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    Becoming A Bitch: Parts 1-12 
 
    Tina Makes A Discovery 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Goddammit!" 
 
    Gasping, I pushed aside the shower curtain and stumbled out of the shower. Reaching for a towel, I wrapped it around myself. Nothing beats a good shower. And this was definitely not that. Right in the middle of the process, the water had turned suddenly ice cold. I could see the goosebumps on my skin as I reached back into the shower and turned the water off. Irritation burned inside me. It's not like I had any big plans for the day. I hadn't really been planning to go anywhere. But having my shower cut short put me in a bad mood. 
 
    Wrapped in my towel, I made my way to the bedroom. Drying off and letting the towel fall to the floor, I got dressed in a T-shirt and a pair of shorts. Then I made my way to the back door of the house. Pushing it open, I climbed down a short flight of stairs. The door to the basement was closed, and I knocked on it. 
 
    "Shay, are you down there?" The pause that followed was long enough to make me think my landlady was out. Finally, I heard her voice drifting up from downstairs. 
 
    “Yeah. What is it?” 
 
    “The hot water has gone out again.” 
 
    “It has?” 
 
    "Yeah. Right when I was in the middle of a shower." There was another pause. My hair still damp, I waited beside the closed door that led to Shay's unit. I lived in the upper half of their house, while Shay and her husband Kane occupied the lower half. House prices being what they are in the city, it wasn't an unusual arrangement. It worked for me. I liked the light in the upper suite. I liked not being able to hear anyone walking around above me, the way I could in the last apartment I lived in. Meanwhile, Shea and Kane had my rent payments to help meet their massive mortgage commitment. The units were totally separate, only sharing the single back entrance of the house. We shared the garden, too, but that was fine. I had been living in their house for almost two years, and Shay and Kane had been exemplary landlords. Then again, I like to think I was a pretty good tenant. Gainfully employed, I've never missed a rent payment in my life. And I'm not much of a partier. All in all, I like to think it was a pretty sweet deal for all of us. 
 
    “Sorry about that. I’ll have to have Kane take a look.” 
 
    "Well, is he there now? I'd kind of like to finish my shower if possible." 
 
    I heard footsteps climbing the stairs from the basement below. They seemed loud, but it was Shay's normally light tread coming up the stairs. I waited for the door to open, but instead, Shay spoke again through the wood. 
 
    "He's busy right now," she said. I scowled at the door in front of me. I try not to be a demanding tenant. And ordinarily, Shea and Kane are very responsive to the few problems I do have. It wasn't like her to be evasive. And like I say, my showers mean a lot to me. 
 
    "Well, when do you think he will be available?" I said, letting a note of exasperation creep into my voice. I couldn't understand why she wouldn't open the door. It would be so much easier to talk face-to-face. Maybe I had gotten used to her being so responsive and available all time, and that was what was making this new attitude of hers seem worse than it really was. But I was annoyed, and like we all do when we're annoyed, I told myself I had every right to be. 
 
    Finally, the door opened. Involuntarily, I gasped. She stood in front of me at last, standing tall in the open doorway, her hands on her hips. And I couldn't prevent my eyes from traveling over her body as I took in my landlady in a way I had never seen her before. 
 
    She wasn't much older than me, all things considered. She might be married and a homeowner, but I would guess she wasn't much past the age of 30, not a long way from my own early 20s. Recently, she had had her hair cut in a kind of shaggy tousled bob that suited her. At the same time, she had had her hair lightened so that it was a kind of dirty blonde,. I already knew that she was a pretty woman. But now, I saw that her light hazel eyes were glowing as she looked at me, dramatically framed by a full face of makeup. And while she stared at me challengingly, my eyes continued their journey over her, my shock growing by the second as Shay seemingly waited for me to react. 
 
    Ordinarily, we were close in height. But not anymore. The heels of her boots had to be six inches tall, making her tower over me. And the boots themselves were insane, black patent leather that rose to the middle of her thighs with laces all the way down the front. The kind of footwear you expect to see at a strip club, not a residential home on a weekday. Above the boots, Shea's thighs were bared by a pair of truly tiny shorts, more closely resembling underwear. Except I didn't own any underwear like that. The way the glossy black fabric clung to her hips as though it could barely contain the curves of her body didn't exactly look comfortable. The bright silver teeth of the zipper down the front drew my eyes between her legs before I could snatch it away. From the high cut of the shorts, I knew that if she turned around, I would probably see most of her ass. And as if that weren't enough, she was wearing a low-cut black leather top with a similar silver zipper running up the front. The zipper shone beneath a series of heavy buckles that pulled the garment even tighter around her. Her boobs swelled up between the straps that rose over her shoulders, her cleavage deep and unmissable, rising and falling steadily with her even breathing. A pair of black leather gloves that rose to the middle of her upper arms completed the outfit. The moment I saw Shay, I realized that I had blundered into something I had no idea how to handle. 
 
