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She Makes His Girlfriend Her Toy

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get in the cage, pet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Andrea.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So that was what I did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Lisa’s New Role

Andrea reached up toward her face and took her glasses off. She was still smiling at me as she folded them and moved across the bed to set them down on the bedside table. Again, everything she did was composed, controlled, her movements calm and slow, knowing she had the attention of both of us. Knowing she had all the time in the world.

Once she had put her glasses down, she crawled back toward Lisa. But still, it was me she was looking at. The look of pleasure shining in her eyes left me in no doubt about how much she was enjoying this, how much it turned her on to have me watching from my humiliating position in the cage on the floor. This woman, with her insatiable appetite for power, was once again getting exactly what she wanted. She never seemed to get tired of it. Never seemed to get enough. Everything we did together was, in a way, another expression of her beauty and the power it gave her, and she seemed practically addicted to having her ego stroked in this way.

Just like I was starting to seem addicted to being humiliated. And my girlfriend, once so reserved and inhibited, was starting to seem absolutely addicted to sex.

As she positioned herself between Lisa’s spread legs, Andrea finally turned her attention away from me and to my girlfriend. She lowered her face down between Lisa’s thighs, and now I couldn’t see her expression anymore, but it didn’t matter. I knew exactly what she was doing as Lisa let out a soft moan of pleasure, as a faint wet sound echoed in the bedroom. Lisa was getting her pussy eaten by another woman, and it was about the sexiest thing I could, sending shockwaves of wild desire racing through me.

My cock was rock hard, of course, aching for a release I knew wasn’t coming, at least not yet. I had to fight hard against the urge to touch myself. But I remembered what Andrea had said, and the power she had to punish me for displeasing her. As busy as she seemed to be with Lisa now, I knew better than to rely too much on that. At any moment, one or the other of them might look in my direction, and if they saw me jerking off, I knew I would be in big trouble.

In fact, I didn’t even need to break their unfair and arbitrary rules to find myself in exactly the kind of trouble I was hoping to avoid. As Lisa’s moans of passion filled the air, as the wet sound of Andrea’s tongue moving over my girlfriend’s sensitive sex filled the bedroom more and more, my body stiffened all by itself, completely out of my control, and for a split second only, I didn’t know what was happening.

Then I remembered, as the hot sharp pain spread out from my tormented balls. Andrea had found the remote control wherever it lay on the bed and used it to deliver another painful shock. Not because I had done anything wrong. Not because I had displeased her, but simply because she could. Because it was another demonstration of her power and control, her ability to make me suffer for her amusement. It was so unbelievably sexy, it made me breathless just to think about it. It was so wild and outrageous, what we were doing, so far outside the normal lines of reasonable conduct. That, I was starting to think, was part of why it turned me on as much as it did.

The sharp jolt of electricity vanished as abruptly as it had begun. But it left me trembling and gasping in the cage, my body shaking as much with the thought of what was happening as with the physical effects of the shock device. Over on the bed, Andrea laughed, the sound of her voice only partially muffled by having her mouth pressed against Lisa’s trembling sex. And Lisa moaned, longer and louder than before, finally getting what she wanted, what she had begged for.

It was what Andrea was doing to her, I knew. The wild pleasure our sexy neighbor was giving her with her mouth. But at the same time, I was very conscious of the possibility that my pain was part of my girlfriend’s pleasure. Lisa, who had never been any kind of sadist, was turning out to have a real taste for my suffering. Especially, I was learning, when it came like this. When my suffering came from wanting her badly and not being able to have her, when my own desire was the engine of torment.

I suppose it was her equivalent of the pleasure Andrea took in being wanted. Lisa knew the biggest part of my suffering came from wanting her so badly, and that seemed to make her feel so sexy, so gorgeous, that it couldn’t help but fuel her own excitement.

Of course, Andrea was more than doing her part there, too.

Her head moved up and down between Lisa’s legs in a rhythmic pattern to as she continued to lick. Lisa’s moans and cries of passion were getting louder and more urgent all the time, but along with them, I could hear the softer sounds that Andrea was making too. She was eating my girlfriend’s pussy like it was the most delicious thing in the world, like she had never wanted anything more than this. And I moaned and groaned too, though for very different reasons, locked up in a cage and forced to witness the wildest and most beautiful sexual spectacle I could imagine. And just as the girls wanted, all I could do was imagine. To kneel and watch and imagine how good they both felt, how fantastic it must feel to finally give in to the tension that had been building between us for a long time now. They wanted me to feel that frustration like a knife in my heart, that twisted enhancement of their own pleasure, and I did. I felt every ounce of the pain and suffering they were trying to inflict, that they took so much pleasure in subjecting me to. It was impossible not to. I couldn’t feel any other way about what was happening.

Of course, that wasn’t the only type of pain they were inflicting.

Every time Lisa let out a particularly loud or desperate moan, Andrea didn’t miss the opportunity to deliver another sharp electric shock to my aching balls. As if she wanted to punish me for the pleasure she was giving my girlfriend. As if having to watch and listen and not be involved in any other way wasn’t punishment enough. I gasped and groaned, squirming in the cage as if I could somehow find relief from the combination of physical and psychological torture they were putting me through. But I knew that was impossible. There was no way out except to do what they wanted, to enjoy this as best as I could and hope that in the end, my suffering, along with their own cruel and selfish pleasure, would make them happy enough that they would give me what I wanted.

A dangerous spot to be in. No doubt about that. But as I had observed before, the danger was also part of the thrill. Losing control like this, to these two wild women, was more exciting than anything I could imagine. It drove me crazy with frustrated desire, tormented me with a deep sense of inadequacy and helplessness, but it made me hard like nothing else ever had. And even as the shock device buzzed again and again, sending more jolts of pain through my body and making me howl while Lisa screamed in delight, I had to fight desperately to resist the urge to pleasure myself.

Their sex went on a long time. Of course, in the position I was in, watching helplessly from the cage beside the bed, minutes had a way of seeming like hours. Still, these women were in no rush. They really did have all the time in the world. And there seemed to be no limits to their pleasure. Andrea was hungry for Lisa, and seemed content to stay with her face buried between my girlfriend’s legs all night. Happy to focus only on giving pleasure, knowing, I suppose, that she could switch to receiving it anytime she felt like.

Meanwhile, Lisa was practically in another world. Squirming and gasping on the bed, writhing in a desperate overflow of pleasure, seeming to lose herself completely, as if Andrea was driving her completely insane. Maybe she was. She had that power. I knew that better than anyone. Even if Lisa had wanted to try, I doubted she could have gotten me into a position even close to this by herself. Neither of us were bold enough for this. We needed Andrea, with her cool confidence, her sexual openness, her greed for pleasure. Maybe only she, or a woman like her, could have convinced us to do this. And in all my life, I wasn’t the least bit sure that I had ever met any other women like her.

Andrea knew she could take as long as she wanted. And so she did. She took Lisa right to the brink of orgasm, and then over it, shocking me again and again so that I howled in pain while a shattering climax tore through my girlfriend’s lovely body right in front of me. But she didn’t stop there.

Andrea backed off, letting Lisa experience the powerful physiological effects of what the other woman had done to her. But she stayed where she was, still lying down between my girlfriend’s shaking thighs. She kept her head down, except from time to time, when she lifted it to look over at me in my cage with a smile. Often, those teasing glances were accompanied by another shock, and usually a burst of laughter from her too, this wicked woman delighted by her own cruelty.

But then, steadily, she went back to licking Lisa. Starting off gently, almost lovingly. As Lisa gasped, she stretched out her hand toward Andrea’s bowed head, and for a moment, I thought she was going to stop her. To push the other woman away, as if the sensations were just too intense for her to stand, and she needed a break.

But she didn’t. Somehow, my girlfriend, who had traditionally seemed to see receiving oral sex almost with indifference, was now greedy for more of it. She seemed to almost melt back into the bed as Andrea carried on licking, slowly picking up the pace, slowly increasing the pressure. Playing Lisa’s body like an instrument while I watched in pure disbelief, almost with a sense of wonder at what I was seeing.

Lisa’s gasps and cries of pleasure kept coming, and so did my moans of pain. Busy as she was eating Lisa out, she kept the remote control in her hand, delivering shocks at random intervals, so that I could never predict when I might get one next.

I could never prepare for it. All I could do was endure it as best I could, knowing it was the price I paid to be with women like them. Part of the price, anyway. Because I knew all too well that these women, Andrea especially, had far more ways to make me suffer than just that.

Breathless, squirming and writhing in pain whenever Andrea shocked me, I watched her lick Lisa to another orgasm. If anything, it was even more powerful than the last one, her voice cracking as she screamed in pleasure, the bed shaking underneath her with her wild movements as pleasure overtook her.

As Andrea lifted her head from between Lisa’s shaking legs, even she seemed breathless. She looked over at me, a smile on her face that was wet with the juices of Lisa’s pleasure, and I winced and braced myself as she lifted the remote control again. The shock from the device tore through me, even more powerfully this time as Andrea tried out another setting.

“Please,” I begged, my voice vibrating with the pain and disgrace of what she was putting me through. But just like always, Andrea only laughed. My pain was what it always was, a source of pure pleasure for her, and that sadistic streak in her was almost as arousing as her beautiful looks, as her seemingly unshakable self-confidence.

“You’ve never made your girlfriend cum that hard, have you?”

There was, I knew, only one acceptable answer to that question. Only one thing Andrea wanted to hear. Whatever humiliated and disgraced me the most, that was what I needed to say. By now, I knew the rules.

But as humiliating as it was to give in like that, to be so helpless and afraid of this beautiful woman that I would do whatever she said, it was possibly even more humiliating to know that she was right.

She was just guessing, of course. She didn’t know our sex life like I did. And I didn’t imagine I had ever made Lisa dissolve in pleasure like that. Truthfully, she would never have even let me go down on her for that long. But even if I had all day, all week, I didn’t think for a moment that I could do that to her.

Maybe no one could, except Andrea. Or maybe it was better to tell myself that hard to admit the alternative. That maybe, as hard as I tried, I just wasn’t that good in bed. That maybe, my gorgeous girlfriend could do better when it came to sexual partners. Clearly, Andrea herself was powerful proof of that. And she was amazing, a unique specimen, to say the least. It was easier to live with that idea, tormenting as it was, than to think that maybe, I had done Lisa an injustice by being with her. That maybe, there was a whole world of pleasure out there denied to her because of me.

“No,” I said, and Andrea laughed, satisfied with my surrender.

Lisa laughed too. I could still hear the echoes of pleasure in her voice, her soft laugh as much of a sigh of pleasure as it was anything else. Lying there on the bed, temporarily exhausted by pleasure, she turned her head to look at me, her dark eyes glowing with unmistakable satisfaction. The flush in her cheeks was there to tell me what I already knew all too painfully, that she was basking in the afterglow of pleasure at a level that she might never have experienced in her life. Certainly, she wasn’t getting it from me.

As she looked at me from the altar of pleasure the bed had become, I found myself wondering if there was any trace of pity in her eyes. Any sympathy at all for me and the predicament I was in. Maybe there was, a little. Or maybe I was just imagining it. But what there was, without any doubt, radiating in every part of her beautiful face, was satisfaction.

Not just of the physical, sexual kind, although there was plenty of that too. But looking at her through the bars of the cage, I felt like I could see a deeper, more profound satisfaction that, in its own way, made me even more afraid. As if I was witnessing her selfish satisfaction with this new way of life, her determination that we would never again go back to the way things were.

I didn’t want that either. But it scared me too. At times like this, after going further than we had before down this dark and humiliating road, there was that part of me that always wondered if I had made a calamitous mistake.

“No. Of course you haven’t. The poor girl’s been dying for someone to make her cum properly, even if she didn’t realize it. Well, it’s lucky you found me then. She doesn’t have to put up with mediocre sex from a loser like you anymore.”

Lisa giggled again, and I cringed. I knew that the words were meant to hurt. All part of the dominant act. But after what I had just seen, it was basically impossible not to believe them, at least a little. I was haunted by the thought that no one would want to have sex with me if sex with Andrea was ever an option. That felt like a conclusion it was impossible to escape, impossible to argue with.

Happy with my humiliation, Andrea turned back to Lisa. She smiled down at her, tracing one hand over one of Lisa’s shaking legs, and she smiled up at Andrea, too, a beautiful smile of admiration and appreciation and excitement for what this woman had done to her.

It made my heart contract to see her like that. It felt like I had been replaced in Lisa’s bed by Andrea, but what scared me even more with the idea that I might be replaced in her heart, too. And there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. These women were going to do whatever they felt like, whatever seemed like fun to them, and I was going to watch it, and that was that. That was just how things worked now.

