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She Makes His Girlfriend Her Toy

Again, Lisa stood in the doorway of Andrea’s bedroom, content for now to watch the show unfolding in front of her. And again, I didn’t need to look at her to feel that attention, that scrutiny, or the happiness that I knew was rising inside her. She loved this, and that was so exciting to me, so unbelievably sexy, that it made my cock pulse all over again in Andrea’s hand.

Of course, our sexy neighbor had a lot to do with that, too. As she stood next to me, the incredible curves of her body tightly wrapped in shining black latex, I was treated to an incredible view of her cleavage in the low-cut front of the catsuit she wore. I could feel her beautiful eyes on me, could feel the soft skin of her hand enfolding me, and as I so often did in the presence of these women, I started to feel like it was more than I could take. Like I might explode right there and then from the desire that pulsed inside me, the wild lust that made me their prisoner, that made me willing to contemplate even the unspeakable, unthinkable things the two of them had in mind for me.

Still. A cage. I had been helpless around these women before, of course, wearing a collar and leash while they laughed at me and called me their pet. I had been tied to the bed, made helpless and immobile, forced to watch as one of the sexiest women I had ever seen seduced my girlfriend and introduced her to the pleasures she could get from a female body.

If they could get me to put up with that, there wasn’t much doubt in my mind that they could get me to do whatever else the kinky hearts desired.

“That’s not all,” Andrea smirked. “I’m going to teach you to have some control of yourself. And this is how I’m going to do it.”

Releasing her grip on my cock, Andrea stepped toward the bed. Helplessly, I glanced over for a moment at Lisa, but I didn’t need to see her mischievous smile to know I shouldn’t expect any help from her. She absolutely loved this, basking in every moment of it. There was no reason I could see that she would ever want us to stop.

On the bed, Andrea had arranged some other items. I saw again the leather collar they had put on me before, pink, as if the very idea of wearing it wasn’t already humiliating enough. And as Andrea picked it up, I saw that she was holding something else, too. Something I didn’t immediately recognize. A small black plastic box, attached to a fabric strap.

“Let’s get you dressed,” Andrea said, smiling happily. Never doubting for a moment that she had total control, just as she shouldn’t. Turning toward my girlfriend, she tossed her the open collar, and Lisa almost dropped it as she fumbled it out of the air. Andrea turned back to me, smiling the whole time, even as she spoke to my girlfriend.

“Collar this bitch for me, would you, Lisa?”

I gasped in surprise, but as always, Andrea had zero doubts about anything she said or did. She just smiled at me, like she was studying the nervousness and shame on my face. Savouring it like a fine wine.

At the same time, Andrea picked up the little plastic box and stepped toward me. I gulped again, feeling nervous and completely overwhelmed as both beautiful women approached me. Both of them smiling, both with pure sexual malice on their minds. Soon, I felt both sets of their hands moving over my body, everything they did only increasing my lust and frustration.

Lisa smiled, her glowing brown eyes holding mine while she placed the collar around my neck. It felt so kinky, being embarrassed by her like this. Even more deviant, maybe, than when Andrea did it. And therefore, even more sexy. After all, I had really only known Andrea as the sexually dominant goddess she was. Lisa, on the other hand, was my girlfriend, the woman I loved, the woman I lived with. Being dominated by her was like dragging this kinkiness into our everyday lives.

As she buckled the colour shut, making me wince a little at the tightness, Andrea was crouching down on the floor at my feet. Lisa occupied my attention, so I didn’t see what Andrea was doing, but I felt it. I felt her hands moving over my genitals, making me groan all over again with a combination of pleasure and desperation. I felt her handling my balls, felt a slight weight on them, a slight tightness. I cringed, remembering how she had tortured me with her hand and with candle wax last time we were here, but I couldn’t step away. Lisa, seeming to guess what was going through my mind, had hooked her finger through the steel ring at the front of the collar I wore, holding me in place.

My hands were still free, for now at least. I could fight them, I supposed, if I wanted to. I could push them away and defend myself, stop them from doing whatever wild idea it was that they had in mind. But somehow, they seem to know what I did to. I wasn’t going to do that.

