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Watching Them Play

The smell of Lisa’s perfume hung in the air.

She had just emerged from the bathroom, showered and cleaned, perfumed and made up, her beauty enhanced in the way she knew how to do so well, the way that couldn’t fail to drive me crazy. And not just me, either. Of course, by now, I knew that all this effort wasn’t for me. Lisa wanted me to know that. That she was going to this trouble for the sake of another woman, the gorgeous goddess who lived next door to us. The woman who had transformed our sex life forever.

Lisa walked into the bedroom with a towel wrapped around her. But it didn’t stay for long. She shed it almost immediately, draping it on the bed, her naked skin glowing as she moved toward the closet. And she could pretend like I wasn’t even there, like I wasn’t watching from the bed with an expression of pure desire on my face. But we both knew that I was. And we both knew that was partly the point. Part of the thrill of what she was doing, knowing how badly it made me want her, knowing I could do nothing about it. She had learned this sadism from Andrea, but she had adopted it wholeheartedly for herself. Like the makeup she wore, it only made her more stunning.

Over by her closet and her dresser, she went through her clothes. My input was not asked for or required. But I knew she was going to look stunning, no matter what she wore. We both knew I was going to want her, going to be swept away with lust for her, just like I always was. That was part of the point. Lisa could act as indifferent as she wanted, but we both knew that my desperate arousal and my deep sexual frustration were all part of the thrill for her.

I watched her pull on some underwear. A matching bra and panty set, black and lacy, the perfect complement to her dark hair and eyes. She used to wear stuff like that for me, back in the very early days of our relationship. But that had soon stopped. Maybe she took me for granted; maybe she just got too comfortable. But she had stopped trying to seduce me long ago. At least until Andrea showed up. And now, I had to admit that it was better that I got to see her wear such things, no matter what the reason, than that she not wear them at all.

I watched her wiggle her ample curves into the underwear. The bra pushed her perfect boobs higher on her chest, the tiny panties clinging to her hips but barely concealing what was between her legs. Just looking at her was enough to make my heart beat faster in an unmistakable spasm of desire. But as always, her sexy outfit wasn’t for me.

Over the underwear, she pulled on a simple dress. Powder blue and short enough to show plenty of leg, but nothing compared to some of the ultra provocative outfits I had seen her in recently. It didn’t matter, just like I knew it wouldn’t. She still looked unbelievably sexy to me as she sat on the bed beside me and pulled on a pair of high heels. Her outfit might be relatively simple, but I knew that she had put plenty of thought into it. She always did. She wanted to look good for her Mistress.

“Ready?”

Her hand rested lightly on my leg as she spoke. Inside the pants I wore, predictably, my cock throbbed with a dull ache of desire. I always wanted her, and sometimes, after lots and lots of teasing, I got to have her, but it was never enough. It never would be enough. I could see that now. That was the point of the game, what gave it the ferocious power that it had, that she and her gorgeous girlfriend next door had. And as always, there was that part of me that couldn’t want it any other way.

“Ready,” I said.

Though to me, in that situation, it could only ever be a relative term. I knew from experience now that you can’t really be ready for the kind of games these girls had in mind. I was never ready for Andrea’s kinkiness, her creativity, her sexy, malicious mind. She always seemed to take both me and Lisa by surprise. And every time we played with her, things seemed to go a little further, and I worried about what that meant. How much further could we even go? It felt as though Andrea was on the verge of stealing my girlfriend away from me completely, and the woman’s sex appeal was so great that I didn’t really doubt that if she wanted to, she could. It probably wouldn’t even be a challenge for her. Maybe my only defence was the fact that the two of them got off on teasing me like this.

