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Humbled

Sexual tension had been vibrating in the air from the moment Andrea opened the door to her apartment. Or even before, from the moment we had started planning this adventure. But now, a new edge had entered the room with us. A new feeling of excitement, of possibility, and, yes, of danger too. Andrea had forced me into this new submission to her, and it had been so easy for her, too. She didn’t have to scream and yell, she didn’t have to threaten me with violence. All she had to do was look the way she did, and I was putty in her hands.

It was hot. But it was shameful, too. And one feeling merged with the other, impossible to separate in the confusion of my mind as I grunted on the floor in front of two women who seemed in that moment too beautiful to be believed.

“This is where you belong,” Andrea said, and for once, she wasn’t smiling. She spoke as if she was 100% serious, like she was giving a lecture. Like she was training me, I realized with a flush of arousal. Because after all, that was exactly what she was doing. And as I kneeled in front of her, kissing her feet again, I didn’t have any doubt that it would work just the way she wanted to.

“This is how you should greet your female superiors from now on. On your knees, kissing our feet. Worshiping the ground we walk on. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Andrea,” I said. Lifting my mouth from her feet, I glanced up at her, just for a moment. As I did, I saw her break character, only for a split second. She looked at Lisa, standing next to her, and a smile flickered across her face, as quick as leaping flame. When she turned her eyes back on me, glowing behind her shining glasses, her face was as stern and serious as I had ever seen it.

“Good. Don’t forget it. Otherwise, we might have to punish you.”

“Punish me?”

I probably shouldn’t have asked. But I couldn’t help it. The words just came bursting out of me, my surprise making it impossible to keep silent, and as I glanced up at her again, that beautiful body towering over me, I saw the sadistic smile on her beautiful face.

“That’s right. That’s how we’ll train you as a slave. Punishment and reward. Just like training a dog. Our little pet.”

Andrea shifted her weight again, and I heard the leather of her shoes creak as she moved, heard the fabric of her dress whisper over the curves of her body it clung to so tightly as she took a step back. The sound of her high heel on the wooden floor was like the crack of a rifle as she stomped down suddenly, making me jump.

“Don’t forget about your girlfriend,” she said, looking down at me. “You should be on your knees every day, thanking her for dating a loser like you. Kiss her feet and show her what she means to you.”

I looked up at Lisa. She looked down at me. She had a smile on her face too, a dreamy, almost distracted sort of smile. Her expression had none of the sadism of Andrea’s, but instead it seemed she couldn’t quite believe what was happening. And yet, at the same time, there was no doubt that she was enjoying it.

She looked absolutely thrilled with what was going on, happy to be along for the ride, and no longer doubting what we were doing. I had noticed before how, with every moment that passed with me in submission to the women, Lisa seemed to act as if it were more and more normal. As if standing over me like this was her rightful place. And honestly, in that moment, it kind of felt that way. As ashamed as I was at how easily I had given in, I was very conscious of the thought that, in a way, maybe Andrea was right. I was lucky to be with Lisa. She was miles out of my league, way too hot and sexy for me, and I felt like an idiot for having let our relationship falter, for having let the spark go out of our sex lives until Andrea moved in next door.

It wasn’t completely my fault, of course. But that hardly mattered now. What mattered was the thrill we were chasing, the wild excitement all three of us were feeling, and the fact that those dark days of increasingly rare and unimaginative sex seemed firmly behind us.

If debasing myself for the amusement of these women was the key to leaving all that behind, I felt like it had to be worth it.

On my knees, I shuffled over toward Lisa. She watched me approaching, still wearing that slight and dreamy smile, still enjoying my very visible humiliation. And I leaned over her feet, pressing my lips against the leather boots, kissing her shoes as she stood above me, pressing her hand to her mouth as if to suppress the giggles that she couldn’t quite stop bursting out of her.

“What a loser,” Andrea chuckled as she watched me grovel. “Keep going, slave boy. Keep kissing her boots. And show some passion. Show us you know you’re grateful to even be allowed to do that.”

I tried, as much as I could. I’ve never been attracted to feet, and had never had the slightest inclination to put Lisa’s feet anywhere near my mouth. But as I kneeled there in front of her, showering her leather boots with kisses, I couldn’t deny the erotic feeling of the moment. I couldn’t deny the way my cock throbbed in desperation, the way my heart pounded in my chest, the way every other aspect of life seemed to slide away, leaving me with nothing but this desperate arousal.

While I groveled in front of my girlfriend, Andrea stepped away. I didn’t stop what I was doing, didn’t lift my head to watch her go, but I could hear her walk around behind me, hear the rhythmic clicking of her high heels on the wood floor as she moved through the apartment, heading toward the bedroom. I kept kissing, feeling Lisa’s feet moving underneath the leather, and with Andrea gone, I risked a look up at my girlfriend.

Lisa was watching me in this act of humiliation. Her eyes were half-closed, her makeup accentuating and lengthening her long lashes that almost hit the warm brown color of her eyes as they watched me. Her teeth were showing, biting her full lower lip, an expression of arousal and excitement and, in all honesty, perhaps also a trace of cruelty, clearly visible on her face. It made my cock surge even more to look up at her, to see her face above the swell of her breasts, to see that body in front of me, close enough to touch but too remote for me to have the way I wanted to, so that I felt again the shockwaves of desire and denial traveling all the way through my body, making me half crazy with desperate lust.

“This is crazy,” I muttered, my mouth just an inch or so above her foot.

“Keep kissing,” was all she said.

As she spoke, I could still hear some trace of doubt in her voice. A little bit of hesitation I might not have noticed if we weren’t with Andrea. But compared to that woman’s unassailable confidence, it was easier to notice Lisa’s own hesitation. Still, she gave her order, and I obeyed. It was so sexy to hear her give an order, to have her bossing me around like this, and as I pressed her lips to the leather of her boot again, I felt all over again the most intoxicating mixture of desire and disgrace and nervousness and excitement, that wild drug that kept me doing what they said, kept me chasing this path that seemed to lead into the darkness.

Andrea’s high heels rang out on the wooden floor as she returned from the bedroom. I listened to her walking behind me, trying to show the passion and enthusiasm and pure submission she demanded. My cock refused to stop throbbing as I hoped my desperate disgrace might earn me the pleasure of one or both of these women’s bodies, all the motivation I needed to keep me in their power.

And then, Andrea crouched down behind me. I didn’t see it, but I heard it, the whisper of her tight dress sliding over her body with every movement she made. I felt her hand, warm against the small of my back, something almost possessive in her touch. And then, I let out a loud groan against the leather of Lisa’s boot as I felt Andrea reach forward, between my legs, and take hold of my balls.

“Don’t struggle,” she warned, speaking just as softly and calmly as ever, knowing that I hung on her every word. “This is going to be… uncomfortable. But it will be a lot worse if you try to fight me. Just let it happen. Spread your legs.”

And as I did, she used her grip on my scrotum to put it back between my thighs, back behind my body. I grunted, almost forgetting to keep kissing my girlfriend’s boots until she tapped her toe on the floor, reminding me of my place. But it wasn’t easy as Andrea kept pulling, my balls in her warm hand, making me feel more vulnerable than I had ever felt before in my life.

Andrea’s movements were slow, careful, deliberate. Still with that same confidence she always had, as though she had done exactly this a thousand times before. When she had my sack stretched out behind me, I heard her shift her weight, and I winced as I felt something touching my sensitive skin. Something warm, but hard, unyielding. Something different from her very human touch.

“Hold still,” she whispered, even though I was already holding myself as still as I possibly could. The nervousness and fear that were an essential part of the games we played were more palpable now than ever, filling my head and my heart as I bent over Lisa’s feet, completely in control of these women. I heard a faint clatter, and grunted as I felt a new tightness around the skin of my scrotum, above my testicles. I heard Andrea fumbling with something, a catch or clasp, and then panic gripped me as I heard the sound of her tightening a screw.

“What are you doing?”

Still on my knees, I turned my head to try and see over my shoulder, but in the position I was in, there was no way I could tell what she was doing. I could just see her crouching behind me, a determined little smile on her gorgeous face, her eyes behind her glasses focused on what she was doing. When she finished tightening the screw, she let go of what she was holding, and I felt a new weight and constriction around my manhood, something holding my balls back behind my legs just the way her hand had been doing a moment before.

“This is called a humbler,” she said, “and that’s exactly what it does. It humbles pathetic men by showing them how their bodies are just toys for us to play with. This is going to keep you on the floor, on your knees, until I decide to remove it. In the meantime, it keeps these little balls nice and accessible and vulnerable for us.”

As she spoke, Andrea ran her fingers gently over my scrotum. And as I gasped at the pleasurable sensation, she changed her grip, now using the nails of her fingers. She raked them over the skin, and I winced, not in pain, but in the anticipation of it. I felt an insane feeling of vulnerability that told me she could do whatever she wanted to the most sensitive part of my anatomy, and there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop her.

“You like that, slave?”

“Yes.”

Andrea laughed, and Lisa laughed too, and I jumped as the woman behind me abruptly slapped my ass.

“Well, it’s not always going to be so nice. Lisa, why don’t you take a seat? Make yourself comfortable. I want to show you something.”

“Okay.”

My girlfriend didn’t seem to question Andrea and her ideas any more than I did. I lifted my head to watch as she turned and walked away from me, sitting down on the sofa and adjusting her tight skirt as it slid up her long legs, which she crossed. The heel of her raised boot seemed to point at me, as if to highlight my shame and submission. As if anyone in that room wasn’t already aware of it.

Behind me, Andrea stood. I tried to straighten up to get a look at her, to keep my eye on her, but I quickly realized that wasn’t possible. The humbler was a kind of short wooden bar that sat at the back of my thighs, my scrotum held tight in a hole in the middle of it, so that the more I tried to straighten up, the more painful it was for me. I had no choice but to stay on my knees, bent double, trying my best to balance myself with my hands tied behind my back while the women stood above me, free to do whatever they felt like.

Andrea turned, stooping toward the floor to pick up something else she had brought from the bedroom. Walking beside me, she turned with unmistakable grace on her high heels and crouched down in front of me. That gorgeous dress grew even tighter around her body as she crouched in front of me, one hand gripping my chin as she lifted my face up toward her, forcing me to look into those beautiful blue eyes behind the lenses of her glasses. I met her gaze, feeling my cheeks burning with shame at being handled like this, aware of Lisa in my peripheral vision, sitting on the sofa with a smile on her face, enjoying the show as our new neighbor completely dismantled my pride and self-respect.

“This is going to help you understand your new position,” she said, lifting something in her free hand and holding it in front of my face. A pink leather strap with a buckle at one end and holes on the other, like a miniature belt. And when I saw the gleaming steel ring set into the leather, I realized in another hot flush of shame what she was showing me. A collar. A pink leather collar like something you would make a dog wear. Except it wasn’t for a dog. It was for me, and I thought again about what she had said about turning me into their little pet, and I realized with a flood of wild shame and desperate arousal that she had been 100% serious about that.

Not only that. But kneeling now on the floor of her living room, completely disgraced and helpless, I didn’t doubt her ability to do exactly what she wanted.

“Let’s put it on.”

Andrea didn’t wait for an answer. Already, she was reaching toward my throat, and I couldn’t do anything to stop her. Over on the sofa, Lisa sputtered with laughter, pressing two hands over her open mouth, her shoulders shaking with pure delight at what she was seeing. And Andrea tighten the collar around my neck, sliding the end through the buckle and making sure it sat just right, with the steel ring at the front. Then, holding the ring, she clipped a leash to it. A matching leash of pink leather to add to my humiliation. Holding the other end of the leash, she stood up, looming above me again in all her wild sex appeal, all her total dominance. Holding me on the end of the leash like I was her pathetic pet.

“Okay, come with me, loser,” she said.

As she turned, I couldn’t help staring at her fantastic ass, straining against the gleaming fabric of her skin-tight dress. I couldn’t help admiring the shape of her legs as she stepped forward, the leash growing tight between us, pulling on the collar she had made me wear. I had to shuffle forward on my knees, grunting in discomfort as the humbler kept my balls pulled back behind my legs, my bound hands making it impossible to move with any speed. Andrea walked slowly in front of me, but fast enough to keep me off balance, having to struggle to keep up while she dragged me a few short feet across the room to where Lisa sat.

“Ever think you’d see your boyfriend crawling on the end of a leash?”

“No, I can’t say I did,” Lisa said, smiling up at the taller woman from where she sat on the sofa. “But I have to say, I don’t hate it.”

“Yeah, it’s pretty awesome,” Andrea said, tugging playfully at the leash as she spoke. “I mean, look how turned on he is. He fucking loves being treated like this, the dirty pervert.”

She pulled on the leash again, more forcefully this time, making the pink leather snap between us.

“Get over here,” she said, her voice stern now, never happier than when she was handing out the orders. “Lick these boots clean and worship the woman who owns you.”

As I shuffled forward awkwardly, Andrea turned to Lisa, that beaming smile reappearing on her face.

“I’m glad you wore boots, actually,” she said. “Very sexy. Very dominant. And ideal to make a slave boy like this worship. It’s like, he can come so close, but can’t quite touch you.”

Lisa laughed, as if the two of them were just sharing regular girl talk, chatting about fashion while I crawled around on the floor like an animal. All part of the game, I knew, all part of the mindfuck of it, the pure humiliation they wanted me to feel. That didn’t mean it didn’t work.

With the leash pulling tight against the collar I wore, I kneeled in front of Lisa’s feet. I looked up at her, and at Andrea, both women smiling now as they stared down at me. Not a trace of regret, of compassion, of mercy on their faces. Quite the opposite. It looked like they were having the time of their lives.

“Go on, lick them clean,” Andrea said, leaning over me to supervise my degrading task. She was still holding the leash, keeping it tight, as if she wanted to remind me of her power and authority. As if I could possibly forget.

“Here. You can hold him.”

As if bestowing a gracious gift, Andrea leaned over and handed the leash to Lisa. Lisa looked at it for just a moment before taking it. Then, she turned her glowing brown eyes on me. There was such a look of confidence, of excitement, of burning desire in her gaze that it almost made me dizzy. And slowly, as if she was afraid I might balk at what she was doing, she pulled the leash tighter. She wrapped it around her hand, the pink leather creaking as she held onto it, and I felt so completely in her power, so completely owned, so totally submissive, that it was almost a struggle not to cum right there and then at her feet as I stared up at the unbelievable dominant goddess my girlfriend had become.

Meanwhile, Andrea kept herself busy. She circled around behind me, disappearing from my view again, but I could feel her presence, like feeling the heat of the sun without looking at it. I could feel it even more as she tapped the pointed toe of one shoe against my straining scrotum, making me groan, making me run my tongue even more frantically over the gleaming leather of Lisa’s boots, degrading myself in the hope of escaping the punishment she had threatened me with.