No matter how worried I might be about what they were about to do to me, there was that unignorable part of me that wanted it. That craved it. That needed it, maybe. I had had plenty of time over the last little while to wonder about what this all said about me, and wonder if it were possible to go back to the way things were, even if I had wanted that. I didn’t think so. It seemed like there would always be some part of me that missed this, that wanted this.

I wouldn’t call myself lucky, as my next-door neighbor played with my balls and my girlfriend stood in front of me, smiling as she held me in place and helped the other woman dominate me. But I was well aware that there were plenty of men out there who would call me exactly that, who would give almost anything to be in my position. And even those who wouldn’t, I felt sure, would be just as easily talked into it as I was if they were confronted with the sight of Andrea dressed in her full dominatrix garb.

Lisa released her grip on the collar as Andrea stood up. Now both women were standing in front of me, smiling together, pleased with what they had done. I looked down to see that plastic box strapped to my balls, hanging there between my legs like a warning of what might follow.

Andrea stepped away from me. Turning, she sat down on the bed, the curves of her body shining maddeningly again under the tight latex that gripped them as she picked up another item.

It was a remote control. I guessed that from the short antenna that stuck out at the top of the black plastic box she held in her hand. It was small, smaller than than her palm, and she held it easily between her fingers as she looked at me. She was smiling, but her icy stare was as intimidating as it had ever been.

“Get in the cage, pet.”

Her smile did nothing to make her words seem any warmer or any less of a command than I knew they were.

I knew this was coming. Straightaway, I had known what the cage in the bedroom was for. Still, I hesitated. It was almost a foregone conclusion that I would do what she wanted, even if it scared me. Especially because it scared me. But it’s not such a simple thing to give up all control and self-respect, to do whatever a beautiful woman tells you, knowing that she’s going to make you suffer for that beauty. Every time we crossed a new line, I found myself resisting, though never for long. Andrea, and increasingly Lisa, knew exactly how to get around the faint resistance I put up. It was manipulation, pure and simple, and I knew it, but that didn’t mean it didn’t work.

I didn’t even seriously think I wasn’t going to do it. It was more like I just couldn’t bring myself to, right at that moment. But Andrea, it seemed, had been waiting for exactly this. Hoping for it, maybe. Because she pressed her thumb against the remote in her hand, and a sensation unlike any other I had ever had swept through my body.

It was a sharp buzz between my legs, a shock that made me squirm and cry out in surprise and in pain. I squeezed my legs together, and both women laughed out loud as I danced on the spot, clutching my aching balls.

It stopped as suddenly as it had begun. Andrea lifted her thumb off the remote control, and I stared at her in disbelief, putting it all together. The thing she had strapped my balls to give me an electric shock with every press of the remote she held, and my cheeks burned with humiliation and shame as I realized the trouble I was in, and how easily I had given up my freedom to them once again.

“Every time you don’t behave, you get a shock,” Andrea explained, as much to Lisa as to me, since my girlfriend was looking a little confused as she stood beside me. “Or just any time I feel like being mean to you. Because I have to say, seeing you squirm like that is funnier than I thought it would be.”

She pressed the remote again, and I opened my mouth to protest, but the words turned into another yelp of pain. Andrea laughed her sadistic little laugh again, never happier than when she was hurting me. This shock didn’t last any longer than the last one, but it left a dull ache in my stomach as Andrea lifted her finger off the button, her eyes flashing dangerously behind her glasses.

“If I were you, I’d get into that cage quickly.”

I stared at her, not knowing what to say, knowing there was nothing I could say that would make her have any kind of mercy on me. Knowing I had no choice. And part of me felt like I should hate her for doing this to me, should tell her that I had had enough of being treated this way. Her confidence that I would do nothing of the sort was infuriating. And so was her beauty, her pure sex appeal as she stood in front of me, never questioning for a moment that I was going to give her exactly what she wanted.

I was. Maybe that was the worst thing of all. That she was absolutely right.

As I dropped down to my knees on the floor, Lisa looked excitedly over at Andrea. But Andrea kept looking at me, her eyes flickering over my body as I moved toward the cage. The door was open, and I moved toward it, feeling like the biggest loser in the world as I crawled inside. It was big enough for me, but only just. Just enough room for me to crouch on hands and knees, looking out through the bars, the bed perfectly visible in front of me, the women’s smiles haunting me as they stood over my new prison.

