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Andrea’s Slut

“Why do we do this?”

Lisa was sitting on the edge of the bed, looking at me. Looking at me in that special way she had, that way the crackled and sparkled with deviant pleasure. Her dark eyes seemed to glow, lit from within by some ferocious fire that I couldn’t name and could barely understand, but couldn’t fail to notice. It was last, pure lust. As simple as that.

And that, too, was the simple answer to her question. Because we wanted it. Because it turned us on.

Somehow, that answer didn’t seem adequate. Put into words, the reward didn’t seem worth the risk. We were staking everything on this wild gamble, our entire relationship under pressure as we pushed the boundaries of what we could tolerate, what we could accept, what we could take pleasure in. The danger, of course, was part of the thrill. Still, it was difficult to believe that this was where we found ourselves, that this was how we spent our time.

Lately, it was exactly how we spent most of our free time, every chance we got. We were like addicts. I was addicted to giving up power, to surrendering control. Addicted to Lisa, and to Andrea. And my girlfriend was just as addicted to the woman next door. She loved to surrender power too, but only to Andrea. Never to me. To me, she was becoming more and more of a gorgeous, sexy tyrant, and in spite of myself, I loved it.

When Andrea gave an order, we obeyed. When Andrea wanted something, she took it, even if what she wanted was my girlfriend. Lisa, of course, was only too happy to hand herself over to be used, and I, of all people, could understand that. There was something so sexy about when Andrea took charge, when she decided to be in control. The way it burned my heart to see Lisa submit like that was impossible to ignore. Even though I knew that that, too, was part of the fun. For all of us.

“I don’t know,” I said.

Lisa smiled. Because we both knew that we did know. We just couldn’t put it into words. We did it for the thrill, the excitement, the unrivaled exhilaration of surrendering to the power of beauty and sex appeal, personified by Andrea. We did it because it made us feel alive like nothing else ever had.

But it was in Andrea’s nature to push. To take things as far as she possibly could, willing to break everything around her to find out what it was made of. Including us and our relationship, apparently. By now, it felt like she was never going to stop, unless we stopped her. Neither me nor Lisa seemed to have what it would take to do that. What it would take to even want to do it.

So now, Andrea had given me some very specific instructions. Telling me how she wanted my girlfriend prepared for her. She had made me buy her exactly what she wanted, even giving me a link to the online store to make sure I got it right. And as always, she knew exactly what she was doing, and why. She didn’t buy it herself because she wanted to make me a participant in my own cuckolding. She wanted to demonstrate, as if she hadn’t a million times already, that she could make me do anything, no matter how outrageous, no matter how depraved, and I would do it. Because I wanted her so badly. And yet, the woman never even had sex with me. She hardly needed to, when she had so many other willing suitors, both male and female. Including my sexy girlfriend. How could I possibly hope to compete with that?

“Well. I guess we should probably get started.”

She stood up from the bed. She was wearing only a bathrobe, fresh from the shower, and in my mind, I had a perfect mental image of what lay underneath. After all, I had just seen it. Just like last time, Lisa had made me perform the infinitely teasing ritual of helping her get ready. Washing her gorgeous body, shaving her legs, but not being allowed to touch her in the way I wanted. My cock throbbing and aching desperately under the warm water, and her just looking at it with that dreamy smile on her face, that smug grin of satisfaction that came from knowing she was driving me absolutely crazy.

Now, she moved toward the bedroom mirror. She had brought her cosmetics from the bathroom, and she kept her eyes on the reflection of her own face as she began to do her makeup.

“I should train you to do this, too,” she said, her eyes flashing toward my reflection in the mirror for just a second before returning to her. “One less thing for me to worry about.”

I knew it was supposed to annoy me, tease me, infuriate me, and turn me on, all at the same time. It worked. It always worked. It was so easy for both these women, the two of them knowing exactly how to push my buttons. Exactly how to drive me half mad with lust and desire anytime they chose to. I could tell myself as often as I wanted that I needed to be stronger, smarter, to remember that this was part of the game. But it didn’t matter. Knowing that didn’t change anything at all.

I didn’t answer her, and this time, she didn’t seem to require an answer. Instead, she just gave me another order.

“Get my outfit ready, cuck. Andrea wants me looking hot for her and her friends.”

Her words seemed to echo inside my skull, the humiliating truth of them reverberating through every cell of my body. Just like I knew it was supposed to. And she gave the orders as if it never crossed her mind that I might not comply, and she was dead right about that. Pathetically, I went to the closet and got what Andrea had told me she wanted my girlfriend to wear for her.

The same shiny black patent leather ankle boots she had worn last time, with a slender high heel that gave her such a sexy walk, that made her legs look long and lean and her ass firm and delectable. The tiny tulle skirt, almost like a ballerina’s tutu, that sat like a dark cloud around her hips and covered nothing below the top of her thighs. A pair of black thong panties, a tiny concession to modesty that I knew would be no hindrance at all to Andrea’s plans.

And then, the new stuff. The corset that Andrea had told me she wanted, and made me measure my own girlfriend carefully to have custom-made, to make sure it would fit her like a second skin, to make sure it would sculpt her already beautiful body into the form that most pleased our gorgeous mistress. It was red, a deep dark scarlet red, accented with black details on the edges of the cups and down the sides.

There was more. Around the waist, there was an attached strip of leather, perforated with holes like a belt. On the opposite side of the corset, there was a peg that would stick through the holes. The peg had a tiny hole in its end, and it came with a tiny lock that, once closed in place, would make Lisa’s corset impossible to remove for anyone who didn’t have the key.

Including me.

Following Andrea’s instructions, I had told her when the clothes arrived. When they did, she came round to give her approval, and when she had, she took the keys away with her.

More ownership. More games of power and control. The sex Lisa and I had that night was as wild and passionate as it always was these days, made all the more deviant by both of us knowing that the other was thinking, at least in part, about our mistress next door.

I laid out Lisa’s outfit on the bed, putting her boots on the floor. I waited for her to finish making herself up. When she turned at last to me, I saw without surprise that she had gone for a dramatic and seductive look. Dark smoky eyes that glittered and caught the light as she looked at me, that brought out the tones of gold and hazel in her pretty stare. Contouring that accented her striking cheekbones, making her face look even more sculpted than it normally did. A dark red lipstick, that shade where red berries turn almost toward black, the perfect compliment to the colors of the corset she knew she was going to be locked into. She looked magnificent. I wanted her so badly already, and we both knew, both loved the fact, that there was absolutely nothing I could do about the lust raging inside me as I looked at her.

Lisa paused for a moment, her arms wrapped around her robe. There was often this theatricality to the things we did. I suppose in a sense, it was all theater, really. An act that we put on to tease and tantalize and please each other. That didn’t make it anything less than real. And maybe, calling it an act was just another of my cheap psychological ways to try and excuse what I was doing, what I was allowing to be done to us both.

As far as I could tell, Lisa didn’t have those conflicts. From her point of view, all that mattered was that we were both enjoying ourselves. If she ever wondered much about the exact manner of that enjoyment, and what it said about either of us that we got such an enormous thrill from such a dark pastime, she never gave a sign of it. But this girl, who had once been shy and strangely conservative in matters of sex, had really come to love putting on a show. And as often happens with the things we really enjoy, she had quickly gotten good at it.

She pulled her robe open slowly. There she was, in all her naked glory. The gorgeous curves of her compact body fully on display. Those big boobs rising and falling on her chest with every breath she took. Between her toned thighs, her neatly-trimmed pubic hair pointing down to her exposed pussy, the treasure I craved above anything else, the power that kept me under her control.

“Dress me, cuck.”

Even though it was hardly the first time she had spoken to me that way, I still cringed at the disdain in her voice. Of course, it was all part of the game, part of what made her so unbelievably attractive to me. I still had her. We still have frequent sex, a lot more frequent, in fact, that it had ever been before Andrea came along to completely rearrange our sexual life together. It was never enough. It could never be enough, not when she spent the rest of her time treating me like this. It was a constant tease, a breathless storm of unstoppable desire, and Lisa knew exactly what she was doing to me, and she absolutely loved it.

And I did what she said.

I started, of course, with her panties. They were plain, unremarkable, except for their tiny size, in contrast with the rest of her elaborate outfit. Standing in front of her, I bent forward, holding them out for her, and she grinned as she placed her hand on my shoulder, stepping into them one foot at a time. I pulled them up, and she squeezed my shoulder a little as I pulled the string back of the thong up between those gorgeous ass cheeks. Even though I would far rather have been taking clothes off her, not putting them on. Even though my cock was throbbing with desperate desire at the sight of her, at the perfume smell rising from her body, at the warmth and heat and softness that haunted me as I stood there in front of her, rejected and disgraced, totally overwhelmed by her.

“Good boy. Now the skirt.”

She turned away from me at that point, and I knew the motion was 100% deliberate. She wanted to show me that ass, revealed by that thong. I almost groaned at the sight of it. I couldn’t help myself. I reached out, cupping her flawless cheek in my hand, squeezing slightly so that my fingertips pressed against the muscle and her soft skin, and her eyes blazed as she turned to glare at me over her shoulder.

“Hands off, loser. You know that’s not for you.”

Almost growling in frustration, I took my hand away. The smile on her face was sexy and terrifying in equal measure. Neither of us ever knew about the sadistic side of her before Andrea came along, but now it was as clear as day. And it made me want her more than ever, precisely because I know I couldn’t have her.

“Don’t get too excited. You’re here to get me dressed, that’s all. Now put my skirt on and make me look pretty for her.”

I didn’t say anything. After all, what could I possibly say to that? I picked up the skirt, my fumbling hands finding how it opened so I could wrap it around her hips and refasten it again. She adjusted it slightly, twisting it just a little bit to make it sit right. Then, she turned back toward me, the light material of her skirt brushing against my skin. I was wearing only a pair of boxer shorts, and my erection was making an unmistakable bulge in the front of my underwear, and my girlfriend grinned wickedly as she looked down at that frustrated member of mine, throbbing in recognition of her beauty and her willingness to share it with people other than me.

“Okay, corset now.”

I nodded mutely and picked up the heavy garment. Buckles and fasteners clinked and flashed in the light as I held it, stepping around behind her. She raised her arms, running her fingers through her hair, and I wrapped it around her. I inhaled the smell of her skin as I slid the buckles in front together, the steel-boned lingerie already pressing her gorgeous boobs high on her chest.

I started tightening the laces. Lisa breathed out slowly, her hands on her stomach as she felt it drawn steadily inward. The corset creaked, and she swayed a little where she stood as I pulled on the laces, but she didn’t tell me to stop. She really did want to look sexy for Andrea, and for whoever else our neighbor decided to show my wife off to.

“Okay, that’s good.”

Lisa was a little breathless as she spoke. But she looked so good, I felt halfway to orgasm just from staring at her. The way her hourglass figure was exaggerated and accentuated, the way her outfit pressed her magnificent tits so high and firm and round on her chest, made me as lightheaded and breathless as she was.

“Lock it.”

Knowing it was coming didn’t make it any easier to take. But I did as I was told. Circling around in front of my girlfriend, I moved the attached belt around her tiny waist and pulled it tight, sliding one of the holes onto the steel peg. Then, I went to the dressing table and picked up two tiny padlocks. I slipped one through the end of the peg, over the belt. She drew another deep breath that made her breasts swell dangerously against the cups of the corset as I looked into her eyes. I still didn’t say anything. She nodded, once, just the tiniest little motion of her head.

The lock snapped shut.

Lisa breathed out with a sigh, at least as much as the tight corset would allow.

“I guess there’s no turning back now.”

“I guess not.”

But we both knew the truth. There never was any other option than this. We both wanted it too badly. We could never bring ourselves to say no, to miss out on the wild pleasure that Andrea’s little games guaranteed. The darker and more degrading they were, the more deeply we felt hooked.

I circled around behind her again. The back of the corset had a cloth panel that covered the laces. A zipper ran up the back, and I zipped it shut. At the top, there was another little steel peg for a corresponding hole in the pull tab, and I locked that in place too. I knew exactly what Lisa meant about there being no turning back. The corset wasn’t coming off until Andrea decided it should. Until then, Lisa was her little doll to play with and put on display however she liked.

“Oh my God, this is so fucking hot,” Lisa said breathlessly.

“I know,” I groaned.

“Put my boots on.”

She sat down on the edge of the bed again, and I kneeled at her feet. That smug little smirk was on her pretty face again as she watched me slide those wicked patent leather ankle boots on her feet and zip them up. They gleamed darkly in the bedroom light, the reflective surfaces like dark mirrors showing off my shame. Lisa grinned as she caught me staring up into the darkness between her thighs as I zipped up her last boot.

“You wouldn’t believe how wet I am right now.”

“Oh my God.”

“Not for you, loser. Remember?”

As she spoke, she raised a foot from the floor, and I winced as she dragged the sharp point of one high heel over the skin of my chest, leaving a long red line. But I didn’t pull away. In some weird way, I welcomed the pain, because it came from her. Because it was her touching me, playing with me, even if it wasn’t in the way I would have chosen. Her high heel caught in the waistband of my boxer shorts, pulling them down slightly, but not enough to free my cock that throbbed so desperately under the fabric. I held her by the ankle with both hands, touching her gently, wary of her reaction, knowing how unpredictable she could be.

Then, smirking again, she took her foot away.

“Collar and cuffs next.”

Yes. Of course. Andrea’s shopping list had been quite clear. In the closet, I found three small circles of red leather, each of them with a buckle fastener and a shiny metal D-ring. As I carried them over to her, Lisa held out her hands toward me, her wrists together, her upper arms pressing her boobs even more tightly against each other in the corset. She looked so unbelievably desirable, both completely submissive and weirdly dominant at the same time, as if I was seeing every possible facet of her beauty and sex appeal all together. It was blowing my mind. It was like I could feel it making me weak, could feel any kind of self-control draining away from me.

Carefully, I buckled a leather cuff around each wrist. Lisa just smiled at me, thoroughly enjoying this little ritual of submission. It was like everything was inverted, like I should have felt in control, but actually, I felt just the opposite. Because I wasn’t doing this for me. I was making her helpless, and she would let me do it, but for Andrea, not me.

Once the cuffs were on, Lisa put her hands behind her back, still looking at me. She didn’t have to say a word. I stepped behind her again, setting the collar down on the bed next to me for a second.

At the back of the corset, two metal fasteners were attached to the garment with heavy-duty stitching. Little carabiner clips hung from them, and I guided her wrists down toward them one at a time, clipping each to the D ring on her cuff. Once I was done, her hands were secured behind her, locked onto the corset that she couldn’t remove.

As I finished, I realized that she was trembling.

Stepping closer to her, I pressed my lips against her neck, close to where it sloped into her shoulder. She let out a soft moan, almost a little cry of frustration. And as I held her around her narrow waist, pulling her body back against me, I pressed my cock against that firm ass, growling at the feeling it gave me.

“I told you, that’s not for you.”

“It’s not like you can stop me now.”