“That’s more like it, some enthusiasm,” Andrea laughed. “See? The humbler’s great for that. Really puts guys in their place and makes it so they have no choice but to accept their position as our little pets.”

“This is amazing,” Lisa said, shaking her head as she looked down her long leg at me. “I mean, it’s so crazy. I was never into anything like this. It always seemed too extreme. But he’s like… worshiping me.”

“That’s exactly what he’s doing. As he should,” Andrea said. I could hear the smugness in her voice as she spoke, the pleasure she was taking in the situation she had created. And again, that toe tapped against my balls, and again, I whimpered and tried to serve these demanding women as they gloated above me in all their power.

“Shouldn’t you, loser?” Andrea added, punctuating her words with another little jab at my balls.

“Yes,” I groaned, running my tongue frantically over the leather as both women laughed.

“Better. You’re learning. But a little less attitude might be a good idea from a man in your position.”

Andrea shifted her weight, and I groaned as she pressed the flat of her shoe against my balls. Pressing them slowly but firmly against the wood of the humbler and sending jolts of pain through the pit of my stomach.

And Lisa said nothing. She didn’t protest. She didn’t try to stop what was happening or stick up for me anyway. She just watched, that cold smile on her pretty face, her eyes fixed on me, flickering only occasionally toward Andrea to see what the other woman was doing. Enjoying herself. There was no doubt about that. Lisa was enjoying everything that was happening, loving my helplessness, my desperation, my total humiliation.

“Ow!” I’m sorry!” I blurted out, making both women laugh again. But it had the intended effect. She lifted her foot off my balls, and I groaned in relief.

Then, Andrea moved behind me again. Stepping forward, she stood by my side. I heard the fabric of her dress creaking again as she turned, and felt the weight of her body as she sat down on my bent back. It made it even harder to keep my balance, but she sat lowdown on my body, above the knees that were supporting me, making it possible for me to continue licking my girlfriend’s boots.

And slowly, almost absentmindedly, Andrea reached down and took my exposed balls in her hands. She squeezed them slightly, making me groan again, making me wince as she pressed her hard fingernails into the sensitive flesh. Then she rubbed them, tickled them, teased them, using her hand to deliver both pleasure and pain, to keep me guessing, never sure of what would come next, never able to do anything about it, no matter what she decided.

It was the most insane feeling I had ever had. To kneel there, feeling what I had always thought of as negative feelings. Embarrassment. Disgrace. Fear. But through it all, beyond it all, a wild lust unlike any I had ever experienced that somehow transformed all of those complex emotions into just another form of desire.

“We can make him do whatever we want,” Andrea said, talking to Lisa as she continued to sit on top of me like I was a piece of furniture. And all the while, she kept on playing with my balls, pinching them, flicking them, stroking them, making me tremble and gasp. “You know what I’d like to do? I’d like to see him make you cum while I torture his balls.”

Lisa gasped. I gasped too. What Andrea was saying was completely insane, but at the same time, neither of us could deny that in the context of this game, it made sense. Still, fear gripped my heart as I thought about what lay ahead, knowing I could do nothing to stop it. And Lisa had already proven that I couldn’t rely on her to defend me against this wild dominatrix.

I looked up at my girlfriend. But she didn’t look at me. Instead, she looked over me at Andrea, her eyes sparkling, a smile on her face as she considered the other woman’s offer. Somehow, looking at that expression, I didn’t doubt what her answer would be. I could tell she was turned on, and that turned me on more than I would probably have ever imagined before this all started.

“That sounds like fun.”

Lisa uncrossed her legs, her boots shining with my saliva as she swung one knee over the other. Then, she pulled up her skirt, struggling for a moment against the tight material before it slid up around her hips. Underneath, she wore a pair of black panties, and I watched her pull them down, sliding them over her knees, over her boots, letting them drop onto the floor of Andrea’s apartment. There was no urgency in her movements now, and if she had even the slightest doubts about exposing herself like this in front of the other woman, she gave no sign of it. My girlfriend, so reserved, so vanilla, was now already making a habit of enjoying oral sex in front of an audience. I couldn’t believe how much it turned me on as I stared at her pussy between her legs, as she slowly parted her thighs, as she gathered the leash in her hands and pulled on it, pulling me toward her.

Andrea stood up, letting me crawl closer to my girlfriend. Again, I heard her high heels on the floor as she headed to the bedroom to fetch something else. But as nervous as that made me, I couldn’t focus on her for the moment. Instead, all my attention was on Lisa as I lowered my face between her thighs and pressed my hungry lips against her pussy.

She chuckled in pleasure, and I slid my tongue over her folds. She was wet. Already as wet as I felt like I had ever seen her, her juices flowing out of her at the sight of my humiliation at the hands of our sexy neighbor. And as I started to lick Lisa’s pussy, Andrea returned. Her high heels clicked on the floor, and I felt her weight on my back as she sat down on top of me again.

I heard a click. And I jumped on the spot, as much as I could on my knees with my balls trapped behind my legs and Andrea sitting on top of me. A sudden jolt of electricity zapped through my scrotum, making me groan in pain. And as I did, Andrea laughed. As I did, Lisa pressed her hand on the back of my head and pushed my mouth against her, groaning in her own selfish pleasure as she enjoyed the vibrations of my pain.

Completely at their mercy, all I could do was exactly what they wanted.


Andrea The Tease

Lisa’s cries of passion filled the room. She lay back on the sofa, sprawled and open to receive me, legs spread, eyes closed, her breasts rising and falling with the rapid rhythm of her breath. With every moment, she was getting closer to climax. With every second, she was losing herself to it more and more.

I, on the other hand, was suffering.

The weight of Andrea’s body on my back seemed to be growing, but really, it was only my own fatigue building. My balls ached just from being pulled back behind me by the humbler. But Andrea was doing her absolute best to make things even worse for me. Over and over again, the lighter she held clicked, and every time it did, I let out another muffled moan of pain. The little zaps made me tremble again and again, sending pain in bright bursts through my fragmented brain, making me breathless as I struggled to believe what was happening to me.

And all the while, my cock would not stop throbbing.

I’m not into pain. I had never in my life associated pain with pleasure or confused one for the other. I didn’t think about it that much at the time — I couldn’t — but I’ve had time to reflect on it since, and the best way to explain it is that it wasn’t that the pain was turning me on. It was the idea of it. It was the cruelty and selfishness of these women, the fact that they were torturing me not because of anything I had done, but because it turned them on. Even my girlfriend, the woman I thought loved me. She was writhing in pleasure, moaning and groaning and squirming in ecstasy, and yes, it was because of what I was doing to her with my mouth, because of my tongue moving over the sensitive folds of her pussy, teasing unignorable pleasure out of her. But I didn’t doubt that it was more than that. My cries of pain, my response to the torture Andrea was inflicting, never failed to draw more moans and groans out of Lisa, too. The vibrations of my voice were helping to trigger her orgasmic response so that she was, quite literally, getting off on my suffering. And part of me felt like I should hate her for that. As if I should be enraged, as if I should feel betrayed. But I didn’t. You can’t stop yourself feeling what you feel, just like you can’t make yourself feel something that isn’t there. What I felt in that moment of exquisite humiliation, along with pain, along with fear, along with a deep and unshakable surprise that I was doing what I was doing, was pleasure.

Not the pleasure of a real orgasm that I could feel throbbing in the base of my stomach like a constant alarm, like an unending demand, like a steady drumbeat that would give me no peace. But the strange and fugitive pleasure of having no choice. Of being used. Of being completely overcome by these women, in all their beauty and sexiness, so that I didn’t even think of resisting. And knowing that I couldn’t anyway. It was all a game, all completely consensual between the three of us, but truthfully, Lisa and Andrea really did have me in a position where I was genuinely helpless now. If I had wanted to, I could ask them to stop. But I couldn’t make them. Tied up and on my knees, I was genuinely helpless, completely at their mercy, and that was such a kinky thrill, it left me breathless, my cock throbbing in wild excitement between my legs as my heart pounded ceaselessly in my chest.

At the same time, as complicated as things were, in another way, they were very simple. My task was in front of me: to please my girlfriend and my sexy next-door neighbour in whatever way they wanted. And I could hope all I wanted that that would eventually mean fucking them, but for now, clearly, it meant suffering for them. So that was what I did.

Lisa let out another long moan, as loud and as dripping with sexual pleasure as any that had gone before it. The contractions of her pussy against my mouth told me how close she was, her every nerve primed for explosion, the wild release we both knew was coming, that I was frantically working toward. But as good as it felt to please my girlfriend, as desperately as I wanted to make her cum, it wasn’t easy. Not with Andrea sitting on my back, zapping me over and over again with her electronic lighter and chuckling to herself every time I squirmed and moaned.

Then, she stood up. Again, I heard that dress practically groaning around the curves of her body as she moved, along with the sound of her high-heeled shoes on the floor. I kept my head down, knowing better than to stop licking when Lisa was so close. But part of me kept an ear out for Andrea the whole time, listening to her move around the apartment, wondering what she was up to. Because I knew that she, of the two women, was the bigger threat to me. She was the one who decided what happened next, where this crazy game would go, how far the three of us were going to travel together on a road Lisa and I, at least, had barely even imagined before. Lisa, sexy as she was, was hardly short of dominant power. But Andrea, I knew, was the real power in that apartment.

And she had no hesitation about showing it. I heard her approaching me from behind again, and I tried as best I could to brace myself for whatever she had in mind, without knowing what it might be. I winced as I heard the click of the lighter again, but this time, there was no accompanying shock to my exposed balls. Instead, there was a pause, long enough to make my mind race while my tongue continued to move over Lisa’s pussy, her body still trembling and pulsating on the edge of some ferocious explosion while I ate her out.

Then, I cried out, my sound of pain making Lisa moaned and squirmed even more, and I felt a sharp new heat on the sensitive skin of my aching balls.

“Hold still,” Andrea said sharply behind me. “Take it like a man. Or as close as a loser like you can get.”

In the pain I was in, I barely even registered the insult, the mockery. I groaned again as the pain continued to throb between my legs, even reaching new areas of skin as Andrea moved behind me.

The pain traveled with her. My balls still felt like they were burning as she shifted on her knees, leaning over me. I grunted again as pain spread up my back, drops of something hot landing on my skin. Andrea was pouring something on to me, something that started hot and liquid but soon cooled and solidified, starting to crust and crumble. Candle wax, I realized. This insane, dangerous, unbelievably beautiful woman was pouring candle wax on my naked body, and not only was my girlfriend doing absolutely nothing to stop her, but she was continuing to moan in pleasure, continuing to enjoy my oral service and my suffering as I grunted and groaned underneath her. It was so wild, so crazy. So insane that I could barely believe it was happening even while it happened to me. But Andrea kept it up, drizzling candle wax over my bent back like I was an object she wanted to decorate, completely indifferent to my pain. Or, worse than that. Enjoying it. She loved knowing that she was hurting me, the inarguable proof that she could do whatever she wanted with me, and all I could do was try to endure.

Above me, Lisa’s whole body stiffened. Both her hands gripped the back of my head tightly, crushing my face against her. In that moment, it was like she almost forgot I was even human, that I had my own preferences and desires. All that mattered to her was her pleasure. And it was beautiful. The selfishness and cruelty in her was so addictive, so exciting, I couldn’t get enough of even as I suffered for it, and for her.

Her orgasm burst out of her. It was like a song, like a moment of absolute magic, leaving me almost as breathless as the pain Andrea was inflicting did, keeping me torn more than ever between those two extremes of pleasure and pain. Her pleasure, my pain, and the dark link between the two, the simple fact that in some sense, they were the same thing. The more I suffered, the more she loved it, and the more fun she was having, the more desperately frustrated and left out and jealous I felt. And those feelings were their own kind of deliciousness, their own special flavor of this strange hinterland between ecstasy and madness that, if we had never met Andrea, I would probably never have experienced.

But we had met Andrea, and so now we found ourselves here, newly initiated into a world of almost monstrous pleasure that we had always known existed in some vague sense, but had never felt any particular desire to experience for ourselves. Well, now here we were, and both of us already knew there was no going back. What she had shown us was unforgettable, unignorable, and the sides of ourselves we had uncovered were not going to go away. Even in the depth of the suffering inflicted by this gorgeous goddess, I knew that. I knew I wanted more. Not more, necessarily, of this exact treatment, the pain from my balls and my back merging in some weird way with the excitement and frustrated desire I felt. Not exactly that. But this thrill of giving in, of letting go, of submitting. Letting Andrea and Lisa take charge, of abandoning everything except my ability to say yes or no, if I still even had that. It was almost beautiful in its simplicity, its directness, the perfect antidote to a daily life where we never really know what we’re doing, never really know how to behave or how to feel. This was simple. This was direct. Make these beautiful, evil princesses happy, and maybe, just maybe, they would give me what it now felt like I needed more than I had ever needed anything in my life.

As Lisa came, her spasming pussy squirting her hot juices all over my eager face, Andrea stopped dripping the candle wax on my body. I groaned in relief, but also with the pleasure of knowing I had made my girlfriend cum, and the desperation of wishing I could feel anything even close to the intense sensations she was having. Her body trembled and thrashed on the sofa, her voice ringing back from the walls of Andrea’s living room in an echo of perfect passion, and as always, my cock throbbed in desperate arousal, the visible and physical recognition of everything I wanted and couldn’t have. Not yet, anyway. Not until Andrea and Lisa decided otherwise. Until then, my only option was to keep serving and keep suffering for as long as these two goddesses wanted.

Slowly, Lisa opened her eyes. They found me straight away. Kneeling between her parted thighs, staring up at her with my face shining with her juices, my expression no doubt showing the complex emotions I was experiencing. The strange feelings of desire and frustration and pain and humiliation that somehow added up, in some way I didn’t understand, to pure pleasure. Whatever she saw in my face, she seemed to like it. Because my cheeks burned with additional shame as she burst out laughing.

Amazing I could even find it in myself to be any more embarrassed than I already was as I kneeled there, tortured and abused, in handcuffs and on the end of a pink leash, nothing but an obedient little pet for the women I worshipped. But somehow, Lisa’s laughter did exactly that. I don’t know what else I was expecting. Already, my girlfriend had shown that she had absolutely no pity for me, that she loved the way things were going. But being laughed at by her was different to being mocked and humiliated by Andrea. More painful, more personal. And therefore, in its own dark way, more exciting.

