neighbour and the way she could make my girlfriend feel like no one else could.

Andrea chuckled as Lisa squirmed and thrashed underneath her. She slowed down her movements, sitting back on her knees. Lisa slid her legs off the other woman’s shoulders, her high heels catching in the bed sheets as she continued to tremble and bask in the spasms of orgasm that continued to shake her body.

Andrea, her fake cock still buried inside Lisa’s pussy, turned her shining eyes on me.

“Enjoying the show, cuck?”

Lisa laughed at that, but her laughter quickly turned into another moan, another gasp, another little tremor of ecstasy racing through her. Her pussy was still spasming around the toy they shared, as if she never wanted to let it go, and after what I had just seen, I could hardly blame her for that. But at the same time, my heart continued to ache with jealous lust, my cock continuing to throb with pure desperation as I watched the scene in front of me. It wasn’t over. I knew that. It wouldn’t be over until Andrea was completely satisfied, and I knew from experience that that could take a long time and demand an unbelievable amount from all of us.

“Yes, Andrea.”

Both women laughed at that, as I knew they would. But Andrea’s question seemed to demand an answer. And I knew there was probably only one acceptable answer, only one thing she wanted to hear. Total submission, the total abdication, on my part, of any kind of pride or self-respect.

But worse than that was the fact that it was true. At least for some value of the word enjoy, anyway. It was, once again, one of the most torturous spectacles I had ever had to witness. Somehow, even after everything we had done, Andrea kept finding ways to take things to another and more humiliating level. All the same, I had enjoyed it, in whatever twisted way it was that I enjoyed the crazy games we played. I didn’t have to understand it to feel it.

“Good. Get used to it. Because I’m going to be fucking this little slut whenever I feel like, and she absolutely loves it. Don’t you, slut?”

Andrea turned her gleaming eyes toward Lisa. Lisa looked up at the other woman, her own dark eyes wide with surprise, her mouth open as if to protest. But I knew better. We all did. We all knew how she loved to surrender to Andrea, and how, in the heat of the moment, Lisa would say and do things for this beautiful blonde woman that she never had and never would for me. That was what Andrea wanted me to understand, and I did. After all, with everything that had happened between the three of us so far, how could I not?

“Yes, Andrea.”

Lisa’s voice was soft as she spoke, practically dripping with the pleasure the dominant woman had given her. As she spoke, she stared up at Andrea with a look on her face that made me uneasy. It was a look of something like adoration, as if she couldn’t quite believe the way our neighbour made her feel. As if she had never felt anything like this. And I didn’t doubt that that was true, even as the thought of it set fire to my insides, hollowing me out like a log on a bonfire, losing mass every minute until it seemed as though there would be nothing left but a shell in my shape.

And then, Lisa turned to look at me. She smiled, a sly little smile of pure power, pure delight, pure sadistic cruelty. It made her look more beautiful than ever. It made me desire her just as much as I had when she was moaning Andrea’s name, when she was convulsing in orgasm on the bed in front of me. It made me breathless to think about what my relationship with my girlfriend had become.

“Whose cock is better? Whose makes you cum harder?”

Andrea wasn’t going to let it go. I would expect nothing less from her. She wanted me to feel every ounce of that deep humiliation, wanted me to taste my defeat with every passing second. And it worked. It always did. No matter how wild and crazy this woman’s schemes and desires were, she always got what she wanted from us. Neither Lisa nor me could say no to her.

Again, Lisa looked at me. Then at Andrea. It looked as if she was blushing, but I couldn’t tell if it was that or the afterglow of orgasm that shone on her cheeks. Either way, it made her almost unbearably pretty, so desirable I could hardly bear to look. But I did look. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. It felt like that vision of her, glowing with satisfaction, dripping with raw sexuality, sadistically delighted with the power she had over me, was going to burn itself into my brain, along with all the other wild images of her I had accrued over the past few weeks. I was never going to forget what these women had done to me. I never wanted to.

Certainly, I would never forget Lisa’s reply.

She grinned at me, then at Andrea. Seeming to enjoy this moment of uncertainty, savoring her power, as if she had my heart under her high heel, ready to crush it. And wanting to. That sick sadism in her that made her want this, that matched my apparent masochism so well, so that the crueler she was to me, the hotter everything became.

“You do, Andrea,” she said.

And none of us were surprised by her reply. We all knew the truth of it. We had all seen it for ourselves, experienced the way she screamed and moaned, the way she thrashed on the bed as though in agony, the way she let herself go completely with this other woman in the way she never had with me. That didn’t mean it didn’t hurt to hear her say it. Just like it was supposed to.

“Yeah?” Andrea beamed, delighted even though the answer had never been in doubt. “You like my cock better than his?”

“Yes,” Lisa said, biting her lip and nodding emphatically. “Yes, I do.”

