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Lisa Gets Cucked

Andrea always did know how to create sexual tension. And now, the air was absolutely full of it. Lisa was practically trembling with unstoppable desire as she stood there in the bedroom, totally on display for her mistresses and anyone else who decided to use her. Recent orgasm or not, she was practically burning up with the need for more. More pleasure. More humiliation. More of everything these wild vixens were doing to her, more of these unbelievable feelings she was having and could barely even describe.

And she knew by now that Andrea wasn’t the type of woman to stop just when things were getting good. Despite everything they had already done, the look on Andrea’s face convinced Lisa that there was more coming. And she felt, as usual, that delicious sense of shame that came from acknowledging how much she wanted that. And what she wanted more of was this insane game that was driving her absolutely crazy with pleasure that somehow, was never enough.

But at first, Andrea didn’t say anything. She turned, and walked out of the room, leaving Lisa alone with this other woman she didn’t even know, feeling unbelievably awkward after the sexy, intimate things they had done together, Lisa made to behave like the slut Andrea said she was.

But Andrea wasn’t gone long. A relief, for Lisa to not have to make small talk with a woman whose pussy she had just eaten. And when Andrea turned, she had brought someone else to join in the party.

Zach. Of course Lisa remembered him. After all, the things she did with Andrea were more or less impossible to forget, including the time this guy had been involved. Clearly one of Andrea’s favorite lovers. One of many, Lisa thought to herself with another strange thrill. Andrea’s boldness, her lack of inhibitions, was always going to be impressive, especially to a woman like Lisa, who would once never have imagined herself in situations like this. Once, she might hardly have believed that such things even happened. Now, there she was, the star of her own unbelievable kinky sex show

“Come here, baby.”

Andrea pulled Zach toward the bed. As she moved past Lisa, standing exposed with her hands still bound behind her back, she smiled her trademark evil little smile. It never failed to send shockwaves of desire racing through Lisa’s body, every time she saw it. And the fact that she knew it did the same to her boyfriend was an inescapable part of the thrill.

Again, she thought of Steve, just on the other side of that bedroom wall, and she wondered if he could hear what was going on. She wondered what he was imagining in the turbulent chambers of his own brain. She wondered if he was enjoying himself. She hoped he was, and at the same time, that mysterious sadistic part of herself hoped he was suffering. She still hadn’t figured out why she only felt that way about him, why she let other people tease her, laugh at her, humiliate her, and yet felt this urge to dominate him. But if Andrea had had no other lesson to teach, she would have taught this one: that as far as pleasure is concerned, there are no rules. The whys, ultimately don’t matter. All that matters is how the adventure feels. That was the kind of boldness Lisa was trying to channel herself, in her own submissive way. Part of her wanted nothing more than to be like Andrea. Even though the position she was currently in could hardly be less like that of her dominant neighbour, somehow, she felt as if this was still the path to take her there.

Not that it mattered, of course. The fundamental point was that now, she had no choice. What was going to happen next was whatever Andrea decided it should be, and there was nothing more thrilling than that.

Liz shifted on the bed to make room for Andrea and her new partner. Zach was grinning, as if he couldn’t believe his luck, and Lisa wasn’t the least bit surprised by that. He was lucky. Anyone who got to sleep with Andrea was incredibly lucky. And in a twisted way, Lisa herself felt lucky to be involved the way she was, to be used as a sex toy by such a beautiful goddess. And that thought, too, made her feel ashamed, and that shame, too, added to her arousal, all of it feeding off itself. It wasn’t the first time Lisa had experienced the powerful feedback loop of kinky pleasure. But it was one of the most intense experiences of that particular thrill. And all she could do was stand there and watch.

Smiling happily, Andrea began to undress Zach. And after the two women shared a smiling look, Liz joined in. Their hunger for pleasure was written all over their pretty faces, but as Lisa watched, shifting her weight from one foot to the other so that her high-heeled patent leather ankle boots creaked with every adjustment, she doubted either of them was quite as desperate as she herself was. And again, she thought of Steve, and all the times they had put him through something like this. All those times they had made him watch, locked him out of the pleasure he so desperately craved. It was so funny, the desperation on his face. It was so sexy, the way we couldn’t control himself. And now, Lisa was getting a taste of that humiliating pleasure for herself, and even though she could have imagined how such a thing would feel, she was finding now that there was no way, really, to prepare yourself for it.