    “Um…wow,” I said, and as I drew a deep breath, I realized it felt as though I hadn’t taken one in a long time. “You look… Wow.” 
 
    "Yeah, we were just in the middle of something," Shay replied. The first faint beginnings of a smile were beginning to shine on her pink lips. I could only envy her confidence as she stood in front of me dressed like a porn star. 
 
    "Well, if you're busy, I guess it can wait," I said. Even saying that much was a struggle. It was hard to push the words out from between my trembling lips, hard for my swarming brain to even find words to say. Looking back now with the perspective of hindsight, I still can't say with any accuracy what I was thinking as I looked at Shay in her outfit. Only that I was shocked by her unexpected appearance. 
 
    "No, you may as well know everything now," Shay said. "Come on. Come downstairs. I want to show you something." Without waiting for an answer, she turned on her tall heels and headed downstairs. I saw that I had been right about the way her shorts showed off her ass. And the extravagant high heels of her boots made her body sway with every step she took, her feminine figure accentuated wildly as she swayed her way downstairs ahead of me. I already knew Shay was attractive. But I guess I had never realized just what a body she had. Her outfit,  unusual as it was, was doing her great service in the looks department.  
 
    I followed her downstairs without thinking. Truthfully, I had all but forgotten why I was even there. Shay's sexy outfit had forced all normal ideas right out of my head. I'm a straight girl, and all my romantic feelings are toward men. But when a woman looks as good as Shay did in her outfit, even another straight woman can recognize it. Maybe even better than anyone else would. 
 
      
 
    Shay reached the floor of her apartment and carried on walking. I followed. It was only a half basement, the top half above ground level so that they could still have plenty of windows. But as Shay led me toward the bedroom, underneath my own living room, I saw that it was pitch black inside. She had the curtains drawn. And when she snapped on the light, an even greater surprise than what she was wearing was waiting for me. 
 
    Shay and Kane's bedroom was big. I had never seen it before. But it was hardly the time to look around. I saw the big bed was over on the far wall, close the window. But in front of it, a large black wire cage took up all my attention. Because inside the cage, on his hands and knees to fit under the low ceiling, was Shay's husband Kane. 
 
    When the light first went on, he squeezed his eyes shut. But quickly, he adjusted. And soon, his eyes widened in shock in just the same way I was sure my own were doing. The last thing I had expected when I followed Shay downstairs was to find her husband in a cage. And clearly, he was no less surprised to see me there. For a silent moment that seemed to go on forever, we just looked at each other. His eyes moved up and down my body, just as mine moved on his. Inside the cage, he was naked. Or at least, he was naked if you didn't count the thick leather collar around his neck. In a flash, I realized what was going on here, and cursed myself for not figuring it out sooner. My landlords, the cheerful married couple that lived in the unit below my own, were involved in some kind of kinky sex game. 
 
    "Oh my God," I gasped, pressing my hands to my open mouth. "Shay, it could've waited! If you guys are busy doing… whatever, I can wait till you're done." 
 
    "Don't worry about it," Shay said. Her boot heels were quieter now on the carpeted floor as she circled slowly around the cage. I watched Kane turn his head to follow her, gazing silently up at his sexy wife from his humiliating position on the floor. Shay moved in her high heels with a kind of predatory grace, letting her fingers drag over the thin bars of the cage as she circled it. Finally, when she was standing on the other side from me, she stopped. She leaned slightly forward, supporting herself with her hands on the top of the cage as she looked at me. Underneath her, Kane's eyes darted from her to me and back again. And still he said nothing. A faint thrill ran through me as I wondered if he was even allowed to speak. 
 
    "You probably would've found out eventually," Shay said, and I noticed that faint smile had returned to her lips again. "Maybe it's better just to have it all out in the open. Don't think he hasn't thought about this. Don't think he hasn't fantasized about our pretty upstairs tenant finding out what a worthless pervert he is." 
 
    "I had no idea you guys were so… adventurous," I said carefully. Shay's white teeth showed as her smile grew wider. 
 
    “Well, I don’t dress up as the mistress of the night to go to the grocery store,” she said. “I don’t make my husband grovel at my feet in public. So far, anyway. But behind closed doors? Yeah, this is pretty much how it goes. Some men need to be put in their place and kept there. Kane is one of them. Aren’t you, sweetie?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." The first words Kane spoke came out in a kind of mumble. But in the hush of the basement apartment, I heard them perfectly clearly. I couldn't help myself. A wild burst of laughter broke from my open mouth, and Kane bowed his head in abject humiliation. It was just too funny for words. 
 