Andrea stepped forward. I craned my neck, lifting my head to look at her as she stood shining above me in her skintight and almost unbearably sexy dress, my heart racing just looking at her. She looked down at me too, a smile on her gorgeous face, her eyes shining behind her glasses, that look of unchallenged superiority on her face as she reached toward my girlfriend, taking the leash from her hand. Lisa willingly gave it up, handing me over just like that, the leash growing tight again as Andrea took up the slack. As she stood above me, the curves of her body practically glowing in the light, her dominance completely unquestionable, unchallenged, I felt yet another surge of wild desire for her. The gorgeous goddess I wanted and couldn’t have, the architect of all these ferocious feelings that I had no clue how to process, couldn’t even begin to explain, could only feel.

“Come on. Let’s go to the bedroom.”

As pathetic as it was, my heart swelled with happiness at her words. There was nowhere else I wanted to be with women like them. Not that it really made much difference, of course. Lisa’s orgasm had already proved that I didn’t need to be in a bedroom with them for amazing things to happen. Still, that hope in my heart was real, that wild excitement I could feel at the thought of what might lie ahead, the reward I had been working for and knew, without a doubt, I had absolutely earned, but was still in no way guaranteed.

Andrea turned, stalking across the living room floor with her sexy high-heeled strut, the inviting curves of her hips swaying from side to side with every step she took, only feeding my desperation, my desire, my irresistible lust. I crawled along behind her as fast as I could go, my tortured balls aching in the humbler, the leash pulled tight between us, candle wax flaking and crumbling off my skin with every movement I made. I didn’t turn around, but I could feel Lisa watching us. I could feel her attention on me, and I wondered how she felt, watching me disgraced and humiliated like this. Watching me bow to the power of the beauty of this other woman, willing and even excited to be treated like this if it got me what I wanted.

It had to be an absolute mindfuck for her, just like it was for me. But there was no question that it turned her on. All of her actions up to this point proved that.

And as I crawled along at Andrea’s heels, pulled along by the pink leash meant to humiliate me, I heard the springs of Andrea’s couch groan under the weight of my girlfriend as she stood up. I heard her high heels on the floor as she followed us to the bedroom.

Andrea led me inside. I couldn’t be in this bedroom without thinking of what had happened there before, remembering everything that had gone down on that first visit here. But so far, this session was even more wild, even more out of control. Andrea’s bedroom, it seemed, was quickly becoming a theatre of the most intense sexual experiences of my life, a place where the unimaginable happened with regularity, and my cock throbbed and surged with pure arousal as I thought of what might be coming next.

Andrea stood in front of the bed. The leash hung slack between us now as I kneeled at her feet, completely enslaved by her beauty, ready to do whatever she wanted. Ready to submit to her completely. Ready to give her whatever was mine to give, whatever she might want from me and hadn’t already taken by herself. Nothing mattered anymore except the sex I desperately craved with a woman unlike any I had ever met before. Not to mention with my newly kinky girlfriend, too.

And for a moment, it looked almost like it might happen. Andrea’s smile never faltered as she looked at me, her eyes shining behind her glasses, the slight bulge of her tongue showing in one cheek as she seemed to be considering what to do with me. But a woman like her was never out of ideas for long. She always knew exactly what to do, exactly what she wanted, and this time was no exception.

“Come here.”

She didn’t give me any choice. As she spoke, she was already pulling on the leash, forcing me to crawl toward the foot of the bed as she circled around it. Once she had me positioned on the floor in front of the bed, she let the leash drop to the floor, the pink leather coiling in front of me while she crouched behind me.

Lisa was standing close to the door, saying nothing, watching everything. Again, I balanced as best as I could on my knees, and as I heard a rattle behind me, I realized with a sense of relief that Andrea was opening the humbler.

I sighed as the pressure on my aching scrotum was suddenly relieved. She took the bar apart, and I straightened up, my balls finally hanging freely between my legs, still hurting from what she had done to them. But at least I could move more freely.

Behind me, she stood up. She set the humbler down on her dresser, then stepped in front of me. As she crouched again, I saw the unmissable swell of her breasts in the top of her tight dress, the way her boobs swelled and bounced and jiggled with every movement she made, sending more of those familiar shockwaves of desire racing through my body. She grabbed hold of the leash, pulling it tight as she stood, and as I shuffled forward on my knees, upright now for the first time since the humbler went on, I watched her closely.

As confident, poised, and in control as ever, she threaded the leash through a bar that ran along the top of the footboard of the bed. She pulled up, the leather rasping against the metal, and I had no choice but to lean forward until I was pressed against the footboard, my chin almost resting on the metal. Then, Andrea looped the leash around the bar a few more times and tied it off, keeping me in place. Kneeling at the foot of the bed, unable to go anywhere, just as helpless as I had been the moment the handcuffs went on.

“You can stay there for a while and look at what you can’t have,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension, but still with that unmistakable edge of erotic pleasure.

Then, she stepped away from me, circling around the bed and sitting on the mattress. I watched her boobs bouncing as she pushed herself along the mattress until she was sitting in the centre of the bed, close to the footboard I was tied to, close enough to touch if I had been able to do such a thing. But of course, I wasn’t. Just like she wanted. All I could do was sit there and stare at these demonic curves that would drive me wild with pure excitement, that were keeping me helpless against her wild and wicked ideas and unable to do anything except obey her.

Smiling, she reached out toward me, running her fingers through my hair. Affectionately, I suppose, but also possessively, it felt. For a moment, she just beamed down at me like some friendly sun, enjoying her sense of power and pure control.

Then, sitting upright, she reached for the front of her dress.

I hardly dared to breathe as she pulled down one of the cups, fighting slightly with the clinging fabric as she drew out one of her boobs. The pink nipple was hard and swollen, and she leaned toward me, holding her breast in one hand, offering it to me.

Desire swelled and surged inside me, my cock throbbing as desperately as ever for release, but as badly as I wanted her, I glanced for a moment in Lisa’s direction. My girlfriend was still standing close to the door of the bedroom, looking as sexy as ever in her tight skirt and knee-high boots, her face flushed with the pleasure I had just given her. Her dark eyes glowing with that increasingly familiar look of excitement, her formerly rigid boundaries seeming to have completely evaporated lately. All of that reticence, that hesitation, that lack of enthusiasm that had poisoned our sex life was gone, replaced by… Whatever this was. This excitement, this intensity, this pure delight at doing such unbelievably naughty things.

She didn’t say a word. She didn’t give her consent, not exactly. She didn’t do as much as nod her head. Maybe, at most, the corners of her lips lifted in just the faintest hint of a smile. But that was enough. She wanted me to do this. She wanted me to obey Andrea. More than anything else, she wanted to see me submit all over again, to do what I was told, to let Andrea take control and boss me around the way she had been almost since the day we met.

And of course, I wanted the exact same thing.

So I leaned forward, pressing my chest against the headboard, the leash tight and pulling on the pink collar I wore as I opened my mouth and took Andrea’s nipple inside. She chuckled as I wrapped my lips around it, licking my tongue over the hard bud of flesh, gently sucking. She ran her fingers through my hair again and sighed with pleasure, a faint moan forming in her throat and making her breath catch, just a little. It was the most astoundingly erotic thing I could imagine, and if my hands had been free, I was sure I wouldn’t be able to resist the urge to touch myself. But they weren’t, and that was off the menu, like it had been all night. The only pleasure I could achieve was for them, not me. And so that was what I did.

I sucked on Andrea’s nipple, teasing her puckered skin with my tongue and my lips, sending more pleasure rising in her amazing body. But however good it might feel for her, I knew she wouldn’t be content with that for long. And frankly, I hoped not. Getting these women turned on as much as I could was the best way to achieve my own goals, as well as being a pleasure in and of itself.

After a while, Andrea pulled back. One boob hung outside the tight confines of the dress, the other still held and supported by the clinging fabric. Still smiling that satisfied smile, she moved, her dress shining like a second skin as she made her way to the edge of the bed and stood up.

As she moved toward the dresser behind her, I looked over at Lisa again. My girlfriend was smiling wider now, her eyes lit up with excitement at what she was seeing. Content, though, at least for now, just to watch. To enjoy the show, this latest chapter of my degradation and humiliation, my desperate lust to do as I was told, to submit to feminine beauty and surrender to the way it made me feel.

When Andrea returned from the dresser, she had something small in her hand. A little bullet vibrator that she held as she climbed onto the mattress, on her knees this time, crawling toward me until she kneeled in front of me, seeming to tower over me. Smiling that wicked smile, she hiked up her skirt, pulling the shining fabric up her thighs, over her hips, up toward her waist, exposing her legs and her pussy underneath.

I couldn’t stop staring. I could see the moisture that shone on her lips, the faint curls of it in her neatly trimmed pubic hair, and I saw that she was a natural blonde. Even though I knew this turned her on, seeing it right in front of me, the evidence of what our kinky game had done to her, made me want her even more desperately.

But I couldn’t have her. That seemed to be the lesson she wanted me to learn as she stood above me in all her beauty and power. The vibrator buzzed as she switched it on, and she held it in one hand, the other reaching out and grabbing a fistful of my hair, pushing my head back, forcing me to look up at her. As if I could possibly look anywhere else.

“Watch,” she said, her voice little more than a whisper now. She held the vibrator sideways, pressing it against her body just above her pussy, letting out a long moan as she did, closing her eyes temporarily behind her glasses. Her teeth showed as she bit her lip, her whole body an absolute picture of arousal and excitement, and I groaned in pure frustration as I stared at what I couldn’t have, and what I wanted with a desperate and burning passion, the pleasure she was feeling and wanted me to witness taunting and mocking me where I kneeled on the floor.

Andrea moaned and groaned. As the powerful vibrations spread through her, starting to grip her more tightly, she moved the toy in her hand, pressing its buzzing tip against her swollen clitoris. A cry of ecstasy burst out of her, loud and full-throated in the tight air of the bedroom, the same noisy pleasure that had once irritated Lisa so much, that had drawn us into this insane situation in the first place.

Andrea kept her eyes closed, and her grip tightened in my hair. The bed creaked underneath her as she rocked back and forth, her whole body overwhelmed by the pleasure the toy was giving her, her clear juices starting to stream down her shaking thighs right in front of me as I watched. I watched her moan, watched her gasp, watched her shiver and shake her way to ecstasy, and with every passing moment, I felt like I was falling deeper under the spell of this beautiful and dominant goddess.


Turning Lisa

Andrea’s orgasm burst out of her. Mere inches away, I watched her pussy contract, watched the hot flood of pleasure pouring out of her, what seemed like gallons of cum flowing down her trembling legs toward the mattress she kneeled on. As her pleasure spiked, her grip on my head tightened, pulling harder, as if she wanted to pull my hair out by the roots. It was almost like she had forgotten I was even there, forgotten I was a person and not just some object she was clinging on to, something she could hold to help her stay upright under the storm of orgasm that swept over her.

In the bright peak of her pleasure, it seemed she had forgotten everything. Like she had forgotten about Lisa, too. I hadn’t. But even though I was well aware of my girlfriend standing over near the bedroom door, watching another woman cum, for now, my attention was all on Andrea.

Still, I couldn’t deny that just like before, when I ate my girlfriend out in front of our neighbour, having someone else watching me made the whole experience even more erotic. I had fantasized about being with two women at the same time before, of course. But I had never imagined anything quite like this. Never pictured anything this kinky, this erotic, this wild. Andrea had introduced us to things we had never known, dark pleasures we had never imagined, and this was just the latest in a long line of crazy, humiliating, agonizingly frustrating ordeals that she made me endure, that seemed to be rewiring my brain to make me crave exactly this kind of abuse.

Andrea looked magnificent. She always did. But as she kneeled above me, her whole body throbbing with orgasm, still tightly wrapped in her shining black leather dress but with one breast and her pussy completely exposed, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her. She was so gorgeous, so close to me that I could hear every catch in her breath, could smell the intoxicating scent of her sex wafting over me, and yet I couldn’t touch. All I could do was watch and feel that desperation growing inside me, that desperate hunger that, we all knew by now, would only make me easier to control. That, after all, was exactly what these women wanted. That was exactly what they were going to get from me.

And as our climax came and went, Andrea switched off the vibrator. She opened her eyes, and, finding me staring at her in pure frustration, she smiled. She let out a laugh that still rang with the orgasm she had just had, a laugh that turned into a near sob of pleasure as the aftershocks of orgasm continued to travel through her body. Her smile, as she bit her lip with pleasure again, seemed at least a little mocking as she released her grip on my hair, running her fingers over my scalp in a kind of weird and misplaced affection again. Whatever crazy pleasure she was feeling in that moment, I knew she wasn’t done. And I didn’t want her to be. As torturous as this all was, as difficult as it was for me to deal with or even mentally process, I didn’t want to stop. I was in this weird state of outrageous excitement, of unbelievable desire. And every new twist in the plot only served to make things more exciting, more delicious, more unforgettably erotic than they had already been.

“Oh fuck,” Andrea gasped. “That was good. How did you enjoy the show, loser?”

Over by the door, Lisa let out a little bark of laughter that seemed more an expression of shock and surprise than it was genuine amusement. But she loved this too, I knew. The teasing, the mockery, the degradation. All of it. Both of these women were riding the same sadistic wave of kinky pleasure, and I wondered if they could possibly appreciate how unbelievably sexy it made them to me. They knew I wanted them, of course. That was no secret. Desire was the engine this game ran on. But I think you’d have to be a man to really understand how sexy it was when these vixens took charge. When they were so selfish, so greedy, so cruel that it made them even more beautiful than their incredible looks. And that was saying a hell of a lot.

“You looked amazing, Andrea,” I said.

Both women laughed out loud at my capitulation. And I knew that I had to tell her what she wanted to hear. But that didn’t mean I was lying. Truthfully, I didn’t think I had ever seen anything sexier than Andrea’s solo orgasm. The smell of that still hung in the bedroom, turning my head, making me giddy with a desire unlike any I had ever felt, a desire so powerful it felt like it was going to drive me insane. Like I was becoming obsessed with this woman and the things she did to me, that beautiful face, that gorgeous body, and more than anything else, her incurably kinky mind. She was the whole package, the kind of woman you barely believe exists. The exact opposite, in so many ways, of my own girlfriend, and yet I knew she was remaking Lisa in her own image, and I loved the thought of it. I loved where this was going, the thrill of discovery and the excitement of the taboo, and even though my cock was as hard as granite, my sexual frustration driving me to the brink of insanity, I wanted, more than anything, for the game to continue.

I wanted what I wanted to be irrelevant, too. I wanted this to be all about the girls, their own kinky game in which I was nothing but a tool, a toy, a pet. And that was exactly what they gave me.

