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Reclaiming His Girlfriend

What an unbelievable story it was. Even by the new standards of our crazy, kinky life, the tale Lisa told me of the things she had done at Andrea’s party was hard to believe. It was hard to even hear. My sweet, loving, formerly slightly reserved girlfriend had turned into such a wanton slut, and it was all Andrea’s doing. The beautiful woman next door had seduced my girlfriend completely, turning her into the needy, greedy, desperate little slut she wanted her to be, and it had been so easy for her.

And even if I had wanted to, I couldn’t criticize her too harshly. After all, look what had happened to me. I was the one who brought her over there, leashed and bound, practically asking for her to be taken by strangers. I was a very long way from being any kind of innocent party in all this.

Still, hearing what had happened was absolutely wild. And, just as Lisa had known it would be, it was almost unbearably sexy for me. That, after all, was why she had tied me to the bed. If she hadn’t, I knew I wouldn’t be able to control myself, and so did she.

But there was nothing I could do except listen and wait for her to finish her story. So that’s what I did. I tried not to interrupt, although sometimes, little interjections, remarks, sounds of surprise and shock, burst out of me. Mostly, they seemed to make her smile. It seemed to amuse her, knowing what she was putting me through. And after all we had been through in the past few weeks, that didn’t come as much of a surprise.

You can still be shocked without being surprised. And that was the position I found myself in. Even though, with hindsight, it felt like everything had been heading in this direction for a long time. The only limits, it seemed, were on Andrea’s imagination, as robust and well-developed as that was. Neither me nor my girlfriend seemed to have any ability to say no to her. Or any desire to. Apparently, we were just going to let her treat us however she wanted, do whatever she wanted, with whoever she wanted, and not only would we allow her to do it, we would participate enthusiastically in our own ruin.

And all the same, as wild and crazy as it inarguably was, it wasn’t as bad as it could have been. There was, apparently, one boundary Andrea did respect, and so did Lisa, even if she had had her doubts from time to time.

No other man had fucked her. She had done the most intimate and outrageous things with other women, passed from one of Andrea’s friends to another like an object, like a sex toy who existed only for their deviant pleasure. But no man had put his cock inside her. They had watched as she pleased other women, and was pleased by them. They had had sex with the other women, including Andrea, a fact which made my heart burn with jealousy I knew I had no real right to. But they hadn’t fucked Lisa. So she said, anyway, and I believed her. Because she seemed nothing less than candid and forthcoming about everything else that had happened.

“I don’t know, is it cheating to eat another man’s cum out of a woman’s pussy?”

Just a few weeks ago, such an outrageous question would have been unthinkable in the quiet space of our bedroom. Now, Lisa said it as if it were a matter of course, only the sly smile on her face giving away what she really felt.

I pondered the question. It wasn’t an easy one to answer. Or maybe I was just a little afraid of the truth. But the truth doesn’t change, whether we like it or not.

“I guess not,” I said. “I mean, it’s pretty… I don’t love it.”

“Well, Andrea does,” Lisa said, still with that same sexy smile on her face. “She loves having a little cleanup slut.”

“And you let her talk to you like that?”

“Oh, come on,” Lisa snorted. “So do you. Besides, it’s not like I had any choice. Just be grateful she didn’t let any of the guys fuck me.”

I cringed at her words, that didn’t make it any easier to take. It haunted me to think about how easily it could have happened, and how I had allowed her to be in a situation like that. That I could have been just next door while another man took that beautiful body in his arms and made her howl with pleasure. Why had I allowed it? How had I not gone mad with rage and shame? Or maybe I had. Maybe my reactions now were those of a madman. Just a couple of weeks ago, it would definitely have seemed that way to me.

But we both knew why we put up with this. We both knew why we allowed it. My cock was throbbing with desperate desire, and tied naked to the bed, there was no way for me to hide my arousal. Lisa saw it, and she loved it. She loved knowing what this was doing to me, the threat and the reality of her infidelity driving me to this fever pitch of desperation. Almost nothing, it seemed, excited her more. Nothing, maybe, except Andrea herself

Lisa shifted on the bed beside me. Her movements still slightly restricted by the tight corset she was locked into, she nevertheless leaned over me on the bed, closing her hand around my cock.