She was finding, as both she and her boyfriend had done several times before, that when reality becomes even wilder than fantasy, everything starts to feel slightly unreal. As she watched the threesome happening on the bed in front of her, two grinning women unwrapping Zach like he was a gift that they were almost reluctant to share, she felt the rush of helpless jealousy that Steve knew so well, and it ran through her body like a grass fire, the heat spreading between her legs as she watched in breathless excitement.

By now, Zach was naked. Naked, and already fully erect. No surprise there. He was in bed with two truly beautiful women, four soft hands moving suggestively over his skin, and if the smile on his face was any indication, he was loving every moment of it, just as he should be. As Andrea looked again in Lisa’s direction, that smile never leaving her face, Lisa, shamefully, found herself thinking exactly what Andrea probably wanted her to: that her decision not to do anything with men, motivated in part by Steve’s preferences, was costing her opportunities for real pleasure.

Andrea didn’t have to say it. It was all right there on her beautiful face as she wrapped her hand lazily around Zach’s cock, slowly stroking, a motion a woman like her had obviously perfected. Zach groaned in pleasure, already so worked up, and while Liz moved to kiss him, from his mouth down his neck and over his chest, Andrea kept her eyes on Lisa.

“You can just stay there and watch, just like your cuck boyfriend,” Andrea said, speaking slowly and clearly, the way she always did when she wanted her words to cut through the noise, through the wild clamour of arousal that she knew was echoing in Lisa’s head. “Just stay there, until we decide to use you.”

Liz laughed at that, with her lips still pressed against Zach’s skin. And Zach glanced over at Lisa, his eyes moving up and down her body so provocatively on display, even as he shared the bed with two inarguable beauties. Greedy, maybe. But if ever there was a night for being greedy, this was it. And as ridiculous as it was in the humble position she was in, Lisa still felt a faint sense of pleasure at the way he looked at her. Absurd as it might be, it was nice to know she could still get attention, even with so many gorgeous women around.

She couldn’t believe what was happening to her, couldn’t believe the way all this made her feel. Only a few weeks ago, she would have never imagined living like this, would hardly have believed that she would want it. Now, it was like she was addicted to it. Addicted, specifically, to beautiful, dominant Andrea and the way she made Lisa feel like no one else, including her boyfriend, ever did.

Then Andrea turned her attention toward lucky Zach again. Even as she stroked his cock, Liz was shifting on the bed, bending down toward his cock. Andrea smiled indulgently as she watched the other woman take Zach into her mouth, a low moan escaping her throat as well as his, as if she wanted nothing more than to give pleasure. It was an impulse Lisa understood. And she remembered again the man in the living room outside, who had taken such arrogant charge of her body, knowing there was nothing she could do to stop him. Knowing that if he forced her to her knees, if he forced her to open her mouth and pleasure him, she would have done it. She would have had no choice. Andrea, uncharacteristically, had spared her that indignity. But Lisa knew it was probably all the mercy she could expect that night.

Liz sucked Zach’s cock, and his hands moved over Andrea’s body, touching, caressing, embracing, teasing. She was absolutely in her element, as she always was at times like this, never more comfortable and confident than in the bedroom, giving pleasure and receiving it. After all, the woman had a true talent for it. As if she was made for exactly this, not just her beautiful body but also her devious, kinky mind.

And again, her burning eyes watched Lisa, taking in every micro expression, every movement of her twitching body, savouring her discomfort like a fine wine. Lisa already knew what Andrea was like. She had already had a taste of how it felt to be teased by her, be taunted with what you can’t have. But never like this. She had never understood what it was like for her boyfriend to serve Andrea as clearly as she did now, and despite all the near-intolerable frustration, she didn’t feel guilty for what they had put him through. If anything, she made her want to do it more.

It made her wish Steve was there in the room with them now to witness again the sex he wasn’t allowed to have, the sex that she and Andrea controlled for him, giving it out like a reward for good behavior or withholding it for punishment. Or just because they wanted to. Just because they could. God, it felt so good to be in charge, and at the same time, it felt so good to give up control. Lisa knew she had the best of both worlds, a loving cuckold slave boy at home and a dominant goddess in the apartment next door, and there were times when she couldn’t believe her luck. Just as there were times when she couldn’t believe how much she enjoyed something so objectively outrageous.

