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The Goddess Next Door

“Oh my God, who does she think she is?”

The sound of sex filled my bedroom, but not in the way I would’ve liked. It wasn’t me and Lisa who were doing the deed. Instead, the noises were coming from next door.

They were loud. We could hear the headboard of the bed banging against the wall we shared, one bedroom connected to the other by a thin wall, our apartments basically the same layout, only in reverse. But more than that, we could hear a woman’s voice, raised in wild cries of pleasure and passion, her rhythmic moans reaching through the wall as if there was no separation at all, as if she was in the room with us.

“This is ridiculous.”

Lisa’s eyes blazed as she looked at me. Like I was supposed to do something about it. Like this wasn’t unbelievably awkward to me, too. Maybe even more than it was for her.

The truth was, things weren’t going great between us. It was hard to even say why. I didn’t fully understand it myself. No one had cheated, no one had broken the rules like that. But sometimes, when we lay together in bed at night, it was like I could feel the distance growing between us. Like we had forgotten how to talk each other. Once, more than just my girlfriend, she had been my best friend. The only person I wanted to spend time with, the first person I wanted to talk to at the end of a difficult day. The person I wanted to share every aspect of my life with, good and bad.

It felt like that should still be true. But somehow, it wasn’t, and I didn’t know why. I didn’t know why it felt as though this distance was growing between us, but I knew it was there.

We hadn’t talked about it. Maybe that was one of our weaknesses, as a couple. A reluctance to talk about important things, to identify what was really bothering us. But in my experience, talking did at least as much harm as it helped. Besides, once you talk about something, there’s no getting away from it. It’s an acknowledgement that it’s a real issue, and until that happened, I could almost tell myself that it was all in my head. I couldn’t even imagine how I would start a conversation along those lines. Like I said, nothing had happened. It was just a feeling, and feelings can be wrong.

Some things can’t be denied, though. Things you can quantify, numbers you can compare. I was more comfortable with those, I suppose, feeling myself more on solid ground. Our sex life had practically fallen off a cliff. I know that things can’t always be like they are in the early days of a relationship. I know that excitement fades. But attraction shouldn’t. Not for us. We were still young, still in our 20s, way too young for complacency to set in.

I still wanted her. That wasn’t the problem. She was just as beautiful as ever, just as sexy. That hadn’t changed.

But sex does change once you’re in a relationship. Like seemingly everything, it becomes somehow about something else. She didn’t use it against me, didn’t wield it like a weapon or anything like that, the way some women sometimes do. But sometimes, lately, I got the feeling that whenever I tried to make a move, it came to her as a massive inconvenience. As if being intimate with me was a chore, like doing the dishes or pushing the vacuum cleaner around. Something you do because you have to, not because you want to. You want to live in a clean house, so you have to clean it. You want to be in a relationship, so you have to have sex.

Well, I can’t operate that way. If she’s not into it, all the way into it, neither am I. Some guys, I know, don’t mind. Some of the guys at work even made jokes about how their wives hated sleeping with them, but did it anyway out of obligation. I never found those jerks very funny. To me, it always sounded like the saddest thing imaginable.

Ours wasn’t a sexless relationship; not yet. But young as we were, it felt as if things were headed that way. And we didn’t talk about it, of course, but Lisa had to have noticed too. She must’ve noticed that I had almost stopped trying, that I barely even bothered trying to get her to have sex with me anymore. It just led to more rejection, more hurt, and most of the time, it was easier not to try. Better to lie to myself and pretend my girlfriend was still attracted to me than to force the issue and find myself questioning that all over again.

Which was what made the noises coming from next door especially hard to take.

“We can hear you!”

Lisa yelled out loud, the sudden noise of her voice almost making me jump as she pounded on the wall behind us. I stared at her in shock, absolutely mortified.

“Don’t do that, ” I said.

“Why not? She’s the one being rude. Putting on a show like that. You know she’s faking it, right?”

I wondered.

Lisa had never made noises like that, it was true. But I had been with other girls before her. The truth is, some women really enjoy sex, throwing themselves into it, losing themselves in the mad rush of passion. And others? Others are like Lisa.

More reserved. Less demonstrative. I’m not going to call her frigid, because she wasn’t. Once she gets going, she can be passionate enough for anyone. But it was like she never quite learned how to let go. Like she had some voice in her head that called her horrible names, that told her good girls aren’t supposed to enjoy sex. That letting go completely was something she shouldn’t do. And sometimes, I wondered if that was part of the emotional distance between us, too.

I’m not good at talking about the way I feel, but really, neither was she. They say that women are more emotional, more in touch with their feelings, but I don’t think that’s universally true. I think that some women, Lisa included, have as much trouble being open and honest about the way they feel as any man. Maybe her inability to let go in the bedroom was deep down the same as her inability to talk openly and honestly about the way she felt. It seemed like a valid theory, to me at least. But I could ponder it all I wanted and not change anything, because we weren’t going to talk about it.

Next door, the noisy sex paused, but only for a moment. The woman clearly heard Lisa, and her voice grew quiet, the noise of the headboard banging against the wall stopping. But only for a moment. Soon, it was back again, the rhythm changed now, and the woman seemed unable to help herself. Her cries of joyful passion soon rang out around us again, maybe even louder this time, as if to teach us a lesson for daring to complain.

“Unbelievable,” Lisa growled.

Rolling over onto her side, she viciously grabbed a pillow and clamped it over her ears, trying to shut out the sounds from next door. There would be no sleep until our neighbors were well and truly finished with their noisy sex, completely satisfied and dissolving into that blissful afterglow that it felt like neither of us had experienced for far, far too long.

Then again, I told myself as I lay there in the dark, staring up at the ceiling, trying to control the confusing mass of emotions inside me, it was no wonder I felt differently about the whole situation than my girlfriend did. After all, she hadn’t seen our new neighbor.

* * * * *

The next day was Saturday. Part of why, I guess, I hadn’t been as mad about the night before as Lisa was. It wasn’t like we had to get up for work in the morning. I didn’t particularly want to lie awake all night listening to someone getting railed in the apartment next to me, but it didn’t seem to offend me on the same visceral level as it did for her.

In fact, as shameful as it was to admit, in a way, it excited me.

I could picture the neighbor, this woman I had briefly met in the hallway while she moved into the apartment. Andrea. Physically, she couldn’t have been much more different from my girlfriend, but she was no less attractive, that was for sure.

Tall and blond, with bright blue eyes that shone behind a pair of designer glasses, she looked almost like a model. In a way, she was the kind of woman that women think is even more attractive than men do. Not that men wouldn’t go crazy over her too. But she was a classic tall blue-eyed blonde, almost like a Barbie doll brought to life. Except no Barbie doll ever had curves like that. When I ran into her moving into her apartment, she was wearing clothes appropriate for the occasion, a pair of black leggings and a red T-shirt with the logo of some school or other on it. But her unremarkable outfit couldn’t hide the exceptional body she had.

She was with a guy, of course. Doing the lion’s share of the moving. I barely remembered his face, didn’t remember his name, even though he had given it to me as we shook hands. It was her I remembered. And I suspected that happened to these two a lot.

Lying there in the darkness of the night, listening to Andrea having noisy sex to christen her new apartment, I thought about her. And eventually, when Lisa’s breathing had turned slow and steady, when I was sure she was asleep, I had reached down and found my rock-hard cock under the blankets. There, in silence, I had stroked myself to orgasm, thinking thoughts about Andrea that I knew would destroy Lisa if she were to ever guess them. But a man can only take so much.

Which is what made it even more awkward when I ran into her in the laundry room the next day.

“Oh, hi,” she said as she turned to me, smiling a smile that could only be described as dazzling.

In some weird way, I felt like she must be able to know, must be able to smell the embarrassing truth on me, even if rationally, I knew that was impossible. Besides, look at her. Women like her have to know the effect they have on the men around them. She was beautiful. Not just pretty, not just hot, but a genuine beauty, and her looks had probably been making men act awkward around her for most of her life. Probably she just thought that that’s what men are like. Just like they say there are no atheists in a foxhole, I sometimes suspect that the women who hate men are never the really beautiful ones. Really beautiful people live in a different world from the rest of us, a kinder, more generous world.

Not that they don’t have their share of creeps and weirdoes to deal with, and not that I’m some ugly chud who can only gaze in astonishment at the beautiful people so high above me. After all, I had landed Lisa, and she was a gorgeous woman who got plenty of male attention. But Andrea was something else. She looked famous even though she wasn’t, if that makes any sense. She didn’t look like she should be here, in this regular apartment building, mixing it up with the likes of us. She looked like she should be on a yacht somewhere, being hit on by billionaires. On a red carpet dressed in a gown that cost more than most people’s mortgage payment, posing for photos. She was that kind of beauty, the kind you rarely meet in an ordinary life like mine. Maybe it wasn’t especially charitable of me to wonder if, had Lisa met her like I had, she might have been even more angry at hearing this goddess have sex the night before.

“Hi. Andrea, right?”

“Yeah,” she said, her smile growing even wider as if she was surprised that I remembered her name. As if anyone who met her ever forgot her. Looking the way she did, that didn’t seem even remotely possible. “Steve, isn’t it?”

Maybe she was acting. But I was genuinely surprised that she had remembered my name. After all, I know I don’t make the kind of impression that she does. Some people are just good with people, I guess. Good with names, good with faces, good at all those little tricks that make people like you. In some sense, it didn’t really seem fair that she had her incredible good looks and an abundance of natural charm, too. But whoever said that life is about fairness? We get what we’re given in this world, and there’s not much point complaining about it.

“Yeah,” I said, hoping my surprise and, to be honest, happiness at her remembering my name didn’t show on my face. It was ridiculous. It was like I was some silly boy around her, childishly pleased at being remembered just because she was pretty. We all think we’re grown adults, in full possession of ourselves. And then a really beautiful woman comes along and shows us that we’re really not. Ultimately, we’re all just stupid kids, trying to guess our way through the world, subject to all the same wrong and stupid ideas as we ever were, no matter how much we try to tell ourselves otherwise.

