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Opening Up

Lisa walked ahead of me as we followed Andrea into her apartment, and from behind, I watched both women move, trying not to smile at the situation I found myself in. They were both beautiful, both sexy, but in completely different ways. Andrea was tall, blond, statuesque, the girl-next-door meets the confident goddess who knows exactly the effect she has on other people, and never questions her beauty. Behind her, Lisa, short, dark, still beautiful and undeniably sexy, especially in her party dress and high heels. But awkward, self-conscious, especially next to a woman like Andrea.

My neighbor’s apartment had the exact same layout as mine, only flipped. Our bedrooms and our bathrooms shared a wall, her kitchen on the other side of the apartment, the living room far away from mine. It was weird seeing the same layout but with different furniture, different decor, somebody else’s individual spin put on what was essentially the same box I lived in. Andrea showed us to the couch, thanking me as I handed her the bottle of wine I carried, and Lisa smoothed her dress behind her as she sat down and crossed her legs.

“Can I get you guys a drink?”

“I’ll take a glass of wine,” I said, and Lisa agreed with me.

Andrea turned toward the kitchen, and again, I tried my best not to look at the shape of her, tried not to admire those long legs in those tight leather pants, the acre of skin on her supple back showing in the red halter top she wore. Her high heels clicked on the floor as she headed to the kitchen, circling around the marble-topped island that separated it in the living room. I sat down next to Lisa, feeling the tension pouring off her like steam from a kettle as the other woman uncorked a bottle and filled three glasses. She carried them back to us, handing them to each of us with a smile, and sat down in an armchair at an angle to the sofa we sat on, crossing her long legs so that the black leather shone as it tightly gripped her legs.

“Where’s your boyfriend? Husband?”

Lisa wasted no time getting straight to it. Strange as it might sound, it hadn’t even occurred to me that, as far as we can tell, Andrea was here alone. I was too focused on her, I guess, and on Lisa, trying to gauge what was going through my girlfriend’s mind, doing my best not to make her any angrier than she already was.

Andrea looked puzzled for a moment, her carefully sculpted eyebrows rising behind the frames of her glasses.

“Boyfriend? Oh, because of last night.”

She pressed her lips together as she smiled, but there was no sign of colour in her cheeks. No sense of any genuine embarrassment. Again, I got the sense that Andrea didn’t much care that we had heard her having noisy sex the night before. I got the feeling she wasn’t embarrassed about it in the slightest. We were the ones with hangups about it. Lisa, especially. And Andrea was so cool and confident about it that made it feel silly to be any other way.

“He’s not my boyfriend. And certainly not my husband. He doesn’t live here.”

Lisa blinked.

“Oh.”

That was all she said. But as is often the case, I got the sense there was probably more she wanted to say, more she was saying, between the lines.

If Andrea detected what that might be, it didn’t seem to bother her at all. Her smile never faltered as she looked at Lisa, not me, sipping her wine and leaving just the faintest imprint of her lipstick on the glass.

“Yeah, you won’t have to hear me with him every night. Though that’s not to say that there won’t be others.”

I almost spat out my wine at that. Carla glared at me as I snorted, choking down the mouthful of liquid I had. As if this was my fault somehow. As if the crazy things this woman was saying came from me, or as if I could have had any idea what kind of person she was after only having met her twice, and then, only briefly.

“You guys are young. You get it. I was relieved, actually, when I met you and saw who I would have as a neighbor. I’m not saying all of them, but some older people can be a bit judgmental. Especially about things they don’t understand. I don’t know if you guys are monogamous…?”

It was very much a question. As if the answer wasn’t obvious. I stared at Andrea in disbelief, but that was nothing compared to the way Carla was looking at her. She stared at Andrea as if the woman had grown two heads, as if she simply couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She probably couldn’t.

Look, neither of us are sheltered or prudish. We know about alternative lifestyles, that other people do things differently. It’s just that you don’t expect them to move in next door to you, necessarily. And you certainly don’t expect them to ask you, completely out of nowhere, about your own relationship status.

“Yes,” Lisa said, quickly and firmly, beating me to the punch. Very much so.”

