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Lisa Does Her Duty

The sound of the phone woke me up.

Lisa’s phone, buzzing on her bedside table. I lay there for a moment with my eyes closed, listening to her roll over and pick it up.

It wasn’t that late. We hadn’t been asleep for long. For once, we had decided to get an early night. No surprise, really. Our recent adventures with Andrea were wearing us both out. The nights we spent with her were getting more and more frequent, and every time they happened, we could count on being up and active until the small hours of the morning.

And that was to say nothing about the noise we made. After all, that was what had gotten us into this situation in the first place. Andrea’s moans and screams of sexual passion, coming through the walls of the apartment building. Now, if anything, those sounds had gotten even louder, and it was a miracle no other neighbours had complained.

Imagine if they did. That was all we needed, more people involved in this crazy adventure.

In the darkness, Lisa’s phone screen seemed to light up the whole room. Opening my eyes, I squinted over at her and saw her face lit up by the phone’s glow, her eyes scanning the screen in front of her. I waited for her to explain what was happening, but she didn’t, so I prompted her.

“What’s up?”

She waited just a moment before answering, but she never looked at me. Instead, she kept her eyes on the screen.

“It’s Andrea. She wants me over there.”

“Now?”

“Yeah, now.”

I remembered what Andrea had said, of course. It felt like I remembered everything she said when she got in moods like that. After all, it was memorable, to say the least. Her wild ideas, her threats, her promises. Enhancing the physical pleasure of what we were doing. But she had never made herself a liar. Part of what made Andrea so dangerous was that she followed through on what she said. No matter how crazy and wild it was.

I knew that, but somehow, this still took me by surprise. I guess, despite past evidence, I hadn’t really believed what she had said she would do. But it all came flooding back to me now, the memory of that wild night and the wild promises she made, the unmistakable threat inherent in the things she said, knowing what she could do. My stomach twisted itself into a knot of fear and doubt, all my usual misgivings exploding inside me once again at this latest reminder of the ferocious power this woman had over both of us.

Lisa shifted in the bed. Setting down her phone, she sighed, rubbing her eyes for a moment.

Then, she started to move. Pulling aside the warm blanket and swinging her legs down to the floor while I stared at her in the darkness in disbelief.

“You’re going to do it?”

“Yeah,” Lisa said, in a voice that was still thick with sleep. “What choice do I have?”

All the choice in the world, I wanted to say. Neither of us had to do a single thing Andrea said. Sure, it was fun to play these games, to let Andrea be the dominant mistress who decided everything about our lives, but that didn’t have to be reality. It was a kinky game, a fun way to spend some time and have orgasms more powerful than any either of us had had before. That didn’t make it real. Real was times like this, now, the two of us in bed together, trying to catch up on the rest  b weadly needed. Our relationship with each other was real, and not just a toy for Andrea to play with. She was so good at manipulating us and our emotions, and I was still trying to come to terms with how unbelievable it all was, with how good it felt to have her use us both. It still made my head spin. But it was only as real as we allowed it to be. We could tell her where to go, anytime we wanted.

But I knew that Lisa knew that, just like I did. And I knew the awful truth. If it was me who was summoned by Andrea, even at this wildly inconvenient hour, would I put up any more fight than my girlfriend did? Or would I simply go along with it just like Lisa was, telling myself I had no choice when the reality was that I didn’t want to make a choice any different from this one.

The light from Lisa’s bedside lamp was dim, but I still tightened my eyes against it as she turned it on. She had gone to bed in an old T-shirt, a far cry from the mind-meltingly sexy outfits I had seen her in lately, but as she moved toward the closet, I saw that she had no intention of appearing in front of Andrea like that. It still wasn’t clear to me how much of the way these women dressed was to please and entice each other, and how much was a kind of competition between them. Not that it really mattered, as far as I was concerned. They both looked absolutely stunning when they wanted to, and we all knew that beauty gave them power.