For a moment, Lisa seemed to hold her breath at my words. She didn’t pull away. Her breasts rose and fell again as she took as deep a breath as the corset would allow. Because I was right. She was helpless, and she knew it, and the thought of it turned her on.

“Quick, put the collar on me,” she gasped.

Her urgency wasn’t something I could understand. But after all, it wasn’t much to ask. My own hands trembled a little as I picked up the collar from the bed and fastened it around her throat, buckling it into place. She let out another one of those sighs. There was something wild in her voice, something already almost orgasmic, as if these kinky preparations were bringing her right to the edge. Well, she wasn’t the only one. Even with all the crazy things we had done over the past few weeks, this felt like a new level. And I didn’t feel like I could hold back any longer.

I circled around in front of her. She watched me, her eyes tracking my progress as I stood in front of her. The expression on her face was unreadable. I didn’t know exactly what she wanted. But I knew what I did.

“Tell me what the tag says.”

I blinked. Her breathless words caught me by surprise. She knew what the tag on the collar said. She had seen it when it arrived. I reached toward the little metal disk, lifting it and reading the words, even though I already knew them by heart.

“Andrea’s Slut,” I read.

Lisa closed her eyes, letting out a long moan as her whole body shuddered. She swayed on her tall high heels, practically squirming on the spot, and it almost looked like she was in the throes of orgasm just from hearing the words. When she opened her eyes again, her pupils were fat and dark as she stared at me, her cheeks flushed with excitement, and that grin spread across her face again.

“Leash me, cuck.”

Everything that turned me on was in that breathless voice, with those breasts rising and falling with every breath she took. Barely able to take my eyes off her for a moment, I went and fetched the leather leash that matched her collar and clipped it on the D-ring. She looked me up and down as I stood in front of her, holding the leash, and I looked at her. Like she was daring me to do something.

Pulling sharply downward on the leash, I put my other hand on her shoulder and pushed. I forced her to her knees, and she cried out as she sank to the floor in front of me. Still holding the leash, I reached into my boxers and pulled out my cock. Hard and throbbing and dripping with arousal right in front of her, I stood over her, and she looked up at me with wide eyes, that pretty face haunting my dreams, and I gave in to every wild and savage impulse I had.

“Suck it,” I snarled, pulling her face toward me with the leash.

“No,” she said. “I’m Andrea’s slut, not yours.”

But she smiled as she spoke, the wicked little smile that matched the deviant desire glittering in her eyes. And as her face pulled closer to my cock, she opened her mouth. Those dark red lips closed around my shaft, and I moaned in pure pleasure as her tongue caressed me, as her mouth slid up and down my cock, as her breasts heaved in that corset and her dark eyes looked up at me.

“You like that? This is what you want, cuck? For Andrea to share me with whatever she likes, as long as you get to have a little fun now and then?”

And she went straight back to sucking me, drawing those moans out of me again.

“Yes,” I hissed between gritted teeth. “Fuck, that feels so good. Keep going.”

I felt her laugh around my manhood in her mouth. Tied up and on her knees, wearing a collar and leash, she still seemed to have this tremendous power over me. Because only she could give me what I wanted in that moment, and we both knew it.

“What do you think Andrea’s going to say when I tell her about this?”

“Don’t tell her,” I groaned, and Lisa laughed in response as she wrapped her lips around me again.

Her cheeks hollowed, her tongue moving over the sensitive head, and the incredible pleasure that ran right through me felt like an out-of-body experience. Lisa gasped as I came, spurting my calm deep into her throat, and she gagged and did her best to swallow, but the copious flow was too much. It poured out of her, dripping down her chin, catching and pooling in that magnificent cleavage as I groaned and gasped in pure pleasure.

My legs felt weak as I took a step back, my cock sliding out of her mouth. Lisa blinked up at me, smiling. Happy with herself and what she had done, what she had made me do.

“Happy now, cuck? You better clean me up before you take me over to her. I don’t think she would appreciate seeing your mess on my tits.”

I can barely believe the words that were coming out of her mouth. And now that I had had an orgasm, it all seemed even more unbelievable, even more wild, even more crazy. But it was real. As real as real gets. And as the next stage of what had already been an unforgettable night began, I knew that things were only going to get even more painfully real for me.

Lisa was right, like she always was. In the world we lived now, the one Andrea had drawn us into, beauty was power, and she had plenty of that. Awkwardly, she rose to her feet with her hands still tied behind her back.

“You got what you wanted, so be a good boy and go get a cloth to clean me up. Then you can take me to Andrea. We’ve kept her waiting long enough.”


Handing Her Over

It was hardly the first time I felt this strange passivity come over me. As usual, part of my brain screamed at me that I should stop, that I shouldn’t do this. That this was going too far. And it never screamed louder than times like now, right after I had had an orgasm, when the rational part of my brain returned to taunt me with my own inadequacy, my guilt, my shame.

But I didn’t listen. I never did. Things seemed to have their own momentum, and I felt swept away by the current of events. After all, this was what Lisa wanted. I could see that desire shining on her face, in her eyes, her undeniable horniness seeming to rise off her like waves of heat as she stood shackled, locked into a corset, on a leash like an animal. And even though she had just given me an earthshaking orgasm, looking at her like that was enough to get my mind racing again, to stir up the desires that these days, never really slept. She looked incredible. She looked so sexy and so vulnerable and so excited to be used however Andrea decided to use her. I couldn’t believe we were doing this, and I knew that she couldn’t, either. But we were. She was already locked into the corset, and only Andrea could free her. Just like my girlfriend said, there was no turning back now.

I let go of the leash, letting it hang over the eye-catching swell of her breasts in the corset as I stepped away. She stood there patiently, watching me. Saying nothing, her dark eyes followed me as I moved around the room. Now, the same passivity that I felt seemed to have overtaken her, but in her case, she had more excuse for it. She was in bondage; she couldn’t do anything to stop what was about to happen. I knew from experience the paradoxical freedom of that feeling. Of knowing there’s nothing that you can do, so nothing that happens is your fault. You know when you’re lying to yourself, at least a little. Still, it helps.

But under Andrea’s orders, I had to be a more active participant in my own betrayal and humiliation. I pulled on some clothes, getting dressed in a fraction of the time it took to perform the elaborate, erotic ritual of dressing Lisa up. After all, no one was going to be looking at me. Then, I stepped toward my girlfriend and took the leash again. She smiled as she looked at me.

“Ready?”

“As much as I’ll ever be. Let’s go.”

Somehow, even in the situation she was in, it still felt like she was the one in charge. And really, we both knew she was. At least when it came to the relationship between us. With Andrea, of course, it was completely different. With Andrea, she was the sweetest little submissive a dominant woman could possibly want.

Her high heels clicked on the floor as she followed me to the door of our apartment. Before opening it, I looked out of the peephole. There was no one in the hallway. What did it matter if there had been, I told myself, with a sick feeling in my stomach? Lisa was about to be exposed in his sexy outfit to a group of people, and neither of us knew who they were or even how many of them there would be. What kind of privacy and dignity was I trying to cling to, when Andrea seemed intent on removing all of it?

We stepped out into the hallway. Like an obedient pet, Lisa followed me to Andrea’s door. I knocked, my stomach churning with nervousness the whole time, that voice of caution reliably screaming in my brain to stop this, to turn around, to put an end to all of it. As always, I ignored it.

Andrea opened the door. As she did, the sound of music swelled around her. She looked magnificent, like always. Again, she had her long blonde hair secured by a braid that ran from both temples toward the back of her head. She wasn’t wearing her glasses, and her blue eyes sparkled under a coat of eyeshadow and mascara. Her lips were full and red, her makeup just as carefully and flawlessly applied as Lisa’a was. She was showing off that incredible body in a strapless red leather dress that clung to her body like a second skin, showing off the deep valley of her cleavage, the endless stretch of her toned legs, her narrow waist and tempting hips, every inch of that figure that both of us, in our different ways, worshiped. Along with the dress, she wore a pair of black leather knee-high boots, giving her dominant edge to her outfit that she hardly needed. Her attitude said it all.

“There you are,” she said, a smile spreading across her face. She reached for Lisa’s leash, holding it there where it connected to her collar, pulling my girlfriend toward her at once. Lisa stepped forward, and I watched her close her eyes as Andrea kissed her, one set of bright red lips moving across the darker pair, their tongues intertwining, Lisa’s eyelids fluttering with the force of her passion as she let out a soft little moan.

I just stood there and watched, my cock, despite such a recent orgasm, already starting to swell inside my pants. When the kiss finally ended and Andrea turned her face to me, I could see the gleam of possessiveness in her eyes, that faint smirk of triumph on her gorgeous face. She won, every time, and she barely needed to try. It was all so easy for her, and she seemed to want me to know that.

Lisa’s cheeks were red with excitement as she turned toward me. And I was almost surprised to feel her soft lips on mine as she kissed me, too. Her tongue slid into my mouth, pressing against mine as I kissed her back, my hands already reaching for that incredible body almost involuntarily. Operating on pure instinct, with every cell in my body screaming at me to claim that beautiful body again.

But that wasn’t in the cards.

“Come here.”

Andrea’s voice was sharp as she used her grip on the leash to pull Lisa away.

“Bye, cuck,” Lisa said, smiling at me, and Andrea laughed loudly.

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure she gets well used. Don’t wait up, loser. Come on, slut.”

Andrea’s leather dress gleamed as she turned her back on me, stepping into the noise of her apartment. I watched that red leather straining over her perfect ass, still wanting her as she tormented and humiliated me like this. Andrea didn’t look back, but Lisa did. Just for a second, she turned her head to smile at me over her shoulder, until another tug on the leash took her away from me.

The door of Andrea’s apartment swung shut behind them. From inside, I had a burst of laughter from several voices, and I felt a tight knot of hatred and rage in my stomach, knowing that Andrea’s friends were now seeing my girlfriend all dressed up like some kind of submissive sex pet. Before I really knew what I was doing, I even raised my fist to pound on the door, to demand an end to this, to take her back to our place and stop this dark ordeal. But again, I didn’t do it. Just like I did over and over again, multiple times every time we played together, I chose, once again, to allow this. To let the girl I loved be used as a living sex toy by somebody else.

I went back to my own apartment. The living room was the farthest place away from the wall we shared with Andrea, where the sounds from the party were most muffled. I turned on the TV, trying to drown them out. But of course, there was absolutely no way to forget what was going on. There was no way to forget the shame and desire that battled inside me, the absolute disgrace of knowing what I had done, and knowing that Lisa wanted it as much as me. And the torturous curiosity of wondering what was going on. What were they doing to her over there?

It was torture. Just like I knew Andrea wanted it to be, just like she had planned it to be. She had planned it all out, this crazy evening, and then, as she always did, put her plans into motion without a second thought. It was almost admirable, if it wasn’t so cruel. In fact, her plan was breathtaking in its cruelty, its sadism, its pure and selfish malice. But that, of course, was a huge part of the appeal of a woman like Andrea. Looking the way she did, she didn’t need any help to be sexy. But she had it anyway. Her dominant attitude and her kinky imagination made her easily one of the most desirable women I had ever encountered in my life.

And the only woman that Lisa had ever been attracted to.

The night dragged on. Andrea had found a way to make my own mind a torture chamber. I was completely torn between competing desires. The desire to have my girlfriend back, to have her there in my home where I could protect her and love her and please her, and the desire to know what she was doing next door. I didn’t want to know what was happening, and yet I did, desperately. Even though I knew it could only make things worse for me. Even though I knew it would only conjure even more debauched and depraved visions in my mind.

I turned off the TV. I walked in just my socks into the bedroom that shared a wall with Andrea’s. The noises of the party came through the wall, just like the noises of Andrea’s sex that had caused all this trouble in the first place. I could hear the bass of the music, could hear voices talking and laughing. Both male and female. My blood ran cold at the thought.

Andrea was one thing. And her girlfriends? Well, the thought of them using Lisa the way Andrea did was undeniably erotic. But the guys terrified me. I remembered how Lisa had turned that down, had refused to cheat on me with a man when she had the chance. But that was back when she had a choice. Now, locked into a corset with her hands tied behind her, on the end of the leash, she couldn’t stop anyone from doing anything they wanted to her. She couldn’t stop them from touching her, from groping her, from enjoying that incredible body any way they wanted. And the way Lisa had looked when I handed her over, I knew there wasn’t a man in the world who would pass up the chance.

And I had handed her over. To whatever den of demons Andrea had brought together over there, whatever treatment they decided to subject her to. It was my fault. I had gone along with it because it seemed hot to me, and it still did. That was the damning thing.

I heard laughing again, a chorus of voices shouting something almost in unison. But I still couldn’t make out what it was. My mind raced with all sorts of crazy scenarios. I could see Lisa on her knees, like she had been earlier for me, the mouth I had recently kissed being used for the pleasure of strangers. I could imagine her bent over, that tiny skirt pushed out of the way like the irrelevance it was, her damp and dripping pussy exposed for the cocks of other men to plunge into, to penetrate, to use and claim. I imagined her with her face buried between Andrea’s thighs, or those of other women, licking pussy the way Andrea had trained her to be a good little pleasure slave, and I couldn’t take it anymore.

I pulled out my cock. I started to stroke. And as I did, as if on cue, I heard a new noise from next door.

Moaning. Female moaning. Faint at first, but growing slowly louder. The tempo steadily increasing in the unmistakable rhythm of sex.

I listened hard, pressing my ear against the vibrating wall. In the background, the music and the talking were still going on, making it harder to isolate the sounds of female pleasure. But I could hear them. It didn’t sound like Lisa. It could, perhaps, be Andrea, but I couldn’t be sure. It could just as easily be some woman I didn’t know, one of her friends. And anything could be happening on the other side of that wall. She might be having sex with a man, even though I couldn’t hear one. She might be having sex with a woman. There might be a group of them, there on the bed, enjoying themselves, enjoying my girlfriend. Or, I thought with a sudden flush, making her watch. Leaving her standing like an ornament in the corner, watching what she was denied. That, too, would drive her crazy. I wondered if she would beg for sex. I wondered what kind of degrading things they might make her say, about herself or about me. I pumped my cock harder, desire surging inside me right along with my undying sense of shame as I tortured myself with thoughts of Lisa’s infidelity.

I came quickly. After all, I was by myself. There was no need to hold anything back. And when I did, the sounds of sex next door were still going on. Getting louder and louder while my own orgasm dripped from the end of my cock onto the bedroom floor. With a predictable wave of self-disgust, I fetched some toilet paper to clean up the mess I had made, then returned to the living room.

I put the TV back on. Post climax, the temptation to listen in to what was happening was a lot weaker. But whether I listened or not, whatever was going on next door was still happening. Lisa was still over there, being used as a little fuck doll by Andrea and her friends, and I didn’t have the balls to do anything about it. Especially knowing, as I did, that this was what Lisa wanted.

That was how the night went on. For hours. I oscillated between those poles of despair and desire and, honestly, some weird kind of euphoria at times, too. Until Andrea came along, our sex life had been pedestrian, infrequent, maybe even dying. Now look at us. It was so kinky, so wild, so unbelievable. Lisa was right about one thing. This adventure couldn’t help but make us feel alive.