Out of nowhere, Andrea slapped me. My cheek stung as she swept her palm across it, the crack of it loud in the bedroom air, and I stared at her in astonishment as even Lisa gasped. But Andrea’s smile never faltered. She always knew how to keep us guessing, never letting me get comfortable. She knew how to make me pay for every moment of pleasure I got, as the stinging sensation on my face merged with the still-present ache of my balls that she had spent some time torturing earlier. And deep down, I knew the pain was really about control. Not an end in itself, but just another way to remind me of how helpless I was, how completely in the power of women who, in Andrea’s case at least, didn’t seem to care about me at all.

Except I knew that wasn’t true, either. She knew what she was doing to me. She knew she was driving me crazy with desire, and I knew that was exactly what she wanted. The way she was making me feel was turning her on, my obedience and submission a testament to her beauty, and while you wouldn’t think a woman who looked like her and acted like her needed any sort of confidence boost from the likes of me, that was what she was getting anyway.

“That’s what you get for watching, you dirty pervert,” she said, smiling still as she spoke. Even though we all knew it was she who made me watch in the first place, she who demanded it. A mistress, I had already learned, is under no obligation to play fair.

Then, she turned. On her knees on the mattress, she shuffled around to face Lisa, and Lisa tore her eyes away from me to look at the other woman. Her pretty face, too, showed her uncertainty, her doubt, and her excitement, just like I knew mine must. Both of us still unable to believe what was happening, even as it happened to us. Both of us unable to want anything other than this.

“Your turn,” Andrea said. And while my girlfriend looked at her in confusion, our neighbour held up the bullet vibrator in her hand and wiggled it from side to side. Her smile was infectious, her confidence intoxicating, but Lisa looked uncertain. She had already come so far, crossed so many boundaries, done so many things I would never have thought she would or could. Still, I wondered if this, maybe, would prove to be a bridge too far.

Lisa looked at Andrea, then at me. Her eyes moved up and down my body, and her smile grew as she looked at my predicament, handcuffed and tied to Andrea’s bed, unable to do anything except throb with need and watch the show these women were putting on. Just like with me earlier, she wasn’t asking for my consent. She knew she could do whatever she wanted to do. Instead, she seemed to be considering. Thinking about what she could do to me next, what this crazy game was already doing to us, and what might best enhance her pleasure. Part of me still didn’t believe that she had this in her, that she would be able to go quite as far as Andrea was suggesting she should.

But lately, Lisa was full of surprises.

She stepped toward the bed, the high heels of her boots clicking on the floor. As she approached, Andrea smiled, seemingly satisfied with her ability to persuade her. In a state of silent shock, I watched from my knees as my girlfriend approached the bed, her tight skirt straining around her thighs with every step she took, her hips swaying, her lips parted, her eyes gleaming with excitement at what was coming next.

She climbed onto the bed, next to Andrea. As Lisa looked at me again, I could see the faint uncertainty on her face, as much as she tried to hide it behind the confident façade that mimicked Andrea’s. I was still waiting for her to stop, to decide that things had gone too far, that she couldn’t go along with what Andrea wanted anymore. But at the same time, even though I knew it would only lead to more frustration and teasing for me, I hoped she wouldn’t.

A faint, almost shy smile played on Lisa’s face as she reached toward Andrea and took the vibrator from the other woman. Andrea beamed in happiness, turning her gorgeous face on me for a second before continuing to watch my girlfriend. And Lisa, holding the toy in her hand, reached for her skirt and slowly pulled it up her thighs.

I watched. There was nothing else I could do. And even though I could still taste her pussy in my mouth, even though I had just made her cum in the living room, even though we had been together for quite a while now, I stared at my girlfriend’s body as if I had never seen it before. Andrea was gorgeous and incredibly kinky, but Lisa was beautiful too, and there was something so intoxicating about seeing her shed her inhibitions and go to places neither of us had ever been before.

Under her skirt, her pussy was gleaming with the juices of arousal, just like Andrea’s was. Her lips were swollen and puffy, still showing her excitement from having me go down on her in the living room. And her arousal at the scene we found ourselves in now, I suppose, this wild adventure that seemed to have no limits, no end, only an endless cycle of ever-increasing sexual tension and kinkiness.

The vibrator buzzed in her hand as she turned it on. Lisa let out a quiet little sigh as she pressed it against her, closing her eyes as the buzzing sensations spread through her body, triggering her excitement.

Andrea smiled at me again. Then, she moved on the mattress, her incredible curves shining under the black dress as she shifted on her knees. She kneeled behind Lisa, and I saw Lisa’s eyes shoot open as Andrea placed one hand on her hip. She turned her head to look at the other woman, but soon, Andrea’s infectious smile was replicated on Lisa’s face.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah,” Lisa said, almost reluctantly, as if struggling against the purity and power of the sensations she was experiencing, “yeah, it does.”

“You look so beautiful right now,” Andrea said, her voice a low murmur. Still with her hand on Lisa’s hip, she leaned forward, kissing my girlfriend’s neck. And as Lisa let out another little gasp of surprise and pleasure, Andrea’s blue eyes stared at me through her glasses. My heart contracted like a fist in my chest as I realized that she was seducing my girlfriend, right there in front of me. Lisa, who had never, as far as I knew, done anything with another woman, had never expressed any interest in anything like that. But who could resist Andrea? I certainly couldn’t. It wasn’t just her looks that made her sexy, it was her whole attitude. Her confidence and kinkiness, her air of authority. If she wanted Lisa, I didn’t doubt she could have her. I groaned in despair, my cock throbbing even more powerfully, and Andrea chuckled as she nibbled lightly on Lisa’s shoulder, my girlfriend closing her eyes and opening her mouth as she released another long moan of pleasure while the vibrator did its work.

“That’s it, sexy girl,” Andrea said in that low purr her voice had become. “Feel it deep inside you. Feels good, doesn’t it? You look amazing. You’re driving your boyfriend wild. But he doesn’t get to have you, not yet. Right now, you’re mine.”

Lisa let out another little gasp of excitement. Her eyes were still closed, and she had her head tilted back. If I didn’t know better, the expression on her face would look almost like worry, almost like pain. But I knew it was quite the opposite. It was the steady swelling of desire inside her, the excitement she couldn’t understand and had given up trying to explain, just like I had. Andrea was right, in her own wild way. And part of me knew that when this was over, Lisa and I were going to have to have another talk about what had happened and where things were going to go from here. But for now, I could see her squirming in pleasure, experiencing sensations she never had before as Andrea ran her soft hands over Lisa’s body, and I watched, seeing the most sexy spectacle imaginable, something I would never even have allowed myself to imagine, now playing out in front of me.

Andrea stayed behind Lisa. She ran both her hands up and down Lisa’s body now, caressing every curve. She smiled at me over Lisa’s shoulder as she took my girlfriend’s breasts in her hands, squeezing and teasing them through the fabric of her top. Lisa moaned again, leaning back against Andrea, letting her head rest on the other woman’s shoulder.

“Let’s get this off, pretty lady,” Andrea said.

As she spoke, she took hold of Lisa’s top. And Lisa reluctantly lifted the vibrator away from her pussy, raising her arms so that Andrea could undress her. As she did, she opened her eyes, looking at me almost as if she was surprised to see me there. As if there was anywhere else I would be. But maybe, I thought to myself with a strange thrill, she had forgotten me. Maybe she really was losing herself in the excitement of what Andrea was doing to her and what she was doing to herself. And if that was the case? Well, that was about the sexiest thing I could imagine.

Andrea pulled Lisa’s top off over her head, casting it carelessly to the bedroom floor. Lisa’s dark hair cascaded out, and Andrea again took her boobs in her hands, holding them high on her chest through the bra she wore. But soon, that came off too. Andrea undid it easily, sliding it down Lisa’s shoulders and throwing that across the room, too. As Andrea caressed Lisa’s boobs, her fingers moving over my girlfriend’s swollen nipples, Lisa eagerly pressed the vibrator against her pussy again, letting out a low growl of desire as she did. I could almost see the shockwaves traveling through her, could see the wild arousal building inside her. Kneeling there at the foot of the bed, helplessly watching these two beauties get exactly what we wanted, made me feel so small, so inadequate, so pathetic. And all those feelings went straight to my cock in a burst of pure desire, making me moan and groan almost as much as my girlfriend was, but in frustration in my case, in pure pleasure in hers.

“Someone’s getting excited,” Andrea grinned, her beautiful eyes flashing dangerously as she looked at me.

“Please,” I groaned, “please untie me!”

“Did you hear that?” Andrea said to Lisa.

Lisa nodded, her eyes on me now. Taking in just how desperately I was turned on, just how willing I was to abandon all self-respect and self-control.

“I knew we could make him beg. Isn’t it cute when a boy gets so needy?”

“Yeah,” Lisa said softly, so softly that I almost had to strain to hear over the moans and groans that were coming out of her mouth. “He’s so turned on. It’s hilarious.”

As she spoke, Lisa turned her head to look at Andrea over her shoulder. And Andrea, her arms wrapped around my girlfriend, her hands still teasing Lisa’s breasts, didn’t miss the opportunity. She leaned forward, and their soft lips met, Andrea kissing Lisa with clear and obvious passion.

And after a moment, Lisa kissed her back.

I groaned in despair again as I watched them make out. I had never seen Lisa kiss anyone, and would never have wanted to. But this was undeniably erotic. Unbelievably arousing. I couldn’t believe how much this betrayal turned me on, but when it was with Andrea, everything felt unbelievably sexy. And as the two girls continued to kiss, their lips and tongues sliding over each other with growing and visible passion, I struggled against the bondage I was in. I knew there was no escape. If there had been, I would have taken advantage of it a long time ago. But I couldn’t help it, just like I couldn’t help begging. Even though I didn’t imagine it would do me any good. Even though I knew the women were getting off on my helplessness, on my submission, as if my desperation was the background music to their own rising lust.

“Please, Lisa, you look so sexy,” I groaned, and the girls didn’t stop kissing, but they did laugh against each other’s mouths as they listened to me beg. “And you, Andrea. This is driving me crazy. Please, I need to cum! I need to have you, right now!”

Finally, Andrea tore her lips away from my girlfriend’s. Smiling, she looked at me, but Lisa didn’t. Instead, she was staring at Andrea from close range, a dreamy smile on her face, her eyes traveling up and down the other woman’s exquisite features as if she was trying to memorize them. As if she had never seen her in quite this way before. There was no denying that Andrea was beautiful, and Lisa would have been more than willing to agree with that anytime I asked her. But there’s a difference between impartially admiring beauty, and actively desiring it. And it felt like Lisa, always completely straight, with zero interest in other women, had now crossed that line. If anyone had the power to turn a straight girl, it was Andrea. That much was clear.

“Shut the fuck up, loser,” Andrea said, still smiling even as she spoke the harsh words. “You don’t get this pussy, not now. You don’t deserve it. A woman like Lisa needs someone who can make her body sing, who can give her pleasure better than anything you ever could. What do you think, sexy? Want to really blow his mind?”

Finally, Lisa looked at me. Her cheeks were glowing with arousal, her eyes shining, and now, I didn’t have any doubt about what she was going to say. Neither of us knew what Andrea had in mind next, but it hardly seemed to matter. I already knew that Lisa was going to go along with it. And I also knew that I had no choice but to accept it, to watch it, to be a witness to my own humiliation and see the hottest thing I had ever seen.

“Yeah,” Lisa said softly. And Andrea looked at me with a triumphant look on her face.

Then, she let go of Lisa’s boobs. Sitting back on her knees, she reached behind her and unzipped her own dress. The skintight black leather fell away, and she peeled it off her body, the pure sexual magic of it evaporating the minute she removed it and tossed it carelessly across the room. Naked underneath, wearing only her glasses and her high heels, she turned, sitting down on the mattress.

Lisa’s body obscured my view of what Andrea was doing. Lisa was upright on her knees, her body gyrating just like the other woman’s had as she continued to tease herself with the vibrator, her clitoris showing from under its hood as the toy did its work, sending jolts of pleasure swelling through her body. Her bare breasts rose and fell, the nipples Andrea had been teasing prominent and visible, and her pretty face was a mask of pure and wanton pleasure, an expression of sexual power and dominance and devious delight unlike any I had ever seen before showing as she stared me down where I kneeled beneath her, gazing up at her in desperate desire. As if she had lost all respect for me, as if she was seeing me now the way Andrea did, like some pathetic pet unworthy of female attention, worthy only of being teased and tormented like this. Maybe that was exactly what she was seeing. Maybe Andrea was turning her in all sorts of ways, convincing her that I didn’t deserve her. In that particular moment, it seemed hard to argue with that conclusion.

“Lift up your leg.”

Andrea spoke softly, and as Lisa turned her head to look at her, I saw that now, the blond woman was lying down on the bed. She was on her back, and she put her hand on Lisa’s thigh, guiding her to where she wanted her to go. Andrea’s head was down by the footboard of the bed, the tight braid in her blond hair clearly visible as she lay down close to me, and Lisa gasped as she saw what the other woman was up to.

So did I. My cock throbbed in desperate desire, and I stared at Lisa in astonishment as she lifted her leg and straddled Andrea’s head. Lisa had never sat on my face before; I had never asked her to. I had never imagined she would be so bold, so willing to expose herself like that. In the past, even going down on her while she lay on her back had seemed to make her self-conscious, unsure of herself, reluctant. And now, she was sitting on Andrea’s beautiful face, still holding the buzzing vibrator against her clitoris, gasping in pleasure as the other woman stuck out her tongue and began to lick.

“Oh my God,” I groaned, shaking my head in disbelief, as if I could somehow dispel the sexual torture I was experiencing in that moment of unbelievable frustration. But of course, there was no escape. There was no way out. And I couldn’t tear my eyes away from this unbelievably erotic scene, this astonishingly beautiful spectacle of my girlfriend having her pussy eaten by a woman I wanted so desperately myself.

Lisa’s body contorted. She spread her knees further, her eyes closing again, great yells of pleasure rising out of her as both the vibrator and Andrea’s tongue went to work on her. Her breasts bounced, her screams getting louder and more frantic all the time, until soon, they were as loud as anything Andrea had ever done. As I watched, gasping and moaning, struggling uselessly against the bondage that held me tight, I wondered if I had ever made my girlfriend create noises like that, and I felt sure that I hadn’t. A great feeling of inadequacy and shame washed over me, but it only served to make my desire spike even more, to make me even more desperate and more horny for these women that were driving me absolutely crazy.

Andrea had her hands on Lisa’s ass, holding her up as she ate her out. I could hear the wet sound of her tongue and lips moving over Lisa’s sex, could hear the happy little grunts she was making, as if she had never tasted anything so delicious in her life. And Lisa seemed barely able to breathe, her body trembling as if she couldn’t possibly withstand the pleasure swelling inside her, but couldn’t resist it either.