“Cool.”

Andrea smiled, taking another sip of wine. But there was something in that smile. I knew it. Something slightly teasing, maybe, something with just a hint of mockery to it. As if we were total squares for being so old-fashioned, in this day and age. As if we couldn’t possibly imagine the thrill of her sex life like hers. And maybe that was true. Certainly lately, it seemed to be. That didn’t mean either of us wanted it pointed out to us.

“I tried that for a while. The whole monogamy thing. Wasn’t for me though. I mean, maybe one day. I’m not dead against it. It’s just, you’re only young once, you know? May as well have some fun while you can.”

Again, I looked at Lisa. She was looking at the wine glass she held in both her hands, as if she didn’t know where else to look. Truthfully, my girlfriend could be quite conservative at times, and in some ways, I liked that about her. Still, there were times when a little more confidence, a little more creativity, would be welcome, particularly in the bedroom. Andrea, it seemed, was more than just astonishingly beautiful. She was also remarkably uninhibited, and that made her even more attractive, and I suspected that Lisa knew that, even if she wasn’t about to admit it.

Andrea’s leather pants creaked as she shifted in the chair. Her smile hadn’t changed, but it felt like she was looking at us differently now. As if she thought that she had figured something out about us. And maybe she had, but I didn’t like thinking of it that way. As exciting as this woman undeniably was, I was starting to feel a little bit defensive toward Lisa. After all, the last thing I wanted was for her to feel bad next to anyone. And just because this woman was gorgeous and apparently quite uninhibited, that didn’t make her any better than us.

“Well, when you find the right person, you don’t want anyone else.”

Andrea’s smile faltered for a moment. She turned those stunning blue eyes on me, glowing behind her glasses.

“I guess that’s true. You’re a very lucky guy, Steve.”

“I know I am.”

Lisa smiled faintly at that. I hoped she knew I meant it. Yes, we had our problems at the moment. Yes, maybe we weren’t as good at telling each other how much our relationship meant to us as we ought to have been. That didn’t mean the feelings weren’t there. That didn’t mean I didn’t know how lucky I was to have her, that I didn’t appreciate what I had. It would take more than some gorgeous blonde goddess moving in next door to change that.

“Not everyone can find a guy like you. Loyal. Protective. It’s nice to see.”

Lisa lifted her head toward the other woman, taking a long drink of her wine without saying anything. Her cheeks were flushed, but I wasn’t sure whether it was with anger or some other powerful emotion. I half thought she was about to say something, but she didn’t. She clutched the wine glass tightly in her hand, but stayed silent. And Andrea seemed to take that silence as encouragement to go further.

“I imagine I’ll be hearing some pretty exciting noises coming from you guy’s bedroom, too.”

Her smile turned devilish as she looked at us, and I felt more awkward than ever. Lisa’s mouth dropped open, staring at the other woman in shock, but Andrea had no shame, no hint of embarrassment. In fact, she seemed to revel in the discomfort she had caused.

“Come on,” she said, tilting her head as she spoke. “We’re all adults here. You two are both young and hot. You must be having some crazy sex in there. I bet I’d be jealous if I knew what was going on on the other side of that wall.”

“I – I don’t know about that,” Lisa mumbled, taking another gulp of her wine.

It wasn’t like her to seem so flustered. But this was an unusual situation, to say the least. We didn’t talk this way even with our closest friends. Yet Andrea had a way of making it all seem normal. Making it seem alright. Confident as ever, she rose from her armchair, reaching for Lisa’s glass that was now empty, as if it had drained itself without her noticing. Lisa handed the glass over, turning to look at me with that same look of surprise on her face, that look that told me how out of place she felt. All the same, her eyes were shining.

“Come on, drink up, Steve,” Andrea urged, holding out her hand for my glass. I swallowed what was left of the wine, feeling its warmth spreading through my belly as I handed the glass back to her. Without asking, she headed back to the kitchen and refilled all three glasses, bringing them back straightaway and handing them to us before sitting down in her chair again.

I looked over at Lisa. The wine was going to her head. She never was a big drinker, and her small size meant that alcohol always hit her hard. But maybe it wasn’t just the wine.

