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Planning Their Next Move

As Andrea knocked on the door of her apartment, I got to my feet. I knew it was her. We were expecting her. Lisa had invited her around to talk, and even though the thought made me nervous, I suppose it was inevitable. We did have to talk about what had happened, and what happened next. I knew Andrea would have some ideas about that, and I suspected that Lisa did too.

As for me? Well, I was still excited by what had happened, and by the possibilities it represented. I wanted more. That was undeniable. What had happened excited me so much, and all the suffering these women had inflicted on me had turned out to be more than worth it.

This was just talking. At least, that was what Lisa told me. But there was no way to deny that any time these women got together, I couldn’t help thinking about the possibility of sex. Andrea, especially, was completely unpredictable, capable of seemingly anything, but Lisa, too, was becoming almost more than I could handle, more than I could believe. Whatever might happen from this meeting, I couldn’t help thinking about sex.

Of course, seeing Andrea did nothing to change that.

She wasn’t dressed to provoke me, at least as far as I could tell. So far, most of the outfits I had seen her in were mind- blowingly sexy, but this time, she appeared more casual. She was wearing a T-shirt and jeans, and if those jeans were cut so tight they looked like they were painted onto her body, that was as much a fashion choice as it was a deliberate provocation.

Still, there was no hiding that body of hers. There was no disguising that pretty face. She was wearing her trademark glasses again, her hair long and loose on her shoulders, and her smile as she looked at me was just as dazzling as I remembered it. Already half-hard from the idea of what might be coming, I only felt myself getting more aroused at the sight of her. And the smile on her face seemed to suggest she knew it.

Maybe that was just the way she looked. From the day I had met her, she had seemed like a woman with secrets behind those dazzling eyes, and now I knew the truth, that seemed even more apparent to me.

“Hi. Come in,” I said, pushing the door wider. Andrea followed me into her apartment as I headed down the hallway and toward the living room.

Lisa was standing in front of the couch. She, too, had dressed casually, but just like Andrea, it wasn’t like she had to put in a lot of effort to turn me on. She was wearing a T-shirt too, plus some black leggings that clung to every curve of her lower body, showing off her amazing ass, her toned thighs, and as the two of them embraced, I felt that swell of arousal inside me again as I remembered everything we had done together. They sat down on the sofa, next to each other, and I sat down in the armchair looking at them.

“So how’s everyone doing?” Andrea said. Sitting between me and Lisa, she turned her head from side to side to expose both of us to that beaming smile, that beautiful face.

“Yeah, good,” Lisa said. “How are you?”

“Fantastic,” Andrea beamed. “So, want to talk about ground rules?”

Straight to it, as usual. She was never blunt, but she had a way of being direct. Because unlike Lisa and I, Andrea never seemed to doubt what she was doing. She never felt the slightest need to be apologetic about her preferences, or to hide what she really wanted. It was one of the most admirable things about her.

“Yeah, I guess we should,” Lisa said, her brown eyes darting toward me for a second.

“Well, look. I love playing with you guys. It’s so much fun helping a couple explore their kinky side. And you’re both pretty cute, too, which helps. But how far you want to take things is up to you. I mean, take the other the night. It seemed like we were all good with that, right?”

“Yeah,” Lisa said, smiling that shy smile as her eyes flickered to me again. Andrea turned to look at me too, raising her eyebrows behind the black frames of her glasses.

“Yeah, that was good.”

Andrea’s teeth showed as she grinned.

“All right. So I get to have sex with both of you. Works for me.”

We all laughed at that, a little humor helping to break the tension.

“What about others?”

“Others?”

Lisa’s brow furrowed again as she looked at Andrea, and I was just as confused as my girlfriend was. Andrea took a deep breath before applying.

“Well, if you guys aren’t monogamous, what about bringing other people into the mix? I mean, Steve, how sexy was it watching Lisa having sex with me?”

The way she said it, so calmly, so plainly, as if she was just discussing the weather, was so strange to me. I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment at having to admit what had happened, and I hoped it didn’t show in my face. I tried to appear just as calm and unaffected by it as she was, trying to pretend to be far more a man of the world than I really was.

