
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright Katt Ford 2026

Kindle Edition

All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen

Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button:

Author Page

Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here!

Read Part 1 here

Read Part 2 here

Read Part 3 here

Read Part 4 here

Read Part 5 here

Read Part 6 here

Read Part 7 here

Read Part 8 here

Read Part 9 here

Read Part 10 here

Read Part 11 here

Read Part 12 here

Read Part 13 here


Lisa’s New Role

Andrea reached up toward her face and took her glasses off. She was still smiling at me as she folded them and moved across the bed to set them down on the bedside table. Again, everything she did was composed, controlled, her movements calm and slow, knowing she had the attention of both of us. Knowing she had all the time in the world.

Once she had put her glasses down, she crawled back toward Lisa. But still, it was me she was looking at. The look of pleasure shining in her eyes left me in no doubt about how much she was enjoying this, how much it turned her on to have me watching from my humiliating position in the cage on the floor. This woman, with her insatiable appetite for power, was once again getting exactly what she wanted. She never seemed to get tired of it. Never seemed to get enough. Everything we did together was, in a way, another expression of her beauty and the power it gave her, and she seemed practically addicted to having her ego stroked in this way.

Just like I was starting to seem addicted to being humiliated. And my girlfriend, once so reserved and inhibited, was starting to seem absolutely addicted to sex.

As she positioned herself between Lisa’s spread legs, Andrea finally turned her attention away from me and to my girlfriend. She lowered her face down between Lisa’s thighs, and now I couldn’t see her expression anymore, but it didn’t matter. I knew exactly what she was doing as Lisa let out a soft moan of pleasure, as a faint wet sound echoed in the bedroom. Lisa was getting her pussy eaten by another woman, and it was about the sexiest thing I could, sending shockwaves of wild desire racing through me.

My cock was rock hard, of course, aching for a release I knew wasn’t coming, at least not yet. I had to fight hard against the urge to touch myself. But I remembered what Andrea had said, and the power she had to punish me for displeasing her. As busy as she seemed to be with Lisa now, I knew better than to rely too much on that. At any moment, one or the other of them might look in my direction, and if they saw me jerking off, I knew I would be in big trouble.

In fact, I didn’t even need to break their unfair and arbitrary rules to find myself in exactly the kind of trouble I was hoping to avoid. As Lisa’s moans of passion filled the air, as the wet sound of Andrea’s tongue moving over my girlfriend’s sensitive sex filled the bedroom more and more, my body stiffened all by itself, completely out of my control, and for a split second only, I didn’t know what was happening.

Then I remembered, as the hot sharp pain spread out from my tormented balls. Andrea had found the remote control wherever it lay on the bed and used it to deliver another painful shock. Not because I had done anything wrong. Not because I had displeased her, but simply because she could. Because it was another demonstration of her power and control, her ability to make me suffer for her amusement. It was so unbelievably sexy, it made me breathless just to think about it. It was so wild and outrageous, what we were doing, so far outside the normal lines of reasonable conduct. That, I was starting to think, was part of why it turned me on as much as it did.

The sharp jolt of electricity vanished as abruptly as it had begun. But it left me trembling and gasping in the cage, my body shaking as much with the thought of what was happening as with the physical effects of the shock device. Over on the bed, Andrea laughed, the sound of her voice only partially muffled by having her mouth pressed against Lisa’s trembling sex. And Lisa moaned, longer and louder than before, finally getting what she wanted, what she had begged for.

It was what Andrea was doing to her, I knew. The wild pleasure our sexy neighbor was giving her with her mouth. But at the same time, I was very conscious of the possibility that my pain was part of my girlfriend’s pleasure. Lisa, who had never been any kind of sadist, was turning out to have a real taste for my suffering. Especially, I was learning, when it came like this. When my suffering came from wanting her badly and not being able to have her, when my own desire was the engine of torment.

I suppose it was her equivalent of the pleasure Andrea took in being wanted. Lisa knew the biggest part of my suffering came from wanting her so badly, and that seemed to make her feel so sexy, so gorgeous, that it couldn’t help but fuel her own excitement.

Of course, Andrea was more than doing her part there, too.