“Sorry about last night,” she said, smiling sheepishly as she spoke. While I loaded my clothes into the washer, she was pulling her bedsheets out of the dryer, folding them somewhat carelessly as she tossed them into her basket. “I get a little carried away sometimes. It’s just – well, you know. New place. You know how it is. You’ve got to get your scent on it.”

She was apologizing, but honestly, she didn’t seem all that disturbed by what had happened. I guess there was really no reason why she should be. Sex happens, as natural a part of life as anything. We all do it, when we get the chance. The difference was, I got the impression that she got the chance more than most. Like any attractive woman, she lived in a world where sex was readily available, hers just for the asking anytime she wanted. Like many beautiful women, I suspected, she was under the mistaken impression that that was true for everyone.

“Yeah, I get it,” I said, smiling sheepishly, trying to act cool. It was both amazing and kind of pathetic how badly I realized I wanted this woman to like me. “I’m not sure my girlfriend is quite as chilled about it, though.”

Andrea’s face darkened. Why did I say that? Was I just clumsily trying to inject the fact that I had a girlfriend into the conversation? As if I needed to do that. As if this woman had any interest in me, after I had just heard what great sex she was having with her boyfriend the night before.

“Oh no,” she said, her smooth brow showing faint lines as her face radiated concern. “She probably hates me already.”

You must be used to that, I thought to myself. She was the kind of woman other women feel threatened by.

“No, of course she doesn’t,” I said. “Honestly, it’s not a big deal at all. She was just tired and cranky.”

“I know I can get a little loud when I’m having fun,” Andrea said. There was that not entirely genuine sheepishness about her again, that look on her face that wasn’t so much guilty as an impression of guilt. “I’ll try and keep it down in the future.”

“No, seriously, don’t worry about it.”

As I straightened up from the washing machine, scanning my card and starting the cycle, she was taking a pair of her underwear out of the dryer. She held them up between her hands, as if inspecting them, and I tried not to look while trying not to look away at the same time. Trying not to make things awkward. Trying to pretend I wasn’t thinking about her body, about her pussy, about the way she had moaned and screamed almost in my ear the night before, and the way it had felt to have to listen to it, to have to lie there next to my furious girlfriend and pretend I was with Andrea instead.

It was quite some start to my relationship with my new neighbor, nothing but awkwardness and embarrassment and a desire I was still reluctant to admit to myself. Rough patch or not, I still loved Lisa. I still wanted to be with her. But none of that stops you from wanting other people. And it doesn’t help when you’re sexually frustrated, when your girlfriend seems to have lost all interest, and you’re confronted with a woman who looks like this and clearly doesn’t have nearly as many hangups when it comes to sex.

“I’d love to meet her. You guys should come over.”

“Yeah. We should do that.”

“How about tonight?”

Andrea smiled brightly as she hefted her washing basket onto one hip. I stared at her open-mouthed. I hadn’t meant it. It’s just one of those things you say when someone makes an offer like that, without really thinking it will ever happen.

“I don’t know, we might be doing something. I need to ask her.”

“So ask her.”

Andrea reached into a pocket on her leggings, maybe the same ones she was wearing yesterday when she moved into place. She pulled out her phone and tapped the screen, asking me for my number. I gave it, feeling weirdly guilty as I did. After all, it wasn’t like the woman was asking me out. She knew I had a girlfriend, and she clearly had a boyfriend, and this was nothing more than being neighborly. Still, it felt wrong. Because I was attracted to her. That was the only reason it felt the way it did, the only reason I had to feel conflicted about it. Of course, knowing that didn’t exactly make me feel any better.

“Okay, I’ll ask her,” I said. I didn’t exactly make my tone sound all that enthusiastic, all that hopeful, but Andrea seemed completely undaunted. She just smiled that stunning smile, her face seeming to suggest that she never imagined anything could go wrong, never imagined that anything in life might not go her way. After all, I felt sure, in her experience, the world had a way of bending over backwards. Andrea, I imagined, probably always got what she wanted.

* * * * *

“We don’t have to go.”

Lisa didn’t even look at me. Her eyes flashed, once, in the bathroom mirror as she looked at my reflection, then turned back to her own. Savagely, she tugged a brush through her dark hair, as if it had done something to wrong her.

“Of course we do. She invited us. It would be rude not to.”

“Yeah, but you obviously don’t want to go.”

“What’s that got to do with it? We can’t not go. Imagine how awkward it would be, every time we ran into her. ‘Oh, hey, how’s it going? Yeah, no, we don’t want to talk to you, ever.’”

“Well, we wouldn’t say quite like that,” I said, trying to bring a bit of levity to the situation. But the way Lisa’s eyes blazed told me she was in no mood for that.

“We’re going. It’s fine.”

Fine. Every guy knows that when she says it’s fine, it’s anything but fine. Probably it couldn’t be further from fine. But her fine, I knew, was also final. To talk about it any further would just be inviting an argument. And so I stepped out of our tiny apartment bathroom, making more room for Lisa to do her makeup and get herself ready for a night it was clear she was in no way looking forward to, but for whatever complex reason, was not going to allow herself to avoid.

I sat on the bed. I was ready to go. I had dressed carelessly, knowing that anything else might seem suspicious to my girlfriend. She took more trouble over her own appearance. Maybe, I thought to myself, she would’ve taken even more trouble if she knew what she was walking into, if she knew the way that Andrea looked. I’ve noticed before that women have a way of competing when it comes to fashion and beauty. But I wasn’t going to tell her. How would that go? Hey, babe, by the way, this girl is like super beautiful. Like movie star, supermodel beautiful, so, you know, you might want to make a bit more effort? No, I wasn’t suicidal. I wasn’t going to say a thing about the way Andrea looked, no matter what.

I do enjoy watching Lisa get ready, though. Even if, this time, it was clear her heart wasn’t in it. Her movements were brisk, her anger radiating off her, and in some way, that made the way she beautified herself even more striking. When she came out of the bathroom, she had her makeup done, her dark hair shining like black satin, falling in gentle waves around her head, reaching just down to her shoulders. Her brown eyes glowed, rich and warm, accentuated by dark powder on her eyelids to bring out their colour. Her lips were a bright red that suited her complexion, drawing my eyes to her mouth, those lips that I had had occasion to enjoy from time to time, but not as much recently as I would have liked.

She pulled off her T-shirt, standing in front of me in just a bra and panties. Her body was incredible. She didn’t love her lack of height, I knew, but it never bothered me. Her proportions were perfect, her breasts just the right size to grab and squeeze and kiss, her hips broad and spreading into a magnificent ass. I felt desire stirring inside me as I looked at her standing in front of me in her underwear, but as usual, I did nothing about it. Lately, Lisa was never in the mood, but certainly, she wouldn’t be now. Angry as she was, making herself do this for reasons that weren’t entirely clear to me, I knew the best course of action was to leave her alone as far as possible. Of course, that didn’t mean it wasn’t tempting.

She went through her clothes, holding a couple of options up against her body, without asking my opinion. Finally, she settled on a sparkly party dress, black and silver, along with a pair of high heels that she slid her feet into, giving her more height.

“You look amazing,” I said. She glanced at me, and didn’t smile. Didn’t thank me for the compliment. But I knew she was going to need every bit of confidence she could muster once she met the woman in the apartment next to ours.

“All right, let’s get this over with,” she said with a sigh.

I followed her out of the bedroom, grabbing the bottle of wine she had bought from the supermarket earlier that day and following her into the hallway.

It was just a few steps to Andrea’s door. I knocked, and Lisa adjusted her dress with minute movements in the few seconds it took for Andrea to let us in. But when she opened the door, standing in front of us with that beaming smile I was already getting to know so well, I felt a sudden rush of all kinds of emotions.

Desire, obviously, first and foremost. But also nervousness and caution, knowing that my girlfriend was right beside me, possibly watching my every move. I didn’t want to give anything away, desperate not to give a single sign of the way I felt. Trying not to look at Andrea too closely, even though, in a way, that was all I wanted to do.

She wore her hair long and loose, the golden strands running down over her shoulders, halfway down her back, exposed, I could guess without seeing it was, by the red halter top she wore. As always, she was wearing her glasses, but behind the lenses, I could see her long dark eyelashes, the eyeliner and eyeshadow that accentuated the bright blue of her eyes and made them almost supernaturally pretty. Her lipstick was a more muted red than the one my girlfriend wore, but it suited Andrea’s paler complexion and her classic blond Barbie look.

She was wearing black leather pants. So tight they looked to have been painted on to the endlessly desirable curves of her body. Her hips and her thighs looked absolutely spectacular, fuelling that desire I didn’t want to feel, but seemingly couldn’t avoid. Not with her looking like this.

And Lisa looked just as stunned as I was. The difference was, she didn’t have the same need to hide it from anyone. She stared at our new neighbor like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing, as if she had expected some hag instead of this vision of undeniable sex appeal that stood in front of us.

Part of me felt sorry for her. Whatever Lisa had expected, she had not expected this. And as pretty as she was, she shouldn’t have felt threatened by other women, even one as gorgeous as Andrea. But after all, our feelings don’t have to make sense, even to ourselves. Just by standing there, looking the way she did, I knew that Andrea was making Lisa feel self-conscious. Her tall blonde classic beauty was everything, I suspected, that Lisa felt she wasn’t. Everything she might sometimes feel, beautiful as she was, didn’t quite measure up.

It would have been impossible to say anything, to give any kind of warning about Andrea’s looks, of course. But in that moment, part of me wished that I had. Because Lisa seemed completely blindsided by what was standing in front of her, and as she turned her face to me, she looked a strange combination of helpless and furious, and even as part of me found it kind of funny, another, kinder part felt bad for her.

