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A Witness To Their Pleasure

I sucked Andrea’s cock.

That’s not a sentence I ever expected to say, let alone an experience I ever expected to have. And as I did it, kneeling there on the floor of her bedroom while she sat on the edge of the bed, I felt every ounce of the shame she was so determined to inflict on me. My cheeks burned, my pride absolutely destroyed. And my ass burned too, the skin stinging from the blows of her riding crop that encouraged me to do what she wanted. She had so many ways to harm me, and just a few to reward me, but it was that push and pull between punishment and reward that made me do her bidding. I knew that I had to. I knew how little choice I had. But that didn’t make it any easier to submit to her like this, to kneel at her feet and wrap my lips around the horribly realistic shaft of a fake cock that shone with the juices of my girlfriend’s ecstasy.

Of course, Andrea didn’t exactly help. She wanted me to feel every bit of the humiliation the situation offered, and she knew exactly how to achieve that. She ran her fingers through my hair, keeping my head in place, gripping my hair tightly from time to time and forcing me to slide my mouth up and down her cock when she wanted a little more pressure, a little more action.

I had never done anything like this before. And it was hardly a task I enjoyed. But soon, Andrea’s excitement grew, and her hips moved on the bed as she started thrusting the toy in and out of my mouth. Fucking my face.

I choked and gagged, my eyes watering as I breathed frantically through my nose while this woman abused me. Because that was exactly what this was, and exactly how it felt. I was there for her pleasure, and her pleasure meant my suffering, and that was the dark heart of this twisted situation the three of us found ourselves in.

Because it wasn’t just her. Lisa’s dark eyes glittered as she watched from the bed, lying on her side, taking in everything. Just as the moment was burning itself into my memory, I suspected it was doing the same for her. That neither of us was going to forget this moment of desperate humiliation. And maybe she would never be able to look at me the same way again, but maybe that ship had already sailed. Everything she and Andrea had made me do over the last little while was all but guaranteed to have that effect on her, after all.

Above me, Andrea grunted. I could feel her growing pleasure in the way her grip on my hair tightened, the way her movements became more forceful, more urgent, more frantic. Her riding crop slashed the air again, cracking against my ass once more, not for anything I had done or failed to do to please her, but just because the act of hurting me was part of the woman’s twisted pleasure. But I took it, mute as a beaten mule while her toy cock continued to slide back and forth in my mouth. While she continued to fuck my face in front of my girlfriend, erasing my masculinity, destroying my pride and self-respect along with any respect Lisa might still have had for me. At least, that was how it felt. And as usual, as always, there was nothing I could do about it.

As Andrea’s movements became more frantic, I thought about the way the dildo disappeared inside her body. My jaw and throat ached, along with my beaten ass, but I knew that she wouldn’t care about that. All she cared about was her own pleasure, and her raw desire was so sexy, so gorgeous to me, it made it even harder to breathe than it would have been already. All I could do was take it. All I could do was kneel there, hands tied behind my back, nothing but a wet mouth for this woman to violate and use.

Until eventually, Andrea’s pleasure burst out of her. She came, her pussy spasming around the toy that connected us, the smell of her passion swirling around me to add to my own agony of frustration and lust. She trembled and moaned in the wild rush of orgasm, forgetting everything in that annihilating pleasure.

Slowly, she recovered. As she sighed on the bed, she slid her shining cock free of my mouth, and I was glad for the relief that gave me as I worked my aching jaw and recovered my breath. Her latex leggings that fit her like a second skin showed her tremors in the way the light moved over them, bobbing and bouncing and accentuating her ultrafeminine shape, despite the horribly masculine strap-on she was wearing that shone with a dark lustre of its own. Her breasts rose and fell between the laces of her leather top as she breathed heavily, trying to recover herself, trying to process the cruel pleasure that was still vibrating in seemingly every cell of her body, keeping her glowing above me like the cruel, sadistic goddess she was. Truthfully, she looked absolutely radiant, sitting there above me, flushed with both sexual pleasure and the gleam of sadistic pride at what she had done, that feeling of power she was so addicted to made more potent than ever by my disgrace.

“Wow.”