Her head moved up and down between Lisa’s legs in a rhythmic pattern to as she continued to lick. Lisa’s moans and cries of passion were getting louder and more urgent all the time, but along with them, I could hear the softer sounds that Andrea was making too. She was eating my girlfriend’s pussy like it was the most delicious thing in the world, like she had never wanted anything more than this. And I moaned and groaned too, though for very different reasons, locked up in a cage and forced to witness the wildest and most beautiful sexual spectacle I could imagine. And just as the girls wanted, all I could do was imagine. To kneel and watch and imagine how good they both felt, how fantastic it must feel to finally give in to the tension that had been building between us for a long time now. They wanted me to feel that frustration like a knife in my heart, that twisted enhancement of their own pleasure, and I did. I felt every ounce of the pain and suffering they were trying to inflict, that they took so much pleasure in subjecting me to. It was impossible not to. I couldn’t feel any other way about what was happening.

Of course, that wasn’t the only type of pain they were inflicting.

Every time Lisa let out a particularly loud or desperate moan, Andrea didn’t miss the opportunity to deliver another sharp electric shock to my aching balls. As if she wanted to punish me for the pleasure she was giving my girlfriend. As if having to watch and listen and not be involved in any other way wasn’t punishment enough. I gasped and groaned, squirming in the cage as if I could somehow find relief from the combination of physical and psychological torture they were putting me through. But I knew that was impossible. There was no way out except to do what they wanted, to enjoy this as best as I could and hope that in the end, my suffering, along with their own cruel and selfish pleasure, would make them happy enough that they would give me what I wanted.

A dangerous spot to be in. No doubt about that. But as I had observed before, the danger was also part of the thrill. Losing control like this, to these two wild women, was more exciting than anything I could imagine. It drove me crazy with frustrated desire, tormented me with a deep sense of inadequacy and helplessness, but it made me hard like nothing else ever had. And even as the shock device buzzed again and again, sending more jolts of pain through my body and making me howl while Lisa screamed in delight, I had to fight desperately to resist the urge to pleasure myself.

Their sex went on a long time. Of course, in the position I was in, watching helplessly from the cage beside the bed, minutes had a way of seeming like hours. Still, these women were in no rush. They really did have all the time in the world. And there seemed to be no limits to their pleasure. Andrea was hungry for Lisa, and seemed content to stay with her face buried between my girlfriend’s legs all night. Happy to focus only on giving pleasure, knowing, I suppose, that she could switch to receiving it anytime she felt like.

Meanwhile, Lisa was practically in another world. Squirming and gasping on the bed, writhing in a desperate overflow of pleasure, seeming to lose herself completely, as if Andrea was driving her completely insane. Maybe she was. She had that power. I knew that better than anyone. Even if Lisa had wanted to try, I doubted she could have gotten me into a position even close to this by herself. Neither of us were bold enough for this. We needed Andrea, with her cool confidence, her sexual openness, her greed for pleasure. Maybe only she, or a woman like her, could have convinced us to do this. And in all my life, I wasn’t the least bit sure that I had ever met any other women like her.

Andrea knew she could take as long as she wanted. And so she did. She took Lisa right to the brink of orgasm, and then over it, shocking me again and again so that I howled in pain while a shattering climax tore through my girlfriend’s lovely body right in front of me. But she didn’t stop there.

Andrea backed off, letting Lisa experience the powerful physiological effects of what the other woman had done to her. But she stayed where she was, still lying down between my girlfriend’s shaking thighs. She kept her head down, except from time to time, when she lifted it to look over at me in my cage with a smile. Often, those teasing glances were accompanied by another shock, and usually a burst of laughter from her too, this wicked woman delighted by her own cruelty.

But then, steadily, she went back to licking Lisa. Starting off gently, almost lovingly. As Lisa gasped, she stretched out her hand toward Andrea’s bowed head, and for a moment, I thought she was going to stop her. To push the other woman away, as if the sensations were just too intense for her to stand, and she needed a break.

But she didn’t. Somehow, my girlfriend, who had traditionally seemed to see receiving oral sex almost with indifference, was now greedy for more of it. She seemed to almost melt back into the bed as Andrea carried on licking, slowly picking up the pace, slowly increasing the pressure. Playing Lisa’s body like an instrument while I watched in pure disbelief, almost with a sense of wonder at what I was seeing.

