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Let’s Make Him Watch

I had thought the night seemed long before. But now, it seemed endless. The minutes dragged by, and there was nothing I could do to alleviate my rage, my despair, all my desire. My cock kept throbbing, fueled in part by the smell of Lisa that I inhaled with every breath, her damp panties sitting on my face in a cruel reminder of what I couldn’t have. And from next door, the sound of music and laughter and sex, Andrea’s kinky party turning into a scene of pure debauchery with my newly submissive girlfriend as the star attraction.

It had all been leading to this. That was what I saw as I lay there, helpless. This is where this had all been going, all along, from the moment Andrea seduced my straight girlfriend and showed her how good it can feel to obey, to be used, to give up control in exchange for a pleasure unlike any she had experienced before. Andrea had said it herself. She had taken Lisa away from me, and even if my girlfriend wasn’t tied up, I didn’t imagine there was anything she would refuse to do for her new mistress. Our new mistress. Because after all, who was I to talk? There I was, tied up too, seduced and easily tricked into giving up the last tiny bit of control I had been pretending I had for the promise of sex I never even got. It was true. I was pathetic, just like she said.

I couldn’t see a clock from where I was. So I had no idea how long it was before the door to my apartment opened. Frankly, for me, it felt like forever. But my heart surged with the hope that it was Andrea, or Lisa, or even both of them. Even though I could hear the party was still in swing next door.

But it wasn’t them. I heard voices in the short hallway, coming toward me, and I didn’t recognize either of them. Fear and embarrassment gripped me tight, and I struggled again against the bondage Andrea had put me in, even though I knew already that there was no escape. I was going to have to stay right where I was and endure whatever fresh disgrace that dominant goddess had planned for me.

“Ho-lee shit…”

She said it just like that, drawing out the words as she stood in the open doorway of the bedroom, looking at me. She was a pretty young woman around Andrea’s age, just a little on the chubby side. She had hair that was probably naturally brown but had been highlighted blonde, and a nose ring in one nostril. She was wearing a blue party dress that strained over her ample breasts, tied tight around her waist with an attached cord to emphasize her natural hourglass shape. She was looking at me with a pair of blue eyes that were wide with surprise, trying to take in the frankly unbelievable sight in front of her. After all, I was the one living this life, and I barely believed it myself.

She wasn’t alone. Just behind her, a young man stood with one hand on her hip. He was wearing jeans and a T-shirt, and had black hair that gave him a dark blue shadow of stubble on cheeks and chin. The look on his face was no less shocked than her expression, and for a second, they both just stood there in the doorway while I cringed, feeling like I was about to die of shame. What had Andrea done to me this time?

“You must be…the cuck.”

She smirked a little as she said it, her full cheeks rising a little with the motion of her face. Her eyes glittering as she looked at me, but she approached me warily, as if I was some dangerous animal that might spring up at any time. As if there was any chance of that. Andrea knew the ropes of bondage far too well.

I said nothing. Her boyfriend followed behind her, staying close, that hand still on her hip. Almost possessive, as if to remind her who she was with, who she belonged to. As if I could possibly be any threat to him. Shame coursed through me, stronger in that moment maybe even than my desire that had been torturing me all night. Andrea had finally done it, I thought to myself. She had finally gone too far. But for now, she wasn’t even here. There was no getting out of this one except to go through it.

Naturally, I focused on her, not him. It felt terrible to be exposed like this to anyone, but at least when it was a pretty girl like her, there was that erotic edge to mitigate my disgrace, whereas with a man, I was just alone with my humiliation. Still, even as I kept my focus on her, I could feel him looking. Could feel his watchful eyes staring, and his brain probably racing while he wondered what this all meant. What kind of man would allow this to happen to him? A few weeks ago, I would have asked the same thing. In fact, in my way, I was still asking. After all, it wasn’t as if I had got any answers yet.

“This is so fucked up.”

That was the boyfriend’s contribution to the intellectual discourse. She giggled and turned her face toward him, just for a moment. Then her eyes traveled back to me, like she didn’t want to take them away from me at all.

