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Without Her

“I can’t believe we did that.”

It was maybe the fourth or fifth time Lisa had said exactly that to me. But she couldn’t get over what had happened, and I was hardly surprised. As far as I could see, there was no getting over it. No way to pretend that what had happened hadn’t happened, and no way to pretend it hadn’t changed absolutely everything for us.

The trouble was, we still didn’t know exactly how. We still didn’t know how things might be different in our relationship after playing with Andrea the way we had. All we knew was that neither of us were ever going to forget the things she had us do, or the way it made us feel.

“I know,” I murmured. Hardly the first time I had said that, either. But it felt like there wasn’t really anything else to say. We both knew what had happened. We both knew how far we had gone. Neither of us was ever going to forget it.

And truthfully, every time I thought about it, it was with a fresh wave of surprise and disbelief. I couldn’t believe that Lisa had gone along with it, when she was normally so shy, so inhibited, so self-conscious. And I couldn’t believe I had enjoyed it as much as I had. There’s nothing wrong with a little bit of kinkiness, of course. I’ve always believed that. But I guess I never realized my own desires, in a way. Or just how much I was willing to go along with. Andrea had shown us something completely new, something totally unexpected. I always thought I knew my girlfriend pretty well, and that she knew me. But what our sexy next-door neighbour had revealed was that we barely knew ourselves.

We had talked about it. After our sex at Andrea’s place, after the most powerful orgasm of both our lives, we had gone home. Andrea hadn’t joined in, only partially to my disappointment. Yes, I sensed that I had been closer to having a three-way than at any other point in my life, and I didn’t want to let that opportunity slip away. But at the same time, I was also aware that I had already had my fill. I felt absolutely drained from the pure passion and excitement of what we had done together, and it felt like enough was enough.

Lisa seemed to feel the same way, and in her own way, maybe even Andrea did. Certainly, when we made our move to leave, she didn’t try to convince us to stay. She let us go, still with that wild smile on her face, that look of satisfaction that suggested she felt she had done a good day’s work with us. I guess she had, if her goal was to introduce us to games we had never imagined playing, to show us a whole other side of sexuality we had never thought was for us.

And that left us with the aftermath to deal with.

The next day, we talked about it. We talked about what happened, what we had done. But ultimately, there wasn’t all that much to say. What had happened had happened. Both of us had enjoyed every minute of it. There was no way to deny that, even if we had wanted to. No way to pretend that things were any other way than the way they were, with both of us struggling to understand these dark delights, struggling to come to terms with these new elements of each other, and of ourselves.

But one thing had soon become clear in our discussions. Neither of us regretted anything we had done. As wild and crazy as it might be, we both knew that we had had the time of our lives. That nothing we had done together, no matter how exciting it might have seemed at the time, bore any comparison with that night at Andrea’s place.

We both knew we wanted more.

Still, it was hard to admit that, even to her, I had enjoyed the kinkiness as much as I had. It felt emasculating to admit the thrill I had felt in giving up control, in letting go, in letting a woman I didn’t know call the shots. Every time we try to talk about it, it felt like there was some barrier in the way, some truth I didn’t want to admit, afraid of what it might say about me. Even though she already knew the truth, that there was no possible way she couldn’t.

This time, though, Lisa seemed to want to say more. She turned me on the sofa in our apartment, where we sat watching TV. Truthfully, Andrea’s arrival had changed everything. I couldn’t stop thinking about what lay on the other side of that wall, the woman who had changed everything with her open-mindedness, her kinky ideas, her crazy confidence. Even in our own home, now, things felt different because of Andrea, as if she was a shadow behind every unspoken word.

“It’s like… I don’t know. That was amazing.”

“I know.”

So far, we were treading familiar ground. Lisa paused, and I could see that she was wrestling with the same thing she had been wrestling for a full day now, ever since that unbelievable experience at Andrea’s place.

“I think I want to do it again.”