Andrea stepped forward. I heard the click of her high heels on the floor, heard the creaking of her fetish outfit as she crouched beside the cage. She locked the door behind me, sliding the bolt into position and feeding a padlock through it so that there was truly no escape for me.

And then, once she had me locked inside, she inched around the cage until she was crouching at its side, holding the bars with one hand, staring right at me. Close enough to touch, but so far away as well, the magnificent curves of her body tormenting me as I crouched in the cage, my girlfriend watching the whole spectacle while Andrea’s eyes flickered over my naked body again.

“You’re going to stay in there until I decide you can come out,” she said, her voice dripping with derision as she spoke. “And don’t you dare touch yourself, no matter what. You know what happens if you do.”

She raised her free hand, waving it in front of me, and I saw that she was holding the remote to the shock, strapped to my balls.

“Don’t try to take it off, either,” she said. “I’ll be watching. This thing has ten different levels of power, and you’ve only tasted level two. Don’t defy me, or we’ll find out what level ten feels like.”

“Yes, Andrea.”

She smiled, just faintly, as I spoke. She always loved being in charge.

Then, she straightened up. I watched the light gleaming back from her catsuit as she turned, leaning back against the cage. The firm, latex-covered flesh of her ass pressed through the bars, just a little, and I stared up at it, unable to tear my eyes away. Her incredible body was right there in front of me, driving me absolutely wild, and the proof of how badly I wanted her was right there in just how easily I had walked into her trap.

There I was, caged in the most extreme humiliation yet, and I had done it all for the promise of sex with the amazing goddess who stood above me now, taunting me with what I couldn’t have, her incredible curves bulging through the bars to make me want her like a drowning man wants dry land.

Bewitched as I was by the sight of her sculpturally perfect ass, I didn’t even notice that she was looking right at me, enjoying my discomfort, until she spoke.

“God, you just can’t help yourself, can you?” she said, almost with a tone of disgust in her voice. Except I didn’t believe it. I had never met a woman who enjoyed being looked at more than Andrea did, just as I had never met a woman more worth looking at.

“Look at you, staring at my ass like you’re about to cry. God, it’s pathetic. You deserve punishment just for that. Just for wanting a woman who treats you as badly as I do.”

There was no point arguing with her. Maybe she was even right, according to her own twisted logic. Besides, right or wrong didn’t matter when it came to Andrea. She would do what she wanted, no matter what.

And so, this time, I was hardly surprised as she pressed a button on the remote again. Again, I trembled as the shockwave spread through me from between my legs, making me gasp and groan, making Lisa chuckle again as she watched me suffer in the tiny cage. Andrea was showing off, I knew, demonstrating what she could do, as if I needed any more reasons to obey her. As if she didn’t already have all the ammunition she could possibly need.

“Kiss it. Kiss my ass, and thank me for locking you away like the horny little animal you are.”

Lisa laughed even louder at that, but I hardly hesitated. I rose up on my knees, pressing my head awkwardly against the roof of the cage, turning and tilting so that I could press my lips against her ass. The black latex felt absolutely flawless, warmed by her skin, the muscle of her body firm and solid but just slightly yielding to my touch.

“Oh my God, what a pathetic little bitch,” Andrea said, shaking her head to make her long braid sway from side to side against her supple back.

My cheeks burned, but I knew that it didn’t matter. I had no choice, and for so many different reasons, it was pointless even thinking about it. I was her slave, her prisoner, everything she said I was, and with every moment that passed, she was only proving more and more how pathetic I was, and all it did was make me want her more.

Still kissing her ass, I let my tongue slide out between my lips, over the seamless latex, and I knew that she felt it from the way she chuckled.

“That’s right, kiss it like you mean it. Kiss the ass of the woman who’s taken away your manhood, your dignity, and your girl, too.”

