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They Make Him Watch

Lisa led me around the corner, past the bathroom, to Andrea’s bedroom that shared a wall with ours. And I knew that in our now-empty apartment, the sounds of her pleasure would be clearly audible through that thin wall. But not as unignorable as they were here.

Andrea was moaning and shrieking in total abandon. I had seen her cum before, of course. I had even been the cause of it, once or twice. But somehow, I never got tired of it. It was always beautiful, always sexy, no matter what she did. But never more so than at moments like this. Never more so than at this specific moment, this wild and ecstatic peak of pleasure, her amazing body doing exactly what it seemed to be designed to do: giving and receiving pure sexual ecstasy.

She was lying on her back on the bed, her blond hair fanning out around her. She was completely naked, her big breasts bouncing with the motion of her frantic breathing and to the rhythm of the sex she was having. She had her long legs wrapped around the waist of the man who lay on top of her, also naked. He was supporting himself with his hands on the mattress on either side of her, the muscles showing in his abdomen as he drove his cock in and out of her streaming pussy again and again.

Lisa led me through the door of the bedroom. As she did, both people on the bed turned to look at us. Both their faces were flushed, both of them panting with the exertion of the sex they had just been having. I barely looked at Andrea’s lover, but I dimly registered a thick mane of chestnut brown hair, a hint of stubble on a well-defined jaw line. Really, I only had eyes for her, and my own sexy girlfriend.

Andrea let out a gasp when she saw us, but it wasn’t a gasp of surprise. More of pleasure, if anything. A little bark of laughter that soon turned into another long moan as her pussy, I imagined, spasmed around the man’s cock, and he let out a little moan too, savoring that silken feeling of her body reacting to his and reacting to what she saw in front of her now.

If he was put off by my presence, he didn’t show it. He stayed where he was, pausing his movements but not trying to pull out. Not saying anything. Just watching as my gorgeous girlfriend led me further into the bedroom, making me part of the audience to their sex.

I could imagine, with another burning stab of jealousy, how this man must’ve felt when he saw these two in the bar or wherever they had met. As stunning as Andrea was, Lisa looked so incredible in her outfit, I knew any man would want her just as badly. Maybe he had thought he was going to get both of them, the lucky bastard. But what he was getting was certainly nothing to complain about. Andrea’s amazing body spread out underneath him, his for the taking, all the pleasure I knew she was capable of giving accessible to him instead of me, after everything I had been through.

Yes, no wonder they wanted me to watch. No wonder Lisa had brought me here, a smile on her gorgeous face and a dark song of kinky delight in her heart. They had ideas. And Lisa, it seemed, was channeling all of Andrea’s kinkiness, her dominance, her power, using it on me in her own way. No longer questioning herself. No longer doubting. Doing what she wanted and turning me on more than I could ever have believed. That time she tried to dominate me after our first encounter with Andrea now seemed a very long time ago. Like a memory of another life. Neither of us had quite been able to find our rhythm, to lose ourselves completely in our different roles. That didn’t seem to be a problem anymore.

If anything, with Andrea lying on the bed with a man on top of her, Lisa, fully dressed in her sexy outfit, now seemed more dominant than our neighbour.

“Down.”

Lisa pointed to the floor as she spoke. She had led me to the corner that still had the cage in it, and I almost trembled with fear at the sight of it. Was I going to be imprisoned in it again? I didn’t doubt for a moment that if that was what either she or Andrea wanted, that was exactly where I would end up.

I looked at Lisa, practically begging silently for mercy. But she was no longer smiling. As I looked at her, I got the sense that something more performative had come over her now. After all, our Mistress was watching. She had come such a long way in such a short time, and it was impressive to see the changes in her. But I got the distinct feeling that it was Andrea, not me, that she really wanted to impress.

And that meant controlling me completely. Not that that was exactly a challenge for her these days.

Lisa let go of my cock, and I sank down to my knees on the floor at her feet. She towered above me now, and from where I was, I could almost see up that tiny lacy skirt she wore as part of her sexy black dress. I remembered that she had gone out wearing nothing underneath that dress, risking flashing anyone who took a close look, and now it was my hungry eyes that were sliding up her toned legs, desperate for a glimpse of the sex that I craved as if I had never had it, as if I had never had anything so wonderful in my entire life.

“Watch.”

Lisa raised her eyebrows to emphasize her command, pointing at the bed as she spoke. As if it was in any way unclear what she might mean. What else was I going to watch in that room at that moment?

Andrea smiled and turned her attention back to her lover, draping her arms over his neck. I could see the desire in her face as she looked into her eyes, that smile of delight showing just how much she was enjoying this, and again, I felt that stab of envy as I thought about how it must feel to be the guy who was inside her now.

“Come on, Zach,” she said. “Don’t worry about them.”

And he smiled back at her, turning his attention back to the beautiful goddess lying underneath him. As stunning as Lisa was, as wild and strange as what was happening between us undoubtedly was, Andrea had everything she needed to be a big distraction to any man. Her beauty and the obvious pleasure she was feeling made her magnetic, made her irresistible. Even with Lisa in the room with us, it was hard to look anywhere else.

Zach started moving on top of her again. He moved his hips, sliding his stiff cock in and out of her pussy, making both of them moan again. And soon, he picked up the pace, finding the rhythm he had previously established. Soon, the bedroom filled once again with Andrea’s voice, vibrating in pure pleasure as she screamed her bliss at the ceiling.

Lisa sat down. As she did, I saw that she had put a pillow down on top of the bars of the cage to make a seat, and that was where she positioned herself now to enjoy the show. She tossed her head, flicking her hair back over her shoulders, and her eyes sparkled, the shine in them emphasized by the dark and provocative makeup she wore. I was turned toward the bed, slightly away from her, but all I had to do was turn my head to see her. Torn between two beauties, one naked and getting fucked, the other dressed in her sexy outfit I had helped her put on, her obvious excitement showing every line of her body and every expression of her face as she watched the same erotic show I did.

Idly, Lisa draped one leg over my shoulder. She didn’t even look at me as she did it. Her attention was still on the other woman, still watching the live sex show happening in front of us, using me almost like furniture. I could feel the smooth leather of her ankle boots sliding over my skin, could feel the warmth of her skin against mine, the legs she had made me shave before she went out in an unforgettable ritual of submission and frustration and desire. Now, they felt almost unbearably smooth and despicably desirable as she rested her leg over my shoulder. The lace skirt tickled the back of my neck, and I turned to look at her over my shoulder. As I did, she looked down at me, a smile showing on her face once again as she managed to tear her attention away from Andrea and her lover, at least for a moment.

Lisa’s dark eyes flickered over my face. Taking it all in, loving every wild moment of it. I guess so was I, in my own way. But my way, I felt, wasn’t as straightforward as hers. I was wracked all the while by guilt and shame, by a sense I shouldn’t be doing this, and certainly shouldn’t be enjoying it as much as I was. But if she had any similar doubts, she didn’t show it.

“Look at that. There’s a speck of dust on my boot. Clean it for me.”

Andrea let out another bark of laughter that soon turned into another blissful moan. The sound seemed to encourage Zach, just as it would’ve encouraged me.

He lunged forward even more forcefully, his pleasure and desire for more driving his cock even deeper inside Andrea to make her moan even more.

No one really deserved her, I thought to myself in that moment. No one really deserved the kind of pleasure he was no doubt feeling. But if anyone did, it was me. I had suffered so much, to the amusement of these evil beauties. I had given up everything, my pride, my self-respect, my standing in the eyes of my girlfriend. But he was the one getting to have sex with her. I was the one getting humiliated.

As she spoke, Lisa ran her hands down her smooth leg, over my shoulder. I listened to her skin whispering against itself, listened to the smooth silky sound of her touching the body I craved so badly, knowing she was driving me crazy. I watched the black patent leather of her sexy ankle boot shine in the light, partially reflecting the wild scene happening in front of us on its curved surface, and I bristled. On the bed, Andrea and Zach had not stopped. He was still sliding that hard cock in and out of her, making her moan and gasp, making her legs, wrapped around his hips, tremble with the force of the pleasure she was feeling. But they were both watching me. Both of them curious to see this new disgrace, even in the midst of all the pleasure they were feeling. For Andrea, at least, I knew that this would add to her excitement. As if sex wasn’t enough by itself, I knew she always got an extra little kick of pleasure to know that I was suffering while she had fun.

I didn’t want to do what Lisa said. But that just made it one more in a long line of things I didn’t want to do that these beautiful women had forced me into. And my cock throbbed at the thought, the wild hormones of sex vibrating in the air, all four of us, in our different ways, caught up in the twisted excitement of what was happening here.

The sharp heel of Lisa’s shoe scraped just a little against my stomach. Just a little reminder of my helpless position, my vulnerability. As if she needed to. As if I could ever forget. And as if there was ever really any doubt that I was going to do what she said.

I couldn’t help it. I knew I had no choice. And, my cock throbbing and my cheeks burning in seemingly inescapable shame, I leaned forward, feeling her smooth skin sliding over my shoulder, as I lowered my mouth to her foot.

Over on the bed, Andrea practically sobbed in ecstasy. Even Zach grinned as he plunged his lucky cock into her again, riding the wave of her excitement and making her howl even louder and longer this time. And Lisa laughed, giddy with what she had become, with the thrilling knowledge of what she had turned me into. Her little toy, to tease and control and dominate as she pleased. God, it was so hot that I felt like I could barely breathe. As if raw excitement had sucked every molecule of air out of the room, leaving nothing behind but this volatile and seemingly explosive mixture of kinky pleasure.

My tongue slid over the gleaming leather of Lisa’s boot, and she laughed as she ran her fingers through my hair. Any dust she seemed to have spotted was probably imaginary, but I knew that wasn’t the point. It wasn’t about what she needed, it was about what she wanted. About demonstrating the ferocious power she had to humiliate and degrade me anytime she felt like it. Knowing I wasn’t going to stop her.

“That’s a good little bootlicker,” she purred behind me, and I felt her hand tighten in my hair. “Keep going. I want these shoes spotless when you’re done. Understand me?”

“Yes, Lisa,” I mumbled between licks. Every inch the humble slave, groveling at the feet of his sexy mistress. On the bed, the alpha couple laughed, sharing the joke I had become just like they shared the pleasure their bodies were giving each other, the pleasure I could only envy as I squirmed with embarrassment and did as I was told.

I kept going. Not daring to defy or disappoint Lisa in any way. And she kept running her fingers through my hair, alternately stroking and pulling, like she wanted to remind me that she was there and capable of inflicting pain if she wanted to. Like I was ever going to forget that.

And as I continued licking her boot, I kept one eye on the bed. I watched Andrea getting fucked, taking thrusts that made her breathless, that made her shiver and gasp with a pleasure that seemed far greater than anything I had ever made any woman feel. As her cries of pure ecstasy filled the room, exploding in my ears, I watched her cum. And I felt Lisa’s hand tighten in my hair, pulling on it even more as if to steady herself while she watched the same spectacle.

But that wasn’t the end. Insatiable as I knew Andrea could be, I didn’t really expect things to end there. She lay back on the mattress, gasping and shaking with the aftershock of orgasm, and Zach’s dark eyes studied her face carefully. He hadn’t cum. That quickly became clear to me, and in almost the same moment, Lisa pulled on my hair again, and I knew she had noticed the same thing I had. Only she felt very differently about it than me.

Andrea smiled up at her lover, a look of pure delight on her beautiful face. As she gently pushed him away, his cock slid easily out of her wet pussy, shining with the juices of her pleasure that poured out of her onto the sheet below. But they weren’t done. Far from it.

Andrea, tireless as I knew she could be, rolled over on the mattress. She crawled across the bed, coming closer to me. Sideways on the mattress, she peered down at me, a slight smile on her flushed face showing me all that incredible pleasure she was feeling, all that selfish lust.

“Look at you down there, you little loser,” she giggled, and Lisa pulled on my hair again. “Enjoying the show?”

“You look amazing when you cum, Andrea.”

The whole room laughed at that, including Zach. I meant exactly what I said. It was true, and the words just seemed to burst out of me before I could stop them, even if I had wanted to. But really, what did it matter? These women wanted me submissive, groveling, humiliated, wanted to show off their ridiculous power in front of the stranger who kneeled on the mattress behind Andrea, still watching everything with a slightly bemused expression on his face. Still not saying anything. And I knew the truth. Whatever he might think of what he was witnessing, he wasn’t going to complain. Sex with Andrea was more than enough to shut any guy up, to keep him willing to go along with just about anything. I was living proof of that.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Andrea said with that superior smirk I knew so well. “Because I have a feeling you’re going to see it again, real soon.”

As she spoke, she turned to look over her shoulder at Zach, smiling invitingly at him. It was all the invitation he needed. He moved in closer behind her, his hands reaching for her hips, and she smiled in sadistic satisfaction as he gave her exactly what she wanted.

As he entered her, she turned her eyes toward me again. Her bright blue stare held my gaze, holding my attention prisoner just as much as my body was, if not more so. Her lips parted, letting out a soft but unmistakable moan of pure physical pleasure, and I tried my best not to groan in pure frustration at what I was witnessing, but not getting to have.

Zach plunged deeper into her from behind, and Andrea’s eyes practically rolled in her head. He was reaching different parts of her now, the angle changed to bring her a whole new wave of orgasmic bliss, both of them soon moaning in that same sexy rhythm that could only have one ending. For a while, Andrea supported herself on her arms, but soon, as the contractions of pleasure overwhelmed her, she gave up. She lay down on her elbows, arching her back as she kept her ass in the air, supporting the weight of her lower body on her knees so that Zach could continue plowing her from behind.

And Lisa watched. Just like I did, both of us entranced by what we were seeing, the woman we both wanted holding nothing back as she charged rapidly toward another wild release. For me, the idea of my once conservative girlfriend watching this whole display was even more unbelievably sexy, even more unspeakably hot. I practically vibrated with it as I sat there trembling on my knees, watching it all unfold.

Lisa shifted behind me. Her leg pressed against my chest again, the weight of it on my shoulder as she stretched further forward, and I groaned as the slender high heel of her gleaming ankle boots touched my cock. Andrea laughed again, that special little laugh of sadistic amusement that always turned into a moan of pleasure, her evil delight in my rejection and emasculation making the sex she was having that much better. I was on display just as much as she was, and she absolutely loved it. Even while Zach continued to pump his cock into her from behind, she kept her burning eyes locked on me, watching it all, not missing a moment.

My cock throbbed and swelled to the touch of Lisa’s high heel. Just that, a few inches of slender plastic, enough to drive me even further into sexual slavery. Except it wasn’t that, really. It was all the twisted psychology behind it, the inescapable symbolism of what we were doing. The way this woman, and Andrea too, seemed to be able to get me to do anything.