“Such a naughty little bi girl,” Andrea said as she looked at Lisa, almost singing the words. “You loved having me eat that wet little pussy, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” Lisa said, still a little breathless from everything that had happened, and maybe from what was continuing to happen, too.

“I knew you would,” Andrea smirked. “Sometimes, that’s all a girl like you needs. The right person to show her what she really is.”

It was like her words were weaving a spell over Lisa. Though of course, I knew she had already done that with the intense pleasure Andrea had made her feel. Lisa stared up at the other woman as if unable to believe what she was seeing, as if there was no sight she would rather look at in that moment. Again, regardless of the jealousy it made me feel, I couldn’t exactly blame her for that. I felt like I could look at Andrea all day too, even though all it did was torment me more, making me want more of what these women had decided I couldn’t have.

Still smiling, Andrea bent down over Lisa, pressing her body against hers. As she moved her mouth, Lisa seemed initially doubtful, hesitating for a moment, but not pulling away. And Andrea kissed her, pressing their shining lips against Lisa’s, and I remembered how Lisa never used to like that. She never used to let me do that. In fact, it was part of why she was often reluctant to have me go down on her in the first place. It meant no more kissing.

But once again, I was reminded that the normal rules didn’t apply to Andrea. That she could do whatever she wanted with Lisa, and my girlfriend would do nothing to stop her. In fact, it seemed as if there was almost nothing Lisa couldn’t learn to enjoy, as long as it was Andrea who was introducing her to it. After a moment, I heard those little noises of pleasure rising from Lisa’s throat, watched her wrapping her arms around Andrea’s shoulders, kissing the other woman back, matching her intensity and her passion as she lost herself in the moment, and sexual pleasure eclipsed every other concern.

From the cage, I watched them make out. I watched them excite each other all over again, watched their hands moving to the song of pleasure and desire the two of them were creating together, seeming never to end. And as long as they had me as an audience, I knew, they would get an enormous thrill out of doing whatever they wanted.

At last, Andrea lifted her lips from Lisa’s. The smile on her face took in her and me, turning her head from Lisa to me and back again, like she was comparing different locks on our faces. For Lisa, it was all pleasure, all desire, all smiles and excitement. For me, even though I couldn’t see myself, I could imagine the way I looked. The pure desperation I was feeling was probably easily visible to Andrea, and I knew that was exactly what she wanted to see.

“Ever eaten pussy before, sexy girly?”

Lisa gasped. And so did I. Even if, even as Andrea spoke the words, part of me felt like I should’ve seen it coming. It felt that way a lot. The things she did, as wild and outrageous as they were, had a way of also seeming almost inevitable, once they were given voice. After all, in a way, it was all leading here. This constant pushing of the boundaries that Andrea seemed almost compelled to do led in only one direction, always toward greater and more deviant pleasure, and what she was suggesting now was just the latest version of that.

Still, it was unbelievable. She was so forward, so uninhibited, never even hesitating to speak her mind and say exactly what she felt. So different from the way me and Lisa had been, almost scared to speak honestly about what we wanted and what turned us on. Especially as the weeks went by, and the distance between us grew, both of us falling completely out of our sexual rhythm and finding ourselves unable to get it back, until we met Andrea.

“No,” Lisa said, just as breathless and uncertain as ever. Lying there on the bed, she turned her eyes for a moment toward me, as if she wanted to gauge my reaction. But no one was asking my opinion. And I didn’t offer it. I just crouched there in the cage, barely daring to breathe, my head spinning as I tried to do the impossible and understand what was going on here.

“Well, maybe it’s time you learned.”

Andrea spoke so softly to Lisa, with none of the sneering arrogance she used to address me. But at the same time, her confidence was just as unshakable as ever. She didn’t hesitate, and she didn’t second-guess herself. She just did what she wanted to do.

She moved on the bed, rising up onto her knees. And she crawled toward Lisa, every curve of her body shining under the latex that wrapped it so tightly, making my cock surge and throb all over again as I watched her from captivity. She climbed on top of Lisa, and Lisa stretched her arms out toward her, but it wasn’t to push her away. Maybe she didn’t know exactly what she was doing it herself, didn’t exactly know what she wanted to happen in that particular moment. But Andrea did. And that, it felt like, was the only thing that mattered.

Andrea sat on top of Lisa. She spread her knees, her thighs shining under the latex as she straddled my girlfriend’s face. Lisa’s hands were on her hips, neither pushing her away nor pulling her forward. Just holding her, always wanting to touch her, to be in contact with her. Again, I couldn’t blame her for that. Even if my heart burned with jealousy the entire time.

Andrea slid one hand slowly down her body, as if she, too, was as entranced as we were by the seductive shape of her. Her hand slid slowly down between her legs, her fingers finding a tiny zipper tucked into the latex there. She drew it down, moving carefully, shifting her weight on her knees a little as she adjusted. Unzipping, she exposed her pussy right in front of Lisa, her dripping sex hovering right over my girlfriend’s face.

“I… I don’t know how…” Lisa said.

Her words only made Andrea grin even more.

“That’s okay. It’s easy to learn. You can start by giving it a little kiss.”

As she spoke, she leaned over to one side and picked up the remote control again. Her eyes flashed as she looked for a moment over at me, but she didn’t press the button. Not yet. She just wanted me to know that she could. She wanted me to feel the threat, feel that uncertainty, to not know if or when she might make me suffer again, just because she wanted to.

Down below her, Lisa hesitated. Her hands were still on Andrea’s hips, the tips of her fingers pressing slightly into the shining latex. She stared up uncertainly at the other woman’s sex, not knowing quite what to do.

Still grinning, Andrea pressed the button on the remote, and I yelped at the bright burst of pain that bloomed between my legs. She laughed as she did it, and Lisa laughed too, turning her face away from the other women to look at me as I squirmed and bucked in the cage. And somehow, that seemed to break the tension. As Lisa turned her face back to Andrea, the shock inside me slowly subsiding, I watched, trying not to groan in both despair and arousal, as I saw my girlfriend press her lips against another woman’s pussy.

“That’s it. That’s a good girl,” Andrea said. Spreading her knees even further apart on either side of Lisa’s head, she lowered herself down a little more, reaching out to run her fingers through Lisa’s dark hair. “Nice and slow. Nice and gentle. How do you like it? You like to be my little pussylicking slut?”

Lisa murmured, and nodded. Pleased with herself, with what she was making happen, Andrea glanced over in my direction, letting me see that fabulous smile again before turning back to the woman between her legs.

Her latex catsuit shone with the movements of her body as she rocked back and forth, the growing rhythm of sex driving her as her pleasure swelled. Her self-control was crazy. She had been driving both of us nuts all night, going down on my girlfriend for what felt like hours, without getting anything herself. But now she was claiming her reward for that patience, and I could see the excitement that burned inside her. And inside Lisa, too. Because being treated like this, being talked to like this, was having a powerful effect on her too. And I heard Andrea gasp as Lisa stuck out her tongue, running the muscular organ over the shining lips of the other woman’s pussy.

“Yeah. Yeah, that’s right. You do. You love this pussy. You should get used to it. There’s nothing more fun than training a straight girl how to please me with her mouth. I have a feeling you’re going to be spending a lot of time with your face between my legs from now on.”

Lisa groaned at that, her licking becoming a little more enthusiastic, more eager, the things Andrea was saying turning her on so much. And it turned me on too, making my cock ache as Andrea lifted the remote control and gave me another undeserved shock to my balls.


Her Pleasure, His Pain

Andrea let out a long moan of pleasure. Whatever Lisa was doing down between her thighs, was working. And trapped in the cage beside the bed, unable to tear my eyes away from spectacle in front of me, I felt like I was going insane with pure desire.

Lisa had never wanted this. She had never been attracted to women before, as far as I knew. She could admire beauty in a detached kind of way, but I had never seen her show any sign of this sort of desire.

But if anyone could bring it out of you, it was Andrea. On her knees on the mattress, straddling my girlfriend’s face, dressed in a black latex catsuit that shone on her every curve and reflected every bit of available light in the room, she was magnificently desirable. I had never seen a woman like her, her beauty almost supernatural, her sex appeal enough to make anyone want her, straight, gay, or anything in between.

I had never seen anything like this. Now, Andrea was dominating Lisa just as easily as she dominated me, and if she wasn’t as cruel to my girlfriend as she was to me, she was no less commanding. And Lisa gazed up at Andrea, her eyes fixed on the other woman as she licked her, just as unable to look anywhere else as I was.

Andrea loved the attention. She loved feeling like this, so desired, so worshipped. And in that moment, she looked like she deserved it. Wrapped in black latex, she was so unbearably sexy that worshiping her felt somehow like the right thing to do. As if that was what we were all there for. And exactly what my girlfriend was doing was exactly what I wasn’t allowed to do, my mouth almost watering as I watched her go down on Andrea, as I listened to the sounds of pleasure the two women were making. My cock was aching with desire, completely unrelieved all night, but Andrea was still holding that remote, and as she rode Lisa’s face, from time to time, she turned her shining eyes toward me, and every time she did, I felt the threat in them, the menace of the remote in her hand.

She used it, too. Even as she moaned in pleasure, even as ecstasy seemed to overwhelm her, she kept shocking me at random intervals. Never giving me a chance to get used to it. Never allowing the possibility of me forgetting the humiliating position I was in. A slave for their pleasure, there to be used and abused, forced to do nothing except watch while I witnessed the sexiest thing I had ever seen in my life.

I didn’t know who I wanted more. They were both absolutely gorgeous, in very different ways. Lisa, giving pleasure with an eagerness and enthusiasm I had never seen in her before. And Andrea, accepting it, demanding it, her beautiful body shining in the light, dressed in her provocative catsuit that I already knew was burned onto my memory, an image of pure arousal I was never going to forget.

I groaned in pain as the shock device lit up between my legs again, and Andrea gasped in pleasure. She was sitting on top of Lisa now, her dripping pussy pushing her head into the mattress, but Lisa didn’t seem to care. Even through the moans and groans that both women were making, I could hear the wet sound of her tongue moving over Andrea’s pussy. I could hear the eagerness to please, the enthusiasm she was showing as she did this unbelievably erotic act. And the shock device buzzing between my legs, whenever Andrea felt like, and every time she hurt me, she let out another wild cry of pleasure, her big boobs heaving underneath the shining latex, her eyes closing with rapture before opening to find me again where I squirmed and suffered in the cage for her sadistic delight.

She let out a great sob of pleasure as orgasm overtook her. It seemed to burst out of her, filling her trembling bedroom with the unmistakable sound of ecstasy. The latex of the catsuit she wore reflected back the scene that we were in, the unbelievable truth of what was happening to us seeming to shine from her seductive curves. Everything that made her so powerful was so beautifully on display, so completely unignorable, and I gripped the bars of the cage that held me, wanting nothing more in that moment than to get closer to her, and to them. To both of them, these two vixens who were driving me absolutely crazy with desire, who were making me feel like simultaneously the luckiest and most wretched man on earth.

It was unbearable, and yet at the same time, I knew I had no choice except to bear it. Andrea was many things, but unclear was never one of them. I wasn’t getting out, wasn’t getting even the remotest chance of pleasure, until she decided she had had enough of making me suffer. And right now, that moment felt a horribly long way off still.

Still gasping, still moaning, almost trembling with pleasure, Andrea climbed off Lisa’s face. Her movements seemed heavier than they had before, her muscles strained by pleasure, but she wasn’t the type to let that slow her down. She moved on the mattress, flashing me another one of those dazzling smiles, wanting me to see all the pleasure she felt, wanting me to feel just how hard my girlfriend had made her cum. As she moved on the mattress, she turned her back on me, and again, I had to try not to moan as she leaned over Lisa once again.

Her ass was facing me, round and firm and perfect as the toned muscle strained against the clinging latex, and the zipper was still open between her legs, showing off her pussy that still shone with the juices of her excitement, that still glowed and dripped from Lisa’s desperate worship. My cock felt ready to explode, just like it had for what felt like hours now, but there was no relief in sight for me. Just more teasing.

Andrea leaned down over Lisa again. Again, the two of them kissed, although Lisa was less hesitant this time. I saw her hands on either side of the blond woman’s face as she kissed her frantically, almost devouring Andrea’s mouth, the excitement and naughtiness of what they had done clearly giving my girlfriend some very strong feelings. Of course, I had plenty of those myself.

Again, I watched the two of them make out, sharing the mingled taste of both their orgasms, sharing everything that they wouldn’t share with me. I watched Andrea’s shining ass, stared at her exposed pussy, and desire tortured me just as much as any electrical shock from her cruel device could possibly do. That was the point.