I knew, of course, that she had noticed the drop-off in our sex life recently. After all, it would be impossible for her not to. We never talked about it. Frankly, I didn’t want to. The idea of having that uncomfortable conversation filled me with dread, every time I thought about it, even if I didn’t doubt that one day, we would have to. But certainly, I didn’t intend to have it here, now, with my beautiful next-door neighbor as a witness.

And yet, Andrea seemed to have other ideas.

She leaned forward in the armchair now, resting her elbows on her knees as she held the wine glass in both hands. Her fingernails tapped against the side of the glass, a smile spreading across her face once again as if a new idea had occurred to her.

“What’s the craziest thing you guys have ever done?”

Lisa looked at me, and I looked at her. No way I was going to answer that. I felt almost sympathetically embarrassed, awkward on her behalf. I knew my girlfriend didn’t like talking about these things. And, feeling the need to defend her, I opened my mouth, ready to protest. Ready to put Andrea in her place, no matter what she looked like. But Lisa surprised me.

“We watched porn together once.”

“Oh yeah?”

Andrea’s smile had a way of lighting up the room. Especially now, when something had genuinely captured her interest. Behind that pretty face, it was becoming increasingly obvious that my neighbor had an incurably dirty mind. A lively and uninhibited sex life, and a deep curiosity about how other people navigated the same waters of lust and desire.

It was exciting. There was no denying that. The way she looked was enough to turn me on anyway, but the idea that she was also a bit of a freak made her so much more attractive. Sitting there on the sofa, I was conscious of an undeniable swelling between my legs, my cock thickening and growing as I thought about who this woman was, and the kind of life she lived. And now she was living next door to us, and the next time I heard her making those sounds of pleasure and passion through the bedroom wall, I knew I wouldn’t be able to keep from thinking about her even more than I had last night.

“What kind of porn?”

“Just – I don’t know. I don’t know all the different kinds. Regular stuff, I guess. A guy and a girl.”

“Nothing wrong with the classics,” Andrea smiled. “Was it fun? Did you act it out yourselves?”

“A little bit,” Lisa said. “Some of the stuff they do in porn is a little…”

“Fake,” Andrea said with a laugh. “Trust me, I know. It’s ridiculous, a lot of it. All that gagging, slapping, choking. I mean, don’t get me wrong. I know it happens. But you don’t just start doing that with somebody don’t even know. Like Jeez, by a girl a drink first before you start choking her and spitting in her mouth.”

Lisa burst out laughing. Lucky she wasn’t taking a gulp of wine at the time, because she clearly couldn’t control her amusement as it burst out of her.

And I laughed too, but I was a little bit surprised. My girlfriend was always so conservative about these things. And yet, finally, she seemed to be having fun. She was obviously threatened by Andrea, the way she looked and the confidence she had. I suspected most women would be. But she was loosening up, and it was more than just the wine.

The truth was, it seemed like Andrea was charming her. Frankly, it seemed like Andrea could charm anyone. And it didn’t even seem like an act or an effort she was making. Instead, it seemed to come naturally to her, just another expression of who she was. She just had one of those personalities, the kind that makes people want to like you. One more thing to envy about her, I suppose, but it was as if you couldn’t stay mad at her for long enough to really be jealous. I never had been, to be honest. But Lisa was visibly warming to our neighbor, even though, in so many ways, the two women could hardly have been less alike.

“Yeah, that’s really not our kind of thing, is it?”

“Well, don’t speak for him,” Andrea said, turning her smile on me. “Have you guys never done anything kinky? Have you never wanted to, Steve?”

Lisa turned toward me, just as Andrea did. She was still smiling, but her brown eyes were glowing as she looked at me. We never spoke like this. Even though we had been together for a while now, even though we had shared so much, it always felt strange talking this way. And usually, when I tried, Lisa would shut it down anyway. She would say things were gross or weird, or at best, dismiss them with a laugh, as if I was joking. Lisa was many wonderful things, but sexually adventurous had never been one of them.