Before long, Zach was moaning in a steady rhythm of pleasure. The wet sound of Liz’s mouth moving up and down his cock filled the room, punctuated by little gaps and sighs of pleasure from Andrea, too. Yet again, just like always, Andrea’s bedroom was the scene of unbelievable pleasure, of sex so hot it was almost hard to watch, and at the same time, she couldn’t tear her eyes away. Even if she had been allowed to. Though of course, Andrea would never allow that. She got off on being watched, on being desired, on withholding herself from someone, anyone, and making them suffer from her undeniable beauty and sex appeal. And thanks to her, Lisa knew exactly how good that felt. Even if now, she was on the other side of it.

Finally, Liz lifted her mouth away from Zach’s member. After all, the girls had to share one stallion, and it wouldn’t do to tire him out too soon. Zach was already gasping, his eyes wide and wild, taking in everything that was going on around him, every unbelievable moment of this frankly insane experience. No one wanted it to stop it. All of them, Lisa included, wanted more.

Together, giggling like schoolgirls, Liz and Andrea grabbed hold of Zach. They guided him down onto the mattress, making him lie on his back. He complied, of course, more than happy to do what they wanted, knowing the rewards that awaited him.

Now it was Andrea’s turn to enjoy him.

She climbed on top of him, straddling him, reaching down to take that cock in her hand again. Moistened now by Liz’s saliva, hard and wet and ready for pleasure. She let out a long moan of satisfaction as she guided his manhood inside her, and Lisa squeezed her own thighs together, every sympathetic nerve of her body conspiring to make her almost feel what her mistress was feeling.

Meanwhile, Liz got busy herself. She climbed on top of Zach, straddling his head, spreading her legs wide to let him devour her pussy. Underneath the two women, his moans were muffled, but Lisa could still hear them, leaving no one in the room in any doubt as to what a good time he was having.

He wasn’t the only one. Before long, both women were moaning in ecstasy, both of their tempting bodies spiked with pleasure. Lisa’s breath grew short, her breasts bouncing in the corset with every labored breath she took as she watched, squirming on the spot, simultaneously jealous of everyone, wanting, impossibly, what all of them had.

After all, that was the point.

It had to be hard for Zach to concentrate. He had two gorgeous women using his body for their pleasure, and Lisa could only imagine what it must feel like to have Andrea bouncing up and down on top of his cock. But he didn’t neglect Liz. And soon, she was screaming with wild passion, climbing that mountain toward ecstasy that Lisa herself knew so well, that she wished she could experience like this other woman was.

Liz came. Her ecstatic roar filled the bedroom air, every desperate shudder and gasp finding a maddening echo in some aching cell of Lisa’s body. She threw back her head, her blond hair brushing her shaking shoulders as she arched her back in a spasm of pleasure, her eyes closed as if she could hardly bear the force of what she was feeling, as if it was almost too much to take. Lisa knew how that felt. Knowing as she did about those orgasms that feel like too much, and yet at the same time, you never want to end.

But they do end, of course. As Liz’s climax faded, she opened her eyes, shuffling back from Zach’s face, throwing a trembling leg back over his head as she dismounted. The look on her face was almost one of shock, as if even she hadn’t expected an explosion quite like that. As if she, kinky and uninhibited as she clearly was, could barely believe what she had done.

She sat down on the bed next to Zach, worn out with pleasure, fully satisfied, at least for now, and again, Lisa knew exactly how that felt. In some ways, that blissful glowing feeling of satiety almost rivals the explosive joy of the orgasm that caused it. Sweet release, the body filled with powerful hormones, the mind blissfully quiet and still, like nothing else in the world even matters.

But while Liz was luxuriating in that radiant postcoital bliss, Andrea had yet to get there.

She was still riding up and down on Zach’s throbbing cock, riding harder than ever now, if anything. Still chasing that wild high, that explosive shout that eclipses everything else, that makes the world melt away.

She found it.

