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They Make Him Watch

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Down.”

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

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

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

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

“Watch.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You look amazing when you cum, Andrea.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh my God,” Lisa groaned above me.

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

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

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

I turned toward Andrea.

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

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

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