“Yeah, it was super hot,” I said. “Are you talking about other women?”

Andrea shrugged.

“Is that the rule? She can have sex with other women but not other men?”

Sitting on the sofa beside Andrea, Lisa gasped as we talked about her. Probably this had never crossed her mind. For that matter, it hadn’t crossed mine, either. Just processing what we had already done was more than enough to keep our brains turning over, and introducing more people had never occurred to either of us. Now that Andrea had said it, my mind raced. What would that be like? Of course, Andrea was absolutely right that watching Lisa in the throes of orgasm with someone else had been one of the peak sexual experiences of my life. But it had already caused me so much confusion and doubt at the same time.

“Yeah,” I said. “I don’t want you being with another guy.”

“I don’t want to be with other guys either,” Lisa said. “Or girls. I just want you.”

“That’s sweet,” Andrea said, leaning over to place her hand on Lisa’s thigh. “But it’s kind of a shame, too. I think you’d make an awesome little cuckoldress, and I know some really, really hot guys.”

Lisa smiled that smile again, glancing at me as if I could help her out. But in the situation we were in, I had no more experience than she did. I didn’t even understand that word that Andrea had used, but I got the gist of what she was saying, and it made me nervous.

That was exactly what I didn’t want, to lose Lisa to someone else. Seeing her play with Andrea was wildly exciting, but it didn’t follow that I could stand to see her with another guy. Even the thought of it made my stomach do flips, made my head spin with a toxic mix of fear and hatred. And this wasn’t the fun game of jealousy we played with Andrea, the unexpected thrill of seeing Lisa cum with another woman. This was the bad kind, the sick kind, the kind that sent a shiver down my spine and made me almost breathless with fear.

“I don’t want that,” I said, and Andrea nodded.

“Okay. That’s a hard boundary. No problem there.”

And then, a shadow of doubt seemed to across her pretty face, and she looked at both of us in turn.

“You’re not expecting me to stop having fun with other people, though, are you? I mean, you guys are great, but I’m not looking to be part of an exclusive throuple.”

Lisa looked at Andrea, at me, and back again at the other woman.

“No, that’s up to you,” she said. I said nothing. Again, the idea had never occurred to me. Still, now that it was in my mind, I couldn’t deny a little bit of surprise at what Andrea was saying. How insatiable was this woman, that she felt she needed more than the two of us?

“Cool. See, this is why it’s important to talk about these things. To make sure we’re all on the same page. I’ve got one rule of my own, though. The girls have to be in charge. You, Stevie boy, are always going to be submissive to me. Is that clear?”

Her eyes flashed through the lenses of her glasses as she spoke, fixing me from where she sat on the sofa. I met her gaze, but as I did, I was conscious of Lisa sitting just behind her, staring at me with an undisguised thrill of excitement on her face. She loved this. She had learned to love it, over the course of the last few days, discovering this sadistic side to herself as she enjoyed that same sadism in Andrea.

And I loved it too. Whether I was ready to admit it to myself or not, the truth was, that was exactly what I wanted to hear. Having sex with these two women was an unbelievable thrill, and any kind of sexual contact with them would’ve been amazing. But it was even better when it was like it had been, based on power and control, on domination and submission, the kinky pleasure of giving up control and being bossed around by Andrea and, more and more, by Lisa, too.

“Yeah, that’s clear,” I said.

Playfully, Andrea slapped Lisa’s thigh, and Lisa giggled.

“Good. Then I think we’re all on the same page. Looks like we have ourselves a little slave boy, Lisa. The question now is, what do we do with him?”

“I have a few ideas.”

The smile that spread across Lisa’s face was incredible. She looked at me with a look in her eyes that was almost wolfish, hungry, predatory. And I felt a shiver of desire racing through me, my cock swelling even more inside my pants as I looked at her and Andrea, both these women fully aware of what their beauty did to me, and ready and willing, now, to use it like the weapon it was.

“Really? Well, you’ll have to tell me in private. I want to keep it a surprise for him.”

