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Playing Their Game

Again, Andrea was all confidence as she stood above me, looking down at me with that sly smile on her face. And why wouldn’t she be? Everything was going exactly her way. Plus, she knew she looked fantastic. An undeniably beautiful woman dressed to kill, making my cock throb with the desperate need to have her, making every cell in my body crave her as I stared at her from where I sat on the sofa, still struggling to believe this was even happening.

And again, she took me by surprise. Not just me, either. I heard Lisa gasp in shock as she watched our neighbour climb on top of me where I sat on the sofa. Andrea’s leather pants grew even tighter around her shapely legs as she straddled me, sitting down in my lap and facing me. She draped her arms over my shoulders, and her face was so close to mine, almost close enough to kiss. Behind her glasses, her eyes shone, sparkling with the pleasure of what she was doing, the thrill of being in control. This had already gone so much further than I would ever have thought it could, and still, the night was young. I was at the mercy of these two women, with my hands tied behind me, and whatever happened next, I didn’t feel like I was going to have very much say in it.

It was sexy. Sexy in a way I still couldn’t understand and could barely believe. Sexy in a way that scared me, because I didn’t understand it. Because I couldn’t control it. Of course, that was what made it thrilling, too. Being out of control, being helpless, giving up any responsibility for what happened next. That, I was quickly realizing, was the paradoxical freedom in this crazy game. Whatever happened next, as wild as it was shaping up to be, I couldn’t be blamed for it. I had no choice in the matter.

“This is so much fun,” Andrea said, her eyes sparkling behind her glasses. “Your boyfriend is so turned on right now.”

As she spoke, she shifted in my lap, and I had to struggle not to let out a groan of pleasure. She was pressing her body against the bulge of my cock, feeling it through the tight leather she wore, only a few layers of clothing separating me from a gorgeous woman’s sex while my girlfriend sat right next to me. If Lisa was jealous, she didn’t give any sign of it. As I looked over in her direction, hoping to gauge how she felt about everything that was happening, I saw the wide smile on her face, the look of pure excitement on her beautiful features.

To say she was into this was an understatement. She seemed to be totally delighted by what was unfolding in front of her, 100% on board with wherever Andrea led us next. I couldn’t understand it. I couldn’t believe it. But I couldn’t deny it, either. For whatever unfathomable reason, Lisa wanted this. She was excited by this. Their excitement might not be as obvious as mine, but it showed itself in the look on her face, the slight tension in her body as she sat down on the sofa, the way her dilated pupils took in every detail of what was happening, my girlfriend not wanting to miss a thing.

“Now, what should we do about that?”

Andrea grinned as she spoke, and I got the impression that she already knew very well what she wanted to do with me. Certainly, I had very strong ideas of my own, even if I was still afraid to say them out loud right in front of my girlfriend. She knew I wanted Andrea, and she’s not stupid. Nor is she blind. Lisa knew very well that any man in the position I was currently in would want Andrea, would be turned on by her, would be excited by what was happening. Still, it didn’t seem like a good idea to harp on that too much, even if Lisa was showing a kinky side that I had never suspected in her before.

Again, her leather pants creaked as she moved in my lap, grinding her body against me again, teasing me with how close I was to what I desperately wanted. And fear echoed inside me as I considered that, if she kept that up for much longer, she could probably make me cum right there and then in my pants, and what an embarrassment that would be in front of these two women. As if I wasn’t already embarrassed enough.

But when Andrea climbed off me before that could happen. She got up out of my lap, standing over me again, and I could feel both women looking at the obvious bulge of my erection and smirking at the sight of it, enjoying knowing the power their bodies had to excite me, to tease me, to drive me wild for as long as they wanted, until they decided to do more than just tease. And I waited, almost breathless with excitement, my heart pounding in my chest to match the throbbing of my cock as I stared up at the leather-clad goddess above me, our new neighbor who was turning out to be way more interesting than I had ever anticipated.

“Can I take it out?”