“I know, Todd,” she said softly. “But I’ve heard about this before. He’s one of those guys who gets off on watching, on being humiliated. Isn’t that right…cuck?”

It was immediately clear that this woman had nowhere near the level of kinky experience Andrea did. Or, for that matter, the level that Lisa and I now had, thanks to our sexy neighbor. She had none of her friend’s dominant swagger, none of her certainty, none of her poise. I could see the light shining in those blue eyes, all the same. She was intrigued, if not more than that.

She stood over the bed now, looking down at me. I watched her breasts rise and fall under the blue fabric of her dress, and I found myself wishing it didn’t turn me on the way it did. Wishing that my state of arousal wasn’t so obvious, but the way Andrea had tied me up left me with nowhere to hide. Despite it all, or because of it all, I was still hard. This insane situation, this moment of almost intolerable disgrace, was exciting to me in a way I felt like I didn’t even want to understand, didn’t want to admit even to myself. Even though Andrea had shown me, over and over again, just how much I enjoyed being used, being disgraced, being belittled. Somehow, she always found a way to take things further.

“I hope you’re not getting any ideas,” Todd said with a smirk on his face. “I’m not into that shit.”

She giggled, the sound seeming to bubble out of her as she draped an arm around his shoulder.

“No, baby, I know. I wouldn’t want to see you like this. I mean, it’s actually kind of pathetic, isn’t it?”

“Totally,” he said, and they both enjoyed a laugh at my expense.

But again, her eyes turned back to me, and though she might have none of Andrea’s confidence or natural dominance, I still felt like I could recognize the look I saw in them. It was more than just curiosity now. There was something feral in that stare. And after all, while they might not be familiar with this particular kink, they obviously weren’t exactly shrinking violets if they had just spent the last few hours at Andrea’s sex party, watching my girlfriend get led around on a leash, locked into a corset.

She finally looked away from me. She turned her attention, and that blue glow of excitement in her eyes, toward her boyfriend. She draped her arms over his shoulders, pressing her curvy, ultra-feminine body against his, and although he still looked uncertain, he smiled down at her as he put his hands on her waist, pulling her close.

My heart clenched in my chest as I guessed what was coming. I thought of saying something to stop it. After all, I had never agreed to anything like this. But in one way, it felt like the damage was already done. They could already see me, and clearly, Andrea had told all her friends the dark truth of the relationship I had with Lisa. All that was left was more teasing, more disgrace, and that twisted, masochistic part of me wanted to see where it would go.

She kissed him. He kissed her back. And as her hands ran through his short hair, as his moved over her body, I saw her open her eyes and look toward me. And when she did, a soft moan escaped her throat. She kissed him even harder, pressing her lips against his with new desperation. Her dress slid up her thigh as he reached underneath it, caressing her, both of them no doubt inspired by what was going on next door.

When she pulled her lips away from his, he was breathless. Her eyes blazed with a new fire, new excitement. New confidence.

“Let’s make him watch,” she panted.

“What? Seriously?”

“Yeah,” she said, pouting just a little bit as she spoke, seeming to feel she needed to convince him. “It’ll be hot. I’ve never done it in front of anyone before.”

Todd glanced over at me, just for a second.

“I dunno, Tiff. That’s… Pretty wild.”

“Well, we’ve been watching other people all night. Might be fun to have an audience of our own.”

I already knew she had him, even if he didn’t yet. She had his belt in her hands, and she smiled up at him, biting her lip a little as she unfastened it. Those old feminine whiles that we all know about, but who can resist them? If I could, I wouldn’t be in the position I was in, tied to the bed and at the mercy of strangers, all because Andrea wanted it.

She pulled his belt apart, and opened his pants. She giggled a little as she reached inside, and he groaned at the touch of her hand. As he did, she looked over at me and bit her lip again. No doubt about her intentions, if there ever had been.

Her hand moved inside his jeans, the outline of it visible through the denim. She kissed him again as she stroked his cock to hardness, desire no doubt sweeping away what inhibitions he had, just like it always did for me.