But all of this passed in no more than a second or two, without a word being said at any point. There was nothing we could say. Nothing that was even slightly appropriate, anyway. And nothing, I guessed, that Andrea hadn’t heard before, many, many times over the course of her life as a truly beautiful woman.

“Great to see you guys! Come on in!”

Andrea turned, leading us into her apartment, and Lisa glared at me as we followed behind her, that leather-covered ass shining in the light to emphasize every killer curve the woman had in such abundance. As if this was somehow my fault. As if I could help the fact that a beautiful blonde goddess had moved in next door to us.


Opening Up

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

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

“Can I get you guys a drink?”

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

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

“Where’s your boyfriend? Husband?”

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

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

“Boyfriend? Oh, because of last night.”

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

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

Lisa blinked.

“Oh.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Cool.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I know I am.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And yet, Andrea seemed to have other ideas.

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

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

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

“We watched porn together once.”

“Oh yeah?”

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

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

“What kind of porn?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’ve never been tied up?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Beside me, Lisa burst out laughing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But.

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

“Both of you,” I said.

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

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

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

“We might have to punish you for that.”


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.”


Watched By Andrea

I leaned forward, inching closer to my girlfriend on my knees. Whatever was happening here, I wasn’t going to let it pass me by. What was going on here was beyond crazy, well beyond anything I had ever experienced before, but the thrill of its was unquestionable. It was exciting, of course, to play with Lisa at any time, but to have Andrea standing there, watching, practically making it happen, was a thrill unlike anything I had even imagined. My cock raged between my legs, throbbing with the desperate need that, for now at least, I knew was going to go unfulfilled. Right now, my job, the whole focus of my existence, was to make my girlfriend cum.

I knew exactly how to do that. And I would have tried anyway, of course. I love Lisa, and I want to make her happy. But also, this was behaviour I very much wanted to encourage. This was exactly what had been missing in our lives, this kind of spontaneity, this excitement. I felt an undeniable need to prove to my girlfriend that letting herself go, following even her craziest impulses, could be extremely rewarding.

But also, there was something else at play. I could feel Andrea watching everything we did, even if, in the position I was in, I couldn’t see those bright eyes shining behind her glasses. I knew she was paying attention. And I wanted to prove something to her. To demonstrate my abilities and show her what I could do. Because already, this night was going in directions I would never have expected. I had never had a threeway before, and there was no way to miss the fact that what I was experiencing now was by far the best chance I had ever had at having one.

So I had all the incentive I could possibly need to make Lisa happy. And that’s just what I set out to do. I ran my tongue over the soft folds of her pussy, already drawing a kind of trembling gasp out of her. Cuffed and kneeling or not, there was a smile on my face as I did it. I knew what she liked. At least, before that night, I thought I did. I knew how her body responded to touch, knew how to get her going when she gave me the opportunity. I felt sure I could get her to where I had been instructed to go.

She let out another soft moan as I pressed my tongue just a little harder against her. Taking my time, not rushing toward anything. It was clear that the women wanted this to be like that, an act of service rather than just me trying to get her off and get her on to the next stage of sex. So that was how I tried to approach it, licking her long and lovingly at first, sliding my tongue over her sex, teasing her with my mouth until she squirmed with pure joy and anticipation.

I felt her shift her weight on the bed, and I knew this was the point where normally, she told me to stop. The part where she got keyed up and began to demand sex from me. And sometimes that felt good, and sometimes it felt almost like a cheat. Like she was just trying to get things over with as quickly as possible. But for once, I didn’t need to worry about that. Because although my girlfriend squirmed and moaned on our new neighbor’s bed, for once, she didn’t try to stop me. She moved her body, writhing with the force of the pleasure I was giving her, but she didn’t try to make me stop. Instead, it was just like she was trying to deal with it, moving like that as a way to express the growing excitement in her body, a way of at least partially relieving the pressure that I was increasing over time with my busy tongue, making her gasp and moan as she lay there on the mattress, my normally shy and reserved girlfriend now the full center of everyone’s attention.

Because Andrea was watching it all, of course. Not saying anything for the moment, but taking it all in. Even if I couldn’t see her right now, I could feel that attention on me and the pressure it brought with it. But I was up to the task. I felt sure of that. Already, Lisa was gasping with excitement, her body like an instrument that I knew exactly how to play, and with Andrea watching, I wanted to look like a virtuoso.

Slowly, I picked up the pace. Steadily, I pushed things a little further. As I felt the bump of her clitoris swelling out from under its hood, I lifted my mouth a little to wrap my lips around it. Lisa let out a delightful sound of pleasure, a long groan that seemed to rise up from some deep place inside her and reverberate around the room we were in, as if it was my own cry of triumph. The girls had been having fun joking about my supposed inadequacies and deficiencies, but I felt like I was proving all that talk wrong with every second that passed. When I returned my mouth to Lisa’s pussy, I could taste her wetness, more, I couldn’t help thinking, than I ever had before. She didn’t normally respond like this, wasn’t usually this open and uninhibited and confident. I guess the pure sexiness, the absolute debauchery of the scene we were now in, was having its effect on her.

I pressed a little harder with my tongue, and Lisa’s body opened up for me. My tongue slid inside her pussy, making her groan even louder, making her cries of bliss even more unmistakable. My cock throbbed again as, again, I thought about the night before, about hearing Andrea’s cries of rapture through the wall between our apartments. Now, if there had been anyone in our apartment, it was Lisa’s moans they would be hearing. And if my girlfriend was not as loud or demonstrative as our neighbour was, I thought with a sense of pride that she was certainly close. Closer, perhaps, than she had ever been before, louder and wilder than ever, letting herself go in the way I had always hoped she would, but had never quite managed to get her to do.

Maybe it took another woman for that. That was fine by me. The more turned on Lisa got, I intuitively felt, the more exciting this game was likely to get.

My tongue slid easily into her warm wetness, and she gasped as she gripped the bed sheets, her body all but levitating off the bed with the pure force of her blooming pleasure. I felt her pussy spasm around my tongue, and I wondered how far I might be able to take this. Lisa felt wide open in a way she never had before, ready to go further than either of us had ever imagined we might, and a big part of me wanted that, wanted to take things to a level where they had never gone before, to see just how wild this new impulse could make her. At the same time, my cock ached and throbbed with wild desire, my whole body tuned to my desperate need for pleasure of my own. And every moan and gasp my girlfriend gave only made that more powerful, more unignorable. I was caught, not between heaven and hell, but between two very specific forms of heaven. The joy of giving pleasure and the joy of taking it. I wanted them both, as far as that was possible, but for now, and for the indefinite future, I also knew that really, what I wanted was secondary at best. What these women wanted was all that mattered, all the questions I might normally ask myself boiling down to one very simple equation. My only job was to make Lisa happy. Nothing mattered more than that.

So I went on licking, part of me struggling to believe she was letting things go this far. She had never been anywhere close to this before. This was a unique situation we found ourselves in, in every way imaginable. This was a night for wild new things.

And I felt that great wave swell in my girlfriend’s body, felt a new and wild explosion of pleasure being drawn out of her. Joined as we were, my lips pressed against hers, it was as if we were one body, almost as if her pleasure was mine as it came bubbling out of her. I heard her breathing get tighter and tighter, and then stop for one delicious second. Then she let out that held breath in a wild and almost desperate cry of ecstasy, and I almost trembled at the sound of it. Her pussy seemed to clamp down around my tongue, the soft wet walls gripping it tight, never wanting to let go. My cock ached and surged desperately, every nerve in my body demanding a pleasure of my own to match hers, if anything ever could. But tonight was about her, and about them. It wasn’t about what I wanted, but about what I could do for them.

She came. For the first time in our relationship, maybe the first time in her life, Lisa came from oral sex alone. I had never before experienced that, the wild sensation of a woman exploding in orgasm in my face, forcing me to drink down her juices as fast as I could as more of them gushed into my mouth. And as Lisa howled and screamed above me, I reflected that quite possibly, I had never seen her cum quite like that before. Never that wet and wild, never that explosive. I could try and tell myself all I wanted that it was thanks to my skills, and certainly, I hope Andrea saw it that way. But really, I knew that Lisa was feeling what I was feeling. What excited her most was not what I had done with my mouth, even if that had pushed her over the edge. What really excited her was the completely insane situation we were in.

My girlfriend moaned and gasped and flopped around like a landed fish, the electricity of her orgasm keeping her convulsing in a kind of spasm of pleasure. As she continued to groan and moan, her eyes squeezed tight shut, I sat back on my heels. Lisa’s pussy shone in front of me, swollen and ravaged, glistening with her juices before she squeezed her thighs together, her hands moving over her body as she basked in the afterglow of orgasmic passion. For a moment, no one said a word. Not me, and not Andrea, standing there beside and just behind me, taking in the whole spectacle that she had created.

When Lisa opened her eyes, I could see the doubt in them. I could see the colour in her cheeks, the rush of blood that came from pleasure, yes, but also, I felt sure, from embarrassment, too. We all know how that goes. In the heat of the moment, almost anything seems permissible. You’ll say and do anything to get what it feels like you need in that moment. But then, once the orgasm fades, reality sets in, and you have to confront the boundaries you’ve crossed, the things you’ve done, the sense of disbelief as you realize what just happened.

Lisa had no need to feel that way, I was sure. She shouldn’t be ashamed of anything. What she had done was so hot, so sexy, and I had loved every minute of it. She didn’t need to worry about that at all. But at the same time, I know my girlfriend. I know what she’s like, the fears and doubts and questions that plague her, that were partly the reason for our recent dip in sexual activity. Lisa was one of those women who second-guess everything, who overthink every aspect of life until they become almost paralyzed by it. For whatever reason, Andrea had been able to break her out of that habitual thought pattern, to convince her to be wild and uninhibited in a way she never had been before. But now, with orgasm fading inside her, with her passion draining away, Lisa was feeling what I still didn’t, horny and excited as I undoubtedly was. She was feeling the doubt and uncertainty of wondering if we had gone too far, of speculating that this adventure, undeniably sexy as it was, might have been too much, too far, too soon.