For a moment, that was all Lisa said, and frankly, it felt like all there was to say. And she hadn’t even been involved. For me and Andrea, of course, the feelings were even more intense, what had just happened vibrating through us like a kind of shockwave, leaving us to try and process what it all meant, if we could. Frankly, for me, that seemed impossible. How could I possibly wrap my head around this? And how, after this, could I look myself in the face in the mirror ever again?

But Andrea didn’t have to worry about any of that. She didn’t have to worry about how I felt, what this would do to my self-esteem, or even how it would affect my relationship with my girlfriend. All she cared about was her own selfish pleasure, and to a lesser extent, Lisa’s, too. And that was exactly what we loved about her.

Lisa moved on the mattress. For a moment, Andrea didn’t look in her direction. Instead, she was staring down at me, her pretty blue eyes gleaming behind the glasses that framed them so exquisitely. Her lips were parted, her cheeks glowing, and the expression on her face seemed almost to suggest that even she, dominant mistress that she was, couldn’t quite believe what had just happened. As if even she was surprised at how far she had taken this, and my willingness, albeit under coercion, to do what she said.

Lisa, it seemed, knew exactly how to restore Andrea to herself, how to bring that sexy dominatrix attitude back into our lives. Shifting on the bed, she inched toward the other woman, and soon, she was sitting beside her. Looking at her, not me.

Lisa wrapped her arm around Andrea’s narrow waist. She pulled Andrea’s beautiful body against her own. She tilted her face up toward Andrea, and finally, Andrea looked away from me and at her. A smile spread across the blonde’s face as my girlfriend pressed her lips against Andrea’s mouth. Lisa, for once, the instigator, showed something almost aggressive in her passion, an obvious hunger in her that only added to those potent and unignorable feelings of inadequacy and guilt and shame I felt as I kneeled on the floor, my mouth ravaged, my heart burning, my mind rebelling against what had happened, as if there was anything I could say or do that would change the past. As if I could even find it in myself to want that.

But I knew better, and my relentlessly throbbing cock was there to remind me of the trap I was in. The trap of desperate desire that only seemed to get more inescapable as these women’s desires became more taboo, more disgraceful, more humiliating for me. That was how it was, and no amount of reasoning or thinking on my part was going to change it.

Lisa and Andrea made out. Right there, right in front of me, the shame and disgrace they had put me through all part of their unmistakable desire for one another. All part of the fun. And I watched, just like I was supposed to, even while they ignored me for the moment. While they made out like they were the ones dating instead of me and Lisa, Andrea once again more than happy to make me feel like she had usurped my place in Lisa’s heart, as well as between her legs.

I could see it happening. I could see the two of them getting excited all over again as they touched each other, their hands running over one another’s bodies, their mouths pressing hard against one another as they held nothing back. I could see exactly what they were doing to each other, exactly what they wanted me to see. And of course, I knew where it would lead to. Not the specific details, but the general pattern. It was going to lead to more blissful sex for them, and more cruel teasing for me. With only the slight but haunting possibility that they might take pity on me and, eventually, as a reward for my obedience, give me what I wanted.

But that would have to wait. As always with these women, the road to Paradise led through agony. And I felt that deep in my stomach as I watched the show, watching the two of them make out again, watching pleasure swell and surge like music inside me as, again, they touched each other, excited each other, drove each other crazy once more.

Andrea reached her arms around Lisa’s body and unzipped her dress. She slid it down off her shoulders, and Lisa momentarily rose from the bed to let it fall to the floor so that she could step out of it. Andrea caressed her breasts and the black lacy bra she wore, lowering her head down to Lisa’s incredible cleavage to kiss and lick those magnificent orbs of flesh. As she did, Lisa ran her fingers over Andrea’s blond braided hair and smiled down at me, her eyes flashing again with that familiar malice, the pleasure she took in taunting and teasing me like this.

Soon, Andrea unhooked Lisa’s bra. Together, the two women slid the lacy black fabric down her arms, letting it drop to the floor on top of her dress. Lisa took Andrea’s breasts in her hands, squeezing and caressing, making my girlfriend moan as her talented fingers and thumbs traveled over Lisa’s swollen nipples.