Andrea looked at Lisa as she asked the question, not at me. I couldn’t miss the implication there. As if I had lost my rights even over my own body, as if I was fully owned by my girlfriend now. Judging from the look of sheer delight on her face, Lisa didn’t miss that implication either. It looked like she was absolutely buzzing with everything that was happening, and the more Andrea played this game, the more comfortable my girlfriend seemed to be getting with it.

Her own confidence was nothing compared to Andrea’s, but at the same time, it seemed to be growing inside her all the time. Like she was just realizing, through the other woman, the power that beauty gave her, and just how much desire to let her get away with.

Before answering, Lisa looked at me, a long and lingering look as if she was sizing me up, seeing what I was made of, wondering how far I would let her go. Wondering, maybe, how much of a choice I really had. While for my part, I was already convinced I had none at all.

“Yeah, okay,” she said, smiling happily at our neighbour. And Andrea turned her beautiful smile back on me, pleased with what she had, happy that everything was still going completely her way.

“Okay. Stand up, slave boy.”

Just hearing her say those words was enough to make my head spin. And we were playing a game, but my obvious helplessness made it shockingly close to reality. All the same, I did what she wanted. I had no choice. I stood up, and Andrea smiled at me, stepping forward so that her warm perfumed body was achingly close to mine, her breasts pressing against the fabric of her slight top, pressing against my chest as she reached down for the front of my pants, her hands moving with that same confidence and authority over my body, this beautiful woman seeming never to even question what she was doing.

Again, I looked desperately over at Lisa. Not in despair or in panic; those were hardly the emotions I was feeling in that moment. More just that same disbelief that this was happening, this sense that she couldn’t possibly be okay with this. But she was. Her smile never faltered, her eyes never ceasing their wild glow, and she sat back on Andrea’s couch in her party dress, seeming content to enjoy the show for now while she let the other woman do whatever she wanted with me.

Andrea unfastened my belt, undid my pants, pushing them and my underwear down my legs. As she did, my cock sprang out immediately, my erection obvious as it bloomed into the room. Both women laugh at the sight of it, sharing another knowing look, and Andrea balanced gracefully on one foot, using the other to push my clothes completely down to the floor. She held them there, under her foot, and as she smiled at me without saying anything, I knew what she wanted.

I stepped out of them, feeling like I was stepping out of the last remnants of my dignity at the same time, the last little bit of self-control draining away and leaving me more helpless than ever. I felt completely exposed, standing there naked from the waist down, my state of physical excitement clearly obvious to the two fully dressed women who now had control over me, and there was undeniably something exhilarating about that loss of control, even as my cheeks burned with embarrassment at what was happening.

“Well, there it is,” Andrea said, folding her arms under her breasts as she stared down at my endowment. “I guess I’ve seen worse.”

“Yeah, it’s all right,” Lisa said, turning his smiling eyes toward me for a second to see my reaction to her faint praise. “It gets the job done, anyway. At least most of the time.”

“Most of the time? It should be all the time. A gorgeous girl like you should never be going unsatisfied.”

“Thanks,” Lisa said quietly, seeming weirdly touched by the compliment. In the middle of this wild power game, it didn’t seem like the time or place for compliments. Certainly, I knew I couldn’t expect any.

Unfolding her arms, Andrea stepped forward again, and I gasped as she wrapped her hand around my cock. Stroking slowly, almost idly, never doubting her authority to touch me in any way and at any time she wanted. And Lisa just watched from the sofa, enjoying my discomfort, smiling at my humiliation, taking it all in with those big brown eyes like she was trying to memorize every forbidden moment of what we were doing.

“Does he cum quick?”

It was so wild to be talked about like that. The most intimate details of my anatomy and my performance discussed like they were nothing, these women chatting like they were discussing a product they had bought online. But it was all part of the game, all part of this new low status I had, sitting next to them. And that made it weirdly sexy.

“Not normally,” Lisa said. “But I don’t know about now. We’ve never done anything this… hot before.”