And I did. I kissed her ass as if it was all I wanted, as if it was the key to my freedom, and I guess maybe in some way, it was. Certainly, the only way out of my current predicament, the only way to get what I desperately craved, was to do as I was told. But also, kissing her like that was turning me on so much. Her ass was absolutely perfect, as if sculpted with the sole purpose of exciting my desire, and even though there were many things I would rather do with her than this, it was a long way from being the worst thing she had ever put me through, too.

Still shaking her head, as if unable to quite believe just how easy this was for her, Andrea finally stepped away. I watched her go, watching that shiny ass walk across the room at the top of her long legs, her tiny waist making the curves of her rear end even more unmissable, even more desirable. And when she stood in front of Lisa, I felt an understandable tremor pass through me. As unpredictable as Andrea often was, I felt like now, I knew where this was going. With me locked up in a cage like I was, the next step seemed almost obvious.

Though that didn’t make it any less exciting. Far from it.

Andrea stood in front of my girlfriend, absolutely towering over her in her high heels. And Lisa, no longer looking at me, had eyes only for her. She stared up at the blond woman with an expression on her face that was almost enough to freeze my heart in my chest. An expression of undeniable desire, an almost nervous look of excitement that told me what I already knew: that she was going to give this dominant goddess whatever she wanted. Just like me.

Andrea reached out toward Lisa. I watched her hands travel over my girlfriend’s cheek, and as she pressed her palm against Lisa’s skin, Lisa pressed back, a happy little smile on her face, as if being touched by this goddess was the greatest pleasure imaginable. As I watched them, the seduction unfolding slowly in front of me as if both women wanted to show me how I couldn’t control a thing, how they could take their time and really enjoyed their pleasure.

I didn’t even know who I was more jealous of. Andrea got to fuck Lisa, but Lisa got to fuck Andrea, and either one of those outcomes seemed to me like the most extravagant reward, the most unbelievable bliss. But as usual, as was becoming the case more and more, I couldn’t do a single thing about it except watch.

So that was what I did.

Andrea’s hand travelled slowly downward, from Lisa’s face down over her neck, her shoulder, moving unstoppably toward her breasts. I heard my girlfriend gasp as Andrea touched her chest, gently cupping and lifting one of Lisa’s boobs, her skilled thumb quickly finding the telltale swelling of the nipple through the red fabric of the dress Lisa wore. At the same time, Andrea leaned down, bending her neck as she lowered her face down toward Lisa’s. They kissed, and all the wild hunger, all the forbidden desire they felt for one another was painfully visible in that kiss.

Andrea’s hand was still holding onto Lisa’s breast, and I heard Lisa making little sounds of pleasure in the back of her throat as the other woman played with her. Unable to resist the building sexual tension between them, Lisa reached out, placing her hands on Andrea’s hips, pulling her closer just like I had been desperate to do from the moment I saw her.

Even as they continued to kiss, I could see Andrea smile at that. Probably she had noticed, just as I had, that when it came to action between the two of them, Andrea was always the one driving it. Obviously, she had zero problem with that. Still, I wondered if it occurred to her, like it occurred to me, that she was slowly, steadily turning my girlfriend into a lesbian. That every time they played together, Lisa seemed a little less unsure of herself, a little more confident in what she wanted. Andrea didn’t miss much. If I had noticed, it felt certain that she had to.

As though encouraged by this little display of desire, Andrea took both of Lisa’s breasts in her hands. She rubbed them and squeezed them, pressing them together, manipulating both nipples through the fabric of the red dress, then gently massaging them. I couldn’t deny, as I watched her, that Andrea seemed to know exactly what she was doing. That she had an intuitive knowledge of female pleasure that I could never hope to match, could only watch with passion and frustration while my neighbor showed me how well she could please my girlfriend.

Lisa’s hands moved over Andrea’s latex-covered form. She was still hesitant, still tentative. But sex can make all of us bold eventually. Her hands traveled up Andrea’s body, reaching for the tallwoman’s spectacular cleavage, and while she did, Andrea’s hands sank inevitably lower.

From the cage, I watched in that ever more familiar combination of desire and despair as Andrea slowly lifted up Lisa’s dress. Her hand disappeared under the red fabric, and the little moan of pleasure my girlfriend gave made me tremble with frustration all over again.

While Lisa continued to play with Andrea’s breasts, Andrea reached both hands up under her dress and pulled down her panties.