Then, as if seized by sudden inspiration, Lisa moved. She scooted back on the mattress a little, but not to get away from Andrea. Only to give herself enough room to bend forward, wrapping her hand around Andrea’s big fake cock. Seeing what she was up to, Andrea smirked, sitting back and supporting herself with her hands on the mattress behind her. Her eyes shone behind the lenses of her glasses, staring down at me, an amused little smirk on her face as she watched me taking in everything that was happening.

Lisa leaned forward. Her breasts hung from her chest, and she swept her dark hair back behind her ear, as if she didn’t want me to miss a thing. Didn’t want her face obscured. I soon saw why. Right there in front of me, she wrapped her lips around Andrea’s big cock, sliding her mouth up and down, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked.

She sucked Andrea’s cock like a pro. She sucked it as if the other woman could really feel it, as if she could give her the pleasure that I could only wish she was giving me. And there was my cock, ignored and neglected, throbbing with desperate desire as I watched Lisa put on a show. I had never seen her so willing. She had gone down on me a few times when we first started dating, but it had been a very long time since that happened. And even longer since she did it willingly. And she had never done it with quite the enthusiasm she was showing now.

Her cheeks hollowed. Her lips glistened. Soft noises of pleasure rose from her throat, and her tongue moved over the toy, licking up whatever remained of the residue of her own orgasm, if I had left any behind. Practically worshiping Andrea’s cock, as if nothing mattered except giving the other woman pleasure. As if she could feel it.

But all Andrea felt, it seemed, was the thrill of control and domination. The obvious delight she took in making me feel inferior, in teasing me, torturing me, making me desperate, and giving me nothing.

Smirking, Andrea ran her hand through Lisa’s dark hair.

“Such a good girl,” she cooed. “You really do love this cock, don’t you?”

Lisa gasped slightly as she came up for air, the gleaming silicon toy sliding free of her wet mouth for a moment, but still shining in her hand.

“Oh my God, I really do,” she said, smiling up at her mistress. Then, she returned her mouth to the toy, slavishly worshiping Andrea’s cock all over again.

Andrea’s breasts rose and fell, straining the laces of her leather top. Her eyes continued to shine behind her glasses, still watching me, as if anything had changed. As if she was looking for the point where I would finally break, wouldn’t be able to handle it any more, would have to do something. Except that was never going to happen. Because with my hands behind my back, there was nothing I could do.

I guess the only option open to me was to use my safe word, to call this whole thing off. But I knew I wasn’t going to do that. Frankly, the thought hardly crossed my mind. Because as endlessly frustrating as the spectacle was, it was also undeniably sexy. Painfully so, maybe, but that didn’t mean I wanted it to be over. This game seemed to have infected my blood, and now it felt almost as if I needed it to be truly alive.

Finally, Michelle lifted her swollen lips from Andrea’s cock. She giggled as she smiled at me, and now both women were watching me, laughing at my helplessness, my despair. Lisa stood up, turning her back on me, and I studied the delicious curves of her round ass as she leaned forward slightly, pulling her panties down off her hips, sliding them down her legs. Andrea watched, grinning her approval as my girlfriend undressed in front of her.

“Give those to me.”

She held out her hand, and Lisa didn’t hesitate. Still giggling to herself, she handed over her underwear to the other woman. Andrea placed one hand on Lisa’s ass, her fingertips sinking just slightly into the soft skin as she leaned past her, toward me. Lisa’s black panties dangled from her hand, and she gathered them up with her fingers, squeezing them into a loose ball.

“Open your mouth, cuck.”

“Oh my God,” Lisa murmured. But by now, it felt like neither woman could seriously doubt that I would do as I was told. After all, I wasn’t putting up the faintest bit of resistance, no matter how outrageous their requests.

I opened my mouth. And Andrea showed me that smug smile again as she stuffed my girlfriend’s panties into my mouth. She pressed them in firmly, on top of my tongue, stuffing the fabric inside completely. Then, she slapped my cheek, making the skin sting, making Lisa laugh at me as she stood naked in front of her Mistress.

“There. That’s all you get. You just get to taste her underwear, while I get everything else.”

I didn’t respond, and she didn’t seem to need to hear anything from me. Turning her attention back to Lisa, she put both hands on her hips now, pulling her toward her.