“Okay.”

Lisa stood up, and as much as it surprised me, I think it even caught Andrea by surprise, too. Her eyebrows rose on her forehead, her lips parting in another long smile, and Lisa looked nervously toward me for a second before heading to the bedroom. Andrea, meanwhile, grinned at me. She sprang up from her seat on the sofa, following my girlfriend toward the bedroom.

“Stay there,” she instructed as she passed. And I watched them walk away from me, listened to the bedroom door close behind them, heard the sound of their voices without being able to make out the individual words.

I waited. This, I suppose, was what I had signed up for, agreeing to obey them and be their humble sex slave so easily. It wasn’t even hard for them. I wanted them so badly, I couldn’t even begin to resist, and the more they talked about me that way, the more excited I got. The more I fell under their spell.

I fidgeted as I sat there in the armchair. Of course, my mind was racing as I wondered what they might be talking about, what they might be planning. Of course, I couldn’t help trying to imagine what they might be thinking of, but I also knew that my imagination was nothing compared to that of Andrea.

And then, I heard it. The sound of their voices continued, but it had changed. There was something new in the sound of it, the rhythm. I shook my head, hesitant for a second to believe what I was hearing. But before long, it became abundantly clear.

I stood up. My cock made a solid bulge in my pants as I walked toward the bedroom door. The closer I got, the louder the sounds they were making became. I pressed my ear against the door, and it left me in no doubt. They weren’t talking anymore. They were having sex.

I could hear Lisa’s soft moans of pleasure, growing louder all the time. I thought of Andrea on top of her, their two beautiful bodies merged by the rhythm of pleasure, and it made me breathless even to picture.

I opened the door.

Lisa let out a cry of surprise that soon turned to another moan of pleasure. In seconds, my eyes took in the whole scene in front of me, and it felt as if it was burning itself into my brain, being added instantly to the constantly growing stockpile of wild and sexy images I had been given over the past few days.

Lisa was lying down on our bed. Her leggings were gone, and so was her T-shirt. So were her panties, but she was still wearing her bra. She had her legs spread, her knees bent, raised slightly in the air. Her dark hair fanned out across the pillow, just the way I had seen it so many times before, but never quite like this.

Andrea lay beside her, almost on top of her. She was still fully clothed, still wearing her jeans and T-shirt. She had her hand between Lisa’s thighs, and I could see two fingers shining as she slid them in and out of my girlfriend’s swollen lips. Her long blond hair hung down around her face as she leaned over Lisa, her face just inches from hers, a smile of delight on her face at what she was doing to this supposedly straight girl.

But as I stepped through the door, Andrea’s face changed. She lifted her head to look at me, and anger blazed in her blue eyes behind her customary glasses.

“Get out,” she said, no longer smiling.

Lisa moaned in response. She turned her head, her eyes almost rolling with pleasure as she looked at me, as if she couldn’t quite focus. She let out another little gasp, whether of surprise or pleasure I couldn’t tell. But she didn’t argue with Andrea. She never did. Content to go along for the ride, content just like I was to do whatever the more experienced woman said.

I just stood there. I couldn’t tear myself away. The sight of Lisa was just too beautiful, too erotic, and my throbbing cock made me desperate for sex.

Andrea climbed off the bed. Moving quickly, she circled around it, striding toward the door. Gripping the door in her hand, she stared at me.

“If we want you to watch, loser, we’ll let you know,” she snarled. “Go back out there and wait like a good boy until I’m done fucking your girlfriend.”

Over on the bed, Lisa let out a laugh that still dripped with pleasure. And Andrea didn’t wait for any response from me. She swung the door shut, closing it between us, kicking me out of my own bedroom.

Standing there rejected, I listened to her make her way back across the room. I listened to the bedsprings creak underneath her weight as she got back on the mattress. I heard her say something, but didn’t catch the words she spoke, and I heard Lisa laugh. Then, I heard something else. The wet sound punctuated by soft murmurs that told me they were kissing.

