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Watched By Andrea

I leaned forward, inching closer to my girlfriend on my knees. Whatever was happening here, I wasn’t going to let it pass me by. What was going on here was beyond crazy, well beyond anything I had ever experienced before, but the thrill of its was unquestionable. It was exciting, of course, to play with Lisa at any time, but to have Andrea standing there, watching, practically making it happen, was a thrill unlike anything I had even imagined. My cock raged between my legs, throbbing with the desperate need that, for now at least, I knew was going to go unfulfilled. Right now, my job, the whole focus of my existence, was to make my girlfriend cum.

I knew exactly how to do that. And I would have tried anyway, of course. I love Lisa, and I want to make her happy. But also, this was behaviour I very much wanted to encourage. This was exactly what had been missing in our lives, this kind of spontaneity, this excitement. I felt an undeniable need to prove to my girlfriend that letting herself go, following even her craziest impulses, could be extremely rewarding.

But also, there was something else at play. I could feel Andrea watching everything we did, even if, in the position I was in, I couldn’t see those bright eyes shining behind her glasses. I knew she was paying attention. And I wanted to prove something to her. To demonstrate my abilities and show her what I could do. Because already, this night was going in directions I would never have expected. I had never had a threeway before, and there was no way to miss the fact that what I was experiencing now was by far the best chance I had ever had at having one.

So I had all the incentive I could possibly need to make Lisa happy. And that’s just what I set out to do. I ran my tongue over the soft folds of her pussy, already drawing a kind of trembling gasp out of her. Cuffed and kneeling or not, there was a smile on my face as I did it. I knew what she liked. At least, before that night, I thought I did. I knew how her body responded to touch, knew how to get her going when she gave me the opportunity. I felt sure I could get her to where I had been instructed to go.

She let out another soft moan as I pressed my tongue just a little harder against her. Taking my time, not rushing toward anything. It was clear that the women wanted this to be like that, an act of service rather than just me trying to get her off and get her on to the next stage of sex. So that was how I tried to approach it, licking her long and lovingly at first, sliding my tongue over her sex, teasing her with my mouth until she squirmed with pure joy and anticipation.

I felt her shift her weight on the bed, and I knew this was the point where normally, she told me to stop. The part where she got keyed up and began to demand sex from me. And sometimes that felt good, and sometimes it felt almost like a cheat. Like she was just trying to get things over with as quickly as possible. But for once, I didn’t need to worry about that. Because although my girlfriend squirmed and moaned on our new neighbor’s bed, for once, she didn’t try to stop me. She moved her body, writhing with the force of the pleasure I was giving her, but she didn’t try to make me stop. Instead, it was just like she was trying to deal with it, moving like that as a way to express the growing excitement in her body, a way of at least partially relieving the pressure that I was increasing over time with my busy tongue, making her gasp and moan as she lay there on the mattress, my normally shy and reserved girlfriend now the full center of everyone’s attention.

Because Andrea was watching it all, of course. Not saying anything for the moment, but taking it all in. Even if I couldn’t see her right now, I could feel that attention on me and the pressure it brought with it. But I was up to the task. I felt sure of that. Already, Lisa was gasping with excitement, her body like an instrument that I knew exactly how to play, and with Andrea watching, I wanted to look like a virtuoso.

Slowly, I picked up the pace. Steadily, I pushed things a little further. As I felt the bump of her clitoris swelling out from under its hood, I lifted my mouth a little to wrap my lips around it. Lisa let out a delightful sound of pleasure, a long groan that seemed to rise up from some deep place inside her and reverberate around the room we were in, as if it was my own cry of triumph. The girls had been having fun joking about my supposed inadequacies and deficiencies, but I felt like I was proving all that talk wrong with every second that passed. When I returned my mouth to Lisa’s pussy, I could taste her wetness, more, I couldn’t help thinking, than I ever had before. She didn’t normally respond like this, wasn’t usually this open and uninhibited and confident. I guess the pure sexiness, the absolute debauchery of the scene we were now in, was having its effect on her.