And all the while, Andrea’s moans and groans of ecstasy rose in the bedroom air, and soon, as both Lisa and I watched, we saw her tremble and shake her way to another orgasm. Finally, she closed her eyes, unable to withstand the rush of it any longer, and Lisa’s high heel continued to jab at my surging cock as if to punish me for what I was witnessing.

“See that, loser?” my loving girlfriend hissed into my ear as she continued to torture me. “See how a real man makes a woman cum?”

I did. I couldn’t help but see it, couldn’t help but watch the whole frustrating spectacle. And I couldn’t stop wishing it was me who was behind her, inside her, driving both of us toward that exquisite pleasure. I couldn’t help longing for it, burning up with unrelieved desire just the way I knew they wanted me to, totally unable to do even the smallest thing about it. These women, both of them, played my emotions like virtuosos, Lisa no less now than Andrea, equal in her own way to the unbelievably sexy dominatrix our next-door neighbor had turned out to be.

Andrea collapsed on the mattress. Sex goddess or not, it seemed even she had her limits. She kept her eyes closed, moaning and trembling as Zach pulled out of her. His face was shining with sweat, his athletic body showing the exertions of sex the two of them had just gone through. But unbelievably, he still hadn’t cum. I didn’t try to look at his body. To me, he was little more than a prop. Just as much a toy for these women as I was, though in a completely different way. Still, Lisa’s words echoed in my ears, and I wondered if she was looking at his still-hard cock, shining with Andrea’s juices. I wondered how such a spectacle might make her feel.

“Come here.”

Lisa’s voice was sharp behind me as she spoke, and again, she pulled on my hair for emphasis. With her leg draped over my shoulder, I was already about as ‘here’ as I could possibly get, but as I turned to look at her over my shoulder, I got her meaning.

I shuffled around on my knees, staring up at her, and her tiny skirt swelled up around her hips one leg still resting on my shoulder, and I knew that there was nothing underneath. Nothing but her, the fragrant smell of her arousal, the incredible taste of her sadistic excitement. To think of how turned on she was by this spectacle only made her more desirable to me, if that was possible. If there was any way I could possibly want her more.

She looked down at me with a triumphant little smile on her face, her eyes still shining under half-closed lids. Still holding my hair as if holding me in place, as if I would try to go anywhere. As if there was anywhere better to be than right there. And with her other hand, she gathered up that tiny lacy skirt in her fist and pulled it out of the way. Pulling my head down between her legs at the same time.

I pressed my lips against her pussy with something like gratitude. I was there to please her, I knew, but at the same time, my own desire was impossible to ignore. And as she moaned above me, I felt my cock surging in pure pleasure, my tongue sliding easily over the wet and silken folds of the pussy I had been craving all night, unable to have it until my beautiful mistresses decided I had suffered enough.

I had. And now, Lisa’s wet pussy was like the sweetest reward for what felt like a lifetime of teasing and torment. All that humiliation was still there, burning inside my chest, but it was all worth it. Every moan she made, every desperate little gasp of pleasure, sent another bolt of lightning through me, making me ache for her and ache for her pleasure as if it was my own.

She wasn’t the only one. On the bed, Andrea was moaning again. I didn’t turn to look, didn’t dare take my attention and focus away from Lisa. But I could hear the bedsprings moving, could hear them moaning together, her and Zach, as they surrendered once again to pleasure. Like they were never going to stop fucking. Like they never had to. Like there was no limit to their stamina and to their bodies, like they could keep this up for ever, and all four of us would stay in this room, in this unbelievable moment, pleasure and pain merging with one another until I, at least, could no longer tell the difference.

“Oh my God,” Lisa groaned above me.

Her eyes were closed now, and she sat back on the top of the cage, slumped slightly against the wall behind her. I could feel her leg trembling, her thigh against my ear, her high-heeled boot resting just above my cuffed hands. Still holding me by the hair, grinding her pussy against me, forgetting everything in her desperate quest for orgasm.

She came. I felt the hot flood of her climax, felt the satisfaction pour out of her as she gave a grateful moan of pure desire. This woman, who never used to cum from oral sex, now seemed to be addicted to using me this way, and it made her so unbelievably sexy. And as she moaned and squirmed, riding the aftershocks of that wild bliss, I he’s rad Andrea cry out on the bed again. And as her orgasm flowed through her, one of I didn’t even know how many that single night, her body become nothing but a vehicle for pleasure of an intensity I could only imagine.

Done with me for now, Lisa pushed my head away. She lay back on top of the cage, panting with relief.

I turned toward Andrea.

She was on top of Zach now, straddling him, her naked body shining with sweat. He lay on his back on the mattress, his hands holding her hips, his eyes closed. Reaching down, she climbed off him, carefully sliding his shining cock out of her pussy. He groaned, finally satiated, his cock lying wet and limp against his stomach as Andrea let go of it.

She turned toward me, and toward Lisa. Her eyes were glowing, matching the red glow of orgasm in her cheeks as she looked at us both. Kneeling on the bed, her legs spread, she ran one hand over the swollen lips of her pussy, her fingers coming away shining from the sticky mixture of fluids that slowly dripped from between her legs.

“Someone needs to clean me up,” she said.


The Cleanup Girl

I felt frozen with fear. And not the regular doubt and nervousness I normally felt when Andrea had one of her ideas. This was far stronger, far more unignorable.

As I looked at her, kneeling on the bed, her soft skin shining with sweat and her pussy shining with the mingled juices of her and Zach’s pleasure, I knew exactly what she was thinking of. I knew what she had in mind. And most terrifying of all, I knew that if she wanted to make me do something, she would. Even if it disgusted me. Even if it made my stomach churn.

Andrea, and Lisa too, had all the leverage they could possibly need. All the power they could ever want. If a humiliation of this magnitude was what Andrea decided she wanted for me, I didn’t have much doubt that she could make it happen.

So I said nothing. As if, by kneeling there in silence, I could somehow escape her notice. As if I was going to get away with anything. When deep down, I knew all too well that I was an inextricable part of this. Even as they took pleasure in ignoring me, reminding me how insignificant I was, I knew that I was part of the pleasure the girls got out of this. After all, there isn’t much point in being a dominatrix if you don’t have anyone to dominate. But these women had me, their humble groveling slave, and they weren’t going to forget it anytime soon.

But while I kneeled there frozen with fear and doubt, Lisa acted. She slid off the top of the cage and the cushion she was sitting on, the high heels of her boot making contact with the floor. She turned to smile in my direction as she did, her dark eyes traveling over my kneeling body, taking it all in as if to remind herself of the humiliating position I was in. And then, still without saying a word, she walked toward the other woman.

Andrea smiled as she watched Lisa approach. As if this was what she had wanted all along. These two had such a different relationship from the one I had with Andrea. So much gentler, so much more affectionate, so much more fun. That didn’t mean, though, that Andrea wasn’t firmly in charge, all the time. When it came to dominating my girlfriend, she might give her orders with a smile. But that didn’t stop them from being orders.

But for now, she didn’t seem to need to do even that. Lisa appeared more than happy to be her little pet, her sex puppet, and given the way I behaved, I could hardly criticize that. But it didn’t matter how many times I had seen it before. No matter how many times each of us displayed our obedience and willingness to serve this unique woman, it never lost any of its heat. As I watched Lisa, still in her sexy black dress, make her way across the bedroom to where Andrea waited, my heart beat powerfully in my chest. Such a conflicting cocktail of emotions swirled inside me. After all, there was no question that this was sexy. It always was, when Lisa showed this side of herself. This dirty, sexy, slutty side of herself. The side that made her seem to want nothing more than sex with Andrea, just like I did. And out of the two of us, we both knew who had more chance of getting it. Partly because, at least in this instance, Lisa was willing to do what I wasn’t.

“Good girl,” Andrea said in a soft voice as she watched my girlfriend approach. Lisa’s dress rustled as she kneeled down on the floor, right in front of me. Close enough to touch, if I inched forward just a little. But who had told me to do that? Nobody. And the rules of this game had been driven into my head over and over, every time the three of us played together. I didn’t get to do anything I wanted, nothing at all, unless one of the girls told me to. No matter how much I might want it.

And watching me from there like that, watching her slender shoulders move above the corset top of the dress, her dark hair shining like silk, was making me want her very badly indeed. I thought about crawling forward on my knees, about pressing my lips to her shoulder, nuzzling my face against her neck. But I talked myself out of it. It would do no good. All that was likely to do was to make me want her even more, to make me even more desperate for the sex I couldn’t have while these wicked women carry on doing whatever they wanted.

So I watched. Like always, I sat and watched as Andrea moved on the mattress, swinging her legs out from underneath her as she sat down. She inched toward the edge of the bed, and Lisa smiled up at her, her dark glowing eyes practically inviting the other woman forward, practically begging for the privilege of pleasing her. In my mind, I could marvel at it all I wanted, could think about how disgraceful and outrageous it all was. But I couldn’t pretend it didn’t turn me on. Even just watching was driving me crazy, and like always, I didn’t even know which of them I wanted more. Not that it mattered in any case. I wanted them both with a desperate and burning desire that made all these kinky games not only tolerable, but actually enjoyable. And of course, as the girls loved to remind me, it didn’t matter what I liked and wanted anyway. All that really mattered was what they decided to do.

And this, clearly, was what they wanted.

Andrea draped her legs over Lisa’s slender shoulders. Lisa ran her hands over the soft skin, smiling up at our mistress, her face full of the delight of serving a woman like this. As she lowered her head down between Andrea’s legs, the blond woman sighed in pleasure. Her eyelids fluttered as she closed them for a second, but then she opened them again to look directly at me. That same smug smirk on her face. That look of pure pleasure that told me all I needed to know about the joy she felt at taking my girlfriend from me. At doing this not behind my back but right in front of me. Knowing there was nothing I could do to stop her. Knowing I wouldn’t even if I could.

And there was also, along with all the frustration and rage and humiliation and desire, the cowardly feeling of gratitude that it was Lisa, and not me, performing this degrading task. The thought of her tasting another man’s cum sent shockwaves of hatred and jealousy through my body, making me breathless with the pure power of feelings I could barely name, let alone control. But I was glad Andrea hadn’t made me do it. And I hated what that said about me, but that didn’t change anything about what was happening.

The wet sound of Lisa’s service filled the room, the new music of pleasure we were all listening to. Soon, it was joined by Andrea’s voice. Starting as low, faint moans, but we all knew that any minute, it would change into something far more impressive. My girlfriend, who had never eaten pussy a day in her life, was becoming an expert in pleasing Andrea. We all were. Because Andrea was a woman who demanded nothing less.

Behind Andrea, Zach shifted on the bed. My eyes flickered toward him, and it was all I could do to keep a snarl off my face as I watched. When it came to him, my feelings were a lot less conflicted than they were over the women. I wished he wasn’t there, and part of me hated him for getting to do with Andrea what I didn’t. To me, he was nothing more than a prop, just part of the outrageously raunchy spectacle Andrea was putting on. And I suppose, inasmuch as I bothered to think about his experience, I was the same thing to him. All of us, really, serving mainly as a vehicle for Andrea’s pleasure, for her fantasies, for her twisted sense of what was sexy and what she could get away with. Of course, she was always right about that.

Zach crawled toward the edge of the mattress, sitting down next to Andrea to get a better look. To watch my girlfriend slurping his cum out of Andrea’s dripping pussy. We could all hear it. That, and the moans of satisfaction Andrea was making, and even the fainter but still noticeable moans coming out of Lisa too. Drinking down that sticky mixture as if it was the most delicious thing she had ever tasted. Savoring the feelings of humiliation and surrender that I knew had to be washing over her, had to be vibrating in her brain just like they were in mine. Because of course, her humiliation was part of mine, too. The fact I could do nothing to stop what was happening, and the fact that she would never ask me to. All of it throbbed inside my skull like some desperate drumbeat of suffering so wild it turned into pleasure, a pleasure so perfect it starts to hurt.

Lick by lick, Andrea’s excitement grew. And so did Lisa’s enthusiasm. And soon, I could see my girlfriend’s body rocking gently as she moved back and forth, applying herself to the task, the black fabric of her dress shining dully as it stayed wrapped around her torso. Andrea’s body rocked too, moving to the rhythm of pleasure as she thrust her hips forward, trying to get more contact with Lisa’s busy mouth. Her eyes were tight shut now, her fingers showing pale in the dark waves of Lisa’s hair as she gripped the back of her head, pulling her forward, almost crushing her against her. But Lisa wasn’t trying to get away. Far from it. She was completely absorbed in her task now, and I knew how much it turned her on. We all did. We were all so excited by this in our different ways, all so ready and willing to give in to this, even me.

But I knew my place. To watch and be denied, to be frustrated and given no outlet. That was my role in all this, the way these women had decided I would give them pleasure.

It was different for Zach.

For whatever reason, he got what I didn’t. He was deemed worthy of enjoying Andrea’s body, while I wasn’t. And I knew that was part of the game. I knew Andrea wanted me to feel these feelings of inadequacy, of jealousy, of rejection. That was her sadism in full effect, that streak of cruelty that shone in her and added so mysteriously to her undeniable sex appeal. But knowing that it was part of the game didn’t change how it made me feel. I still felt everything I was supposed to, every scrap of that jealousy, that inadequacy, that rejection. Andrea, in the end, always got what she wanted.

As Zach watched the women enjoying each other, it became increasingly clear what he wanted, too.

I wasn’t trying to look at him. I would have been happier if I could have forgotten he was there completely. But that wasn’t possible. Even without looking, I was painfully conscious of his cock getting hard again, his desire rising as he watched Lisa cleaning up the mess he had left inside Andrea. He knew, of course, that I was in no position to do anything about it. He didn’t look at me any more than I looked at him, as if, just like me, he wanted to pretend he was the only man in the room. And it burned me up to know that he considered me no threat to him at all, but after all, he was completely right about that.

Andrea let out another long moan, one hand still gripping Lisa’s head while the other gripped the bedsheets next to her. She tipped her head back as she made the sound, as if she wanted to project it toward the ceiling, wanted all of us to hear it. Knowing her, she probably did. And if her intention was to keep us all turned on, as I guessed it was, it worked only too well.

My own cock was throbbing with desperate desire, all the teasing I had gone through already at night coalescing to drive me crazy with desire, just like the women wanted. But unlike me, Zach was in more of a position to do something about it.

Andrea’s eyes opened as he climbed off the bed. He stepped between me and Lisa, blocking my view of my girlfriend for a moment. I did my best not to look at his obscene cock. As if anyone could fail to notice how erect it was, how excited he was.