    "You make your husband call you mistress and keep him in a cage," I said, slowly shaking my head. Not in disapproval. I'm open-minded. What people do behind closed doors is their business. It's not like I didn't know there were men out there who get off on being dominated, and women out there who are happy to take control of those men. I just didn't imagine that my landlords were those people. 
 
    "Sometimes," Shay smiled. "Sometimes, I keep him in two cages. Show her, Kane. Show her what you have the nerve to call your cock." 
 
    "Oh, no," I said at once, shaking my head. "I don't need to see…" The words died on my lips as Kane moved inside the cage. The tight prison made it difficult for him to move, but I suppose that was the point. Moving carefully, he was able to spread his thighs and lean back, presenting himself to me, unable to look me in the eye as he did what his dominant wife wanted. And as I caught sight of what Shay wanted me to see, I gasped again. Kane's cock was enclosed in some kind of shining steel contraption, the small bars completely encircling his manhood. It was a cage, I saw, just as Shay had said. A cage built only for his cock with a lock that held the whole thing together. 
 
    "What the fuck is that?" I said. From not wanting to see my landlord's cock, now I could hardly bring myself to look away. Shay's devious smile sent ripples of excitement through me as she leaned over the cage that imprisoned her humiliated husband. 
 
    "It's a cock cage," she explained. "A chastity device, if you like. It makes sure that he can't touch himself or even get an erection unless I remove it. And I have the only key. It's the perfect toy to turn any man into a pathetic slave. Own his cock, and you own him. Isn't that right, Kane?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." I noticed her husband was breathless as he spoke. It wasn't exertion making him that way. He was clearly turned on. Meanwhile, I was having far more complicated thoughts of my own. It quickly dawned on me that the simple fact of my presence here in the middle of their game made me in some way a part of it. It's not like I was having sex with them. But every woman knows that sex is mostly in the mind. And that's what this was about.  
 
    But it's not as though I didn't know where the door was. Whenever I wanted, I could turn and leave and put the whole episode behind me. So with every moment that I stayed, I was forced to confront exactly why I was choosing to be there. I was curious. Curious to see how this whole situation would play itself out. Curious to know more about my landlord's kinky activities. And Shay was clearly more than willing to share them with me. 
 
      
 
    "This is crazy," I said. "I can't believe he lets you do this to him." 
 
    "Oh, you'd be amazed at the things I do to him," Shay said, her eyes glittering dangerously as she began to circle around the cage again. "Once you have control over a man's orgasms, you can make him do anything you want. You should really try it sometime." 
 
    "I don't think so," I grinned. "I mean, you guys do you. I just don't think I could get into… this." 
 
    "That's a shame," Shay said. Standing right in front of me, she finally stopped. I could smell a faint hint of perfume rising from her body, could hear the leather of her provocative outfit creak as she breathed. Towering above me in her heels, her eyes moved over my face as though studying my expression. There was no point denying the truth to myself. Shay looked sexy. This dominant persona suited her. She had always been such a sweet and friendly woman, but now, I realized I was seeing the other side of that coin. And for reasons I had a hard time putting into words even in the privacy of my own head, it excited me. Not that I was attracted to her, really. Not in the conventional sense. Even though I can appreciate a woman's beauty, I don't generally lust for it. But there was something impressive about her that I couldn't help responding to, even if only in some primal way. Power is sexy. Everybody knows that. My own personal fantasies and preferences revolved mainly around powerful men. But in Shay's presence, I was learning that power doesn't have a gender. 
 
    "You never know," Shay continued in that same quiet voice that seemed to echo inside my head. "Sometimes, it's the sweetest girls who make the cruelest and most powerful mistresses. A pretty girl like you should have men falling at her feet. With those girl-next-door looks, you'd make a great domme. You'd be like a sexy cheerleader gone rogue or something. Guys like Kane would eat that up." 
 
    “Um, thanks,” I said uncertainly. “But it’s not my thing.” 
 
    "You hear that, Kane?" Shay said, her voice growing louder as she addressed herself to her kneeling husband in the cage. "Pretty girls like Tina don't want to play with pervert losers like you. You're lucky you even get to breathe the same air as women like us." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Every time Kane spoke, it seemed to require enormous effort. It couldn't be easy, I supposed, having your darkest tendencies exposed to a casual acquaintance. Part of me felt embarrassed on his behalf. Certainly, his wife didn't seem to have a shred of pity for her husband. In fact, judging by the crafty smile on her face, she was thoroughly enjoying embarrassing him in front of me. 
 
    "He's so pathetic," Shay grinned, chuckling as she turned to me. "Every time I lock him up, he gets so horny he'll do anything just to touch a woman. It's hilarious. If you put your foot through the bars, he'd probably start kissing your toes. He's that desperate to touch a woman right now." 
 