I did my best not to react. I didn’t want to seem too enthusiastic. But inside, my heart was racing with excitement, my whole body seeming to throb with the promise of pleasure. There had never been any doubt in my mind. Ever since that first wild experience, I knew I wanted more. More of Andrea, yes, but more of Lisa, too. That side of my girlfriend that I had never expected or anticipated, that made her so much sexier to me than she had ever been before. For me, what had happened might be strange and barely believable, but in one sense, it wasn’t complicated. It had been the biggest thrill of my life, and I wanted more of it.

“Okay.”

Shy as she was, a smile passed across Lisa’s face as I spoke.

“Only if you’re sure,” she said, gently mocking me. She could see right through me. And I smiled too, in acknowledgement of what I didn’t want to admit but couldn’t deny. Being bossed around by her and by Andrea had been unbelievably exciting. I struggled to find it in myself to ask for more of the same treatment, but now, it seemed like Lisa was offering it to me.

“It was hot.”

Smiling, Lisa leaned toward me on the sofa, pressing her head against my shoulder.

“It was, wasn’t it? It was so naughty and so wild, but so much fun, too. Bossing you around, making you serve. God, it’s getting me going just thinking about it.”

“Oh yeah?”

I placed my hand on her thigh, feeling the warmth of her skin through the jeans she wore. And her hand strayed over my chest, rubbing against me, getting that excitement flowing through me again.

“Yeah,” she said with a smile. “I think I could handle being your dominatrix, at least some of the time.”

“Can’t say I ever really imagined you swinging a whip around.”

Lisa laughed.

“Yeah, I don’t know about that,” she said. “I mean more like the way that Andrea does it. I mean, she didn’t whip you. She didn’t scream and yell or anything like that. She just ordered you to do what she wanted. And you let her.”

“So did you,” I pointed out. “Besides, it’s not like I had much choice in the matter.”

“Maybe not, once the handcuffs went on,” she grinned. “But before that, even. I mean, you let her do it. You let her tie you up in the first place.”

That was undeniably true. Lisa was right that I hadn’t put up any kind of resistance, not from the first moment the crazy, kinky game had begun. I never wanted to. From the very start, it seemed obvious to me that we were heading for something unbelievably exciting, something new and thrilling and completely different from anything I had experienced before. Maybe I was just more open-minded than Lisa was, but part of me had been ready for this craziness from the very moment it began. Or maybe it was just Andrea. The way she looked and the way she behaved combining to make it feel like I couldn’t say no, like I would be stupid to even try and resist. Maybe she could talk me into anything. Maybe that was true of any man she encountered. Certainly, from the hints we had had about her adventurous sex life, that definitely seemed to be the case.

“Like I said, it was hot.”

“Yeah. It was.”

Lisa’s hand was drifting down my chest now, over my stomach, and I knew exactly where this was heading. I welcomed it. As she reached for my cock, pressing her hand against my manhood through the fabric of my clothes, I was already halfway hard, and rising fast. Excitement was taking over me, sweeping me away, making the outrageous seem deeply desirable. She pressed her hand harder against my growing shaft, and I felt increasingly breathless, my heart pounding wildly in my chest as pleasure grew.

I wrapped my arms around her. I pulled her closer to me, one hand around her shoulders, the other already reaching for her breasts. She smiled as I held them, sliding my hand up and down her shirt, feeling the warmth of her body as my fingers slid over the bra she was wearing.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom.”

She knew she would get no argument from me.

She stood, and I got up and followed her. In our small apartment, it was only a few steps from the living room around the corner to the bedroom, and already as she approached the bed, she was pulling off her shirt and dropping it to the floor. Like there was no time to waste. But as I stood in front of her, wrapping my arms around her again, squeezing that plump ass and pulling her hips against my erection, she placed her hands on my chest and pushed me away. There was a gleam in her eyes that excited me, a slight smirk on her face that spoke of some wicked idea that gripped her, and given what we had just been talking about, the reminiscences we had been sharing, I had a feeling I could guess where her mind was going.