Andrea chuckled at that, a faint puff of air escaping her nostrils so that I could feel it against my skin. And still her hand was moving up and down my shaft, and I feared that my girlfriend was right. This was the sexiest thing that ever happened to me, and we weren’t even doing anything yet. But having a woman like Andrea standing in front of me, manipulating me like this while my girlfriend looked on, was the most unbelievably erotic experience I had ever had, and already, it scared me how close I was getting.

But Andrea, as always, seemed to know exactly what she was doing. She released her grip, leaving me throbbing and surging in the empty air, straining pointlessly against the handcuffs. If I had been free, would I have touched myself right there and then? Maybe. As humiliating and shameful as that would be, I wasn’t sure I would be able to resist the urge and desire for pleasure.

But that option had been taken away from me. I couldn’t do anything until these women decided to let me, and it felt like that was what they wanted me to understand about the position I was in, what they wanted me to absorb about my new reality.

“Well, we’ll have to be very careful then, won’t we?” Andrea said, stepping back away from me and looking me up and down again. “We don’t want him getting overexcited. I mean, there’s a lot more we can make him do here. If he wants to cum, he’s going to have to make sure we’re satisfied first.”

Lisa laughed out loud at Andrea’s words, and I stared at our new neighbour in astonishment. The things she said were like the script of some dirty movie, but truthfully, this was wilder than anything I had ever watched. And it was real. Unbelievable or not, it was really happening, driving me crazy with desire as I stood exposed in front of them, objectified and humiliated and so turned on, I couldn’t even think straight.

“Why don’t you get on your knees?”

Lisa gasped from her side of the sofa. I stared at Andrea, part of me hoping she was joking. Even though I knew she wouldn’t be. She was all smiles, a woman who clearly enjoyed being in charge, but at the same time, she never seemed to joke about this stuff. The wildest things she said ended up being true, ended up being exactly what she really wanted. There was no way to predict where she would go next, and seemingly no level of wildness that was too much for her.

She might be smiling, but I could see the challenge in her eyes. Almost as if she wanted me to try and defy her. As if she was sure I wouldn’t dare. And she was right about that. Still, I knew that what she was saying would be a whole new level of capitulation, a whole new kind of submission, and my instinct was to hesitate, hoping, perhaps, that there might somehow be some way out of the position I was in.

“If you want to have sex with either of us, you’re going to need to learn to do what we say.”

Andrea spoke her threat quietly. She knew she didn’t need to shout. She could get her point across without raising her voice, knowing I hung on her every word. She had made the implicit truth explicit, and even though I never really doubted that those were the rules, hearing it stated like that, laid out so that there could be no doubt, made everything even more wildly exciting.

I could feel the expectation in the room, the two women waiting eagerly to see what I would do, to see if I would go along with what they wanted. But I understood how little choice I had. Andrea was right. I wanted what she was offering, more, it felt, than I had ever wanted anything in my life. And to get it, I knew there was no other choice than to do as she said.

So I did it. A bright burst of laughter accompanied my actions as I lowered myself down to the floor. It felt every bit as humiliating and as disgraceful as it was supposed to. Every bit as shameful, every bit as pathetic. But there was no alternative. These women had me exactly where they wanted me, so caught up in uncontrollable lust that I couldn’t refuse them anything. I would say and do whatever it took to get to be with them, and if Lisa was only just realizing that, Andrea seemed to be well aware of the power her beauty gave her.

From this new angle down on the floor, Andrea seemed even more beautiful, even more powerful, and even more remote. Even more dominant and in control, if such a thing were possible. The gleaming light that bounced back from her tight leather pants made her curves absolutely irresistible, and I watched the way her breasts rose and fell under her thin halter top as she breathed, and it didn’t feel like there was any possibility of saying no to a woman like her.

The leather pants creaked as she stepped forward, standing above me even closer, looming over me even more. Reaching out, she ran her fingers through my hair. Then, I felt her grip tighten. I winced as she grabbed a fistful of my hair, on the top of my head where it was longest. And she used her grip to pull me across the living room floor, my girlfriend laughing loudly at the sight as this new woman continued to dominate me completely.