    "Really?" I could feel Shay's eyes on me as heat rose to my cheeks. I know I shouldn't do it. But really, the moment I realized what was going on in the basement, I should've left. And by staying, I knew I was making a kind of choice. So why not take it a little further? Kane and Shea's games might not be to my personal tastes, but there was no denying that opportunities like this didn't come along very often. 
 
    Beside me, I had Shay laugh softly as I put one foot forward. To this day, I still don't really know why, except to blame it on a kind of curiosity. I stuck my foot through the bars of the cage, and Kane hesitated for just a moment. He looked up at me, and then he looked at Shay.  
 
    I couldn't say whether she gave him some kind of sign of unspoken command; I was only looking at him now. But without a word, he turned awkwardly in the cage and got onto his hands and knees. He lowered his face to the floor. I stared down, giggling with disbelief as I watched the muscles of his back move under the skin. I hadn't bothered to put socks on before coming to talk to Shay. And now, my giggles grew louder as I felt her husband's lips on my foot. Tenderly, he kissed my toes, and his wife watched on with a smug smile on her face. As the caged man pressed his lips to my foot with total servility, a feeling of power flowed through me. 
 
      
 
    "Told you," Shay grinned. "He's just a natural-born slave. Made to serve women. The more opportunities I get to remind him of that, the better." As she spoke, Shay shifted her weight so that she could put her own foot against the bars of the cage. She didn't have to say a word, I noticed. Immediately Kane moved his head to kiss the pointed toe of her leather boot. While the two of us stood there, looking down at him, her in her outrageous dominatrix outfit and me in shorts and a T-shirt, humiliated Kane groveled at our feet. 
 
    "Now, I was thinking of keeping him in there all day," Shay went on. "He's been a bad boy, and he needs to be punished. But your shower needs to be fixed. And a good slave is happy to serve women in any way he can. Kane, honey, the hot water cut out again. I'm going to let you out so you can fix it and Tina can finish her shower, okay?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Cain's voice was slightly muffled, his mouth still pressed against his wife's foot. As she withdrew it, I did the same. While Shay moved across the bedroom, heading over toward a nightstand beside the bed, Kayne crouched on hands and knees in the cage, his sides expanding and shrinking as he breathed. He didn't look at me. He probably couldn't. In less than half an hour, he had gone from being my landlord to being this dominated slave. I was never going to be able to look at Kane the same way again. Probably, he felt the same way about me. 
 
    When Shay returned from the other side of the room, she had a key in her hand. I watched her bend over and unlock the heavy padlock that kept the door of the cage shut. Setting the lock down top of the cage, she swung the door open. On his hands and knees, Kane crawled out. I stepped aside, unable to keep myself from noticing the way his caged cock dangled beneath his body. But for now, he only had eyes for his wife. In her tall boots, she towered above him, and as he looked up at her, I saw the expression of something like rapture on his face. Something flipped in my stomach at the sight.  Their kinky games might not be my idea of a good time. But I couldn't deny their efficacy. How many wives have their husband look at them the way Kane was looking at Shay? As though she were the only thing that mattered in the world. As though she was the most beautiful creature imaginable. In that moment, I could certainly see the appeal. Not just of the wild power that had coursed through me as Kane kissed my feet. But for the rapt adoration with which he now looked at his wife, ready to do whatever she said without question. 
 
    "Well, get to it," Shay said. "Go fix Tina's shower for her. No need to put any clothes on. She knows what you are now. Besides, you know I love to watch you work in nothing but your cage. It reminds me who owns that little cocklet of yours. Off you go, honey. Go get your tools and do your job while us girls talk about you behind your back." Shay giggled girlishly as she spoke, I couldn't keep from chuckling myself. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," Kane said. He rose to his feet, and the silver bars of the chastity device shone as his cock bobbed between his legs. He might be out of one cage, but the other ensured he would still do exactly as his wife said. He stepped out of the room, and as he went to follow his wife's orders, Shay turned to me and smiled. 
 
    "Hopefully he'll be able to fix it for you," she said. "And don't think for a moment that it's not turning him on to think that he's serving you now as well as me. Knowing that you know about his little… situation is going to drive him crazy. I think my husband has always had a little bit of a thing for you." 
 
    "Really?" I couldn't imagine why. Most of the time, it was Shay I dealt with, not Kane. But whenever anything needed fixing in my apartment, it was Kane who would do it. And he had never been anything other than friendly and professional with me. He had never tried to hit on me as far as I was aware. Which was good, because it would've disgusted me. Not because he wasn't an attractive man; he was. But he was also married. 
 