These girls weren’t just enjoying amazing sex with each other, although they were definitely doing that. They were showing me what I couldn’t have, what I could only witness. As if there were heights of physical pleasure to which it was simply impossible for me to ascend.

Maybe you would have to be a woman to feel it. Maybe you would have to be a gorgeous goddess like these two were, and be wired in the cruel way they seemed to be, so that a good portion of their pleasure came directly from my pain.

It was so unbelievably hot, I could barely breathe. And the cage, in its own way, was simply the physical expression of the real trap I was in. The trap of desire that I could never escape, that would make me a slave to these women no matter what happened. Even if they weren’t the sexy sadists that they clearly were, they could have dominated me completely without even trying, without even really knowing it. Desire is power, and to be as almost unbearably desirable as these two were couldn’t help but make them feel powerful, whether they realized it or not.

But they did realize it. Andrea did, certainly. And every time we played with her, Lisa seemed to realize it more and more herself, too. She might never climb to the same heights of pure domination as Andrea did, though I wouldn’t bet against it, either. But even if she never did, the truth was inescapable. The secret was out. My girlfriend, once so shy and reserved and inhibited, was learning now the extent of the power her beauty gave her. And even if this all ended, even if we never saw Andrea again, I knew she wasn’t going to forget this.

But of course, we were going to see Andrea again. I didn’t question that. Both of us wanted it. Even me, caged and driven half-mad with sexual frustration, desperate for a pleasure these women seemed to have no intention of allowing. I couldn’t help it. It turned me on so much to be at their mercy like this, and to know how little mercy they had. The way they looked was one thing. But the way they treated me was what really made them goddesses.

Slowly, Andrea lifted her lips away from Lisa’s. She rose up on her knees again, towering over the bed and the bedroom, a conquering queen admiring the scene of her latest victory. As she moved on the mattress, the gleaming latex shining on her body, she turned to smile at me over her shoulder, her beautiful long blond hair still tied in its braid, but slightly disheveled now from all the activity. But she looked radiant. You couldn’t deny that, or fail to notice it. I certainly couldn’t. This woman was taking everything from me, my dignity, my self-respect, and maybe even my girlfriend, and all the time, I couldn’t stop wanting her. I couldn’t stop myself from doing whatever she said, from submitting to her dark desires over and over again, because she was just too beautiful to resist.

She knew it. She knew it, and she used it, and it worked without fail, every single time. I couldn’t even be mad at her, even as she put me through unthinkable things no other woman would ever have dared. I was in awe of her. I was practically obsessed with her. I was completely overwhelmed by who she was and what she could do, and all I felt when I thought about her or looked at her was that same desperate desire that made me her slave.

“I feel like doing something evil now.”

“Oh my God,” Lisa gasped.

Still lying on her back where the other woman had left her, it seemed like she was still struggling to believe everything that had happened, just like I was. But I also knew that what she said wasn’t a protest. She was overwhelmed, almost overcome by the physical bliss she had been given from a source she would never have imagined, another woman giving her something that maybe no man ever had. Certainly not me. And she was worn out by it, ready to rest and try to recover from the most insane sexual experience either of us had had. But at the same time, I felt like I already knew what Lisa’s answer would be.

Not that Andrea was asking permission anyway. At least, not from me.

Andrea climbed off the mattress. The high heels of her boots clicked on the floor as she walked across the bedroom, those latex-covered curves shining in front of me again and making me wish I wasn’t locked in the cage with the desperation of a drowning man wishing for dry land. I watched her step past my cage, not giving me a second glance as she moved toward the closet.

Inside, she quickly found what she was looking for. A length of rope and some kind of plastic wand that I guessed straightaway was a sex toy. That, and a roll of tape. She carried all of it back across the room, setting it down on the bed. Lisa rolled over onto her side, her eyes shining as she looked at the items, her teeth showing as she bit her lip in a combination of nervousness and excitement.

“Ready for some fun?” Andrea said, her voice as soft as ever, as if she was afraid that speaking too harshly might scare Lisa away. And that was clearly something she didn’t want to do. Even from where I was in the cage, I could tell that Andrea’s eyes were shining with excitement as she bent over Lisa again.

“Want to try something? If it’s too much, just say so. Just say, ‘red’, and everything stops. Okay, pretty lady?”

Already, Lisa was nodding as she stared up at Andrea kneeling above her. Somehow, she seemed to trust this woman far more than she probably should. Then again, I guess so did I. I let her do the most outrageous things to me, let her lock me in a cage and put me on a collar and leash, because so far, as much as she had humiliated and even hurt me, she hadn’t led me astray when it came to pleasure. The things she was doing were so sexy, I just went along with whatever else she had in mind, and it seemed as if Lisa felt the same way.

Andrea chuckled. She picked up the rope, then leaned over the other woman.

“Give me your hands,” she said, still in that soft, gentle voice. And Lisa, as inexplicably trusting as ever, did it.

Andrea moved slowly, methodically. She made a loop at the end of the rope and pulled it over Lisa’s wrists. As she drew it tight, I tried not to gasp. She was going to tie my girlfriend up, too. And Lisa, clearly, was going to let her. She was still smiling up at the other woman, not putting up the slightest bit of resistance. Letting her do whatever she wanted. Just like I did.

“Come here,” Andrea said, the smile on her face audible in her voice too. Sitting back on her knees, she pulled gently on the rope, and Lisa, her hands bound together in front of her, struggled up onto her knees. As Andrea continued to pull on the rope, Lisa shuffled across the mattress toward her, and once she had her where she wanted, Andrea had her lie down on the bed. As Lisa did that, Andrea pulled the rope up toward her headboard and threaded it through one of the metal bars. She tied it in a tight knot, Lisa’s face shining with excitement as she watched the other woman’s every move.

Another new experience. Lisa had never shown any desire to have me tie her up. If she had, I would have been willing to give it a try. But I also knew, without ever having tried, that I wouldn’t have known what to do with her. I would never have had Andrea’s quiet confidence, her wild imagination. With Lisa tied to a bed in front of me, I wouldn’t have been able to think of anything more devious or kinky to do with her than to have sex with her. While Andrea, as she soon proved, was far, far ahead of us.

Her latex catsuit shone as she crawled on the bed, moving toward my girlfriend’s legs. She took another length of rope and tied it around one of Lisa’s ankles. Then, she moved toward the corner of the bed nearest me. She tossed another happy smile in my direction as she tied the other end of the rope to the footboard, keeping Lisa’s leg stretched out. Then, turning her back on me and showing off that incredible ass again, she did the same with the other leg.

Once she had Lisa tied down, Andrea climbed on top of her again. She positioned herself between her spread legs, Lisa lifting her head from the mattress to look at the other woman. She looked so vulnerable lying there, legs spread and tied into place, her hands tied to the headboard above her. Spread out on the middle of our neighbor’s bed like a sacrificial offering, her breasts rose and fell under the dress she was still wearing, her whole body seeming to tremble in anticipation of what came next.

Once, Andrea didn’t leave us waiting. She was all business as she reached for the toy and turned it on, a low buzz rising from it. She smiled as she held it out toward Lisa, and Lisa bit her lip again, a long moan escaping from between her teeth as Andrea pressed the toy against her. It had a fat round head almost like a ball stuck on the end of it, and it was clearly sending powerful vibrations through Lisa’s body the moment it touched her. She let out another cry, and Andrea laughed. She laughed even more as she lifted the toy away, drawing an almost angry yelp out of Lisa as she stared at the other woman.

“Feels good, doesn’t it? This is one of my favourites. Nothing makes me cum more than this.”

“I bet,” Lisa murmured approvingly. At the same time, she squirmed a little on the bed, bending her knees and trying to pull her legs toward her, as if she was testing the bondage Andrea had her in. But it held tight. I knew it would. This was not a woman who made mistakes, or a woman who didn’t know how to play kinky games when she wanted to.

“Well, you’re about to find out for yourself,” Andrea said. “But only if you ask nicely.”

Lisa grinned. She knew what was coming, just as I did, but she seemed to welcome it. Maybe she didn’t have the same hangups as I did about submitting. Maybe she didn’t feel as embarrassed about it as I did. Certainly, she didn’t seem to. She seemed much more ready to go along with what was happening, to let Andrea take charge. And she was probably right. After all, all my doubts and misgivings didn’t amount to much. I still ended up in the cage, on the end of the leash, frustrated and humiliated and ready to do whatever I was told.

“Please,” Lisa said, knowing what Andrea wanted to hear. But she smiled as she said it, as if she wanted it just as much. It wasn’t the desperate begging these women could coax out of me. It was more obviously a game.

Still, Andrea, as always, knew exactly how to get what she wanted. The toy buzzed again as she held it close to Lisa’s body, pressing it against her pussy. Lisa let out a gulp of pleasure, followed by a moan that was close to a whimper, and Andrea looked so pleased with herself as she lifted it away again.

This time, Lisa’s eyes blazed, genuine frustration showing there for a moment. She groaned in frustration, but Andrea’s only response was to raise her eyebrows, looking down at my girlfriend with the toy held in her hand, our beautiful latex goddess so completely in control.

“Please, Andrea,” Lisa said. This time, her begging was more sincere. Again, she struggled against the ropes, but they held her just as tight as ever.

“What will you do for me in return?”

Andrea’s smile had this amazing ability to shift between joyful and sinister without losing any of its beauty. It was a transition I noticed again now as she leaned over my girlfriend, the buzzing toy in her hand, her sexual power over both of us never more obvious than it currently was. Lisa gasped as she looked up at the other woman, and I could practically see her mind racing as she tried to figure out what she should say, what a woman like Andrea would want to hear.

“Whatever you want.”

She spoke tentatively, unsure of herself. In response, Andrea tilted the toy toward her, and Lisa gasped as she felt it buzz against her dripping sex again. But only for a moment. After probably no more than a second, Andrea lifted it away again, making Lisa groan with desperate frustration, a howl of despair almost torn out of her.

I knew how she felt. This latest erotic scene was keeping me just as hard as ever, just as desperately turned on by what I was witnessing. Seeing Lisa squirm and beg like that, seeing her desperate for pleasure in a way I never had before Andrea came along, was such a powerful turn-on to me, and it was making my heart race in my chest as my cock throbbed, still ignored, still teased.

“Be specific. Tell me. What do you think I might want you to do in exchange for some time with this toy?”

Lisa thought. I could see the wheels turning in her head. Distracted by desire like she was, it was difficult to think straight. I knew that. But she smiled, her eyes glancing over at me in the cage, knowing what her next words were going to do to me, and part of her, at least, excited by it.

“I’ll eat your pussy so good.”

Andrea burst out laughing, her breasts bouncing in the tight shining latex that struggled to contain them.

“Well look at you. Just had your first taste of snatch, and already begging for more. Well, I do like to hear that. But that’s not what we’re going to do here.”

Lisa looked at Andrea in confusion, and so did I. But the blond woman didn’t keep us guessing for long. Still holding the toy in one hand, she picked up the remote to my shock device with the other. I braced myself for another stinging shock, but Andrea didn’t press the button. Instead, she crawled up the mattress, the hand holding the toy pressing into the bed next to Lisa’s head as she supported herself. Andrea stretched her shining body over Lisa, handing the toy to her. Lisa held it in her bound hands, turning it around in her fingers.

“If you want to feel pleasure, you have to make him feel pain,” Andrea said.

Her eyes were glowing now as they stared down into Lisa’s, her face just inches above the other woman’s. I could see Lisa squirming against the ropes that held her, desperate to touch that amazing body that hovered just above her, just as I would have been in her position. But she couldn’t. She couldn’t do anything except what Andrea wanted her to do, and that was a predicament I could relate to.

Lisa hesitated. But I think I knew what she was going to do even before she did. Andrea was too sexy, too seductive for anyone to resist. And even though I cringed, even though I felt all over again that wild version of shame that I knew Andrea wanted me to feel, I told myself I could hardly blame her. I didn’t want to speculate what I would have done in her position. Would I willingly hurt Lisa if it meant I got to have sex with Andrea? There was no point thinking about it. That wasn’t the dilemma we were being offered.

Sure of the outcome, I waited. And as Lisa pressed the button on the remote, as I yelped in pain, Andrea burst out laughing. She was gloating, completely high on herself and her own deviousness now, absolutely loving the evil little scene she had created.

“Oh, you naughty little slut,” she said. “You must want to cum really badly, huh?”

“Yes, I do,” Lisa hissed between her teeth, arching her back as she spoke, raising her hips up off the mattress beneath her, trying to get closer to Andrea.

“Then zap his balls again.”