From my position on my knees in the corner of the room, I could see exactly what was happening. I could see that, recent release or not, Lisa was getting turned on again. And Andrea, as far as I could tell, still hadn’t cum. These women had so much more to give each other, so much more to tease me with, and there was no doubt in my mind that that was exactly what they were going to do.

“Good girl,” Andrea said approvingly. And, shamefully, Lisa seemed to squirm a little more on the bed at this praise from our Mistress. Such a happy little pet, so delighted to be praised. Andrea really did have us both well-trained.

As she was about to prove again.

Lisa shivered as Andrea backed up, her dildo sliding free of my girlfriend’s damp pussy. As she turned toward me, I saw the shaft shining with the residue of my girlfriend’s juices, swaying from side to side as Andrea moved on her knees. She picked up the riding crop as she swung her legs off the side of the bed, sitting down on the edge of the mattress. The leather flap of the riding crop slid over my shoulder while the other hand held the toy at its base, slowly sliding up and down the sticky mess Lisa’s orgasm had left there.

“Hear that, cuck?”

“Yes, Andrea.”

Of course I had heard it. How could I not? But as usual, Andrea wanted me to say it. She wanted me to participate in my own humiliation as far as possible, wanted to drive me deep into submission and drive me crazy with desperate lust at the same time. And as it always did, it worked splendidly. I was a trembling ball of pure shame as I kneeled on the floor, gazing up at the woman who had just fucked my girlfriend, who was going to continue doing exactly that, knowing, just like I did, that there was nothing I could do to stop her.

“She looks amazing with a cock deep inside her, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Andrea.”

No point arguing. No point resisting. My heart beat slowly in my chest, doubts and fears swirling inside my mind, but it didn’t make any difference. Just like always, Andrea was going to get exactly what she wanted.

“Want to taste?”

Over on the bed, Lisa gasped. But there was no reason to be so surprised. This was all totally in line with what Andrea always did, the way she treated us, the things that turned her on. More humiliation for me, more shame and disgrace, was exactly what she always wanted. Exactly what she, like me, couldn’t get enough of.

As she spoke, Andrea ran two fingers along the shining shaft of the dildo between her legs. They shone with Lisa’s juices as she held them up in the light, then pointed her fingers toward me. I licked my dry lips, my eyes locked on Andrea, even though I could feel Lisa watching me the whole time. As if curious to see if I would go along with this. As if there was ever really any doubt.

“Yes, Andrea.”

The blond woman chuckled at that, secure as always in her total power, her complete domination of me.

“Get over here then.”

I shuffled forward on my knees, Lisa watching the whole time. Andrea held her fingers out in front of me, and I licked them like a dog. She smiled down at me as she pushed them into my mouth.

“Suck,” she ordered.

And I did.

I tasted my girlfriend’s pussy on her fingers. I tasted the shame and disgrace of what I was doing, my inability to please Lisa the way this woman could coming back to bite me in this unbelievable way, and my cheeks burned with the humiliation of it all, the pure desperation of being teased and toyed with like this. And my cock throbbed the whole time, my desire only made more biting by the second and the taste of Lisa’s pleasure.

“That’s a slutty little mouth you have there,” Andrea smirked. Her fingers slid out of my mouth, and I felt her grab a fistful of my hair. At the same time, she raised the riding crop in her other hand, using her grip on my head to pull me toward her.

I hesitated. But I couldn’t fight her, not really. And as she pulled my head down between her legs, I felt a whole new level of disgrace and shame. I almost shivered at the thought of it as what she wanted became clear.

“Suck it,” Andrea said in a firm voice, as her shining fake cock swayed in front of me. “Clean your girlfriend’s cum off my cock. Let’s see if you’re as good a cleanup slut she is.”

Again, Lisa gasped on the bed. At the same time, she turned over, dropping her head up on her hand as if to get a better look. Her eyes were shining with the same ferocious cruelty as Andrea’s.

And I wanted to resist. I wanted to say no. I started to shake my head, but Andrea just tightened her grip on my hair. Leaning forward, she slashed at me with the riding crop, and I cried out as it cracked against my ass, sending a bright jolt of pain through me in an unnecessary reminder of what she could do to me if she wanted to.

“I said, suck my cock, loser,” Andrea sneered at me. “Don’t make me punish you.”

And again, the riding crop swung through the air, and again, pain lanced through my body, and I knew I had no choice. Desperately, my eyes moved from Andrea to Lisa and back again, but neither one was going to save me. Neither one was going to let me off the hook. They both wanted this, this pure spectacle of unbelievable disgrace, and they both knew they could make me do whatever they wanted.

I cringed in shame, but I knew how little choice I had. Slowly, reluctantly, I let Andrea pull my head toward her toy. I could smell Lisa’s pussy on the silicon as Andrea shifted, the obscene head pressing against my lips.

“There’s a good little bitch,” she said as she felt it slide inside. And on the bed, Lisa laughed out loud at my humiliating predicament.
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