    "Of course," Shay smiled. "You're young and you're beautiful and you're just his type. Honestly, now that you know about our games, I think things are going to get even more interesting. There's all kinds of things we could do to him now." 
 
    “Oh? Like what?” Shay didn’t answer immediately. But her broad smile told me everything I needed to know. And the bubbling excitement in my stomach pushed away some of my doubts. Still, I told myself, I wasn’t committing to anything. It doesn’t do any harm to talk. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Tina Has An Idea 
 
      
 
    “I caught him.” 
 
    “You did?” Shay nodded. 
 
    “Last summer,” she said. “And he’s been paying for it ever since.” Smiling, she turned her attention back to her husband. 
 
    I stood beside Shay in the open door of the furnace room. Kane was inside. There was something comical about watching his naked body move as he fussed with the hot water tank. A handful of tools lay strewn about the floor, and as he bent to pick up one or another of them, I saw again the steel chastity device that encased his cock. The most important tool of them all, I suppose. The tool that his dominant wife used to control him completely. And while he worked on the hot water tank, I took the opportunity to find out more about their unconventional sex life. I still wasn't sure how I felt about what I was learning. 
 
    "You were sunbathing out in the yard," she went on, still watching her husband as she spoke to me. "You were wearing that green bikini. And this little pervert was looking through the window like a peeping Tom. I thought about telling you at the time. But I decided I could come up with a more fun way to make him pay for disrespecting you and me. That's when I decided to lock his cock away. That way, he can never be with another woman. He can never even masturbate without me knowing about it. As far as I'm concerned, that's cheating too. Marriage means a wife owns her husband's cock. At least, it should." She laughed at that, and I laughed along with her. It was ridiculous, of course. And as seriously as these two seemed to take it, I reminded myself that it was all a game. Presumably, as embarrassed as he was, Kane wanted his wife to treat him this way. It wasn't hard to imagine how locking his cock away in a steel cage could give her tremendous power over him. But clearly, he had let her do it in the first place. 
 
    “And he’s been locked up since last summer?” 
 
    "Not continually," she answered. "I'm not sure if any man could stand that. Besides, I have needs too. I let him out once in a while, if his behavior has been especially good. Or if I just want to use his cock for my own pleasure. But most of the time now, he stays locked up. I like knowing his cock belongs to me, even when we're not together. I like how he can never forget who owns his manhood. Isn't that right, honey?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Kane turned his face away from the boiler for just long enough to answer his wife before turning back to it again. 
 
    "You see what a good boy it makes him," Shay said to me. 
 
    “Totally,” I grinned. “But it must be hard to keep him locked up all the time. On you as well as on him.” 
 
    “It can be,” Shay said. “It’s a lot of work being a keyholder. But it’s not like we went straight into this. I was already dominating him before we found the cock cage. That was just the last piece of the puzzle. A way to control him completely. But he was already submissive to me. I’ve been doing this a long time.” 
 
    “What, dominating your husband?” Finally, Shay turned to me. She stood with her arms folded, her prominent breasts swelling above them in the tight leather outfit she wore. Her hazel eyes glowed like polished metal as she looked me in the eye. 
 
    "Dominating men," she said. "I do this for a living." 
 
    "Oh my God, really?" She nodded. Look, I'm not naïve. I know that there are women out there who dominate men for living. I know that there are men who will pay for the privilege. I've seen it on TV, read about it in articles here and there. But it's one thing to know that it goes on somewhere in the world, and something totally different to realize that the woman you share a house with is a dominatrix. 
 
    "Yep," Shay smiled. "What did you think I did for work?" 
 
    "I had no idea," I said. "I noticed you're home during the day a lot and out at night. But I just figured you had an active social life."  
 
    "Nope. That's when I see my clients. I have a dungeon downtown where men pay me to beat up on them. But with Kane, it's more of a labor of love. The other guys are just clients. But Kane is my husband. And my actual slave. Right, Kane?" 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Doesn’t he get jealous of you seeing other men?” 
 
    "Sometimes," Shay shrugged. 'But a little jealousy is good for a man. Besides, I don't sleep with my clients. If I see someone professionally, I make sure they know that sex is off the table." 
 
    “And they let you dominate them anyway?’ 
 
    "Of course," Shay smiled. "I mean, at its heart, it's about sex. But it's not completely. Guys come to see me and allow themselves to lose control for a while. I take that burden off them. They go home lighter. Maybe they go home and think of me while they jerk off or have sex with their wives, but that's none of my business. I don't have sex for money. I'm not a prostitute." 
 
    "No, of course not," I said. "But… don't you ever want to? I mean, if he's locked up. Don't you get frustrated?" 
 