Lisa, of course, was more than willing to go along with whatever she wanted.

Andrea pulled Lisa onto her lap. Lisa happily straddled her, climbing back onto the bed with her knees on the mattress on either side of the other woman. She draped her arms over Andrea’s shoulders, and Andrea curled one arm around Lisa’s waist. Her other hand reached down between them, taking hold of the fake cock, guiding it slowly into Lisa’s body.

I heard the long moan of pleasure she made, just like I was supposed to. I heard the wet sound of the well-lubricated toy sliding deep into Lisa’s even more well-lubricated pussy. I saw her shifting her weight in Andrea’s lap, adjusting her position as the toy filled her up. She tilted her head back, her dark hair falling down over her bare shoulders, her legs pressing themselves against Andrea’s sides. There was no doubt, at all, about the pure pleasure she was feeling. No way for me not to see it in every line of her body that seemed to radiate pure ecstasy from her beautiful form.

Andrea held her by the hips as she bounced up and down. I could see the tension in Lisa’s legs, could see the way the muscles moved under the skin, could see how badly she wanted this. She wrapped her arms around the other woman, and as Lisa rode her cock, Andrea kissed my girlfriend’s boobs again. I heard Lisa let out a long moan of pleasure as Andrea wrapped her lips around one of her nipples, sucking gently, sending shockwaves of passion through her.

It was incredible. Their sex was beautiful, wild, passionate, intoxicating. Everything I hoped for and feared. Everything that haunted and tortured me, everything I feared and longed for. My cock felt ready to explode, even without being touched, throbbing and dripping and leaking as I gazed at this incredible display of female power and desire. But I couldn’t cum. Not even if I wanted to, even to have the dubious pleasure of spurting my juices all over the floor just from watching the two of them go at it.

Even that wasn’t permitted. All I could do was watch and wait and hope, eventually, that two women who seemed to have absolutely no shred of mercy whatsoever in their dominant souls would, eventually, take pity on me.

Their passion grew. Moment by moment, gasp by gasp, they surrendered to it. The bed rocked and vibrated under them, the mattress bouncing to the desperate power of their movements.

Lisa yelped as Andrea smacked her ass. She yelped in surprise, not pain, a joyous little shriek of naughty desire.

“Get over here and kiss it, cuck,” Andrea sneered in a voice that was breathless with her own pleasure. “Kiss her sexy ass while she rides my cock.”

“Oh my God,” Lisa moaned again. And she tightened her grip on Andrea’s shoulders as she bounced up and down on her even more forcefully, her gasps and moans matching the rhythm of her body moving in the other woman’s lap as she chased another explosion of demented pleasure.

I crawled forward on my knees. Beaten and broken, submitting completely, I pressed my lips against my girlfriend’s bouncing ass. I kissed the red mark Andrea’s hand had left, as if kissing her better from what her mistress had done to her, and I had to keep moving my head to keep kissing her as Lisa continued to bounce up and down on top of Andrea’s cock.

“Oh fuck, this is so hot,” Lisa said breathlessly.

And then, rising up on her knees, she climbed off Andrea’s cock. I had a front row seat from where I kneeled in front of them, seeing the juices that shone on the toy, the moisture that pooled on Andrea’s thighs before it mingled with her own.

Lisa put her feet on the floor, and turned. She swung her leg over Andrea’s, turning to face me. A challenging smile on her face, her gleaming eyes practically daring me to do anything about it, she reached down between her legs and took hold of that shining toy again. Then, as Andrea smiled and gripped her ass, Lisa bent her knees and lowered herself back down onto it. Back down onto that cock that was the source of so much pleasure for her, that was already shining with the juices of her orgasm and would soon be coated in another.

With her facing me, I could see the expression on my girlfriend’s face. I could see the way her eyes rolled with pleasure, a split second before she closed them momentarily. I could see the way she fed the big fake cock into herself, the way the thick head pressed her lips apart, the way it slid so easily into her despite its size, lubricated by her desperate pleasure. I could see everything, and I watched her sink all the way down until she was sitting in Andrea’s lap completely, the fake cock buried inside her, Andrea holding on to her big ass and smirking at me over Lisa’s shoulder.