She stroked slowly, almost idly, just toying with it. And as I groaned, she chuckled under her breath, her breasts rising so temptingly in the provocative and expensive lingerie Andrea had wanted her in. If anything, my girlfriend submitted to Andrea even more easily than I did. At least, she seemed to have fewer doubts about it, less hesitation than me. Then again, I didn’t know how I looked from the outside. My struggles were internal ones, after all. Maybe, to anyone watching me, I seem just as unthinkingly compliant as my girlfriend was. Maybe I was deluding myself when I pretended I was doing anything differently than she was.

Of course, the sexual energy in the room could not have been more potent. As Lisa played with my cock, I gasped and squirmed on the bed, once again testing the bondage I was in, even though I knew there was no way out. If I could have freed myself, I would have done it a long time ago. All through the painfully erotic night and the following teasing morning, I had been desperate for pleasure. I still was, and Lisa was using that against me with all the skill she had learned from the woman next door.

“That was so fun, though,” she grinned. “I wonder when her next party is?”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, and Lisa chuckled, those beautiful boobs jiggling in her corset with the motion of her shoulders.

“What? Don’t want to hand me over to them again? I’m not sure Andrea will give you the choice.”

“Why do we let her do this to us, Lisa?”

“You know why.”

I did, of course. Maybe that was the real secret of Lisa’s seemingly easier time with submission to Andrea. Maybe she was just more honest about it.

“ Because it’s sexy,” she said, her voice dropping into a low register as her dark eyes looked straight into mine. All the while, her hand kept moving on my cock, stroking and teasing, driving me absolutely wild.

“Because it’s too much fun to stop. Because it’s addictive. Because… Well, I’m sorry to say this. But I don’t think anyone’s ever made me cum harder than she does.”

“Oh God,” I moaned again, my despair and disgrace vying with my arousal as she spoke. But in that battle, there was only ever going to be one winner. As humiliated and distraught and jealous and afraid as I was, I was hornier than all of those powerful emotions.

Lisa knew it. And she knew exactly how to use it.

“I suppose you must be sore from being tied up here all night,” she said. “What do you think will happen if I let you go?”

I looked at her. Like I could see the naughty ideas bubbling up inside her. She was teasing, of course. She had to know exactly what was on my mind, with my cock throbbing and raging the way it was in her hand.

“You know what I’ll do to you.”

“Promises, promises,” she smirked.

Then, letting go of her grip on my cock, she moved on the bed toward my feet. She unfastened the belt Andrea had tied there, freeing my legs first. Then, she sat up. Her breasts swelled in the top of the corset, seemingly on the verge of spilling out, as she crawled toward the headboard. The knots Andrea had tied had been pulled so tight by my struggles in the night that it took her some effort to unpick them. But finally, I felt the bonds I was in fall away, free, finally, after what had been one of the longest, most torturous, and most thrilling nights of my life.

I sat up. Lisa was right; after being tied up all night, I was sore and stiff. But my discomfort hardly even registered. Nothing mattered except desire, except the promise of pleasure her amazing body presented to me. I wanted her as much as I had ever wanted her, and after everything that had happened over the last few weeks, that was saying an awful lot.

I grabbed her. She squealed in delight as I wrapped an arm around her narrow waist, pulling her toward me. When I kissed her, I didn’t even think about everything that mouth had been doing all through the long night, think about what she had tasted, what she had licked, what depraved messes she had cleaned up with that talented tongue. All I felt was the dizzying surge of arousal I had for her, the pure desperate need to have her driving away everything else.

She kissed me back. Desperately, hungrily, she let me feel every bit of her own passion. And even though desire filled us both, driving away nearly everything else, it wasn’t all we felt in that moment. I felt close to her. The moment felt intimate, as well as erotically charged. I was so glad to have her back, so happy to be with a woman like her, even while she drove me crazy with her beauty and her dominance that she only displayed with me, no one else. Maybe that made it special. Maybe that made it, in some way, about more than just sex.