    "There are ways around that," Shay smiled. Judging by her face, she was thoroughly enjoying telling me all about her lifestyle. As though she'd been wanting to do this for a long time. As though she took great pleasure in filling me in. And I knew part of that pleasure came from the knowledge of how embarrassing this all was for her husband. He went on working as though he couldn't hear us, but I knew that he could. And I wondered if it was exciting him to listen to us talk. 
 
    “You don’t need a penis to have sex, after all,” Shay said. “Kane has gotten very good with his mouth and his hands, just like a husband should. And we have lots of toys.” 
 
    “I guess,” I said. “I just feel like I would miss it, personally.” 
 
    "Well, it's not like we don't have sex at all," she said. "I can have that anytime I want. It's not as often as he wants, of course. But that's the point. It's not about what he wants. It's about what I want. If I want his cock, it's all mine to use as I please. It's just that there are plenty of other ways for him to please me too." 
 
    Everything she was saying was completely outrageous, of course, but in a way, it made a strange kind of sense. I couldn't imagine living the life that these two did. But they seem to have found a way to make it work for them. I couldn't deny that it was fascinating. I knew a little about the kinky things some people did, but I was learning a lot from Shay. The fact that she did this for living was perhaps the thing that startled me most. 
 
    And as I listened to her talk, as I watched her husband work, I was forced to confront something unexpected inside myself. The lifestyle Shay was describing sounded hot. I had never felt any urge to bring whips and chains into the bedroom, and had always found the idea of it faintly silly. But now, seeing the dynamic of domination and submission in action, I could see it wasn't how I had imagined at all. Shay clearly knew her way around a whip if she needed one. But that wasn't what their relationship seemed to be about. Instead, it seemed far more mental than I had imagined. And far more interesting. As crazy as it might still seem to me, I wanted to know more. 
 
    “I think I fixed it, Mistress,” Kane said, turning toward Shay. 
 
    "Good," Shay said. "It's about time. Let's go test it." Turning, she strode through the basement in her outrageous high-heeled boots. I followed along behind her, wondering how it felt to wear such a provocative outfit. If it was what she did for a living, Shay was probably used to it. But it clearly did wonders for her confidence. I could see it dripping off her, a complete self-possession and comfort in her own skin that I could only envy. Then again, having your husband worship you like a goddess was probably part of that, too. 
 
    In the kitchen, Shay turned on the tap. Water splashed into the sink as she held her fingers under it. Soon, she nodded and withdrew her hand. 
 
    "Looks like it's working again," Shay said as she turned the tap off. "Sorry about that. Don't worry.If iIt happens again, I'll make sure my husband is thoroughly punished for it." 
 
    "I bet you will," I laughed. But there was something moving inside me, something gnawing away at the edges of my mind. I had gotten what I came here for. But now, I hardly cared about the shower I had had to leave prematurely. There was far more going on now that interested me. I could head back upstairs to my own apartment and go on with my day. But I didn't have much planned. And anything I might have done would never be as fascinating as what was going on downstairs.  
 
    The honest truth was that I didn't want it to end. Not yet. And as I looked at Shay, standing there all regal and proud in her dominatrix outfit, I found myself wanting to be like her. To have that confidence, that selfishness, that power. Just being around her was intoxicating. You didn't have to want her sexually to know that. 
 
      
 
    “So you caught your husband looking at me in a bikini?” I said while butterflies of nervousness swooped and swirled in my stomach. She nodded. 
 
    "That's right," she said. "I doubt it was the first time. You know how men are. But to be honest, I'm kind of glad I did now." 
 
    "Me too," I said. "If he likes me, I'm glad he's all locked up so he can't do anything about it. It makes me feel a lot safer." 
 
    "Good," Shay said. Her hazel eyes stared right into mine. Like she was waiting for something. It's like she knew that there was something on my mind, and was willing to be patient until I made my intentions clear. I gulped nervously. There was nothing for it but just go for it and see what happened. After all, Shay and Kane had been very open with me about what I had to assume was their darkest secret. 
 
    "I'm going to go finish my shower," I said. "But maybe Kane should come with me? You know, in case the water breaks again." 
 
    Slowly, a broad grin spread across Shay’s face. Her breasts bounced in the top of her outfit as she shook with laughter. 
 
    "Oh, that's naughty," she grinned, her off-blonde hair swirling around her cheeks as she shook her head. "See? I knew you had it in you to come up with a kinky idea. Yes, I think you can borrow my husband for that. I think he'd consider it a privilege to be your towel boy. He'd better, anyway. This is going to drive him crazy." Turning toward the living room, Shay raised her voice. "Kane, get in here," she yelled. Seconds later, her husband walked into the kitchen, his caged cock dangling between his legs as he stood in front of us. His eyes darted from Shay to me and back again, his slightly parted lips trembling with nervousness as he waited to see what was coming. As I looked at him, I felt my bubbling excitement growing stronger. I had never thought of Kane in that way, even if he clearly had thought of me like that. But I wasn't going to have sex with him, I told myself. That was the only way I could get through this. To tell myself that it was just part of some game, a fun activity that was far removed from actual sex, even if that was where it got its power. 
 
