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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.”
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