Not me. I didn’t doubt, and I didn’t question. I was still a burning ball of desperate need, and maybe more than ever. Practically panting with desire like a cartoon dog, absolutely desperate for physical pleasure from either or both of these incredible women.

“Wow. Not bad,” Andrea said.

I didn’t need to see her to be able to hear the grin in her voice, her happiness at what she had made happen evident. Despite her fear and uncertainty, Lisa laughed too. That sound seemed to break the tension of the moment, letting a little air into the room again, after it had felt so tight and breathless with everything that had happened between us. After all, underneath it all, this was a game. Even if it felt at times more serious than anything else in my life, it was ultimately a way to have fun. A very dark and adult kind of fun, but fun all the same.

Andrea leaned over me. Again, I felt her fingers in my hair, felt her possessively grabbing a fistful to emphasize her control over me. She pulled my head back savagely so that I had no choice but to look up at her, and as I did, I saw the glow of her eyes behind the lenses of her glasses, saw the delighted expression on her beautiful face, and I felt the same thrill of fear and uncertainty, of not knowing what was going to happen next, as I knew my girlfriend was experiencing.

“Have you learned your place yet, slave boy? Do you understand now that pleasing her comes first, before anything? Before you should even think of your own greedy desires?”

“Yes,” I croaked, knowing that there was no other answer a woman like her was going to accept. My position was clear, and this amazing game depended on them, especially Andrea, being in charge, and me doing as I was told. And I was more than okay with that. I was absolutely thrilled by it, delighted at the thought of submitting to these women without understanding why. All I knew was that there was something indescribably sexy about giving up control, about letting them use me, and no part of me wanted it to stop.

“Good,” Andrea smirked, beaming down at me now, her power and her control seemingly complete. “Maybe you are trainable. After all, there’s nothing worse than a man who won’t follow orders.”

Truthfully, it seemed like she meant it. Part of the game we were playing, I knew, but maybe more than that, too. Andrea, after all, was not like any woman I had ever met. She was proving that by the minute. And my brain was racing to keep up, clouded as it was by undeniable lust, by a desire so pure that it took my breath away.

“Thank your girlfriend for the privilege of being allowed to eat her beautiful pussy.”

Andrea tugged on my hair as she spoke, as if the pain was supposed to encourage me. But it wasn’t like I was going to do anything else. I wasn’t going to defy her in any way. I was burning up with lust, my brain too clouded with the possibilities of pleasure to do anything except what she told me.

“Thank you, Lisa.”

Lisa’s eyes shone as she pushed herself up on the bed. She was still wearing her party dress, and it fell down around her thighs as she looked at me. The expression on her face conveyed all the surprise, or the disbelief, that I was feeling too, the inability to process what was happening combined with a complete lack of desire to make it stop. It was too much fun. She felt that, just like I did. And as I stared up at her, still kneeling on the floor at her feet, it was like I could see her confidence growing. All that self-doubt and self-consciousness that had been such a wedge between us seemed to be sliding away, thanks to Andrea’s unconventional method of building Lisa’s confidence.

“Good boy,” Lisa said teasingly, and Andrea chuckled. She seemed to be picking up on Andrea’s own dominant tendencies. She didn’t say it with anything like the other woman’s confidence, but that didn’t seem to matter. It still sent a jolt of arousal through me, still made me feel at the same time humiliated and turned on. Such a strange new feeling for me, but one I somehow couldn’t get enough of. No matter how crazy it might be, there was something so hot about submitting to her, as well as to our sexy neighbour.

Andrea pulled on my hair, and I read her signal loud and clear. I stood up, my cock bobbing and swaying with my movements, and Lisa grinned as she took in the sight of me standing in front of her, completely helpless, completely overcome by lust. Completely dependent on these women for the pleasure I craved so desperately, so that it felt like an absolute need in my body, as essential as the oxygen I breathed in a room that now smelled like passion and release.

“The only question is, what do we do with him now?”

“I have a few ideas.”

That was Lisa again, emboldened by the pleasure I had given her. She reached up for my arm, wrapping her hand around my forearm as she pulled me toward her. At the same time, Andrea let go of her grip on my hair, seeming content to stand back and watch again as Lisa pulled me toward her.

Lisa rose up on the bed, shuffling backward to make space. Her high heels caught in the sheet, but she barely seemed to notice, and following her lead, I climbed onto the mattress with her, my excitement growing all the time. Once we were both kneeling on the mattress, facing each other, Lisa reached down and took hold of my cock. I groaned as she stroked it, her knowing my body and its responses just as well as I knew hers. In the state of arousal I was in, it didn’t take much to get me trembling with desire, moaning and groaning in desperate anticipation, hoping above all that my patience and my service were about to be rewarded.

Lisa grabbed hold of her dress and pulled it off over her head. Just like before, she kept her eyes firmly on me, as if she wanted to pretend that Andrea wasn’t in the room with us. And just like before, I didn’t mind a bit, as long as it got me what I wanted. Underneath, she was wearing only her bra, and my eyes traveled over her body just like she had to expect they would, taking in the magnificent sight in front of me, enraptured by her beauty more than ever now that she was exposed like this in front of me. I wanted her so badly, and I couldn’t help leaning toward her, trying to kiss her with lips that craved the touch of her body, the silk of her skin, every possibility for pleasure her incredible curves suggested to my fevered mind. She was the same old Lisa, the same woman I had been with for a long time now, the same woman who had recently made me feel as if the passion had waned between us, as if there might be no way back from where we were to where we wanted to be. But now, it felt like I was practically obsessed with her.

Tossing her dress carelessly aside, she wrapped her hand around my cock again. Again, I groaned and moaned, driven half-mad by the blissful sensations she was giving me, the thrill of being touched like that. Her hand moved up and down my shaft, seeming to strike sparks of excitement everywhere it touched, while I kept moaning and groaning, desperate for relief. Now the air in the room seemed even tighter than ever, even closer, my heartbeat echoing in my ears as I stared at the woman in front of me, almost forgetting, at least for a moment, about the other one watching.

Releasing her grip on my manhood, Lisa placed both hands on my shoulders instead. With a playful shove, she pushed me away from her, pushing me inevitably down onto the mattress. Of course, I didn’t put up anything even close to a struggle. Instead, I just let her do whatever she wanted, let her take complete control of me and my body, let her do whatever she wanted to do. And what she had me pinned down on the mattress, Lisa smiled down at me. There was no questioning her control, her power, her authority. There was no arguing with a woman like her when she got in this kind of mood.

She straddled me. Her confidence now was beyond belief. Fully convinced now of the rightness of what she was doing, Lisa climbed on top of me right there in Andrea’s bedroom, with Andrea watching everything. She took my cock in her hand again, sending those bolts of wild pleasure racing through me. And then, spreading her legs wider, she lowered her pussy down onto me, both of us groaning with excitement as I slid so easily into her, both of us gasping with the ecstasy of it, the rush of doing something so wild and naughty in front of an audience, in front of a woman we barely even knew. It was indescribable and irresistible, undeniably one of the most intense sexual experiences of my life so far, and as Lisa lowered herself down on top of me, inch by inch, I felt like I was sliding slowly into heaven.

Apparently, Lisa felt the same way. Because she gave voice to her pleasure in a long ecstatic cry that rivaled those I had drawn out of her when I ate her out earlier. She had never made noises like this, not in all the hundreds of times we had had sex before. Then again, neither had I. It felt like I had never been so excited, so on fire with lust, and the intensity of it made me tremble and gasp, along with the undeniable physical pleasure she was giving me.

We moaned and trembled together as she fucked me. We gasped and convulsed. It was beyond anything I had experienced before, sex enhanced and intensified to a level I never knew existed, and it made me gasp and groan with absolute delight, with pure joy at what I was experiencing. My whole body trembled with unstoppable desire, on fire with desire I had no name for, that nothing in my life up to that point could possibly have prepared me for. It made me feel halfway insane, the power and thrill of it all transporting me to what felt like a whole new realm of existence.

And soon, Lisa was riding up and down on top of me like a woman possessed. There was no question now that she was holding nothing back. There was no doubting the way this was making her feel. I had already given her a powerful orgasm, but my greedy girlfriend wanted more, and I was absolutely desperate to give her that, too. Why not? For opening up like she had, for giving me the kind of pleasure she had done, I felt like she deserved it.

So even though the most intense feelings of pleasure were coursing through my body, I did my best to deny them. To hold back until I could be sure that Lisa had what she wanted. And soon, that moment came. With a wild cry of pure passion, she exploded in orgasm, more of her hot juices pouring out of her body to anoint me with the proof of her pleasure.

Again, I felt her pussy spasm around me, and now, I let myself go. I exploded, the power of my release tearing a long, shuddering cry out of me, my passion every bit as wild and explosive as hers, my sheer physical joy no less than what she was experiencing. And we shared that incredible feeling, moaning together in the wildest release imaginable, both of us, I knew, feeling like we had never once in our lives experienced sex as powerful and pure and delicious as this.

While orgasm washed over us in powerful waves, Lisa stopped bouncing on top of me. Her eyes glowed with pleasure as she gazed down at me, her mouth open as if she couldn’t fully believe what we had just shared. I certainly couldn’t. I could hardly even try to wrap my head around it, could hardly believe that that was my girlfriend sitting on top of me and not some kind of wild sex goddess. And we smiled at one another, needing no words to communicate what was in both our hearts. The absolute, inarguable thrill of what we had done, the pleasure neither of us could quite believe animating us both, making us feel alive in a way that maybe, we never really had before.