My heart fluttered with a new fear as he placed both his hands on her shoulders. I opened my mouth to protest, but no sound came out. I knew there was nothing I could say. And anything I might want to say could only make things worse. Begging, even when Andrea insisted on it, never seemed to get me anywhere. More often than not, it just got me more punishment and humiliation.

Besides, I was painfully aware that I wasn’t dealing with Andrea now. Or not just her, anyway. Zach was an unknown quantity, and I had absolutely no idea how to deal with him. It didn’t feel like there was any way I could stop him from doing whatever he decided to do.

He kneeled down behind Lisa. His hands slid up under her skirt. I cringed and squirmed where I kneeled on the floor, my heart pounding in my chest, outrage flooding my whole body as my blood turned to fire. But before I could say a word, my girlfriend finally lifted her face from between Andrea’s legs. Her eyes blazed as she looked back at the man behind her.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” Zach said, his voice a low growl as she spoke.

Andrea’s eyes snapped open at his words, but for now, she didn’t say anything. She just watched. And Lisa, as happy as she was to submit to the other woman, clearly felt very differently when it came to this man she didn’t even know.

“You absolutely are not,” she said firmly. “Get your fucking hands off me.”

Surprised, Zach lifted his hands away, holding them up at the height of his shoulders as if she had pulled a gun on him. And from her perch on the edge of the bed, looking down at all of us now, Andrea smiled. Was this what she wanted, in some way? She loved bossing Lisa around, there was no doubt about that. But she also clearly loved seeing Lisa take control of me. Andrea’s sexual proclivities were something I had spent a lot of time thinking about, but she still had the ability to take me by surprise. Those dark depths within her were part of what made her so sexy, and certainly, it kept me aroused even as she continued to keep me guessing.

“I have a boyfriend,” Lisa said, slowly and firmly, her dark eyes flickering toward me for just a second before she turned them back on Zach. “I cheat on him with Andrea. Not with you.”

Zach snorted in disbelief, looking up at Andrea as if he expected her to do something about it. As if he wanted her to give Lisa an order and make her give herself to him. And for a heart-stopping moment, I wondered if she would. And if she did, what would Lisa do? It was a strange kind of loyalty she was showing, a bizarre version of fidelity that I had not expected to see from her after everything that had happened between us. Was her desire to be at least sort of faithful to me stronger than her obvious desire to do whatever Andrea said?

My heart hammered in my chest with uncertainty as I waited to find out what would happen, but in the end, Andrea didn’t put it to the test.

“Leave her alone,” she said in a voice that dripped with pleasure and excitement even as she gave her new lover an order. “Get back up here.”

Zach slowly rose to his feet. He looked confused as he stepped past me again, still not looking at me, as if I was just part of the furniture. It was probably easier that way, I thought to myself. I certainly didn’t want to interact with him on any level. But at the same time, my heart throbbed with hope and gratitude as he stepped past me, and I looked at Lisa once again.

All this cruelty and teasing, all this sadism and domination, had made me think that nothing was off the table. I was really starting to feel like nothing more than a slave, just the personal property of these women to do anything they wanted with. And it had started to feel like they would do anything they wanted with each other, too. And maybe anyone else who wanted them.

Apparently, I was wrong about that, and that made my heart swell with gratitude and, yes, love, as strange as that was to acknowledge in the situation I found myself in. This was all about sex, after all, sex and wild desire, not the more tender feelings I had toward my girlfriend. But of course, those were part of the formula too. If I didn’t love her as much as I did, the threat of her infidelity wouldn’t be so painful, and so unbelievably sexy. It wasn’t the first time I felt as if these women understood my kinky desires better than I did. Then again, it was all so opaque to me that maybe everyone understood it better than I did.

Zach moved back toward the bed. Lisa sat back on her knees, turning her eyes toward me, a smile reappearing on her face that shone with the mingled juices of other people. A strange line to draw, maybe. She would willingly eat Zach’s cum out of Andrea’s pussy, would volunteer for it, in fact. But she wouldn’t let him fuck her. Grateful as I was for the way she was splitting hairs, I didn’t question it too closely.

Zach sat down beside Andrea, and she wrapped her arms around him, as if to reassure him that he hadn’t fucked up too badly. Smiling, she pressed her lips against his, kissing him slowly but thoroughly, letting him feel the passion that still vibrated inside her, fueled at least in part by what Lisa had just done to her.

Meanwhile, Lisa stood up. Her lacy ballerina skirt was practically up around her hips now, giving me teasing glimpses of her pussy between her toned thighs as she stepped toward me. But I didn’t need to see it shining with moisture to know that she was aroused. The look in her eyes told me that. And in the situation we were in, how could she be anything else? Yet again, we were going further than ever before, further than either of us had ever imagined. And it felt just as amazing as it always did.

Lisa stood over me, the smirk on her face soon blending into a look of power and authority as she ran her fingers through my hair. Over on the bed, I could still hear Andrea and Zach making out. The wet sound of their lips moving over each other, the whisper of skin on skin as he caressed her body, and she caressed his. It was like we could feel the heat rising off them, the sexual energy expanding in the room we were in and sweeping us all along in its relentless flood. But I had eyes only for my girlfriend in that moment. She looked so divinely sexy, so intoxicating, standing there in her provocative dress with her pussy practically on display, her breasts rising and falling and straining against the corset top of the dress that barely contained them. Her cheeks were flushed with pleasure, her eyes shining almost as much as her lips, and every cell of her body seemed to glow with the excitement of what was still to come, the thrill of being in charge and knowing it. Knowing that, while she might be Andrea’s slut, she was still my mistress.

“Get up.”

As usual, she didn’t yell or bark her orders at me. She gave them in a soft, low voice, as if she knew that they would be obeyed. By now, I suppose, she ought to know that. If I hadn’t found it in me to deny her yet, it seemed unlikely I ever would.

She pulled on my hair as she spoke, and, obedient as ever, I stood up. There was no point resisting her when she was like this. And I didn’t want to. After what she had just done, her refusal to let Zach have her, I felt a ridiculous sense of gratitude toward her. Even though she was putting me through all this, even though she regularly and flagrantly cheated on me with Andrea. Somehow, I felt like I owed her the obedience I was only too happy to give.

With her hand still holding my hair, Lisa pulled me back across the room. Back toward the cage where she had been sitting before she volunteered herself to clean Andrea up. Again, my heart quickened in my chest, that old fear shooting sparks inside me again. In the handcuffs, I was already helpless enough, but the thought of being locked in an even deeper captivity made me even more afraid.

But in the end, that wasn’t what Lisa wanted.

Instead, she turned me around so that my back was to the cage. With her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me down, and I sat on the pillow that she had used previously to protect her ass from the bars. Once I was sitting down, she turned to face the bed.

I looked in the same direction she did. Zach’s hands were all over Andrea’s body, just as we knew they would be. Just as mine would have been, given the slightest opportunity. And those hands traveled over her beautiful body as she rose to her feet. Her skin seemed to shine, every curve of her body so unbelievably enticing as she moved in the air of the bedroom that vibrated, just like it always did, with sexual passion.

She turned her back on Zach. But she wasn’t ignoring him. Instead, she straddled his lap, reaching down underneath herself with one hand to find his cock. He groaned at her touch, and I could imagine all too easily the sensations of pleasure that no doubt flowed through him, the excitement that had to be growing in him by the second, just as it was growing in me.

Andrea lowered herself down onto Zach’s body, moaning softly as she guided his cock inside herself. He wrapped his arms around her waist, holding her close, groaning himself with the powerful sensations of pleasure her tight wet pussy was giving him. We both watched, Lisa and me, as the muscles in her legs tightened, as she pushed herself up and lowered herself back down, riding his cock right in front of us.

It was amazing. The sexiest show imaginable. But Lisa, to my undying gratitude, wasn’t content to watch.

Instead, she did exactly what her mistress was doing. She turned her back on me, the metal hardware at the back of the corset dress shining in the light as she planted her feet on either side of me. Facing Andrea, who was already starting to moan in pure bliss, Lisa reached down and took hold of my cock. Just like Andrea had done, she guided it into herself, and just like Andrea did, she moaned in ecstatic pleasure. And so did I, feeling finally that feeling I had been waiting all night for, that I had been desperately longing for, but it felt, at times, like I would never get.

But now I was getting it. And somehow, it felt even more amazing than I had imagined it, even more blissful than I thought, even though I had had sex with her so many times. Not like this. Never like this.

Gasps and groans of pleasure filled the air, all four of us luxuriating in the powerful feelings of bliss as the women mirrored each other, watching each other riding cock while each of them did the same.

“Who knew you were such a good cleanup slut?”

That was Andrea, of course. She never could help herself. For her, it seemed, there was just about no sexual experience that couldn’t be improved upon, that couldn’t have an extra little edge added to it. Don’t think I’m complaining. It was undeniably part of what made her so incredibly attractive.

“I’ll have to have you do that more often. Seems like it got us both going.”

Lisa laughed at that, and as she did, I groaned. The laugh seemed to make her pussy contract around me, tightening the feeling of her sex gripping me and making the sensations even more powerful, even more delicious.

“I guess it did.”

Lisa was breathless as she spoke, her boobs bouncing in the tight confines of the corset dress as she bounced up and down on top of me. The rhythm getting faster and faster all the time, her legs shaking on either side of mine as she surrendered to pleasure. It was exactly the same for Andrea. As dominant and powerful and in control as both women always seemed, it was clear they were both losing their composure, and none of us wanted anything else.

“Well that’s a new job for you, then. My cleanup slut. Whenever I’m having a good time with a man in my bed, instead of listening through the wall and being all jealous, you can come over and clean him out of me when we’re done. And your pussy boyfriend won’t be able to do anything about it.”

Lisa let out a bark of laughter that turned immediately into a wild cry of pleasure. And Andrea’s own ecstatic shout soon followed. Both women losing themselves in the powerful rush of orgasm, forgetting everything else as they surrendered, once again, to kinky bliss.


Lisa Does Her Duty

The sound of the phone woke me up.

Lisa’s phone, buzzing on her bedside table. I lay there for a moment with my eyes closed, listening to her roll over and pick it up.

It wasn’t that late. We hadn’t been asleep for long. For once, we had decided to get an early night. No surprise, really. Our recent adventures with Andrea were wearing us both out. The nights we spent with her were getting more and more frequent, and every time they happened, we could count on being up and active until the small hours of the morning.

And that was to say nothing about the noise we made. After all, that was what had gotten us into this situation in the first place. Andrea’s moans and screams of sexual passion, coming through the walls of the apartment building. Now, if anything, those sounds had gotten even louder, and it was a miracle no other neighbours had complained.

Imagine if they did. That was all we needed, more people involved in this crazy adventure.

In the darkness, Lisa’s phone screen seemed to light up the whole room. Opening my eyes, I squinted over at her and saw her face lit up by the phone’s glow, her eyes scanning the screen in front of her. I waited for her to explain what was happening, but she didn’t, so I prompted her.

“What’s up?”

She waited just a moment before answering, but she never looked at me. Instead, she kept her eyes on the screen.

“It’s Andrea. She wants me over there.”

“Now?”

“Yeah, now.”

I remembered what Andrea had said, of course. It felt like I remembered everything she said when she got in moods like that. After all, it was memorable, to say the least. Her wild ideas, her threats, her promises. Enhancing the physical pleasure of what we were doing. But she had never made herself a liar. Part of what made Andrea so dangerous was that she followed through on what she said. No matter how crazy and wild it was.

I knew that, but somehow, this still took me by surprise. I guess, despite past evidence, I hadn’t really believed what she had said she would do. But it all came flooding back to me now, the memory of that wild night and the wild promises she made, the unmistakable threat inherent in the things she said, knowing what she could do. My stomach twisted itself into a knot of fear and doubt, all my usual misgivings exploding inside me once again at this latest reminder of the ferocious power this woman had over both of us.

Lisa shifted in the bed. Setting down her phone, she sighed, rubbing her eyes for a moment.

Then, she started to move. Pulling aside the warm blanket and swinging her legs down to the floor while I stared at her in the darkness in disbelief.

“You’re going to do it?”

“Yeah,” Lisa said, in a voice that was still thick with sleep. “What choice do I have?”

All the choice in the world, I wanted to say. Neither of us had to do a single thing Andrea said. Sure, it was fun to play these games, to let Andrea be the dominant mistress who decided everything about our lives, but that didn’t have to be reality. It was a kinky game, a fun way to spend some time and have orgasms more powerful than any either of us had had before. That didn’t make it real. Real was times like this, now, the two of us in bed together, trying to catch up on the rest  b weadly needed. Our relationship with each other was real, and not just a toy for Andrea to play with. She was so good at manipulating us and our emotions, and I was still trying to come to terms with how unbelievable it all was, with how good it felt to have her use us both. It still made my head spin. But it was only as real as we allowed it to be. We could tell her where to go, anytime we wanted.

But I knew that Lisa knew that, just like I did. And I knew the awful truth. If it was me who was summoned by Andrea, even at this wildly inconvenient hour, would I put up any more fight than my girlfriend did? Or would I simply go along with it just like Lisa was, telling myself I had no choice when the reality was that I didn’t want to make a choice any different from this one.

The light from Lisa’s bedside lamp was dim, but I still tightened my eyes against it as she turned it on. She had gone to bed in an old T-shirt, a far cry from the mind-meltingly sexy outfits I had seen her in lately, but as she moved toward the closet, I saw that she had no intention of appearing in front of Andrea like that. It still wasn’t clear to me how much of the way these women dressed was to please and entice each other, and how much was a kind of competition between them. Not that it really mattered, as far as I was concerned. They both looked absolutely stunning when they wanted to, and we all knew that beauty gave them power.

Lisa didn’t have the time or maybe even the spare energy to go all out on this occasion. But I felt hunger growing inside me as I watched her take off that T-shirt, exposing her naked body to my eyes that were adjusting to the light. In a drawer, she found a bra, some panties, a T-shirt. She pulled on a pair of black yoga leggings, the elasticated fabric conforming to every sweep and curve of her lower body. Then she tied her hair back behind her head with a black hair elastic. From the look of her, she could have been going anywhere. Off to the gym, or off to run errands. Somewhere normal, safe, suburban. Somewhere that made sense.

But we both knew the truth all too well. She had been summoned by our sexy dominant mistress, and she was answering the call like a good girl. Like she had no mind of her own. Lisa, one of the most strong-willed and independent people I knew, was so hauntingly ready to do as her mistress said. My own experience reminded me that that was all part of it. Part of the giddy thrill of serving a woman like Andrea, of giving your power and autonomy over to someone else. You don’t have to make choices. You don’t have to be strong. You just do what she says, and in the end, even though you might suffer in the short term, the long-term reward is always worth it.

Still, I thought about saying something. About trying to convince her not to go. But I didn’t really try. I knew I had no chance. I knew I couldn’t compete with Andrea. No one could.