And then, to seal the deal, she kneeled down in front of him. As she pulled his pants open wider, as she pulled down his boxer shorts and pulled out his now hard cock, she smiled at me. A slow, wicked smile, one that carried with it all the desire and superiority she felt in that moment, adding to the never-ending depths of shame and disgrace I felt as I continued to breathe in the smell of Lisa’s pussy through the underwear on my face.

She sucked his cock. Right there in front of him, she wrapped her full lips around his shaft and began to suck. With one hand, she held his manhood at the base, while the other cradled his balls. As she did, she looked up at him, and he groaned as he stared down at her, watching her service him, his hands on her head.

Just from looking, I could tell she was good at it. She sucked cock like it was all she wanted, like nothing mattered more to her than pleasuring her man. And as his pleasure grew, as he slid his member in and out of those welcoming lips, his hands on her head kept her in position. But her eyes strayed over and over again to the bed where I was imprisoned. She wanted to make sure I was watching. She wanted to know I was witnessing this. She wanted, if she was anything like Andrea and Lisa, for me to be burned up by jealousy, wanting to be where he was, wanting her like he had her.

It worked. She might not be the knockout beauty that Lisa and Andrea were, but she was pretty and sexy and super desirable, and I would have changed places with her lover in a heartbeat, if that was an option.

But of course, it wasn’t. That was the whole point.

Soon, she had him moaning and gasping. But that was only the warm-up act. As much as she gave the appearance of a woman who truly loved giving, she was eager to receive.

His cock shone with her saliva as she lifted her mouth away. He took his hands off her head as she stood, grabbing her hand to help her up. He squeezed her big breasts through the fabric of her dress, and she untied the cord around her waist. He slid her dress off, tossing it carelessly to the floor in my bedroom. She lifted his T-shirt over his head, dropping that too, and he struggled out of his pants, his shoes, his socks.

She was wearing a matching bra and panty set in dark green, and as he reached for that delightfully curvaceous body, she turned her back on him. She faced toward the bed where I lay, looking right at me as he stood close behind her. He kissed her neck, and she tilted her head to one side, offering more of that smooth skin to him. Reaching around her from behind, he grabbed her giant breasts, his fingers finding the clear shape of her nipples in the fabric, making her gasp as he pinched and teased them.

She didn’t take her eyes off me. Not even as she reached up, grabbed one of his wrists, and guided his hand down over her soft belly, down toward her panties. He kissed her again as he slid his fingers under the waistband, and she tilted her head back, blue eyes glittering as she closed them, but only for a moment. As if remembering that I was there and what she wanted to do to me, she opened her eyes again, still looking at me.

She gasped in pleasure as his fingers moved under the material of her panties. I watched him playing with her pussy, teasing the lips that I could see outlined through the fabric, and I watched a dark patch of dampness spreading slowly as he rubbed her clit. Driven half-mad, she gripped her own heavy breasts, squeezing them and moaning steadily.

The temperature in the room was rising, the sexual tension unmistakable. My own cock throbbed as I watched the sexy show, just as I knew his must be, pressed hard against that full ass of hers. Her lips trembled around her moans, and she pressed her body back against his, now draping one arm back over his neck while the other held the wrist of the hand that was now sliding his fingers in and out of her dripping pussy, making her moan in a steady rhythm.

But that wasn’t going to be enough for him. Eventually, he took hold of her panties with both hands and pulled them off. She giggled with excitement as they fell to the floor, and he grinned as he grabbed back of her neck, pushing her forward. Toward me. Toward the bed I was tied to.

She stumbled forward. Those big breasts swung in the bra she was still wearing as she climbed onto the mattress. She kneeled on the edge of the bed, looking down at me, her hair hanging down around her pretty face and her big boobs right about me. Reaching forward, she even put a hand on my neck, gripping my throat. Staring deep into my eyes the whole time, like she was taking possession of me. Still, I said nothing. I knew there was nothing useful I could say. And I did what she wanted, too, this woman whose name I didn’t even know. I watched her get fucked by her boyfriend right there in Lisa’s and my bed.