She exploded. There was no other word for it, no better way to say it. My girlfriend exploded in orgasm right in front of me, and I heard Andrea spluttering underneath her, swallowing down a great flood of her juices that was even more copious than the one I had drawn out of her in the living room. Lisa leaned forward, gripping the rail of the headboard I was tied to, great sobs of pleasure racking her body as her breasts bounced, as her ribs heaved, as her legs trembled in shock. I knew as I watched that I had never seen her cum so hard in her life. A sinking feeling came over me as I realized I couldn’t compete with that. That what I had just witnessed was probably the best sex Lisa had ever had, and it wasn’t with me. Neither of us were ever going to forget that. Could our relationship even survive, now that we knew our next-door neighbour could please my woman better than I ever could?

And yet, the scene was unbelievably exciting at the same time. My cock was practically dripping as I watched, and as Lisa breathlessly crawled off Andrea’s face and flopped down on the bed beside her, the other woman rolled over.

Her big breasts swelled underneath her as she lay on her stomach on the mattress, propping her chin, shining with Lisa’s juices, on one hand as she looked at me.

“Did you see that, loser? Did you see what it looks like when your girlfriend is actually, finally satisfied?”

“Yes, Andrea.”

“Beautiful, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, Andrea. It really was.”


His Reward

Andrea got up from the bed. I watched her naked body as she circled around it, walking slowly toward me. At the same time, Lisa lay on the mattress, her shining brown eyes watching everything, too. She seemed drained by what had happened, exhausted by pleasure, but she was still curious. And who wouldn’t be? We still had no idea where any of this might lead, or what might happen next. We were still, both of us in our different ways, completely in Andrea’s power.

The things that she had shown us, about each other and about ourselves, were the most insane developments of our lives. Lisa, lying there on the bed, was every bit as astonished as I was, struggling to believe what had happened just as much as I was. The difference was, she had gotten an orgasm out of it, while I was still frustrated. And so I hoped that the game wasn’t over yet, even though I was still nervous about what might happen next. What I had already witnessed was the most erotic spectacle of my entire life, and I doubted I had ever wanted an orgasm with anything like the intensity I wanted it now.

But it was all up to Andrea. As always. And both of us, my girlfriend and I, watched our beautiful neighbor as she circled around the bed toward me, her eyes shining with excitement, every movement of her incredible body suggesting sex.

Her breasts hung from her chest as she bent over me, her blond hair trailing down around us both, apart from where the braid she wore held it in place. Her fingers worked on the knot where my leash was tied to her footboard, keeping me in place. I waited, with all the patience I could muster, for her to untie me.

When she had, she took the leash in her hand, holding it close to where it joined the pink collar I wore. She didn’t say anything as she pulled on it, urging me to my feet. She just kept smiling that sexy little smile, her confidence completely unshakable.

Turning, she led me back around the bed, the same direction she had come from herself. She pulled me toward the bed, and Lisa sat up, making room as Andrea climbed onto the mattress. She still held the leash, and so I was pulled onto the bed too, swinging my knees awkwardly up onto the mattress and inching forward with my hands still cuffed behind my back.

At the same time, it was hard not to smile. I had high hopes for what might be coming next, and after everything these women had put me through, I knew I deserved it.

Andrea let go of the leash and pushed me down onto the mattress. It was easy for her to manipulate me, to physically manhandle me, with my hands immobilized like they were. But it wasn’t like I would have resisted her anyway. Not now, when I felt on the verge of what I had been so desperately craving all night, what I had been teased with and tormented by until it started to feel like I might lose my mind.

My cock was rock hard still, and as I lay on my back, it rose above me, pointing up in the empty air. Leaning over me, Andrea wrapped her hand around it, stroking it slowly, chuckling to herself as she made me moan with desperate desire. As if there was ever any doubt about how I felt. As if anyone could possibly be surprised that I was as horny as I had ever been, after being subjected to the most erotic spectacle of my entire life.

Andrea still didn’t say a word. Moving always with that confidence, that familiarity, as if she never doubted her rights to touch me and toy with me, even though the woman barely knew me. She was right about that too, of course. I wasn’t going to say a single thing to stop her or slow her down, and I hoped that Lisa wouldn’t either. Somehow, judging by the way the night had gone, I doubted it.

Then, Andrea turned. Her movements as nimble and graceful and in control as ever, she pivoted on one knee toward me, throwing the other leg over me. She was still holding my cock all the while, and as she straddled me, she held it against herself. The fat head pressed against the wet entrance of her pussy, and as I gazed up at her smiling face, I remember thinking, this is it.

I had always been faithful to Lisa. It was still too early in our relationship to talk about forever. But there had been times when part of me had wondered if maybe, she was the last woman I would sleep with. But now it seemed that was about to change, and I couldn’t be happier about it. My heart raced in my chest, that same wild feeling of disbelief vibrating inside me, my life suddenly transformed into something so different from what it had been, so wild, so unexpected, and so welcome.

Andrea slid my cock inside her body, her wetness making me slide in easily. She let out a moan of pleasure, a tiny shiver travelling through her body as if she had been waiting for this all night, as if she had been teased and denied in any way close to what I had endured. And of course, I moaned too, breathless with excitement and pleasure as this unbelievable woman toyed with me, once again using me for her pleasure, but this time in exactly the way I would have wanted her to.

And Lisa watched it all. Just like I had watched her having sex with Andrea moments before. My shy, conventional, vanilla girlfriend now lying on the bed and watching another woman fuck me, listening to moans of pleasure rising in the air, both mine and Andrea’s. This incredible scene was truly beyond belief, but at the same time, it was happening, and every tight nerve in my body conspired to make sure I couldn’t forget that.

Andrea moved slowly, at least at first. As she sat on top of me, her thighs clamping my sides, she rocked back and forth at a leisurely pace, smiling down at me as she did. Basking once again in her sense of control, her indisputable power over me. Just like everything else, this was going to go exactly the way she wanted it. Just like everything else we did, this was completely up to her.

Her breasts bounced, matching the rhythm of her movements. Her pussy felt frankly unbelievable, its tight warmth and wetness everything I had imagined, everything I had been longing for. All those long hours of teasing and denial that had felt so brutal, I now realized, were part of what made this current moment feel so amazing. It was sex, yes. But it felt like far more than that. More intense and more outrageous than anything I had ever done before, and as I lay there, looking up at one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen riding my cock, I could barely believe my luck. Even though there was no denying that I deserved this, that I had earned it the hard way. I had put up with everything, agreed with everything these women wanted to do, and a reward for that seemed more than justified.

Still. It still felt magical, still felt impossible that this was happening, this gorgeous goddess riding on top of me and grinning in pleasure while my girlfriend watched the whole show.

Andrea increased the pace slowly, desperately slowly. But the noises she was making told me how much fun she was having, how she was enjoying the feel of my cock inside her pulsating pussy. There was no denying it. And it felt good to please her. It felt amazing to see this gorgeous goddess moving on top of me, seeming to channel her whole body into pleasure.

And of course, I wasn’t the only one watching. Lisa was too, and even though I didn’t look at her for now, captivated as I was by Andrea, I could feel the burning intensity of those brown eyes on us, practically studying what was happening right in front of her.

I could hardly imagine what might be going through Lisa’s mind as she watched. Did it feel the same for her as it had felt for me, when I watched her and Andrea play with each other? For me, that had been a high watermark, one of the most intensely erotic displays I had ever witnessed in my life, or probably ever would. Did she feel that way, watching me have sex with another woman?

I had no idea, and honestly, I didn’t give it that much thought. I was too wrapped up in my own ecstasy, feeling that long-awaited physical bliss spreading through me every time Andrea bounced on top of my shaft. I had waited so long for this, suffered so much, but now that it had arrived, I couldn’t deny that it was all 100% worth it.

Lisa moved. I felt the mattress springs shift underneath her weight, and as difficult as it was to tear my eyes away from Andrea, I turned my head to look over at my girlfriend. She pushed herself up onto her knees, crawling toward me on our next-door neighbor’s bed. My heart thumped in my chest as she kneeled above me.

As ridiculous as it might be in this situation, part of me was still at least a little concerned that she might be mad at me for what I was doing with another woman. Even though I had no choice. We both knew I wouldn’t have chosen anything else.

But she wasn’t mad. She soon proved that as she leaned down over me, pressing her lips against mine. She kissed me deeply, passionately, with a steadily increasing wildness that made my heart flutter in my chest. Up above us, Andrea kept bouncing on my cock, and her little sighs of pleasure were getting louder, turning noticeably into long moans of bliss. I grunted against Lisa’s lips as I felt Andrea’s pussy contracting around me, the waves of her pleasure spreading through both our bodies.

Lisa’s kiss was long and hungry, her wet lips and tongue sliding easily over mine. I kissed her back just as desperately, just as hungrily, and even though the night had been all about sex, kinky, naughty sex, full of dominance and submission and the wild thrill of power exchange, at the same time, I felt my heart contract with a fresh wave of love for Lisa. She was being so wild, so naughty, so open-minded. All the things I had wanted her to be more off, without ever imagining she would go this far.

I loved more about her than just the way she looked or how she was in bed. But for a long time now, it had been the case that, if I had been able to change anything about her, it would have been that. Her reticence, her disinterest in sexual experimentation. While now, thanks to Andrea, I was getting exactly what I had wanted. The same loving, caring woman who was so much fun to hang out with, but now with this unbelievable sexy edge to her.

Maybe Andrea didn’t even care what I was getting out of this. But at that moment, with Lisa’s lips locked on mine, I couldn’t escape the feeling that this strange woman, whether she knew it or not, had given me the greatest gift I could ever hope to receive.

Finally, Lisa lifted her mouth away from mine. Her brown eyes were glowing even more now as she smiled down at me, her cheeks flushed with the orgasm she had already had that night. But the look on her face told me she wasn’t done yet, even before she started to move again on the mattress.

She rose up above me on her knees. Seeming to tower above me in all her naked glory, every delightful curve of her body on display, her skin glowing with satisfaction and desire at the same time. She looked every bit as much of a goddess as Andrea was in that moment, just as in control, just as confident. As if all her doubts had melted away, replaced by the self-confidence she had contracted off our neighbor like a virus, so that she no longer questioned or second-guessed herself. She was no longer scared by her own desires. She just gave in to them, the way Andrea did, and it was the sexiest thing in the world to see this transformation in my girlfriend, to see her taking what she really wanted.

Inching toward me, she climbed over me, straddling my head. She had her back to Andrea as she looked down at me, reaching out to grab a fistful of my hair. With her legs spread on either side of my head, I could clearly see her pussy right in front of me, could see the gleam of moisture on her skin, her swollen lips proclaiming her undeniable state of arousal. The old Lisa would never have had the confidence to do this, even if I had suggested it, which I never had. But the new Lisa took what she wanted. Demanded it, in fact. And I was more than ready to serve this beautiful goddess, to do whatever she wanted, whatever would give her pleasure, whatever would encourage her to keep behaving like this.

“Eat it,” she ordered, a slight sneer in her voice as she spoke that only made her even more sexy. And of course, I did. I stuck out my tongue, pressing it against Lisa’s body as she lowered herself down toward my face, her thighs engulfing my head, her gorgeous body almost but not quite shutting out the light.

I licked and kissed her fragrant pussy with desperate hunger. And as Andrea continued to bounce up and down on top of my cock, I only got more desperate to please both women. My orgasm was practically boiling inside me, my arousal scarcely believable in its purity and power. But at the same time, I didn’t want things to end just yet. I wanted to please both these women again, to show them that I had what it took, that I was a worthy partner for them who could keep up with their outrageous sexual demands. Whether that was actually true or not remains to be seen, but I knew, at least, that I was going to give it my best shot.

So I slid my tongue into Lisa’s pussy, making her groan out loud. And I tried not to think too hard about the pleasure Andrea was giving me as she bounced up and down on top of me with wild abandon now. Trying to avoid the powerful physical sensations rising in the pit of my stomach, trying to hold off my inevitable orgasm until she had had one of her own.

It wasn’t easy. In fact, as that pleasure grew, as the air seemed to vanish from the room, leaving all of us breathless and engulfed by the undeniable power of sex, it felt impossible. I was going to explode. Andrea’s pussy was warm and snug and wet around my cock, sliding easily up and down as she rode me quickly now, her gorgeous body that I could no longer see thrashing and flailing on top of me. The taste of Lisa’s pussy filled my mouth, her own contractions around my invading tongue just as forceful and just as obvious as Andrea’s.

Pleasuring two women at the same time, two of the most beautiful women I had ever met, was more than enough to make me explode, more than enough to drive me absolutely wild with desperate desire, enough to make this night the most unforgettable of my life.

But still, I tried my best to hold out, while the two girls did nothing of the sort. They panted and moaned, they screamed and thrashed, letting themselves go completely, letting every blissful moment ring out in the bedroom that had become the setting for all of the most humiliating and most pleasurable experiences of my entire life.

I never had made Lisa cum with just my mouth before. Some women just can’t that way, and that’s fine. I had just assumed that she was one of them.

But now, as she cried out in the undeniable pitch of orgasm, I could see that that was something else I had been wrong about. Of course, Andrea had already proved how responsive my girlfriend could be, and now, she was having another orgasm, this time with me. This time it was my mouth making her spasm and scream, making the cum flow out of her like rain, and I swallowed as much as I could as it pulsed out of her, matching the powerful contractions of her sex while she squirmed and moaned above me.

Still glowing from climax, she climbed off my face, almost throwing herself down on the bed beside me. Lisa had never had that many orgasms in a single night, at least not in all the time we had been together. I knew she must be exhausted. But the good kind of exhausted, the happy kind, the kind that made her press her thighs together and moan, all by herself now as she lay on Andrea’s bed, still convulsing with the aftershocks of pleasure. As if it was all too much for her, too much for anyone to take, but in the best way possible.

But I knew the truth. She was in a state of absolute ecstasy, one unlike any I had ever seen before, the multiple orgasms she had had combining into one long song of bliss. Just as it was for me, I felt sure that this was the most incredible sexual experience of Lisa’s life. As she moaned and squirmed on the mattress, she seemed completely undone by pleasure, ravaged and ruined like I had never seen her before, and I won’t deny the boost to my ego it gave me to see her like that, seemingly completely overcome by the pleasure I had given her.

But at the same time, I had other things to think about. Because Andrea was still on top of me, her exquisite body bouncing up and down, gasping and moaning as she approached her own sexual peak, and everything she was doing, every noise she was making, every ounce of her body on top of mine, was sending an unrivaled thrill through both of us.