I pressed a little harder with my tongue, and Lisa’s body opened up for me. My tongue slid inside her pussy, making her groan even louder, making her cries of bliss even more unmistakable. My cock throbbed again as, again, I thought about the night before, about hearing Andrea’s cries of rapture through the wall between our apartments. Now, if there had been anyone in our apartment, it was Lisa’s moans they would be hearing. And if my girlfriend was not as loud or demonstrative as our neighbour was, I thought with a sense of pride that she was certainly close. Closer, perhaps, than she had ever been before, louder and wilder than ever, letting herself go in the way I had always hoped she would, but had never quite managed to get her to do.

Maybe it took another woman for that. That was fine by me. The more turned on Lisa got, I intuitively felt, the more exciting this game was likely to get.

My tongue slid easily into her warm wetness, and she gasped as she gripped the bed sheets, her body all but levitating off the bed with the pure force of her blooming pleasure. I felt her pussy spasm around my tongue, and I wondered how far I might be able to take this. Lisa felt wide open in a way she never had before, ready to go further than either of us had ever imagined we might, and a big part of me wanted that, wanted to take things to a level where they had never gone before, to see just how wild this new impulse could make her. At the same time, my cock ached and throbbed with wild desire, my whole body tuned to my desperate need for pleasure of my own. And every moan and gasp my girlfriend gave only made that more powerful, more unignorable. I was caught, not between heaven and hell, but between two very specific forms of heaven. The joy of giving pleasure and the joy of taking it. I wanted them both, as far as that was possible, but for now, and for the indefinite future, I also knew that really, what I wanted was secondary at best. What these women wanted was all that mattered, all the questions I might normally ask myself boiling down to one very simple equation. My only job was to make Lisa happy. Nothing mattered more than that.

So I went on licking, part of me struggling to believe she was letting things go this far. She had never been anywhere close to this before. This was a unique situation we found ourselves in, in every way imaginable. This was a night for wild new things.

And I felt that great wave swell in my girlfriend’s body, felt a new and wild explosion of pleasure being drawn out of her. Joined as we were, my lips pressed against hers, it was as if we were one body, almost as if her pleasure was mine as it came bubbling out of her. I heard her breathing get tighter and tighter, and then stop for one delicious second. Then she let out that held breath in a wild and almost desperate cry of ecstasy, and I almost trembled at the sound of it. Her pussy seemed to clamp down around my tongue, the soft wet walls gripping it tight, never wanting to let go. My cock ached and surged desperately, every nerve in my body demanding a pleasure of my own to match hers, if anything ever could. But tonight was about her, and about them. It wasn’t about what I wanted, but about what I could do for them.

She came. For the first time in our relationship, maybe the first time in her life, Lisa came from oral sex alone. I had never before experienced that, the wild sensation of a woman exploding in orgasm in my face, forcing me to drink down her juices as fast as I could as more of them gushed into my mouth. And as Lisa howled and screamed above me, I reflected that quite possibly, I had never seen her cum quite like that before. Never that wet and wild, never that explosive. I could try and tell myself all I wanted that it was thanks to my skills, and certainly, I hope Andrea saw it that way. But really, I knew that Lisa was feeling what I was feeling. What excited her most was not what I had done with my mouth, even if that had pushed her over the edge. What really excited her was the completely insane situation we were in.

My girlfriend moaned and gasped and flopped around like a landed fish, the electricity of her orgasm keeping her convulsing in a kind of spasm of pleasure. As she continued to groan and moan, her eyes squeezed tight shut, I sat back on my heels. Lisa’s pussy shone in front of me, swollen and ravaged, glistening with her juices before she squeezed her thighs together, her hands moving over her body as she basked in the afterglow of orgasmic passion. For a moment, no one said a word. Not me, and not Andrea, standing there beside and just behind me, taking in the whole spectacle that she had created.