    "Tina's going to finish her shower now," Shay said. "I want you to go with her and standby in case there's another problem with it. Do as she says. Speak when spoken to. Follow her orders like you do mine. Remember, I'll be checking with her to make sure you're a good boy, so you better please her just like you would please me." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." It was Kane's standard reply to his wife's requests. But I saw the way his hands trembled at his sides. I had no idea what outrageous things Shay made him do normally, but I suspected this was a new one. Certainly, it was new to me. 
 
    "Have fun, you two," Shay said. Her boots rang on the tiled floor of the kitchen as she made her way to the living room. "Don't do anything I wouldn't do."  
 
    Smiling, I turned toward the stairs. As I climbed, I heard Kane following me. My heart fluttered in my chest as we left their apartment and climbed up to mine. It felt like the first time you bring a guy home from a date, the first time you plan to sleep with someone. But nothing was more sure than that wasn't going to happen. It couldn't happen. All the excitement of dating, without the risk, I thought to myself. Kane couldn't do anything to me. And his wife had given me the same power over her husband that she had. 
 
      
 
    Silently, I led him to the bathroom. Silently, he followed. I turned on the water in the shower and let it run for a while, waiting for it to warm up. Soon, steam was rising into the air. Kane stood beside the sink, watching me intently. His blue eyes glowed, watching me as warily as an animal while he waited to see what I would do. It was now or never, I thought to myself. After raising this idea with Shay, I couldn't exactly chicken out now. Even if it felt incredibly strange to have my landlord naked in my bathroom, watching me. 
 
    "Is it true you were watching me in my bikini last summer?" I said. Kane nodded slowly. 
 
    "Yes," he said. 
 
      
 
    "So you are a little pervert, like she says?" I winced inwardly as I spoke. I'm not a person who is used to insulting others. Ordinarily in life, I try to always be nice. Treating someone like this was a completely new experience for me. Almost like training wheels for being a bitch, I thought to myself with a smile. 
 
    "Yes," Kane said quietly.  
 
    "And all this time I thought you were normal," I said. "I thought you were just a regular married couple." 
 
      
 
    “We are,” Kane said. “Apart from this.” 
 
    "Apart from the fact your wife owns your cock?" Just saying such a vulgar word in front of my landlord felt weird. But I had noticed the way Shay spoke to her husband. I had noticed how she never missed a chance to remind him of his servitude. I tried to emulate her cruelty and confidence as far as I was able. 
 
    “Yes,” Kane replied. 
 
    "So you like me then?" I said. Steeling myself, I took a half step closer to Kane. I forced myself to stare into his eyes and hoped he couldn't see the way I was blushing as I spoke. "You want me?" 
 
    "Yes," Kane said. "Of course." 
 
    “What do you like about me?” 
 
    “You’re very pretty,” Kane said in a strangled voice. 
 
    "So's your wife." 
 
    “Yes. Shay — Mistress Shay is very beautiful.” 
 
    "But that didn't stop you perving on me. And now, because of that, you're her total slave. I have to admit, this is pretty fucking funny." Kane didn't reply. For a moment, his eyes dropped to the floor before bouncing back up to mine. I could see the embarrassment he was feeling. And somewhere deep down, it mitigated my own. It felt awkward talking to my landlord like this. But the more he went along with it, I could already tell, the easier it became. 
 
    Trying to control the shaking of my hands, I lifted my T-shirt over my head and let it fall to the floor. My shorts followed. Kane watched, drinking in every detail as I stood in front of him in nothing but bra and panties. His eyes followed my hand as I ran my fingertips over the swell of one breast, teasing him with my body. 
 
    “Do you like these?” 
 
    "Yes," Kane said, his voice hoarse with desire. "Very much." 
 
    "I bet you do," I giggled. At the risk of seeming vain, I've always thought I had nice boobs. Big, but not too big. Small enough to stay nice and perky. Not that I give them a lot of thought on a regular day. But this was anything but a regular day. As I reached behind myself and unhooked my bra, I felt Kane's eyes glued to my body, and I smiled. My bra fell to the floor, and my tits were exposed in front of my landlord. 
 
    It was a new experience for me. I'd stripped for boyfriends before, but never like this. Ordinarily by now, the guy would be all over me or I would be all over him. Normally, I preferred to have the man undress me. But having this total control over Kane, another woman's husband, was an absolute thrill. As I reached for the waistband of my panties and pulled them down, I could feel my excitement growing. I would never have imagined it would be such a turn-on. But it was. That was the simple truth. 
 