They were always so quick to remind me of my inadequacies, my inferiority. But I knew that doing that was part of the thrill for them. That was the part I had in their sex life, the role of a pathetic submissive there mostly to be teased and tortured. And I went along with it. I enjoyed it. I was addicted to it, some dark compulsion that made me long for this kind of terrible treatment, that made me want her more the meaner they were. It was terrible to think that maybe that submission in me was the only thing that kept Lisa around. But it wasn’t a feeling I could shake, sitting there next to her on the bed, waiting for the latest chapter of kinky pleasure. What was going to happen was going to happen. The only way out was to opt out completely, and we all knew by now I wasn’t going to do that.

Lisa stood up, that happy little smile on her face once again. The smile that told me she knew she had complete control, total authority to do whatever she wanted. Of course, we both knew she always did. Ever since Andrea had come into our lives, that had been more than clear.

I stood up too, and Lisa, still smiling that smile, took my hand. I followed wordlessly. It wasn’t that I was reluctant to follow her out of our apartment and along the hallway to where Andrea waited next door. Not exactly. After all, I was too excited and too turned on to be all that reluctant. But I was, as always, apprehensive. Because I knew by now the way these things went. I didn’t know exactly what I was in for, the way I never really did when I signed up to play with these wicked women again. But the general pattern had been well established. They were going to give the orders, and I was going to do as I was told. They were going to have sex, and I was going to watch and serve and grovel in the hope, not always fulfilled, of eventually getting some pleasure of my own.

We stepped out of our apartment and headed next door. As usual, no one saw us in the hallway. After all, it only took seconds for us to reach Andrea’s door and knock on it. The chances of us running into any of the neighbours were mercifully low.

Andrea opened the door straightaway. There was a beaming smile on her face that only grew wider at the sight of us, her obvious pleasure making her even more beautiful than she ordinarily was.

She was wearing black pants that, from the way they clung to her beautiful body like a second skin, the way they shone in the light, had to be latex. No matter how many times I saw them, the curves of her body never failed to make me almost breathless with lust for her. I was dating such a gorgeous woman in Lisa, and yet, the libido seems to have no limits. I wanted Andrea, every time I saw her, every time I thought of her. And she knew it and encouraged it, knowing where the fundamental source of her power lay. It was all this, all desire. And she wore pants like that, designed to show off her incredible figure, to turn me on at least as much as to seduce my girlfriend. After all, of the two of us, there was no doubt that I was the more visually oriented.

Not that Lisa wasn’t impressed. Even though I didn’t look over at her, my eyes locked on Andrea and her amazing body for now, I could almost feel my girlfriend looking the other woman up and down.

Above her latex leggings, Andrea wore a black leather top that laced up the front, the low neckline giving a tantalizing view of her boobs. She was wearing her glasses, as usual, and again, she had her hair held back from her face in an artful braid that started at each of her temples and swung back behind her head.

No boots, this time. Instead, she wore a pair of shiny black patent leather high-heeled pumps, the towering heel on them giving her foot an exaggerated arch and making her, if anything, fractionally taller than me. She was already naturally taller than my girlfriend, but in this footwear, the difference was far more extreme. She stood there smiling at us in the doorway, looking every inch the beautiful, powerful, gorgeous dominatrix that she was, and as it so often did, just the sight of her made me breathless with lust for a woman who was truly unlike any I had ever met before.

“Come in, guys.”

Like this was a normal social call, instead of what we all knew it really was. An invitation to carnal delights and kinky pleasures based around power and control. As Andrea turned, leading us into her apartment, I watched her body move, transfixed just like always by the sight of her shapely ass straining against the tight latex covering it like a second skin.

Lisa caught me looking. I saw a tight little smile on her face as she glanced in my direction, stepping in front of me as she followed Andrea into the apartment. Great. Now I had two incredible bodies to look at, and there was no telling when or if I might get to enjoy either or both of them. These women, after all, were capable of just about anything. That included everything from a wild and blissful threesome with them both to shutting me out completely, punishing me physically and sending me home alone and frustrated so that they could enjoy each other and the sense of sexual power they both had. I was just along for the ride. Unable, really, to have any significant influence on the way things happened.