The party grew louder as the night went on. The sounds of sex grew more frequent. I jerked off twice more, lancing my unstoppable desire like a boil yet never feeling fully satisfied. It could never hope to match up to the sounds of wild pleasure coming from next door. All it did was relieve the pressure a little bit.

Of course, I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t eat. I couldn’t do anything but listen, jerk off, then try not to listen for a while, then give in to temptation and listen again. And that draining cycle continued itself until I was suddenly interrupted by a knock on the door.

My heart rose in my chest. I had been back in the bedroom, listening to the sound of more sex coming through the wall, and my cock was already halfway to full erection. My first thought was that Lisa was being returned to me, so I hurried to the door of the apartment and flung it wide. But I didn’t see Lisa standing there. Instead, Andrea stood tall in the doorway in her leather dress and leather boots, smiling as she looked me up and down.

“Hi, loser.”

“Where’s Lisa?”

Idiotically, I looked into the hallway behind her, as if my girlfriend was hiding just around the corner. But of course, there was no one there.

“Don’t worry, my friends are looking after her,” Andrea smirked.

The heels of her boots echoed on the floor of my apartment as she stepped through the door, without waiting for an invite. She was almost unbearably sexy, and she knew that was her passport to getting anything she wanted in this life. It always worked, at least as far as I was concerned. Fear for what might be happening to Lisa in the hands of strangers still fluttered in my stomach, but I let the door close behind us, turning to watch Andrea strutting through our apartment in a tight red leather dress that hugged every curve she had, feeding the desire still growing inside me.

She walked straight into the bedroom. Then she turned in front of the bed, standing with one hand on her hip, smiling at me. I stepped forward, and my tongue flickered nervously over my lips. What did she want?

“You were a good boy, bringing her over for us,” she said, her voice now a low seductive purr as she looked me up and down. “You know I like to reward good boys, right?”

“What are you talking about?”

But Andrea just laughed. She knew what I was thinking, and frankly, it didn’t take a genius. With her looking the way she did, she knew exactly what kind of reward I would want from her.

For all the crazy, sexy things we did together, me actually having sex with Andrea was a rarity. Especially lately. Mostly, she liked to tease me, and clearly preferred fucking my girlfriend to me. I couldn’t blame her for that. She had me grovel at her feet, and sometimes allowed me to eat her pussy. But full-blown sex with her was something she liked to dangle in front of me, the mechanism she used to control me. I knew it, but that didn’t make it any less effective. I knew I was being manipulated, but that hardly made me immune to it. I wanted her so badly, and she knew it, and as her eyes flickered down toward the bulge in my crotch, she smirked to herself. Another little triumph for a woman who seemed to always win.

“Take your clothes off. All of them.”

She knew I wasn’t going to argue. She stood there in our bedroom, the one I shared with Lisa, as if it were hers, and she watched me get naked in seconds. My cock stood out proud from between my legs, pointing at her as I stood in a pile of clothes on the floor. Andrea’s leather dress gleamed as she stepped forward, her eyes moving out of my face as she wrapped her fingers around my swollen shaft.

“I knew you’d like this, you dirty little cuck,” she growled, her lips almost brushing my ear as she stood close. The smell of her perfume was intoxicating, the feel of the warm leather of her dress against my skin absolutely enchanting. I groaned as she stroked my cock, immediately driving me crazy with her teasing touch and eroding any faint ability I might have had to resist her.

“This is so crazy,” I said weakly.

“Shhh,” she murmured in my ear. “It’s fun. That’s all that matters. Besides, it’s not like you have a choice. You know how badly your girlfriend wants me. And so do you.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned as she squeezed my cock a little harder. Because of course, she was absolutely right. We both knew it. There was no denying it. Our desire was what made sense of the whole thing, what made it possible for her to treat us the way she did.

“I basically just took your girlfriend from you, and you still want me so badly.”

“Yes, Andrea.”

Because it was true. There was no point denying it. She said it to belittle me, to humiliate and degrade me, but she wasn’t lying.

“Well, it might be your lucky night,” she said softly. “If you do exactly as you’re told.”

“Okay,” I said at once, and she laughed. I hated myself for how easily I gave in, but that was the reality. I never had a choice. She knew that, but she never seemed to get tired of being reminded of it.

“Get on the bed then. Lie down, in the middle of it.”

My cock swayed and swung from one side to the other as I climbed onto the mattress, turning and lying down on my back. Andrea always liked to be on top, and I was hardly going to complain about that. That beautiful body and her gorgeous face looked absolutely magnificent up there, and she rode hard, bouncing up and down on cock like she owned it.

But first, she turned toward our closet. I watched her rummage around inside. Even though desire made me impatient, I knew better than to interrupt. I was hardly surprised. Andrea, as far as I could tell, almost never had sex without some kind of kinky twist to it. When she grabbed one of Lisa’s scarves off the shelf and turned toward me on the bed, I already knew what she had in mind.

“Lift up your hands.”

I hesitated. I could see the danger. Bad enough that Lisa was already in bondage, locked into a corset, and in the hands of people I had never even met. Of course, it wasn’t like I had done anything to save her. After all, she didn’t want to be saved. But if I let Andrea tie me up, too, it was only going to make things worse. It was only going to make me even more helpless, and her even more vulnerable to whatever happened.

I know all that. I’m not stupid. Just weak, I guess, especially when it comes to female beauty. And despite an evening of repeated masturbation, I was so unbelievably horny, I couldn’t think straight.

I held my hands up toward the headboard of our bed.

Andrea’s leather dress creaked as she leaned over me. Her skilled hands tied my wrists together, tying the scarf to the headboard, quickly immobilizing me while she kneeled on the bed beside me. She knew exactly what she was doing. The knots were tight and unyielding, and this was more than a sexy game. I was genuinely helpless.

She didn’t leave it there. Returning to the closet, she grabbed a belt and brought that over to me. Bending over the foot of the bed, she used it to tie my ankles together. Then, she climbed back onto the bed, kneeling by my side.

“You pathetic little cuck,” she sneered. “Look at you. This is way too easy.”

Shifting slightly in the mattress, she reached toward the top of her boot. As she pulled out a piece of thin black fabric, I gasped. Smiling, she held up Lisa’s thong panties, that I had put on her before taking her over to Andrea’s apartment. She dangled them from her finger above me.

“That’s right, loser. She doesn’t need these anymore. Look how wet your slut girlfriend was before we took them off her.”

Holding the underwear in her hand, she clamped it down over my nose and mouth. I breathed in, inhaling the scent of my girlfriend. Andrea was right, of course. And she wasn’t telling me anything I didn’t already know. Lisa’s panties were absolutely soaked in her fragrant juices, and I breathed them in with every breath I took, and my cock throbbed desperately in her hand as she leaned over me and took hold of it. Still holding the panties over my face, she stroked me slowly, teasingly, making me squirm and shift and moan in pure desperation on the bed.

“She’s having a great time over there. Everyone’s enjoying her a lot.”

“Please, Andrea,” I mumbled into Lisa’s panties.

“Please what, cuck?”

“Please… no men.”

She burst out laughing at that, and squeezed my cock harder, making me moan again.

“Why? Jealous? Or scared that once she gets a taste of a real cock, she won’t have any interest in this useless little thing here?”

She squeezed again, harder this time. Then, she let go of my cock, leaving it throbbing untouched in the empty air. Still holding the panties on my face, she leaned over me, her breasts straining delightfully against the leather of her dress.

“That’s not up to you, cuck,” she said, slowly and carefully, enunciating every word to make sure I would hear it all. The noises of sex continued to come through the wall from her apartment, adding to my humiliation as I lay beneath her, staring up at this wild goddess I could barely even keep up with.

“She’s ours to use, however we want. And if some of my guy friends want to fuck that tight little pussy of hers? Well, there’s nothing you or she can do about it. She could be over there with the cock in her mouth right now for all I know. Frankly, I hope she is.”

I growled like an animal. I struggled desperately against the bondage she had put me in. But Andrea had done her job too well. I couldn’t break free, and she laughed at my efforts, kneeling on the bed beside me, watching me squirm.

“You really are such a loser. Here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to stay here, just like this, breathing in her pussy while she gets absolutely railed next door. Maybe I’ll send some people over to laugh at you, tease you. They’re all dying to meet this cuck we’ve all been making fun of. And you’re going to take it, because you don’t have a choice. Because your girlfriend loves the way I make her cum, and I don’t think you want to make her choose between you and the way I make her feel, do you?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. In stunned silence, I stared up at her with hatred in my heart. But even now, my feelings for Andrea were never simple. Part of me hated her, but all of me wanted her. It was still true, even now. The more cruel she was, the more desirable she became.

She climbed off the bed. I watched her leather dress shine as she walked away from me, once again not looking back. The heels of her boots thumped on the floor until she stepped out of the door of my apartment, letting it swing shut behind her. And there I was, left alone, desperately horny, with only the smell of Lisa’s panties to keep me company. That, and the sound of sex that continued to come through the wall.


Let’s Make Him Watch

I had thought the night seemed long before. But now, it seemed endless. The minutes dragged by, and there was nothing I could do to alleviate my rage, my despair, all my desire. My cock kept throbbing, fueled in part by the smell of Lisa that I inhaled with every breath, her damp panties sitting on my face in a cruel reminder of what I couldn’t have. And from next door, the sound of music and laughter and sex, Andrea’s kinky party turning into a scene of pure debauchery with my newly submissive girlfriend as the star attraction.

It had all been leading to this. That was what I saw as I lay there, helpless. This is where this had all been going, all along, from the moment Andrea seduced my straight girlfriend and showed her how good it can feel to obey, to be used, to give up control in exchange for a pleasure unlike any she had experienced before. Andrea had said it herself. She had taken Lisa away from me, and even if my girlfriend wasn’t tied up, I didn’t imagine there was anything she would refuse to do for her new mistress. Our new mistress. Because after all, who was I to talk? There I was, tied up too, seduced and easily tricked into giving up the last tiny bit of control I had been pretending I had for the promise of sex I never even got. It was true. I was pathetic, just like she said.

I couldn’t see a clock from where I was. So I had no idea how long it was before the door to my apartment opened. Frankly, for me, it felt like forever. But my heart surged with the hope that it was Andrea, or Lisa, or even both of them. Even though I could hear the party was still in swing next door.

But it wasn’t them. I heard voices in the short hallway, coming toward me, and I didn’t recognize either of them. Fear and embarrassment gripped me tight, and I struggled again against the bondage Andrea had put me in, even though I knew already that there was no escape. I was going to have to stay right where I was and endure whatever fresh disgrace that dominant goddess had planned for me.

“Ho-lee shit…”

She said it just like that, drawing out the words as she stood in the open doorway of the bedroom, looking at me. She was a pretty young woman around Andrea’s age, just a little on the chubby side. She had hair that was probably naturally brown but had been highlighted blonde, and a nose ring in one nostril. She was wearing a blue party dress that strained over her ample breasts, tied tight around her waist with an attached cord to emphasize her natural hourglass shape. She was looking at me with a pair of blue eyes that were wide with surprise, trying to take in the frankly unbelievable sight in front of her. After all, I was the one living this life, and I barely believed it myself.

She wasn’t alone. Just behind her, a young man stood with one hand on her hip. He was wearing jeans and a T-shirt, and had black hair that gave him a dark blue shadow of stubble on cheeks and chin. The look on his face was no less shocked than her expression, and for a second, they both just stood there in the doorway while I cringed, feeling like I was about to die of shame. What had Andrea done to me this time?

“You must be…the cuck.”

She smirked a little as she said it, her full cheeks rising a little with the motion of her face. Her eyes glittering as she looked at me, but she approached me warily, as if I was some dangerous animal that might spring up at any time. As if there was any chance of that. Andrea knew the ropes of bondage far too well.

I said nothing. Her boyfriend followed behind her, staying close, that hand still on her hip. Almost possessive, as if to remind her who she was with, who she belonged to. As if I could possibly be any threat to him. Shame coursed through me, stronger in that moment maybe even than my desire that had been torturing me all night. Andrea had finally done it, I thought to myself. She had finally gone too far. But for now, she wasn’t even here. There was no getting out of this one except to go through it.

Naturally, I focused on her, not him. It felt terrible to be exposed like this to anyone, but at least when it was a pretty girl like her, there was that erotic edge to mitigate my disgrace, whereas with a man, I was just alone with my humiliation. Still, even as I kept my focus on her, I could feel him looking. Could feel his watchful eyes staring, and his brain probably racing while he wondered what this all meant. What kind of man would allow this to happen to him? A few weeks ago, I would have asked the same thing. In fact, in my way, I was still asking. After all, it wasn’t as if I had got any answers yet.

“This is so fucked up.”

That was the boyfriend’s contribution to the intellectual discourse. She giggled and turned her face toward him, just for a moment. Then her eyes traveled back to me, like she didn’t want to take them away from me at all.

“I know, Todd,” she said softly. “But I’ve heard about this before. He’s one of those guys who gets off on watching, on being humiliated. Isn’t that right…cuck?”

It was immediately clear that this woman had nowhere near the level of kinky experience Andrea did. Or, for that matter, the level that Lisa and I now had, thanks to our sexy neighbor. She had none of her friend’s dominant swagger, none of her certainty, none of her poise. I could see the light shining in those blue eyes, all the same. She was intrigued, if not more than that.

She stood over the bed now, looking down at me. I watched her breasts rise and fall under the blue fabric of her dress, and I found myself wishing it didn’t turn me on the way it did. Wishing that my state of arousal wasn’t so obvious, but the way Andrea had tied me up left me with nowhere to hide. Despite it all, or because of it all, I was still hard. This insane situation, this moment of almost intolerable disgrace, was exciting to me in a way I felt like I didn’t even want to understand, didn’t want to admit even to myself. Even though Andrea had shown me, over and over again, just how much I enjoyed being used, being disgraced, being belittled. Somehow, she always found a way to take things further.

“I hope you’re not getting any ideas,” Todd said with a smirk on his face. “I’m not into that shit.”

She giggled, the sound seeming to bubble out of her as she draped an arm around his shoulder.

“No, baby, I know. I wouldn’t want to see you like this. I mean, it’s actually kind of pathetic, isn’t it?”

“Totally,” he said, and they both enjoyed a laugh at my expense.

But again, her eyes turned back to me, and though she might have none of Andrea’s confidence or natural dominance, I still felt like I could recognize the look I saw in them. It was more than just curiosity now. There was something feral in that stare. And after all, while they might not be familiar with this particular kink, they obviously weren’t exactly shrinking violets if they had just spent the last few hours at Andrea’s sex party, watching my girlfriend get led around on a leash, locked into a corset.

She finally looked away from me. She turned her attention, and that blue glow of excitement in her eyes, toward her boyfriend. She draped her arms over his shoulders, pressing her curvy, ultra-feminine body against his, and although he still looked uncertain, he smiled down at her as he put his hands on her waist, pulling her close.