Andrea walked ahead of me, dragging me along the floor behind her. I had to shuffle as fast as I could on my knees to even keep up, struggling not to let her pull me over onto my face with my hands tied behind my back. But all the while she was treating me so badly, I couldn’t stop staring at her body. At her ass and her legs tightly wrapped in the clinging leather, flaunting the irresistible shape of her body as I struggled along behind her.

She pulled me toward Lisa. My girlfriend sat on the sofa, her legs crossed, her toned thighs showing under the dress that slid higher on her legs as she sat. There was an amused little smile on her face, her brown eyes looking straight into mine, the pleasure she was taking in all this clear and obvious. And exciting. I couldn’t understand why the idea of her being cruel was such a turn-on, but it was.

“I want to see how good he is at pleasing a woman,” Andrea said, standing to one side of me as I kneeled in front of Lisa. “Slave, beg your girlfriend for a taste of that pussy.”

Lisa shrieked with laughter at that, covering her open mouth with both hands and staring with wide eyes at Andrea. Until that day, she had always been so reserved. I won’t say she was a prude, because she wasn’t that. But she had never been particularly interested in experimenting in the bedroom either. Certainly, we had never played games like this, games of domination and submission, the thrill of power exchange that was taking us both by surprise. But from the look on Lisa’s face, it was clear she didn’t exactly hate it, either.

Again, I paused for a moment, looking up at her. But it was immediately clear Lisa wasn’t going to save me. She was enjoying what was happening here far too much for that. I wondered how it felt to have the power she had now, to feel a taste of what Andrea wanted her to feel, the ability she had to boss me around and make me do whatever she said. Because that was abundantly clear at the moment. The way I wanted these women gave me really no choice.

“Please,” I croaked, and both women burst out laughing as they looked at me and at each other, sharing another moment of my humiliation and their total power.

“Oh my God, this is amazing,” Lisa said, shaking her head in disbelief so that the dark hair swayed around her pretty face.

“Well, men are pretty easy to control, really,” Andrea said as if this was something she did all the time. “Once they realize that the only way to get what we want is to be obedient, they fall right into line.”

As she spoke, she kicked my leg. Not hard, more just a jab with her foot. But that, along with the fact she was still holding me by the hair, all helped to contribute to this feeling I had of being completely overwhelmed, completely inferior and at the mercy of these two beautiful teases. And Lisa noticed. I could see her eyes moving over my body as she looked me up and down, lingering for just a moment on my swollen cock. She could see how this was exciting me, how it was driving me wild with desire. She could feel, I knew, the power this was giving her.

“Go on. Beg, if you want us to let you cum anytime soon.”

Andrea knew what she was doing. She knew that wasn’t really anything she could say that would motivate me more than that. They could both feel, I was sure, the tension that crackled in the air, the desperate desire felt flowing through my veins, and my beautiful new neighbour was absolutely right that I was willing to do whatever it took to get what it felt like I needed at that point.

“Please, let me eat you out,” I begged, my words greeted by another burst of feminine laughter. Please let me pleasure you.”

“Isn’t that nice?” Andrea mocked. “In my opinion, he should be on his knees begging to lick your pussy every single day.”

Lisa laughed, as though her new friend had told a joke. But she hadn’t. I knew that. She was 100% serious in what she was saying. She meant every word of it, and judging by what had happened over the course of the last hour, I had no reason to doubt her ability to do what she said. What would it be like to be under the power of a woman like that all the time? I was getting a glimpse of it now, and it was proving to be the most thrilling experience imaginable.

Lisa, still smiling, looked at me. I could see the flush in her cheeks, the glaze in her eyes. Her excitement was undeniable. Still, I never imagined that my shy, reserved girlfriend would ever act on this. This might be getting her motor running, might be giving her something to think about, but I didn’t expect it to go further than that. Just a joke, again, a fun little power trip for the girls.

But as Lisa uncrossed her legs, tugging on the skirt of her dress, my heart skipped a beat. And as Andrea’s grip tightened in my hair, I knew that she had noticed my girlfriend’s movements just as much as I had.