She moaned loudly as he entered her. I felt her tremble through the springs of the mattress, felt her grip tighten on my throat for a moment, and she closed her eyes at the pleasure that washed over her. When she opened them again, she laughed, looking down at me. Again, she bit her swollen lower lip in pleasure as he held her by the hips, sliding his cock in and out of her ready pussy.

“Oh fuck, yeah,” she said breathlessly, turning away from me for just a moment to look back at him over her shoulder, then looking back at me again. “Fuck me, just like that.”

“Yeah,” he growled behind her, picking up the pace and making her squeal again. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, the steady rhythm like the baseline to the erratic melody of their moans, hers and his. Her breasts jiggled and shook in her bra, and as she leaned forward a little more, they started smacking the side of my face. She noticed, and laughed out loud.

“Look, baby, I’m smacking him around with my tits!”

He gave a short laugh that soon turned into another moan of pleasure. Taking her hand off my throat for a minute, she pulled down her bra, without bothering to take it off. Those big breasts swung free from the green fabric, and now they hit me even harder. The slapping noise of them merged with the slapping noise of him pounding her from behind, and it seemed to encourage him to pump her harder.

“You like that, you little cuck?” she growled, squeezing my throat again. She arched her back, pushing her ass back toward him and pushing her chest closer to me at the same time so that her boobs pummeled me even more. “You like my fat tits smacking you in the face? Answer me!”

She squeezed my throat harder as she spoke. I knew that wild look in her eyes, that urgency in her voice. Hadn’t I encountered it plenty of times with Lisa and with Andrea? She was left in the thrill of being in control, overwhelmed by the discovery of how power exchange enhances sex. Tied to the bed in bondage I couldn’t escape, I didn’t feel like I had any choice but to give her what she wanted.

“Yes,” I said.

She burst out laughing, and that laugh, too, turned into a loud moan of passion. Maybe the loudest so far. And he groaned too, moving even faster now, and I cringed as I imagined her pussy clenching around his cock with the force of her kinky desire.

“Yeah? You want to suck my titty while he fucks me, you fucking cuck?”

Behind her, Todd moaned again. But the pleasure he was feeling, I knew, was more than enough to override any objections or qualms he might have had. If he even had any. Who knew what kind of things Andrea’s friends were into? Just like it always did, desire got the better of me. Even though I knew it could only bring me more pain, more suffering, or torture.

“Yes, please,” I croaked.

She laughed. She snatched Lisa’s panties off my face, and slapped my cheek. Then, taking hold of one of her fat boobs, she pressed it against my face, guiding her huge and swollen nipple to my mouth.

I sucked it, and she moaned. Her breasts threatened to engulf me, the one in my mouth, the other one continuing to rhythmically slap against the side of my head, and she squirmed in pure delight, overwhelmed by the powerful sensations flooding her nervous system.

She came. There was no doubt about that. And after all, she wanted me to know just how good she felt. She screamed her ecstasy at the ceiling, and he growled like an animal behind her, riding the waves of her rippling body, pausing his wild thrusts for only a moment to let her experience her climax. The taste of her nipple changed slightly in my mouth, some mechanism I couldn’t imagine and had never encountered before releasing chemicals through her skin. As she gasped and groaned her way through orgasm, she rose above me, lifting her boob away, her hand on my chest now.

“Baby, come here,” she said breathlessly. And she wiggled away from him, clambering over the bed, over me, all her qualms and inhibitions at the strangeness of the situation seeming to evaporate now, boiled away by the heat of sex.

My arms were at full stretch above my head tied to the headboard, and that gave her room to climb on top of me. She threw a leg over my head, straddling my face, facing toward my feet. She leaned forward, her hands on my thighs for balance, achingly close to my swollen cock, but never quite touching it.

“Hit me from behind again while this loser watches.”