My heart clenched in my chest as I guessed what was coming. I thought of saying something to stop it. After all, I had never agreed to anything like this. But in one way, it felt like the damage was already done. They could already see me, and clearly, Andrea had told all her friends the dark truth of the relationship I had with Lisa. All that was left was more teasing, more disgrace, and that twisted, masochistic part of me wanted to see where it would go.

She kissed him. He kissed her back. And as her hands ran through his short hair, as his moved over her body, I saw her open her eyes and look toward me. And when she did, a soft moan escaped her throat. She kissed him even harder, pressing her lips against his with new desperation. Her dress slid up her thigh as he reached underneath it, caressing her, both of them no doubt inspired by what was going on next door.

When she pulled her lips away from his, he was breathless. Her eyes blazed with a new fire, new excitement. New confidence.

“Let’s make him watch,” she panted.

“What? Seriously?”

“Yeah,” she said, pouting just a little bit as she spoke, seeming to feel she needed to convince him. “It’ll be hot. I’ve never done it in front of anyone before.”

Todd glanced over at me, just for a second.

“I dunno, Tiff. That’s… Pretty wild.”

“Well, we’ve been watching other people all night. Might be fun to have an audience of our own.”

I already knew she had him, even if he didn’t yet. She had his belt in her hands, and she smiled up at him, biting her lip a little as she unfastened it. Those old feminine whiles that we all know about, but who can resist them? If I could, I wouldn’t be in the position I was in, tied to the bed and at the mercy of strangers, all because Andrea wanted it.

She pulled his belt apart, and opened his pants. She giggled a little as she reached inside, and he groaned at the touch of her hand. As he did, she looked over at me and bit her lip again. No doubt about her intentions, if there ever had been.

Her hand moved inside his jeans, the outline of it visible through the denim. She kissed him again as she stroked his cock to hardness, desire no doubt sweeping away what inhibitions he had, just like it always did for me.

And then, to seal the deal, she kneeled down in front of him. As she pulled his pants open wider, as she pulled down his boxer shorts and pulled out his now hard cock, she smiled at me. A slow, wicked smile, one that carried with it all the desire and superiority she felt in that moment, adding to the never-ending depths of shame and disgrace I felt as I continued to breathe in the smell of Lisa’s pussy through the underwear on my face.

She sucked his cock. Right there in front of him, she wrapped her full lips around his shaft and began to suck. With one hand, she held his manhood at the base, while the other cradled his balls. As she did, she looked up at him, and he groaned as he stared down at her, watching her service him, his hands on her head.

Just from looking, I could tell she was good at it. She sucked cock like it was all she wanted, like nothing mattered more to her than pleasuring her man. And as his pleasure grew, as he slid his member in and out of those welcoming lips, his hands on her head kept her in position. But her eyes strayed over and over again to the bed where I was imprisoned. She wanted to make sure I was watching. She wanted to know I was witnessing this. She wanted, if she was anything like Andrea and Lisa, for me to be burned up by jealousy, wanting to be where he was, wanting her like he had her.

It worked. She might not be the knockout beauty that Lisa and Andrea were, but she was pretty and sexy and super desirable, and I would have changed places with her lover in a heartbeat, if that was an option.

But of course, it wasn’t. That was the whole point.

Soon, she had him moaning and gasping. But that was only the warm-up act. As much as she gave the appearance of a woman who truly loved giving, she was eager to receive.

His cock shone with her saliva as she lifted her mouth away. He took his hands off her head as she stood, grabbing her hand to help her up. He squeezed her big breasts through the fabric of her dress, and she untied the cord around her waist. He slid her dress off, tossing it carelessly to the floor in my bedroom. She lifted his T-shirt over his head, dropping that too, and he struggled out of his pants, his shoes, his socks.

She was wearing a matching bra and panty set in dark green, and as he reached for that delightfully curvaceous body, she turned her back on him. She faced toward the bed where I lay, looking right at me as he stood close behind her. He kissed her neck, and she tilted her head to one side, offering more of that smooth skin to him. Reaching around her from behind, he grabbed her giant breasts, his fingers finding the clear shape of her nipples in the fabric, making her gasp as he pinched and teased them.

She didn’t take her eyes off me. Not even as she reached up, grabbed one of his wrists, and guided his hand down over her soft belly, down toward her panties. He kissed her again as he slid his fingers under the waistband, and she tilted her head back, blue eyes glittering as she closed them, but only for a moment. As if remembering that I was there and what she wanted to do to me, she opened her eyes again, still looking at me.

She gasped in pleasure as his fingers moved under the material of her panties. I watched him playing with her pussy, teasing the lips that I could see outlined through the fabric, and I watched a dark patch of dampness spreading slowly as he rubbed her clit. Driven half-mad, she gripped her own heavy breasts, squeezing them and moaning steadily.

The temperature in the room was rising, the sexual tension unmistakable. My own cock throbbed as I watched the sexy show, just as I knew his must be, pressed hard against that full ass of hers. Her lips trembled around her moans, and she pressed her body back against his, now draping one arm back over his neck while the other held the wrist of the hand that was now sliding his fingers in and out of her dripping pussy, making her moan in a steady rhythm.

But that wasn’t going to be enough for him. Eventually, he took hold of her panties with both hands and pulled them off. She giggled with excitement as they fell to the floor, and he grinned as he grabbed back of her neck, pushing her forward. Toward me. Toward the bed I was tied to.

She stumbled forward. Those big breasts swung in the bra she was still wearing as she climbed onto the mattress. She kneeled on the edge of the bed, looking down at me, her hair hanging down around her pretty face and her big boobs right about me. Reaching forward, she even put a hand on my neck, gripping my throat. Staring deep into my eyes the whole time, like she was taking possession of me. Still, I said nothing. I knew there was nothing useful I could say. And I did what she wanted, too, this woman whose name I didn’t even know. I watched her get fucked by her boyfriend right there in Lisa’s and my bed.

She moaned loudly as he entered her. I felt her tremble through the springs of the mattress, felt her grip tighten on my throat for a moment, and she closed her eyes at the pleasure that washed over her. When she opened them again, she laughed, looking down at me. Again, she bit her swollen lower lip in pleasure as he held her by the hips, sliding his cock in and out of her ready pussy.

“Oh fuck, yeah,” she said breathlessly, turning away from me for just a moment to look back at him over her shoulder, then looking back at me again. “Fuck me, just like that.”

“Yeah,” he growled behind her, picking up the pace and making her squeal again. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, the steady rhythm like the baseline to the erratic melody of their moans, hers and his. Her breasts jiggled and shook in her bra, and as she leaned forward a little more, they started smacking the side of my face. She noticed, and laughed out loud.

“Look, baby, I’m smacking him around with my tits!”

He gave a short laugh that soon turned into another moan of pleasure. Taking her hand off my throat for a minute, she pulled down her bra, without bothering to take it off. Those big breasts swung free from the green fabric, and now they hit me even harder. The slapping noise of them merged with the slapping noise of him pounding her from behind, and it seemed to encourage him to pump her harder.

“You like that, you little cuck?” she growled, squeezing my throat again. She arched her back, pushing her ass back toward him and pushing her chest closer to me at the same time so that her boobs pummeled me even more. “You like my fat tits smacking you in the face? Answer me!”

She squeezed my throat harder as she spoke. I knew that wild look in her eyes, that urgency in her voice. Hadn’t I encountered it plenty of times with Lisa and with Andrea? She was left in the thrill of being in control, overwhelmed by the discovery of how power exchange enhances sex. Tied to the bed in bondage I couldn’t escape, I didn’t feel like I had any choice but to give her what she wanted.

“Yes,” I said.

She burst out laughing, and that laugh, too, turned into a loud moan of passion. Maybe the loudest so far. And he groaned too, moving even faster now, and I cringed as I imagined her pussy clenching around his cock with the force of her kinky desire.

“Yeah? You want to suck my titty while he fucks me, you fucking cuck?”

Behind her, Todd moaned again. But the pleasure he was feeling, I knew, was more than enough to override any objections or qualms he might have had. If he even had any. Who knew what kind of things Andrea’s friends were into? Just like it always did, desire got the better of me. Even though I knew it could only bring me more pain, more suffering, or torture.

“Yes, please,” I croaked.

She laughed. She snatched Lisa’s panties off my face, and slapped my cheek. Then, taking hold of one of her fat boobs, she pressed it against my face, guiding her huge and swollen nipple to my mouth.

I sucked it, and she moaned. Her breasts threatened to engulf me, the one in my mouth, the other one continuing to rhythmically slap against the side of my head, and she squirmed in pure delight, overwhelmed by the powerful sensations flooding her nervous system.

She came. There was no doubt about that. And after all, she wanted me to know just how good she felt. She screamed her ecstasy at the ceiling, and he growled like an animal behind her, riding the waves of her rippling body, pausing his wild thrusts for only a moment to let her experience her climax. The taste of her nipple changed slightly in my mouth, some mechanism I couldn’t imagine and had never encountered before releasing chemicals through her skin. As she gasped and groaned her way through orgasm, she rose above me, lifting her boob away, her hand on my chest now.

“Baby, come here,” she said breathlessly. And she wiggled away from him, clambering over the bed, over me, all her qualms and inhibitions at the strangeness of the situation seeming to evaporate now, boiled away by the heat of sex.

My arms were at full stretch above my head tied to the headboard, and that gave her room to climb on top of me. She threw a leg over my head, straddling my face, facing toward my feet. She leaned forward, her hands on my thighs for balance, achingly close to my swollen cock, but never quite touching it.

“Hit me from behind again while this loser watches.”

Todd climbed onto the bed too, positioning himself above my bound arms. Her pussy was right above my face, and I could smell her arousal. I could see the pale ring of her orgasmic juices around the base of his cock as she reached back between her legs and took hold of his shaft, guiding him into her.

She moaned, and I watched the fat blind head of his manhood spread those wet lips easily apart. With her shaking thighs on either side of my head, I was practically buried in sex as he started to fuck her again. The sight of his cock sliding in and out of her juicy pussy was the only thing I could see, their moans and cries of ecstasy the only thing I could hear, and the sweat and scent of their aroused bodies filled my nostrils with every breath I took. I was engulfed in passionate lovemaking, but still cruelly outside, not quite a part of it.

I couldn’t help it. The only thing I could do was raise my head a little, stick out my tongue, and find the bobbing bump of her clitoris. As I did, she let out a shriek, and her black-painted fingernails dug into my thighs as she squeezed tight. She lowered her head, resting it on my thigh, and I could feel her rapid breath against my cock, and I carried on licking while she squirmed and squealed, and her boyfriend continued to pound her from behind until she once again exploded in orgasm.

So did he. As she collapsed on top of me, he cried out, and his cock swelled and throbbed as it spurted his cum deep into her receptive body. Groaning, he pulled out of her, and she fell on top of me completely. Engulfed between her thick thighs, I breathed in the scent of their pleasure, feeling like the biggest loser in the world while he lay down beside his girlfriend and kissed her.

They made out for a while. It was like I wasn’t even there as she lay on top of me, like I was a piece of furniture. Both of them completely ignoring my hard cock, my desperate state of arousal.

Finally, she sat up. Her blazing eyes looked at me, her flushed cheeks speaking of the fun she had had.

“Fuck, that was so fucking naughty,” she beamed.

“Yeah. I mean, it was weird, but I have to say, that was kind of hot.”

Turning to him with a giggle, she kissed him again. Then, pulling up her bra to cover her breasts again, she crawled across the mattress and reached down to where her panties lay on the floor. Picking them up, she ran them between her legs, wiping up the mix of their cum that was dripping slowly out of her.

She turned toward me. My eyes went wide with fear, and I shook my head, but she didn’t care. Just as Andrea had done with Lisa’s panties, she pressed her soaked underwear over my mouth and nose.

“Something to remember us by,” she giggled. “You can smell what you can’t have. Come on, baby. Let’s get back to the party. I can’t wait to tell Andrea about this.”

She climbed off the bed, her movements clumsy from pleasure. She pulled her dress back on, fastening it at the waist, while her boyfriend pulled his own clothes back on. Giggling together, secure in the knowledge they had gotten away with something outrageous, something maybe neither of them had ever imagined doing before tonight, they walked out of my bedroom, never once looking back. As they stepped through the door into the hallway outside, I saw him wrapping an arm around her, pulling her close, and then the door swung shut, hiding them from me.

Again, I lay there alone. My cock throbbing with desperate desire, but completely unreachable with my hands tied. Her panties still warm on my face, reeking of the orgasms the two of them had shared right in front of me. I could still taste her skin in my mouth, and I wondered what Lisa would think if she knew what had happened. But then, who knew what outrageous acts she had been made to perform on the other side of that wall?

Someone was having sex over there again. I could hear it. It was like it was endless, like I would be listening to other people fuck for eternity. And I struggled again against the bondage that held me, but halfheartedly, this time. If I could have freed myself, I would have already.

No, there was no escape. Andrea played her role far too well. She wanted me to stay there, to burn in the slow fire of my own humiliation and disgrace, and that was exactly what I would do.

And on the other side of that wall, the party went on. Lisa, all dressed up like the perfect submissive slave girl, there to be used by anyone who felt like it. Anyone but me. And now Andrea and her friends had another reason to laugh at me, another story to share about my inadequacy and desperation.

It was unbelievable, what had happened over the last few weeks; unbelievable, how far I had let things go. But there in the bedroom where I kept my helpless vigil, I couldn’t pretend it was anything less than absolutely incredible, too.


A Cheating Girlfriend Comes Home

At some late hour, I heard the door of our apartment click open again. I heard the sound of high heels clicking on the floor, but that didn’t tell me much. I took a deep breath, trying as best I could to prepare myself for what couldn’t really be prepared for.

But when I saw it was Lisa standing in the open doorway of the bedroom, I let out that breath in a long sigh of relief and gratitude.

She looked amazing, of course. She was still locked into her corset, the tight lingerie sculpting her already incredible figure into a perfect hourglass shape that sent a familiar wave of sexual desire through me. At some point, someone had released her hands, but she was still wearing the cuffs around her wrists that let her be tied up at any point. Her dark hair was a tangled mess, her makeup smeared and smudged on her face. I tried, without much success, not to imagine what might have happened to have caused that. How many people might have kissed her or made her do things with her mouth that didn’t bare describing.

She was dressed just the way she had been when I took her over there, but there was no mistaking the change in her. There was no mistaking the glow of satisfaction that seemed to rise off her, the tarnished excitement and fatigue that battled with satisfaction to tell me the kind of night she had had without her needing to say a word.

And of course, I already knew. I knew when I took over there what was going to happen. But at the same time, I wasn’t surprised to find that didn’t really change anything. Seeing it for myself was a whole different ballgame. An entirely new lesson in shame and disgrace and humiliation.

“Hi,” she said softly, stepping into the bedroom. As if she was checking to see if I was still awake. As if there was any possibility of me falling asleep while she was next door, doing God knows what with God knows who. But as she got closer, she saw the state I was in. Tied to the bed, helpless and horny, staring up at her with an expression on my face that I could only imagine.

Her dark eyes flickered over me, taking it all in. And then, true to her newfound sexual cruelty, she burst out laughing.