And yet, all the while, my cock was swelling urgently between my legs. Not just from watching her get ready, watching that sexy curvaceous body I could never get enough of. But also from the kinkiness of the situation we were in. That my girlfriend would do this, that she would let herself be treated like this, because the sex was just so good, was such an incredible turn-on to me. All those powerful feelings of jealousy and inadequacy and humiliation were flowing through me again, and they had what was by now a predictable effect on my arousal.

I wanted her badly, and I wanted her to stay. For us to spend the night together, to pleasure each other, to use Andrea as inspiration for our own sexy adventures. But I knew there was no competition. No way for me to win. And even if there had been, it might not have felt like any kind of win. Even if I had been able to talk her out of going, I might’ve ended up regretting it. There was something undeniably sexy about seeing my girlfriend answer the summons of the dominatrix next door. But in the end, I knew, it was probably irrelevant. I couldn’t convince her not to go anyway.

“Can I come?”

Lisa was already at the open door to our bedroom as I asked the question, and as she turned to me, I saw her smile in the lamplight.

“She didn’t ask for you,” Lisa said. “Just me.”

There was something in that smile of the bragging kid who is delighted to be the teacher’s pet, the chosen favorite lording it over the less fortunate. At least, that was how it felt to me. And that was part of it too, I knew, part of the almost demonic sexiness of this game. The pleasure Lisa took in it, the unexpected sadistic side she had revealed over the past few weeks. It was so insanely attractive to me, even if I still couldn’t fully understand why.

“If that changes, I’ll text you,” Lisa said, as if she was being benevolent, doing me a huge favor by cheating on me with our neighbour. “But otherwise, I guess, don’t wait up.”

There was that smile again as she spoke, faint and subtle, but undeniably there. The smile that showed me all the unquestionable pleasure she took in this, in my helplessness and Andrea’s power. And Lisa’s power too, I supposed. She expressed it differently than Andrea did, but it was still real. And I felt it as keenly as ever as I watched her walk away, her gorgeous ass pressing against her skintight pants, the door of our apartment closing behind her as she left me alone, heading next door to betray me again.

I listened. Those thin walls of our apartment building were both blessing and curse. They had brought us to this way of life, after all, but now they made things hard to take. Because I couldn’t hear the exact words that were being said. The layers of drywall muffled the consonants of words so that I couldn’t make out individual sentences. But I could hear tone. I heard the door of Andrea’s apartment open and close, and I heard Andrea’s voice raised in happiness as Lisa stepped inside. I heard the low murmur of a man’s voice, too, and even though I had expected that, it still sent a shockwave of pain and humiliation and despair through me.

Lisa had been so adamant, last time we played with Andrea. She had shut Zach down straightaway, refusing to play with him, faithful to me in her own weird way, with the sole exception of the wild sex she had with Andrea. But I had no way of knowing if that would hold. If the past few weeks had proved anything, it was that in the heat of the moment, we all end up doing things we might once never have believed we could.

I listened. Sitting up in bed, Lisa’s lamp still burning, part of me screaming that I should go next door and put a stop to this, but another part of me knowing I never would. Instead, I listened to the voices coming through the wall, three people getting to enjoy each other while all I got was the noise of it.

And soon, it started.

It started with low murmurs, the way it usually did. Soft voices and little jokes to lighten the mood, to get everyone on the same wavelength of pleasure and excitement. And then, the noise of someone moving on the bed. The springs compressing under the weight of bodies in motion, the bed frame, surely the hardest-working bed frame in the entire apartment block, creaking to rhythmic movements once again.

For a while, from my perspective, the voices fell silent. But really, I knew that for now, they were just too quiet to hear. It takes time to work up to that wild, full-throated explosion of bliss. But I didn’t doubt it was coming. With Andrea, that was never in doubt.

And soon enough, I heard it. Andrea and Lisa’s voices were too similar to tell them apart through the wall that separated us. But I knew it was most likely Andrea who was starting to moan in pleasure. After all, that was the whole point. That was why we she was there, to provide our Mistress with an extra little sadistic kick of excitement in the midst of the sex she was having with some lucky man. Lisa was there to be used as a toy for the pleasure of another woman, and it was a role that, just like me, she had taken to remarkably easily. As if it came naturally to her. As if she had been waiting for this her whole life.

Inevitably, the sounds of pleasure grew. The rhythm and the volume rising together, the pleasure swelling in the apartment next door to tug at my heart and make me light up with jealousy, what I was forbidden to have tormenting me with its closeness. My cock throbbed urgently underneath the blanket, driving me wild with desperate arousal. Unable to help myself, feeling like the biggest loser in the world, I took it in my hand and began to stroke.

That was my girl next door, doing that. Making Andrea moan like that, making her gasp and cry out. And instead of being part of it, there I was, listening and touching myself. Even matching the strokes of my cock to the rhythm of Andrea’s moans while I imagined the scene going on in the other apartment.

I imagined Andrea on the bed, just like she had been last time, her legs spread, one hand on the back of my girlfriend’s head, her eyes closed and her mouth open, her pretty face contorted by the power and purity of the pleasure she was so obviously feeling. I imagined Lisa on her knees in front of the other woman, her tongue and lips busy, focused only on giving pleasure. I knew there was a man in the room with them, but in my mind, he was a more or less shadowy figure, without any real defining features. Of course, I knew what Zach looked like. It would’ve been easy to mentally place him in that room with those two gorgeous women, but I didn’t want to do that.

What I wouldn’t have given to be that man, in that moment? Even if Lisa’s body had been off the table for me like it was to him, just to watch would have been a thrill to rival any other. Still, I also knew from bitter experience that in some ways, that only made it worse. Even though I couldn’t help myself. Even though, if I had been asked, I would have practically begged to watch the scene going on next door.

I knew it could only hurt me. I knew it could only drive me deeper into submission to these women, with all the teasing and suffering that went along with that. Those were the teeth of the situation I found myself in, and that was what gave the woman their power, and it didn’t seem like I could do anything about it except this. Listen and jerk off and imagine what was going on in that apartment I was not invited to.

The cries from next door came louder and faster all the time, and the scene I was imagining felt more real than the reality. I squeezed my eyes tight shut, shutting out the lonely bedroom I was in, fantasizing my way into what I knew was happening for real next door. Part of it too, I supposed, in my own wretched way. My frustration and jealous rage were an inarguable component of their experience.

It didn’t take long. For me, at least. Soon, I was groaning in a humiliating kind of pleasure as my orgasm washed over me, relieving the dull ache of desire I felt without making it go away entirely. And next door, they still weren’t finished.

Now, I just had to sit there while helpless rage ate away at my heart, with no longer even the shelter of arousal to protect me from it. My girlfriend was in there, in another room with another woman and another man, and I was doing absolutely nothing about it. I was letting it happen, letting them replace me, and my own helplessness turned me on.

Soon, the sounds next door changed. Soon, I heard the bedsprings bouncing more vigorously, more rhythmically, and what I assumed to be Andrea’s cries of passion rising to a new height. Not just hers, either. I could hear the rumble of a masculine voice next door, grunting and groaning in pleasure, and it was clear that once again, I was listening to the sounds of sex coming through that thin wall.

God, I hoped it was Andrea.

And if it was, that meant Lisa was watching. Forced to, maybe, by our cruel Mistress who got such a kick out of treating us like this. At the same time, I knew it wouldn’t take much forcing. Just like it wouldn’t for me. We were both hooked on her, after all, both desperate for the show and spectacle we knew she could put on, that only enhanced our desire for her and made her even more powerful.

I could imagine, so clearly in the darkness of the bedroom, Lisa’s eyes shining as she took it all in, watching Andrea’s beautiful body contort with waves of powerful sexual pleasure. It hurt my heart to know that Lisa would want her in that moment. And want, maybe, what she was getting, too. She might be jealous in more ways than one, jealous of the undeniable ecstasy Andrea was getting from her boyfriend, just as she would be jealous, like I was, of anyone who got to be with Andrea in that way.

I already knew Andrea had stamina. And clearly, she selected her lovers for the same trait. Because the show went on and on, the cries of pleasure never stopping. I was sure I heard her orgasm at least once, but that didn’t stop the performance. Before too long, I would hear those cries of pleasure ringing out once again, that same rhythm of sex picking up all over again, until it seemed like it was going to go on all night.

It triggered my own arousal all over again. It went on long enough that I could feel my cock twitching against my thigh again, starting to harden all over again at the sounds from next door and the images they forced into my mind, Andrea’s blissful sex tugging at my frayed nerves and making me want, more than anything, to be part of that same ecstasy.

And then, in one final wild explosion, it stopped. I heard Andrea gasping for breath, heard a shivering wail torn out of her that was matched by a growl of passion from her male partner.

And then, things got horribly quiet.

After a while, I could hear voices. Talking this time, no longer screaming. The muted sounds of the three of them discussing something again. More laughter.

And then, I heard a door open and close. Footsteps in the hallway, and the door of my own apartment opening and closing.

Lisa stepped through the open door of the bedroom. Her bedside lamp was still on, exactly as she had left it, and in its dim glow, I could see her eyes sparkling. Seeing me sitting up in bed, a smile spread across her face. She looked just the same as she had when she left, still in the same clothes, still with her hair tied back, a casual look very different from some of the things I had seen her in recently. But now, there was an undeniable glow about her. An unmissable excitement, an obvious tension.

“What happened?”

Lisa’s smile grew wider.

“What do you think?”

Standing next to the bed, she reached for the bottom of her T-shirt and pulled it up over her head, tossing it carelessly to the floor. Then, she reached for her leggings and pulled those down too, stepping out of them. I watched, swept away all over again by her beauty and sex appeal, as she pulled down her panties and let them drop to the floor. Then she reached behind her back and unfastened her bra, freeing her breasts with their obviously swollen nipples that told me how turned on she was as she climbed naked into bed with me.

“I don’t know. That’s why I asked.”

“Well, it was just like Andrea said. She needed a cleanup.”

“Oh my God, Lisa. And you just did it?”

“Oh, please. Don’t start that with me. Like you don’t do exactly what she says, whenever she says it. You can’t resist her any more than I can.”

She was right about that, of course. And if she had added her own name into the mix, she would’ve been right about that, too. I couldn’t resist her either. And as she climbed into bed with me, she reached under the blankets, and she chuckled to herself as she found my cock rock hard and ready for her. She knew this excited me, of course. That was never in doubt. But she always seemed to enjoy being reminded of it, all the same. Of having the proof right there in front of her.

“I ate her out. Just the way she likes it. And I ate all her boyfriend’s cum out of her, too, while he watched.”

“Oh my God, Lisa.”

But we both knew that my protests were halfhearted. Her hand was sliding up and down my cock, driving me wild with pleasure, as if I hadn’t had an orgasm all by myself not long before. This was different. So much more exciting, so much more pleasurable. And my girlfriend knew exactly what she was doing. Her dirty talk was all part of that, made all the more potent by the knowledge that it was more than just talk. She meant exactly what she was saying. She was telling the truth. It was so wild and crazy that it sounded like it had to be a lie, but it wasn’t. After all, I had heard it all myself.

“Yeah. There was a lot of it, too. But I’m getting good at it. Getting good at being her cleanup slut.”

“This is unbelievable!”

“It’s hot. Who cares about anything else? I love it. I mean, I didn’t want to get out of bed when she texted me. But there’s something so hot about her just bringing me over, just for that.”

“That’s all you did?”

“Jealous?”

Lisa grinned, her eyes moving over my face, studying my expression. And then, letting go of my cock, she swept the blanket out of the way. She climbed on top of me, completely naked just like I was, and my shaft pressed against the entrance to her pussy, and I could feel the wetness that spoke of her arousal.

Of course, I already knew how turned on she was. Reaching toward her, I took hold of her breasts, teasing the swollen nipples between my fingers as I gently squeezed them, and she chuckled to herself again, enjoying the experience. Her hand drifted down between us, and she took hold of my cock again, guiding it into her wet pussy. I slid inside her easily, lubricated by her free-flowing juices, and she let out a long moan as she settled down on top of me.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” she whispered. Her breasts hung from her chest as she leaned forward, her blazing eyes peering deep into mine, a stray strand of hair that had broken loose from her ponytail hanging down on one side of her face and casting a dark bar of shadow over the flushed skin of her cheek.

“Why don’t we give them something to listen to in return?”

Saying that, she began to move on top of me. Grinding her hips against me, rolling them back and forth, and I held her by the hips, groaning in pleasure as her pussy tightened around my cock. I could feel those warm wet juices flowing out of her, could feel her breath hot against my skin, and the tips of my fingers sank just a little into her flesh, and we both moaned together in pleasure it felt like we had been waiting a lifetime for, even if in reality, it hadn’t been that long at all.

Lisa tipped back her head, letting out a long cry that caught in her throat. And it might’ve seemed theatrical, like she was trying to make a point, especially after what she had just said. Except I could feel the way her body reacted, could feel the wild spasm of her pussy around my cock. This was real. She might want to put on a show, but that didn’t mean it was fake. And for me, it could hardly be more real.

I was on fire with pleasure, the powerful sensations of sex sweeping away everything else for me now. My heart hammered in my chest, my cock throbbed inside Lisa’s pussy, and she bounced up and down on top of it even more vigorously. Leaning forward, she slapped a hand against the wall, the one we shared with Andrea, and she screamed her passion out, wanting our mistress next door to hear. Until Andrea came along, I had never heard sounds like this from Lisa. Until we met Andrea, I didn’t know she was capable of these kinds of noises.

Screaming and yelling, she rode my cock, and I gripped her body tightly, doing my best to hold out. Knowing I needed to give her pleasure, needed to make sure she came first.

She did.

Her orgasm washed over her, her cry of ecstasy silent at first, then gathering strength and volume, rushing out of her like a wild wind. It swept around us both, howling through our bedroom, and I knew that they would hear it next door. It felt like they would hear it throughout the whole apartment building, and it made me feel good. She was still screaming as I exploded inside her, emptying all my desperate lust into her beautiful body that continued to bounce on top of me, my girlfriend panting as she slowly descended from her wild climax.

It burned my heart to see Lisa allow herself to be treated this way by Andrea, even while it turned me on. But if this was the result, I knew already I wasn’t going to complain.


Watching Them Play

The smell of Lisa’s perfume hung in the air.

She had just emerged from the bathroom, showered and cleaned, perfumed and made up, her beauty enhanced in the way she knew how to do so well, the way that couldn’t fail to drive me crazy. And not just me, either. Of course, by now, I knew that all this effort wasn’t for me. Lisa wanted me to know that. That she was going to this trouble for the sake of another woman, the gorgeous goddess who lived next door to us. The woman who had transformed our sex life forever.