She didn’t outlast Lisa for long. In the position I was in, tied up and used for pleasure by these beautiful women, it wasn’t as if I had a good sense of the passage of time. But I doubted it was more than a minute or two before Andrea exploded in her own wave of wild pleasure. She trembled and howled, shockwaves of desire roaring through her body and pushing her beyond the brink of ecstasy, and I groaned at the wild explosion of her orgasm, the sudden wetness I felt pouring over me, the powerful contractions of her hungry pussy as it milked my cock of everything I had to give.

It worked.

Andrea was still moaning and thrashing, still convulsing in pure bliss, as I came inside her. My cock seemed to swell even more, and she cried out as she felt it, that last wild surge just before climax. I fired my cum into her, spurt after spurt pounded into her body as if trying to claim her as my own, as if pouring my life force into her, as if she needed more of that. The scream she gave sounded almost like triumph, as if this was what she had wanted all along. Certainly, it was exactly what I wanted. Exactly what I felt I needed, what it felt like I was going crazy without.

I let out a long growl as the peak of my pleasure passed, and Andrea sighed. Slowly, she climbed off me, my cock sliding easily out of her wet pussy as she sat down on the bed beside me, close to Lisa. Now, finally, her movements seemed to have lost her normal grace and poise, fatigue getting to her just like it had to the rest of us.

And as we all sprawled there on the bed, naked and glowing with pleasure, it felt as if we were all almost giddy with what had happened. And sure, Andrea had been the driving force behind this adventure, putting everything together, directing the whole scene. But now that the blood had cooled, now that we had all cum hard and, in the case of the girls, multiple times, it was as if even she couldn’t quite believe what had happened.

“Wow,” Lisa said quietly, her soft voice breaking the silence. Andrea laughed, and so did I. As if it finally broke the spell, pulling it out of the wild sexual game we had been playing and reminding us that, ultimately, we were all just ordinary people. Ordinary people with some unusual sexual tastes, maybe, but people all the same.

* * * * *

“So are you gay now?”

It was a question that had been weighing on me, ever since our adventure at Andrea’s apartment. I had been waiting for the right time to ask, but after a few days, I realized that wasn’t going to be a right time. There was only now.

We were sitting on the sofa, watching TV together, and so to Lisa, the question must have seemed to come out of absolutely nowhere. She blinked slowly as she turned her face toward me, her brow furrowing as she looked at me in confusion.

“What?”

“Well, you know. All that stuff with Andrea.”

Lisa paused a moment longer before answering. She seemed to be taking her time, being careful about what she said. I wondered what that meant.

“I mean, she went down on me. That’s all.”

“Yeah, but… You came.”

A shy little smile appeared across Lisa’s face. She still seemed to feel at least a little uncomfortable discussing these things, even after everything we had done together and how far we had gone. But it seemed like she was trying to answer me anyway, knowing, perhaps, that we need to discuss what had happened, at least a little.

“Yeah, I did. I mean, it was amazing. I’ve never felt anything like that before. I never came from oral before, but she just… did something to me. Then again, so did you, remember?”

Of course I remembered. How could I forget? Every detail of what we had done together had been haunting me ever since it happened, driving me wild with lust at every moment of every day. And every time I looked at Lisa, it only seemed to get worse. Whenever I looked at her, I saw her the way she had looked that night, moaning in pleasure, overcome with lust, acting like an absolute selfish goddess, blowing my mind with how sexy my girlfriend could be. No, I was never going to forget it. I was never going to stop thinking about it. That was why I was asking the question.

“So, do you like girls now?”

“That’s a bit of a leap, isn’t it? Look, you know how it is. In the heat of the moment, you find yourself doing things you never thought you would. You stop caring about the labels and just want to do what feels good. You were exactly the same.”

“Yeah, I know, but…”

And I tailed off. The truth was, I didn’t have a good answer for that. Did I want my entire sexuality to be judged by the way I had behaved that night with Andrea and Lisa? Probably not. Even if it had brought up some questions for me that I was having a hard time answering. Maybe, in some sense, it was easier to ask her than ask myself.

“It’s not that simple, Steve. No, I don’t like girls like that. That’s the simple answer. But it doesn’t explain what happened the other night. And it doesn’t explain the way I feel about Andrea.”

“You like her?”

“Of course I like her,” Lisa said with a grin that spread slowly across her face, as if even just thinking about our neighbour made her happy. “But like her, like her? Is that what you mean? Because I don’t know about that. I don’t even know the woman. Neither do you. All I know is that she’s super sexy, and the things she does turn me on. Just like they do for you. I mean, do you like her?”

“Same,” I said. “I mean, she’s hot. She sexy. But sometimes, I think she’s a little bit crazy.”

Lisa laughed at that.

“Well, we must be at least a little bit crazy too, to go along with it,” she said. “Because, I mean, I had fun. That’s putting it mildly. It was… amazing.”

“Yeah. Yeah, it was,” I said slowly, staring at the floor in front of me. Talking to my girlfriend hadn’t really cleared anything up, but at the same time, I knew what she meant. If she wanted to be with girls, that was fine by me, as long as she was still into me too. But Andrea clearly had a way of bringing sides out of us that we never expected, that we might never have indulged if she didn’t come along. That was part of what made her so exciting, so fascinating, and so difficult to deal with.

“So do you want to do it again? Even with all that bondage, all that teasing? I could see how we were driving you crazy. And you know if we do it again, it will be more of the same. That’s just how it works. You submitting to us, and us girls doing whatever the hell we want. With you, and with each other.”

I stared at Lisa, my cock rising in my pants with every word she spoke. It was unbelievable, the change in her. And even if I could still detect at least a trace of her former hesitation, her old self-consciousness, it was nowhere near what it used to be. She was growing in confidence all the time, encouraged by Andrea’s kinky mind to go to places we had never been before. In my own way, I was just trying to keep up.

“Yeah, I want to do it again.”

Lisa smiled.

“Good. Me too.”


Planning Their Next Move

As Andrea knocked on the door of her apartment, I got to my feet. I knew it was her. We were expecting her. Lisa had invited her around to talk, and even though the thought made me nervous, I suppose it was inevitable. We did have to talk about what had happened, and what happened next. I knew Andrea would have some ideas about that, and I suspected that Lisa did too.

As for me? Well, I was still excited by what had happened, and by the possibilities it represented. I wanted more. That was undeniable. What had happened excited me so much, and all the suffering these women had inflicted on me had turned out to be more than worth it.

This was just talking. At least, that was what Lisa told me. But there was no way to deny that any time these women got together, I couldn’t help thinking about the possibility of sex. Andrea, especially, was completely unpredictable, capable of seemingly anything, but Lisa, too, was becoming almost more than I could handle, more than I could believe. Whatever might happen from this meeting, I couldn’t help thinking about sex.

Of course, seeing Andrea did nothing to change that.

She wasn’t dressed to provoke me, at least as far as I could tell. So far, most of the outfits I had seen her in were mind- blowingly sexy, but this time, she appeared more casual. She was wearing a T-shirt and jeans, and if those jeans were cut so tight they looked like they were painted onto her body, that was as much a fashion choice as it was a deliberate provocation.

Still, there was no hiding that body of hers. There was no disguising that pretty face. She was wearing her trademark glasses again, her hair long and loose on her shoulders, and her smile as she looked at me was just as dazzling as I remembered it. Already half-hard from the idea of what might be coming, I only felt myself getting more aroused at the sight of her. And the smile on her face seemed to suggest she knew it.

Maybe that was just the way she looked. From the day I had met her, she had seemed like a woman with secrets behind those dazzling eyes, and now I knew the truth, that seemed even more apparent to me.

“Hi. Come in,” I said, pushing the door wider. Andrea followed me into her apartment as I headed down the hallway and toward the living room.

Lisa was standing in front of the couch. She, too, had dressed casually, but just like Andrea, it wasn’t like she had to put in a lot of effort to turn me on. She was wearing a T-shirt too, plus some black leggings that clung to every curve of her lower body, showing off her amazing ass, her toned thighs, and as the two of them embraced, I felt that swell of arousal inside me again as I remembered everything we had done together. They sat down on the sofa, next to each other, and I sat down in the armchair looking at them.

“So how’s everyone doing?” Andrea said. Sitting between me and Lisa, she turned her head from side to side to expose both of us to that beaming smile, that beautiful face.

“Yeah, good,” Lisa said. “How are you?”

“Fantastic,” Andrea beamed. “So, want to talk about ground rules?”

Straight to it, as usual. She was never blunt, but she had a way of being direct. Because unlike Lisa and I, Andrea never seemed to doubt what she was doing. She never felt the slightest need to be apologetic about her preferences, or to hide what she really wanted. It was one of the most admirable things about her.

“Yeah, I guess we should,” Lisa said, her brown eyes darting toward me for a second.

“Well, look. I love playing with you guys. It’s so much fun helping a couple explore their kinky side. And you’re both pretty cute, too, which helps. But how far you want to take things is up to you. I mean, take the other the night. It seemed like we were all good with that, right?”

“Yeah,” Lisa said, smiling that shy smile as her eyes flickered to me again. Andrea turned to look at me too, raising her eyebrows behind the black frames of her glasses.

“Yeah, that was good.”

Andrea’s teeth showed as she grinned.

“All right. So I get to have sex with both of you. Works for me.”

We all laughed at that, a little humor helping to break the tension.

“What about others?”

“Others?”

Lisa’s brow furrowed again as she looked at Andrea, and I was just as confused as my girlfriend was. Andrea took a deep breath before applying.

“Well, if you guys aren’t monogamous, what about bringing other people into the mix? I mean, Steve, how sexy was it watching Lisa having sex with me?”

The way she said it, so calmly, so plainly, as if she was just discussing the weather, was so strange to me. I could feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment at having to admit what had happened, and I hoped it didn’t show in my face. I tried to appear just as calm and unaffected by it as she was, trying to pretend to be far more a man of the world than I really was.

“Yeah, it was super hot,” I said. “Are you talking about other women?”

Andrea shrugged.

“Is that the rule? She can have sex with other women but not other men?”

Sitting on the sofa beside Andrea, Lisa gasped as we talked about her. Probably this had never crossed her mind. For that matter, it hadn’t crossed mine, either. Just processing what we had already done was more than enough to keep our brains turning over, and introducing more people had never occurred to either of us. Now that Andrea had said it, my mind raced. What would that be like? Of course, Andrea was absolutely right that watching Lisa in the throes of orgasm with someone else had been one of the peak sexual experiences of my life. But it had already caused me so much confusion and doubt at the same time.

“Yeah,” I said. “I don’t want you being with another guy.”

“I don’t want to be with other guys either,” Lisa said. “Or girls. I just want you.”

“That’s sweet,” Andrea said, leaning over to place her hand on Lisa’s thigh. “But it’s kind of a shame, too. I think you’d make an awesome little cuckoldress, and I know some really, really hot guys.”

Lisa smiled that smile again, glancing at me as if I could help her out. But in the situation we were in, I had no more experience than she did. I didn’t even understand that word that Andrea had used, but I got the gist of what she was saying, and it made me nervous.

That was exactly what I didn’t want, to lose Lisa to someone else. Seeing her play with Andrea was wildly exciting, but it didn’t follow that I could stand to see her with another guy. Even the thought of it made my stomach do flips, made my head spin with a toxic mix of fear and hatred. And this wasn’t the fun game of jealousy we played with Andrea, the unexpected thrill of seeing Lisa cum with another woman. This was the bad kind, the sick kind, the kind that sent a shiver down my spine and made me almost breathless with fear.

“I don’t want that,” I said, and Andrea nodded.

“Okay. That’s a hard boundary. No problem there.”

And then, a shadow of doubt seemed to across her pretty face, and she looked at both of us in turn.

“You’re not expecting me to stop having fun with other people, though, are you? I mean, you guys are great, but I’m not looking to be part of an exclusive throuple.”

Lisa looked at Andrea, at me, and back again at the other woman.

“No, that’s up to you,” she said. I said nothing. Again, the idea had never occurred to me. Still, now that it was in my mind, I couldn’t deny a little bit of surprise at what Andrea was saying. How insatiable was this woman, that she felt she needed more than the two of us?

“Cool. See, this is why it’s important to talk about these things. To make sure we’re all on the same page. I’ve got one rule of my own, though. The girls have to be in charge. You, Stevie boy, are always going to be submissive to me. Is that clear?”

Her eyes flashed through the lenses of her glasses as she spoke, fixing me from where she sat on the sofa. I met her gaze, but as I did, I was conscious of Lisa sitting just behind her, staring at me with an undisguised thrill of excitement on her face. She loved this. She had learned to love it, over the course of the last few days, discovering this sadistic side to herself as she enjoyed that same sadism in Andrea.

And I loved it too. Whether I was ready to admit it to myself or not, the truth was, that was exactly what I wanted to hear. Having sex with these two women was an unbelievable thrill, and any kind of sexual contact with them would’ve been amazing. But it was even better when it was like it had been, based on power and control, on domination and submission, the kinky pleasure of giving up control and being bossed around by Andrea and, more and more, by Lisa, too.

“Yeah, that’s clear,” I said.

Playfully, Andrea slapped Lisa’s thigh, and Lisa giggled.

“Good. Then I think we’re all on the same page. Looks like we have ourselves a little slave boy, Lisa. The question now is, what do we do with him?”

“I have a few ideas.”

The smile that spread across Lisa’s face was incredible. She looked at me with a look in her eyes that was almost wolfish, hungry, predatory. And I felt a shiver of desire racing through me, my cock swelling even more inside my pants as I looked at her and Andrea, both these women fully aware of what their beauty did to me, and ready and willing, now, to use it like the weapon it was.

“Really? Well, you’ll have to tell me in private. I want to keep it a surprise for him.”

“Okay.”

Lisa stood up, and as much as it surprised me, I think it even caught Andrea by surprise, too. Her eyebrows rose on her forehead, her lips parting in another long smile, and Lisa looked nervously toward me for a second before heading to the bedroom. Andrea, meanwhile, grinned at me. She sprang up from her seat on the sofa, following my girlfriend toward the bedroom.

“Stay there,” she instructed as she passed. And I watched them walk away from me, listened to the bedroom door close behind them, heard the sound of their voices without being able to make out the individual words.

I waited. This, I suppose, was what I had signed up for, agreeing to obey them and be their humble sex slave so easily. It wasn’t even hard for them. I wanted them so badly, I couldn’t even begin to resist, and the more they talked about me that way, the more excited I got. The more I fell under their spell.

I fidgeted as I sat there in the armchair. Of course, my mind was racing as I wondered what they might be talking about, what they might be planning. Of course, I couldn’t help trying to imagine what they might be thinking of, but I also knew that my imagination was nothing compared to that of Andrea.

And then, I heard it. The sound of their voices continued, but it had changed. There was something new in the sound of it, the rhythm. I shook my head, hesitant for a second to believe what I was hearing. But before long, it became abundantly clear.