Still, sex was making its demands on both of us. Wrapped up in the heat between us, I ran my hands over her body, over that exaggerated feminine form, feeling the swell of her breasts, the inward curve of her waist, the soft fullness of her hips and her thighs. I couldn’t undress her; Andrea was still controlling us, in her way. But I didn’t need to, to get what I wanted.

I pulled my mouth away from hers as I pushed her down on the bed. She let out another little yelp, but it was an undeniable sound of happiness. Again, those breasts bounced in her corset, her arms above her head as she, for once, surrendered herself to me. As she, dominant mistress as she had learned to be, allowed me to take her just like she had allowed Andrea and her friends to use her the way they wanted.

When I put my hand between her legs, I could feel her wetness. I could feel the heat of her body, feel her desperation, and it made my heart pound. She didn’t need any kind of warming up, any kind of foreplay. She was every bit as ready for this as I was.

My cock slid easily into her wet pussy, drawing a long moan of pleasure out of her. Her eyelids fluttered like butterfly wings as she closed them momentarily, her lips trembling around the intoxicating sound she made. I growled in pure and hungry arousal, that snug, warm, wet, silken feeling everything I had been dreaming of having for what felt like a lifetime.

Opening her eyes, she stared up at me. The expression on her face was unforgettable. She moaned and gasped, she shivered and shook, and she was so unbelievably turned on, I could already feel her pussy spasming around my cock, pulsing rhythmically at the intrusion. It made me moan, made me breathless with pleasure, and it made me work harder. And even though, for once, I wasn’t concerning myself too much with her pleasure, even though, for once, I was focusing only on myself and what I wanted, it was clear I was pleasing her anyway. As her body rocked to the rhythm of my thrusts, as every plunge of my cock between those warm wet lips made her cry out with a pleasure that sounded almost painful if I hadn’t known better, it was obvious that this was what she wanted. After all, she had spent the whole night being treated like a slut and loving every minute of it. Why change anything now?

I moved faster and faster, fatigue building up in my tired muscles that I barely noticed. It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except the pleasure we were both feeling, the explosion of bliss that waited just around the corner. She gripped my shoulders, almost hanging off them as her eyes closed again, her head tipped back against the mattress, strands of her dark hair spread out like some dark halo around her head. And my girlfriend was no angel, that was for sure. More like a demon in human form, some wild goddess of sex and denial and desire. She was incredible. That was the word for it. She was incredible, and despite everything she had put me through, everything I, let’s face it, had consented to, had allowed to happen, I still felt, at least in that moment, like the luckiest man in the world. To be dating a woman this hot, this sexy, this kinky. I paid a high price for it, but with that orgasm vibrating at the base of my brain, it felt like no price was too high to pay to be with her.

I came. I exploded inside her, shouting as I did, all of that intense sexual energy dumping itself into her as I emptied out. Spurt after spurt, so that for a moment, it felt as if I was never going to stop, as if I was going to turn myself inside out, or else dissolve into her, losing myself completely. In that moment of shattering bliss, that felt like all I wanted. The strange seduction of annihilation.

But as the spasm passed, I breathed in deeply, and remained myself. Lying on top of her now, feeling the heat of her body, my blind lips finding hers as we kissed again with no less passion than before, but with less burning energy. She hummed and cooed as she ran her fingers through my hair, our sex cooling between her legs, the room fragrant with the ghost of what we had both wanted.

“Holy fuck,” she said breathlessly. “That was amazing.”

“As good as Andrea?”

She looked at me for a moment, without saying anything. But there was no sarcasm in my words, no bitterness. Maybe there should have been. I had every right, didn’t I, to be a little upset? And I guess I was, but not in that moment. In that beautiful, post orgasmic glow, it seemed like there was no room in my heart for anything other than bliss.

Of course, it doesn’t last forever. Already, I could feel that orgasmic globe baiting, could feel other, darker feelings returning.