Lisa’s gasps and cries of pleasure kept coming, and so did my moans of pain. Busy as she was eating Lisa out, she kept the remote control in her hand, delivering shocks at random intervals, so that I could never predict when I might get one next.

I could never prepare for it. All I could do was endure it as best I could, knowing it was the price I paid to be with women like them. Part of the price, anyway. Because I knew all too well that these women, Andrea especially, had far more ways to make me suffer than just that.

Breathless, squirming and writhing in pain whenever Andrea shocked me, I watched her lick Lisa to another orgasm. If anything, it was even more powerful than the last one, her voice cracking as she screamed in pleasure, the bed shaking underneath her with her wild movements as pleasure overtook her.

As Andrea lifted her head from between Lisa’s shaking legs, even she seemed breathless. She looked over at me, a smile on her face that was wet with the juices of Lisa’s pleasure, and I winced and braced myself as she lifted the remote control again. The shock from the device tore through me, even more powerfully this time as Andrea tried out another setting.

“Please,” I begged, my voice vibrating with the pain and disgrace of what she was putting me through. But just like always, Andrea only laughed. My pain was what it always was, a source of pure pleasure for her, and that sadistic streak in her was almost as arousing as her beautiful looks, as her seemingly unshakable self-confidence.

“You’ve never made your girlfriend cum that hard, have you?”

There was, I knew, only one acceptable answer to that question. Only one thing Andrea wanted to hear. Whatever humiliated and disgraced me the most, that was what I needed to say. By now, I knew the rules.

But as humiliating as it was to give in like that, to be so helpless and afraid of this beautiful woman that I would do whatever she said, it was possibly even more humiliating to know that she was right.

She was just guessing, of course. She didn’t know our sex life like I did. And I didn’t imagine I had ever made Lisa dissolve in pleasure like that. Truthfully, she would never have even let me go down on her for that long. But even if I had all day, all week, I didn’t think for a moment that I could do that to her.

Maybe no one could, except Andrea. Or maybe it was better to tell myself that hard to admit the alternative. That maybe, as hard as I tried, I just wasn’t that good in bed. That maybe, my gorgeous girlfriend could do better when it came to sexual partners. Clearly, Andrea herself was powerful proof of that. And she was amazing, a unique specimen, to say the least. It was easier to live with that idea, tormenting as it was, than to think that maybe, I had done Lisa an injustice by being with her. That maybe, there was a whole world of pleasure out there denied to her because of me.

“No,” I said, and Andrea laughed, satisfied with my surrender.

Lisa laughed too. I could still hear the echoes of pleasure in her voice, her soft laugh as much of a sigh of pleasure as it was anything else. Lying there on the bed, temporarily exhausted by pleasure, she turned her head to look at me, her dark eyes glowing with unmistakable satisfaction. The flush in her cheeks was there to tell me what I already knew all too painfully, that she was basking in the afterglow of pleasure at a level that she might never have experienced in her life. Certainly, she wasn’t getting it from me.

As she looked at me from the altar of pleasure the bed had become, I found myself wondering if there was any trace of pity in her eyes. Any sympathy at all for me and the predicament I was in. Maybe there was, a little. Or maybe I was just imagining it. But what there was, without any doubt, radiating in every part of her beautiful face, was satisfaction.

Not just of the physical, sexual kind, although there was plenty of that too. But looking at her through the bars of the cage, I felt like I could see a deeper, more profound satisfaction that, in its own way, made me even more afraid. As if I was witnessing her selfish satisfaction with this new way of life, her determination that we would never again go back to the way things were.

I didn’t want that either. But it scared me too. At times like this, after going further than we had before down this dark and humiliating road, there was that part of me that always wondered if I had made a calamitous mistake.

“No. Of course you haven’t. The poor girl’s been dying for someone to make her cum properly, even if she didn’t realize it. Well, it’s lucky you found me then. She doesn’t have to put up with mediocre sex from a loser like you anymore.”