And she did. Without hesitation this time, Lisa pressed down the button, and I cried out in pain. Then the pain subsided as Andrea pressed the round head of the buzzing toy against my girlfriend’s pussy again. Lisa let out a hungry moan as she stopped pressing the remote, and Andrea smiled down at her, seeming to enjoy the reaction of her body, watching her squirm and writhe in pleasure as she continued to tease her.

Then, she took the toy away again.

“Fuck!”

Lisa swore with real aggression, her eyes snapping open, a look of something close to outrage on her gorgeous flushed face as she stared at Andrea.

“You know what to do.”

Lisa shook her head, staring up at the blond in disbelief. And I couldn’t believe it either. As cruel as she had proven she could be, this new twist was beyond imagination for either of us. But after all, that was what kept us addicted to Andrea. The way she could always find another level, the way she could take us to places we had never been before and never even imagined. The way she got off on cruelty and torture, and putting our relationship under this outrageous strain, just because it made her smile.

It was unbelievable. But what was more unbelievable was how Lisa’s scrabbling fingers found the button on the remote control, delivering another sharp shock to me. Even as I growled in pain, even as I gripped the bars of the cage, I knew the truth. My girlfriend was fully in the group of sexual pleasure now, and she would do whatever it took to get it. She cried out in bliss as Andrea pressed the toy against her again, her long moan of pleasure like an echo to my cry of pain.

Andrea had done it. She had, quite literally, made my suffering into my girlfriend’s pleasure. And as Lisa squirmed and moaned on the bed, a dark patch spreading underneath her as her juices flowed freely out of her, coaxed by the toy Andrea was holding, I knew I was in for plenty more suffering.

“Again,” Andrea demanded, not taking the toy away this time. And Lisa let out a wild yell as she pressed the button again, on her mistress’s command, delivering another stinging shock to my dangling balls while I squirmed and groaned in the cage.

Again. Again. The wild game continued, the toy between Lisa’s legs continuing to push her to yet another wild explosion of passion, making her breathless, making her squirm and scream and writhe as if she was the one being tortured, not me. And every time Andrea commanded it, my girlfriend would shock me again.

Until finally, Andrea didn’t even need to tell her to do it anymore. She pressed the button over and over as she reached another climax, her earsplitting cry of passion filling the room without drowning out my sounds of pain. As if Andrea had rewired Lisa’s brain to make her as much of a sadist as she herself was.

Lisa came, screaming in ecstasy as she thrashed on the bed, and Andrea turned her glowing eyes to me. I stared at her through the bars of the cage, panting through the pain. Knowing that whatever devious idea she had next, we were both going to do whatever she said.


Forced Into Pleasure

Andrea climbed off the bed. She seemed almost to uncoil herself, a dark threat in her movements that somehow only made her more alluring. She was hypnotic, almost serpentine, the way her eyes glowed, the way the black latex shone on her body like polished scales.

Every move she made, every look she gave me, seemed to scream of sex. The sex I was completely obsessed with through not having, the promise of her gorgeous body that still went unfulfilled. Radiant and gorgeous and darkly seductive, she stood at her full height above me, and I looked up at her through the bars of the cage, feeling all over again my inadequacy, my helplessness, my irresistible desire to do whatever she said. Whatever it took to touch that amazing body, to get closer to this dark goddess and get what it felt like I needed from her.

But not yet. That seemed to always be the message as far as Andrea was concerned. It was never now. The realization of my wild desire lay always sometime in the future, never right now. All I could do was wait and hope and grovel and beg, obeying my dark goddess in everything while she got off on saying no.

To me, anyway. When it came to my girlfriend, of course, the situation was completely different.

Standing beside the bed, Andrea turned. All over again, I had to watch that magnificent ass covered in shining latex, straining against the elastic fabric that gripped it like a second skin, moulding and shaping it into an even higher expression of feminine perfection. It made my heart race just to look at it. Or would have, anyway, if my heart wasn’t already racing like it was late for an appointment that mattered more than anything.

Andrea bent over Lisa again. My girlfriend looked up at her, trusting, almost naïve. Except it wasn’t that. Lisa believed that whatever Andrea was going to do would bring her more pleasure, and after all, her experience so far only backed that up. Truthfully, I had a lot more reason to be scared of our sexy neighbor than she did.

When Andrea grabbed the rope she had used to tie Lisa down, and the toy she used to drive her crazy, she had also grabbed a roll of black tape. Now, both Lisa and I watched as her skilful fingers found its edge and peeled it away. Lisa looked more nervous now, and I didn’t blame her for that. So was I, nervous on her behalf, even if she had shown so little concern for what the other woman was doing to me.

I still felt a need to protect her, to look after her, even though it was painfully clear that there was nothing either of us could do to stop Andrea at this point. I was caged, Lisa was tied down, and as much as this was a game, it felt like it was getting more real by the minute. The truth was, she could do anything to either of us now. We had let our lust drag us into a potentially dangerous position, so blinded by desire that we almost didn’t realize the danger sneaking up on us. Then again, if we had, I doubted it would’ve made any difference at all. There was no saying no to her. If either of us were going to do that, we would have a long time ago.

Andrea’s back hid a lot of what she was doing from me. But as always, I watched her body move like I was studying it, like I was trying to memorize her actions. And I listened. I listened to the sound of the tape, Lisa gasping slightly as she felt it stick to her body. I listened to Andrea chuckling under her breath, the control we all knew she had over the situation as obvious as ever as she did whatever it was she wanted to do. As always, she took her time, knowing there would be no challenge to her authority. Being thorough, like she always was.

I heard the buzz of the toy, followed by another moan from Lisa. A louder, longer one this time, one that vibrated with all the intense pleasure she was feeling, and her clear excitement at the thought of more to come. As Andrea stepped away from my girlfriend’s bound body again, I saw what she had done. My eyes widened, my mouth falling open at her deviousness and sexual energy. You would think, after everything we had been through with this woman, that she wouldn’t be able to surprise us anymore.

You’d be wrong about that.

Andrea had taped the buzzing toy between Lisa’s legs. The fat head of it was pressed against her pussy, doing its urgent work. And as Lisa moaned and writhed on the mattress, squirming again against the bondage we all knew would hold her, I could see that the predicament Andrea had put my girlfriend in was almost like the mirror image of my own.

Crouching there in the cage, rock hard, witnessing the wildest sexual show of my life, I was a tight ball of frustration and need, breathless with unrelieved desire, trembling with an excitement I could neither relieve nor ignore. For Lisa, now, it was the opposite. I could imagine, as best as a man could hope to, the pure pleasure that was filling her now. Certainly, I could hear it in her voice, could see it in her frantic movements, her desperate struggle not to break free, exactly, but to just hold on and try to endure what was sweeping through her.

I was being subjected to the agony of not getting what I wanted. Lisa, I saw, was experiencing the blissful torture of getting nothing else.

Lisa’s desperate moans and cries of passion filled the air of the bedroom as Andrea turned toward me. Her stunning curves showed in the gleaming black latex as she walked toward me, her hips swinging from side to side, a slinky and sensuous strut that bewitched me just as much as she knew it would. Beautiful women know what they are; they have desperate guys telling them all about it every day of their lives. But I had never met a woman who wielded her beauty like a weapon the way Andrea did. Lisa was absolutely gorgeous when she wanted to be, but she never had Andrea’s style. The thought that my girlfriend might learn something from this dominant vixen alternately thrilled and terrified me. But I was getting more and more used to having multiple conflicting feelings about the same thing.

As Andrea stepped past my cage again, I knew already where she was going. Back to her closet, for more toys. More weapons she could use against me. Helplessly, I watched her sharp-heeled boots swing past the bars of my cage, the leather gleaming in the light almost as much as her latex catsuit. Even the woman’s shoes sent shockwaves of wild desire through me, as if just by virtue of being on her body, they acquired some of her irresistible sexiness.

She went to her closet, and came out with more items. A set of handcuffs. The pink leash that went with the collar I was wearing, draped over her shoulder, the feminine color contrasting sharply with the sleek black of her outfit. No surprises there. She wanted me to be helpless, immobilized, humiliated. She always did. The closest thing to a surprise in all this, I suppose, was how readily I went along with it.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

Andrea never did have any problem giving orders. Just like always, I had no choice except to obey. I shuffled around in the cage, moving with difficulty in the confined space, trying my best not to pull a muscle. Finally, I was able to bend over, balancing with my forehead on the floor of the cage, my hands almost brushing the bars of the roof.

I couldn’t see clearly from where I was, but I heard the creak and groan of Andrea’s catsuit as she bent over my tight prison. She reached through the bars, and I felt the steel of the cuffs against my skin, heard the ratchet clicking as she locked them down. Of course, I let her do it. Contorted in the cage, bent over, totally exposed, I let her put me in an even more helpless position, because in the end, it didn’t matter. I couldn’t really be more helpless than I already was.

Once the cuffs were on, Andrea circled around to the door of the cage. This time, I was able to lift my head from the floor to look at her as she crouched and unfastened the lock. It was always a sight worth seeing. Her beautiful body wrapped in gleaming latex was the stuff kinky dreams are made of, and this one haunted my dreams now, awake or asleep, even lying next to Lisa. Just knowing that this was what was next door was enough to bring this strange edge to every moment of my day. And that’s to say nothing of the undeniable difference in the sex life me and Lisa shared.

But for now, my attention was all on Andrea as she swung the door of the cage open, a conquering smile on her beautiful face. Even while Lisa’s groans and cries of pleasure still vibrated in the air, the buzzing toy between her legs driving her absolutely crazy. I could hear the strain in her voice, could hear the fraught edge of her nerves as she approached orgasm. Another one. It used to take me a month or more to give Lisa as many orgasms as Andrea had in a single night, and that was without even considering the different levels of intensity we were talking about. I knew how these girls loved to tease, how they loved to stress my inadequacy by pointing out how I could never compete with them sexually. But even though it was part of the game, I didn’t doubt for a minute that it was true.

After all, how could anyone compete with Andrea?

Andrea reached inside the cage as I sat back on my knees, my stomach muscles aching slightly as I held the precarious position. Actively helping her do what she wanted, I realized dully. A willing participant in my own emasculation. She found the metal ring at the front of the collar I wore, and her skilled fingers clicked the leash onto it. Then, she stood up, those shining curves torturing me all over again as she loomed above the cage I was in, pulling on her end of the pink leather leash.

“Get out here,” she growled.

As if I was just taking my time in there, lounging around, enjoying myself. But there was no point complaining about how Andrea talked to me, when she treated me like this.

I crawled out of the cage. My progress was slow, my balance compromised by having my hands tied behind me. But Andrea, of course, had all the time in the world. There was a smirk on her face as she watched me shuffle toward her, a smirk of recognition at the total power she had over her pathetic slave, and that was exactly how I felt as I crawled to her feet. After all, how else could I feel in the situation I was in? Crawling on the end of her leash like some pathetic puppy, all because I was so desperate for sex, I was ready to abandon every last semblance of autonomy or pride. That was exactly what Andrea wanted me to feel, to feel every moment of this deep humiliation, to feel myself completely worthless compared to her. And there was no question whatsoever that it was working brilliantly.

Andrea took a step backward. She moved closer to the bed, and at the end of her leash, I shuffled along with her. She smiled down at me, cocking her head to one side, as if telling me to listen. But I didn’t need any encouragement.

Lisa was right in the ecstatic throb of orgasm now. Her voice was a cacophony of wild pleasure, the seemingly endless stream of drawnout cries and moans that let both of us hear how her whole body was trembling. It sent a wave of arousal straight to my swollen cock, just the way it had to, just the way Andrea knew it would. The teasing was endless, relentless, merciless. Just as Andrea wanted it to be.

Together, we listened to Lisa, again. Both of us, in our very different positions, witnessing the same exquisite pleasure, the same dark enchantment. Both of us just as turned on by it. But only I was humiliated by it at the same time.

And as Lisa’s climax came and passed, the toy did not stop buzzing between her legs. She let out another cry that sounded close to pain, but we all knew better. She would be sensitive after an orgasm like that, and the feelings of the toy between her legs would be even more intense. But that was what Andrea wanted. So that was what would happen.

Lisa squirmed on the bed, testing the strength of the ropes that held her again. But Andrea didn’t make mistakes. The bondage held her, a beautiful prisoner of pleasure, unable to do anything except feel, and feel everything with an intensity I wasn’t sure I had ever experienced. Maybe I couldn’t experience it. As badly as I craved orgasm, as much as I felt like I might explode without it, I wasn’t sure it was possible to cum quite so hard as Lisa had just done.

Still, I was more than willing to give it a try.

And the toy buzzed on. The high whine of its motor audible even above my girlfriend’s frantic cries, her voice again rising to the ceiling, bouncing back from those walls that had once echoed with Andrea’s cries of passion and made my girlfriend mad.