Both Liz and Lisa watched now as the other woman wrote toward orgasm. They watched her gasp and moan, watched her enviable body stiffen, watched her legs shiver around Zach’s body as her moment of bliss approached. They both heard it, both saw it, both felt it, perhaps, in their different ways. Andrea moaned and wailed, she screamed in passion, and she left none of them in any doubt about just how good it felt to be her in that moment.

She wasn’t the only one. Underneath her, Zach let out another powerful moan. His hands gripped her hips, almost lifting her off the bed as he pumped up into her, and the two of them exploded together in an undeniable, unignorable orgasm, all the more powerful for being shared.

She slumped on top of him. Her ragged breathing matched his, loud in the room that was suddenly quieter than it had been, their wild cries of passion finally dampened. Lisa knew that everyone in the living room must have heard what was going on. But after all, it was obvious that that was the point of this party, and these were the kind of people Andrea had invited. People who would run with this, people who would be as excited by these games of power and dominance and pleasure as she was.

And again, Lisa wondered if, on the other side of the wall, Steve could hear what was going on. She knew he was thinking of her, that his thoughts would hardly be able to go anywhere else after the way she had teased him. She remembered all too well the look of pure lust in his eyes, the desperate passion she had seen in him as he got her ready for this latest betrayal. And all it did was fuel her own desire, make her even hungrier for pleasure, even greedier than she had been.

After a moment to recover, Andrea pushed herself upright again. Zach’s cock slipped free of her well-used body as she climbed off him. She was glowing with pleasure, the heat of her passion seeming to radiate off her skin, but still, that wasn’t enough for Andrea. It was never enough, and that was part of what made her so hot, so irresistible, so impossible to forget.

She crawled over Zach’s legs, moving toward the edge of the bed. He shifted on the mattress, drawing his legs up out of her way, pushing himself upright. Liz, meanwhile, was kneeling further back on the mattress, her hands on her thighs, her wide eyes watching everything, taking it all in.

Now, Andrea was the center of attention. Andrea, and Lisa too. All eyes on the two of them as the centre of attention in the room shifted, that dark energy entering the space as if summoned by the wild spell of pleasure.

Andrea sat on the edge of the bed. She was still wearing her red leather dress, her black high-heeled boots, but her dress was pulled up around her hips. She spread her thighs slowly, her eyes on Lisa the whole time, exposing the sticky mess of sex that shone between her legs, and Lisa gulped.

Andrea snapped her fingers imperiously.

“Slut, clean me up.”

As clear in order as there could be. And she said it, like she usually did, as if there was no doubt in her mind that she would be obeyed. No doubt that she had all the authority she needed to order Lisa around like that. And of course, she was right.

Lisa couldn’t resist. She knew that. She also knew that there was that wild submissive part of her that didn’t want to resist. She wanted exactly this, to be treated exactly this disgracefully, exactly this cruelly. Andrea was never more appealing than when she was fully and firmly in charge.

She hesitated. After all, the thought of what Andrea wanted was so outrageous, so appalling, that part of her wanted to put up a fight. But a bigger, stronger, wilder part of her didn’t. And in the end, of course, she knew it didn’t matter. She knew she didn’t have a choice, and that was part of the joy of it, knowing she could let go fully and completely and hide behind not being given a choice.

She stepped forward. Andrea beamed up at her, already reaching for the leash that hung from the collar around her neck, ready as always to take full and total control of another person. She pulled lightly on the leash, gently urging Lisa down to her knees, and she complied. She kneeled at Andrea’s feet, staring up at the beautiful woman above her, staring up at the dripping mess Zach had left in her pussy, and again, she thought of her boyfriend next door. She wondered what he would think if he could see her now. But it didn’t take a genius to figure it out. He would feel what she was feeling, that same potent and intoxicating mix of desire and shame and humiliation and excitement. The cocktail that kept them both coming back, kept them submitting to Andrea over and over again, always ready to do what she wanted, no matter how outrageous it might be. She was an addiction unlike any other, and neither of them wanted to break free.

“Good girl,” Andrea murmured as she pulled steadily on the leash, and Lisa almost cringed at how good it felt to hear those words of praise from her beautiful mistress. She felt Andrea’s hand on her head, her fingers running through her hair, her gesture a potent mix of affection and control as she steered Lisa’s head between her thighs.