I had learned to put up with that, to accept it as part of who she was. Frankly, I had never been all that kinky myself. Still, you can’t help wondering sometimes. Especially these days, when even some quite extreme porn is so readily available. As far as I knew, that time she watched with me was the only time Lisa had ever seen a dirty movie, but it certainly wasn’t the only time I had. And you can go down some exciting rabbit holes when the algorithm keeps suggesting one thing after another.

As strange as it was, it struck me that maybe, for whatever reason, Lisa was more comfortable talking about this stuff with another woman present. As if it made it more of a joke, more just idle conversation instead of a serious talk between the two of us. And maybe, I thought to myself, this was a chance that wouldn’t come around again. Andrea’s presence seemed to change the dynamic between us, seemed to change the atmosphere in the room, making everything feel somehow lighter, less momentous, than it was when the two of us were together.

“I wouldn’t say no to a bit of bondage.”

Andrea laughed, and Lisa gasped as she looked at me. But the gasp was as much theater as it was genuine shock. Even if she stared at me with her mouth open, I could see the smile that wanted to break across her face. She knew this about me. I had hinted at it before, only to be shut down, like I usually was when I came up with anything even slightly out of the ordinary. But looking at Lisa’s face now, I could tell she hadn’t forgotten.

“Yeah, I mean, that’s kind of standard these days, isn’t it?” Andrea said. “Who doesn’t like to be tied up or tied down from time to time?”

“I don’t know about that,” Lisa said shyly, taking another gulp from her glass that was once again almost empty. Andrea stared at my girlfriend, her blue eyes behind her glasses taking on a careful, considering look.

“You’ve never been tied up?”

“No,” Lisa said, shaking her head. “Guys have tried, but I never – I just never really got the appeal of it. Not my thing.”

“That’s cool,” Andrea said softly. “Nothing wrong with having boundaries and knowing what you like. Still, though. How do you know you don’t like it if you’ve never tried it?”

The question hung in the air, seeming to fill the silence that followed. After all, it was a good one. My heart beat steadily in my chest, matching the throbbing of my cock between my legs, the air in Andrea’s apartment suddenly seeming bright with possibility and excitement.

Andrea didn’t wait for an answer. Leaning toward the side table, she set her glass down, and I watched her breasts strain against the low neck of her halter top, their shape totally visible through the fabric. She stood up and turned, still not saying a word, walking across the living room toward the other side of the apartment. She disappeared from our sight then, stepping toward the bedroom, and I turned to look at Lisa.

My girlfriend didn’t say anything. She just looked at me, her mouth open again with shock, her eyes shining with excitement. I grinned at her, shrugging as if to say, what’s the worst that can happen? I was trying to be as confident and as open as Andrea was, because once she showed the way, it seemed silly to be any other way. Why were we so coy about these things, but it seemed so easy to open up to a stranger? Why couldn’t we talk to each other the same way?

Andrea stepped out from the bedroom, a smile on her face as usual. She walked toward us where we sat on the sofa, standing over us and taking her hand out from behind her back. A set of handcuffs dangled from her fist, the steel cuff swaying slightly as she giggled.

“I just happened to have these lying around,” she chuckled. “No reason we can take them for a spin, just for fun.”

“You can’t be serious,” Lisa said, shaking her head. But Andrea just shrugged, her breasts rising and falling in her halter top with the movement of her shoulders.

“Why not? He said he wanted to try it. I don’t mean anything crazy. I just mean, for fun.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She just stepped toward us where we sat on the sofa, those cuffs hanging from her hand. And I didn’t try to keep the grin off my face, barely daring to imagine where this development might lead. I was in an apartment alone with two gorgeous women, and these frisky ideas were vibrating in the air, and I couldn’t help thinking that I might be well on my way to the best night of my life.

But Andrea surprised me. I had assumed she was heading toward Lisa, but instead, she stepped toward me where I sat on the couch. Leaning forward, she placed her hand on my shoulder, gently but firmly pulling me forward.

“Come on, Steve. Hands behind your back.”

She said it so briskly, so businesslike, as if it never crossed her mind that I might not do what she wanted. And honestly, I doubted that many men ever said no to her. Maybe not many women either. She just had that aura about her, that way of carrying herself and smiling and talking so that disagreeing with her seemed foolish.