Todd climbed onto the bed too, positioning himself above my bound arms. Her pussy was right above my face, and I could smell her arousal. I could see the pale ring of her orgasmic juices around the base of his cock as she reached back between her legs and took hold of his shaft, guiding him into her.

She moaned, and I watched the fat blind head of his manhood spread those wet lips easily apart. With her shaking thighs on either side of my head, I was practically buried in sex as he started to fuck her again. The sight of his cock sliding in and out of her juicy pussy was the only thing I could see, their moans and cries of ecstasy the only thing I could hear, and the sweat and scent of their aroused bodies filled my nostrils with every breath I took. I was engulfed in passionate lovemaking, but still cruelly outside, not quite a part of it.

I couldn’t help it. The only thing I could do was raise my head a little, stick out my tongue, and find the bobbing bump of her clitoris. As I did, she let out a shriek, and her black-painted fingernails dug into my thighs as she squeezed tight. She lowered her head, resting it on my thigh, and I could feel her rapid breath against my cock, and I carried on licking while she squirmed and squealed, and her boyfriend continued to pound her from behind until she once again exploded in orgasm.

So did he. As she collapsed on top of me, he cried out, and his cock swelled and throbbed as it spurted his cum deep into her receptive body. Groaning, he pulled out of her, and she fell on top of me completely. Engulfed between her thick thighs, I breathed in the scent of their pleasure, feeling like the biggest loser in the world while he lay down beside his girlfriend and kissed her.

They made out for a while. It was like I wasn’t even there as she lay on top of me, like I was a piece of furniture. Both of them completely ignoring my hard cock, my desperate state of arousal.

Finally, she sat up. Her blazing eyes looked at me, her flushed cheeks speaking of the fun she had had.

“Fuck, that was so fucking naughty,” she beamed.

“Yeah. I mean, it was weird, but I have to say, that was kind of hot.”

Turning to him with a giggle, she kissed him again. Then, pulling up her bra to cover her breasts again, she crawled across the mattress and reached down to where her panties lay on the floor. Picking them up, she ran them between her legs, wiping up the mix of their cum that was dripping slowly out of her.

She turned toward me. My eyes went wide with fear, and I shook my head, but she didn’t care. Just as Andrea had done with Lisa’s panties, she pressed her soaked underwear over my mouth and nose.

“Something to remember us by,” she giggled. “You can smell what you can’t have. Come on, baby. Let’s get back to the party. I can’t wait to tell Andrea about this.”

She climbed off the bed, her movements clumsy from pleasure. She pulled her dress back on, fastening it at the waist, while her boyfriend pulled his own clothes back on. Giggling together, secure in the knowledge they had gotten away with something outrageous, something maybe neither of them had ever imagined doing before tonight, they walked out of my bedroom, never once looking back. As they stepped through the door into the hallway outside, I saw him wrapping an arm around her, pulling her close, and then the door swung shut, hiding them from me.

Again, I lay there alone. My cock throbbing with desperate desire, but completely unreachable with my hands tied. Her panties still warm on my face, reeking of the orgasms the two of them had shared right in front of me. I could still taste her skin in my mouth, and I wondered what Lisa would think if she knew what had happened. But then, who knew what outrageous acts she had been made to perform on the other side of that wall?

Someone was having sex over there again. I could hear it. It was like it was endless, like I would be listening to other people fuck for eternity. And I struggled again against the bondage that held me, but halfheartedly, this time. If I could have freed myself, I would have already.

No, there was no escape. Andrea played her role far too well. She wanted me to stay there, to burn in the slow fire of my own humiliation and disgrace, and that was exactly what I would do.

And on the other side of that wall, the party went on. Lisa, all dressed up like the perfect submissive slave girl, there to be used by anyone who felt like it. Anyone but me. And now Andrea and her friends had another reason to laugh at me, another story to share about my inadequacy and desperation.

It was unbelievable, what had happened over the last few weeks; unbelievable, how far I had let things go. But there in the bedroom where I kept my helpless vigil, I couldn’t pretend it was anything less than absolutely incredible, too.
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