Slowly, her limbs now heavy with pleasure, Lisa climbed off me. With a heavy sigh, she sat on the bed beside me, and I stared at her in astonishment. I stared at Andrea too, seeing the other woman’s smiling face looking us over, taking in the sight of us so wrapped up in pleasure, so overcome by what she had done to us. What she had made us do.

“You two put on quite a show once you get going,” she said with a devilish smile. “I knew you had it in you. And now, next time I hear the sound of you guys coming through the wall, I’ll be able to picture exactly what’s going on.”

Lisa blushed. The time for blushing was long gone, as far as I could see, but the other woman’s words still had a powerful effect on her. And on me, too. Because I couldn’t believe we had done this, that Lisa had go along with this wild and crazy plan. But here we were, and nothing was ever going to be the same again.


Without Her

“I can’t believe we did that.”

It was maybe the fourth or fifth time Lisa had said exactly that to me. But she couldn’t get over what had happened, and I was hardly surprised. As far as I could see, there was no getting over it. No way to pretend that what had happened hadn’t happened, and no way to pretend it hadn’t changed absolutely everything for us.

The trouble was, we still didn’t know exactly how. We still didn’t know how things might be different in our relationship after playing with Andrea the way we had. All we knew was that neither of us were ever going to forget the things she had us do, or the way it made us feel.

“I know,” I murmured. Hardly the first time I had said that, either. But it felt like there wasn’t really anything else to say. We both knew what had happened. We both knew how far we had gone. Neither of us was ever going to forget it.

And truthfully, every time I thought about it, it was with a fresh wave of surprise and disbelief. I couldn’t believe that Lisa had gone along with it, when she was normally so shy, so inhibited, so self-conscious. And I couldn’t believe I had enjoyed it as much as I had. There’s nothing wrong with a little bit of kinkiness, of course. I’ve always believed that. But I guess I never realized my own desires, in a way. Or just how much I was willing to go along with. Andrea had shown us something completely new, something totally unexpected. I always thought I knew my girlfriend pretty well, and that she knew me. But what our sexy next-door neighbour had revealed was that we barely knew ourselves.

We had talked about it. After our sex at Andrea’s place, after the most powerful orgasm of both our lives, we had gone home. Andrea hadn’t joined in, only partially to my disappointment. Yes, I sensed that I had been closer to having a three-way than at any other point in my life, and I didn’t want to let that opportunity slip away. But at the same time, I was also aware that I had already had my fill. I felt absolutely drained from the pure passion and excitement of what we had done together, and it felt like enough was enough.

Lisa seemed to feel the same way, and in her own way, maybe even Andrea did. Certainly, when we made our move to leave, she didn’t try to convince us to stay. She let us go, still with that wild smile on her face, that look of satisfaction that suggested she felt she had done a good day’s work with us. I guess she had, if her goal was to introduce us to games we had never imagined playing, to show us a whole other side of sexuality we had never thought was for us.

And that left us with the aftermath to deal with.

The next day, we talked about it. We talked about what happened, what we had done. But ultimately, there wasn’t all that much to say. What had happened had happened. Both of us had enjoyed every minute of it. There was no way to deny that, even if we had wanted to. No way to pretend that things were any other way than the way they were, with both of us struggling to understand these dark delights, struggling to come to terms with these new elements of each other, and of ourselves.

But one thing had soon become clear in our discussions. Neither of us regretted anything we had done. As wild and crazy as it might be, we both knew that we had had the time of our lives. That nothing we had done together, no matter how exciting it might have seemed at the time, bore any comparison with that night at Andrea’s place.

We both knew we wanted more.

Still, it was hard to admit that, even to her, I had enjoyed the kinkiness as much as I had. It felt emasculating to admit the thrill I had felt in giving up control, in letting go, in letting a woman I didn’t know call the shots. Every time we try to talk about it, it felt like there was some barrier in the way, some truth I didn’t want to admit, afraid of what it might say about me. Even though she already knew the truth, that there was no possible way she couldn’t.

This time, though, Lisa seemed to want to say more. She turned me on the sofa in our apartment, where we sat watching TV. Truthfully, Andrea’s arrival had changed everything. I couldn’t stop thinking about what lay on the other side of that wall, the woman who had changed everything with her open-mindedness, her kinky ideas, her crazy confidence. Even in our own home, now, things felt different because of Andrea, as if she was a shadow behind every unspoken word.

“It’s like… I don’t know. That was amazing.”

“I know.”

So far, we were treading familiar ground. Lisa paused, and I could see that she was wrestling with the same thing she had been wrestling for a full day now, ever since that unbelievable experience at Andrea’s place.

“I think I want to do it again.”

I did my best not to react. I didn’t want to seem too enthusiastic. But inside, my heart was racing with excitement, my whole body seeming to throb with the promise of pleasure. There had never been any doubt in my mind. Ever since that first wild experience, I knew I wanted more. More of Andrea, yes, but more of Lisa, too. That side of my girlfriend that I had never expected or anticipated, that made her so much sexier to me than she had ever been before. For me, what had happened might be strange and barely believable, but in one sense, it wasn’t complicated. It had been the biggest thrill of my life, and I wanted more of it.

“Okay.”

Shy as she was, a smile passed across Lisa’s face as I spoke.

“Only if you’re sure,” she said, gently mocking me. She could see right through me. And I smiled too, in acknowledgement of what I didn’t want to admit but couldn’t deny. Being bossed around by her and by Andrea had been unbelievably exciting. I struggled to find it in myself to ask for more of the same treatment, but now, it seemed like Lisa was offering it to me.

“It was hot.”

Smiling, Lisa leaned toward me on the sofa, pressing her head against my shoulder.

“It was, wasn’t it? It was so naughty and so wild, but so much fun, too. Bossing you around, making you serve. God, it’s getting me going just thinking about it.”

“Oh yeah?”

I placed my hand on her thigh, feeling the warmth of her skin through the jeans she wore. And her hand strayed over my chest, rubbing against me, getting that excitement flowing through me again.

“Yeah,” she said with a smile. “I think I could handle being your dominatrix, at least some of the time.”

“Can’t say I ever really imagined you swinging a whip around.”

Lisa laughed.

“Yeah, I don’t know about that,” she said. “I mean more like the way that Andrea does it. I mean, she didn’t whip you. She didn’t scream and yell or anything like that. She just ordered you to do what she wanted. And you let her.”

“So did you,” I pointed out. “Besides, it’s not like I had much choice in the matter.”

“Maybe not, once the handcuffs went on,” she grinned. “But before that, even. I mean, you let her do it. You let her tie you up in the first place.”

That was undeniably true. Lisa was right that I hadn’t put up any kind of resistance, not from the first moment the crazy, kinky game had begun. I never wanted to. From the very start, it seemed obvious to me that we were heading for something unbelievably exciting, something new and thrilling and completely different from anything I had experienced before. Maybe I was just more open-minded than Lisa was, but part of me had been ready for this craziness from the very moment it began. Or maybe it was just Andrea. The way she looked and the way she behaved combining to make it feel like I couldn’t say no, like I would be stupid to even try and resist. Maybe she could talk me into anything. Maybe that was true of any man she encountered. Certainly, from the hints we had had about her adventurous sex life, that definitely seemed to be the case.

“Like I said, it was hot.”

“Yeah. It was.”

Lisa’s hand was drifting down my chest now, over my stomach, and I knew exactly where this was heading. I welcomed it. As she reached for my cock, pressing her hand against my manhood through the fabric of my clothes, I was already halfway hard, and rising fast. Excitement was taking over me, sweeping me away, making the outrageous seem deeply desirable. She pressed her hand harder against my growing shaft, and I felt increasingly breathless, my heart pounding wildly in my chest as pleasure grew.

I wrapped my arms around her. I pulled her closer to me, one hand around her shoulders, the other already reaching for her breasts. She smiled as I held them, sliding my hand up and down her shirt, feeling the warmth of her body as my fingers slid over the bra she was wearing.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom.”

She knew she would get no argument from me.

She stood, and I got up and followed her. In our small apartment, it was only a few steps from the living room around the corner to the bedroom, and already as she approached the bed, she was pulling off her shirt and dropping it to the floor. Like there was no time to waste. But as I stood in front of her, wrapping my arms around her again, squeezing that plump ass and pulling her hips against my erection, she placed her hands on my chest and pushed me away. There was a gleam in her eyes that excited me, a slight smirk on her face that spoke of some wicked idea that gripped her, and given what we had just been talking about, the reminiscences we had been sharing, I had a feeling I could guess where her mind was going.

“Not yet,” she said. “Take off your clothes for me first.”

“Bossy,” I smiled, already pulling off my shirt.

“That’s right. You know you love it.”

I did. Lisa stood there in her jeans and her bra, her beautiful young body pulling at every nerve in my body, and I couldn’t get my clothes off fast enough. I practically jumped out of them, dropping them in a pile on the floor and kicking them aside to stand completely naked in front of her. By now, my cock was fully hard, standing out proud in front of me as if pointing at her, the object of my desire. Her smile widened as her eyes flickered down toward it, taking it in like the tribute to her beauty and sex appeal that it was. And I felt a little awkward, standing there like that, but I knew that was partly the point. I was supposed to feel that feeling of inadequacy as I waited for her decide what she wanted to do with me.

“Are you going to be a good boy and do what I tell you?”

She was saying all the right things, things practically designed to get desire burning inside me, to keep my cock throbbing hard. But the comparison with Andrea was unavoidable, and it didn’t exactly help Lisa out. She was trying, I could see that. But talking this way was an effort for her in a way it wasn’t for the other woman. A new skill she was trying to learn, a kind of act or imitation. It didn’t come naturally to her, and I knew that was hardly her fault. Everyone has to start somewhere. Still, because of that, I couldn’t keep myself from pushing back at least a little.

“Depends. Are you going to make me?”