Beside me, Lisa burst out laughing.

“Yeah, Steve, put them on,” she said, taking another gulp of wine. “If you want to be able to give it, you have to take it.”

“That’s right,” Andrea beamed, leaning over me so that my head was close to her hip, the creaking leather of her skintight pants vibrating in my ears and making my cock throb as she touched me. “Be a good boy for us, and you might be surprised how much you enjoy it.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and what I was seeing. But I’m not an idiot. I wasn’t going to pass this up. I set down my own glass of wine and put my hands behind my back, just like Andrea wanted me to. And she leaned over me, her breasts brushing against the side of my head as she reached down my back and locked the handcuffs in place.

She did it quickly, easily, as if she was practised at it. In next to no time, I had my hands tied, and as I pulled against the handcuffs, I could see that they were the real deal. I wasn’t going to escape. It was all a fun game, a bit of a joke, but the steel encircling my wrists was absolutely real. I was, in some sense, at the mercy of these women now.

Andrea stood up straight, standing above me. She reached her hand toward my head, running her fingers through my hair and smiling down at me as she did. Nervously, I glanced over toward Lisa. After all, the gesture was weirdly affectionate, almost intimate, and it didn’t feel like something I ought to be sharing with a woman who wasn’t my girlfriend.

But Lisa was just watching this new development, a smile on her face, her eyes lit up with excitement. Whatever was happening here, my normally shy, straightlaced, inhibited girlfriend was surprisingly into it.

“That’s better,” Andrea said. “Now us girls can talk honestly. What’s he like in bed?”

Again, Lisa looked scandalized as she looked at me, but at the same time, it looked at least partly like an act. She was still smiling, still visibly happy with where this was going, the strange direction we were heading in perfectly okay with her, now that Andrea was directing things.

“He’s all right,” she said, making the other woman laugh.

“Just all right? Life is way too short for mediocre sex. Looks like he’s having some pretty… Interesting thoughts right now, though.”

Her hand still in my hair, Andrea glanced down between my legs as she spoke. Lisa’s eyes followed, and both women shared a laugh at the unmistakable bulge they saw there. There was no denying it, even if I had wanted to. I was turned on. Of course I was. Who wouldn’t be, in a situation like this? But at the same time, I was feeling more than a little nervous. I didn’t know where this night was going, and with my hands tied, I was keenly aware there wasn’t much I could do to stop these women from taking control completely.

“Of course he is,” Lisa said. “It’s been a while, and besides, look at you.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t be so sure it’s me he’s thinking of,” Andrea said, tossing her hair. “Maybe this is something he’s been imagining for a while. Tell us, Steve. Which of us is making you hard?”

I looked from Andrea to my girlfriend and back again. Caution told me there was only one correct answer to this question. Andrea might be my neighbor, but Lisa was my girlfriend. I didn’t want to upset her, and I certainly didn’t want to make her feel anymore insecure than Andrea already did.

But.

I still felt keenly that this was a chance that wasn’t going to come around again. And besides, right at that moment, it felt like both these women could see through me. Into the hidden parts of my heart, into the kinky ideas that were boiling inside my brain. There was no point lying. No one was ever going to believe that I wasn’t attracted to a woman like Andrea.

“Both of you,” I said.

The women shared a look. A smiling, amused, giggling little look. They were both having an absolute blast, both caught up now in the same wild excitement, the rush of pleasure and power, and even though this was not at all what I had anticipated or even hoped for, I couldn’t deny the thrill of it. I couldn’t deny that this night still had the potential to be the best of my life.

“Well, that’s very naughty of you, considering you have a beautiful girlfriend sitting right next to you,” Andrea said.

That confidence was very much in evidence now, the way she never seemed to doubt herself, never seemed to run out of things to say, no matter what the situation. As she stood tall above me now, dressed in her leather pants, she seemed so naturally in charge, it was impossible even to argue with it. As if she had a right to take complete control. As if no one was ever going to resist her in any way.

“We might have to punish you for that.”
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