“Not yet,” she said. “Take off your clothes for me first.”

“Bossy,” I smiled, already pulling off my shirt.

“That’s right. You know you love it.”

I did. Lisa stood there in her jeans and her bra, her beautiful young body pulling at every nerve in my body, and I couldn’t get my clothes off fast enough. I practically jumped out of them, dropping them in a pile on the floor and kicking them aside to stand completely naked in front of her. By now, my cock was fully hard, standing out proud in front of me as if pointing at her, the object of my desire. Her smile widened as her eyes flickered down toward it, taking it in like the tribute to her beauty and sex appeal that it was. And I felt a little awkward, standing there like that, but I knew that was partly the point. I was supposed to feel that feeling of inadequacy as I waited for her decide what she wanted to do with me.

“Are you going to be a good boy and do what I tell you?”

She was saying all the right things, things practically designed to get desire burning inside me, to keep my cock throbbing hard. But the comparison with Andrea was unavoidable, and it didn’t exactly help Lisa out. She was trying, I could see that. But talking this way was an effort for her in a way it wasn’t for the other woman. A new skill she was trying to learn, a kind of act or imitation. It didn’t come naturally to her, and I knew that was hardly her fault. Everyone has to start somewhere. Still, because of that, I couldn’t keep myself from pushing back at least a little.

“Depends. Are you going to make me?”

Lisa blinked for a moment. Probably she hadn’t expected this. Why would she? I had just confirmed that this was what I wanted, and now I was making things difficult. I didn’t even know why myself. She was right that this turned me on, that it gave me a pleasure unlike any I had known, so why would I resist? I didn’t know the answer to that. Maybe it was just pride, or ego, something I was trying to hold on to despite knowing I was better off without.

“Yes, if I have to,” she said.

The right words, but far from convincing. I didn’t buy it, even if I knew that I should, that it was in my interests to go along with it. She wasn’t the natural domme that Andrea was, and I knew it wasn’t reasonable to expect her to be. But nothing about what we were doing was in any way reasonable.

She stepped forward. As she moved past me, she trailed her fingertips over my chest, letting them sink down my stomach, reaching toward my cock and brushing against it lightly. At the same time, I reached out toward her, tempted to grab her, throw her down on the bed, show her that really, she had no power over me. But she moved away, and I didn’t pursue. I was torn between my desire for exactly this kinky game and my desire to have her the way I wanted. It didn’t feel the same as it had with Andrea, not nearly. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t exciting.

She went to the closet. I turned to watch over my shoulder as she came back, holding a scarf in her hands. I knew what she had in mind, and I smiled at the thought. She smiled too, still trying to project that confidence she didn’t really feel, still trying to act like a different woman. Like Andrea. It wasn’t working. Again, I thought of saying no. Of resisting her, of showing her she didn’t have the power over me she thought she did. Even though I knew I was being stupid, knew I was throwing away a good thing.

“Give me your hands.”

Her voice was soft as she stood behind me, her fingers already running over my upper arms. I knew what she wanted, but I didn’t do it. Struggling with myself even more than I was struggling against her, I just stood there, as still as a statue, not fighting what she had in mind, but not making it easy for her either.

Finally, she just reached out and wrapped her hands around my wrists, pulling them behind me and using the scarf to tie them in place.

It took her a while. After all, this was her first time ever tying someone up. And when she was done, I felt like if I struggled enough, I could probably still break free. But I didn’t do that, not yet, anyway. After all, I knew she was trying.

Then she stepped around in front of me, looking me up and down again. The smile was back on her face, her confidence seeming to grow a little now that she had me tied up.

“Now what?”

“Now, get down on your knees.”

“Make me.”