Lisa didn’t have the time or maybe even the spare energy to go all out on this occasion. But I felt hunger growing inside me as I watched her take off that T-shirt, exposing her naked body to my eyes that were adjusting to the light. In a drawer, she found a bra, some panties, a T-shirt. She pulled on a pair of black yoga leggings, the elasticated fabric conforming to every sweep and curve of her lower body. Then she tied her hair back behind her head with a black hair elastic. From the look of her, she could have been going anywhere. Off to the gym, or off to run errands. Somewhere normal, safe, suburban. Somewhere that made sense.

But we both knew the truth all too well. She had been summoned by our sexy dominant mistress, and she was answering the call like a good girl. Like she had no mind of her own. Lisa, one of the most strong-willed and independent people I knew, was so hauntingly ready to do as her mistress said. My own experience reminded me that that was all part of it. Part of the giddy thrill of serving a woman like Andrea, of giving your power and autonomy over to someone else. You don’t have to make choices. You don’t have to be strong. You just do what she says, and in the end, even though you might suffer in the short term, the long-term reward is always worth it.

Still, I thought about saying something. About trying to convince her not to go. But I didn’t really try. I knew I had no chance. I knew I couldn’t compete with Andrea. No one could.

And yet, all the while, my cock was swelling urgently between my legs. Not just from watching her get ready, watching that sexy curvaceous body I could never get enough of. But also from the kinkiness of the situation we were in. That my girlfriend would do this, that she would let herself be treated like this, because the sex was just so good, was such an incredible turn-on to me. All those powerful feelings of jealousy and inadequacy and humiliation were flowing through me again, and they had what was by now a predictable effect on my arousal.

I wanted her badly, and I wanted her to stay. For us to spend the night together, to pleasure each other, to use Andrea as inspiration for our own sexy adventures. But I knew there was no competition. No way for me to win. And even if there had been, it might not have felt like any kind of win. Even if I had been able to talk her out of going, I might’ve ended up regretting it. There was something undeniably sexy about seeing my girlfriend answer the summons of the dominatrix next door. But in the end, I knew, it was probably irrelevant. I couldn’t convince her not to go anyway.

“Can I come?”

Lisa was already at the open door to our bedroom as I asked the question, and as she turned to me, I saw her smile in the lamplight.

“She didn’t ask for you,” Lisa said. “Just me.”

There was something in that smile of the bragging kid who is delighted to be the teacher’s pet, the chosen favorite lording it over the less fortunate. At least, that was how it felt to me. And that was part of it too, I knew, part of the almost demonic sexiness of this game. The pleasure Lisa took in it, the unexpected sadistic side she had revealed over the past few weeks. It was so insanely attractive to me, even if I still couldn’t fully understand why.

“If that changes, I’ll text you,” Lisa said, as if she was being benevolent, doing me a huge favor by cheating on me with our neighbour. “But otherwise, I guess, don’t wait up.”

There was that smile again as she spoke, faint and subtle, but undeniably there. The smile that showed me all the unquestionable pleasure she took in this, in my helplessness and Andrea’s power. And Lisa’s power too, I supposed. She expressed it differently than Andrea did, but it was still real. And I felt it as keenly as ever as I watched her walk away, her gorgeous ass pressing against her skintight pants, the door of our apartment closing behind her as she left me alone, heading next door to betray me again.

I listened. Those thin walls of our apartment building were both blessing and curse. They had brought us to this way of life, after all, but now they made things hard to take. Because I couldn’t hear the exact words that were being said. The layers of drywall muffled the consonants of words so that I couldn’t make out individual sentences. But I could hear tone. I heard the door of Andrea’s apartment open and close, and I heard Andrea’s voice raised in happiness as Lisa stepped inside. I heard the low murmur of a man’s voice, too, and even though I had expected that, it still sent a shockwave of pain and humiliation and despair through me.