But Lisa didn’t part her legs for me there and then, even though for one unbelievable moment, it felt like she might. Instead, she stood up, carrying over me just like Andrea did, even though she didn’t have the other woman’s height. Her eyes glowed as she looked down at me, that smile never leaving her face, that excitement she was feeling clear and obvious now, giving me hope as my cock throbbed in the empty air at the women’s feet, desperate for them, willing to submit to every outrageous demand if it would get me what I wanted.

“I think we need to go home.”

As Lisa reached out toward me, running her hands through my hair, Andrea took her own hand away. In some weird way, it felt like one woman was handing me over to the other one, and that was an idea guaranteed to make my cock throb with the same submissive desire I felt I was encountering for the first time. Lisa’s touch was more affectionate than that of the other woman though, stroking my head as I kneeled at her feet, and I looked up at her in pure desire, more willing than ever to give her what she wanted, whatever it was that she wanted.

“What, and leave me out? No no no,” Andrea said, smiling as she shook her head, “you don’t get rid of me that easily. I want to watch.”

“Oh my God, are you serious?”

The expression on Lisa’s face radiated shock as she stared at Andrea in obvious surprise. But Andrea just grinned, nodding her head, confirming what she had said. Like I said, she didn’t make mistakes, and she didn’t say things she didn’t mean. No matter how outrageous her ideas might be, she meant each and every one.

“Why not? We’ve come this far together.”

No way was Lisa going to agree to that. She had already surprised me with her willingness to go along with this, the pleasure she was getting out of being in charge and the excitement she obviously felt over this kinky game. But no way was my vanilla girlfriend ready for something like that. Here, I was sure, the game was going to stop. And honestly, at this point, that was fine by me, so long as I got to take Lisa home.

I was burning up with desire, absolutely desperate for pleasure, and as hot as it had been playing with Andrea, it felt like we no longer needed the other woman to enhance our sex. What we needed, what I needed, was to get Lisa in a room alone and get all over that incredible body she had. It felt like the sexual tension between us had never been this high, this unignorable, as if all our problems with intimacy had evaporated, burned away by the bright fire of the lust this experience had ignited in us.

“Oh my God,” said Lisa, shaking her head again.

But she didn’t say no.

Instead, she paused for a moment, hesitating just like I had done at several moments in the game, when the submission seemed too outrageous. Only to give in, in the end, to these dark desires that were unlike anything I had ever experienced before.

And then, to my total astonishment, Lisa did the same thing.

“Can we… use your bed?”

The grin that lit up Andrea’s face was almost scary in its wild joy.

“Absolutely,” she said. “This is going to be amazing.”

I felt Andrea’s hand on my head as she once again took hold of my hand. Again, she used it to pull me along the floor behind her, my knees aching as I shuffled along at her heels as fast as I could, dragged to the bedroom like an animal. And behind me, I heard my girlfriend’s high heels clicking on the floor, a more measured step following us as Andrea pulled me toward the bed.

It was messy and unmade, and as I looked at it, I couldn’t help thinking about what we had heard last night. The sex we had heard coming through the wall we shared, that this woman had been so unashamed about. No wonder. She was unashamed about absolutely everything. And somehow, unbelievably, that confidence seemed to be rubbing off on Lisa, too.

Lisa stood next to the bed, taking a deep breath as her eyes moved from me to Andrea and back again. And she kept them on me as she reached up under her dress, pulling down her panties. She seemed to want to keep her eyes on me now, as if she wanted to forget that the other woman was even there. To pretend that this outrageous display was happening just between the two of us, instead of having this beautiful witness as an audience.

Fine by me. Whatever helped her get through it, whatever worked. I was so desperate to touch her, so desperate to please her, that I didn’t even care. But although it intimidated me, although it filled my mind with all kinds of outrageous thoughts, I couldn’t deny that the thought of having Andrea watch us have sex turned me on a lot.

Lisa let her panties fall to the floor and stepped out of them, and sat down on Andrea’s bed.

“Okay, slave boy,” she said with a shy little smile. “You can begin.”
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