“You never made her cum like that, did you, loser?”

“No, Andrea,” I gasped, bowing my head as I kneeled on the floor at her feet.

It was the simple truth. Embarrassing as it was to admit, there was no point denying it.

And if Lisa had been capable of forming a coherent sentence at that moment, I knew she would have confirmed what our sexy Mistress said.

“And you never will. Certainly not with that pathetic cock.”

Andrea stood on one foot as she tapped the toe of the other boot against my shaft, making it bob and sway. I did my best not to groan at the contact, not wanting to seem any more pathetic than I already did. Not that it made much difference. Andrea already knew all she needed to know about that. She knew all too well what she could turn me into, what she could make me say and do.

“Yes, Andrea.”

There was nothing else to say. Nothing else to do except what I was told, what she wanted. The smug smile on her pretty face told me how well she knew that simple fact.

“And you’re thinking about sticking that useless thing into me, aren’t you? Just can’t resist this pussy, can you?”

“No, Andrea.”

As she spoke, her hand drifted down her shining body, between her gorgeous thighs. The zipper of the latex catsuit she wore was still open from when she had made Lisa eat her out, and I could see her swollen lips shining in the gap in the latex, even more noticeable, maybe, by being framed like that. It was enough to make me breathless. It was enough to make my heart pound in my chest, enough to make my whole body ache with that same unrelieved and seemingly unstoppable desire.

“No fucking chance. Not until you learn your place. Now, show me you know how far you are beneath me by licking my boots clean.”

Over on the bed, Lisa let out a cry of surprise that soon turned into yet another frantic moan of desperate pleasure. I looked up at beautiful Andrea, too overcome by her to even be surprised anymore. This was what she was about. This was what she loved. In that strange way I still didn’t understand, it was what I loved to. It was, at least, something I couldn’t resist, couldn’t ignore, couldn’t even begin to fight against. It was too fucking sexy for that.

So I did what she said. I bent down to the floor, my hands still tied behind my back, the pink leash growing tighter between us as Andrea smirked down at me, enjoying yet another moment of sadistic triumph.

I felt everything I was supposed to feel. I felt disgraced, humiliated, completely dominated, totally owned. I felt pathetic, like the biggest loser on earth. I felt so turned on, I could barely even believe it, could barely even process the pure power of the emotions I was experiencing.

I ran my tongue over the leather that tasted slightly bitter as I groveled. My tongue left behind long shining streaks of saliva, showing me where I had been, and as I humbly licked, I glanced up at Andrea more than once. Every time I did, I saw her smiling down at me with that wild look of excitement in her eyes. That, or she was looking over at Lisa, watching my girlfriend scream and squirm, her body absolutely racked by her pleasure she couldn’t control, could probably barely even believe.

It felt as if reality itself was blurring. As if all of this was melting together, the shame and frustration, the disgrace and the desire. It was so potent, so pure, so powerful, and it swept me away completely. Even though I knew it was disgraceful, even though I knew the whole point was to embarrass and degrade me, I found myself licking Andrea’s boots with a desperate passion. Not because I wanted to, but because I wanted her. She was, of course, right about that.

That pussy shining above me, framed by the little gap in her flawless latex outfit, tormented me with how close it was, how beautiful it was, as if all the mysteries of the universe lay in Andrea’s tight wet slit. And she was 100% right about how I felt about it. She was absolutely right that I craved it like nothing else, that being so close to it was its own special form of torture, and that with every breath I took, I felt like I was inhaling her divine feminine sex, and it only made me want her more.

As far as I was able, I channeled all that fevered desire into the humiliating task she had set me. Groveling at her feet like I meant it, as if there was nothing in all the world that I wanted more than to be her humble slave. That, I knew, was the way to please her. That, I knew, was the only chance I had at getting even a taste of what I wanted. Andrea’s pussy, shining there above me in a room that vibrated with sex, the smell and the sound as well as the sight of it, all my senses bent on that one seemingly unattainable goal as my tongue continued to travel over the leather of her boots, feeling the warmth of her body, tasting the bitterness of total sexual defeat.

“Lick them until your girlfriend comes again.”

As she spoke, Andrea stepped away from me, the leash growing even tighter between us. She sat down on the bed, her hips spreading under the latex that clung so tightly to them, her pussy now hidden from my view by her shining thighs. Not that it mattered, really. She was gorgeous either way.

I shuffled toward her, with her pulling steadily on the leash, driving me back toward her feet.

As I pressed my tongue to her toes again, I listened to Lisa, and I didn’t think I would be waiting long. Already, her voice was cracking with pleasure all over again, and I could see the light move across Andrea’s shining body as the bed shook to Lisa’s frantic thrashing. If I didn’t know better, it would seem like torture, but I did know better. Maybe there is suffering in Heaven too. Certainly, even with her wild cries, I didn’t imagine that Lisa was anywhere but there, her body alive with a bliss that was hard to tolerate but impossible not to want.

Or maybe that was just my own state of desperate arousal that was making me feel that way.

I groveled at Andrea’s feet, and the leather of the leash creaked in her hand as she wrapped it around her fist. As much as she was in complete control, there was tension in her body, too. She had supreme self-control, but after all, it was turning her on too. That was the whole point. That was part of the excitement of it, making this gorgeous goddess want sex just like we did. And that was part of what gave my pathetic groveling the enthusiasm it had, knowing that in the end, this was what my beautiful neighbor wanted.

Lisa let out a desperate cry, so wild and powerful that for a moment, at the peak of her pleasure, she went completely silent. Her body seemed to lift off the bed, pelvis first, the toy still buzzing between her legs, taped to her skin, rising into the air as she arched her back and struggled, without success, against the ropes that bound her. Then, with another intoxicating shiver, she collapsed back down onto the bed, her whole body shaking as she sobbed with pleasure, completely overwhelmed, completely overcome, and unbelievably desirable.

“Nice.”

That was Andrea, Mistress of ceremonies just like always. Still holding the leash connected to my collar, she turned toward my girlfriend. Lisa let out a moan of either gratitude or disappointment, I couldn’t tell which, as Andrea switched off the toy. Then, Lisa yelped as Andrea pulled the tape off her skin.

“Look at that, you little slut. Look at the mess you’ve made.”

As she spoke, Andrea slapped Lisa’s pussy. Not hard, really. But it didn’t need to be. Lisa was so sensitive after multiple forced orgasms that even the slightest contact was guaranteed to send shockwaves of sensation through her. And there was something almost possessive in the way Andrea touched her, something so familiar, this incredible woman just assuming she had the right to touch either of us however she wanted.

She did. Or at least, she knew that neither of us was going to even think of stopping her.

“Oh my God,” Lisa panted. Her eyes were open now as she stared up at the ceiling. Her breasts still rose under the red fabric of the dress she still wore, Andrea’s urgency to play with her new toy leaving her no time to undress her. Lisa lay there like a ruined doll, her makeup smeared, her hair a mess, her face shining with the red glow of the most powerful orgasms she had ever had, and she looked absolutely beautiful. She couldn’t have looked much more different from Andrea, so powerful and cool and in control. But I would have been unable to say which of them was more appealing to me in that moment.

Andrea moved again. She turned away from me, swiveling so that she was on her knees on the mattress. She leaned forward, crawling across the bed, and again, I stared at her magnificent ass under the clinging latex. That, and her shining pussy between her legs, showing in the open zipper of her sexy catsuit.

She crawled toward Lisa’s head, and as she did, the leash grew tighter between us. With her knees on the mattress right next to Lisa, Andrea tugged on the leash and turned to look at me over her shoulder.

“Get up, loser,” she snapped, as if it should be obvious to me what she wanted, as if I should get it straightaway, even though this woman was the most unpredictable person I had ever met. But I didn’t keep her waiting. As instructed, I stood and climbed onto the mattress, Andrea’s grip on the leash drawing me toward her until she had me where she wanted me.

With the leash over her shoulder, she reached back with her free hand and wrapped it around my cock. She laughed as he let out a groan of desperate pleasure, her fingers sliding up and down the shaft, making me crazy with desire. Knowing exactly what she was doing.

“Now’s your chance, slave boy,” she said in that teasing, mocking tone of voice she had perfected. “Your chance to show me you’re not as useless as I’ve been saying. Don’t disappoint me, or you won’t get this chance again. And don’t you dare cum until I say you can. Understand?”

“Yes, Andrea.”

My head was spinning, my mind racing with excitement. I would say anything, do anything. No matter what it took. Everything I wanted was right there in front of me now, and frankly, I hadn’t expected this blessing to come so soon.

Still holding the leash, Andrea bent over. On her hands and knees, she arched her body over Lisa’s head, spreading her legs apart, that incredible ass shining right in front of me. I would have grabbed it if I could, but I was still in handcuffs. My cock throbbed and surged, pointing directly at her womanhood, knowing exactly what to do.

So did Andrea.

“You. Lick.”

She looked down at Lisa as she gave her order, and my girlfriend smiled up at her.

“Yes, Andrea,” she said meekly, almost like a mocking echo of the way I spoke to her. But I was past caring about that.

Lisa lifted her head from the mattress below her, her tongue already extended, eager to get a taste again of the only pussy she had ever touched apart from her own. And while she did that, Andrea reached back between her legs and took hold of my cock.

She pulled me toward her, guiding my throbbing shaft into her wet sex, and I growled with the incredible feeling of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm me as I finally felt that physical bliss I had been waiting for all night.

“Fuck me, loser,” Andrea demanded in a tone of voice that allowed no room for argument. “Make me cum all over your slut girlfriend’s face.”

I growled again as I plunged forward, my cock sliding deep inside that glorious wetness. And I had known Andrea was turned on, of course, but still, it was gratifying to feel it. To know that I was part of it. And all that desire, all that aggression, boiled inside me as I plunged my cock into her while my girlfriend teased her swollen clit with her tongue. Both of us, finally, devoted to getting our mistress off.


His Girlfriend Dates His Neighbor

Water dripped in the bathroom. The slight sound echoed back from the tiles, seeming to emphasize the hush that had fallen over us. There was something powerful in it, something potent. Almost sacred. But in reality, the situation we found ourselves in could hardly be more profane.

Lisa lay back in the bathtub. It wasn’t a big tub; our apartment didn’t have space for something really luxurious. As a result, we both mostly used it as a shower. But every now and then, especially after a stressful day, Lisa enjoyed a soak.

This wasn’t one of those times, though. This hadn’t been a stressful day, but instead, an exciting one. It was only growing more exciting by the second.

Lisa let out a gentle moan as I rubbed my fingers over her scalp. She lay with her head resting on one side of the tub, a towel folded underneath her neck to act as a kind of pillow. I was washing her hair. Something I had never done before, actually. Never realizing how strangely intimate it was, even after all the crazy things we had done together. Especially recently.

Frankly, in a way, it felt good. Good to be intimate like that, to be together like this, after everything we had done recently. All the boundaries we had crossed, all the unspoken rules we had broken. All the things we had discovered about ourselves, and about each other. It was nice to be alone together again, boyfriend and girlfriend, a couple with all kinds of kinky memories and naughty expectations, but at least, for once, just the two of us.

Except at the same time, I knew it was never just the two of us. It was never that simple, and maybe it never could be again. We couldn’t forget what had happened with Andrea, and we didn’t want to. No matter what, we could never go back to the way things were. Just like a bell, once struck, can’t be unrung. We would never again be a couple who hadn’t seen each other in absolute extremities of desire, who hadn’t watched each other moan and beg for someone else. She would always be that woman who had gleefully delivered stinging electrical shocks to my balls to please her beautiful mistress, and herself, too. And I would always be that guy who had groveled at Andrea’s feet, licked her boots, begged for sex from a woman who treated me like her own personal property.

And even this seemingly intimate moment was forever changed by that. In fact, we both knew it wouldn’t be happening if it wasn’t for Andrea and the kinky games she had introduced us to.

Lisa sighed softly again. She had her eyes closed, her dark lashes casting tiny shadows on her cheeks in the bathroom light. I stared down at her as I kneeled on the floor behind her, her naked body shining with warm water and soap suds. The swell of her breasts with their brown nipples already engorged, swollen with excitement at what was happening and what we both knew was going to happen. The line of her stomach, moving down into the curve of her hip rising above the water as she lay turned slightly to one side, making the most of all the space the small bathtub gave her. Her compact body every bit as curvy as the goddess next door, every bit as desirable, though in a completely different way.

Really, I thought to myself as I continued to run soapy fingers through Lisa’s dark hair, I couldn’t have asked for two more different yet equally beautiful specimens of feminine beauty to be my playmates. And sometimes, I still couldn’t believe my luck. Even if other times, it seemed like the opposite. Even if sometimes, I felt like I should be cursing the day I ever met Andrea, wishing we had never gone down this road.