Lisa looked at me in shock again, surprised by my defiance. So was I. Part of me was screaming at myself to stop doing this, to cut her some slack and go along with what I knew we both wanted. Why was I being so difficult? I couldn’t say. It was just a compulsion, something beyond my will and beyond my understanding, something I felt like I couldn’t help, even though I knew it was in no way to my advantage. I wanted her to be dominant, in control, bossy, demanding. But I wanted her to earn it, in some way. To give me no choice but to obey. To absolve me of the responsibility for my own actions and make it, like Andrea had, impossible for me to resist. It wasn’t fair. And at the time, I didn’t put it to myself in these words. It was only looking back on what happened that I realized why I did what I did.

Lisa hesitated, for a moment. Part of me thought she might give up right there and then, her natural prudishness and lack of confidence making it too hard for her to take charge the way she wanted. But to her credit, she persisted. A new idea seemed to take shape in her mind, and she stepped toward me, reaching out to close her hand around my cock again.

“Don’t be difficult,” she said, and as she spoke, I wasn’t sure if that was her new dominant persona speaking, or the woman behind the mask. Maybe both. “Be a good boy. Or else, you don’t get any pussy.”

It was weird even hearing her say that. It wasn’t a word she used often. Dirty talk had never been part of our bedroom activities, neither of us feeling all that comfortable with saying what was on our minds, even in the heat of the moment. But wasn’t this exactly what I had wanted? More passion? More spontaneity? That was what she was offering me, and here I was, shitting all over it.

Mentally, I tried to pull myself together. She looked absolutely beautiful, standing there in front of me, and I wanted her just as badly as I had that unforgettable day at Andrea’s place. I wasn’t sure how serious the threat might be, but there was no denying that she was offering me what I wanted, and that her beauty and my desire for her gave her the leverage she needed. The leverage that dark part of me wanted her to have.

“Okay,” I said, smiling as I spoke to make it seem more like I was going along with something she wanted rather than indulging my own desires.

“Okay, what?”

“I’ll be good.”

“Then get down on your knees.”

I did. I sank to the floor there and then, and Lisa’s smile got wider as she watched me do it. This was more like it, closer to what I wanted from her. She was using my desire against me, and I didn’t know why I found that so exciting, but I didn’t question it.

Besides, she looked good from down there. She looked good from everywhere, of course, but especially now. Standing above me with her breasts swelling inside her bra, her torso on display above the jeans she still wore, the curves of her body evident as she leaned over me. She might not look as sexy as Andrea had in her tight leather pants, but my girlfriend had no problem turning me on.

“That’s better,” she said. “There are benefits to being a good boy.”

She stepped closer to me, her hands already reaching for the front of her pants. She unfastened her belt and pulled down the zipper of her jeans, and there was her pussy, right in front of me. I stared up at her, as if I didn’t know what she was getting at, being obtuse again for no good reason.

Lisa put her hand on the back of my head, pulling my face between her legs.

“Lick,” she ordered.

That was hot. I couldn’t deny that. My cock throbbed at her commanding tone, and even if I knew it was fake, it sounded enough like the real thing to excite me. I leaned forward, tasting her pussy for the first time since we played with Andrea, once again in the submissive position of using my mouth to give her pleasure, and as Lisa sighed above me, I felt those old feelings creeping back. My doubts disappeared, my wilful defiance evaporating as I told myself to enjoy the moment.

Lisa was. That was clear. As my tongue made contact with her sex, as I ran it over the silken folds, she let out a little sigh of pleasure. Of course, that only turned me on more.

As I ate her out, it was like I was in two places at once. Here, enjoying the moment, savoring the taste of her and the little noises of pleasure she made as I continued probing her pussy with my tongue. And also back in Andrea’s place, pleasing my girlfriend while a dominant woman watched, approving of everything she saw, happy to have brought us into her kinky world. My excitement was growing by the minute, just like Lisa’s was, dragging me into that same mindset from before, willing to do whatever I was told by a woman I wanted so badly.