Lisa walked into the bedroom with a towel wrapped around her. But it didn’t stay for long. She shed it almost immediately, draping it on the bed, her naked skin glowing as she moved toward the closet. And she could pretend like I wasn’t even there, like I wasn’t watching from the bed with an expression of pure desire on my face. But we both knew that I was. And we both knew that was partly the point. Part of the thrill of what she was doing, knowing how badly it made me want her, knowing I could do nothing about it. She had learned this sadism from Andrea, but she had adopted it wholeheartedly for herself. Like the makeup she wore, it only made her more stunning.

Over by her closet and her dresser, she went through her clothes. My input was not asked for or required. But I knew she was going to look stunning, no matter what she wore. We both knew I was going to want her, going to be swept away with lust for her, just like I always was. That was part of the point. Lisa could act as indifferent as she wanted, but we both knew that my desperate arousal and my deep sexual frustration were all part of the thrill for her.

I watched her pull on some underwear. A matching bra and panty set, black and lacy, the perfect complement to her dark hair and eyes. She used to wear stuff like that for me, back in the very early days of our relationship. But that had soon stopped. Maybe she took me for granted; maybe she just got too comfortable. But she had stopped trying to seduce me long ago. At least until Andrea showed up. And now, I had to admit that it was better that I got to see her wear such things, no matter what the reason, than that she not wear them at all.

I watched her wiggle her ample curves into the underwear. The bra pushed her perfect boobs higher on her chest, the tiny panties clinging to her hips but barely concealing what was between her legs. Just looking at her was enough to make my heart beat faster in an unmistakable spasm of desire. But as always, her sexy outfit wasn’t for me.

Over the underwear, she pulled on a simple dress. Powder blue and short enough to show plenty of leg, but nothing compared to some of the ultra provocative outfits I had seen her in recently. It didn’t matter, just like I knew it wouldn’t. She still looked unbelievably sexy to me as she sat on the bed beside me and pulled on a pair of high heels. Her outfit might be relatively simple, but I knew that she had put plenty of thought into it. She always did. She wanted to look good for her Mistress.

“Ready?”

Her hand rested lightly on my leg as she spoke. Inside the pants I wore, predictably, my cock throbbed with a dull ache of desire. I always wanted her, and sometimes, after lots and lots of teasing, I got to have her, but it was never enough. It never would be enough. I could see that now. That was the point of the game, what gave it the ferocious power that it had, that she and her gorgeous girlfriend next door had. And as always, there was that part of me that couldn’t want it any other way.

“Ready,” I said.

Though to me, in that situation, it could only ever be a relative term. I knew from experience now that you can’t really be ready for the kind of games these girls had in mind. I was never ready for Andrea’s kinkiness, her creativity, her sexy, malicious mind. She always seemed to take both me and Lisa by surprise. And every time we played with her, things seemed to go a little further, and I worried about what that meant. How much further could we even go? It felt as though Andrea was on the verge of stealing my girlfriend away from me completely, and the woman’s sex appeal was so great that I didn’t really doubt that if she wanted to, she could. It probably wouldn’t even be a challenge for her. Maybe my only defence was the fact that the two of them got off on teasing me like this.

They were always so quick to remind me of my inadequacies, my inferiority. But I knew that doing that was part of the thrill for them. That was the part I had in their sex life, the role of a pathetic submissive there mostly to be teased and tortured. And I went along with it. I enjoyed it. I was addicted to it, some dark compulsion that made me long for this kind of terrible treatment, that made me want her more the meaner they were. It was terrible to think that maybe that submission in me was the only thing that kept Lisa around. But it wasn’t a feeling I could shake, sitting there next to her on the bed, waiting for the latest chapter of kinky pleasure. What was going to happen was going to happen. The only way out was to opt out completely, and we all knew by now I wasn’t going to do that.

Lisa stood up, that happy little smile on her face once again. The smile that told me she knew she had complete control, total authority to do whatever she wanted. Of course, we both knew she always did. Ever since Andrea had come into our lives, that had been more than clear.

I stood up too, and Lisa, still smiling that smile, took my hand. I followed wordlessly. It wasn’t that I was reluctant to follow her out of our apartment and along the hallway to where Andrea waited next door. Not exactly. After all, I was too excited and too turned on to be all that reluctant. But I was, as always, apprehensive. Because I knew by now the way these things went. I didn’t know exactly what I was in for, the way I never really did when I signed up to play with these wicked women again. But the general pattern had been well established. They were going to give the orders, and I was going to do as I was told. They were going to have sex, and I was going to watch and serve and grovel in the hope, not always fulfilled, of eventually getting some pleasure of my own.

We stepped out of our apartment and headed next door. As usual, no one saw us in the hallway. After all, it only took seconds for us to reach Andrea’s door and knock on it. The chances of us running into any of the neighbours were mercifully low.

Andrea opened the door straightaway. There was a beaming smile on her face that only grew wider at the sight of us, her obvious pleasure making her even more beautiful than she ordinarily was.

She was wearing black pants that, from the way they clung to her beautiful body like a second skin, the way they shone in the light, had to be latex. No matter how many times I saw them, the curves of her body never failed to make me almost breathless with lust for her. I was dating such a gorgeous woman in Lisa, and yet, the libido seems to have no limits. I wanted Andrea, every time I saw her, every time I thought of her. And she knew it and encouraged it, knowing where the fundamental source of her power lay. It was all this, all desire. And she wore pants like that, designed to show off her incredible figure, to turn me on at least as much as to seduce my girlfriend. After all, of the two of us, there was no doubt that I was the more visually oriented.

Not that Lisa wasn’t impressed. Even though I didn’t look over at her, my eyes locked on Andrea and her amazing body for now, I could almost feel my girlfriend looking the other woman up and down.

Above her latex leggings, Andrea wore a black leather top that laced up the front, the low neckline giving a tantalizing view of her boobs. She was wearing her glasses, as usual, and again, she had her hair held back from her face in an artful braid that started at each of her temples and swung back behind her head.

No boots, this time. Instead, she wore a pair of shiny black patent leather high-heeled pumps, the towering heel on them giving her foot an exaggerated arch and making her, if anything, fractionally taller than me. She was already naturally taller than my girlfriend, but in this footwear, the difference was far more extreme. She stood there smiling at us in the doorway, looking every inch the beautiful, powerful, gorgeous dominatrix that she was, and as it so often did, just the sight of her made me breathless with lust for a woman who was truly unlike any I had ever met before.

“Come in, guys.”

Like this was a normal social call, instead of what we all knew it really was. An invitation to carnal delights and kinky pleasures based around power and control. As Andrea turned, leading us into her apartment, I watched her body move, transfixed just like always by the sight of her shapely ass straining against the tight latex covering it like a second skin.

Lisa caught me looking. I saw a tight little smile on her face as she glanced in my direction, stepping in front of me as she followed Andrea into the apartment. Great. Now I had two incredible bodies to look at, and there was no telling when or if I might get to enjoy either or both of them. These women, after all, were capable of just about anything. That included everything from a wild and blissful threesome with them both to shutting me out completely, punishing me physically and sending me home alone and frustrated so that they could enjoy each other and the sense of sexual power they both had. I was just along for the ride. Unable, really, to have any significant influence on the way things happened.

But of course, I knew my girlfriend didn’t mind me looking at another woman when it was this one. I was supposed to want Andrea, supposed to crave her at this bone-deep level that I did, so that I would be just as helpless against them both as I knew they wanted me to be.

Andrea led us toward her living room. There, on the table, I saw the implements that I knew right away would be used to put me in my place once again. A set of handcuffs, a riding crop. My skin prickled at the sight, at the sheer unadulterated kinkiness of it, and the sense of powerlessness I got knowing that I was going to let them do what they wanted. I was going to let them tie me up again, just like I always did, going to let them treat me like the slave I so clearly was, so clearly wanted to be. There was no other way this was going to go.

As Andrea bent over the table to pick up the riding crop, I watched the way the tight latex strained over her ass. Those magnificent curves were more of a weapon than anything she might have in her toy collection, as formidable as I knew that was. My mouth was dry with fear, my heart racing in my chest, but there was that unbelievable part of me that wanted this. That wanted all of it, all the shame and degradation she decided to inflict on me. I wanted it all, because it was all her.

“Take your clothes off.”

Andrea said it in an almost singsong voice as she turned toward me, pointing the menacing end of the crop at my chest. There was no doubt in any of us. I would do it, like I had so many times before. And as I did, I felt the women’s eyes on me, watching my every move. Taking it all in as I took off my clothes in front of them, revealing my state of arousal. Not that they didn’t already know. They knew all too well what these games did to me, how much it turned me on to serve them like this. They got such a wild thrill out of that, another demonstration of their wild sex appeal that seemingly let them get away with anything and everything.

My cock sprang out as I pulled down my pants and underwear. My clothes fell in a warm pile on the floor, and I stepped away from them. I tried to control my breathing, keeping it slow and even, staying as calm as I possibly could in the circumstances.

Andrea stepped toward me. The leather flap of the riding crop slid slowly down over my chest, over my stomach, and I knew where it was going. I tried not to groan as she touched my swollen cock with the end of the whip, her eyes behind her glasses flashing as they stared deep into mine.

“Tie him up, Lisa.”

Her eyes didn’t leave mine as she gave the order. And just like Andrea, I didn’t doubt that Lisa would do as she was told. I met Andrea’s gaze, but in my peripheral vision, I could see Lisa reach down to the table, pick up the handcuffs, and carry them across the room toward me. As she circled around behind me, she snapped one cuff around my right wrist, using her hold on the other to pull it behind my back.

I didn’t fight her. There was no point. I wanted this, too. So I obediently let my girlfriend pull my other arm back behind me, then lock the cuff around that too so that my arms were bound behind my back. After all, it wasn’t like I could fight back anyway. The restraints were really just a symbol of my impotence in the face of these two gorgeous women.

Andrea’s riding crop slid up and down my cock, and this time, I did moan. Giggling slightly, Lisa circled around to stand in front of me, beside the blond woman who towered over her. My heart twisted with a spasm that was part bitterness, part desire, as I reflected on what a stunning couple they made. There was no point denying it. They were both gorgeous, and they knew it, and that knowledge seemed to radiate out from them, shining from their smooth skin the way light shines through a lampshade, making them even more beautiful than they already were.

“Poor little horny boy,” Andrea said in a tone of voice that was anything but sympathetic. “He just wants us so bad, doesn’t he?”

“Yeah,” Lisa giggled, “but he’s not going to get us. Not yet.”

Andrea laughed at that. Standing side by side, they were the picture of dominant feminine power, of seductive evil. My cock strained at the sight of them, my heart pounding even faster as my eyes traveled helplessly over their gorgeous bodies, desire burning inside me just as fiercely as ever with no outlet to dull the edge of desire that tormented me.

Andrea’s riding crop continued to travel over my cock, making me shiver with that potent combination of desire and fear that she always knew how to ignite in me. And while she did that, she wrapped an arm around Lisa’s waist, pulling my girlfriend’s body against her own. She turned to Lisa with a smile, her teeth showing between her red lips as she grinned, and as she lowered her face down toward my girlfriend, Lisa draped her arms around Andrea’s neck. She rose up on her toes, eagerly pressing her lips against those of our neighbor, the wild desire she felt showing in every movement she made, in the soft sounds of pleasure escaping from the back of her throat as their tongues moved over one another.

Yes, it was a show. Yes, it was done to drive me wild with desire, and it was working. But at the same time, I didn’t doubt the reality of the pleasure they were feeling. I could feel the sexual arousal that crackled in the room every time these two were together now, and certainly every time they touched. I stood trembling and watching, wanting them both desperately just like they wanted me to, suffering from that jealousy they simply loved to inspire in me.

They kissed for a long time, their tongues and lips sliding wetly over one another, their passion growing by the second. I watched them press their bodies against each other, Lisa’s boobs pressed against Andrea’s chest, and I knew, like I had done all night, that sooner or later, Andrea was going to take her. That she was going to give herself to the other woman with total abandon, total recklessness, a total lack of self-consciousness that she had never had with me.

With me, it had always felt like she was holding something back. Or, at its worst, like she was doing something she didn’t really want to do. This, though, she wanted. There was no way to mistake that. No way to see it as anything other than it was, the desperation of one gorgeous woman to give herself completely to another and experience the sexual heights the two of them climbed together, that most of the time, I could only watch from the outside.

“Kneel.”

Andrea managed to tear her soft lips away from Lisa’s mouth to give me the command. And as she spoke, she lifted the riding crop with a flick of her wrist, tapping the tip against my shoulder to emphasize her command. As I dropped to my knees there in the living room, both women smiled down at me, gloating over their power and control, absolutely loving the way they knew they could make me do anything they wanted. From down there, they looked even more beautiful, more powerful, more regal. More in control than they already were.

“Want to watch me fuck you girlfriend?”

Lisa burst out laughing at Andrea’s words, a wild laugh of surprise, as if this was shocking any of us. But of course, we all knew it was what we were there for. We all knew this was the entire point, the end goal of the game we were playing. The pleasure of these women came before everything else, and of course Andrea was right. I did want to see that. Every time I watched them together, it burned my heart with fear and jealousy, but that only made me want it more.

“Yes, Andrea,” I murmured. And she beamed down at me, thrilled as always with the power and control she had, as if it was ever in any doubt.

“Then beg for it,” she said, raising her eyebrows behind the thick dark frames of her glasses. “Show me how badly you want it. Make me really believe it, or else we might not let you watch.”

Lisa laughed again. As though her new girlfriend wasn’t just the sexiest woman in the world, but also the funniest. That laughter stung me, driving home my humiliation and helplessness even more. It seemed almost everything they did had that same intention behind it.

“Please, Andrea,” I groaned, with the women standing over me, fiercely enjoying every minute of this humiliation that, for us, was becoming increasingly routine. “Please… Fuck my girlfriend.”

The women laughed again. Everything was going according to their plan, and of course, there was no reason to think that it wouldn’t, but they still took obvious pleasure in doing this to me.

“If you’re good,” Andrea said with a smug smirk. “Kiss my feet. Show me you know your place is beneath us.”

I did. How could I not, after everything they had put me through? It was getting increasingly hard to look Lisa in the eye, to go about the normal business of the day in our normally loving relationship, when both of us knew this shocking truth about the way we were behind closed doors. The same might have been even more true of Andrea, except frankly, the occasions when I saw her without something sexy going on were rare. Generally, if we were together, the girls, at least, were going to town on each other, and I was begging or groveling or doing something else just as disgraceful. Andrea, and Lisa too, knew exactly what they liked.

I kissed the shining toes of Andrea’s high-heeled pumps, while above me, the girls made out again. And as I lifted my mouth from her shoes, Andrea brought the riding crop flashing down, making me wince in pain as the leather flap slapped against the skin of my back with a loud crack.