Lisa had been so adamant, last time we played with Andrea. She had shut Zach down straightaway, refusing to play with him, faithful to me in her own weird way, with the sole exception of the wild sex she had with Andrea. But I had no way of knowing if that would hold. If the past few weeks had proved anything, it was that in the heat of the moment, we all end up doing things we might once never have believed we could.

I listened. Sitting up in bed, Lisa’s lamp still burning, part of me screaming that I should go next door and put a stop to this, but another part of me knowing I never would. Instead, I listened to the voices coming through the wall, three people getting to enjoy each other while all I got was the noise of it.

And soon, it started.

It started with low murmurs, the way it usually did. Soft voices and little jokes to lighten the mood, to get everyone on the same wavelength of pleasure and excitement. And then, the noise of someone moving on the bed. The springs compressing under the weight of bodies in motion, the bed frame, surely the hardest-working bed frame in the entire apartment block, creaking to rhythmic movements once again.

For a while, from my perspective, the voices fell silent. But really, I knew that for now, they were just too quiet to hear. It takes time to work up to that wild, full-throated explosion of bliss. But I didn’t doubt it was coming. With Andrea, that was never in doubt.

And soon enough, I heard it. Andrea and Lisa’s voices were too similar to tell them apart through the wall that separated us. But I knew it was most likely Andrea who was starting to moan in pleasure. After all, that was the whole point. That was why we she was there, to provide our Mistress with an extra little sadistic kick of excitement in the midst of the sex she was having with some lucky man. Lisa was there to be used as a toy for the pleasure of another woman, and it was a role that, just like me, she had taken to remarkably easily. As if it came naturally to her. As if she had been waiting for this her whole life.

Inevitably, the sounds of pleasure grew. The rhythm and the volume rising together, the pleasure swelling in the apartment next door to tug at my heart and make me light up with jealousy, what I was forbidden to have tormenting me with its closeness. My cock throbbed urgently underneath the blanket, driving me wild with desperate arousal. Unable to help myself, feeling like the biggest loser in the world, I took it in my hand and began to stroke.

That was my girl next door, doing that. Making Andrea moan like that, making her gasp and cry out. And instead of being part of it, there I was, listening and touching myself. Even matching the strokes of my cock to the rhythm of Andrea’s moans while I imagined the scene going on in the other apartment.

I imagined Andrea on the bed, just like she had been last time, her legs spread, one hand on the back of my girlfriend’s head, her eyes closed and her mouth open, her pretty face contorted by the power and purity of the pleasure she was so obviously feeling. I imagined Lisa on her knees in front of the other woman, her tongue and lips busy, focused only on giving pleasure. I knew there was a man in the room with them, but in my mind, he was a more or less shadowy figure, without any real defining features. Of course, I knew what Zach looked like. It would’ve been easy to mentally place him in that room with those two gorgeous women, but I didn’t want to do that.

What I wouldn’t have given to be that man, in that moment? Even if Lisa’s body had been off the table for me like it was to him, just to watch would have been a thrill to rival any other. Still, I also knew from bitter experience that in some ways, that only made it worse. Even though I couldn’t help myself. Even though, if I had been asked, I would have practically begged to watch the scene going on next door.

I knew it could only hurt me. I knew it could only drive me deeper into submission to these women, with all the teasing and suffering that went along with that. Those were the teeth of the situation I found myself in, and that was what gave the woman their power, and it didn’t seem like I could do anything about it except this. Listen and jerk off and imagine what was going on in that apartment I was not invited to.

The cries from next door came louder and faster all the time, and the scene I was imagining felt more real than the reality. I squeezed my eyes tight shut, shutting out the lonely bedroom I was in, fantasizing my way into what I knew was happening for real next door. Part of it too, I supposed, in my own wretched way. My frustration and jealous rage were an inarguable component of their experience.

It didn’t take long. For me, at least. Soon, I was groaning in a humiliating kind of pleasure as my orgasm washed over me, relieving the dull ache of desire I felt without making it go away entirely. And next door, they still weren’t finished.