It was unbelievable. Not that they were doing it, after everything that had happened between them, after what Lisa had just said in the living room. But that I was enduring it. That I was allowing it to happen. My girlfriend was cheating on me, and Andrea seemed to want me to understand that, to feel it as the betrayal it was, as if she knew I wasn’t going to do anything about it. Yet another humiliation, but maybe the worst, because this wasn’t even in the context of kinky sex. I was just kicked out, replaced in my own bed by the woman from next door, and an inner voice told me I should never allow this to happen.

But what was I supposed to do about it? That was a far harder question to answer. After all, this was what I had wanted, in a way. Only with me involved. But as I stood there in front of the closed door, I knew that this was partly the point. These women, Andrea especially, wanted me to understand what submission to them really meant. I wasn’t always going to get what I wanted. Maybe I wasn’t always even going to be involved. These two vixens were going to do exactly what they wanted with each other, whenever they felt like, and whether I would be involved or not was entirely up to them.

Unbelievable. Outrageous. But undeniably sexy at the same time. That was the problem. Andrea seemed to intuitively know what these games did to me, and that part of me, at least, responded to them in a way that was hard to understand. That was all she needed to go ahead, supremely confident in her ability to make me put up with whatever she wanted to do.

She was right.

Lisa’s sounds of pleasure filled our apartment as I headed back toward the living room, ashamed and defeated. The sounds of her pleasure grew louder all the time, almost as if she was mocking me as I sat down in the armchair I had just vacated. I couldn’t avoid listening; she was so loud, I couldn’t help but hear. And again, not for the first time, I wondered if I had ever pleased my girlfriend as much as Andrea clearly could.

I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t help myself at all. As if to add to the shame I was feeling, I unfastened my pants and reached inside, grabbing some tissues from the box on the living room coffee table. I was too turned on to resist, and the sound of Lisa having noisy sex from our bedroom with someone else was driving me insane with desire, and if I was going to be denied pleasure by these women, I didn’t see what other choice I had. Listening to Lisa getting fucked, I started to frantically stroke my cock.

I came long before she did. After all, working solo, it only took me a minute or two. I growled as I spurted into the tissues held in my free hand, and all the while, Lisa kept on moaning. The two women had no idea, and it was like they weren’t even thinking about me. Completely absorbed in their mutual pleasure in our bedroom, like I didn’t even exist.

And now that I had cum, the shame bit even more keenly. The disgrace of it all, the idea of being replaced in Lisa’s bed, even by someone as undeniably attractive as Andrea. It was yet another potent cocktail of emotions, another ordeal I had no choice but to endure while female pleasure filled the room around me, and I waited to see what came next.

I wiped off my cock and put it back in my clothes, zipping up. Again, I thought about heading to the bedroom, about demanding that they stop. But part of me knew I wouldn’t. By now, I knew the rules. After all, they had been more than clear. And I wanted this to continue. Even though, once again, I was being tortured by the women, I didn’t want it to stop. It was so exciting, so wild, and the more it hurt, the more addictive it seemed to become.

It was a long time coming. But eventually, I heard a cry that seemed almost torn out of Lisa’s throat, heard the way it caught in her shivering body as she reached orgasm. And then, the apartment got quiet. From the bedroom, I heard only the murmur of soft voices again, the two of them talking to each other about what they had done.

I waited some more.

Finally, the bedroom door opened. I heard someone head to the bathroom, closing the door behind them, and water ran in the pipes of the apartment. The bathroom door opened again, and I heard footsteps heading back to the bedroom. But not for long.

Soon, Andrea came around the corner into the living room, followed by Lisa. Lisa, for her part, had a sheepish look on her face, her glowing skin unable to hide the pleasure the other woman had given her. Her eyes flickered toward me, then darted away again, as if she couldn’t bring herself to look at me, knowing what I knew about what she had just done. At the same time, there wasn’t the faintest hint of regret or doubt on her face. Just from her expression, I got the feeling that, if asked, she would do the exact same thing again.