“Did I tell you to stop, loser?”

“No, Andrea.”

Lisa let out a sigh at that little display of Andrea’s power, a sigh that vibrated in the back of her throat and spoke of her deep arousal. She loved this side of our neighbour just like I did, was turned on when Andrea acted like a bitch. That confidence she had in her ability to make anyone do anything was so total, so absolute, and so unbelievably attractive. I couldn’t blame Lisa for being drawn to it just like I was, even as it seemed to set fire to my heart every time I was forced to witness it.

And I went back to my disgraceful task. I kissed Andrea’s feet again, never daring to go above the ankle. My lips left faint impressions on the gleaming leather of her shoes, and above me, I could hear them making out again. I could hear the sounds of skin moving over fabric as they touched one of the, caressing each other’s amazing bodies, and my cock raged and throbbed just the way it was supposed to, just the way these evil women wanted it to, in tribute to their unstoppable beauty, the sex appeal that made me so completely theirs.

“Don’t forget about her,” Andrea said, turning back to me, her voice slightly breathless now. “Show your girlfriend the same respect.”

Lisa gasped, but I was hardly surprised. I shuffled to one side on my knees, lowering my face almost to the floor again. Lisa’s high heels were strappy, showing off her toes, and my lips touched her skin as I groveled before her, worshiping her like the goddess she was while her girlfriend touched and teased her, getting her worked up toward what we all knew was coming.

“Please fuck Andrea, Lisa,” I murmured between kisses, much to the pleased approval of the two women. “You’re both too sexy for me.”

“That’s right, we are,” Andrea said.

With my head still bowed over Lisa’s feet, she raised the riding crop again and swung it down toward me, reaching over me this time so that the fast-moving tip of it cracked loudly against my ass.

I stiffened at the bright bloom of pain that raced through me, and Andrea struck again. The other cheek this time, distributing the burning pain over my skin as if she wanted me to feel it absolutely everywhere. I squirmed on my knees at the sensations that threatened to flood my nervous system, the pain and the desire, the shame burning inside me and the physical burning on my beaten skin. Right where Andrea wanted me, on my knees, suffering for her amusement, knowing there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.

“What do you think, sexy? Should we let your loser boyfriend at least watch and see what he can’t have?”

I dared to raise my face from the floor to look up at them. Andrea was smiling at Lisa, but Lisa was looking down at me. Her dark eyes shone, glittering deep inside with that excitement and malice I was coming to know so well from all the times we had played before. She was incredible. This new version of my girlfriend looked just as beautiful as the old one, but was so much sexier when it came to her confidence, her desires, her attitude. As I stared up at her, the darkness under her dress calling to me, her sculpted thighs making my mouth water and my cock throb, I felt like I deserved every insult Andrea wanted to give me. I felt like, in some way, I deserved all of this. Otherwise, why would I be enjoying it so much?

Lisa let me wait on her reply. Letting me hang in uncertainty and wonder what she might say. She had proven herself cruel enough, over the past few weeks, to deny me what she knew I wanted almost more than anything. They both had. And as I stared up at her, I realized I was still silently begging, my eyes pleading with my girlfriend to let me once again be the witness of my own humiliation.

“All right,” Lisa said at last, while Andrea chuckled beside her. “You can watch.”

“Shall we?”

Lisa turned toward Andrea, smiling up at the other woman, her excitement never more obvious.

“Yeah, let’s go.”

Still holding the riding crop in one hand, Andrea took Lisa’s hand in hers. They turned and walked away from me, Lisa’s dress swishing and swirling around her thighs, Andrea’s skin tight pants gleaming and shining on the beautiful curve of her ass. They didn’t look back.

As they disappeared around the corner, heading to the bedroom, I stood up. My cock pointed out in front of me like a dowser’s wand, pointing toward the twin sources of all my desire, like it was leading me toward them. And I had no choice but to follow. To follow them to that bedroom that I knew was going to be yet another wild scene of exactly the kind of humiliation I simply couldn’t get enough of.


The Inferiority Game

“Down, loser.”

Andrea spoke the words as if she liked the way they tasted, liked the way they felt in her mouth. I didn’t doubt that that was true. It was hardly a secret that this woman loved to humiliate me, loved to tease and torment me, and never missed an opportunity to remind me of my inferiority to her and to Lisa. But of course, there was no denying it. The evidence was right there in the way that I humbly obeyed them, the way I let them treat me like this.

Again, I did what they wanted. Andrea pointed down toward the floor with the riding crop she still held, indicating where she wanted me to go, and I went there. I dropped down on my knees on the floor of her bedroom, as willing to serve and submit as ever. A smile shone on Andrea’s face as she watched me do it, my practised obedience confirming all over again that she was gorgeous enough to get away with this.

Once I was kneeling, she turned toward my girlfriend. Her eyes traveled up and down Lisa’s body just the way I knew they would, in that hungry, possessive way that never failed to make my heart tremble in my chest. Setting down the riding crop on the bed, she put her hands on Lisa’s shoulders and guided her down to the mattress.

Lisa, of course, did not resist. Why would she? Just like always, she let all of this happen. Just like always, she welcomed it, wanting it, hungry for the thrill of submitting to Andrea that I knew so well myself. There was no other feeling like it. No release that compared. I knew that better than anyone, and that was what fuelled my jealousy as I watched this entire spectacle unfold all over again, helpless, like I always was, to stop it, and knowing, like I always did, that I didn’t want to stop it anyway.

Lisa lay back on the bed as Andrea climbed on top of her. Their lips met again, another kiss that only got wilder and more passionate by the second, both of them growing breathless as their beautiful bodies seemed to melt together. Andrea’s hands moved up Lisa’s body, up the smooth skin of her legs, sliding up under that light dress that presented absolutely no obstacle. And Lisa welcomed it, hungrily craving it, as if she hadn’t been touched that way in years. As if she didn’t get touched and pleased and caressed like this on a regular basis, more frequently than she ever had been, at least in the time we had been together. She had never wanted it like this.

I knew that the girls wanted me to know that, but that didn’t mean it was an act. Far from it. Andrea pleased and excited Lisa in a way I had clearly never been able to, and the fact that it was another woman doing this to her, my straight girlfriend completely seduced by Andrea’s feminine beauty, was part of the kinky thrill. I could see how it made Lisa feel so naughty, so transgressive, and so desired at the same time. She had always known how much I desired her. I had never made any secret of that. But it seemed that having someone like Andrea want her was more valuable than my own sleepless lust could ever be.

And I understood that. That was one of the most shocking things of all, how much sense this all made to me. Andrea didn’t want me like that, and truthfully, neither did Lisa. They enjoyed playing with me, enjoyed tormenting and teasing me and working me up to a fever pitch of desire. And lately, whenever I had sex with Lisa, there was no question that she enjoyed it. No question that we were having the best sex of our relationship, thanks to the things we did with Andrea. But how could I possibly compete with these two? How could I even dream of keeping up?

All part of the inferiority game, I knew. Part of the way they wanted me to feel. That didn’t make it untrue. That didn’t mean it didn’t work.

The kissing went on and on, Andrea’s mouth moving over Lisa’s lips, then traveling down her neck, drawing more happy little moans out of her. I could see Andrea’s arm moving, her hand busy under Lisa’s dress, and I knew exactly what she was up to. Playing with my girlfriend’s pussy, driving her relentlessly toward a fever pitch of desire, toward that orgasmic explosion that we all craved in different ways. All of us wanting nothing more, in some sense, than to see Lisa explode. And my girlfriend, who had never been an exhibitionist, never been the type that craved attention, was now soaking it all up. She absolutely loved it, loved the way Andrea could make her feel, and the fact that I was forced to watch was like an added dash of sweetness to the cocktail of lust and frustration these women were serving me.

I could feel the air in the room growing tighter, the relentless sexual tension continuing to rise. My cock throbbed just the way it always did, just the way it was supposed to, in tribute to the almost unbearable beauty and sex appeal of these gorgeous women. But for the time being, they ignored me. Content just to know that I was watching, happy to know what they had once again reduced me to. Letting me watch and crave what I couldn’t have, letting my desire tear me apart from inside while they did exactly what they wanted, exactly what was guaranteed to make them feel good. Normal for us at this point, maybe. But it didn’t feel that way. Maybe it never would, and maybe that was for the best. Maybe half the fun of what we were doing was the kinkiness, the wildness, the strangeness of it all. As often as we had been playing like this recently, it was hard to imagine what life would be like if this ever became normal.

Andrea rose up on the bed. As usual, she was all smiles, thoroughly enjoying every bit of power she could no doubt feel coursing through her, lighting her up with the sense of control that she loved so much. I watched her latex leggings gleaming, her leather top shining, as she turned away from Lisa, leaving my girlfriend sprawling on the bed with her dress pulled up around her hips. Andrea grinned at me as she stepped past me, heading toward the closet that contained so many outrageous toys, and both Lisa and I waited in breathless anticipation to see what our Mistress would decide to do next.

Kneeling where she had told me to, I turned my head to watch over my shoulder as Andrea made her choice. She had her back to me now, and I could see the light showing off the incredible curves of her ass so tightly wrapped in the flawless latex of the panties she wore. I saw her hands moving as she found what she was looking for, and I watched her intricate movements as she started to wrap some kind of black leather straps around her body. Around her hips, between her thighs, her hands threading one strap through another and drawing everything tight. As she did, it gave her ass a lift it didn’t need, making the deeply desirable shape of her buttocks even more unignorable as they strained against the black latex.

When she finally had everything fixed the way she wanted, Andrea turned around. From the bed, I heard a gasp out of Lisa, and I almost gasped myself. I didn’t know what I had been expecting; I guess I hadn’t even tried to anticipate what our Mistress was up to. After all, I never could guess what she might do next. But I hadn’t imagined I would see her with a dildo strapped to her body, the toy rising from between her legs, black and gleaming, matching the black latex of her pants and making her look almost inhuman. Under the base of the toy, I could see that her pants were open, a faint gleam of skin showing through the parted zipper, and as she gripped the toy at its base, I saw that it protruded back into her body, pressing apart the wet lips of her pussy like it was grafted on to her, like it had become part of her.

Andrea stepped past me, the dildo in her hand. And Lisa smiled as she lay splayed out on the bed, more than ready to receive. Open to whatever her mistress wanted, however she decided to use her this time.

And as Andrea climbed on the bed, it was obvious what she had in mind. She crawled over the mattress, the black toy projecting from between her legs, and there was no mistaking the hunger in her eyes, or the urgency in her movements. She kneeled between Lisa’s legs, and Lisa parted them obediently, more than happy to obey when it got her what she wanted.

Andrea shuffled closer. Lisa let out a little yelp of excitement as the other woman grabbed her thighs and pulled her down the bed, pulling her closer, before hooking her legs over her shoulders. Then, Andrea leaned forward, pushing Lisa’s legs back as she leaned over her.

Lisa let out a moan as she felt the head of Andrea’s fake cock pressing against the wet entrance of her pussy. Again, I did my best not to groan myself as I watched the unbelievable show, feeling Andrea perform the simulation of exactly what I wanted to do in that moment, what it felt like I wanted more than anything. Andrea reached down between the two women’s bodies, taking hold of the toy again, and Lisa let out a long moan of pure pleasure as Andrea fed it inside. No lubrication needed. Lisa was more than wet enough to allow the large toy to slide deep inside her, striking sparks of pleasure from her desperate body with every inch Andrea buried inside her.

At the same time, Andrea lowered her face down toward Lisa’s. Again, they kissed, a deep and passionate kiss that made my shame and humiliation that much more bitter. Lisa draped her arms over Andrea’s shoulders, clinging on to her as if she never wanted to be parted from this woman, as if she wanted to be joined to her like this forever.

Andrea tore her lips away from Lisa’s with a ragged gasp as she continued to fuck her. Pushing herself up with her arms, she changed her position a little, and Lisa let out a long moan of pleasure as the angle changed. Her eyes kept closing, the ecstasy that crashed over her seemingly too intense to bear, but every time, she opened them again. She wanted to watch Andrea do what she was doing, wanted to see the woman who was making her feel this way. Like she was getting the best of both worlds, a simulation of the sex she had with me, but from someone far prettier, sexier, far more adventurous and intoxicating and seductive.

Again, it was hard to escape the sense that I was being replaced in my girlfriend’s heart as well as in her bed. I knew that was how it was supposed to feel. But that didn’t change the feeling. In fact, if anything, it made it more intense to know that this was how the women wanted me to feel, that this was what got them off. Knowing the agony they were putting me through, the psychological torture they were inflicting as they kept pouring fuel on the flames of my desire, making me want them more and more and taking sick pleasure in not giving it to me.

Lisa shivered and shook, and as her legs trembled on Andrea’s shoulders, I could see how close she was getting. I felt breathless as I watched, barely able to believe what was happening even as it happened right in front of me. The raw excitement of it all was almost unbearable, but with my hands bound behind me, there was nothing I could do about any of it. I couldn’t even touch myself, and if I had been able to, I didn’t doubt that in that moment, I would have. I would have done anything to alleviate that pressure of desire I felt, that desperate need that vibrated inside my body like the clanging of some great bell.

But all I could do was watch.

Lisa screamed, a scream that was torn out of her, almost choked off at the end by a desperate sob of pleasure. Her high heels wobbled on her feet as they pointed at the ceiling, her legs drumming on Andrea’s shoulders. Andrea’s black latex leggings shone in the bedroom light as she moved, rolling her hips as she thrust the toy deeper and faster inside my girlfriend’s beautiful body. She was moaning too, and I thought again of how the toy was buried inside her, so that it had to be giving them both pleasure as they fucked.

But it was Lisa who came first. The orgasm that had been building inside her all this time came bursting out of her in a wild cry of ecstasy. I saw her legs shake. I saw her grip the sheets she lay on, as if otherwise, her pleasure might blast her straight through the ceiling of the apartment we were in. I saw her tremble and scream as if in pain, as if the purity of the sexual bliss Andrea was giving her was just too much for her to take.

But I knew it wasn’t. I knew she could take it, even if it drove her to the limits of her body, to the very edge of sexual bliss. Because I had seen her like this before, in this bedroom, on fire with desire for our sexy neighbour and the way she could make my girlfriend feel like no one else could.

Andrea chuckled as Lisa squirmed and thrashed underneath her. She slowed down her movements, sitting back on her knees. Lisa slid her legs off the other woman’s shoulders, her high heels catching in the bed sheets as she continued to tremble and bask in the spasms of orgasm that continued to shake her body.

Andrea, her fake cock still buried inside Lisa’s pussy, turned her shining eyes on me.

“Enjoying the show, cuck?”