I couldn’t bring myself to really believe it. I couldn’t bring myself to regret the things we had done. For all the madness, all the craziness, I was almost painfully aware that I was having the most thrilling sexual experiences of my life. And so was my girlfriend. And we had Andrea to thank for that, to thank her for training us, in our different roles. For teaching Lisa to be dominant, to embrace her sadistic side, to use her feminine beauty and sex appeal as a weapon. And for training me to obey.

“I need a refill.”

Lisa smiled as she spoke, opening her eyes and reaching for the wine glass that sat on the far side of the tub, close to hand. Inwardly, part of me bristled. But I knew the rules. I had agreed to them. Just like with Andrea, it felt like I never really had a choice.

There was no denying it, no mistaking it. Lisa was getting better at giving the orders. Getting more comfortable with bossing me around. And why shouldn’t she, when it obviously worked so well?

Besides, it was easy for her. Or at least, she made it look that way. It wasn’t like I could put up any real resistance. She had what I wanted, that amazing body, those killer curves. That pussy that waited between her legs, the promise of pleasure she offered me just by existing and withheld from me unless I did exactly what she said. Andrea had unlocked this ferocious power, and Lisa was only just learning how deep it went, but every day was a new discovery. And she was getting more and more used to being in charge.

Lifting my hands from her head, I dipped them into the warm water, rinsing off the shampoo. Then, without a word, I took the glass from her hand and turned toward the door. I felt her dark eyes, glowing with pleasure, watching my every move as I stepped away from her. My hard cock bobbed and bounced in front of me, the obvious sign of how much this was turning me on.

Lisa had demanded I be naked. Not that I argued. Naked, it felt like there was always at least a slight possibility of sex. Even if I knew, deep down, her goal was mostly to humiliate me, to make me feel vulnerable. To treat me like an object, just like Andrea did.

I went to the kitchen and took the bottle of white wine out of the fridge, pouring another glass. Almost immediately, a thin film of condensation formed on the outside, thickening as I carried it back to the bathroom where Lisa waited. She smiled as she took it from me, without a word of thanks. As she took a sip, her glowing eyes traveled up and down my body, taking it all in. Lingering, just for a moment, on my swollen cock. I wished it was her hand, her mouth, anything that could give me more sensation than just her eyes. But it wasn’t my place to make demands. We both knew that.

Lisa’s hair was shining wetly now, slicked back on her scalp after she had dunked it in the water to rinse the shampoo away. I stood awkwardly in front of her, my hands at my sides, not knowing what to do as my cock continued to throb and ache in front of her. But I didn’t doubt I would find out what she wanted next soon enough; in some ways, it makes things simple. I don’t have to worry about what to do when I’m playing with Andrea, or Lisa. They never waste any time in letting me know exactly what they want from me.

Lisa took another sip of wine, then shifted in the tub. The water swirled around her, threatening to spill itself over the side onto the tile floor. She set her glass down on the side of the tub again, twisting her body so that she was still angled in the tub, but facing more toward me this time.

She lifted a foot out of the water, the soapsuds sliding over her soft skin as she propped it on the side of the tub. Stray patches of bubbles floated in the water like fragmenting icebergs, casting a pattern of light and shadow over her endlessly desirable body like clouds moving over a mountain. Through the water, I could see the dark patch of her pubic hair, and just a hint of the silken lips of her sex shining under the water.

Not enough. Never enough, as far as I was concerned. But enough, all the same, to drive me absolutely mad with desire for this vixen. Enough to make me cringe in frustration, as if I hadn’t been laid in months. As if I had never had her, when in reality, I had buried my passion in that exquisite body over and over again.

It didn’t matter. I always wanted her. And lately, it felt like I wanted her more desperately than ever. It was almost the first lesson she had learned from Andrea, that keeping me denied gave her more power over me.

“Shave me. The razor’s on the sink.”

I drew a deep breath. It was clear what she wanted as her shining eyes stared right at me. More servitude. More humiliation. And the more I gave into her, I knew, the more secure she felt in her power. Doing what Lisa wanted only encouraged her, only reinforced the lesson that Andrea clearly wanted her to learn. That her beauty gave her special privileges, the inarguable right to make me do whatever she felt like.

Because it was true. That was the thing. Lisa might only just be realizing it, but Andrea was an absolute master at using beauty to get what she wanted. And there was that astonishing part of me that only wanted her to get better at it.

Looking at her face now, so naturally pretty, her skin flushed from the warmth of the bathtub and her eyes shining with excitement, was almost like looking at a different woman from the one I had seen during our most recent adventure at Andrea’s place. Then, Lisa had been a wanton slut, as if the ferocious pleasure Andrea had given her had rewired her brain. She had sobbed and begged, moaned and groaned, and she had licked Andrea’s pussy as if there was nothing she wanted more in the world. She had tongued the other woman’s clit while I fucked her from behind, the bed shaking to the wild and desperate motions of the three of us, our cries of pleasure merging like music to echo back from those bedroom walls that had seen and heard so much.

The pleasure coursed through my body as Andrea’s pussy gripped my cock tight. All the hours of denial, of teasing, of humiliation, found at last an outlet in that beautiful body, so teasingly wrapped in tight black latex with only her pussy exposed, her breasts bouncing underneath the rubbery material to the rhythm of my thrusts. And the juices poured out of her, steadily, relentlessly, dripping over Lisa’s face and into her mouth as she swallowed them down, as desperately thirsty as I had ever seen her.

It seemed impossible to follow Andrea’s orders. Impossible not to cum in a situation like the one I was in, with the tight wet pussy of the most beautiful woman I had ever seen clenching around my cock. But I was also well aware of the threat of disobeying her. And truthfully, for all the crazy things Andrea had put me through, for all the physical punishment she had no qualms about doling out, nothing terrified me more than the idea that these games would come to an end. That if I didn’t please her, I wouldn’t get the chance to ever again.

As impossible as it seemed, that was all the motivation I needed to at least try to hold myself back, to battle against every natural impulse and fight desperately to control myself, even while the most unbelievable pleasure surged through every cell of my body.

Somehow, it worked. Somehow, I managed to hold back, even as Andrea’s moans and groans filled the bedroom. Even as the wet sound of Lisa sucking on her pussy invaded my ears. But in a way, that helped, too. It made Andrea cum quicker, so that I didn’t have to hold out as long.

It was absolutely beautiful, the way she exploded in pure pleasure. The way she gave into it completely, the latex suit that was so tight, it seemed painted onto her body, shining as she shivered with pure release. I let out a long moan of desperate desire as her pussy contracted in orgasm. I was right at the very brink, my entire body right at the very threshold of what I could take. But after all, it was Andrea’s pleasure that mattered. That was all.

Still gasping, still moaning, Andrea moved on the mattress. We both let out another sound of pleasure as she slid off my cock, her juices leaking out of her to shine on the latex that covered her thighs, to shine and gleam on Lisa’s face still groaning underneath her. Andrea moved on the bed, swinging one leg past me so that she was sitting against the headboard, between me and my girlfriend. Reaching out, she took my cock in her hand and began to stroke, her movements lubricated by the juices she herself had left there.

“Okay, you can cum now, loser,” Andrea said, that superior smirk returning so easily to her face that was still glowing with sexual pleasure. “Cum all over your slut girlfriend’s face for me.”

Lisa gasped at her words, as if shocked by the depravity of what our mistress was saying. But honestly, as crazy as it was, this kind of talk was hardly unusual for Andrea. Especially at moments like this, when she really let himself go. When the excitement became almost a presence in the room with us, absorbing us completely, sweeping us all along with it.

And even though what she was saying was outrageous, I wasn’t going to deny her. Or myself. Truthfully, I couldn’t have even if I had wanted to.

I exploded. My cock leaped and throbbed in Andrea’s hand, hot jets of cum spurting out of me and splattering on Lisa’s face. She closed her eyes, squeezing them shut as I fired my cum all over her pretty features in a way I had never done before, had never even dreamed of trying to do. But that was what Andrea did. She pushed us to new heights and new depths every time we were together, awakening things in both of us we had never even known were there.

It was what we both loved about her.

Now, looking at Lisa as she looked at me, I couldn’t shake that image of her. Gasping with pleasure, her body alive with the orgasms that had been forced on her, my semen shining on her skin. Andrea had made her taste it, made her lick her shining lips, made her lick it off her own fingers as she scooped it off her cheeks and chin and forehead. Disgracing her all over again, making her seem every inch the slut that she called her.

But Lisa had smiled all the way through it, enjoying being disgraced. Just like I apparently did.

And yet, the woman in the bathtub in front of me was like a different Lisa. Commanding now, fully in charge, completely in control. Far removed from the desperate horny slut Andrea had made of her. In some ways, that made it even sexier. That she could be both these things at once, I demanding dominatrix when she needed to be, and a desperate slut at other times. But only for Andrea. Never for me. Our sexy neighbor’s little switch, a slutty little straight girl who was nevertheless seduced by her irresistible dominant sex appeal. If anyone on earth understood that, it was me.

In some weird way, our feelings about Andrea were one more thing me and the woman I loved had in common with each other. Another thing to share. Another thing, it felt like, we could never tell anyone else about.

I picked up the razor from the sink. One of those giant chunky pink things they sell to women for just this purpose. Lisa seemed to bask in the tub as she watched me approach, her sense of power visibly turning her on as I kneeled down on the tiles next to the tub.

She lifted her glass from the side and took another drink, her eyes never leaving me, watching every move. Enjoying every moment of this latest act of service.

I had never shaved a woman before. It shouldn’t have been that much different from shaving myself, and I suppose in a technical sense, it wasn’t. And yet at the same time, it felt like it couldn’t be more different.

This was loaded with desire too, the same desperate teasing Andrea loved to put me through. Much softer, much gentler, but in the end, no less vicious. No less powerful. Maybe even more so, in some weird way, because this was between the two of us. This was intimate in a way it could never be with Andrea, a woman who, as much as we wanted her, was only ever a sex partner. This was the woman I loved, treating me like a lowly slave, and it was so sexy I could barely believe it.

I slid the razor over her leg slowly, moving carefully. Her skin already felt smooth as silk to me, but I did what she wanted all the same. And as I moved higher up her thigh, feeling the firm muscle under the soft skin, my excitement only grew. With every moment, I was getting closer to her pussy, warm and wet under the water, and my heart was throbbing just like my cock as I moved over her body.

She raised herself up a little out of the water so that I could reach every bit of her thigh, moving closer all the time. She took another sip of her wine as she enjoyed the sight of me kneeling, serving her, struggling against my own desire, knowing what she was doing to me.

Then, as my hands almost reached between her warm wet legs, she moved.

“Other leg,” she ordered.

She lowered the leg I had just shaved into the water, rolling over onto her side in the tub and placing her other foot on its edge. I looked at her for a moment, hoping she was joking while knowing deep down that she wasn’t. Both these women, Andrea and Lisa, had more self-control than I ever would. It was what gave them control over me.

I started all over again, down at her ankle. Sliding the plastic head of the razor over the curves of her leg, swirling it through the water in the bath to clear it of hair before making another pass. Moving slowly, carefully, while my girlfriend enjoyed her wine and enjoyed the spectacle of my desperate service.

Finally, again, I reached the top of her leg. Her gorgeous thigh, and the rest of her incredible body, doing everything in my power to stop my hands from shaking. When she was satisfied I was done, Lisa set her now-empty glass aside. Her hands on the side of the tub, she pushed herself up out of the water.

On my knees, still holding the razor, I watched, my eyes sliding over every curve of her body just like the soapsuds sliding over her skin, as if reluctant to leave her behind and rejoin the water they had come from. I couldn’t blame them.

Lisa stepped out of the tub. A puddle of bathwater formed on the floor underneath her, and she placed her hand on my head for balance, moving carefully to not slip. She lifted the other foot out of the tub too, standing with both feet on the tile before sitting back down on the edge of the tub in front of me.

There was a smile on her face, a bold and provocative grin as she looked straight at me, as if she could read my mind. She probably could. After all, in this position, it wasn’t exactly hard to guess what I was thinking about.

And it became even easier as Lisa slowly spread her legs. Like a magician revealing a trick, she put her hands on her thighs and slowly parted them, her eyes tracking mine as my gaze dropped inevitably down to her shining pussy.

There it was, exactly what I wanted. And even with all the games of insane desire that we had been playing recently, part of me felt like I had never wanted her more than now. She had mastered Andrea’s teasing ways, even if she did it in her own style. Not as brusque and commanding as the other woman. More gentle, more soft, seducing me into obeying her instead of loudly demanding it. But in the end, I knew, there was no difference. Both these women had mastered the art of controlling me. Both of them knew exactly how to get what they wanted from me. Both of them, in their different ways, knew exactly how to make me want to serve them just like this.