When Lisa opened her eyes, I could see the doubt in them. I could see the colour in her cheeks, the rush of blood that came from pleasure, yes, but also, I felt sure, from embarrassment, too. We all know how that goes. In the heat of the moment, almost anything seems permissible. You’ll say and do anything to get what it feels like you need in that moment. But then, once the orgasm fades, reality sets in, and you have to confront the boundaries you’ve crossed, the things you’ve done, the sense of disbelief as you realize what just happened.

Lisa had no need to feel that way, I was sure. She shouldn’t be ashamed of anything. What she had done was so hot, so sexy, and I had loved every minute of it. She didn’t need to worry about that at all. But at the same time, I know my girlfriend. I know what she’s like, the fears and doubts and questions that plague her, that were partly the reason for our recent dip in sexual activity. Lisa was one of those women who second-guess everything, who overthink every aspect of life until they become almost paralyzed by it. For whatever reason, Andrea had been able to break her out of that habitual thought pattern, to convince her to be wild and uninhibited in a way she never had been before. But now, with orgasm fading inside her, with her passion draining away, Lisa was feeling what I still didn’t, horny and excited as I undoubtedly was. She was feeling the doubt and uncertainty of wondering if we had gone too far, of speculating that this adventure, undeniably sexy as it was, might have been too much, too far, too soon.

Not me. I didn’t doubt, and I didn’t question. I was still a burning ball of desperate need, and maybe more than ever. Practically panting with desire like a cartoon dog, absolutely desperate for physical pleasure from either or both of these incredible women.

“Wow. Not bad,” Andrea said.

I didn’t need to see her to be able to hear the grin in her voice, her happiness at what she had made happen evident. Despite her fear and uncertainty, Lisa laughed too. That sound seemed to break the tension of the moment, letting a little air into the room again, after it had felt so tight and breathless with everything that had happened between us. After all, underneath it all, this was a game. Even if it felt at times more serious than anything else in my life, it was ultimately a way to have fun. A very dark and adult kind of fun, but fun all the same.

Andrea leaned over me. Again, I felt her fingers in my hair, felt her possessively grabbing a fistful to emphasize her control over me. She pulled my head back savagely so that I had no choice but to look up at her, and as I did, I saw the glow of her eyes behind the lenses of her glasses, saw the delighted expression on her beautiful face, and I felt the same thrill of fear and uncertainty, of not knowing what was going to happen next, as I knew my girlfriend was experiencing.

“Have you learned your place yet, slave boy? Do you understand now that pleasing her comes first, before anything? Before you should even think of your own greedy desires?”

“Yes,” I croaked, knowing that there was no other answer a woman like her was going to accept. My position was clear, and this amazing game depended on them, especially Andrea, being in charge, and me doing as I was told. And I was more than okay with that. I was absolutely thrilled by it, delighted at the thought of submitting to these women without understanding why. All I knew was that there was something indescribably sexy about giving up control, about letting them use me, and no part of me wanted it to stop.

“Good,” Andrea smirked, beaming down at me now, her power and her control seemingly complete. “Maybe you are trainable. After all, there’s nothing worse than a man who won’t follow orders.”

Truthfully, it seemed like she meant it. Part of the game we were playing, I knew, but maybe more than that, too. Andrea, after all, was not like any woman I had ever met. She was proving that by the minute. And my brain was racing to keep up, clouded as it was by undeniable lust, by a desire so pure that it took my breath away.

“Thank your girlfriend for the privilege of being allowed to eat her beautiful pussy.”

Andrea tugged on my hair as she spoke, as if the pain was supposed to encourage me. But it wasn’t like I was going to do anything else. I wasn’t going to defy her in any way. I was burning up with lust, my brain too clouded with the possibilities of pleasure to do anything except what she told me.

“Thank you, Lisa.”