Lisa blinked for a moment. Probably she hadn’t expected this. Why would she? I had just confirmed that this was what I wanted, and now I was making things difficult. I didn’t even know why myself. She was right that this turned me on, that it gave me a pleasure unlike any I had known, so why would I resist? I didn’t know the answer to that. Maybe it was just pride, or ego, something I was trying to hold on to despite knowing I was better off without.

“Yes, if I have to,” she said.

The right words, but far from convincing. I didn’t buy it, even if I knew that I should, that it was in my interests to go along with it. She wasn’t the natural domme that Andrea was, and I knew it wasn’t reasonable to expect her to be. But nothing about what we were doing was in any way reasonable.

She stepped forward. As she moved past me, she trailed her fingertips over my chest, letting them sink down my stomach, reaching toward my cock and brushing against it lightly. At the same time, I reached out toward her, tempted to grab her, throw her down on the bed, show her that really, she had no power over me. But she moved away, and I didn’t pursue. I was torn between my desire for exactly this kinky game and my desire to have her the way I wanted. It didn’t feel the same as it had with Andrea, not nearly. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t exciting.

She went to the closet. I turned to watch over my shoulder as she came back, holding a scarf in her hands. I knew what she had in mind, and I smiled at the thought. She smiled too, still trying to project that confidence she didn’t really feel, still trying to act like a different woman. Like Andrea. It wasn’t working. Again, I thought of saying no. Of resisting her, of showing her she didn’t have the power over me she thought she did. Even though I knew I was being stupid, knew I was throwing away a good thing.

“Give me your hands.”

Her voice was soft as she stood behind me, her fingers already running over my upper arms. I knew what she wanted, but I didn’t do it. Struggling with myself even more than I was struggling against her, I just stood there, as still as a statue, not fighting what she had in mind, but not making it easy for her either.

Finally, she just reached out and wrapped her hands around my wrists, pulling them behind me and using the scarf to tie them in place.

It took her a while. After all, this was her first time ever tying someone up. And when she was done, I felt like if I struggled enough, I could probably still break free. But I didn’t do that, not yet, anyway. After all, I knew she was trying.

Then she stepped around in front of me, looking me up and down again. The smile was back on her face, her confidence seeming to grow a little now that she had me tied up.

“Now what?”

“Now, get down on your knees.”

“Make me.”

Lisa looked at me in shock again, surprised by my defiance. So was I. Part of me was screaming at myself to stop doing this, to cut her some slack and go along with what I knew we both wanted. Why was I being so difficult? I couldn’t say. It was just a compulsion, something beyond my will and beyond my understanding, something I felt like I couldn’t help, even though I knew it was in no way to my advantage. I wanted her to be dominant, in control, bossy, demanding. But I wanted her to earn it, in some way. To give me no choice but to obey. To absolve me of the responsibility for my own actions and make it, like Andrea had, impossible for me to resist. It wasn’t fair. And at the time, I didn’t put it to myself in these words. It was only looking back on what happened that I realized why I did what I did.

Lisa hesitated, for a moment. Part of me thought she might give up right there and then, her natural prudishness and lack of confidence making it too hard for her to take charge the way she wanted. But to her credit, she persisted. A new idea seemed to take shape in her mind, and she stepped toward me, reaching out to close her hand around my cock again.

“Don’t be difficult,” she said, and as she spoke, I wasn’t sure if that was her new dominant persona speaking, or the woman behind the mask. Maybe both. “Be a good boy. Or else, you don’t get any pussy.”

It was weird even hearing her say that. It wasn’t a word she used often. Dirty talk had never been part of our bedroom activities, neither of us feeling all that comfortable with saying what was on our minds, even in the heat of the moment. But wasn’t this exactly what I had wanted? More passion? More spontaneity? That was what she was offering me, and here I was, shitting all over it.

Mentally, I tried to pull myself together. She looked absolutely beautiful, standing there in front of me, and I wanted her just as badly as I had that unforgettable day at Andrea’s place. I wasn’t sure how serious the threat might be, but there was no denying that she was offering me what I wanted, and that her beauty and my desire for her gave her the leverage she needed. The leverage that dark part of me wanted her to have.

“Okay,” I said, smiling as I spoke to make it seem more like I was going along with something she wanted rather than indulging my own desires.

“Okay, what?”

“I’ll be good.”

“Then get down on your knees.”

I did. I sank to the floor there and then, and Lisa’s smile got wider as she watched me do it. This was more like it, closer to what I wanted from her. She was using my desire against me, and I didn’t know why I found that so exciting, but I didn’t question it.

Besides, she looked good from down there. She looked good from everywhere, of course, but especially now. Standing above me with her breasts swelling inside her bra, her torso on display above the jeans she still wore, the curves of her body evident as she leaned over me. She might not look as sexy as Andrea had in her tight leather pants, but my girlfriend had no problem turning me on.

“That’s better,” she said. “There are benefits to being a good boy.”

She stepped closer to me, her hands already reaching for the front of her pants. She unfastened her belt and pulled down the zipper of her jeans, and there was her pussy, right in front of me. I stared up at her, as if I didn’t know what she was getting at, being obtuse again for no good reason.

Lisa put her hand on the back of my head, pulling my face between her legs.

“Lick,” she ordered.

That was hot. I couldn’t deny that. My cock throbbed at her commanding tone, and even if I knew it was fake, it sounded enough like the real thing to excite me. I leaned forward, tasting her pussy for the first time since we played with Andrea, once again in the submissive position of using my mouth to give her pleasure, and as Lisa sighed above me, I felt those old feelings creeping back. My doubts disappeared, my wilful defiance evaporating as I told myself to enjoy the moment.

Lisa was. That was clear. As my tongue made contact with her sex, as I ran it over the silken folds, she let out a little sigh of pleasure. Of course, that only turned me on more.

As I ate her out, it was like I was in two places at once. Here, enjoying the moment, savoring the taste of her and the little noises of pleasure she made as I continued probing her pussy with my tongue. And also back in Andrea’s place, pleasing my girlfriend while a dominant woman watched, approving of everything she saw, happy to have brought us into her kinky world. My excitement was growing by the minute, just like Lisa’s was, dragging me into that same mindset from before, willing to do whatever I was told by a woman I wanted so badly.

“Good boy,” Lisa said, her voice little more than a whisper now. I could hear the desire that trembled in every syllable, and as I glanced up at her, I could see that she had her eyes closed. She ran her hand over my head, running her fingers through my hair, practically petting me as I ate her out. And that was humiliating, but in exactly that hot, sexy way I wanted it to be.

I slid my tongue into her tight wet hole, feeling it expanding to take me in. Hearing her gasp and sigh with bliss, feeling her body responding to everything I was doing. The heat in the room was increasing by the second, both of us finally abandoning our doubts and getting caught up in it. I realized that if my hands weren’t tied, I’d be reaching for my cock right now. Taking it in my hand and maybe trying to get her to let me have sex with her. But that was the point of the bondage, I knew. So that I couldn’t get what I wanted, so that I had to do what she said. It made my head spin with excitement to revel in my own helplessness, to know that Lisa really was completely in charge.

Her eyes were shining with joy as she finally pushed my head away. She hadn’t cum, not this time. But I didn’t doubt that she was close. I could see it radiating out from every cell of her body, see it in the way her eyes shone as she stood over me, grabbing a fistful of my hair in her hand just the way Andrea had done and making my cock throb as she took control.

“Get on the bed.”

I didn’t hesitate. Rising, I scrambled onto the bed, falling awkwardly on the mattress with my hands tied behind me. As I sat down on the mattress, I saw Lisa pushing down her jeans and her panties completely, stepping out of them and taking off her bra at the same time. Totally naked, she climbed on top of me, pushing me down onto the bed just like she had done at Andrea’s place. And just like that time, she straddled me, guiding my cock inside her to make us both moan as she began to ride me cowgirl style.

It felt amazing. How could it not? And she looked incredible, sitting up there on top of me, taking her pleasure. Controlling the speed, the depth, and the angle, totally in charge. Totally different from the way she used to be, not frigid, exactly, but way too reserved. Now, as she swept her hair back from her face with one hand, holding it behind her head while the other rested on my stomach and her thighs gripped my sides, pulsing rhythmically as she bounced up and down on top of me, she looked as wild and uninhibited as I could possibly want. She looked like a woman I had never even dreamed of her being, a woman of power and confidence, a woman who took what she wanted. Just like I wanted her to be. Just like our new neighbor had turned out to be.

I groaned underneath her, squirming as my pleasure rose, and that turned Lisa on, too. I felt her pussy tighten around me as her shrieks of pleasure filled the bedroom, bouncing back from the walls. Including the wall that was all that separated us from Andrea’s own bedroom, where we had first discovered these quirks and kinks of our own nature.

Lisa came, and the wet explosion of her pussy was all I needed to push me over the edge. I let out a growl of pleasure as I came inside her, my cock exploding and filling her up with the hot flood of my seed while she moaned in passion.

As our shared climax slowly faded, she leaned down and kissed me. I could feel every ounce of her passion in that kiss, every bit of her unmistakable pleasure. And as our lips parted, as she slowly slid off me, I stared at her as if I had never seen anything quite so amazing in all my life.

“Here.”

Placing a hand on my shoulder, she pushed gently, and I knew what she wanted. I rolled over onto my side, and she untied the scarf from around my wrists. I took her in my arms and kissed her again, and we lay like that for a while, naked and satisfied, and together.

With one hand, I brushed her hair back from her face. She smiled as I kissed her again, nuzzling my face against her neck. No complaints. This was just what I had wanted, just what I had complained about never getting from her. Something different. Something exciting.

Still, I couldn’t help but compare.

And clearly, it wasn’t just me. Lisa was still smiling as she ran her hand over my face, gently cupping my cheek.

“Not the same without her, is it?”