“What happened to you?”

Andrea tied me up,” I said, feeling a little defensive after her laughter.

“Of course she did,” Lisa said with a devious little smile. But there was admiration in that smile too. There was something indulgent in her expression when she thought of the gorgeous mistress who lived next door, who put us through these outrageous things and never seemed to have a shred of doubt about what she was doing.

Lisa sat down on the bed, letting out a little sigh of weariness. After everything that had happened, even with this almost unbearable desire boiling inside me, I felt a spasm of pity in my heart for her. She must be exhausted. Yeah, tired out from cheating on you, part of my brain rebelled. But I only had to remember who had taken her like a dog on a leash over the in the first place I might feel like the injured or aggrieved party, but one thing I wasn’t in all this was innocent. That was part of the genius of Andrea’s kinky and devious plan. None of us got away with being innocent victims. All of us were implicated.

“These aren’t Andrea’s.”

The boning of Lisa’s tightly-laced corset creaked as she leaned over me, picking up the green panties that lay on the mattress beside my head, when they had slid off my face during the night. She held them up above me, examining them critically. I cringed. Even though I knew my girlfriend probably had even wilder stories to tell me about her own degradation and sexual humiliation. That didn’t make it any easier to speak of mine.

But I wasn’t going to get away with silence. If this thing worked at all, it had to be based on honesty and openness. That was all that made it any different from regular old-fashioned cheating.

“Yeah, they belong to this woman. I didn’t catch her name. She came over with her boyfriend, and they fucked in front of me.”

Lisa burst out laughing, pressing her hand to her mouth as her sounds of amusement burst out of her. I cringed again, but tried not to let her see my discomfort as I watched her. God, she was so beautiful. So teasingly lovely as she sat there on the edge of the bed, still dressed for sex but finally worn out by it. Finally, all was quiet in the apartment building now, the party next door finally finished, our dominant mistress finally done using my girlfriend and me, and I didn’t know how Lisa felt after what had clearly been an absolutely exhausting night. But I knew how I felt. And with my cock throbbing from between my legs like it was, it was obvious that Lisa could guess, too.

I wanted more. More of this humiliation, more of this disgrace. More of whatever I could get, whatever Andrea would decide to give me. Addicted, just like always. Completely hooked on what felt, at times, like my own destruction.

“Oh yeah, I guess I heard about that,” Lisa said with a chuckle. “Poor baby. That must’ve been so frustrating for you.”

But no matter what her words said, it was hard to believe her expression of sympathy. Especially when she had that cruel little smile on her face. In her own way, she loved this just as much as Andrea did. Maybe she wasn’t a natural dominatrix like our neighbor was, but she was an excellent student. Because she wanted to be. She loved submitting, giving up control, letting someone else take charge. And clearly, from the look on her face, it was obvious that she had enjoyed being used the way she had that night, being nothing more than a sex pet for a group of strangers. But also, she loved this. She loved being in control of me, if no one else. As if everyone else got to do whatever they wanted with her, and I alone had to do what she said.

Because we both knew that I would. We both knew how little I could resist her. And she took such pleasure in the sexual power she had over me, but didn’t seem to exercise with anyone else.

Maybe, in some weird sense, it was better that way. At least it was something left that was just for the two of us, that wasn’t about Andrea or anyone else. Pathetic, maybe, if that was all I had left. But she knew I would take what I could get.

“Doesn’t look like you exactly hated it, though.”

Lisa was still holding the green panties in her hand, and as she smiled at my swollen cock, she wrapped the fabric around my shaft. I groaned as she stroked me, jerking me off with the panties of a stranger, still damp from the sex I had been forced to watch and denied. My head was spinning, every moment of this wild night bringing me fresh torture and humiliation, as if everyone somehow knew exactly what to do to drive me crazy. Well, Lisa certainly did. After all, she had learned from the absolute best.

“Was she pretty?”

“Who?”

I was so overcome with receiving desire that I didn’t immediately understand who Lisa was talking about. That made her chuckle again.

“This girl, whoever she was, who made you watch her fuck. Was she sexy? Did you want her?”

Once upon a time, I might have been more careful with my answer. I might have suspected some kind of trap. But not anymore. After all, look at how Lisa had spent her night. It wouldn’t be true to say that the two of us were past jealousy. After all, jealousy was the fearsome engine that kept us doing this, that made this game the wild and kinky thrill that it was. But after she had spent the night being used as a sex slave by multiple strangers, she had no right to be jealous of my attraction to any other women, and I was no longer afraid that she would be. I just told the truth.

“She was hot, I guess, in her own way,” I said. “Not like you though. Not like Andrea.”

Lisa chuckled again, continuing to stroke me with the other woman’s panties.

“Good answer. Must’ve driven you crazy, though. Everyone gets to have sex except my poor little cuck.”

I could almost hear the change in her voice. There was a certain tone she had at times like this, a teasing, mocking, singsong quality to her voice. It drove me crazy, but it turned me on at the same time. And how many recent experiences could that be accurately said of?

“I think I like you like this,” Lisa went on in that same singsong voice. “All helpless and horny. It’s going to make it a lot easier to tell you my story of what happened at the party, knowing you can’t do anything. Knowing you just have to sit there and listen..”

“Yeah, tell me what happened,” I said, and I didn’t even really try to hide the desperation in my voice. Lisa heard it, and it only added to her smile, her sense of joy and power and possibility, her knowledge that, no matter what might’ve happened, she had me exactly and helplessly where she wanted me.

“You want to hear all about it, don’t you, you desperate little cuck? Well, I’ll tell you. But not tonight. I’m too tired, and I just want to go to sleep.”

Looking up at her, I blinked in surprise. I don’t know what I had expected. Certainly, I knew I shouldn’t be surprised at any kind of cruelty and teasing from a woman who loved nothing more than that. Still, I couldn’t help having hopes and dreams and preferences of the way things would go, and this wasn’t it. And of course, I knew that that was the point. That part of the fun, for Lisa, was denying me what I wanted. After all, that was the whole point. That she was in charge, she called the shots, and all I could do was give her what she wanted. That didn’t make it necessarily any easier to take, though.

“But don’t say I never give you anything,” she added. And she smiled down at me as she moved her hand faster, sliding those wet panties more quickly up and down my throbbing shaft. I groaned in a mixture of pleasure and despair. Because as good as this felt, it wasn’t what I really wanted. What I wanted was her. That incredible body that she had been giving away to practically anyone else, that she had ceded all control over for a single night, for the pleasure of strangers, but now was not going to let me have. All part of the game, I knew. All part of the tees. And all of it brutally hard to take, impossible to accept even as it happened to me.

And all the same, relentlessly, remorselessly, the pleasure and the pressure kept rising. The movements of her hand and the panties they held driving me quickly to a fever pitch of desire. Lisa grinned down at me, that pretty face enough all by itself to fuel my dreams, even without the amazing body that went with it, tightly laced into her sexy corset with every cell of her seeming to vibrate with both the memory of wild sex, and the promise of more to come.

“You like that, don’t you, cuck? I’ll have to tell her about this. Tiffany, I think her name was. I’ll have to tell her how my loser boyfriend blew a load in her panties. Are you thinking about her? Or me?”

“You, Lisa,” I panted.

Again, I was telling only the truth. With her leaning over me like that, still dressed the way she was, every curve of her gorgeous body on full display, it was impossible to think of anyone else.

That didn’t mean, of course, that stray images of others didn’t come to me from time to time. I thought of Tiffany, if that was the name, the memory of those big boobs slapping against my face while she moaned in pleasure adding an extra humiliating thrill to my situation. I thought of Andrea too, all the moans and gasps of pleasure I had heard out of that vixen over the past few weeks, all of them vibrating in my head until there was nothing but a mess of complicated desire and feelings that should have been negative but somehow only added to my sexual excitement. It was straightforward, but none of it was clear, and the only thing that was simple was the motion of her hand up and down my cock and the pleasure she gave me with every stroke.

And of course, being handled like this had its own humiliating edge. It was so easy for her to have my body in convulsions, so easy to make me moan and squirm and writhe to her touch. Her breasts swelled in the tight confines of the corset as she breathed, and I watched those tempting curves move, and I felt just as helpless as ever. Just as horny, just as turned on, just as completely desperate for this woman I loved, this woman who had once been only my girlfriend, but now was my cruel, teasing, unbelievably sexy dominant mistress as well.

My cock, wrapped in Tiffany’s panties, surged with the familiar swell of pleasure. My heart beat fast in my chest, knowing what was coming. Of course, Lisa knew too. That smile never left her face as she beamed down at me, enjoying her control even as, for once, she granted me pleasure instead of denying it. It was still all up to her, just like it always was, and when it came to us, she never wanted it any other way. She loved every minute of it. Couldn’t get enough of it. The look on her face, the excitement in her eyes, and the way her body moved above me left absolutely no room for doubt about that.

“Cum for me then, cuck,” she sneered, those glowing eyes looking down into mine the whole time. “Shoot your little load while you think about all the sex everyone except you had tonight. God, I’m so worn out. I don’t think I’ve ever come so much or so hard before that I did tonight, with Andrea and her friends.”

It wouldn’t be fair to myself to say that that was what did it. What did it was the ongoing tease, the play of her skilled hand and the feel of the wet panties against my shaft. That, and the long relentless teasing I had been subjected to by her, by Andrea, by Tiffany and her boyfriend. All of it. The noises next door, and the fearful knowledge of what was happening, with my consent. The shame of it all, the agony, the ecstasy. All of it combined to push me over the brink. But that was when it happened. Right as she said those teasing words, I exploded in a powerful orgasm, and she giggled with obvious glee, delighted by what she had done to me, as if there was ever any doubt. As if she didn’t know, perfectly well, how sexy she was, how desperately attracted I was not just to her beauty, but also to this unbelievable cruelty of hers.

“Good cuck,” she had condescendingly as her hand continued to move unselfishly, draining me of every pearl of pleasure. “That’s a good boy. Maybe that will help you sleep.”

Carefully, as if cleaning up a favorite tool before putting it away, she used the discarded panties to wipe up every drop of my cum. Then, she tossed them carelessly onto the bedroom floor. With a sigh, she laid down on the bed beside me, draping an arm over my chest. Her eyes already closed, she leaned in close to me, her blind lips finding mine so that she could kiss me. Then, her beautiful body pressed against mine, still wearing the tight corset that appeared to still be locked onto her, she lay on her pillow. Almost at once, her breathing slowed, settling into a steady, sleepy rhythm.

“Hey! You’re just going to leave me like this.?”

Her brow furrowed slightly, but she didn’t open her eyes.

“Yes, cuck,” she said in a voice that was already thick with sleep, with a faint tone of annoyance in her words. “I don’t want you getting any ideas in the night and touching yourself. And I don’t want you getting mad and waking me up to talk about what happened. Just let me sleep. Then, in the morning, you’ll hear all about my little adventure. But you won’t be able to do a single thing about it.”

And with that, she simply went to sleep. As if what was happening was no big deal, as it was perfectly normal to treat her boyfriend, a man she said she loved, like this.

I know how it works by now. I know that the cruelty and the dismissiveness is all part of the thrill. But it still gets me sometimes. It still startles me, the way she feels comfortable treating me, the high-handed way she sometimes deals with me. Because she knows it turns me on. She knows it’s part of what makes her the goddess that she is.

I lay there, angry, feeling sorry for myself. When did that ever change anything? Lisa, like always, was going to do whatever she wanted. She was going to treat me however she felt like treating me. I, like always, was going to allow it. I, like always, had no other choice.

So I lay there in the dark, listening to her slow breathing, wishing, at least a little, that things were other than they were. But there’s no arguing with reality, and there’s no arguing with a woman who knows the power of her beauty. I was going to stay there, horny and frustrated, all night long, until my dominant girlfriend decided to free me.

I dozed off at some point. I don’t even have a vague idea of what time it was, but it must’ve been very late, because it was already late when Lisa came home. And for obvious reasons, my dreams were wild, haunted by images of my girlfriend and other women performing the most outrageous sex acts, some of them, probably, physically impossible. But when I woke up, the reality was hardly any less wild than the dreams I had had.

I was sore from lying in the same position all night. The scarf Andrea had used to tie me in place was digging into my wrists, making them feel bruised. But my cock seemed tireless. Maybe it had gone soft while I was asleep. Maybe not. Either way, it was fully hard when I woke up, ready to greet the day with its usual insistence, its usual stubborn demand for sex that could never possibly be realized enough to satisfy me, after what I had been through.

Lisa wasn’t there. Tied to the bed, I listened. I heard her moving around in our apartment, and I felt some relief at that. After all, she had proven herself capable of just about anything. If she had been next door with Andrea again, I wouldn’t have been surprised. And I was glad to know that she was there with me, even if, for now at least, I couldn’t do what I wanted with her.

I heard her walking back to the bedroom. No longer wearing her slutty high heels from last night, her footsteps were a lot quieter on the floor. But in the near-silence of our apartment, it was still possible to track exactly where she was. When she appeared in the open doorway of the bedroom, I looked at her, and felt again that flood of desire that always washed over me whenever I saw her.

She was still wearing the corset. In the bright light of day, her appearance was even more dramatic. That outfit was scandalous enough at nighttime, but in daylight, it was even more arresting. Even more arousing, maybe.

She had removed her skirt, too, and pulled on a pair of plain black panties. She had removed last night’s heavy makeup and fixed her hair. Locked into the corset, she couldn’t shower. Something of last night’s wild debauchery still clung to her, still making her look beautiful and sexy and almost intolerably desirable.

She had a cup of coffee in each hand, and she smiled at me as she walked across the bedroom, setting one down on the bedside table.

“Good morning,” she said. “How did you sleep?”

“Terribly.”

She laughed at that. Carefully, she climbed onto the bed one knee at a time, shuffling toward me.

“I figured. I made you some coffee. It’s only half full.”

She kneeled beside me, and I raised my head as far as the bondage I was in would allow so that she could press the warm mug to my lips. I took a couple of sips, and she set it down on the bedside table next to hers, taking a drink from her own cup.

“Any chance of you untying me now? I need the bathroom, and I figure I’ve waited long enough.”

Lisa smiled, and shook her head slowly.

“That’s not really up to you, is it, cuck? You stay tied until I decide to let you go. And I don’t think I’m ready to do that just yet. There’s a lot more fun I can still have with you.”

I groaned as I let my head fall back on the pillow behind me. Lisa simply laughed. It was all a game, of course, and she was playing her role beautifully. But sometimes, it didn’t feel like a game. Sometimes, it felt unbelievably, almost unbearably real. This was one of those times. Because I was, in fact, her prisoner. I couldn’t free myself; only she could do that. And she didn’t intend to.

“This is so much fun,” she beamed. Then she took another swig of coffee, setting her cup down again when she was finished. Every time she moved, I couldn’t keep myself from looking at those beautiful breasts packed into her corset, pushed high on her chest by the tightness of the garment that so beautifully emphasized her irresistible curves. She was so gorgeous, it wasn’t even fair, and she was addicted to the power it gave her over me.