Now, I just had to sit there while helpless rage ate away at my heart, with no longer even the shelter of arousal to protect me from it. My girlfriend was in there, in another room with another woman and another man, and I was doing absolutely nothing about it. I was letting it happen, letting them replace me, and my own helplessness turned me on.

Soon, the sounds next door changed. Soon, I heard the bedsprings bouncing more vigorously, more rhythmically, and what I assumed to be Andrea’s cries of passion rising to a new height. Not just hers, either. I could hear the rumble of a masculine voice next door, grunting and groaning in pleasure, and it was clear that once again, I was listening to the sounds of sex coming through that thin wall.

God, I hoped it was Andrea.

And if it was, that meant Lisa was watching. Forced to, maybe, by our cruel Mistress who got such a kick out of treating us like this. At the same time, I knew it wouldn’t take much forcing. Just like it wouldn’t for me. We were both hooked on her, after all, both desperate for the show and spectacle we knew she could put on, that only enhanced our desire for her and made her even more powerful.

I could imagine, so clearly in the darkness of the bedroom, Lisa’s eyes shining as she took it all in, watching Andrea’s beautiful body contort with waves of powerful sexual pleasure. It hurt my heart to know that Lisa would want her in that moment. And want, maybe, what she was getting, too. She might be jealous in more ways than one, jealous of the undeniable ecstasy Andrea was getting from her boyfriend, just as she would be jealous, like I was, of anyone who got to be with Andrea in that way.

I already knew Andrea had stamina. And clearly, she selected her lovers for the same trait. Because the show went on and on, the cries of pleasure never stopping. I was sure I heard her orgasm at least once, but that didn’t stop the performance. Before too long, I would hear those cries of pleasure ringing out once again, that same rhythm of sex picking up all over again, until it seemed like it was going to go on all night.

It triggered my own arousal all over again. It went on long enough that I could feel my cock twitching against my thigh again, starting to harden all over again at the sounds from next door and the images they forced into my mind, Andrea’s blissful sex tugging at my frayed nerves and making me want, more than anything, to be part of that same ecstasy.

And then, in one final wild explosion, it stopped. I heard Andrea gasping for breath, heard a shivering wail torn out of her that was matched by a growl of passion from her male partner.

And then, things got horribly quiet.

After a while, I could hear voices. Talking this time, no longer screaming. The muted sounds of the three of them discussing something again. More laughter.

And then, I heard a door open and close. Footsteps in the hallway, and the door of my own apartment opening and closing.

Lisa stepped through the open door of the bedroom. Her bedside lamp was still on, exactly as she had left it, and in its dim glow, I could see her eyes sparkling. Seeing me sitting up in bed, a smile spread across her face. She looked just the same as she had when she left, still in the same clothes, still with her hair tied back, a casual look very different from some of the things I had seen her in recently. But now, there was an undeniable glow about her. An unmissable excitement, an obvious tension.

“What happened?”

Lisa’s smile grew wider.

“What do you think?”

Standing next to the bed, she reached for the bottom of her T-shirt and pulled it up over her head, tossing it carelessly to the floor. Then, she reached for her leggings and pulled those down too, stepping out of them. I watched, swept away all over again by her beauty and sex appeal, as she pulled down her panties and let them drop to the floor. Then she reached behind her back and unfastened her bra, freeing her breasts with their obviously swollen nipples that told me how turned on she was as she climbed naked into bed with me.

“I don’t know. That’s why I asked.”

“Well, it was just like Andrea said. She needed a cleanup.”

“Oh my God, Lisa. And you just did it?”

“Oh, please. Don’t start that with me. Like you don’t do exactly what she says, whenever she says it. You can’t resist her any more than I can.”

She was right about that, of course. And if she had added her own name into the mix, she would’ve been right about that, too. I couldn’t resist her either. And as she climbed into bed with me, she reached under the blankets, and she chuckled to herself as she found my cock rock hard and ready for her. She knew this excited me, of course. That was never in doubt. But she always seemed to enjoy being reminded of it, all the same. Of having the proof right there in front of her.