But of course, I knew my girlfriend didn’t mind me looking at another woman when it was this one. I was supposed to want Andrea, supposed to crave her at this bone-deep level that I did, so that I would be just as helpless against them both as I knew they wanted me to be.

Andrea led us toward her living room. There, on the table, I saw the implements that I knew right away would be used to put me in my place once again. A set of handcuffs, a riding crop. My skin prickled at the sight, at the sheer unadulterated kinkiness of it, and the sense of powerlessness I got knowing that I was going to let them do what they wanted. I was going to let them tie me up again, just like I always did, going to let them treat me like the slave I so clearly was, so clearly wanted to be. There was no other way this was going to go.

As Andrea bent over the table to pick up the riding crop, I watched the way the tight latex strained over her ass. Those magnificent curves were more of a weapon than anything she might have in her toy collection, as formidable as I knew that was. My mouth was dry with fear, my heart racing in my chest, but there was that unbelievable part of me that wanted this. That wanted all of it, all the shame and degradation she decided to inflict on me. I wanted it all, because it was all her.

“Take your clothes off.”

Andrea said it in an almost singsong voice as she turned toward me, pointing the menacing end of the crop at my chest. There was no doubt in any of us. I would do it, like I had so many times before. And as I did, I felt the women’s eyes on me, watching my every move. Taking it all in as I took off my clothes in front of them, revealing my state of arousal. Not that they didn’t already know. They knew all too well what these games did to me, how much it turned me on to serve them like this. They got such a wild thrill out of that, another demonstration of their wild sex appeal that seemingly let them get away with anything and everything.

My cock sprang out as I pulled down my pants and underwear. My clothes fell in a warm pile on the floor, and I stepped away from them. I tried to control my breathing, keeping it slow and even, staying as calm as I possibly could in the circumstances.

Andrea stepped toward me. The leather flap of the riding crop slid slowly down over my chest, over my stomach, and I knew where it was going. I tried not to groan as she touched my swollen cock with the end of the whip, her eyes behind her glasses flashing as they stared deep into mine.

“Tie him up, Lisa.”

Her eyes didn’t leave mine as she gave the order. And just like Andrea, I didn’t doubt that Lisa would do as she was told. I met Andrea’s gaze, but in my peripheral vision, I could see Lisa reach down to the table, pick up the handcuffs, and carry them across the room toward me. As she circled around behind me, she snapped one cuff around my right wrist, using her hold on the other to pull it behind my back.

I didn’t fight her. There was no point. I wanted this, too. So I obediently let my girlfriend pull my other arm back behind me, then lock the cuff around that too so that my arms were bound behind my back. After all, it wasn’t like I could fight back anyway. The restraints were really just a symbol of my impotence in the face of these two gorgeous women.

Andrea’s riding crop slid up and down my cock, and this time, I did moan. Giggling slightly, Lisa circled around to stand in front of me, beside the blond woman who towered over her. My heart twisted with a spasm that was part bitterness, part desire, as I reflected on what a stunning couple they made. There was no point denying it. They were both gorgeous, and they knew it, and that knowledge seemed to radiate out from them, shining from their smooth skin the way light shines through a lampshade, making them even more beautiful than they already were.

“Poor little horny boy,” Andrea said in a tone of voice that was anything but sympathetic. “He just wants us so bad, doesn’t he?”

“Yeah,” Lisa giggled, “but he’s not going to get us. Not yet.”

Andrea laughed at that. Standing side by side, they were the picture of dominant feminine power, of seductive evil. My cock strained at the sight of them, my heart pounding even faster as my eyes traveled helplessly over their gorgeous bodies, desire burning inside me just as fiercely as ever with no outlet to dull the edge of desire that tormented me.