I stood up. My cock made a solid bulge in my pants as I walked toward the bedroom door. The closer I got, the louder the sounds they were making became. I pressed my ear against the door, and it left me in no doubt. They weren’t talking anymore. They were having sex.

I could hear Lisa’s soft moans of pleasure, growing louder all the time. I thought of Andrea on top of her, their two beautiful bodies merged by the rhythm of pleasure, and it made me breathless even to picture.

I opened the door.

Lisa let out a cry of surprise that soon turned to another moan of pleasure. In seconds, my eyes took in the whole scene in front of me, and it felt as if it was burning itself into my brain, being added instantly to the constantly growing stockpile of wild and sexy images I had been given over the past few days.

Lisa was lying down on our bed. Her leggings were gone, and so was her T-shirt. So were her panties, but she was still wearing her bra. She had her legs spread, her knees bent, raised slightly in the air. Her dark hair fanned out across the pillow, just the way I had seen it so many times before, but never quite like this.

Andrea lay beside her, almost on top of her. She was still fully clothed, still wearing her jeans and T-shirt. She had her hand between Lisa’s thighs, and I could see two fingers shining as she slid them in and out of my girlfriend’s swollen lips. Her long blond hair hung down around her face as she leaned over Lisa, her face just inches from hers, a smile of delight on her face at what she was doing to this supposedly straight girl.

But as I stepped through the door, Andrea’s face changed. She lifted her head to look at me, and anger blazed in her blue eyes behind her customary glasses.

“Get out,” she said, no longer smiling.

Lisa moaned in response. She turned her head, her eyes almost rolling with pleasure as she looked at me, as if she couldn’t quite focus. She let out another little gasp, whether of surprise or pleasure I couldn’t tell. But she didn’t argue with Andrea. She never did. Content to go along for the ride, content just like I was to do whatever the more experienced woman said.

I just stood there. I couldn’t tear myself away. The sight of Lisa was just too beautiful, too erotic, and my throbbing cock made me desperate for sex.

Andrea climbed off the bed. Moving quickly, she circled around it, striding toward the door. Gripping the door in her hand, she stared at me.

“If we want you to watch, loser, we’ll let you know,” she snarled. “Go back out there and wait like a good boy until I’m done fucking your girlfriend.”

Over on the bed, Lisa let out a laugh that still dripped with pleasure. And Andrea didn’t wait for any response from me. She swung the door shut, closing it between us, kicking me out of my own bedroom.

Standing there rejected, I listened to her make her way back across the room. I listened to the bedsprings creak underneath her weight as she got back on the mattress. I heard her say something, but didn’t catch the words she spoke, and I heard Lisa laugh. Then, I heard something else. The wet sound punctuated by soft murmurs that told me they were kissing.

It was unbelievable. Not that they were doing it, after everything that had happened between them, after what Lisa had just said in the living room. But that I was enduring it. That I was allowing it to happen. My girlfriend was cheating on me, and Andrea seemed to want me to understand that, to feel it as the betrayal it was, as if she knew I wasn’t going to do anything about it. Yet another humiliation, but maybe the worst, because this wasn’t even in the context of kinky sex. I was just kicked out, replaced in my own bed by the woman from next door, and an inner voice told me I should never allow this to happen.

But what was I supposed to do about it? That was a far harder question to answer. After all, this was what I had wanted, in a way. Only with me involved. But as I stood there in front of the closed door, I knew that this was partly the point. These women, Andrea especially, wanted me to understand what submission to them really meant. I wasn’t always going to get what I wanted. Maybe I wasn’t always even going to be involved. These two vixens were going to do exactly what they wanted with each other, whenever they felt like, and whether I would be involved or not was entirely up to them.

Unbelievable. Outrageous. But undeniably sexy at the same time. That was the problem. Andrea seemed to intuitively know what these games did to me, and that part of me, at least, responded to them in a way that was hard to understand. That was all she needed to go ahead, supremely confident in her ability to make me put up with whatever she wanted to do.

She was right.

Lisa’s sounds of pleasure filled our apartment as I headed back toward the living room, ashamed and defeated. The sounds of her pleasure grew louder all the time, almost as if she was mocking me as I sat down in the armchair I had just vacated. I couldn’t avoid listening; she was so loud, I couldn’t help but hear. And again, not for the first time, I wondered if I had ever pleased my girlfriend as much as Andrea clearly could.

I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t help myself at all. As if to add to the shame I was feeling, I unfastened my pants and reached inside, grabbing some tissues from the box on the living room coffee table. I was too turned on to resist, and the sound of Lisa having noisy sex from our bedroom with someone else was driving me insane with desire, and if I was going to be denied pleasure by these women, I didn’t see what other choice I had. Listening to Lisa getting fucked, I started to frantically stroke my cock.

I came long before she did. After all, working solo, it only took me a minute or two. I growled as I spurted into the tissues held in my free hand, and all the while, Lisa kept on moaning. The two women had no idea, and it was like they weren’t even thinking about me. Completely absorbed in their mutual pleasure in our bedroom, like I didn’t even exist.

And now that I had cum, the shame bit even more keenly. The disgrace of it all, the idea of being replaced in Lisa’s bed, even by someone as undeniably attractive as Andrea. It was yet another potent cocktail of emotions, another ordeal I had no choice but to endure while female pleasure filled the room around me, and I waited to see what came next.

I wiped off my cock and put it back in my clothes, zipping up. Again, I thought about heading to the bedroom, about demanding that they stop. But part of me knew I wouldn’t. By now, I knew the rules. After all, they had been more than clear. And I wanted this to continue. Even though, once again, I was being tortured by the women, I didn’t want it to stop. It was so exciting, so wild, and the more it hurt, the more addictive it seemed to become.

It was a long time coming. But eventually, I heard a cry that seemed almost torn out of Lisa’s throat, heard the way it caught in her shivering body as she reached orgasm. And then, the apartment got quiet. From the bedroom, I heard only the murmur of soft voices again, the two of them talking to each other about what they had done.

I waited some more.

Finally, the bedroom door opened. I heard someone head to the bathroom, closing the door behind them, and water ran in the pipes of the apartment. The bathroom door opened again, and I heard footsteps heading back to the bedroom. But not for long.

Soon, Andrea came around the corner into the living room, followed by Lisa. Lisa, for her part, had a sheepish look on her face, her glowing skin unable to hide the pleasure the other woman had given her. Her eyes flickered toward me, then darted away again, as if she couldn’t bring herself to look at me, knowing what I knew about what she had just done. At the same time, there wasn’t the faintest hint of regret or doubt on her face. Just from her expression, I got the feeling that, if asked, she would do the exact same thing again.

Andrea, of course, didn’t seem even the slightest bit embarrassed. If anything, she seemed more proud of herself. She walked through our apartment as if she owned the place, showing again that total confidence she always had, that poise in every movement, that gleam in her eyes that told me she knew exactly how appealing she was, and knew exactly what she could get away with.

She walked toward me, a smile on her face. But as she saw the wad of tissue on the floor at my feet, her expression changed. A look of disgust crossed over those gorgeous features, and inwardly, I cursed myself for not hiding the evidence. But of course, how could I have known that that wasn’t allowed either? No one had ever told me, and if they had, I doubted I could have resisted the impulse anyway.

“Oh my God, did you just jerk off listening to us?”

Behind Andrea, I heard Lisa laughing, and my cheeks burned with a new rush of shame.

“I couldn’t help it,” I said, and Andrea rolled her eyes.

“Pathetic,” she said. “You mean to tell me you were so turned on by the sound of your girlfriend cheating on you that you had to stroke your worthless cock to it? See, I told you he was a natural cuck.”

She spoke those last words over her shoulder, to Lisa. Lisa circled around to stand next to the other woman, in front of me as I gazed up from the armchair, not knowing what to say. Of course this was ridiculous. Of course this was completely unfair, an outrageous double standard if ever there was one. But at the same time, I knew that that was the point. This game was never meant to be fair. Quite the opposite. It was always about these women flexing their power over me, demonstrating what they could do, what they could make me put up with. And so far, no matter how much they pushed, we still hadn’t yet found that line I wouldn’t cross.

“I guess you were right,” Lisa murmured. But her eyes were on me as she spoke, looking me up and down. She had just had an orgasm. If I hadn’t been able to see it in her glowing face, I would’ve known it anyway from the noises I heard her make through the closed door of the bedroom. But it seemed to have just encouraged her more. This desire was a fuel that she seemed unable to get enough of, and even though it stung to know that it was Andrea, not me, who had awoken this part of her, I couldn’t be angry over the result.

“We’re going to have to do something about that.”

Andrea shifted her weight, and I grunted as she pressed one bare foot into my crotch. Her toes moved over the front of my pants, my cock soft after my recent orgasm, but already, I could feel desire blooming inside me again. And I thought of pushing her foot away, but again, I didn’t do it. Again, I let her do what she wanted, treating my body like her own property, always in the hope of some reward for my obedience.

“You need to learn that this thing only gets used when we say so,” Andrea said, looking straight into my eyes as she spoke. “Me, or Lisa. We own you now, and you don’t cum unless we decide you can. Understand, slave?”

I looked at her, and at Lisa, smiling sweetly beside her. They were both so different, not just in looks, but in temperament. And yet, this was where they found common ground. Dominating and bullying me, bossing me around, teasing me with what I couldn’t have and driving me crazy with a desire that only they could satisfy. What Andrea was saying was totally outrageous, and totally sexy at the same time, and that ever-growing submissive part of me loved the idea, wanted nothing more than to give her the power she was demanding. At the same time, the more rational part of my mind told me that it was just going to make me even more submissive, going to give her even more control. But after all, that was what all three of us, in our separate ways, wanted.

“Yes, Andrea,” I said. Just the faintest trace of a satisfied smile showed on her lips as she pressed her toes just a little more firmly against my crotch. Commanding. Possessive. Everything that made me want this woman, and made me fear her at the same time.

“Well, we’ll see,” she said. “We’ll see if you can control yourself. Or maybe I need to take a more active part in your training. I have some plans for you, slave boy. This just confirms what I already knew. That you need me to control you even more.”

As she spoke, she took her foot away, putting it back down on the floor. She turned to Lisa then.

“You can tell him what we decided. See you tomorrow?”

“Yeah, see you tomorrow,” Lisa said, smiling a smile at her new female lover that made my heart burn with jealousy all over again. Andrea turned, heading toward the door of our apartment without another word, leaving me alone with my girlfriend to wait and see what these women had decided was going to happen next.

As the door closed behind her, Lisa took a deep breath. Then, she sat down on the sofa, letting it out in a long sigh.

“Well, she definitely has some interesting ideas,” she said.


Andrea’s Surprise

She was the type to put ideas into action.

Andrea had proved that already. And as we prepared for our next encounter, I knew, without any doubt, that was going to be the case again. After all, we had talked things over. We had decided, as far as we could, where our boundaries lay and where we might go from here. Without, of course, plotting the whole thing out and removing the excitement of the unknown.

That was what vibrated inside me as I once again waited for Lisa to get ready. Already, we were starting to slip into a kind of routine for these nights. Already, it was starting to become familiar, without ever getting anywhere close to being dull.

I didn’t waste too much time getting ready myself. I had a feeling that whatever clothes I put on, I probably wouldn’t be wearing them for long. These girls like to see me naked, even if they didn’t necessarily do anything with me. Or at least, not as often as I would’ve liked.

Then again, could it ever be as often as I would have liked? If it was up to me, the three of us would do nothing except have sex all day, forgetting all other responsibilities to spend every hour in bed together.

But I would take what I could get. They knew that. After all, that was part of the dark magic that kept me doing this, kept me coming back to them to be treated as badly as they wanted to treat me.

Lisa, though, was making an effort. And I knew, with that weird feeling I always got deep in my gut at times like this, that it wasn’t for me. It didn’t feel good to know that she was getting ready for someone else. It didn’t feel good to know that just next door, there was someone she wanted more than me. At the same time, it filled me with the wildest kind of desire, anytime I thought of the two of them together.

And I thought about it a lot. Nothing in the life I had lived up to that point could have possibly prepared me for the idea that one day, the thing that might turn me on most was my girlfriend having sex with someone else. It seemed like such a reversal of how things should be, such a transgression.

But I had seen the two of them together. I knew what their beautiful bodies looked like, merged and melting together. And I would challenge anyone who had seen it for themselves to feel any differently from how I did.

Besides, as I was quickly learning, the wildness and depravity of it all was part of the attraction. Maybe these games wouldn’t be as fun if they didn’t come with  a built-in sense that maybe, we were doing something wrong. There we were, in some ways, risking what had been overall a relatively happy relationship, though often, for me, disappointingly sexless, in the chase of this wild sexual ecstasy.

But I couldn’t resist the way Lisa had gone from being shy and reserved to… whatever this was. Wild and sexually uninhibited, almost voracious, in her own way. The more time we spent with Andrea, the more it started to seem like the other woman’s character traits were transferring themselves to my girlfriend.

To be clear, Lisa had a long way to go before she was as confident and dominant and demanding as Andrea was.

But already, I could see that for the most part, the difference between the two women was one of degree. The same things turned them on. Power and control, and the wild rush of being desired. They got it the same way: by teasing and torturing me, by making me bow down before them and practically worship them as sex goddesses. As much of a surprise as all this had been to me, I didn’t have to waste any time trying to guess what they got out of it. I could see that perfectly well myself. And that translated into greater confidence, and that made them even more desirable in my eyes.

If that was even possible. Because the way I felt about these women was starting to take on new and wild proportions. It was starting to feel almost like an obsession.

And how could I not be obsessed with them? They were so beautiful and so cruel, so well aware of the effect their beauty had on me. I didn’t fully understand why that was such a turn-on to me, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t.

And I lived with one of them and next door to the other, so there was no getting away from it. Even when they weren’t around, I was thinking of them. Memories of the things we had done together practically haunted me, occupying my mind at all hours of the day, even when those kinds of thoughts were totally inappropriate. I couldn’t help it. I had no need any longer to fantasize about sex; the life I was living now was the biggest turn-on I had ever known. And it was all thanks to the unbelievable games we were playing.

Lisa stepped out of the bathroom, finally ready. I couldn’t say she wasn’t worth the wait. She was wearing a red dress I had seen before, the vibrant color a perfect match for her dark hair and eyes, the cut of the fabric showing off just enough of her body to make it difficult to look away. It was a dress she could easily wear in public, and had done so maybe once before, at some dinner we had gone to for a special occasion. It wasn’t inappropriate. But now, knowing the intention behind it, guessing at least some of what lay ahead, it seemed absolutely scandalous.