“You want an honest answer to that question?”

“I think you just gave me one.”

And now, I was once again thinking about the nasty things she had done, the outrageousness of it all. I was thinking about Andrea, and her unknown friends, having their sexy fun with my girlfriend. I was thinking about Lisa, moaning and gasping for them like she had just moaned and gasped for me, and already, orgasm or not, arousal was creeping back, flooding my nervous system with pure desire.

Lisa smiled, my cock slipping free of her as she moved on the bed. She lay back with a sigh, staring up at the ceiling for a moment, as if unable to find words for what she was thinking. Then, with an effort, she managed to push herself upright, the boning of the corset making it difficult for her to bend at the waist.

“I wish I could take this thing off. But Andrea didn’t give me the key. We could go around and ask for it, but I don’t know what might happen if we did.”

She flashed a smile at me again then, and the look on her face suggested that for her, at least, that wasn’t a reason not to do it. And she had a point. Along with Lisa, I had been thinking about Andrea all through the night, ever since she came round to tie me up and tease me. And before that, too, of course. It was like there was no way not to think of her, like her presence next door pulled on us, relentless as gravity, her orbit impossible to escape. Lisa was right. If we went round there, who knew what Andrea might make us do? We had both proven we couldn’t resist her in the smallest thing. The one thing it wouldn’t be, one thing it never was with Andrea, was boring.

But for now, I had other ideas.

Lisa stood up, her bare feet on the floor beside the bed. I rose up onto my knees. I reached for her, wrapping an arm around that narrow waist again, a convenient place to hold her, to handle her, to take control in a way I so rarely did these days. Again, she squealed in surprise as I pulled her back onto the bed.

“Where do you think you’re going?” I growled. She stared up at me, a disbelieving smile on her face, her eyes shining with unmissable excitement.

“Again? So soon?”

“Again. Look at you.”

She laughed at that, a kind of backhanded compliment that I nevertheless meant all the way down to my bones. She was too sexy to even tolerate, so gorgeous, in her out-of-control slutty way, that I couldn’t stop wanting her. My cock was already swelling back to hardness, as if one of the most powerful orgasms of my life had never even happened. I was more than ready for round two, and Lisa, apparently, was still in a giving mood.

I rolled her over, onto her stomach. The look she gave me as she turned her head back over her shoulder almost made me growl with desire. She was still smiling, but there was that unquestionable sexual excitement that made her so desirable, it was almost impossible to withstand. She knew what I wanted, and she gave it to me. She bent her knees, pulling her legs up underneath her, spreading them apart as she arched her back, her head and her arms still down on the mattress, her gorgeous ass high in the air. I felt the smooth skin as I ran my hands over it, noticing as I did a haphazard pattern of marks and bruises. Her gorgeous body had been so well used, teased and fucked and smacked around, treated like a piece of meat by women whose names neither of us knew. The thought of it, the idea of it, was enough to make anyone breathless.

I could hear her breathing heavily as I touched her. She had her eyes closed now, her body bowed in a submissive position, ready to take what I gave her. More than willing to let herself be used all over again, even by me. I kneeled up right behind her, my hands on her hips, and again, I slid my cock deep inside her.

It slipped in easily, the motion lubricated by our mingled juices from before. I groaned, and she moaned, and as I held her by the hips, I plunged my cock deep inside her again. It was no less pleasurable than before. And now her new position, with her bent over for me, let me really fuck her.

Soon, the bed was rocking to our movements, the rhythmic slapping sound of our bodies filling the air. That, and her moans and gasps of pleasure, along with my own growls and grunts. Even in the midst of my rising pleasure, I thought of Andrea, her bedroom on just the other side of that wall. How often we had heard her having a good time through those thin walls, the teasing sound of her pleasure – and not just hers – driving me crazy through the long night before. Now, I found myself wondering if she could hear us. And I realized I wanted her to.