Andrea, of course, didn’t seem even the slightest bit embarrassed. If anything, she seemed more proud of herself. She walked through our apartment as if she owned the place, showing again that total confidence she always had, that poise in every movement, that gleam in her eyes that told me she knew exactly how appealing she was, and knew exactly what she could get away with.

She walked toward me, a smile on her face. But as she saw the wad of tissue on the floor at my feet, her expression changed. A look of disgust crossed over those gorgeous features, and inwardly, I cursed myself for not hiding the evidence. But of course, how could I have known that that wasn’t allowed either? No one had ever told me, and if they had, I doubted I could have resisted the impulse anyway.

“Oh my God, did you just jerk off listening to us?”

Behind Andrea, I heard Lisa laughing, and my cheeks burned with a new rush of shame.

“I couldn’t help it,” I said, and Andrea rolled her eyes.

“Pathetic,” she said. “You mean to tell me you were so turned on by the sound of your girlfriend cheating on you that you had to stroke your worthless cock to it? See, I told you he was a natural cuck.”

She spoke those last words over her shoulder, to Lisa. Lisa circled around to stand next to the other woman, in front of me as I gazed up from the armchair, not knowing what to say. Of course this was ridiculous. Of course this was completely unfair, an outrageous double standard if ever there was one. But at the same time, I knew that that was the point. This game was never meant to be fair. Quite the opposite. It was always about these women flexing their power over me, demonstrating what they could do, what they could make me put up with. And so far, no matter how much they pushed, we still hadn’t yet found that line I wouldn’t cross.

“I guess you were right,” Lisa murmured. But her eyes were on me as she spoke, looking me up and down. She had just had an orgasm. If I hadn’t been able to see it in her glowing face, I would’ve known it anyway from the noises I heard her make through the closed door of the bedroom. But it seemed to have just encouraged her more. This desire was a fuel that she seemed unable to get enough of, and even though it stung to know that it was Andrea, not me, who had awoken this part of her, I couldn’t be angry over the result.

“We’re going to have to do something about that.”

Andrea shifted her weight, and I grunted as she pressed one bare foot into my crotch. Her toes moved over the front of my pants, my cock soft after my recent orgasm, but already, I could feel desire blooming inside me again. And I thought of pushing her foot away, but again, I didn’t do it. Again, I let her do what she wanted, treating my body like her own property, always in the hope of some reward for my obedience.

“You need to learn that this thing only gets used when we say so,” Andrea said, looking straight into my eyes as she spoke. “Me, or Lisa. We own you now, and you don’t cum unless we decide you can. Understand, slave?”

I looked at her, and at Lisa, smiling sweetly beside her. They were both so different, not just in looks, but in temperament. And yet, this was where they found common ground. Dominating and bullying me, bossing me around, teasing me with what I couldn’t have and driving me crazy with a desire that only they could satisfy. What Andrea was saying was totally outrageous, and totally sexy at the same time, and that ever-growing submissive part of me loved the idea, wanted nothing more than to give her the power she was demanding. At the same time, the more rational part of my mind told me that it was just going to make me even more submissive, going to give her even more control. But after all, that was what all three of us, in our separate ways, wanted.

“Yes, Andrea,” I said. Just the faintest trace of a satisfied smile showed on her lips as she pressed her toes just a little more firmly against my crotch. Commanding. Possessive. Everything that made me want this woman, and made me fear her at the same time.

“Well, we’ll see,” she said. “We’ll see if you can control yourself. Or maybe I need to take a more active part in your training. I have some plans for you, slave boy. This just confirms what I already knew. That you need me to control you even more.”

As she spoke, she took her foot away, putting it back down on the floor. She turned to Lisa then.

“You can tell him what we decided. See you tomorrow?”

“Yeah, see you tomorrow,” Lisa said, smiling a smile at her new female lover that made my heart burn with jealousy all over again. Andrea turned, heading toward the door of our apartment without another word, leaving me alone with my girlfriend to wait and see what these women had decided was going to happen next.

As the door closed behind her, Lisa took a deep breath. Then, she sat down on the sofa, letting it out in a long sigh.

“Well, she definitely has some interesting ideas,” she said.
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