Andrea’s riding crop continued to travel over my cock, making me shiver with that potent combination of desire and fear that she always knew how to ignite in me. And while she did that, she wrapped an arm around Lisa’s waist, pulling my girlfriend’s body against her own. She turned to Lisa with a smile, her teeth showing between her red lips as she grinned, and as she lowered her face down toward my girlfriend, Lisa draped her arms around Andrea’s neck. She rose up on her toes, eagerly pressing her lips against those of our neighbor, the wild desire she felt showing in every movement she made, in the soft sounds of pleasure escaping from the back of her throat as their tongues moved over one another.

Yes, it was a show. Yes, it was done to drive me wild with desire, and it was working. But at the same time, I didn’t doubt the reality of the pleasure they were feeling. I could feel the sexual arousal that crackled in the room every time these two were together now, and certainly every time they touched. I stood trembling and watching, wanting them both desperately just like they wanted me to, suffering from that jealousy they simply loved to inspire in me.

They kissed for a long time, their tongues and lips sliding wetly over one another, their passion growing by the second. I watched them press their bodies against each other, Lisa’s boobs pressed against Andrea’s chest, and I knew, like I had done all night, that sooner or later, Andrea was going to take her. That she was going to give herself to the other woman with total abandon, total recklessness, a total lack of self-consciousness that she had never had with me.

With me, it had always felt like she was holding something back. Or, at its worst, like she was doing something she didn’t really want to do. This, though, she wanted. There was no way to mistake that. No way to see it as anything other than it was, the desperation of one gorgeous woman to give herself completely to another and experience the sexual heights the two of them climbed together, that most of the time, I could only watch from the outside.

“Kneel.”

Andrea managed to tear her soft lips away from Lisa’s mouth to give me the command. And as she spoke, she lifted the riding crop with a flick of her wrist, tapping the tip against my shoulder to emphasize her command. As I dropped to my knees there in the living room, both women smiled down at me, gloating over their power and control, absolutely loving the way they knew they could make me do anything they wanted. From down there, they looked even more beautiful, more powerful, more regal. More in control than they already were.

“Want to watch me fuck you girlfriend?”

Lisa burst out laughing at Andrea’s words, a wild laugh of surprise, as if this was shocking any of us. But of course, we all knew it was what we were there for. We all knew this was the entire point, the end goal of the game we were playing. The pleasure of these women came before everything else, and of course Andrea was right. I did want to see that. Every time I watched them together, it burned my heart with fear and jealousy, but that only made me want it more.

“Yes, Andrea,” I murmured. And she beamed down at me, thrilled as always with the power and control she had, as if it was ever in any doubt.

“Then beg for it,” she said, raising her eyebrows behind the thick dark frames of her glasses. “Show me how badly you want it. Make me really believe it, or else we might not let you watch.”

Lisa laughed again. As though her new girlfriend wasn’t just the sexiest woman in the world, but also the funniest. That laughter stung me, driving home my humiliation and helplessness even more. It seemed almost everything they did had that same intention behind it.

“Please, Andrea,” I groaned, with the women standing over me, fiercely enjoying every minute of this humiliation that, for us, was becoming increasingly routine. “Please… Fuck my girlfriend.”

The women laughed again. Everything was going according to their plan, and of course, there was no reason to think that it wouldn’t, but they still took obvious pleasure in doing this to me.

“If you’re good,” Andrea said with a smug smirk. “Kiss my feet. Show me you know your place is beneath us.”

I did. How could I not, after everything they had put me through? It was getting increasingly hard to look Lisa in the eye, to go about the normal business of the day in our normally loving relationship, when both of us knew this shocking truth about the way we were behind closed doors. The same might have been even more true of Andrea, except frankly, the occasions when I saw her without something sexy going on were rare. Generally, if we were together, the girls, at least, were going to town on each other, and I was begging or groveling or doing something else just as disgraceful. Andrea, and Lisa too, knew exactly what they liked.

I kissed the shining toes of Andrea’s high-heeled pumps, while above me, the girls made out again. And as I lifted my mouth from her shoes, Andrea brought the riding crop flashing down, making me wince in pain as the leather flap slapped against the skin of my back with a loud crack.

“Did I tell you to stop, loser?”