Lisa giggled again, and I cringed. I knew that the words were meant to hurt. All part of the dominant act. But after what I had just seen, it was basically impossible not to believe them, at least a little. I was haunted by the thought that no one would want to have sex with me if sex with Andrea was ever an option. That felt like a conclusion it was impossible to escape, impossible to argue with.

Happy with my humiliation, Andrea turned back to Lisa. She smiled down at her, tracing one hand over one of Lisa’s shaking legs, and she smiled up at Andrea, too, a beautiful smile of admiration and appreciation and excitement for what this woman had done to her.

It made my heart contract to see her like that. It felt like I had been replaced in Lisa’s bed by Andrea, but what scared me even more with the idea that I might be replaced in her heart, too. And there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. These women were going to do whatever they felt like, whatever seemed like fun to them, and I was going to watch it, and that was that. That was just how things worked now.

“Such a naughty little bi girl,” Andrea said as she looked at Lisa, almost singing the words. “You loved having me eat that wet little pussy, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” Lisa said, still a little breathless from everything that had happened, and maybe from what was continuing to happen, too.

“I knew you would,” Andrea smirked. “Sometimes, that’s all a girl like you needs. The right person to show her what she really is.”

It was like her words were weaving a spell over Lisa. Though of course, I knew she had already done that with the intense pleasure Andrea had made her feel. Lisa stared up at the other woman as if unable to believe what she was seeing, as if there was no sight she would rather look at in that moment. Again, regardless of the jealousy it made me feel, I couldn’t exactly blame her for that. I felt like I could look at Andrea all day too, even though all it did was torment me more, making me want more of what these women had decided I couldn’t have.

Still smiling, Andrea bent down over Lisa, pressing her body against hers. As she moved her mouth, Lisa seemed initially doubtful, hesitating for a moment, but not pulling away. And Andrea kissed her, pressing their shining lips against Lisa’s, and I remembered how Lisa never used to like that. She never used to let me do that. In fact, it was part of why she was often reluctant to have me go down on her in the first place. It meant no more kissing.

But once again, I was reminded that the normal rules didn’t apply to Andrea. That she could do whatever she wanted with Lisa, and my girlfriend would do nothing to stop her. In fact, it seemed as if there was almost nothing Lisa couldn’t learn to enjoy, as long as it was Andrea who was introducing her to it. After a moment, I heard those little noises of pleasure rising from Lisa’s throat, watched her wrapping her arms around Andrea’s shoulders, kissing the other woman back, matching her intensity and her passion as she lost herself in the moment, and sexual pleasure eclipsed every other concern.

From the cage, I watched them make out. I watched them excite each other all over again, watched their hands moving to the song of pleasure and desire the two of them were creating together, seeming never to end. And as long as they had me as an audience, I knew, they would get an enormous thrill out of doing whatever they wanted.

At last, Andrea lifted her lips from Lisa’s. The smile on her face took in her and me, turning her head from Lisa to me and back again, like she was comparing different locks on our faces. For Lisa, it was all pleasure, all desire, all smiles and excitement. For me, even though I couldn’t see myself, I could imagine the way I looked. The pure desperation I was feeling was probably easily visible to Andrea, and I knew that was exactly what she wanted to see.

“Ever eaten pussy before, sexy girly?”

Lisa gasped. And so did I. Even if, even as Andrea spoke the words, part of me felt like I should’ve seen it coming. It felt that way a lot. The things she did, as wild and outrageous as they were, had a way of also seeming almost inevitable, once they were given voice. After all, in a way, it was all leading here. This constant pushing of the boundaries that Andrea seemed almost compelled to do led in only one direction, always toward greater and more deviant pleasure, and what she was suggesting now was just the latest version of that.

Still, it was unbelievable. She was so forward, so uninhibited, never even hesitating to speak her mind and say exactly what she felt. So different from the way me and Lisa had been, almost scared to speak honestly about what we wanted and what turned us on. Especially as the weeks went by, and the distance between us grew, both of us falling completely out of our sexual rhythm and finding ourselves unable to get it back, until we met Andrea.

“No,” Lisa said, just as breathless and uncertain as ever. Lying there on the bed, she turned her eyes for a moment toward me, as if she wanted to gauge my reaction. But no one was asking my opinion. And I didn’t offer it. I just crouched there in the cage, barely daring to breathe, my head spinning as I tried to do the impossible and understand what was going on here.