Lisa’s eyes shone as she pushed herself up on the bed. She was still wearing her party dress, and it fell down around her thighs as she looked at me. The expression on her face conveyed all the surprise, or the disbelief, that I was feeling too, the inability to process what was happening combined with a complete lack of desire to make it stop. It was too much fun. She felt that, just like I did. And as I stared up at her, still kneeling on the floor at her feet, it was like I could see her confidence growing. All that self-doubt and self-consciousness that had been such a wedge between us seemed to be sliding away, thanks to Andrea’s unconventional method of building Lisa’s confidence.

“Good boy,” Lisa said teasingly, and Andrea chuckled. She seemed to be picking up on Andrea’s own dominant tendencies. She didn’t say it with anything like the other woman’s confidence, but that didn’t seem to matter. It still sent a jolt of arousal through me, still made me feel at the same time humiliated and turned on. Such a strange new feeling for me, but one I somehow couldn’t get enough of. No matter how crazy it might be, there was something so hot about submitting to her, as well as to our sexy neighbour.

Andrea pulled on my hair, and I read her signal loud and clear. I stood up, my cock bobbing and swaying with my movements, and Lisa grinned as she took in the sight of me standing in front of her, completely helpless, completely overcome by lust. Completely dependent on these women for the pleasure I craved so desperately, so that it felt like an absolute need in my body, as essential as the oxygen I breathed in a room that now smelled like passion and release.

“The only question is, what do we do with him now?”

“I have a few ideas.”

That was Lisa again, emboldened by the pleasure I had given her. She reached up for my arm, wrapping her hand around my forearm as she pulled me toward her. At the same time, Andrea let go of her grip on my hair, seeming content to stand back and watch again as Lisa pulled me toward her.

Lisa rose up on the bed, shuffling backward to make space. Her high heels caught in the sheet, but she barely seemed to notice, and following her lead, I climbed onto the mattress with her, my excitement growing all the time. Once we were both kneeling on the mattress, facing each other, Lisa reached down and took hold of my cock. I groaned as she stroked it, her knowing my body and its responses just as well as I knew hers. In the state of arousal I was in, it didn’t take much to get me trembling with desire, moaning and groaning in desperate anticipation, hoping above all that my patience and my service were about to be rewarded.

Lisa grabbed hold of her dress and pulled it off over her head. Just like before, she kept her eyes firmly on me, as if she wanted to pretend that Andrea wasn’t in the room with us. And just like before, I didn’t mind a bit, as long as it got me what I wanted. Underneath, she was wearing only her bra, and my eyes traveled over her body just like she had to expect they would, taking in the magnificent sight in front of me, enraptured by her beauty more than ever now that she was exposed like this in front of me. I wanted her so badly, and I couldn’t help leaning toward her, trying to kiss her with lips that craved the touch of her body, the silk of her skin, every possibility for pleasure her incredible curves suggested to my fevered mind. She was the same old Lisa, the same woman I had been with for a long time now, the same woman who had recently made me feel as if the passion had waned between us, as if there might be no way back from where we were to where we wanted to be. But now, it felt like I was practically obsessed with her.

Tossing her dress carelessly aside, she wrapped her hand around my cock again. Again, I groaned and moaned, driven half-mad by the blissful sensations she was giving me, the thrill of being touched like that. Her hand moved up and down my shaft, seeming to strike sparks of excitement everywhere it touched, while I kept moaning and groaning, desperate for relief. Now the air in the room seemed even tighter than ever, even closer, my heartbeat echoing in my ears as I stared at the woman in front of me, almost forgetting, at least for a moment, about the other one watching.

Releasing her grip on my manhood, Lisa placed both hands on my shoulders instead. With a playful shove, she pushed me away from her, pushing me inevitably down onto the mattress. Of course, I didn’t put up anything even close to a struggle. Instead, I just let her do whatever she wanted, let her take complete control of me and my body, let her do whatever she wanted to do. And what she had me pinned down on the mattress, Lisa smiled down at me. There was no questioning her control, her power, her authority. There was no arguing with a woman like her when she got in this kind of mood.