“I ate her out. Just the way she likes it. And I ate all her boyfriend’s cum out of her, too, while he watched.”

“Oh my God, Lisa.”

But we both knew that my protests were halfhearted. Her hand was sliding up and down my cock, driving me wild with pleasure, as if I hadn’t had an orgasm all by myself not long before. This was different. So much more exciting, so much more pleasurable. And my girlfriend knew exactly what she was doing. Her dirty talk was all part of that, made all the more potent by the knowledge that it was more than just talk. She meant exactly what she was saying. She was telling the truth. It was so wild and crazy that it sounded like it had to be a lie, but it wasn’t. After all, I had heard it all myself.

“Yeah. There was a lot of it, too. But I’m getting good at it. Getting good at being her cleanup slut.”

“This is unbelievable!”

“It’s hot. Who cares about anything else? I love it. I mean, I didn’t want to get out of bed when she texted me. But there’s something so hot about her just bringing me over, just for that.”

“That’s all you did?”

“Jealous?”

Lisa grinned, her eyes moving over my face, studying my expression. And then, letting go of my cock, she swept the blanket out of the way. She climbed on top of me, completely naked just like I was, and my shaft pressed against the entrance to her pussy, and I could feel the wetness that spoke of her arousal.

Of course, I already knew how turned on she was. Reaching toward her, I took hold of her breasts, teasing the swollen nipples between my fingers as I gently squeezed them, and she chuckled to herself again, enjoying the experience. Her hand drifted down between us, and she took hold of my cock again, guiding it into her wet pussy. I slid inside her easily, lubricated by her free-flowing juices, and she let out a long moan as she settled down on top of me.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” she whispered. Her breasts hung from her chest as she leaned forward, her blazing eyes peering deep into mine, a stray strand of hair that had broken loose from her ponytail hanging down on one side of her face and casting a dark bar of shadow over the flushed skin of her cheek.

“Why don’t we give them something to listen to in return?”

Saying that, she began to move on top of me. Grinding her hips against me, rolling them back and forth, and I held her by the hips, groaning in pleasure as her pussy tightened around my cock. I could feel those warm wet juices flowing out of her, could feel her breath hot against my skin, and the tips of my fingers sank just a little into her flesh, and we both moaned together in pleasure it felt like we had been waiting a lifetime for, even if in reality, it hadn’t been that long at all.

Lisa tipped back her head, letting out a long cry that caught in her throat. And it might’ve seemed theatrical, like she was trying to make a point, especially after what she had just said. Except I could feel the way her body reacted, could feel the wild spasm of her pussy around my cock. This was real. She might want to put on a show, but that didn’t mean it was fake. And for me, it could hardly be more real.

I was on fire with pleasure, the powerful sensations of sex sweeping away everything else for me now. My heart hammered in my chest, my cock throbbed inside Lisa’s pussy, and she bounced up and down on top of it even more vigorously. Leaning forward, she slapped a hand against the wall, the one we shared with Andrea, and she screamed her passion out, wanting our mistress next door to hear. Until Andrea came along, I had never heard sounds like this from Lisa. Until we met Andrea, I didn’t know she was capable of these kinds of noises.

Screaming and yelling, she rode my cock, and I gripped her body tightly, doing my best to hold out. Knowing I needed to give her pleasure, needed to make sure she came first.

She did.

Her orgasm washed over her, her cry of ecstasy silent at first, then gathering strength and volume, rushing out of her like a wild wind. It swept around us both, howling through our bedroom, and I knew that they would hear it next door. It felt like they would hear it throughout the whole apartment building, and it made me feel good. She was still screaming as I exploded inside her, emptying all my desperate lust into her beautiful body that continued to bounce on top of me, my girlfriend panting as she slowly descended from her wild climax.

It burned my heart to see Lisa allow herself to be treated this way by Andrea, even while it turned me on. But if this was the result, I knew already I wasn’t going to complain.
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