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Their Pleasure Toy

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s her name?”

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

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

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

“I’m… I’m your Slut.”

More laughter. Even Andrea smiled at that.

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

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

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

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

“My loser cuck boyfriend.”

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

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

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

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

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

“You let her call you by your name?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please, Mistress. No men.”

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

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

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

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

“Little cocktease,” he growled in her ear.

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

“Kneel.”

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

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

“Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress.”

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

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

“Yours, Mistress.”

“You’re addicted to it, aren’t you?”

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

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

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

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

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

Andrea turned to smile at her guests.

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

“Speak for yourself.”

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

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

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

“What about the rest of us?”

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

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

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

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

Another howl of laughter.

“So polite,” the blonde woman said mockingly.

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

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

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

“Come on then, slut.”

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

“Get to work, slut.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stand up, slut.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Beg.”

Lisa didn’t even hesitate.

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

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

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

“Knees. Now.”

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

Just like the fingers Andrea held out toward her slave.

“A good girl cleans up her mess.”

“Yes, Mistress Andrea.”

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