“Good boy,” Lisa said, her voice little more than a whisper now. I could hear the desire that trembled in every syllable, and as I glanced up at her, I could see that she had her eyes closed. She ran her hand over my head, running her fingers through my hair, practically petting me as I ate her out. And that was humiliating, but in exactly that hot, sexy way I wanted it to be.

I slid my tongue into her tight wet hole, feeling it expanding to take me in. Hearing her gasp and sigh with bliss, feeling her body responding to everything I was doing. The heat in the room was increasing by the second, both of us finally abandoning our doubts and getting caught up in it. I realized that if my hands weren’t tied, I’d be reaching for my cock right now. Taking it in my hand and maybe trying to get her to let me have sex with her. But that was the point of the bondage, I knew. So that I couldn’t get what I wanted, so that I had to do what she said. It made my head spin with excitement to revel in my own helplessness, to know that Lisa really was completely in charge.

Her eyes were shining with joy as she finally pushed my head away. She hadn’t cum, not this time. But I didn’t doubt that she was close. I could see it radiating out from every cell of her body, see it in the way her eyes shone as she stood over me, grabbing a fistful of my hair in her hand just the way Andrea had done and making my cock throb as she took control.

“Get on the bed.”

I didn’t hesitate. Rising, I scrambled onto the bed, falling awkwardly on the mattress with my hands tied behind me. As I sat down on the mattress, I saw Lisa pushing down her jeans and her panties completely, stepping out of them and taking off her bra at the same time. Totally naked, she climbed on top of me, pushing me down onto the bed just like she had done at Andrea’s place. And just like that time, she straddled me, guiding my cock inside her to make us both moan as she began to ride me cowgirl style.

It felt amazing. How could it not? And she looked incredible, sitting up there on top of me, taking her pleasure. Controlling the speed, the depth, and the angle, totally in charge. Totally different from the way she used to be, not frigid, exactly, but way too reserved. Now, as she swept her hair back from her face with one hand, holding it behind her head while the other rested on my stomach and her thighs gripped my sides, pulsing rhythmically as she bounced up and down on top of me, she looked as wild and uninhibited as I could possibly want. She looked like a woman I had never even dreamed of her being, a woman of power and confidence, a woman who took what she wanted. Just like I wanted her to be. Just like our new neighbor had turned out to be.

I groaned underneath her, squirming as my pleasure rose, and that turned Lisa on, too. I felt her pussy tighten around me as her shrieks of pleasure filled the bedroom, bouncing back from the walls. Including the wall that was all that separated us from Andrea’s own bedroom, where we had first discovered these quirks and kinks of our own nature.

Lisa came, and the wet explosion of her pussy was all I needed to push me over the edge. I let out a growl of pleasure as I came inside her, my cock exploding and filling her up with the hot flood of my seed while she moaned in passion.

As our shared climax slowly faded, she leaned down and kissed me. I could feel every ounce of her passion in that kiss, every bit of her unmistakable pleasure. And as our lips parted, as she slowly slid off me, I stared at her as if I had never seen anything quite so amazing in all my life.

“Here.”

Placing a hand on my shoulder, she pushed gently, and I knew what she wanted. I rolled over onto my side, and she untied the scarf from around my wrists. I took her in my arms and kissed her again, and we lay like that for a while, naked and satisfied, and together.

With one hand, I brushed her hair back from her face. She smiled as I kissed her again, nuzzling my face against her neck. No complaints. This was just what I had wanted, just what I had complained about never getting from her. Something different. Something exciting.

Still, I couldn’t help but compare.

And clearly, it wasn’t just me. Lisa was still smiling as she ran her hand over my face, gently cupping my cheek.

“Not the same without her, is it?”

She didn’t need to explain who she meant. She could only be talking about Andrea, and I paused for a moment before replying.

“It was still pretty great.”

She smiled again, a puff of air from her nostrils moving over my skin as she laughed, just a little.

“Yeah, it was. But I think if I’m really going to put you in your place, I need Andrea’s help.”

I didn’t disagree.
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