“Trim it,” Lisa ordered, pointing down at her pussy as if I could look anywhere else. “I want a landing strip. Nice and neat. Take the hair off at the sides, and at the top, then trim the rest. There are some nail scissors in the drawer.”

I didn’t say a word. There was nothing really to say. Her order was outrageous, but also, given the roles we were playing, completely fitting at the same time. So I inched toward her on my knees, the razor in my hand, working, if anything, even more carefully than I had on her legs. The razor now felt too big, too bulky to do the delicate work she was asking of me, but I did my best with what I had. My hand brushed against her wet lips as I shaved her, and she sighed through her nostrils, the pleasure of being in charge of merging with the pleasure of being touched to persuade her even more strongly that she was doing the right thing.

Finishing with the razor, I moved across the bathroom to find the tiny scissors in the drawer she pointed to. In the small space of the bathroom, I didn’t even bother to get up off my knees. There was no point. Lisa smirked as she watched me crawl back toward her, scissors in hand, carefully trimming her soft downy pubic hair into the manicured strip she wanted it to be. All the time, desire throbbed inside me, that familiar pull of desperate lust that made me so completely hers.

“Good boy,” Lisa said when she was satisfied that I was done. “Now, let’s go get me dressed up. Go lay out my new dress for me, and the shoes. You know the ones.”

I did. Lisa had been shopping. After our last adventure with Andrea, the girls had set another date. After all, why wouldn’t they? They couldn’t get enough of each other, just like I couldn’t get enough of them either.

Except this time, it wasn’t going to be at Andrea’s apartment. This time, they wanted to go out somewhere first. Like actual lovers, like they were the ones dating, instead of Lisa and me. I knew they weren’t blind to the implications of that. I knew that part of what they liked about the idea was how it made me uneasy, how it brought my own relationship with Lisa into question. Those were the kind of games they never seemed to be able to get enough of.

Lisa had shown me the new dress and the new shoes when she bought them, too excited to keep it to herself. Now, I moved across the bedroom almost in a trance as I went to the closet to retrieve her new purchases. Meanwhile, she stayed behind, doing her makeup in the bathroom.

When she emerged, she was transformed. It wasn’t like I didn’t know what she could do with a brush and a bit of lipstick. But it never failed to catch me off guard. Especially now, knowing the circumstances behind it. Now, her beauty was almost proof of her desire, her excitement to do something new with Andrea. Her eyes glowed between thick dark lashes, her lipstick a deep, dark, tasteful red that suited her complexion well. Her hair, now dry, was carefully styled, falling in soft curls almost down to her shoulders.

She was still completely naked. But as she stepped into the bedroom, she saw the dress laid out on the bed for her, and smiled.

“Put it on me,” she said.

I picked it up. It was black; black always suited her. It was stiff; the top of it basically a black corset, complete with clasps on the front and steel boning to give it, and her, an undeniably appealing shape. It was short, ending in a black lacy skirt that was almost like a tutu. I hadn’t yet seen it on her, had only seen it when she held it up to show it off to me. But I already knew, beyond even the slightest doubt, she would look like sex personified in it.

She wanted to make me suffer. To make me part of this almost ritual of submission. But as I pulled the dress over her, I realized she actually did need my help to get it on. As we fasten the clasps in the front, I began to tighten the laces in the back, under her instruction. And it was all I could do not to groan in delight and despair as I watched the way the corset shaped her torso, as it pushed her boobs high on her chest, giving her a cleavage that I can practically feel burning itself into my memory even in the moment.

“More,” she ordered, and, obedient as ever, I pulled even harder on the laces, giving her body an even more exaggerated hourglass shape. Until finally, she was satisfied.

“Okay, now put my shoes on.”

I kneeled on the floor as she stood above me. The flouncy skirt barely came down the middle of her thighs, and I was agonizingly aware that she wore no panties underneath. This was so out of character, and the thought of her wearing something so unbelievably provocative in public sent shockwaves of lust racing through my body. I never had a choice except to do what she said.

I picked up the boots. Black patent leather ankle boots with a sharp high heel, gleaming in the light in a way that reminded me of Andrea’s sexy latex catsuit last time we had played together. Lisa shifted her weight from one foot to the other, letting me slide boots on to her feet, letting me do up the buckles on the side like the lowly servant I was. And when I was done, she laughed at me. Reaching forward, she ran her fingers through my hair, chuckling in the full knowledge of what she was doing to me, the way she was driving me absolutely crazy with unrelenting desire. My cock was throbbing as desperately as ever, my desire every bit as potent as it ever was, and as always, there was not a single thing I could do about it.

“You really are a good boy when you want something, aren’t you? But there’s going to be no pussy for you tonight. Not yet, anyway. Tonight, this is for her.”

As she spoke, Lisa ran her hands down over her body, over the curves nature had given her and the corset dress so beautifully enhanced. I almost groaned as I watched, that familiar feeling of desire and despair taking me over once again as I stayed on my knees, gazing in disbelief at the teasing goddess my once conservative girlfriend had become.

“Don’t wait up, loser,” Lisa said mockingly, using Andrea’s little term of abuse as she strode past me, her skirt bouncing with every step she took, threatening to reveal even more of her amazing body. Grabbing a small purse, she didn’t look back, heading for the door of our apartment, off on a date with Andrea that I wasn’t invited to. And I watched her go, speechless and frustrated, terrified of what the night ahead held, and yet so turned on, I could barely even think straight.

The door closed. Lisa was gone. But my latest night of suffering, I knew, was only just beginning.


Date Night Surprise

The hours passed unbelievably slowly. Almost painfully, as if time was made of shards of broken glass that I was being dragged along, inch by inch. Lisa’s absence was like a strange kind of negative presence, as if she was everywhere now that she wasn’t here, and I couldn’t stop my mind from endlessly circling that sore spot, turning over and over what had happened and what was going to happen, as if thinking could possibly change the outcome.

It felt like fear. Fear of what might lie ahead, of what might happen next. Knowing, as I knew all too well, that whatever happened, I would be unable to control it, unable to stop it. Maybe unwilling, too. So far, that had been the weakness these women exploited in me, and it worked so well for them, it didn’t seem that they had any reason to ever stop.

With Lisa gone, I wandered around the house aimlessly for a while. I couldn’t focus on anything. Over and over again, my mind turned to thoughts of what the two of them might be doing, of where this might be going. And every time that happened, I bristled with shame.

My girlfriend was out on a date with someone else. And it turned me on. After all, I wanted Andrea just as badly as Lisa did, but only one of us, it seemed, was going to get her that night. Jealousy and frustration echoed like cannon blasts in my conflicted heart, and all the time, inside, I felt the burning of desperate arousal.

She looked so sexy when she left. I don’t think she had ever worn anything that provocative in public before. She was dressed up to show off all of her best assets, the tight dress and high heels flaunting every curve. It made me want her so badly. And I knew that was what she wanted. But it wasn’t just that. She wanted to impress Andrea too. I couldn’t ignore the fact that she was dressing and behaving for this other woman in a way that she never did for me, no matter how much I might have wanted it. As if she wanted Andrea more than me. As if Andrea excited her in ways I never could. And I knew that was true, and I was hardly surprised. After all, you only had to look at her. Besides, it wasn’t just her looks. It was her mind, too, her wild, sexy, aggressive personality.

No, it didn’t surprise me that my girlfriend wanted this woman more than she wanted me. But it hurt.

And it was supposed to. I knew that, too. I knew that, in its own perverse way, this was all part of it. Part of the excitement they felt, part of the lust they had for each other. It teased and disgraced and humiliated me, and they wanted that. They wanted me to feel all those negative emotions, to be practically boiling alive with them, just like I was. They could have their cake and eat it, too. They could go out on a date together, my formerly straight girlfriend seemingly more and more into this other woman with every day that passed. And no matter what they did or where they went, they would know that I was at home waiting for them. Thinking about them. Desperate for what I couldn’t have, for them, for the amazing bodies that I only occasionally got to enjoy, and even then, only at the price of my total humiliation.

It was so hot. It was so hot I could barely stand it, so hot that it made me breathless just to think about it. So hot that I couldn’t resist the urge to jerk off thinking about them. Lying there alone in my bed, wondering where they were and what they were doing, never doubting they were having a fantastic time and wondering if they were laughing at me while they did.

I could see it all so clearly in my mind, as if it was happening right in front of me. Lisa in the practically unbearably sexy outfit I had dressed her in, and Andrea wearing – well, it didn’t really matter. Whatever Andrea was wearing, I knew, would be almost painfully sexy. Part of me wanted nothing more than to see her, but the more rational part knew that if I did, it would probably only add to my suffering. Then again, maybe that was what I wanted, too. Lisa, straight or not, was acting like she was addicted to our beautiful next-door neighbor, and I had to acknowledge that I was behaving as if I was addicted to the pain of it. The teasing, the humiliation. The wild rush of surrendering control and letting these women treat me however they felt like.

Masturbation could only partly relieve my intense desire, and never for long. No matter what I tried to do, I couldn’t get my mind off them, and I knew that if they could see the way I was struggling in their absence, it would only amuse them more. It would only delight them even more, another unnecessary reminder of their unstoppable, irresistible power, another expression of their beauty and sex appeal that let them get away with treating me like this, that made me enjoy it.

So I waited, just like they wanted. I waited and longed and suffered, all for them, while they, presumably, had a wonderful time on their big night out.

When I heard it first, I couldn’t be sure that I had heard anything at all. A muted voice in the hallway of the apartment building, late at night; the sound of someone trying to be quiet. A door opening and closing. Then silence, for a while. A silence long enough to make me doubt what I was starting to hope as I looked at the clock and saw it was past midnight.

But then, I heard something else. A female voice, softened by the wall between us, but unmistakably there. I couldn’t make out any words, couldn’t tell who it was. But there was no question that it was coming from Andrea’s apartment.

I waited again, barely daring to breathe. Desperate to hear that sound again, or any others like it, even though I knew it was only making me suffer more. And after a while, I heard it again. Another female voice, and then another.

As I listened hard, I started to detect the rhythm that made my cock throb all over again. Sex. It sounded like sex. And I remembered that first time we heard Andrea’s voice raised in pleasure, coming through the wall of our apartment, and how it had annoyed Lisa. How it had thrown our own lack of sex into stark relief, reminding us of the drought we hardly dared to discuss with each other. The drought was definitely over now. But more for her, apparently, than for me.

I stood up. Moving as if on autopilot, I pressed my ear to the wall. I could hear things more clearly now, and if I had had any doubt about what was happening, it quickly vanished. I couldn’t tell which of them was moaning in pleasure. At this distance, with the wall in the way, both their voices sounded similar when singing that old song of pleasure. But they were having sex. No doubt about that. And I cringed as I stood there with my ear pressed to the wall, listening to every moment even though it hurt me, unable to even think about tearing myself away from this latest exhibition of female sexual selfishness and power.

And then, my blood suddenly ran cold, my heart seeming to freeze in my chest. The truth was, I had expected some of this, or something like this. That didn’t mean I knew what to do about it, or really believed there was anything I could do about it. This was, after all, the game that we played, the arrangement the three of us had come to.

But what made my heart turned to stone in my chest was the low rumble of a man’s voice in the apartment next door.

Terror bloomed inside me. Primal, powerful, impossible to ignore. Strong enough, in fact, to overwhelm the twisted desire that, until that moment, had been the strongest component in the cocktail of emotions swirling around in my skull. The fact that my girlfriend cheated on me with Andrea was a sore spot, a constant humiliation, the most potent expression yet of my inferiority to these women. But it was also the sexiest thing I knew.

But the thought of her with another man? That made me feel sick.

Again, I moved practically on autopilot, not even thinking about what I was doing. Just acting. I stormed out of our apartment, the door swinging shut behind me as I walked the few quick steps to where Andrea lived. I pounded on the door, the world around me already seeming to sink into a red mist of rage and fury as I tried, the best I could, to prepare myself for what I might be about to find.

From the other side of the door, I heard footsteps. The sounds of sex had stopped now, my intrusion shattering whatever blissful experience had been going on in the apartment. The footsteps came closer, and the door swung open, and my heart stumbled another clumsy step in my chest as I saw Lisa standing there in front of me.

She looked just as I remembered her, just as she had looked when she went out for her date in that sexy dress. But somehow, even though it seemed I had thought of almost nothing else while she was gone, it was almost like I had forgotten just how good she looked. Maybe it was impossible to keep her completely in mind in the full glory of how she was, in the full wild rush of her barely believable beauty.