Lisa laughed at that, but her laughter quickly turned into another moan, another gasp, another little tremor of ecstasy racing through her. Her pussy was still spasming around the toy they shared, as if she never wanted to let it go, and after what I had just seen, I could hardly blame her for that. But at the same time, my heart continued to ache with jealous lust, my cock continuing to throb with pure desperation as I watched the scene in front of me. It wasn’t over. I knew that. It wouldn’t be over until Andrea was completely satisfied, and I knew from experience that that could take a long time and demand an unbelievable amount from all of us.

“Yes, Andrea.”

Both women laughed at that, as I knew they would. But Andrea’s question seemed to demand an answer. And I knew there was probably only one acceptable answer, only one thing she wanted to hear. Total submission, the total abdication, on my part, of any kind of pride or self-respect.

But worse than that was the fact that it was true. At least for some value of the word enjoy, anyway. It was, once again, one of the most torturous spectacles I had ever had to witness. Somehow, even after everything we had done, Andrea kept finding ways to take things to another and more humiliating level. All the same, I had enjoyed it, in whatever twisted way it was that I enjoyed the crazy games we played. I didn’t have to understand it to feel it.

“Good. Get used to it. Because I’m going to be fucking this little slut whenever I feel like, and she absolutely loves it. Don’t you, slut?”

Andrea turned her gleaming eyes toward Lisa. Lisa looked up at the other woman, her own dark eyes wide with surprise, her mouth open as if to protest. But I knew better. We all did. We all knew how she loved to surrender to Andrea, and how, in the heat of the moment, Lisa would say and do things for this beautiful blonde woman that she never had and never would for me. That was what Andrea wanted me to understand, and I did. After all, with everything that had happened between the three of us so far, how could I not?

“Yes, Andrea.”

Lisa’s voice was soft as she spoke, practically dripping with the pleasure the dominant woman had given her. As she spoke, she stared up at Andrea with a look on her face that made me uneasy. It was a look of something like adoration, as if she couldn’t quite believe the way our neighbour made her feel. As if she had never felt anything like this. And I didn’t doubt that that was true, even as the thought of it set fire to my insides, hollowing me out like a log on a bonfire, losing mass every minute until it seemed as though there would be nothing left but a shell in my shape.

And then, Lisa turned to look at me. She smiled, a sly little smile of pure power, pure delight, pure sadistic cruelty. It made her look more beautiful than ever. It made me desire her just as much as I had when she was moaning Andrea’s name, when she was convulsing in orgasm on the bed in front of me. It made me breathless to think about what my relationship with my girlfriend had become.

“Whose cock is better? Whose makes you cum harder?”

Andrea wasn’t going to let it go. I would expect nothing less from her. She wanted me to feel every ounce of that deep humiliation, wanted me to taste my defeat with every passing second. And it worked. It always did. No matter how wild and crazy this woman’s schemes and desires were, she always got what she wanted from us. Neither Lisa nor me could say no to her.

Again, Lisa looked at me. Then at Andrea. It looked as if she was blushing, but I couldn’t tell if it was that or the afterglow of orgasm that shone on her cheeks. Either way, it made her almost unbearably pretty, so desirable I could hardly bear to look. But I did look. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. It felt like that vision of her, glowing with satisfaction, dripping with raw sexuality, sadistically delighted with the power she had over me, was going to burn itself into my brain, along with all the other wild images of her I had accrued over the past few weeks. I was never going to forget what these women had done to me. I never wanted to.

Certainly, I would never forget Lisa’s reply.

She grinned at me, then at Andrea. Seeming to enjoy this moment of uncertainty, savoring her power, as if she had my heart under her high heel, ready to crush it. And wanting to. That sick sadism in her that made her want this, that matched my apparent masochism so well, so that the crueler she was to me, the hotter everything became.

“You do, Andrea,” she said.

And none of us were surprised by her reply. We all knew the truth of it. We had all seen it for ourselves, experienced the way she screamed and moaned, the way she thrashed on the bed as though in agony, the way she let herself go completely with this other woman in the way she never had with me. That didn’t mean it didn’t hurt to hear her say it. Just like it was supposed to.

“Yeah?” Andrea beamed, delighted even though the answer had never been in doubt. “You like my cock better than his?”

“Yes,” Lisa said, biting her lip and nodding emphatically. “Yes, I do.”

From my position on my knees in the corner of the room, I could see exactly what was happening. I could see that, recent release or not, Lisa was getting turned on again. And Andrea, as far as I could tell, still hadn’t cum. These women had so much more to give each other, so much more to tease me with, and there was no doubt in my mind that that was exactly what they were going to do.

“Good girl,” Andrea said approvingly. And, shamefully, Lisa seemed to squirm a little more on the bed at this praise from our Mistress. Such a happy little pet, so delighted to be praised. Andrea really did have us both well-trained.

As she was about to prove again.

Lisa shivered as Andrea backed up, her dildo sliding free of my girlfriend’s damp pussy. As she turned toward me, I saw the shaft shining with the residue of my girlfriend’s juices, swaying from side to side as Andrea moved on her knees. She picked up the riding crop as she swung her legs off the side of the bed, sitting down on the edge of the mattress. The leather flap of the riding crop slid over my shoulder while the other hand held the toy at its base, slowly sliding up and down the sticky mess Lisa’s orgasm had left there.

“Hear that, cuck?”

“Yes, Andrea.”

Of course I had heard it. How could I not? But as usual, Andrea wanted me to say it. She wanted me to participate in my own humiliation as far as possible, wanted to drive me deep into submission and drive me crazy with desperate lust at the same time. And as it always did, it worked splendidly. I was a trembling ball of pure shame as I kneeled on the floor, gazing up at the woman who had just fucked my girlfriend, who was going to continue doing exactly that, knowing, just like I did, that there was nothing I could do to stop her.

“She looks amazing with a cock deep inside her, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Andrea.”

No point arguing. No point resisting. My heart beat slowly in my chest, doubts and fears swirling inside my mind, but it didn’t make any difference. Just like always, Andrea was going to get exactly what she wanted.

“Want to taste?”

Over on the bed, Lisa gasped. But there was no reason to be so surprised. This was all totally in line with what Andrea always did, the way she treated us, the things that turned her on. More humiliation for me, more shame and disgrace, was exactly what she always wanted. Exactly what she, like me, couldn’t get enough of.

As she spoke, Andrea ran two fingers along the shining shaft of the dildo between her legs. They shone with Lisa’s juices as she held them up in the light, then pointed her fingers toward me. I licked my dry lips, my eyes locked on Andrea, even though I could feel Lisa watching me the whole time. As if curious to see if I would go along with this. As if there was ever really any doubt.

“Yes, Andrea.”

The blond woman chuckled at that, secure as always in her total power, her complete domination of me.

“Get over here then.”

I shuffled forward on my knees, Lisa watching the whole time. Andrea held her fingers out in front of me, and I licked them like a dog. She smiled down at me as she pushed them into my mouth.

“Suck,” she ordered.

And I did.

I tasted my girlfriend’s pussy on her fingers. I tasted the shame and disgrace of what I was doing, my inability to please Lisa the way this woman could coming back to bite me in this unbelievable way, and my cheeks burned with the humiliation of it all, the pure desperation of being teased and toyed with like this. And my cock throbbed the whole time, my desire only made more biting by the second and the taste of Lisa’s pleasure.

“That’s a slutty little mouth you have there,” Andrea smirked. Her fingers slid out of my mouth, and I felt her grab a fistful of my hair. At the same time, she raised the riding crop in her other hand, using her grip on my head to pull me toward her.

I hesitated. But I couldn’t fight her, not really. And as she pulled my head down between her legs, I felt a whole new level of disgrace and shame. I almost shivered at the thought of it as what she wanted became clear.

“Suck it,” Andrea said in a firm voice, as her shining fake cock swayed in front of me. “Clean your girlfriend’s cum off my cock. Let’s see if you’re as good a cleanup slut she is.”

Again, Lisa gasped on the bed. At the same time, she turned over, dropping her head up on her hand as if to get a better look. Her eyes were shining with the same ferocious cruelty as Andrea’s.

And I wanted to resist. I wanted to say no. I started to shake my head, but Andrea just tightened her grip on my hair. Leaning forward, she slashed at me with the riding crop, and I cried out as it cracked against my ass, sending a bright jolt of pain through me in an unnecessary reminder of what she could do to me if she wanted to.

“I said, suck my cock, loser,” Andrea sneered at me. “Don’t make me punish you.”

And again, the riding crop swung through the air, and again, pain lanced through my body, and I knew I had no choice. Desperately, my eyes moved from Andrea to Lisa and back again, but neither one was going to save me. Neither one was going to let me off the hook. They both wanted this, this pure spectacle of unbelievable disgrace, and they both knew they could make me do whatever they wanted.

I cringed in shame, but I knew how little choice I had. Slowly, reluctantly, I let Andrea pull my head toward her toy. I could smell Lisa’s pussy on the silicon as Andrea shifted, the obscene head pressing against my lips.

“There’s a good little bitch,” she said as she felt it slide inside. And on the bed, Lisa laughed out loud at my humiliating predicament.


A Witness To Their Pleasure

I sucked Andrea’s cock.

That’s not a sentence I ever expected to say, let alone an experience I ever expected to have. And as I did it, kneeling there on the floor of her bedroom while she sat on the edge of the bed, I felt every ounce of the shame she was so determined to inflict on me. My cheeks burned, my pride absolutely destroyed. And my ass burned too, the skin stinging from the blows of her riding crop that encouraged me to do what she wanted. She had so many ways to harm me, and just a few to reward me, but it was that push and pull between punishment and reward that made me do her bidding. I knew that I had to. I knew how little choice I had. But that didn’t make it any easier to submit to her like this, to kneel at her feet and wrap my lips around the horribly realistic shaft of a fake cock that shone with the juices of my girlfriend’s ecstasy.

Of course, Andrea didn’t exactly help. She wanted me to feel every bit of the humiliation the situation offered, and she knew exactly how to achieve that. She ran her fingers through my hair, keeping my head in place, gripping my hair tightly from time to time and forcing me to slide my mouth up and down her cock when she wanted a little more pressure, a little more action.

I had never done anything like this before. And it was hardly a task I enjoyed. But soon, Andrea’s excitement grew, and her hips moved on the bed as she started thrusting the toy in and out of my mouth. Fucking my face.

I choked and gagged, my eyes watering as I breathed frantically through my nose while this woman abused me. Because that was exactly what this was, and exactly how it felt. I was there for her pleasure, and her pleasure meant my suffering, and that was the dark heart of this twisted situation the three of us found ourselves in.

Because it wasn’t just her. Lisa’s dark eyes glittered as she watched from the bed, lying on her side, taking in everything. Just as the moment was burning itself into my memory, I suspected it was doing the same for her. That neither of us was going to forget this moment of desperate humiliation. And maybe she would never be able to look at me the same way again, but maybe that ship had already sailed. Everything she and Andrea had made me do over the last little while was all but guaranteed to have that effect on her, after all.

Above me, Andrea grunted. I could feel her growing pleasure in the way her grip on my hair tightened, the way her movements became more forceful, more urgent, more frantic. Her riding crop slashed the air again, cracking against my ass once more, not for anything I had done or failed to do to please her, but just because the act of hurting me was part of the woman’s twisted pleasure. But I took it, mute as a beaten mule while her toy cock continued to slide back and forth in my mouth. While she continued to fuck my face in front of my girlfriend, erasing my masculinity, destroying my pride and self-respect along with any respect Lisa might still have had for me. At least, that was how it felt. And as usual, as always, there was nothing I could do about it.

As Andrea’s movements became more frantic, I thought about the way the dildo disappeared inside her body. My jaw and throat ached, along with my beaten ass, but I knew that she wouldn’t care about that. All she cared about was her own pleasure, and her raw desire was so sexy, so gorgeous to me, it made it even harder to breathe than it would have been already. All I could do was take it. All I could do was kneel there, hands tied behind my back, nothing but a wet mouth for this woman to violate and use.

Until eventually, Andrea’s pleasure burst out of her. She came, her pussy spasming around the toy that connected us, the smell of her passion swirling around me to add to my own agony of frustration and lust. She trembled and moaned in the wild rush of orgasm, forgetting everything in that annihilating pleasure.

Slowly, she recovered. As she sighed on the bed, she slid her shining cock free of my mouth, and I was glad for the relief that gave me as I worked my aching jaw and recovered my breath. Her latex leggings that fit her like a second skin showed her tremors in the way the light moved over them, bobbing and bouncing and accentuating her ultrafeminine shape, despite the horribly masculine strap-on she was wearing that shone with a dark lustre of its own. Her breasts rose and fell between the laces of her leather top as she breathed heavily, trying to recover herself, trying to process the cruel pleasure that was still vibrating in seemingly every cell of her body, keeping her glowing above me like the cruel, sadistic goddess she was. Truthfully, she looked absolutely radiant, sitting there above me, flushed with both sexual pleasure and the gleam of sadistic pride at what she had done, that feeling of power she was so addicted to made more potent than ever by my disgrace.

“Wow.”

For a moment, that was all Lisa said, and frankly, it felt like all there was to say. And she hadn’t even been involved. For me and Andrea, of course, the feelings were even more intense, what had just happened vibrating through us like a kind of shockwave, leaving us to try and process what it all meant, if we could. Frankly, for me, that seemed impossible. How could I possibly wrap my head around this? And how, after this, could I look myself in the face in the mirror ever again?

But Andrea didn’t have to worry about any of that. She didn’t have to worry about how I felt, what this would do to my self-esteem, or even how it would affect my relationship with my girlfriend. All she cared about was her own selfish pleasure, and to a lesser extent, Lisa’s, too. And that was exactly what we loved about her.

Lisa moved on the mattress. For a moment, Andrea didn’t look in her direction. Instead, she was staring down at me, her pretty blue eyes gleaming behind the glasses that framed them so exquisitely. Her lips were parted, her cheeks glowing, and the expression on her face seemed almost to suggest that even she, dominant mistress that she was, couldn’t quite believe what had just happened. As if even she was surprised at how far she had taken this, and my willingness, albeit under coercion, to do what she said.

Lisa, it seemed, knew exactly how to restore Andrea to herself, how to bring that sexy dominatrix attitude back into our lives. Shifting on the bed, she inched toward the other woman, and soon, she was sitting beside her. Looking at her, not me.

Lisa wrapped her arm around Andrea’s narrow waist. She pulled Andrea’s beautiful body against her own. She tilted her face up toward Andrea, and finally, Andrea looked away from me and at her. A smile spread across the blonde’s face as my girlfriend pressed her lips against Andrea’s mouth. Lisa, for once, the instigator, showed something almost aggressive in her passion, an obvious hunger in her that only added to those potent and unignorable feelings of inadequacy and guilt and shame I felt as I kneeled on the floor, my mouth ravaged, my heart burning, my mind rebelling against what had happened, as if there was anything I could say or do that would change the past. As if I could even find it in myself to want that.