But for now, I only had eyes for my girlfriend. And she, still breathless with pleasure, reached forward and grabbed hold of my head just like Andrea had done earlier. She pulled me toward her, and I shuffled along on my knees, the smell of their sex filling my nostrils and the taste of her flooding my mouth from the panties that sat in a damp watery ball on my tongue.

“Watch, cuck,” Lisa gasped, adopting the same insulting name my neighbor had given me. “Watch me fuck her.”

As if I had a choice. As if I would do anything differently. As if I wasn’t completely entranced, completely bewitched by the sight of her sliding up and down on top of that toy, the juices pouring out of her along with her melodious cries of pleasure.

“Suck my clit,” Lisa gasped, pulling on my hair again.

And I did. Just like I had earlier when kissing her ass, I had to move my head to keep up with the movements of her body, but I did my best. It worked. As I licked and sucked that bouncing little nub, Lisa’s shrieks became even louder, even more desperate. Now, it seemed, she was past the point of words, her pleasure too potent and too wild to allow anything but these desperate moans and gasps.

I felt her hand trembling in my hair. I saw her body trembling in front of me, her skin glowing with the rush of pleasure she was feeling, about to tip over the edge into another climax. And then, it did, leaving her shaking and moaning, screaming wordlessly with her eyes screwed shut, her mouth wide open, her body convulsing with pleasure as though someone had hooked it up to an electrical cable.

The juices poured out of her, all over Andrea’s lap. Suddenly, Lisa slumped forward, her hand on my head now more to keep her upright than anything else. Still sobbing with pleasure, her movements clumsy from ecstasy, she climbed off Andrea, moaning as the toy slid out of her ravaged pussy, collapsing on the bed beside her mistress.

Andrea stood up. There was a wild look in her eyes that I had seen before, that blue glow shining behind the glass that made me feel unsafe. She stood over me, reaching out to grab the hair that Lisa had only just let go of, pulling my head toward her. At the same time, her other hand reached toward my face, her fingers sliding into my mouth as I opened it for her. She took hold of Lisa’s panties and pulled them out of my mouth, dropping the wet fabric unceremoniously on the floor. And then, she leaned forward, her hand taking hold of the base of the dripping cock, guiding it toward my lips.

“Lick it clean.”

For once, she wasn’t smiling, her beautiful face deadly serious as she gave her latest humiliating order. I didn’t hesitate. I didn’t want to give in, but it was already far too late for that. And with the smell of sex in the air, with Lisa still moaning and trembling on the bed behind her as she tried to recover, my desire overwhelmed any thoughts of shame I might have had. I tasted Lisa’s pussy as I ran my tongue along the silicon shaft of the toy, and a smile spread across Andrea’s face again as she looked down at me, her eyes locked on mine, enjoying the ridiculous spectacle.

“That’s a good cuck. Get it nice and clean so I can fuck her again.”

And I did. I did everything that was asked of me, humble as ever as I served my dominant goddess.

Once she was done with me, Andrea roughly shoved my head away. She circled around the bed, walking slowly in her high heels, dragging out every moment. Both Lisa and I watched as she climbed onto the mattress from the other side, a smile on her face as she crawled toward my girlfriend.

“This way,” she said, pointing toward me. “On your hands and knees, naughty girl.”

Lisa bit her lip in excitement as she did what her mistress said. She could see what was coming, just like I could. She wanted it, just like I did. She crawled toward the edge of the mattress, smiling down at me, her beautiful face right in front of me. Her big boobs hung down between her arms, swaying with every move she made. And she arched her back as Andrea got up on her knees behind her, holding her by the hips again, that amazing ass right in front of her, ready for her use.

Lisa let out another shivering sigh, closing her eyes again as Andrea slid her cock into her from behind. But she opened her eyes again straightaway, her gaze quickly finding mine. Because she wanted this. She wanted me to see everything, to see how much pleasure she was getting from being fucked doggy style by Andrea.

And I did. I saw everything. My cock throbbing, my heart aching, and my head spinning with disbelief as I watched her body shake to Andrea’s thrusts until they both collapsed in a messy, sweaty pile of female pleasure and desire.

While I kneeled on the floor beside the bed, and watched.
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