“Well, maybe it’s time you learned.”

Andrea spoke so softly to Lisa, with none of the sneering arrogance she used to address me. But at the same time, her confidence was just as unshakable as ever. She didn’t hesitate, and she didn’t second-guess herself. She just did what she wanted to do.

She moved on the bed, rising up onto her knees. And she crawled toward Lisa, every curve of her body shining under the latex that wrapped it so tightly, making my cock surge and throb all over again as I watched her from captivity. She climbed on top of Lisa, and Lisa stretched her arms out toward her, but it wasn’t to push her away. Maybe she didn’t know exactly what she was doing it herself, didn’t exactly know what she wanted to happen in that particular moment. But Andrea did. And that, it felt like, was the only thing that mattered.

Andrea sat on top of Lisa. She spread her knees, her thighs shining under the latex as she straddled my girlfriend’s face. Lisa’s hands were on her hips, neither pushing her away nor pulling her forward. Just holding her, always wanting to touch her, to be in contact with her. Again, I couldn’t blame her for that. Even if my heart burned with jealousy the entire time.

Andrea slid one hand slowly down her body, as if she, too, was as entranced as we were by the seductive shape of her. Her hand slid slowly down between her legs, her fingers finding a tiny zipper tucked into the latex there. She drew it down, moving carefully, shifting her weight on her knees a little as she adjusted. Unzipping, she exposed her pussy right in front of Lisa, her dripping sex hovering right over my girlfriend’s face.

“I… I don’t know how…” Lisa said.

Her words only made Andrea grin even more.

“That’s okay. It’s easy to learn. You can start by giving it a little kiss.”

As she spoke, she leaned over to one side and picked up the remote control again. Her eyes flashed as she looked for a moment over at me, but she didn’t press the button. Not yet. She just wanted me to know that she could. She wanted me to feel the threat, feel that uncertainty, to not know if or when she might make me suffer again, just because she wanted to.

Down below her, Lisa hesitated. Her hands were still on Andrea’s hips, the tips of her fingers pressing slightly into the shining latex. She stared up uncertainly at the other woman’s sex, not knowing quite what to do.

Still grinning, Andrea pressed the button on the remote, and I yelped at the bright burst of pain that bloomed between my legs. She laughed as she did it, and Lisa laughed too, turning her face away from the other women to look at me as I squirmed and bucked in the cage. And somehow, that seemed to break the tension. As Lisa turned her face back to Andrea, the shock inside me slowly subsiding, I watched, trying not to groan in both despair and arousal, as I saw my girlfriend press her lips against another woman’s pussy.

“That’s it. That’s a good girl,” Andrea said. Spreading her knees even further apart on either side of Lisa’s head, she lowered herself down a little more, reaching out to run her fingers through Lisa’s dark hair. “Nice and slow. Nice and gentle. How do you like it? You like to be my little pussylicking slut?”

Lisa murmured, and nodded. Pleased with herself, with what she was making happen, Andrea glanced over in my direction, letting me see that fabulous smile again before turning back to the woman between her legs.

Her latex catsuit shone with the movements of her body as she rocked back and forth, the growing rhythm of sex driving her as her pleasure swelled. Her self-control was crazy. She had been driving both of us nuts all night, going down on my girlfriend for what felt like hours, without getting anything herself. But now she was claiming her reward for that patience, and I could see the excitement that burned inside her. And inside Lisa, too. Because being treated like this, being talked to like this, was having a powerful effect on her too. And I heard Andrea gasp as Lisa stuck out her tongue, running the muscular organ over the shining lips of the other woman’s pussy.

“Yeah. Yeah, that’s right. You do. You love this pussy. You should get used to it. There’s nothing more fun than training a straight girl how to please me with her mouth. I have a feeling you’re going to be spending a lot of time with your face between my legs from now on.”

Lisa groaned at that, her licking becoming a little more enthusiastic, more eager, the things Andrea was saying turning her on so much. And it turned me on too, making my cock ache as Andrea lifted the remote control and gave me another undeserved shock to my balls.
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