Her dark hair fell in soft waves almost down to her shoulders, bared by that sexy dress. Between her made-up eyelashes, her eyes sparkled. When she saw me, I saw her lips lift at the corners into a smile, and her breasts rose invitingly in the corset top of the dress she was wearing. She was still wearing those sexy ankle boots, too, and as she stood there in the doorway, swinging the door wide like she wanted me to get a better look, my eyes traveled again over every enticing curve of her incredible body. Fear might’ve dampened my arousal, but now it came roaring back, my heart beating hard in my chest as I looked at her like I had never seen her before, like I would never see her again. As if all that mattered was seeing and appreciating that nearly unbearable beauty all over again, desperate to take it in any way I could.

And at the same time, relief washed over me. She was still dressed. Maybe those noises of female pleasure coming from Andrea’s bedroom hadn’t been her.

“Hi, babe,” Lisa said, her tone as casual as if she had just come back from the grocery store, instead of from a date with someone else. “What’s up?”

It was hard to talk to her when she looked like this. Frankly, looking at her made it hard to focus on anything except those incredible looks. Desire has a way of eclipsing everything else, and the longer I stood there looking at her magnificent body, the more my worries melted away. Cheating on me with Andrea was one thing. It was the thought of her cheating with another man that really horrified me. If that wasn’t the case, then this wasn’t the disaster I had feared, and my mind could turn back to more pleasant ideas. Including, primarily, the thought of being with Lisa again.

“What’s up? What’s up in here?”

Lisa’s smile only grew as she looked at me. There was an unmistakable devious delight in her expression. She could act as cool as she wanted, and I knew that that was part of her dominatrix persona. But she couldn’t hide how excited she was. She couldn’t mask how much she was enjoying this, how much she loved my doubt and uncertainty, and she reveled in having more power over me.

“We’re just having some fun,” she said. “Andrea met someone at the bar.”

As if on cue, I heard laughter coming from the bedroom. Andrea’s laughter. Reacting to something another had said, probably, instead of what Lisa was saying. Still, I knew it didn’t really matter. If Andrea could’ve seen me in that moment, in all my doubt and fear, I knew she would find that hilarious, too.

“But you’re not…?”

I didn’t finish the question. I didn’t need to. Lisa beamed at me now, a smile spreading across her beautiful face to light it up even more with the obvious excitement she felt.

“Come in,” she said.

She didn’t wait for an answer. She pushed the door open even wider, then turned, that lacy skirt seeming to whisper around her hips and thighs as she moved. As I followed her to Andrea’s apartment, closing the door behind me, I couldn’t take my eyes off the way her legs looked. The slender high heels she balanced so gracefully on emphasized every muscle, every long line, and I almost shivered as I remembered shaving her legs in the bathroom, and where that had led.

Lisa seemed to glide along on those heels that looked like weapons, as if she was born to be the dominant goddess she was now, but I knew the truth. Even just a few weeks ago, her being like this would’ve been completely unthinkable. But that was all before she met Andrea. Now, she wore outfits like this and went on dates with other people and did whatever the hell she wanted. And I loved her for it.

I loved her before all this started, but now, it was more intense, somehow. More ferocious. The way I felt about to now made my old feelings pale by comparison. I still loved her just as much as I always had, but I wanted her more than ever. And seeing this unexpected kinky, dominant, naughty side to her made it feel almost like she was someone else. Like I had two of her. The woman I had always known and loved, and now, more and more frequently these days, the kinky mistress whose body I wanted to worship, any time she gave me the chance.

Reaching Andrea’s living room, Lisa turned. Her short skirt whirled in a circle around her, showing off more of those shapely legs, and her breasts heaved again in the corset. She looked so pleased with herself, so delighted with the way things were going. And I still felt uncertain. But as I heard the soft moan of a woman’s voice coming from the bedroom, I was reassured again. It was Andrea, not Lisa, playing with someone else. Better than the alternative.

“Sit down.”

Lisa pointed to the sofa as she spoke. She spoke softly, not barking orders. Just saying it as if it was obvious, as if it was the only reasonable course of action. And that was how I took it. I just did it, without thinking too much about what exactly I was doing. Obedience to her and to our neighbor was starting to become practically a habit. Probably that was exactly what they wanted, the training they had always intended to give me. Well, you can’t argue with results.

I sat, and for a moment, Lisa paused. In the silence that followed, all we heard was the sound of Andrea entertaining her lover in the next room. Now, I could hear her gasps and moans of pleasure more clearly, along with his rhythmic grunting, and as I watched, as Lisa tilted her head to one side, listening, I felt another surge of jealousy. I was glad it wasn’t her with another man, glad it was Andrea instead. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t jealous. I wanted Andrea just as badly as I wanted Lisa, the only difference being that I loved one woman, and was simply wildly in lust with the other. Andrea had never promised to be exclusive to me, or to Lisa. That didn’t mean I wasn’t bitterly jealous of any man who got to have her.

“Were you scared I was cheating on you?”

“Yes.”

I didn’t hesitate to tell her, not even a little. After all, there was no point denying it. And Lisa laughed out loud, as if what I had said was funny. But it was simply the truth. The thought of it terrified me, and the relief I felt now was part of the unbelievable intoxication that went hand-in-hand with her beauty and my irresistible desire for her.

“And you don’t want that?”

I stared at my girlfriend in astonishment.

“Of course not,” I said. Lisa blinked.

“But you don’t seem to mind when it’s with Andrea.”

I squirmed a little in my seat. Part of me knew she was right. It wasn’t like the thought hadn’t crossed my mind. And it wasn’t as if my feelings on the subject were all that clear-cut anyway. The things she did with Andrea did bother me, did scare me, did make me feel inadequate. It was just that they turned me on too. Was that enough to make them okay? I guessed only I could decide that. And I was still struggling to wrap my head around it. But all the same, I didn’t want them to stop.

“That’s different.”

“Why? Because she’s a girl?”

“I guess so.”

There was no question that my obvious discomfort was making Lisa smile. She stepped toward me slowly, and I watched her approach, watching that beautiful body swaying with every step all over again, making me weak by the second. Leaning over me where I sat on Andrea’s couch, Lisa placed one hand on my shoulder. Her breasts pressed against the tight corset of the dress she was laced into, sending another shockwave of desperate desire through my body as I stared up at her again.

Balancing with her hand on my shoulder, Lisa reached out with the other and found the hard bulge of my cock in my pants. She smiled as she rubbed it, teased it, toyed with it. She knew exactly what she was doing, and I groaned just like the mysterious man in the bedroom who was making Andrea’s wild cries of passion ring out even more loudly, even more rhythmically, even more unignorably than ever. The wild soundtrack to this strange drama playing out in the living room between Lisa and me. For the moment, I just stared up at her in disbelief, marveling at the woman my girlfriend had become. I had never seen it coming. I never stood a chance.

“That doesn’t seem very fair,” Lisa said. Her voice was little more than a whisper now, her brown eyes looking directly into mine, her hair hanging like soft curtains on either side of her face as if to shut the world out. But it couldn’t, not completely. From the bedroom, we could both still hear Andrea’s wild cries, the unmistakable sound of sex ring out in the apartment that was so like our own, and there was no chance of forgetting what it signified. Everything I wanted and couldn’t have, while Lisa stood in front of me dressed to the nines, looking more outrageously sexy than she ever had before. And still not giving me what I wanted.

“Because honestly, Steve? If anyone was a real threat to you, if anyone was going to take me away from you. It wouldn’t be some guy. It would be her.”

I gasped as she spoke, and my gasp soon turned into a groan as her hand squeezed my cock through the fabric of my pants. There I was again, completely in her control. There I was again, desperate for what it felt like she alone could give me. And all the while, Andrea’s ecstatic moans echoed through the apartment, making me breathless with frustrated desire, just like Lisa’s body was.

“Stay there. I’ll be back in just a moment.”

I opened my mouth to protest as Lisa straightened up, taking her hand away from my cock, robbing me of even that teasing pleasure. But I quickly talked myself out of complaining. After all, I knew it wouldn’t do any good. If anything, it would only encourage her to be even more teasing, more cruel, more merciless toward me. I knew by now how things worked.

So instead, I watched her walk away. I watched that gorgeous body swaying along in that sexy dress until she was gone. She disappeared around the corner, heading for Andrea’s bedroom, and the sound of Andrea’s sex got louder as she opened the door. I could hear everything now, creaking bedsprings, the wet smack of his body against hers, his happy groans mixing with her wild shrieks of pleasure.

And my girlfriend, watching it all.

Lisa would see everything that was happening now, and I wondered how that must feel for her. I, of course, had been made to watch the two of them have sex in that exact room, and it was an experience I was never going to forget. The hottest thing imaginable, the sexiest thing I had ever seen in my life, and an ordeal of frustration beyond anything I might once have thought I could endure.

It wouldn’t be like that for Lisa, I knew. It would be different. Still, I wondered if it turned her on. I wondered if she paused to watch, if she took a moment to enjoy the spectacle of our Mistress treating herself to such wild and joyful pleasure.

With those sounds ringing out loudly in the apartment now, I thought of getting out of my seat, no matter what Lisa had said. I felt compelled to go and look, to see Andrea’s beautiful orgasmic spasms of pleasure, even though I knew it would only hurt me. But soon, I heard my girlfriend’s high heels clicking on the floor as she walked back toward me. I focused my attention back on her as she came swinging around the corner, that smile fell on her face, a set of steel handcuffs in her fist.

“Take your shirt off,” she said.

Speaking softly, just like always, giving her orders with a smile, with undisguised pleasure, almost infuriatingly confident that they would be obeyed. Of course, she was right. I would do whatever she said, and I would especially do that, hoping all the time that whatever use these women had in mind for me next, it would somehow end up in sex.

I took off my shirt. And Lisa watched with that same amusement, that same confidence of a sexy woman who not only knew exactly what she wanted, but knew, beyond any trace of doubt, that she was going to get it.

“Stand up.”

And again, her every word was my deepest command. I stood, and she stepped toward me, that flared skirt brushing against my legs as she circled around behind me. I knew what happened next, of course. As she pulled my hands behind my back, I knew exactly what was happening. And I didn’t stop it. Again, I let it happen. I let myself be tied up, let the cuffs close around my wrists, so willing to give away my power any time a pretty woman demanded it.

My cuffed hands felt the steel bones of the corset through the black fabric that covered them as she pressed herself against me from behind. Her arms reached around me, her fingers finding my belt, and she unfastened it easily, pushing down my pants. My underwear followed. My cock sprang out, and I felt her chuckling as she wrapped her hand around it again, slowly stroking to make me moan. At the same time, she bit my shoulder, her teeth sinking slightly into the skin.

She was a different woman. There was no denying that. This aggression, this unmistakable desire, was exactly what had been missing from our relationship. It was exactly what I had wanted, without being able to say it. Now I had it, now that I had given up all control, and it was the drug that kept me coming back, kept me submitting to these women over and over again, letting them do whatever they wanted with me.

Letting go of my cock, Lisa circled around to stand in front of me again. Her fingers trailed over my chest, and her skirt brushed against my cock as she stepped close to me. She tilted her head up toward me, her hand finding the back of my neck and pulling my face down toward hers, and she crushed her lips against mine in a deep and passionate kiss, our tongues moving over one another, the passion in the room absolutely electric. All the time, we could both hear the sound of Andrea having sex in the next room, and it only fueled that intense desire, that desperate need for more.

Lisa’s smile looked even more hungry as she pulled her lips away from mine. Again, that hand closed around my cock, and again, I groaned as she started to stroke. I watched her breasts rising and falling in the top of that corset dress that embraced her hourglass figure so exquisitely, her shining eyes looking deep into mine, joy and sex appeal seemed to radiate from every cell of her body, making me as wild with desire as I had ever been, more and more excited than I had ever imagined, desperate for more of this cruel and teasing treatment from this incredible woman.

“Sounds like she’s having fun in there.”

“Yeah. It does.”

“I like fun.”

“I can see that.”

Lisa laughed at my response. She knew just as well as I did how far she had come, how things had changed. This new sexy side of herself was, I suspected, almost as much of a surprise to her as it was to me. I don’t think either of us could explain where it had been hiding all this time. And I knew that neither of us wanted it to stop.

“Come with me,” Lisa said finally.

And as she took a step away from me, still holding my cock in her hand, I knew I had no choice. She smiled over her shoulder at me as she gently but firmly pulled me toward the bedroom, the sounds of Andrea’s bliss getting louder and louder with every step we took toward her.

Using my cock like a leash, my girlfriend let me unstoppably toward my next sexual humiliation.
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