She didn’t need to explain who she meant. She could only be talking about Andrea, and I paused for a moment before replying.

“It was still pretty great.”

She smiled again, a puff of air from her nostrils moving over my skin as she laughed, just a little.

“Yeah, it was. But I think if I’m really going to put you in your place, I need Andrea’s help.”

I didn’t disagree.


Back At Their Neighbor’s Place

I could practically see the nervousness radiating off Lisa. And I felt that same nervousness myself, right down in the core of my being. What we had discovered together was something so far outside of what we had ever expected, so at odds with who we thought we were and had always been.

Lisa was right to admit what we could both feel; that our adventure with Andrea had changed the way we felt about sex, even with each other. It was nothing more than the truth. But it was scary, too, because it meant that things were going to change. And change in a way that neither of us could predict and certainly couldn’t control. That was part of the thrill of it, of course. Especially for me. I had never imagined losing control could be so exciting, but I couldn’t deny the way it made me feel. Still, it was enough to make anyone think twice.

The thought of embarking on this new adventure, of doing something so far outside either of our experience, was scary. Bringing someone else into a relationship had the potential to destroy everything we had built together, and even though I never said that directly to Lisa, I knew that she was as aware of that potential as I was.

Of course, if you stake nothing, you win nothing. I was aware of that too. There was nothing intrinsically wrong with the sex we had had together, after our exploration with Andrea. But we both knew it just wasn’t all that great, either. Once you’ve seen the sun, how can you ever then be content with nothing but the moon?

And that was how we found ourselves once again knocking on Andrea’s door.

We didn’t catch her by surprise. She knew we were coming. After that first episode of kinky sex, we had both taken her number, and now we were in the group chat together. Nervously, we had arranged to see her again, and had both been gratified to see that she was more than open to the idea. That just like us, she wanted to play again too.

So we had prepared. For me, admittedly, there wasn’t much to do. I tried to dress as nicely as my limited wardrobe allowed, but I didn’t really feel like it mattered all that much how I looked. It was Lisa and Andrea who were the engines of this, their very different but equally matched beauty the engine behind all of it. Not just for me, because I wanted them both. But certainly for Lisa as well. Like most women, she needed to look sexy in order to feel sexy. And she had done a very competent job of that.

She didn’t let me see her get ready. She just emerged from the bedroom of our apartment fully dressed. But I let her know just how good she looked, let her know exactly the effect she had on me. And even though I knew she was going to need every scrap of her sexual confidence for the night that lay ahead, I didn’t need to exaggerate how I felt.

She was wearing a blue top that closed at the front, held on her shoulders by thin straps that were barely there at all. It was tight enough to show off the shape of her torso, the inward curve of her waist beneath the breasts that stood out under the garment, her cleavage distinctly noticeable and undeniably desirable. Along with the top, she will a simple black skirt, made of some stretchy material that fit tights around her body, clinging to her legs, her hips, her ass, flaunting every curve in a way that could only excite me even more. And along with the skirt, she wore a pair of boots, black, leather, high-heeled, lengthening her legs that had a predictable effect on me.

“You look amazing,” I murmured, and she smiled.

But I could see her nervousness, amazing as she looked. She tugged at her skirt, adjusting it where she stood, sliding her hands over her hips, and I felt a strong urge to do the same. To take that body, so artfully displayed, between my arms and do to her what I almost always wanted to do.

Looking at her now, it seemed ridiculous that I could ever even imagine that sex with such a goddess could be anything less than divine. And really, how spoiled did a guy have to be to want more than her? Lisa was more than enough for any man, a prize I still didn’t fully understand how I had ended up with, and at that particular moment, wanting any more than that just seemed greedy.

At the same time, though, the fact remained that I could have more than that. Our sexy neighbor was waiting just next door, and whatever insane luck had brought us to this point, I knew I couldn’t turn my back on it now just because I was scared. Yes, it all had the potential to go very, very wrong. But at the same time, the potential upside was absolutely enormous. And that was what I tried to focus on as I stared in something close to amazement at my beautiful girlfriend, not understanding how I had managed to be so fortunate but not wasting too much time questioning it, either.

I stood up. Already, my cock was a hard bulge in the front of my pants, swelling toward full erection from the sight of Lisa and the thought of what she was so dressed up for. Because I know, too, that oftentimes, women are more concerned with impressing other women than they are with exciting men. In this particular case, I suspected already, she had amply succeeded at one of those goals. I didn’t doubt that she would do just fine at the other, too.

“Ready?”

She asked me the question, but really, it felt more like she was asking herself. And I was almost as unsure of my own answer as I was of hers. We both wanted this, of course. We wouldn’t have been doing it otherwise. Still, if one or the other of us had decided to back out, I wondered what the other one would say. If she lost her nerve now and said she couldn’t go through with it, I would have to respect her decision. But how would it feel inside? Would I be disappointed, relieved, or some combination of both?

In the end, I never found out. Because nervous as she was, Lisa didn’t back out. She stood there looking at me, looking as sexy as she ever had, her brown eyes glowing with excitement and doubt as they looked into mine, seeing, I knew, the same emotions displayed on my face. But deep down, no matter what fears and doubts we might have, neither of us was willing to let this opportunity slip away.

“Ready,” I said, taking a deep breath in the hope that it might steady my nerves. She smiled faintly as she looked at me, and I put one hand on the small of her back, sliding it down over that tight skirt and feeling the firmness of her ass underneath as I kissed her hard.

Then, we left.

It was no distance at all to Andrea’s apartment. Just a few steps down the empty hallway of our apartment building. We didn’t see anyone else during that short journey, and I was glad of that, without being able to say why. Lisa might be dressed provocatively, but her outfit was hardly indecent. No one seeing us would be able to guess what we were up to. Somehow, though, it felt like they would. As if our kinky desires were written all over our faces, impossible to hide from the world. Luckily, there was no one to see.

The only person who saw us was Andrea. She answered the door soon after we knocked, swinging it wide and letting a broad smile spread across her beautiful face. Somehow, I was never quite ready for her. Even though I knew by now exactly what she looked like, knew just how unmistakably sexy she was. Somehow, I was always at least a little unprepared to see it in the flesh.

She had her usual black-framed glasses on, her long blond hair loose except for a single braid that started at both of her temples and joined the back of her head, falling loosely down over her shoulders with the rest of her hair. Her makeup was careful, designed to make the most of the exquisite features she had been naturally blessed with, making her even more impossibly attractive than she already was. And her outfit was enough to make me groan with desperate desire.

I still remembered the tight black leather pants from last time, of course, the way the smooth shining fabric gripped every inch of her lower body, the way they flaunted every curve. This time, she was wearing a dress, and if it wasn’t leather, it was made of some material just as shiny, just as eye-catching, just as erotic. It fit her like a glove, clinging to the endlessly desirable lines of her body as if it was made just for her, so tight I could see the faint indent of her navel and the negative space between her thighs as she moved. Straps held the dress on her shoulders, the plunging neckline showing off acres of her chest and the bouncing cleavage the dress gave. The tops of the cups of the dress were a close mesh that showed off even more of her amazing boobs, and there were more mesh panels on the sides of the dress, low down on her stomach, close to her hips, offering tantalizing glimpses of the skin below. The dress came down to just above her knees, clinging tightly to her legs, pulling her thighs together in a way that emphasized the incredible hourglass figure, and she had paired it with shiny patent leather stiletto pumps to give her an elegant but undeniably sexy look.

I realized I was staring at her open-mouthed, and quickly pressed my lips together again. But Andrea had already seen. Not that the woman needed an ego boost; her confidence was already almost palpable, seeming to rise from her just as tangibly and just as obviously as nervousness radiated from me and my girlfriend. Still, in the short time I had known Andrea, I knew she wasn’t one to turn down a little bit of adoration. Her smile got just a little bit wider, just a little bit more excited, and already, the sexual tension between the three of us was completely unmissable. It felt strong enough to strip the paint off the walls, strong enough to set off fire alarms, and in some strange way, it felt almost astonishing that the entire building hadn’t noticed, as if they could somehow feel it in the depths of their own apartments, seeping through the walls.

Worried about being caught gawking, I looked over at Lisa, only to see that my girlfriend was every bit as enraptured as I was. And she felt less need to hide it. Her eyes traveled up and down Andrea’s amazing body so beautifully displayed in the tight dress, taking it all in, almost as if she was trying to memorize our neighbor’s look. Far less subtle than I had been, and I had been far from subtle myself.

“Well, hello,” Andrea said in a voice that practically dripped with the promise of sex. “Come in, neighbors.”

She stepped aside, her movements graceful and poised even as the dress and heels she wore made them more difficult. As I watched the way the fabric shone on her body, I thought about the way it emphasized every curve, the way it didn’t seem as if there was a single thing she could say or do or wear that didn’t make her more incredibly sexy, more impossibly arousing. In our apartment, I had thought Lisa almost unbearably sexy, and in her defence, she still was. But Andrea was something else. And even in the depths of my desire and my excitement, I felt a burst of pity for the woman I loved.

After all, I knew that this was exactly what Lisa feared. To be upstaged by a woman who, let’s face it, could upstage just about anyone. A woman who was practically the dictionary definition of beauty, desirability, and sex appeal. A woman who looked like she had been designed by some committee to create the most attractive creature they could. Especially when she was poured into that dress the way she was.

Lisa still couldn’t seem to take her eyes off the other woman as she stepped through the open door into Andrea’s apartment. I followed, my eyes on both women, turning my head from one to the other as I wallowed in my unstoppable lust. Spoiled for choice, spoiled in every way imaginable, not believing my luck even as I enjoyed it, while Andrea closed the door behind us and shut us both into that tiny world of pleasure and bliss.