She didn’t ask. She didn’t hesitate. She just did it, touching my girlfriend’s body with the same familiarity she did with mine, though with far less cruelty, far more tenderness. Lisa wiggled her hips to help get the underwear off until they slid down her legs and fell to the floor, and she could finally step out of them in her strapy high heels.

Andrea pulled her lips away from Lisa’s. Smiling just like always, she bent down swiftly to the stretched floor and scooped up my girlfriend’s underwear. Picking up the panties in both hands, she stretched them between her fingers, pointing them at me like an elastic band. Both women laughed as she fired Lisa’s panties across the room at me, watching them land on the top of the cage and then slip through the bars to land on my back.

The women turned back to each other. Andrea wrapped her arms around Lisa, her movements more aggressive now, more hungry. She pulled my girlfriend toward the bed, and of course, Lisa didn’t put up the slightest resistance. Instead, she sprawled on the mattress with the other woman, casting just the slightest smile in my direction before returning her focus to her new lover. They kissed again, making out on the mattress, and Lisa rolled over onto her back as Andrea climbed on top of her, taking the lead as always.

I watched her black latex outfit shining in the bedroom light as she kissed her way down Lisa’s body. Lisa lay back, a strand of her dark hair clinging to her cheek, her mouth slightly open, her eyes wide as she watched Andrea move. Again, Lisa turned her head to look at me, again, only for a moment. She wasn’t seeking reassurance from me, I knew that. Much less permission. More than anything else, I suspected she was reminding herself that I was there. Feeding her desire with the look on my face, the way I stared at her with pure lust that I couldn’t escape, unable to hide the fact that I wanted this, just as I wanted so many other things.

Andrea lifted Lisa’s dress. With a little moan of anticipation, Lisa lifted her legs, bending her knees, the high heels of her shoes sinking slightly into Andrea’s mattress as she parted her legs. The blond woman smiled up at her as she placed her hands on Lisa’s thighs, slowly lowering her head down between her legs.

Again, she took her time. Andrea hovered there for a moment, doing little more than breathing, looking right at my girlfriend’s pussy. And the anticipation seemed like some new weapon that Andrea knew exactly how to use. Soon, Lisa was squirming on the mattress, grabbing her own breasts through the dress she still wore, writhing in unfiltered desire as the rhythm of Andrea’s breath teased her sensitive sex, driving her into a state of pure sexual desperation.

Only then did Andrea lean forward. Her lips brushed just lightly against Lisa’s swollen pussy, but Lisa let out a loud moan as if she had never felt anything this incredible. Andrea moved her head, the intricate French braid showing as her face travelled up and down, still with her lips barely touching, just tickling Lisa’s desperate pussy.

“Oh my God, please,” Lisa begged, practically sobbing as she spoke, and as Andrea chuckled deep in her throat, I did my best not to groan. I was painfully aware that I had never made my girlfriend beg for sex. With me, before Andrea came along, sex had become almost a chore for her, it seemed. All that had changed, now. Now, we were more turned on by each other than ever before.

But still, I had never made her this horny, this desperate for pleasure. And I felt that humiliation along with all the others I was suffering, knowing that Andrea was laughing because she wanted me to feel that way, to feel inadequate and disgraced and unable to measure up to her. Because I was.

“You’re a naughty little slut, aren’t you?” Andrea said. And Lisa let out a desperate moan as Andrea stuck out her tongue, tracing it over the intricate architecture of Lisa’s pussy, teasing her even more. “Dirty little straight girl, begging another woman to eat her pussy.”

“Oh my God, yes,” Lisa said in a strained voice that seemed to burst out of her, torn with wild desire and desperate need. “I’m a slut! I don’t care! Please, Andrea, I need to cum.”

Andrea laughed again. Her hands still on Lisa’s thighs, she turned her head to smile at me, her eyes flashing behind her glasses. The look of triumph on her face was as unmistakable as it was unforgettable. And why shouldn’t she feel pleased with herself? As she lay there between my girlfriend’s thighs with me locked up in the cage in her bedroom, there was no disputing that Andrea was completely in control. Just the way she always wanted to be.
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