I fucked Lisa even harder, driving my cock deep inside her, trying to make her scream. It worked. She didn’t seem to want to hold anything back, abandoning herself to the moment just like she had abandoned herself to the whims and caprices of other women last night. She seemed to love this, having no choice. Letting others decide for her. It was a side of her I rarely got to see, and as much as I loved the demanding, dominant mistress we both knew she could be, I loved this softer, yielding side of her too. Maybe she figured I had earned it, after everything I had been through the previous night. She wasn’t wrong about that.

This time, I lasted longer. With that recent orgasm out of the way, my sensitivity was reduced, my stamina increased. And that was what I wanted. I wanted to cum, of course, eventually. But first, I wanted to really fuck this little minx in my bed, this naughty, sexy little slut who would give up her amazing body to just about anyone. I wasn’t trying to punish her. After all, according to the rules of the game we were playing, she had done nothing wrong. But there was some kind of aggression in what I was doing. Maybe using her body as an outlet for my rage and frustration at what had happened. Or maybe trying to compensate for how pathetically I had surrendered her to the woman next door.

Whatever it was, it spurred me onward, just as the promise of pleasure did. I fucked her hard, picking up the pace to make her moan and gasp, and slowing down again, grinding my body against hers to make her feel every inch of what I was giving her. She mewed and moaned, she trembled and shivered, and I groaned as I felt her pussy explode around me. She howled in orgasm, squirming on the bed, her thighs trembling as I gripped her ass. And then, I fucked her right through her orgasm, riding those rippling waves as she spluttered and moaned wordlessly, as if even language was escaping her, leaving her in a realm of nothing but physical pleasure.

I didn’t count her orgasms. Not consciously. But there were many. More than three. And each one seemed to make the next one more powerful. Each one came faster after the last, her body primed for pleasure now, seemingly overtaken by her involuntary response to what I was doing to her.

Finally, I felt my own surge of pleasure, my own wave of bliss. I didn’t hold back. I drove my cock deep inside her, exploding all over again with a wild cry of passion, an animalistic snarl of physical relief. She shrieked, too, as she felt me cum inside her, reclaiming that incredible body, taking back what I wanted and needed more than anything else. More, even, than Andrea, the beautiful goddess next door. She might be our mistress, but Lisa was the woman I loved, and I felt no contradiction thinking that after what I had just done to her, the way I had just fucked her like some cheap slut.

As my cock slid out of her, she flopped down onto the mattress. She kept her eyes closed, her rapid breathing making those breasts bounce in the tight corset again. She looked almost wounded, lying there on her side, half curled up, and I felt a surge of pity that I knew was in no way appropriate to the situation. After all, she had loved every minute of her crazy night and this energetic morning.

I lay down behind her, spooning her. My arm around that tiny waist and pulling her back against me, but my intentions different this time. Smiling, her eyes still closed, she rested her head on my other arm, her head tickling my chest as she pressed her head back against me. I kissed her neck, tasting the faint tang of sweat on her skin, feeling the warm throb of her veins against my mouth. Soaked in bliss and in each other’s juices, it was almost like we were sharing the same body, as if the hand that I slid over her stomach, over her head, tracing tiny circles on the skin of her thigh, was tickling my own skin. And we lay there like that a long time, pressed together, never wanting to separate, exhausted by reckless passion and the longest, kinkiest night of both of our lives.

Her breathing slowed, growing deeper by the minute. Finally, it was deep and even enough that I started to think that maybe she had fallen asleep. But when I shifted on the mattress behind her, my movements careful in an attempt not to wake her, her voice stopped me.

“What the fuck is wrong with us, Steve?”

She didn’t open her eyes. Her voice was thick with fatigue. But clearly, the thought occurred to her on the edge of consciousness, and I couldn’t help laughing out loud.

“I don’t know, baby,” I said softly, kissing her neck again. “It’s crazy. But it’s so sexy, isn’t it?”

She nodded, a slight smile on her face, her eyes still closed.

“I’m such a slut,” she said, her voice a little more than a whisper. “And I love it.”

“I love it too. And I love you, you little slut.”

Her laugh at that was little more than a puff of air in her nostrils, her face half buried in the pillow now.

“Love you too,” she said.
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