But I knew better, and my relentlessly throbbing cock was there to remind me of the trap I was in. The trap of desperate desire that only seemed to get more inescapable as these women’s desires became more taboo, more disgraceful, more humiliating for me. That was how it was, and no amount of reasoning or thinking on my part was going to change it.

Lisa and Andrea made out. Right there, right in front of me, the shame and disgrace they had put me through all part of their unmistakable desire for one another. All part of the fun. And I watched, just like I was supposed to, even while they ignored me for the moment. While they made out like they were the ones dating instead of me and Lisa, Andrea once again more than happy to make me feel like she had usurped my place in Lisa’s heart, as well as between her legs.

I could see it happening. I could see the two of them getting excited all over again as they touched each other, their hands running over one another’s bodies, their mouths pressing hard against one another as they held nothing back. I could see exactly what they were doing to each other, exactly what they wanted me to see. And of course, I knew where it would lead to. Not the specific details, but the general pattern. It was going to lead to more blissful sex for them, and more cruel teasing for me. With only the slight but haunting possibility that they might take pity on me and, eventually, as a reward for my obedience, give me what I wanted.

But that would have to wait. As always with these women, the road to Paradise led through agony. And I felt that deep in my stomach as I watched the show, watching the two of them make out again, watching pleasure swell and surge like music inside me as, again, they touched each other, excited each other, drove each other crazy once more.

Andrea reached her arms around Lisa’s body and unzipped her dress. She slid it down off her shoulders, and Lisa momentarily rose from the bed to let it fall to the floor so that she could step out of it. Andrea caressed her breasts and the black lacy bra she wore, lowering her head down to Lisa’s incredible cleavage to kiss and lick those magnificent orbs of flesh. As she did, Lisa ran her fingers over Andrea’s blond braided hair and smiled down at me, her eyes flashing again with that familiar malice, the pleasure she took in taunting and teasing me like this.

Soon, Andrea unhooked Lisa’s bra. Together, the two women slid the lacy black fabric down her arms, letting it drop to the floor on top of her dress. Lisa took Andrea’s breasts in her hands, squeezing and caressing, making my girlfriend moan as her talented fingers and thumbs traveled over Lisa’s swollen nipples.

Then, as if seized by sudden inspiration, Lisa moved. She scooted back on the mattress a little, but not to get away from Andrea. Only to give herself enough room to bend forward, wrapping her hand around Andrea’s big fake cock. Seeing what she was up to, Andrea smirked, sitting back and supporting herself with her hands on the mattress behind her. Her eyes shone behind the lenses of her glasses, staring down at me, an amused little smirk on her face as she watched me taking in everything that was happening.

Lisa leaned forward. Her breasts hung from her chest, and she swept her dark hair back behind her ear, as if she didn’t want me to miss a thing. Didn’t want her face obscured. I soon saw why. Right there in front of me, she wrapped her lips around Andrea’s big cock, sliding her mouth up and down, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked.

She sucked Andrea’s cock like a pro. She sucked it as if the other woman could really feel it, as if she could give her the pleasure that I could only wish she was giving me. And there was my cock, ignored and neglected, throbbing with desperate desire as I watched Lisa put on a show. I had never seen her so willing. She had gone down on me a few times when we first started dating, but it had been a very long time since that happened. And even longer since she did it willingly. And she had never done it with quite the enthusiasm she was showing now.

Her cheeks hollowed. Her lips glistened. Soft noises of pleasure rose from her throat, and her tongue moved over the toy, licking up whatever remained of the residue of her own orgasm, if I had left any behind. Practically worshiping Andrea’s cock, as if nothing mattered except giving the other woman pleasure. As if she could feel it.

But all Andrea felt, it seemed, was the thrill of control and domination. The obvious delight she took in making me feel inferior, in teasing me, torturing me, making me desperate, and giving me nothing.

Smirking, Andrea ran her hand through Lisa’s dark hair.

“Such a good girl,” she cooed. “You really do love this cock, don’t you?”

Lisa gasped slightly as she came up for air, the gleaming silicon toy sliding free of her wet mouth for a moment, but still shining in her hand.

“Oh my God, I really do,” she said, smiling up at her mistress. Then, she returned her mouth to the toy, slavishly worshiping Andrea’s cock all over again.

Andrea’s breasts rose and fell, straining the laces of her leather top. Her eyes continued to shine behind her glasses, still watching me, as if anything had changed. As if she was looking for the point where I would finally break, wouldn’t be able to handle it any more, would have to do something. Except that was never going to happen. Because with my hands behind my back, there was nothing I could do.

I guess the only option open to me was to use my safe word, to call this whole thing off. But I knew I wasn’t going to do that. Frankly, the thought hardly crossed my mind. Because as endlessly frustrating as the spectacle was, it was also undeniably sexy. Painfully so, maybe, but that didn’t mean I wanted it to be over. This game seemed to have infected my blood, and now it felt almost as if I needed it to be truly alive.

Finally, Michelle lifted her swollen lips from Andrea’s cock. She giggled as she smiled at me, and now both women were watching me, laughing at my helplessness, my despair. Lisa stood up, turning her back on me, and I studied the delicious curves of her round ass as she leaned forward slightly, pulling her panties down off her hips, sliding them down her legs. Andrea watched, grinning her approval as my girlfriend undressed in front of her.

“Give those to me.”

She held out her hand, and Lisa didn’t hesitate. Still giggling to herself, she handed over her underwear to the other woman. Andrea placed one hand on Lisa’s ass, her fingertips sinking just slightly into the soft skin as she leaned past her, toward me. Lisa’s black panties dangled from her hand, and she gathered them up with her fingers, squeezing them into a loose ball.

“Open your mouth, cuck.”

“Oh my God,” Lisa murmured. But by now, it felt like neither woman could seriously doubt that I would do as I was told. After all, I wasn’t putting up the faintest bit of resistance, no matter how outrageous their requests.

I opened my mouth. And Andrea showed me that smug smile again as she stuffed my girlfriend’s panties into my mouth. She pressed them in firmly, on top of my tongue, stuffing the fabric inside completely. Then, she slapped my cheek, making the skin sting, making Lisa laugh at me as she stood naked in front of her Mistress.

“There. That’s all you get. You just get to taste her underwear, while I get everything else.”

I didn’t respond, and she didn’t seem to need to hear anything from me. Turning her attention back to Lisa, she put both hands on her hips now, pulling her toward her.

Lisa, of course, was more than willing to go along with whatever she wanted.

Andrea pulled Lisa onto her lap. Lisa happily straddled her, climbing back onto the bed with her knees on the mattress on either side of the other woman. She draped her arms over Andrea’s shoulders, and Andrea curled one arm around Lisa’s waist. Her other hand reached down between them, taking hold of the fake cock, guiding it slowly into Lisa’s body.

I heard the long moan of pleasure she made, just like I was supposed to. I heard the wet sound of the well-lubricated toy sliding deep into Lisa’s even more well-lubricated pussy. I saw her shifting her weight in Andrea’s lap, adjusting her position as the toy filled her up. She tilted her head back, her dark hair falling down over her bare shoulders, her legs pressing themselves against Andrea’s sides. There was no doubt, at all, about the pure pleasure she was feeling. No way for me not to see it in every line of her body that seemed to radiate pure ecstasy from her beautiful form.

Andrea held her by the hips as she bounced up and down. I could see the tension in Lisa’s legs, could see the way the muscles moved under the skin, could see how badly she wanted this. She wrapped her arms around the other woman, and as Lisa rode her cock, Andrea kissed my girlfriend’s boobs again. I heard Lisa let out a long moan of pleasure as Andrea wrapped her lips around one of her nipples, sucking gently, sending shockwaves of passion through her.

It was incredible. Their sex was beautiful, wild, passionate, intoxicating. Everything I hoped for and feared. Everything that haunted and tortured me, everything I feared and longed for. My cock felt ready to explode, even without being touched, throbbing and dripping and leaking as I gazed at this incredible display of female power and desire. But I couldn’t cum. Not even if I wanted to, even to have the dubious pleasure of spurting my juices all over the floor just from watching the two of them go at it.

Even that wasn’t permitted. All I could do was watch and wait and hope, eventually, that two women who seemed to have absolutely no shred of mercy whatsoever in their dominant souls would, eventually, take pity on me.

Their passion grew. Moment by moment, gasp by gasp, they surrendered to it. The bed rocked and vibrated under them, the mattress bouncing to the desperate power of their movements.

Lisa yelped as Andrea smacked her ass. She yelped in surprise, not pain, a joyous little shriek of naughty desire.

“Get over here and kiss it, cuck,” Andrea sneered in a voice that was breathless with her own pleasure. “Kiss her sexy ass while she rides my cock.”

“Oh my God,” Lisa moaned again. And she tightened her grip on Andrea’s shoulders as she bounced up and down on her even more forcefully, her gasps and moans matching the rhythm of her body moving in the other woman’s lap as she chased another explosion of demented pleasure.

I crawled forward on my knees. Beaten and broken, submitting completely, I pressed my lips against my girlfriend’s bouncing ass. I kissed the red mark Andrea’s hand had left, as if kissing her better from what her mistress had done to her, and I had to keep moving my head to keep kissing her as Lisa continued to bounce up and down on top of Andrea’s cock.

“Oh fuck, this is so hot,” Lisa said breathlessly.

And then, rising up on her knees, she climbed off Andrea’s cock. I had a front row seat from where I kneeled in front of them, seeing the juices that shone on the toy, the moisture that pooled on Andrea’s thighs before it mingled with her own.

Lisa put her feet on the floor, and turned. She swung her leg over Andrea’s, turning to face me. A challenging smile on her face, her gleaming eyes practically daring me to do anything about it, she reached down between her legs and took hold of that shining toy again. Then, as Andrea smiled and gripped her ass, Lisa bent her knees and lowered herself back down onto it. Back down onto that cock that was the source of so much pleasure for her, that was already shining with the juices of her orgasm and would soon be coated in another.

With her facing me, I could see the expression on my girlfriend’s face. I could see the way her eyes rolled with pleasure, a split second before she closed them momentarily. I could see the way she fed the big fake cock into herself, the way the thick head pressed her lips apart, the way it slid so easily into her despite its size, lubricated by her desperate pleasure. I could see everything, and I watched her sink all the way down until she was sitting in Andrea’s lap completely, the fake cock buried inside her, Andrea holding on to her big ass and smirking at me over Lisa’s shoulder.

But for now, I only had eyes for my girlfriend. And she, still breathless with pleasure, reached forward and grabbed hold of my head just like Andrea had done earlier. She pulled me toward her, and I shuffled along on my knees, the smell of their sex filling my nostrils and the taste of her flooding my mouth from the panties that sat in a damp watery ball on my tongue.

“Watch, cuck,” Lisa gasped, adopting the same insulting name my neighbor had given me. “Watch me fuck her.”

As if I had a choice. As if I would do anything differently. As if I wasn’t completely entranced, completely bewitched by the sight of her sliding up and down on top of that toy, the juices pouring out of her along with her melodious cries of pleasure.

“Suck my clit,” Lisa gasped, pulling on my hair again.

And I did. Just like I had earlier when kissing her ass, I had to move my head to keep up with the movements of her body, but I did my best. It worked. As I licked and sucked that bouncing little nub, Lisa’s shrieks became even louder, even more desperate. Now, it seemed, she was past the point of words, her pleasure too potent and too wild to allow anything but these desperate moans and gasps.

I felt her hand trembling in my hair. I saw her body trembling in front of me, her skin glowing with the rush of pleasure she was feeling, about to tip over the edge into another climax. And then, it did, leaving her shaking and moaning, screaming wordlessly with her eyes screwed shut, her mouth wide open, her body convulsing with pleasure as though someone had hooked it up to an electrical cable.

The juices poured out of her, all over Andrea’s lap. Suddenly, Lisa slumped forward, her hand on my head now more to keep her upright than anything else. Still sobbing with pleasure, her movements clumsy from ecstasy, she climbed off Andrea, moaning as the toy slid out of her ravaged pussy, collapsing on the bed beside her mistress.

Andrea stood up. There was a wild look in her eyes that I had seen before, that blue glow shining behind the glass that made me feel unsafe. She stood over me, reaching out to grab the hair that Lisa had only just let go of, pulling my head toward her. At the same time, her other hand reached toward my face, her fingers sliding into my mouth as I opened it for her. She took hold of Lisa’s panties and pulled them out of my mouth, dropping the wet fabric unceremoniously on the floor. And then, she leaned forward, her hand taking hold of the base of the dripping cock, guiding it toward my lips.

“Lick it clean.”

For once, she wasn’t smiling, her beautiful face deadly serious as she gave her latest humiliating order. I didn’t hesitate. I didn’t want to give in, but it was already far too late for that. And with the smell of sex in the air, with Lisa still moaning and trembling on the bed behind her as she tried to recover, my desire overwhelmed any thoughts of shame I might have had. I tasted Lisa’s pussy as I ran my tongue along the silicon shaft of the toy, and a smile spread across Andrea’s face again as she looked down at me, her eyes locked on mine, enjoying the ridiculous spectacle.

“That’s a good cuck. Get it nice and clean so I can fuck her again.”

And I did. I did everything that was asked of me, humble as ever as I served my dominant goddess.

Once she was done with me, Andrea roughly shoved my head away. She circled around the bed, walking slowly in her high heels, dragging out every moment. Both Lisa and I watched as she climbed onto the mattress from the other side, a smile on her face as she crawled toward my girlfriend.

“This way,” she said, pointing toward me. “On your hands and knees, naughty girl.”

Lisa bit her lip in excitement as she did what her mistress said. She could see what was coming, just like I could. She wanted it, just like I did. She crawled toward the edge of the mattress, smiling down at me, her beautiful face right in front of me. Her big boobs hung down between her arms, swaying with every move she made. And she arched her back as Andrea got up on her knees behind her, holding her by the hips again, that amazing ass right in front of her, ready for her use.

Lisa let out another shivering sigh, closing her eyes again as Andrea slid her cock into her from behind. But she opened her eyes again straightaway, her gaze quickly finding mine. Because she wanted this. She wanted me to see everything, to see how much pleasure she was getting from being fucked doggy style by Andrea.

And I did. I saw everything. My cock throbbing, my heart aching, and my head spinning with disbelief as I watched her body shake to Andrea’s thrusts until they both collapsed in a messy, sweaty pile of female pleasure and desire.

While I kneeled on the floor beside the bed, and watched.
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