She rose up on her knees next to me. One hand ran over my chest, and the other reached for my cock. I groaned and squirmed to her touch, making her laugh again, and as she looked me over, her desperate, horny prisoner, I could see the thrill of control she felt. I could see that familiar look shining in her eyes, that look of control and possession and power that I couldn’t help but find almost unspeakably sexy.

She stroked me slowly, as if savoring the sounds of my moans of desperation. And then, releasing my cock, she reached for her panties. I watched, almost breathless with that same irresistible desire, as she pulled her underwear down, her hips swaying from side to side as she did. She exposed her pussy to me, and I stared up at it with unconcealed desperation, with all the wild desire she never failed to inspire in me, obsessed with her as I seemed to be now, obsessed with the crazy things she put me through.

Pulling her panties off her feet, she threw them carelessly to the bedroom floor. The corset creaked, and her breasts bounced inside it as she climbed on top of me, the bare skin of her legs sliding over the skin on my chest until she was straddling my head. Her pussy was right in front of my face now, and the glistening shine of her swollen lips told me everything I needed to know, in case it wasn’t already abundantly clear.

“That was amazing, what happened last night. You can’t wait to hear all about it, can you, cuck?”

Playfully, Lisa gave my ribs a little kick with one leg, not much more than a light tap of her bare foot. I stared up at her, her pussy, her thighs, her narrow waist, the delightful swell of her cleavage, and my cock raged just like always, demanding pleasure from this woman that was never enough, no matter how many times I got it.

“No, Lisa, I can’t.”

“Yeah? Want to know what a slut your girlfriend was? Then beg me.”

She wasn’t joking. She might be smiling that evil little smile that was a regular fixture of the games we played together. But I knew she was serious. Her ego once again fully in control, her newfound sexual sadism getting the better of both of us all over again. Because she knew she held all the cards. She knew she could make me do whatever she wanted. That was what turned us both on.

“Please, Lisa,” I said, partially despising myself for my cowardice and weakness but knowing all the time that I was going to surrender everything to her. “Please tell me what happened.”

“Maybe. After you make me cum.”

Then she shuffled forward on her knees, spreading her legs on either side of my head and lowering her pussy down to my mouth.

I knew my role. I know exactly what was required of me. I licked her cheating pussy as she straddled my face, gripping the headboard I was tied to, her slow stream of gasps and sighs gradually turning into longer moans of pleasure. With my cock raging and completely ignored, I slid my tongue into her dripping and well-used slit, my only reward the noises of ecstasy she made and the sight of her beautiful body contorting above me as waves of pleasure washed over her.

I ate her to orgasm. As I did, I wondered exactly what I was tasting, along with her juices. I still had no idea what she had done the night before, whether she had cheated on me, and how, and with who. But for now, I had no choice. I was a pleasure slave, just like she had been for Andrea and her friends next door the previous night.

Her climax came with a great shuddering shout. And then, smiling, Lisa climbed off my face to sit on the mattress beside me.

“Good cuck,” she beamed. “Okay. Here’s what happened.”


Their Pleasure Toy

Andrea took hold of Lisa’s leash and pulled her behind her, into her apartment. Lisa followed, her stomach fluttering with nervous fear as the sounds of the party swirled around her. And yes, this had been what she was expecting. In some twisted way she could never understand, it was what she wanted. But that didn’t change the nerves. And it didn’t make it any easier to believe that this was really happening.

She kept her eyes down, looking at Andrea’s incredible body. Looking at that gorgeous ass straining against the tight maroon leather of her dress, those long legs strutting along in her tall high-heeled boots. She was, as always, absolutely stunning. Another thing Lisa couldn’t understand. The world is full of beautiful women, but why did this one have such a sexual hold on her? Why was Andrea sexy in a way no other woman was, in a way Lisa had never imagined she would find a woman sexy until she met Andrea?

Probably, she knew, it was the attitude. The arrogant, domineering nature that made her such a goddess, that made something in Lisa want to obey. To be used like this, like an object. Like a toy. Her body was tingling with anticipation, and the corset she was locked into squeezed her torso tight, making her even more breathless than she would have been. She was conscious of her breasts rising and falling with every step she took, the tiny skirt she wore barey hiding anything, her body seemingly there to be enjoyed in any way Andrea, or anyone else, wanted.

They were not alone. Andrea’s friends were in the living room, sitting on her sofa, in armchairs, some of them on the floor. Lisa felt a ripple of excitement go through the crowd as Andrea led her around the corner into the living room, and now there was nowhere to hide. She kept her eyes on the floor, on her own shining high-heeled boots, remembering how her boyfriend had put them on her just before. The last time that night, she felt sure, anyone would be submitting to her. Now, she was exactly where he was, when they played with Andrea. And she understood all too well the thrill it gave him, the pure power of letting go of control. Letting someone else decide what happens, giving you no choice. Or only one choice, the most important of them all: yes or no. And both she and he had said yes to this, and so now, whatever happened would happen. They were still responsible. But it didn’t feel that way. Easier just to lean into it, to tell yourself you have no control, to let Andrea decide everything. You feel like less of a slut that way. But only a little less. She was still filled with that delicious feeling of sluttishness that kept her so turned on sometimes, she could barely believe it.

Look at the floor all she wanted, Lisa knew she couldn’t hide the truth. She could feel their eyes on her, both men and women. Judging her, in the case of the women. Wanting her, in the case of the men. Though maybe not just the men. After all, Andrea was fully and unashamedly bisexual, or pansexual, or whatever she was. It wasn’t a hard stretch to believe that her friends would be the same.

“This is the little slut from next door I’ve been telling you about,” Andrea said, giving the leash a sharp pull that almost made Lisa stumble in her shiny high heels. “As you can see, I have her pretty well trained. But she still has a lot to learn about giving pleasure.”

Laughter echoed around the room, and Lisa felt her cheeks burning with shame. Shame that was only enhanced by the wetness she could feel spreading between her legs, the desperate desire that raced up and down her spine like a thief climbing a ladder in the middle of the night. She wanted this. She couldn’t believe that she did, but she did. Even though it terrified her. She had never felt more vulnerable, more helpless, than she did in that moment, hands tied behind her back, on the end of the leash like an animal, with only Andrea to protect her. She thought, for a moment, of Steve next door, and how he had handed her over to this unbelievable situation. She knew the anger that blazed inside her was completely unjustified. She knew she had more or less forced him into this. Tonight, she also knew, wasn’t the night for calm, rational deliberation. It was a night to feel things fully, to abandon reason, to allow herself to be swept away by the thrill of giving up control.

“What’s her name?”

One of the women, sitting on the sofa, asked the question. Andrea’s response got more laughter from her friends.

“Whatever I say it is. But tonight, she’s just Slut. Right, Slut? Tell everyone your new name. Tell them what you are.”

Andrea pulled again on the leash. Lisa opened her mouth, finally lifting her eyes from the floor to stare at her mistress. She didn’t dare say a word. That light was burning in Andrea’s eyes, that wild thrill of domination and control, and Lisa knew from experience that there was no winning a battle with her at times like this. Besides, she was haunted by the true leverage that Andrea had, the most shameful part of all of this. The worst thing Andrea could do to her was and the game and send her home. She didn’t want to admit it, even in the privacy of her own head, but the thought of this crazy game being over before it really began was enough to keep her as meek and obedient as dominant Andrea could ever want.

“I’m… I’m your Slut.”

More laughter. Even Andrea smiled at that.

“Good girl,” she said. “Now, tell everyone who brought you over here tonight.”

“My boyfriend,” Lisa said quietly. And as Andrea’s guests gasped, the dominant woman pulled on the leash again.

“Your what? Tell my friends what he really is.”

She knew what Andrea wanted. She hesitated, but not for long. She told herself that Steve deserved this. After all, shameful as it might be, it was only the truth.

“My loser cuck boyfriend.”

That got the biggest laugh yet. Some of them shook their heads. Clearly, Andrea had already told them what to expect, but Lisa could imagine how seeing it play out in reality made it so much more incredible. She couldn’t stop blushing, the heat rising over her body in waves, and she trembled when she stood, leaking the juices of her own shameful arousal into the tiny panties she wore, feeling like everyone in the world could see what Andrea had turned her into.

A man rose from the sofa. His eyes were on Lisa as he walked slowly toward her, and she couldn’t meet his eye. A tall man wearing a green shirt, with a strong chin and a pair of blue eyes that sparkled and danced under dark brows. He stepped up close to her, taking hold of the leash close to where it connected to the collar, even though Andrea was still holding it.

“She’s a pretty one, Andrea,” he said. Lisa almost trembled as he reached up and ran a finger of his free hand over her cheek. “Where did you find her?”

“She lives next door. Kind of an ideal situation, honestly. Anytime I want to use her, I can just send for her, and she comes running right over to do her duty. Don’t you, Slut?”

“Yes, Andrea,” Lisa said, her voice almost squeaking with the tightness of her throat. The man’s eyes blazed.

“You let her call you by your name?”

“Usually. I’m not formal. But for tonight, I think Mistress might be more appropriate, don’t you, Slut?”

“Yes, Mistress Andrea,” Lisa said, prompting more laughter from the audience.

The man now holding her leash didn’t laugh. Instead, he looked her up and down, his eyes traveling over her face at close range, and she felt as if he could see right through her. Like those piercing blue eyes were x-rays that could see the boiling furnace of uncertainty and fear and doubt and, above it all, irresistible arousal that was driving her forward, making her submit.

His hand ran through her hair, moving down her neck, suddenly gripping it at the back. Then he pulled her against him, crushing her mouth against his, and a cheer went up from the audience as he kissed her. There was nothing gentle or loving in that kiss. Instead, it was devouring, dangerous, predatory. His tongue invaded her mouth, almost choking her, and she shivered again at the feeling of being claimed by a stranger.

He wasn’t content with just that, either. He let go of the leash, and his other hand brushed her frivolous little skirt aside. She whimpered as he pressed his big hand against the front of her G string panties, manipulating and pressing through the fabric. The audience cheered him on, like they were watching a sports game, like they wanted nothing more than to see her used and disgraced and loving every moment of it.

Probably that was true. And it was true for Lisa, too. Even though her heart ached when she thought of Steve next door, when she thought of how they loved each other and how it would break his heart if he could see what was happening now. Probably, she thought to herself, it would also turn him on. And undoubtedly, in spite of herself, it was turning her on now.

“She’s a wet little slut, too,” the man said with a devilish grin as he lifted his lips from hers.

Still holding the leash, he circled around behind her, his hand running up over her corseted waist, taking hold of one of her swollen breasts. Her hands, clipped to the back of the corset, were between her and him now as he pressed his body against her. He shifted his position, and now she could feel the bulge of his cock against one of her hands. Through the fabric of his pants and his underwear, his rigid member pressed against her fingers, and she felt again that burning shame, that terror of being used like this, and terror of how good it felt, too.

Her fingers twitched. For a moment, just for a moment, she gauged the shape and feel of his cock. It seemed huge, rock-hard, a threatening weapon buried under his clothing, ready to be used against her. Ready to make her scream and howl, to make her forget about the man she loved, to turn her into the slut they took such pleasure in calling her, to show them that she was worthy of nothing except being used.

She could barely believe the temptation she felt. But she turned to Andrea, her eyes pleading, her lips trembling around the words she knew she had to say.

“Please, Mistress. No men.”

The air seemed to get heavy. Again, she felt the attention of everyone there fixed on her. And now, also, maybe, on Andrea too. Waiting for her response. The man behind her froze, his cock still throbbing in her hand, his other arm still holding her by her breasts, pulling her helpless body back against him. She felt the full extent of her own powerlessness, an icy thrill racing through her at the thought of it. What if Andrea decided otherwise? What if she decided that she wanted her little slut serving the male guests? If that happened, Lisa knew, she couldn’t stop it. Andrea, just like always, would get whatever she wanted. And Lisa would be left to deal with the aftermath, would have to go home to Steve and explain to him how it wasn’t her fault, even though they both knew that in some sense, it was the fault of both of them.

But in a night short on mercy, Andrea finally showed some.

“No men? Why, does your loser boyfriend get insecure at the thought of a real man showing you what a real cock is like? Okay, slut. I’m sure the guys will be disappointed. But that just means you can spend more time serving us girls.”

The man behind her growled. Letting go of her boob, he smacked her ass instead, a loud sound that rang out in the living room and made Lisa yelp in pain.

“Little cocktease,” he growled in her ear.

But all the same, he respected Andrea’s decision. And that made Lisa’s dominant Mistress seem even more powerful. That made her, somehow, even more attractive. Lisa felt a flood of arousal along with the gratitude that swept through her, and incredibly, she even found herself smiling at Andrea, the cruel mistress who was putting her through all of this.

“Kneel.”

There was no warmth in Andrea’s voice as she took up the leash again, only cold command. As the man stepped away, returning to his place on the sofa, Lisa dropped at once to her knees. Andrea stepped forward, twisting the leash around her hand to shorten it, her eyes staring down at the submissive woman with a look of disdain.

“Kiss my boots and show my friends your gratitude to me.”

“Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress.”

Lisa didn’t even hesitate. After what had just happened, or almost happened, nothing Andrea did to her seemed beyond the pale. Still, she burned with shame and humiliation as she bowed down there on the floor, pressing her lips to Andrea’s boots, leaving tiny traces of her lipstick on the gleaming black leather. Andrea’s guests laughed again, and as she glanced toward the sofa, she cringed in shame again to see that some of them were clearly recording this humiliation on their phones. But of course, there was nothing Lisa could do about that. All she could do was keep serving Andrea in any way the dominant Mistress decided.

“Such a needy little straight girl. Tell everyone whose is the only pussy you’ve ever eaten.”

“Yours, Mistress.”

“You’re addicted to it, aren’t you?”

“Oh yes, Mistress. It’s so delicious. You’re so beautiful and sexy, and I love eating your pussy.”

Gales of laughter swept around the room, but Lisa did her best to ignore them. After all, it was to be expected. She might have laughed herself, in that position. In shock and surprise, if nothing else. But from where she was, on her knees on the floor, desperately horny and on display for the amusement of Andrea’s gang of sadists, the situation seemed like no laughing matter.

“Then beg for it. Right in front of all my friends. Maybe, if you convince them you really want it, you might get a little taste.”

Lisa shivered again. But there was no way out. And her desire propelled her forward, just like it always did in these situations, eclipsing her inhibitions, reservations, all the things she had once thought she knew about herself. It was all different now, Andrea’s beauty and sexual power sweeping away everything else. She told herself that the beautiful woman standing over her was all that mattered. Andrea’s pleasure always came first.

“Please, beautiful Mistress,” she said, while the audience jeered and laughed and mocked her, “please let me worship your amazing pussy. Please, I’m addicted to it. I’m just a little slut who needs to taste your cum.”

Andrea turned to smile at her guests.

“See? She can be a good girl with the right motivation. And you all know how I love turning straight girls. It’s so much fun to train them to lick my pussy just the way I like it. But no, slut,” she said, turning back to the girl kneeling at her feet. “Not yet. Pussy is something a little straight girl like you needs to earn.”