Lisa’s boots echoed on the wooden floor. So did Andrea’s as she followed us toward the living room. I was surrounded by the two beautiful women, one in front, one behind, and even as my eyes traveled hungrily over Lisa’s body exposed in her revealing outfit, half my mind was on Andrea, the gorgeous goddess just behind me. More than ever now, my cock was throbbing in my pants, the dull beat of pleasure radiating through me as I wondered what came next. Knowing, of course, and I wouldn’t have much say in it. But also, when surrounded by all this beauty, that really didn’t seem so bad.

And then I saw the handcuffs on the coffee table.

It’s not like it surprised me. After what had happened last time, I couldn’t pretend I didn’t know this was coming. I still struggled to admit it to myself, still struggled to acknowledge it, but that didn’t make it any less true. Still, even knowing all that, it was still shocking to see them there. Right there in the middle of an apartment that looked so much like ours, that, apart from the beautiful woman who lived in it, was so ordinary, so pedestrian. The thought of these kinky things going on in such ordinary surroundings was, in its own way, part of the excitement. Because after all, we lived here, among our neighbors, and they would never guess the reality of what our lives have become. I would never have guessed myself until Andrea came along.

“Get naked, slave boy.”

That was Andrea. Always completely comfortable taking control. Always ready to take things to the next level. And a smile that was as worrying as it was beautiful spread across Lisa’s face as she bent over the coffee table and picked up the handcuffs. Turning to me, she let them dangle from one finger, enjoying the feeling of power that had to be flowing through her at that moment. There was no denying that it made her sexier.

I hesitated, but not for long. What else was I there for, if not to give in to their wild whims, to let them take control? This was how they did it. And it was hot, hotter than anything I could imagine. It was, after all, the force that brought us here, the excitement that motivated all three of us. Them in charge, and me struggling to keep up, their confidence growing and making them even more desirable with every command I obeyed.

So there in Andrea’s living room, I took off my clothes. Both women watched, sharing a smile with each other for a moment before turning their attention back to me. Andrea’s dress shone as she crossed her arms under her magnificent boobs, making them rise even more on her chest. Lisa’s hands on her hips emphasized her hourglass figure, the tight skirt growing even tighter as she stood with her feet apart, looking me up and down. Looking at what, until recently, had been hers alone, but she was now more than willing to share with another woman.

I don’t think it was a surprise to anyone when I pulled down my pants and underwear, and my cock sprang out, rock hard and ready in tribute to the two astonishing beauties standing in front of me. But it still got a laugh from both Lisa and Andrea.

And when I was naked, standing over the pile of discarded clothes on the floor at my feet, Lisa stepped forward. She was still holding the handcuffs, and I knew what she was up to, and it was so thrilling to see her take charge, without even needing prompting from Andrea. Even though she had proven herself capable of dominating me in our bedroom, with the other woman watching, it had that edge that we had been missing. That excitement, the thrill. I couldn’t explain why it was different; I just knew that it was. And judging by the glow in her eyes, I suspected that she felt the same way.

Whatever it was that had been missing between us was back now that we were with Andrea again, and the other woman didn’t even need to be doing anything at the moment to add that delicious excitement and kinkiness to the game. All she had to do was be there.

Lisa stood in front of me, gently taking one of my hands in hers. She raised it and placed the steel cuff against my wrist, circling the bracelet around my arm until it clicked into place. Then, still smiling, she stepped around behind me, pulling the cuff along with her and thereby pulling my arm back behind me. It was obvious what she wanted, and as always, I let her do it. I felt the cuff around my other wrist as she locked my hands behind my back, that same incredible feeling of helplessness washing over me, fueling my desire in that mysterious way it always did.

Lisa circled back around me. Her skirt tightened around her legs with every step, and her fingertips trailed over my body, over my side, over my stomach, sinking slowly lower, increasing my anticipation by the second. My attention was fully on her now, even though I hadn’t forgotten beautiful Andrea watching everything. For now, my girlfriend was the centre of my world, the hot heart of all my desires, her control and her growing confidence making her looks even more irresistible, now that there was nothing I could do about it.

Her fingers brushed the base of my cock. It almost leaped in response, throbbing desperately as I let out a shuddering gasp between my teeth. Lisa smiled even more, teasing me with the tips of her fingers as she ran them over my veins, sliding over the shaft, touching my most sensitive spots until I was involuntarily thrusting my hips forward, trying to get more of that touch.

But she knew exactly what she was doing. She knew exactly how to tease me, exactly how much pressure to apply, and how much to leave out. The more I tried to push against her, the more she took her hand away, maintaining that slight, maddening touch, making me feel like I was going to lose my mind with the pleasure and pressure and denial of it all.

Then she stepped away, removing her hand. One boot heel clicked on the floor as she turned toward Andrea.

“He’s desperate for us already.”

“He should be. Too bad for him he’s not going to get what he wants, isn’t it?”

Now was Andrea’s heels I heard clicking on the floor as she stopped across the living room toward me. I turned my head to look at her over my shoulder, watching her breasts bounce in the low-cut neckline of her sexy dress, watching the fabric shine and tighten around her with every step she took, her curvaceous body swaying almost sinuously as she moved toward me, her blue eyes shining behind the lenses of her glasses.

Circling around me, she stood next to Lisa, several inches taller than my girlfriend and, in sky high heels, around my own height. Reaching out, she wrapped her hand around my cock, making me tremble again with repressed desire as she, too, slowly stroked and squeezed. Both women touched me differently, but I couldn’t say that one was more pleasurable than the other. It just felt amazing to be toyed with like that, to be handled like a piece of meat, to feel like I was there only for their amusement, their to do whatever they said.

“Horny boy,” Andrea said, slowly shaking her head as she smiled at me. “Guys are so easy. Look at him. You’d do anything to cum right now, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, and Lisa burst out laughing.

Now, she was shaking her head too, in pure disbelief at what Andrea was revealing. I said the word without thinking, but there was no denying its truth. My cock throbbed and surged in her hand as she gently squeezed it, and I could smell the faint scent of perfume rising off her body, and I longed to bury my face in her magnificent cleavage, to slide my desperate cock between the tight walls of her pussy, feeling almost drunk with lust for both these women, knowing I had no choice but to obey.

“That’s good,” Andrea said, her eyebrows rising over the rims of her glasses as she grinned at me. “That’s a good start. But you’re going to need to prove it. Think you can do that? Think you can be a good boy and do exactly what you’re told?”

“Yes,” I said again. Andrea’s perfect teeth showed between her painted lips as she smiled at me. Never a doubt in her mind. There was something almost wolfish in her smile, beautiful as it was. Because she knew the power she had, and my surrender to her was only demonstrating what she already knew. About me, about men in general, and about the power her beauty gave her.

“Well, we’ll see about that, won’t we? You can start by getting on your knees, where you belong.”

No arguing with her, of course. Besides, I couldn’t argue with what she was saying, really. The proof of my inferiority was right there in the fact that I was already naked and in cuffs, waiting for these women to use me as they saw fit.

So I got down on my knees, the two of them only seeming to grow more beautiful as I looked up at them from a lowly position on the floor, wanting them desperately, knowing that submission was the only chance I had.

“Looks cute down there, doesn’t he?”

“Yeah, he does,” Lisa agreed, never taking her eyes off me as she spoke. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe that is where he belongs.”

“Of course it is. All men belong kneeling at the feet of woman like us. Now, slave, show us you recognize our superiority. Kiss our feet.”

Lisa gasped at Andrea’s words, and I nearly did the same. Of course, this was where the game was always going, following the general pattern of submission and humiliation that had been established on that first meeting. Still, it took me by surprise. And again, as usual, I bristled at her command, part of me rebelling against what she wanted, insisting that I couldn’t give in so easily, couldn’t debase myself like that.

But I had no choice. I was going to have to do what they wanted, not only because it was the only chance I had of pleasure, but also because, with my hands tied behind my back and me completely naked, there was really nothing I could do to stop them. They could do anything to me, and that was the excitement of it all, but I never felt it more keenly than at times like this, when they gave me a command I didn’t particularly want to obey, but felt like I had no choice about.

Andrea’s dress grew even tighter around her legs as she lifted a foot from the floor and placed it on my shoulder. The high heel dug into my skin as she smiled down triumphantly at me, and I couldn’t keep myself staring up her leg, into the darkness under the leather dress she wore, craving that body she was teasing me with.

“Did I stutter?”

“No,” I admitted. No, her instructions were perfectly clear. And I could feel both women watching me, the weight of their expectation on me, their excitement obvious and their cruelty in full flow.

Feeling Lisa watching me, knowing she was never going to forget this, I turned my head toward Andrea’s foot. But as my mouth drew closer, she lifted it away. Her heel clicked back on the floor as she planted her foot down, smoothing her dress over her thighs again.

“No,” she said gently. “Down there, on the floor.”

Lisa laughed again, thoroughly enjoying this spectacle of total humiliation. I felt my cheeks burning with shame as I bent at the waist, leaning down until my face almost almost touched the floor. There were Andrea’s feet right in front of me, the patent leather of her high heel pumps gleaming in the light just like her sexy curves shone under her clinging dress, and humiliated or not, I was breathless with desire, knowing what I had to do.

I heard another gasp, probably from Lisa, as I pressed my lips against the skin of Andrea’s foot displayed by her sexy shoes. I kissed her foot, feeling like an abject loser, and felt her shifting her weight slightly, the bones and tendons moving under the skin.

“And the other one,” she said, still in that same low voice, giving her orders as if it never occurred to her that I might disobey. The worst part was, she was right about that. I didn’t have it in me to fight her or Lisa.

So I moved my face to her other foot, kissing that too, groveling on the floor before this vision of dominant beauty standing above me, my lowly position only making me want her more. And Andrea seemed to know it as she stood above me, her body tightly wrapped in her shining dress, her hands on her hips now, a look of smug cruelty on her beautiful face.

“That’s better,” she said, her voice a low growl now, almost as if she was talking only to herself. “That’s right where a loser like you belongs.”
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