Up close, Lisa could smell the strong scent of their sex. The orgasm they had shared slowly leaking out of Andrea’s body, the pleasure she had been denied but had been forced to watch. Slowly, she ran her tongue over Andrea’s dripping pussy, and Andrea purred happily. Enjoying the power and domination just as much, probably, as she was enjoying the physical sensations.

Lisa tasted their sex as she licked. As she probed deep between Andrea’s swollen lips, she tasted more of Zach’s cum leaking out of her. Part of her wondered if this was okay, or if this was violating Steve’s rules about her playing with other men. But she knew it didn’t matter. She was too far gone to care, and Andrea wasn’t giving her a choice anyway.

So she performed her role. A good little slave girl, she ate the wet mess of a mingled orgasm out of Andrea’s pussy, and as the juices of the man she barely knew poured down her throat, she swallowed, tasting the sex she was denied and feeling the unstoppable wetness between her legs as she lapped at Andrea’s cunt.

She didn’t stop. She wasn’t going to, until she was told to. She kept licking, kept eating, even as the juices flowed out of her mistress, until Andrea was moaning in pleasure, rocking back and forth on the bed. Lisa felt her taste change, and she knew what was coming, and she welcomed it. She wanted it, in her own way, almost as badly as Andrea clearly did. Another orgasm for the beautiful Mistress, given to her by her humiliated property. Her slutty little slave girl.

The thought of it was enough to make Lisa’s cheeks burn with shame and guilt and excitement, and enough to make her pussy pulse between her legs, desperate for the contact she was not allowed. And if Andrea had asked her again about her rule against playing with men? If she had offered to have Zach or one of the guys in the living room slide his cock into that twitching, dripping, desperate pussy, to make her scream and moan like the desperate, horny little slut she was? Lisa doubted she would have the strength to say no.

But Andrea didn’t offer that. She didn’t offer anything except servitude. And Lisa licked her to orgasm, swallowing the fresh flood of juices that poured out of her, feeling the heat on her skin as they dripped from her chin into a pool on the floor at her bent knees.

“Oh my God, you’re such a good girl,” Andrea groaned, running her fingers through Lisa’s hair again as she finally pushed her head away. “So pathetic. How horny are you right now, slut?”

“Oh my God, Mistress, I don’t think I’ve ever been more horny in my life!”

Andrea laughed, and so did her guests. Zach and Liz, on the bed, glowing with the sex they had had and laughing at the girl they had all played a part in denying. Andrea beamed as she looked around, her little kingdom of sexual pleasure and denial, her wild game of power and control.

“Well, that’s just too bad, isn’t it? Keep being a good girl, and maybe you’ll get to cum.”

Lisa couldn’t hold back the whimper that rose in her throat, and it made her tormentors laugh even more. Then, letting go of Lisa’s leash, she stood up. Her red leather dress gleamed as she tugged it back down around her thighs, smoothing the clinging material over her curves. Lisa looked up at her with undisguised desire, her lust for this incredible woman completely unrelieved and instead ratcheted up to a fever pitch that, just as Andrea said, was enough to make her do almost anything.

“I kind of wish your loser boyfriend could see you right now,” Andrea said, smiling down at Lisa with her hands on her hips. “I think I’m going to go next door and see how he’s doing. You guys can look after my slut while I’m gone, can’t you?”

Zach looked at Liz, and she looked back at him. Lisa gulped. Andrea wasn’t much protection, but she was all Lisa had, surrounded otherwise by strangers. But the idea was so thrilling in its wrongness, too. The thought of being handed over like this, like Andrea’s property, to do whatever she wanted with. Tonight, that was exactly what she was.

Andrea didn’t wait for a response. Instead, she stepped past her kneeling slave, heading to the door. Lisa listened to the thump of her boots as she stepped into the hallway outside, on her way to torment Steve.

“Well. What should we do with you?” Liz said.

Already, she was crawling forward on the bed, moving closer to Lisa. Lisa stared at the other woman, feeling Zach’s eyes watching them both, as Liz reached for the leash and began to pull on it. Lisa stood up and stumbled toward the bed, pulled down onto the mattress by Liz, who rolled her over onto her back, trapping her hands underneath her. Then, she grabbed Lisa’s breasts, squeezing them in the corset that kept them pressed tight against her chest.

“Let’s see if you can lick my pussy even better than he did,” she said.
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