“Speak for yourself.”

That was one of the women sitting on the sofa. Like Andrea, she had blonde hair, but she wore it in a sleek bob that almost reached her shoulders. Her makeup gave her eyes a feline slant, her high cheekbones giving her a natural beauty that makeup enhanced. She was dressed stylishly in a glittering black sequined dress and high heels, with a slender figure and long toned legs that her outfit beautifully displayed. She was beautiful, Lisa thought. But in the way that she had thought of female beauty before she ever met Andrea, as something abstract, almost artistic. Not something that inspired desire in her.

Though of course, that didn’t matter. She was there to serve, not to enjoy.

The woman stood up. The rest of the partygoers watched as she crossed the room on her clicking high heels, standing over Lisa who gazed up at her, and at Andrea, and back again to this new woman. Andrea was still smiling, and Lisa knew that wicked little smile on her mistress’s face, and as always, it made her nervous and excited her. As always, she didn’t know what Andrea might do, what she might be capable of, but she knew better than to put anything past her.

“What about the rest of us?”

Lisa couldn’t miss the sneer in the blonde woman’s voice, and it only added to those ripples of submissive desire running through her.

“I’ve never had a straight girl beg to eat my pussy before.”

Lisa didn’t know what to say. She looked at Andrea, and Andrea beamed down at her. She looked almost proud to show off what she had turned Lisa into. She inclined her chin, just slightly, a barely perceptible nod. That was all it took. Lisa gulped. What else was she there for if not to give Andrea exactly what she wanted?

“Please, ma’am, please may I lick your pussy?”

Another howl of laughter.

“So polite,” the blonde woman said mockingly.

“You can kiss Liz’s feet, first, slut,” Andrea said. “That’ll show her you know your place.”

And of course, Lisa did. With all that shame and embarrassment swelling inside her, she bowed down to the floor again, and pressed her lips against the toes of a woman she didn’t even know, bared by her strappy high heels.

Up above her, Liz smirked. Reaching toward Andrea, she took hold of the leash, and Andrea was more than happy to give it up to her. For a little while, she just stood there, enjoying the desperate worship of another woman, letting Lisa grovel at her feet like an animal. Then, at last, she stepped briskly away.

“Come on then, slut.”

The leash was already growing taut between them as Lisa stumbled to her feet. Liz walked quickly, all business, her glittering dressing swaying around her thighs, and Lisa hurried along behind her in her own high heels to another chorus of yells and laughter from the audience. Andrea followed along behind as Liz took her slave to the bedroom. Standing in front of Andrea’s bed, she reached up under her dress, her movements quick and businesslike, to pull down her panties and let them fall to the floor. Then, still holding Lisa’s leash, she sat down on the edge of the bed, hiking up her dress and spreading her legs.

“Get to work, slut.”

Lisa dropped to her knees again. She shuffled forward, glancing up at Andrea as if she could seriously think that her mistress might change her mind. But of course, that was never going to happen. Andrea just watched, standing there with folded arms, enjoying the spectacle of Lisa on her knees for another woman. Enjoying the outrageous power she knew she had to lend her slave girl to whoever she wanted, knowing that Lisa would do everything in her power to please them, just like she did Andrea herself.

Lisa tasted Liz’s pussy. The only pussy she had ever known beyond Andrea’s. She was startled to find how different Liz tasted from her mistress. Not worse, by any means. Just different.

Liz let out a little sigh of appreciation, tightening her grip on the leash at the same time.

“That’s right. Kiss it, you little straight slut.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lisa muttered obediently, making Liz groan again in pure sadistic joy. Lisa remembered the lessons Andrea had taught her so well, using that and her knowledge of her own body to bring pleasure to the stranger.

It soon worked. Before long, Liz was letting out rhythmic moans that matched the motion of Lisa’s tongue over her swollen lips. Lisa could taste her wetness, the warm juices pouring out of her as if from a ripe fruit. She licked them up, her lips and tongue flickering over the inner thighs of this woman she didn’t know, slowly but steadily increasing the pace to make Liz moan and groan. All to make Andrea happy.

She could feel Andrea watching. Standing there in her bedroom, looking as gorgeous as ever in her tight leather dress, her beautiful eyes glowing with cruel pleasure at what she had turned another woman into. As Liz gripped the edge of the mattress, as she pulled savagely on the leash, Lisa licked her to orgasm, her jaw already starting to ache from giving head. But she knew no one cared about that. The night was still young, and the thought of what else it might reveal scared her, but she had never been more excited in her life.

As Liz’s cries of passion slowly subsided, Andrea stepped forward. Lisa heard a thump of her boot heel on the floor as Andrea took hold of the leash.

“Stand up, slut.”

Lisa got up. Andrea wrapped her free arm around Lisa’s waist, pulling her back against her. Then, still holding the leash in her other hand, she pulled Lisa’s panties unceremoniously down. As Lisa stepped out of them, trying her best to maintain her balance in her high heels, Lisa slid the panties into the top of one of her tall boots. Then, she wrapped her arm around Lisa and pressed her hand against her pussy.

“Wow, he was right. You are absolutely dripping, you little whore.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lisa moaned. With Andrea’s hand between her legs, she was at that point of pure bright desperation she knew so well. That point of no return, when she would do absolutely anything to get the pleasure Andrea promise to her. Of course, she had already done exactly as she was told, desperately serving her dominant mistress in the hope of release. But now, it weighed down on her like a mountain, and she felt like she might go crazy if she didn’t get what her body needed.

Andrea moved her fingers over Lisa’s pussy slowly, teasingly, savoring the wetness she could coax out of the other woman. She pressed her palm against Lisa’s clit, vibrating it quickly back and forth so that Lisa squirmed and squealed in her hands. Then her hand returned between Lisa’s thighs and started probing the tender wetness of her pussy again.

Liz, on the bed, watched it all. There was a smile on her face, her cheeks flushed from the orgasm she had just had, and she sat with her legs still spread, her own dripping pussy still very much on display. She was leaning back on her elbows, but as she watched Andrea toying with Lisa’s body, she grew visibly excited. Lisa watched from under eyes that were now half-closed as Liz began to touch herself, her own probing fingers matching the motions of Andrea’s as she played with Lisa.

Lisa closed her eyes and moaned, her head lolling back against Andrea’s shoulder. It was all too much. Too sexy, too kinky, too exciting to be believed. But it was happening. She could feel it as every cell in her body ignited, mimicking pain with its wild intensity. She lit up with wild passion as her mind raced, trying to understand what it couldn’t. And in its way, after all, it was the most simple thing in the world. As crazy and kinky as it all was, all she had to do was enjoy the pleasure her Mistress had decided to give her.

“Beg.”

Lisa didn’t even hesitate.

“Oh my God, Mistress, please! Please, please, please! Oh my God, it feels so good. Please, just let me cum, please, beautiful Mistress! I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll be your slut forever, I promise!”

“Oh my God, such a desperate little bitch, isn’t she?” Liz said. And she pushed herself up on the bed. Her hand was still between her legs as she leaned forward, her other hand taking hold of Lisa’s spanked ass, squeezing one cheek, digging her fingernails in. At the same time, she pressed her lips against Lisa’s clit. She wrapped them tight around the little bud, sucking gently, her tongue flickering over the sensitive bundle of nerves. As she did, Andrea plunged her fingers deep inside.

Lisa felt like she was levitating. As if Andrea was picking her up off the floor with the force of her invading hand. Her legs went weak, and fireworks seemed to explode behind her closed eyes, and an unbelievable wave of pleasure washed over her. She moaned and gasped and squealed and howled, losing track of what she was saying, unable to even name the noises she was making as pleasure racked her body, mimicking pain in its wild intensity, but not in its effect. Hot Hot fluid poured out of her, running down her shaking legs, dripping on the floor beneath her, leaving no one in the room in any doubt about what she was feeling. Bliss, pure ecstasy, and an orgasm as powerful as any she had ever had making her breathless in the tight confines of the corset she was locked into, that only Andrea could free her from. And no one could free her from the prison of desire that she was in, the desperate lust she had to obey this woman, to do whatever she was told, to be everything Andrea said she was, for as long as she wanted to torment and pleasure her desperate little slave.

“Knees. Now.”

Andrea’s tone was as firm as ever as she slid her fingers out of Lisa’s still-spasming pussy. Lisa almost fell to the floor as she tried to lower herself down onto her knees, her legs like rubber after the force of the orgasm she had just had. She barely even noticed the pain of her knees colliding with the floor. Liz smiled down from her perch on the edge of the bed, her lips shining with Lisa’s juices.

Just like the fingers Andrea held out toward her slave.

“A good girl cleans up her mess.”

“Yes, Mistress Andrea.”

Lisa didn’t recoil. Even though she felt every ounce of the humiliation she knew Andrea wanted her to feel, the shame of tasting her own pussy, her own orgasm, from another woman’s hand. She licked Andrea’s fingers as if there was nothing more she wanted in a moment, as if the taste of the orgasm they had torn from her was the most incredible thing in the world. And above her, the two dominant blondes laughed, secure in the knowledge that their little pleasure slave couldn’t say no to a single one of their evil whims.


Lisa Gets Cucked

Andrea always did know how to create sexual tension. And now, the air was absolutely full of it. Lisa was practically trembling with unstoppable desire as she stood there in the bedroom, totally on display for her mistresses and anyone else who decided to use her. Recent orgasm or not, she was practically burning up with the need for more. More pleasure. More humiliation. More of everything these wild vixens were doing to her, more of these unbelievable feelings she was having and could barely even describe.

And she knew by now that Andrea wasn’t the type of woman to stop just when things were getting good. Despite everything they had already done, the look on Andrea’s face convinced Lisa that there was more coming. And she felt, as usual, that delicious sense of shame that came from acknowledging how much she wanted that. And what she wanted more of was this insane game that was driving her absolutely crazy with pleasure that somehow, was never enough.

But at first, Andrea didn’t say anything. She turned, and walked out of the room, leaving Lisa alone with this other woman she didn’t even know, feeling unbelievably awkward after the sexy, intimate things they had done together, Lisa made to behave like the slut Andrea said she was.

But Andrea wasn’t gone long. A relief, for Lisa to not have to make small talk with a woman whose pussy she had just eaten. And when Andrea turned, she had brought someone else to join in the party.

Zach. Of course Lisa remembered him. After all, the things she did with Andrea were more or less impossible to forget, including the time this guy had been involved. Clearly one of Andrea’s favorite lovers. One of many, Lisa thought to herself with another strange thrill. Andrea’s boldness, her lack of inhibitions, was always going to be impressive, especially to a woman like Lisa, who would once never have imagined herself in situations like this. Once, she might hardly have believed that such things even happened. Now, there she was, the star of her own unbelievable kinky sex show

“Come here, baby.”

Andrea pulled Zach toward the bed. As she moved past Lisa, standing exposed with her hands still bound behind her back, she smiled her trademark evil little smile. It never failed to send shockwaves of desire racing through Lisa’s body, every time she saw it. And the fact that she knew it did the same to her boyfriend was an inescapable part of the thrill.

Again, she thought of Steve, just on the other side of that bedroom wall, and she wondered if he could hear what was going on. She wondered what he was imagining in the turbulent chambers of his own brain. She wondered if he was enjoying himself. She hoped he was, and at the same time, that mysterious sadistic part of herself hoped he was suffering. She still hadn’t figured out why she only felt that way about him, why she let other people tease her, laugh at her, humiliate her, and yet felt this urge to dominate him. But if Andrea had had no other lesson to teach, she would have taught this one: that as far as pleasure is concerned, there are no rules. The whys, ultimately  don’t matter. All that matters is how the adventure feels. That was the kind of boldness Lisa was trying to channel herself, in her own submissive way. Part of her wanted nothing more than to be like Andrea. Even though the position she was currently in could hardly be less like that of her dominant neighbour, somehow, she felt as if this was still the path to take her there.

Not that it mattered, of course. The fundamental point was that now, she had no choice. What was going to happen next was whatever Andrea decided it should be, and there was nothing more thrilling than that.

Liz shifted on the bed to make room for Andrea and her new partner. Zach was grinning, as if he couldn’t believe his luck, and Lisa wasn’t the least bit surprised by that. He was lucky. Anyone who got to sleep with Andrea was incredibly lucky. And in a twisted way, Lisa herself felt lucky to be involved the way she was, to be used as a sex toy by such a beautiful goddess. And that thought, too, made her feel ashamed, and that shame, too, added to her arousal, all of it feeding off itself. It wasn’t the first time Lisa had experienced the powerful feedback loop of kinky pleasure. But it was one of the most intense experiences of that particular thrill. And all she could do was stand there and watch.

Smiling happily, Andrea began to undress Zach. And after the two women shared a smiling look, Liz joined in. Their hunger for pleasure was written all over their pretty faces, but as Lisa watched, shifting her weight from one foot to the other so that her high-heeled patent leather ankle boots creaked with every adjustment, she doubted either of them was quite as desperate as she herself was. And again, she thought of Steve, and all the times they had put him through something like this. All those times they had made him watch, locked him out of the pleasure he so desperately craved. It was so funny, the desperation on his face. It was so sexy, the way we couldn’t control himself. And now, Lisa was getting a taste of that humiliating pleasure for herself, and even though she could have imagined how such a thing would feel, she was finding now that there was no way, really, to prepare yourself for it.

She was finding, as both she and her boyfriend had done several times before, that when reality becomes even wilder than fantasy, everything starts to feel slightly unreal. As she watched the threesome happening on the bed in front of her, two grinning women unwrapping Zach like he was a gift that they were almost reluctant to share, she felt the rush of helpless jealousy that Steve knew so well, and it ran through her body like a grass fire, the heat spreading between her legs as she watched in breathless excitement.

By now, Zach was naked. Naked, and already fully erect. No surprise there. He was in bed with two truly beautiful women, four soft hands moving suggestively over his skin, and if the smile on his face was any indication, he was loving every moment of it, just as he should be. As Andrea looked again in Lisa’s direction, that smile never leaving her face, Lisa, shamefully, found herself thinking exactly what Andrea probably wanted her to: that her decision not to do anything with men, motivated in part by Steve’s preferences, was costing her opportunities for real pleasure.

Andrea didn’t have to say it. It was all right there on her beautiful face as she wrapped her hand lazily around Zach’s cock, slowly stroking, a motion a woman like her had obviously perfected. Zach groaned in pleasure, already so worked up, and while Liz moved to kiss him, from his mouth down his neck and over his chest, Andrea kept her eyes on Lisa.

“You can just stay there and watch, just like your cuck boyfriend,” Andrea said, speaking slowly and clearly, the way she always did when she wanted her words to cut through the noise, through the wild clamour of arousal that she knew was echoing in Lisa’s head. “Just stay there, until we decide to use you.”

Liz laughed at that, with her lips still pressed against Zach’s skin. And Zach glanced over at Lisa, his eyes moving up and down her body so provocatively on display, even as he shared the bed with two inarguable beauties. Greedy, maybe. But if ever there was a night for being greedy, this was it. And as ridiculous as it was in the humble position she was in, Lisa still felt a faint sense of pleasure at the way he looked at her. Absurd as it might be, it was nice to know she could still get attention, even with so many gorgeous women around.