“No, Andrea.”

Lisa let out a sigh at that little display of Andrea’s power, a sigh that vibrated in the back of her throat and spoke of her deep arousal. She loved this side of our neighbour just like I did, was turned on when Andrea acted like a bitch. That confidence she had in her ability to make anyone do anything was so total, so absolute, and so unbelievably attractive. I couldn’t blame Lisa for being drawn to it just like I was, even as it seemed to set fire to my heart every time I was forced to witness it.

And I went back to my disgraceful task. I kissed Andrea’s feet again, never daring to go above the ankle. My lips left faint impressions on the gleaming leather of her shoes, and above me, I could hear them making out again. I could hear the sounds of skin moving over fabric as they touched one of the, caressing each other’s amazing bodies, and my cock raged and throbbed just the way it was supposed to, just the way these evil women wanted it to, in tribute to their unstoppable beauty, the sex appeal that made me so completely theirs.

“Don’t forget about her,” Andrea said, turning back to me, her voice slightly breathless now. “Show your girlfriend the same respect.”

Lisa gasped, but I was hardly surprised. I shuffled to one side on my knees, lowering my face almost to the floor again. Lisa’s high heels were strappy, showing off her toes, and my lips touched her skin as I groveled before her, worshiping her like the goddess she was while her girlfriend touched and teased her, getting her worked up toward what we all knew was coming.

“Please fuck Andrea, Lisa,” I murmured between kisses, much to the pleased approval of the two women. “You’re both too sexy for me.”

“That’s right, we are,” Andrea said.

With my head still bowed over Lisa’s feet, she raised the riding crop again and swung it down toward me, reaching over me this time so that the fast-moving tip of it cracked loudly against my ass.

I stiffened at the bright bloom of pain that raced through me, and Andrea struck again. The other cheek this time, distributing the burning pain over my skin as if she wanted me to feel it absolutely everywhere. I squirmed on my knees at the sensations that threatened to flood my nervous system, the pain and the desire, the shame burning inside me and the physical burning on my beaten skin. Right where Andrea wanted me, on my knees, suffering for her amusement, knowing there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.

“What do you think, sexy? Should we let your loser boyfriend at least watch and see what he can’t have?”

I dared to raise my face from the floor to look up at them. Andrea was smiling at Lisa, but Lisa was looking down at me. Her dark eyes shone, glittering deep inside with that excitement and malice I was coming to know so well from all the times we had played before. She was incredible. This new version of my girlfriend looked just as beautiful as the old one, but was so much sexier when it came to her confidence, her desires, her attitude. As I stared up at her, the darkness under her dress calling to me, her sculpted thighs making my mouth water and my cock throb, I felt like I deserved every insult Andrea wanted to give me. I felt like, in some way, I deserved all of this. Otherwise, why would I be enjoying it so much?

Lisa let me wait on her reply. Letting me hang in uncertainty and wonder what she might say. She had proven herself cruel enough, over the past few weeks, to deny me what she knew I wanted almost more than anything. They both had. And as I stared up at her, I realized I was still silently begging, my eyes pleading with my girlfriend to let me once again be the witness of my own humiliation.

“All right,” Lisa said at last, while Andrea chuckled beside her. “You can watch.”

“Shall we?”

Lisa turned toward Andrea, smiling up at the other woman, her excitement never more obvious.

“Yeah, let’s go.”

Still holding the riding crop in one hand, Andrea took Lisa’s hand in hers. They turned and walked away from me, Lisa’s dress swishing and swirling around her thighs, Andrea’s skin tight pants gleaming and shining on the beautiful curve of her ass. They didn’t look back.

As they disappeared around the corner, heading to the bedroom, I stood up. My cock pointed out in front of me like a dowser’s wand, pointing toward the twin sources of all my desire, like it was leading me toward them. And I had no choice but to follow. To follow them to that bedroom that I knew was going to be yet another wild scene of exactly the kind of humiliation I simply couldn’t get enough of.
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