She was wearing a pair of high heels, too, strappy shoes that showed off her painted toes, matching her dress. With another little stab of that delicious jealousy I was becoming so familiar with, I asked myself when was the last time she had gotten so dressed up for me? When was the last time I made her feel like Andrea did?

I knew this was part of the game, part of the things the girls said to drive me crazy with desire. But I also knew that that didn’t mean it wasn’t true. And really, I knew I couldn’t hope to compete with Andrea. I mean, look at her. She looked like a model, like a movie star, like a goddess. The only defence I would have had against someone who looked like that was the idea that my girlfriend was straight, and that had been exploded by the games these two played together.

Whatever Lisa was — gay, straight, bi, curious — the label didn’t fundamentally matter. What mattered was the way she acted and the way she felt. And sometimes, it felt that she was almost as into Andrea as I was, almost as desperately attracted to this beautiful woman as I felt, even though it felt like there was something almost unfair about that. After all, I’ve been staunchly and resolutely straight my entire life.

I knew it didn’t make much sense, but I felt like in some way, I had more right to be attracted to Andrea than my girlfriend did.

Not that any of that mattered, of course. Ultimately, I had no say in things, and that was what we all agreed on. That was what we all wanted. Even me, in my own way. In the strange way that this unexpected part of me that was turned on by my humiliation and disgrace, at least as big a surprise to me as it was to Lisa. But it made all of this work. It made this game the wild adventure that it was, and if we flirted with suffering, or even went beyond flirting into the reality of it from time to time, it was only because we all wanted that. Me included.

And Lisa, too. As she stood in front of me in our bedroom, her brown eyes were glowing with that same look of mischief and excitement that was getting more and more familiar to me. I could almost see it rolling off her, as if her radiant joy was bending the light around her, like the shadow of a candleflame you can just about see on a bare white wall.

For a moment, neither of us said a word. I just looked at her, and she looked back at me, the moment feeling in some way too big for words. Neither of us knew exactly what was coming, but we both knew the broad strokes of what to expect.

More teasing. More humiliation, for me, anyway. And more pleasure from her. More of this sexual experimentation she was enjoying so much, more of the wild thrill of being wanted so badly. What more could you ask for? What more could I want? Her eyes as she looked wordlessly at me suggested that she didn’t understand what was happening in our relationship anymore than I did. But there was no doubt, not even for a moment, that she was enjoying it at least as much as I was.

“Ready?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be.”

A stock phrase, a kind of joke. But the kind of joke with real meaning behind it. I knew better now what to expect from the games we played with Andrea, or at least felt like I did. It was never going to take me by surprise as much as it had that first time. But also, there was no real way to prepare for this. No obvious way to prepare for what you don’t really understand, the sides of yourself that are as opaque to you as if you were a stranger watching from the outside. That, I suppose, was something me and Lisa shared in this adventure. We weren’t just discovering new facets of ourselves. We were discovering a way of being, and it was intoxicating precisely because it was terrifying. Because neither of us knew where this might lead, and the only thing we could be confident of was that it felt so good, better than either of us would ever have imagined, to lose control like this.

I stood up. I walked toward Lisa, and she watched me approach. Saying nothing, her dark eyes following my every movement. As I got close to her, I smelled the perfume she had applied, and felt another little wrench in my heart at being confronted with the fact that she wanted to smell good for Andrea.

I kissed her, slowly and tenderly, letting her feel all the passion I felt for her, all the wild love that had seemed so at risk over the last little while, when our sex life had seemed about to drain away. Now, it was fully back, burning, perhaps, brighter than ever, almost a counterpoint to the dark delights Andrea had introduced us to, the way the deepest shadows only make the light seem stronger. And as I kissed her, it felt, if not like the last time, at least the last time for a long while.

Because I knew, in a way that made me shiver with unrelieved lust, that made me breathless and rockhard every time I thought of it, that I would be handing her over to someone else. Letting someone else seduce my girlfriend and give her a kind of pleasure that I couldn’t create, could barely even imagine, even as I watched it playing out right in front of my disbelieving eyes. As if, once we stepped out of the door of our own apartment, that would be it. We would be in Andrea’s world. And both of us knew exactly what that meant.

Our lips parted, and I took her hand. Still, I didn’t say anything. I looked into her eyes, looking, I suppose, for any trace of doubt or hesitation. Almost wordlessly trying to remind her that if we wanted to, we could always opt out. We could always say no. What had been happening didn’t need to continue. Nothing compelled us to do what we were doing.

But deep down, I already knew what her answer would be if I asked the question. That this was what Lisa wanted. Just like it was what I wanted. Confusing and occasionally scary as it might be, nothing changed that fact.

Then we walked out of our apartment, out into the empty hallway of the building, taking the few short steps to Andrea’s place that felt always like a couple of miles. It was the threshold between her world and ours, between one way of life and another. Between the people that we were in our everyday existence, just a regular young couple doing their best to make their way through life, and the people we became in Andrea’s presence. Wanton, kinky, sexually insatiable people who forgot about everything except pleasure, who abandoned everything familiar in search of that unbelievable high.

Still holding Lisa’s hand, I knocked on the door. From inside, we had the familiar sound of Andrea’s high heels on the floor. I didn’t doubt for a moment that she would dress up and look stunning for the occasion; she always did.

But somehow, I was never quite prepared for the onslaught of her beauty that hit me like a pressure wave of some powerful bomb. Partly, I suppose, because Andrea always found some way to take it to another extreme.

She was wearing her trademark glasses with the thick black frame that highlighted and accentuated her beautiful blue eyes. Though I knew better than to laugh, it was almost funny to see them on her face. They suited her, enhancing her beauty rather than detracting from it. But at the same time, in the situation we were now in, they were almost like a callback to a different, more mundane way of life.

I remembered the first time I had ever met her, and her beauty had blown me away even then, but I had had no idea of who she really was. And certainly not of the part she would come to play in my own life. Those glasses on her, combined with the rest of her outfits, served as a strange little reminder that outside of our kinky game that seemed so all-consuming, there was a real world. The place, I suppose, that these games offered an escape from.

Because the rest of her outfit was jaw-dropping. I don’t really know exactly what I had expected. By now, I knew Andrea well enough to know that she was the type to go all out, and that flaunting her beauty in front of us was a vital part of the game the three of us played together. Still, for all the provocative things I had seen her in up to that point, I hadn’t expected this.

She was wearing latex. Black shining latex that clung to the curves of her body like a second skin, that made the breath catch in my lungs just from looking at her, as if the sight of her alone could make me lose control of myself right there in the hallway of our building. Maybe it could. If anyone could, it was her.

She was wearing a catsuit, cut low to show her incredible cleavage, held on her shoulders by two thin straps. Her arms were bare, and below the erotic swell of her breasts, the gleaming latex covered every inch of her body while managing at the same time to reveal every curve. The way the light shone off her stomach, her hips, and her thighs was absolutely intoxicating, making her seem almost inhuman, like some creature more sexy than any mortal woman could hope to be.

She stood tall in a pair of high heels, her skintight suit disappearing into a pair of black leather knee-high boots. She had her hair gathered back behind her head, tied today in one single and elaborate French braid that reached halfway down her back. Her gorgeous features were accentuated by careful application of makeup that made her even more beautiful, even more desirable, and it made me even more breathless as I looked at her, even in front of my own beautiful partner.

Some women are beautiful. Some women are sexy. It’s rare that one person combines both, but Andrea did almost flawlessly, and every time I saw her, it reminded me why I was so obsessed with her. In some way, it justified the things I let her do to me, the way I gave into her so completely and unthinkingly. When she looked like this, it really didn’t feel like I had any other choice.

Lisa was just as taken aback. As I tried to tear my eyes away from Andrea, I saw my girlfriend gazing at the other woman in pure astonishment. Just as blown away as I was. Just as enraptured. And after all, if Andrea could take a straight girl like Lisa and seduce her, what better testament could there be to just how stunning she was? I was sure she saw it like that, too. For her, this game was all about ego. She was a woman who absolutely did not need any kind of boost to her already formidable confidence, but she was getting it anyway. And as I said, it only made her sexier.

“Come in, guys.”

The smile spread across her face was more friendly than sinister, as if she was just inviting us in for a few drinks. But no one dresses that way for a simple social encounter. As she spoke, she turned, leading the way into her apartment that was like a mirror of ours, and as she went, I couldn’t keep myself from staring at her ass.

The black latex clung to it, tightly gripping every incredible curve, and I didn’t even really try not to look, knowing it would be basically impossible anyway. I didn’t want to throw it in her face, but it no longer seemed to matter if Lisa caught me looking at the other woman. After all, she had cheated on me with Andrea first. Besides, cheating, I knew, wasn’t really the right way to think about it. Everything either of us did with her was completely with the consent of the other. With wholehearted enthusiasm, in fact. Whatever else this madness might be, it was a game we played together.

I was already half-hard just from looking at Andrea, just from watching her body move with that tight latex shining around her. As we followed her into the living room, she stood in front of the sofa, grinning at us as she let us take in the provocative sight of her. She even seemed to pose for a moment, standing with her hand on one hip to emphasize her unbelievably curvaceous form. Just like always, everything she did was so deliberate, so calculated, and so incredibly sexy, all at the same time.

Then, once she knew I had had an eyeful, she turned her shining eyes on me. Just meeting her gaze made me feel nervous, knowing I could only imagine what kind of thoughts went through her head as she looked at me. While to her, I knew, I was an open book. After all, it hardly took a genius to know that looking at her, dressed like that, all I could think about was sex.

“Ready to make amends for your bad behaviour last time?

I blinked. As far as I was concerned, I had done everything I was told, once again willingly letting these women betray and humiliated me for their own perverse pleasure. All the same, I knew it didn’t matter what I thought or believed. If Andrea decided I had displeased her, that was that. Knowing her the way I did now, I didn’t doubt for a moment that any failure, real or perceived, would come with consequences.

She didn’t seem to expect me to answer, at least.

“Take your clothes off,” she ordered, as dispassionately as if she were ordering food in a restaurant. And I felt Lisa’s burning eyes watching my every move, practically daring me to put up a fight while knowing, surely, that I never would.

I stripped off in front of the two of them, right there in Andrea’s living room. Another experience that was becoming familiar, though anything but mundane. Both women watched, enjoying the show of submission I was putting on, all of us knowing exactly where it would lead in the end.

As I pulled down my pants and underwear, my cock sprang out, hard and ready as it always was around these two. Behind her glasses, Andrea’s eyes flickered down to my manhood, and I saw a smirk of amusement on her face as she looked at it, seeing my appreciation of her irresistible beauty and the desperate throbbing of my member right in front of her.

“Someone’s a greedy boy,” she said, staring right at my erection without the slightest hint of hesitation or self-consciousness. “Thinking already about fucking us?”

“You didn’t wear that to not look sexy,” I said. Andrea laughed out loud at that, and after a slight pause, so did Lisa.

“You like it?”

As she spoke, Andrea struck another pose, running a hand over the curve of one hip, over the shining latex that wrapped her like some unspeakably expensive gift, her incredible body feeling in that moment like all I could ever want. “You should be careful. Dressing like this makes me feel like a real mistress, and that can be dangerous for a slave boy like you.”

“I bet it does,” Lisa murmured.

She, I could see, was admiring Andrea’s outfit in a different way than I was, though with no less intensity. She had to be attracted to Andrea wearing that, I was certain of it. Looking at her, it felt like there was no one on earth he wouldn’t be. At the same time, though, it felt like Lisa was also admiring it from a fashion perspective. Thinking about how it accentuated the other woman’s looks, how well it fit her, how it suited her. A wild image, of my formally reserved girlfriend dressed just like Andrea was, flashed through my mind, only adding to the fever of arousal that was sweeping through me like a forest fire.

Andrea giggled, shifting her weight in her high heels as she enjoyed our admiration. Then, she stepped forward. I almost gulped as I watched her coming, as tall as me in her high heels, her body an invitation to sin as she stood gleaming in front of me, close enough to touch.

And she did touch. Reaching out toward me, she wrapped her hand around my cock with all the easy familiarity I knew now to expect from her. And I groaned as she did, not trying even slightly to hide the pleasure I was taking at her touch, the desperate arousal I felt coursing through my body, fuelled by the way she looked and the way her hand felt as it moved possessively over my member.

“I’ve got a special surprise for you, slave boy,” Andrea said, her voice a low purr now as it so often was at times like this, as she got ready to tease and torment and dominate me for her kinky pleasure. “Want to see what it is?”

“Yes,” I said, without hesitation, making the girls laugh. Even though I had a feeling that whatever she was going to show me was as likely to be bad for me as it was good, I also knew I didn’t have any choice. She was going to do what she was going to do, and that was whatever she felt like doing. My only option was to go along with exactly what she said and hope that in the end, it led me to what I wanted.

“Come with me, then.”

She turned, her tight rubber outfit squeaking a little as she moved. I could smell it as she walked past me, the smell of the latex combining with the perfumed smell of her body, and the sound and the smell, as well as the sight of her, were all part of the turn-on, I realized. As if all of it was rewiring my brain, reprogramming me into exactly what the women wanted me to be.

Andrea kept hold of my cock, and so I had no choice but to follow her across the room as she led me by it like it was a leash. As I shuffled along behind her, her ass swayed and shone in front of me, and it took everything I had to resist the impulse to reach out and take her body in my hands, to hold those hips and pull her against me and let her feel the pure arousal she was inspiring in me.

But I didn’t do it. I didn’t dare. If Andrea was feeling like a mistress, I knew what that meant for me. She was never a woman to take disobedience lightly, but somehow, after seeing her new outfit, I felt as if that was especially true now.

Andrea led me to the bedroom. Lisa followed behind us, her own high heels audible on the wooden floor as she followed, eager to see what happened next, I knew. Eager, as usual, to see me disgraced and humiliated, see me broken down, to see me tremble and kneel at the feet of the superior woman Andrea undoubtedly was.

And still, knowing all that did not prepare me for what was waiting inside Andrea’s bedroom.

The setup was just the way I remembered it. Except this time, over by the closet, across the room from the bed that had been the scene of such unbelievable passion, Andrea had set up a cage.

It was made of black steel, and it looked like a crate for a large dog. But looking at it, my heart skipped a beat, and my mind raced.

“I think you know who that’s for, don’t you?”

Andrea spoke softly, giving my cock an extra teasing little squeeze as she did. And she was right, of course. There was never any doubt about it. If anyone was going to be locked away, imprisoned, caged like an animal, it was going to be me.

Almost numb from shock, I simply looked at it. And Andrea seemed to understand. She gave me a minute to look at it, to take it all in, for my mind to race through all the possibilities this new outrage might demand of me. But I knew that she wouldn’t let me wait forever. Sooner or later, she was going to want me to get inside.

And I genuinely didn’t know what I would say to that.
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