She straddled me. Her confidence now was beyond belief. Fully convinced now of the rightness of what she was doing, Lisa climbed on top of me right there in Andrea’s bedroom, with Andrea watching everything. She took my cock in her hand again, sending those bolts of wild pleasure racing through me. And then, spreading her legs wider, she lowered her pussy down onto me, both of us groaning with excitement as I slid so easily into her, both of us gasping with the ecstasy of it, the rush of doing something so wild and naughty in front of an audience, in front of a woman we barely even knew. It was indescribable and irresistible, undeniably one of the most intense sexual experiences of my life so far, and as Lisa lowered herself down on top of me, inch by inch, I felt like I was sliding slowly into heaven.

Apparently, Lisa felt the same way. Because she gave voice to her pleasure in a long ecstatic cry that rivaled those I had drawn out of her when I ate her out earlier. She had never made noises like this, not in all the hundreds of times we had had sex before. Then again, neither had I. It felt like I had never been so excited, so on fire with lust, and the intensity of it made me tremble and gasp, along with the undeniable physical pleasure she was giving me.

We moaned and trembled together as she fucked me. We gasped and convulsed. It was beyond anything I had experienced before, sex enhanced and intensified to a level I never knew existed, and it made me gasp and groan with absolute delight, with pure joy at what I was experiencing. My whole body trembled with unstoppable desire, on fire with desire I had no name for, that nothing in my life up to that point could possibly have prepared me for. It made me feel halfway insane, the power and thrill of it all transporting me to what felt like a whole new realm of existence.

And soon, Lisa was riding up and down on top of me like a woman possessed. There was no question now that she was holding nothing back. There was no doubting the way this was making her feel. I had already given her a powerful orgasm, but my greedy girlfriend wanted more, and I was absolutely desperate to give her that, too. Why not? For opening up like she had, for giving me the kind of pleasure she had done, I felt like she deserved it.

So even though the most intense feelings of pleasure were coursing through my body, I did my best to deny them. To hold back until I could be sure that Lisa had what she wanted. And soon, that moment came. With a wild cry of pure passion, she exploded in orgasm, more of her hot juices pouring out of her body to anoint me with the proof of her pleasure.

Again, I felt her pussy spasm around me, and now, I let myself go. I exploded, the power of my release tearing a long, shuddering cry out of me, my passion every bit as wild and explosive as hers, my sheer physical joy no less than what she was experiencing. And we shared that incredible feeling, moaning together in the wildest release imaginable, both of us, I knew, feeling like we had never once in our lives experienced sex as powerful and pure and delicious as this.

While orgasm washed over us in powerful waves, Lisa stopped bouncing on top of me. Her eyes glowed with pleasure as she gazed down at me, her mouth open as if she couldn’t fully believe what we had just shared. I certainly couldn’t. I could hardly even try to wrap my head around it, could hardly believe that that was my girlfriend sitting on top of me and not some kind of wild sex goddess. And we smiled at one another, needing no words to communicate what was in both our hearts. The absolute, inarguable thrill of what we had done, the pleasure neither of us could quite believe animating us both, making us feel alive in a way that maybe, we never really had before.

Slowly, her limbs now heavy with pleasure, Lisa climbed off me. With a heavy sigh, she sat on the bed beside me, and I stared at her in astonishment. I stared at Andrea too, seeing the other woman’s smiling face looking us over, taking in the sight of us so wrapped up in pleasure, so overcome by what she had done to us. What she had made us do.

“You two put on quite a show once you get going,” she said with a devilish smile. “I knew you had it in you. And now, next time I hear the sound of you guys coming through the wall, I’ll be able to picture exactly what’s going on.”

Lisa blushed. The time for blushing was long gone, as far as I could see, but the other woman’s words still had a powerful effect on her. And on me, too. Because I couldn’t believe we had done this, that Lisa had go along with this wild and crazy plan. But here we were, and nothing was ever going to be the same again.
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