She couldn’t believe what was happening to her, couldn’t believe the way all this made her feel. Only a few weeks ago, she would have never imagined living like this, would hardly have believed that she would want it. Now, it was like she was addicted to it. Addicted, specifically, to beautiful, dominant Andrea and the way she made Lisa feel like no one else, including her boyfriend, ever did.

Then Andrea turned her attention toward lucky Zach again. Even as she stroked his cock, Liz was shifting on the bed, bending down toward his cock. Andrea smiled indulgently as she watched the other woman take Zach into her mouth, a low moan escaping her throat as well as his, as if she wanted nothing more than to give pleasure. It was an impulse Lisa understood. And she remembered again the man in the living room outside, who had taken such arrogant charge of her body, knowing there was nothing she could do to stop him. Knowing that if he forced her to her knees, if he forced her to open her mouth and pleasure him, she would have done it. She would have had no choice. Andrea, uncharacteristically, had spared her that indignity. But Lisa knew it was probably all the mercy she could expect that night.

Liz sucked Zach’s cock, and his hands moved over Andrea’s body, touching, caressing, embracing, teasing. She was absolutely in her element, as she always was at times like this, never more comfortable and confident than in the bedroom, giving pleasure and receiving it. After all, the woman had a true talent for it. As if she was made for exactly this, not just her beautiful body but also her devious, kinky mind.

And again, her burning eyes watched Lisa, taking in every micro expression, every movement of her twitching body, savouring her discomfort like a fine wine. Lisa already knew what Andrea was like. She had already had a taste of how it felt to be teased by her, be taunted with what you can’t have. But never like this. She had never understood what it was like for her boyfriend to serve Andrea as clearly as she did now, and despite all the near-intolerable frustration, she didn’t feel guilty for what they had put him through. If anything, she made her want to do it more.

It made her wish Steve was there in the room with them now to witness again the sex he wasn’t allowed to have, the sex that she and Andrea controlled for him, giving it out like a reward for good behavior or withholding it for punishment. Or just because they wanted to. Just because they could. God, it felt so good to be in charge, and at the same time, it felt so good to give up control. Lisa knew she had the best of both worlds, a loving cuckold slave boy at home and a dominant goddess in the apartment next door, and there were times when she couldn’t believe her luck. Just as there were times when she couldn’t believe how much she enjoyed something so objectively outrageous.

Before long, Zach was moaning in a steady rhythm of pleasure. The wet sound of Liz’s mouth moving up and down his cock filled the room, punctuated by little gaps and sighs of pleasure from Andrea, too. Yet again, just like always, Andrea’s bedroom was the scene of unbelievable pleasure, of sex so hot it was almost hard to watch, and at the same time, she couldn’t tear her eyes away. Even if she had been allowed to. Though of course, Andrea would never allow that. She got off on being watched, on being desired, on withholding herself from someone, anyone, and making them suffer from her undeniable beauty and sex appeal. And thanks to her, Lisa knew exactly how good that felt. Even if now, she was on the other side of it.

Finally, Liz lifted her mouth away from Zach’s member. After all, the girls had to share one stallion, and it wouldn’t do to tire him out too soon. Zach was already gasping, his eyes wide and wild, taking in everything that was going on around him, every unbelievable moment of this frankly insane experience. No one wanted it to stop it. All of them, Lisa included, wanted more.

Together, giggling like schoolgirls, Liz and Andrea grabbed hold of Zach. They guided him down onto the mattress, making him lie on his back. He complied, of course, more than happy to do what they wanted, knowing the rewards that awaited him.

Now it was Andrea’s turn to enjoy him.

She climbed on top of him, straddling him, reaching down to take that cock in her hand again. Moistened now by Liz’s saliva, hard and wet and ready for pleasure. She let out a long moan of satisfaction as she guided his manhood inside her, and Lisa squeezed her own thighs together, every sympathetic nerve of her body conspiring to make her almost feel what her mistress was feeling.

Meanwhile, Liz got busy herself. She climbed on top of Zach, straddling his head, spreading her legs wide to let him devour her pussy. Underneath the two women, his moans were muffled, but Lisa could still hear them, leaving no one in the room in any doubt as to what a good time he was having.

He wasn’t the only one. Before long, both women were moaning in ecstasy, both of their tempting bodies spiked with pleasure. Lisa’s breath grew short, her breasts bouncing in the corset with every labored breath she took as she watched, squirming on the spot, simultaneously jealous of everyone, wanting, impossibly, what all of them had.

After all, that was the point.

It had to be hard for Zach to concentrate. He had two gorgeous women using his body for their pleasure, and Lisa could only imagine what it must feel like to have Andrea bouncing up and down on top of his cock. But he didn’t neglect Liz. And soon, she was screaming with wild passion, climbing that mountain toward ecstasy that Lisa herself knew so well, that she wished she could experience like this other woman was.

Liz came. Her ecstatic roar filled the bedroom air, every desperate shudder and gasp finding a maddening echo in some aching cell of Lisa’s body. She threw back her head, her blond hair brushing her shaking shoulders as she arched her back in a spasm of pleasure, her eyes closed as if she could hardly bear the force of what she was feeling, as if it was almost too much to take. Lisa knew how that felt. Knowing as she did about those orgasms that feel like too much, and yet at the same time, you never want to end.

But they do end, of course. As Liz’s climax faded, she opened her eyes, shuffling back from Zach’s face, throwing a trembling leg back over his head as she dismounted. The look on her face was almost one of shock, as if even she hadn’t expected an explosion quite like that. As if she, kinky and uninhibited as she clearly was, could barely believe what she had done.

She sat down on the bed next to Zach, worn out with pleasure, fully satisfied, at least for now, and again, Lisa knew exactly how that felt. In some ways, that blissful glowing feeling of satiety almost rivals the explosive joy of the orgasm that caused it. Sweet release, the body filled with powerful hormones, the mind blissfully quiet and still, like nothing else in the world even matters.

But while Liz was luxuriating in that radiant postcoital bliss, Andrea had yet to get there.

She was still riding up and down on Zach’s throbbing cock, riding harder than ever now, if anything. Still chasing that wild high, that explosive shout that eclipses everything else, that makes the world melt away.

She found it.

Both Liz and Lisa watched now as the other woman wrote toward orgasm. They watched her gasp and moan, watched her enviable body stiffen, watched her legs shiver around Zach’s body as her moment of bliss approached. They both heard it, both saw it, both felt it, perhaps, in their different ways. Andrea moaned and wailed, she screamed in passion, and she left none of them in any doubt about just how good it felt to be her in that moment.

She wasn’t the only one. Underneath her, Zach let out another powerful moan. His hands gripped her hips, almost lifting her off the bed as he pumped up into her, and the two of them exploded together in an undeniable, unignorable orgasm, all the more powerful for being shared.

She slumped on top of him. Her ragged breathing matched his, loud in the room that was suddenly quieter than it had been, their wild cries of passion finally dampened. Lisa knew that everyone in the living room must have heard what was going on. But after all, it was obvious that that was the point of this party, and these were the kind of people Andrea had invited. People who would run with this, people who would be as excited by these games of power and dominance and pleasure as she was.

And again, Lisa wondered if, on the other side of the wall, Steve could hear what was going on. She knew he was thinking of her, that his thoughts would hardly be able to go anywhere else after the way she had teased him. She remembered all too well the look of pure lust in his eyes, the desperate passion she had seen in him as he got her ready for this latest betrayal. And all it did was fuel her own desire, make her even hungrier for pleasure, even greedier than she had been.

After a moment to recover, Andrea pushed herself upright again. Zach’s cock slipped free of her well-used body as she climbed off him. She was glowing with pleasure, the heat of her passion seeming to radiate off her skin, but still, that wasn’t enough for Andrea. It was never enough, and that was part of what made her so hot, so irresistible, so impossible to forget.

She crawled over Zach’s legs, moving toward the edge of the bed. He shifted on the mattress, drawing his legs up out of her way, pushing himself upright. Liz, meanwhile, was kneeling further back on the mattress, her hands on her thighs, her wide eyes watching everything, taking it all in.

Now, Andrea was the center of attention. Andrea, and Lisa too. All eyes on the two of them as the centre of attention in the room shifted, that dark energy entering the space as if summoned by the wild spell of pleasure.

Andrea sat on the edge of the bed. She was still wearing her red leather dress, her black high-heeled boots, but her dress was pulled up around her hips. She spread her thighs slowly, her eyes on Lisa the whole time, exposing the sticky mess of sex that shone between her legs, and Lisa gulped.

Andrea snapped her fingers imperiously.

“Slut, clean me up.”

As clear in order as there could be. And she said it, like she usually did, as if there was no doubt in her mind that she would be obeyed. No doubt that she had all the authority she needed to order Lisa around like that. And of course, she was right.

Lisa couldn’t resist. She knew that. She also knew that there was that wild submissive part of her that didn’t want to resist. She wanted exactly this, to be treated exactly this disgracefully, exactly this cruelly. Andrea was never more appealing than when she was fully and firmly in charge.

She hesitated. After all, the thought of what Andrea wanted was so outrageous, so appalling, that part of her wanted to put up a fight. But a bigger, stronger, wilder part of her didn’t. And in the end, of course, she knew it didn’t matter. She knew she didn’t have a choice, and that was part of the joy of it, knowing she could let go fully and completely and hide behind not being given a choice.

She stepped forward. Andrea beamed up at her, already reaching for the leash that hung from the collar around her neck, ready as always to take full and total control of another person. She pulled lightly on the leash, gently urging Lisa down to her knees, and she complied. She kneeled at Andrea’s feet, staring up at the beautiful woman above her, staring up at the dripping mess Zach had left in her pussy, and again, she thought of her boyfriend next door. She wondered what he would think if he could see her now. But it didn’t take a genius to figure it out. He would feel what she was feeling, that same potent and intoxicating mix of desire and shame and humiliation and excitement. The cocktail that kept them both coming back, kept them submitting to Andrea over and over again, always ready to do what she wanted, no matter how outrageous it might be. She was an addiction unlike any other, and neither of them wanted to break free.

“Good girl,” Andrea murmured as she pulled steadily on the leash, and Lisa almost cringed at how good it felt to hear those words of praise from her beautiful mistress. She felt Andrea’s hand on her head, her fingers running through her hair, her gesture a potent mix of affection and control as she steered Lisa’s head between her thighs.

Up close, Lisa could smell the strong scent of their sex. The orgasm they had shared slowly leaking out of Andrea’s body, the pleasure she had been denied but had been forced to watch. Slowly, she ran her tongue over Andrea’s dripping pussy, and Andrea purred happily. Enjoying the power and domination just as much, probably, as she was enjoying the physical sensations.

Lisa tasted their sex as she licked. As she probed deep between Andrea’s swollen lips, she tasted more of Zach’s cum leaking out of her. Part of her wondered if this was okay, or if this was violating Steve’s rules about her playing with other men. But she knew it didn’t matter. She was too far gone to care, and Andrea wasn’t giving her a choice anyway.

So she performed her role. A good little slave girl, she ate the wet mess of a mingled orgasm out of Andrea’s pussy, and as the juices of the man she barely knew poured down her throat, she swallowed, tasting the sex she was denied and feeling the unstoppable wetness between her legs as she lapped at Andrea’s cunt.

She didn’t stop. She wasn’t going to, until she was told to. She kept licking, kept eating, even as the juices flowed out of her mistress, until Andrea was moaning in pleasure, rocking back and forth on the bed. Lisa felt her taste change, and she knew what was coming, and she welcomed it. She wanted it, in her own way, almost as badly as Andrea clearly did. Another orgasm for the beautiful Mistress, given to her by her humiliated property. Her slutty little slave girl.

The thought of it was enough to make Lisa’s cheeks burn with shame and guilt and excitement, and enough to make her pussy pulse between her legs, desperate for the contact she was not allowed. And if Andrea had asked her again about her rule against playing with men? If she had offered to have Zach or one of the guys in the living room slide his cock into that twitching, dripping, desperate pussy, to make her scream and moan like the desperate, horny little slut she was? Lisa doubted she would have the strength to say no.

But Andrea didn’t offer that. She didn’t offer anything except servitude. And Lisa licked her to orgasm, swallowing the fresh flood of juices that poured out of her, feeling the heat on her skin as they dripped from her chin into a pool on the floor at her bent knees.

“Oh my God, you’re such a good girl,” Andrea groaned, running her fingers through Lisa’s hair again as she finally pushed her head away. “So pathetic. How horny are you right now, slut?”

“Oh my God, Mistress, I don’t think I’ve ever been more horny in my life!”

Andrea laughed, and so did her guests. Zach and Liz, on the bed, glowing with the sex they had had and laughing at the girl they had all played a part in denying. Andrea beamed as she looked around, her little kingdom of sexual pleasure and denial, her wild game of power and control.

“Well, that’s just too bad, isn’t it? Keep being a good girl, and maybe you’ll get to cum.”

Lisa couldn’t hold back the whimper that rose in her throat, and it made her tormentors laugh even more. Then, letting go of Lisa’s leash, she stood up. Her red leather dress gleamed as she tugged it back down around her thighs, smoothing the clinging material over her curves. Lisa looked up at her with undisguised desire, her lust for this incredible woman completely unrelieved and instead ratcheted up to a fever pitch that, just as Andrea said, was enough to make her do almost anything.

“I kind of wish your loser boyfriend could see you right now,” Andrea said, smiling down at Lisa with her hands on her hips. “I think I’m going to go next door and see how he’s doing. You guys can look after my slut while I’m gone, can’t you?”

Zach looked at Liz, and she looked back at him. Lisa gulped. Andrea wasn’t much protection, but she was all Lisa had, surrounded otherwise by strangers. But the idea was so thrilling in its wrongness, too. The thought of being handed over like this, like Andrea’s property, to do whatever she wanted with. Tonight, that was exactly what she was.

Andrea didn’t wait for a response. Instead, she stepped past her kneeling slave, heading to the door. Lisa listened to the thump of her boots as she stepped into the hallway outside, on her way to torment Steve.

“Well. What should we do with you?” Liz said.

Already, she was crawling forward on the bed, moving closer to Lisa. Lisa stared at the other woman, feeling Zach’s eyes watching them both, as Liz reached for the leash and began to pull on it. Lisa stood up and stumbled toward the bed, pulled down onto the mattress by Liz, who rolled her over onto her back, trapping her hands underneath her. Then, she grabbed Lisa’s breasts, squeezing them in the corset that kept them pressed tight against her chest.

“Let’s see if you can lick my pussy even better than he did,” she said.


Reclaiming His Girlfriend

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know why.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know what I’ll do to you.”

“Promises, promises,” she smirked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“As good as Andrea?”

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

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

“You want an honest answer to that question?”

“I think you just gave me one.”

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

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

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

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

But for now, I had other ideas.

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

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

“Again? So soon?”

“Again. Look at you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Love you too,” she said.
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