    And as he stood there watching me, Kane had never looked more attractive. Because the truth was, I wanted to have sex. At that moment, it was almost all I wanted. But thanks to the cage looked around my landlord's cock, it wasn't an option. That was the twisted genius of Shay's game. She could let me borrow her husband and know that nothing would happen between us, even though she knew he was attracted to me. All we could do was carry on playing the game. 
 
    Turning away from Kane, I stepped into the shower. Warm water cascaded over my skin. Guided by habit, I reached to pull the curtain closed, then stopped myself. I wanted him to watch. And I didn't care that water was spilling all over the bathroom floor. That was something I could deal with later. Through clouds of steam, I could see Kane's eyes locked on me, the intensity of his stare looking as though it might bore a hole right through me.  
 
    He was like a caged lion, a faint hint of danger hovering around him even though I knew I was perfectly safe. It was that kind of thrill, that kind of excitement, the kind you find on a roller coaster or watching a scary movie. And as I rubbed soap all over my body, making my skin shine and glisten, I heard Kane groan faintly with frustrated desire. The sound seemed to have a direct line between my legs. My pussy spasmed. There was no doubt about it. Tormenting my landlord like this was turning me on. Turning me on more than I would ever have believed it could. As my sponge traveled over my body, my movements slow and languid, lust grew by the second. 
 
    “You like watching me, Kane?” 
 
    "Yes," Kane growled. 
 
    "I bet. Is this better than peeking at me in a bikini? Now you get to see everything." 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    ‘Your wife is so mean to you,” I said. “But I guess you deserve it. How does it feel being locked up in there? Does it hurt?”  
 
    "Sometimes," Cain answered. "When I try to get hard." 
 
    “Does it hurt now?” 
 
    "Yes." I grinned at his answer. It was exactly the answer I wanted. And his desire fueled mine, adding to my desperate arousal as my hand drifted between my legs. 
 
    "Well, maybe from now on, your wife will let you watch me shower regularly," I teased. "If you ask her nicely. You can look, but you can't touch. I have a boyfriend. He gets to fuck me. You just get to watch." 
 
    Again, I heard Kane growl like an animal as he stood beside the sink, watching my every move. I moaned in pleasure. It was too much to resist. The sensation of the warm water cascading over my body and his predatory eyes on me, his obvious desire for me, pushed me over the edge. I didn't care anymore about what was normal or proper or appropriate. My own needs were too pressing to consider any of that. So while my landlord watched, humbled and emasculated, I reached between my legs and began to rub my pussy. I moaned with pleasure at the contact, my fingers sliding easily between the wet folds of my sex. I couldn't remember the last time I was this turned on. I had never done anything even close to this outrageous. But the sheer wrongness of it all made it so much more exciting.  
 
    Resisting the urge to close my eyes, I watched Kane instead. Watching him just like he watched me. Staring right into his eyes while I fingered myself. I wanted him to see. I wanted him to watch me cum, to have that image engraved on his memory and know there was nothing he could do about it.  
 
    Leaning back against the glistening wall of the shower, I gave free rein to my desire. I didn't try to suppress my cries and moans of ecstasy as they rang out in the warm space of the bathroom. When I felt the hot explosion of my orgasm in my hand, I gave in to it completely, letting it sweep me away more powerfully than it had done a long time. My legs trembled, struggling to hold me up as I leaned against the wall. My breath caught in my chest, my throat raw with my cries of passion. 
 
      
 
    Soft waves of pleasure were still rolling through me as I withdrew my hand. Reaching for the tap, I turned the water off. Now I stood in front of Kane dripping from my shower and glowing with orgasm. He was still watching, still in position over by the sink where I had left him. Now that my lust had abated slightly, I felt more keenly the embarrassment of the wild scene I had just been a part of. But I didn't regret it. I couldn't, when a feeling of pure sexiness was flowing through me. The fact that I could do that to a man, could drive him so crazy with desire, made me feel like an absolute goddess. If this was how dominating her husband made Shay feel, I could completely understand why they played the way they did. 
 
    "Pass me that towel," I said, pointing to the nearby rack. Kane's caged cock glistened as he took a step forward, pulling the towel off the rail and handing it to me. About to thank him by habit, I stopped myself with a smile. As Shay said, I was supposed to be ordering him around.  
 
    Stepping out of the shower, I ran the towel over my naked body. In no hurry, I let him continue to watch as I bent over in front of him, completely naked. As though he were no more significant than any other object in the room. When I was finally dry, I wrapped the towel around myself. 
 
      
 
    "Well, the hot water didn't run out," I smiled at Kane. "So I guess you did a good job. I can tell your wife that you were nice and obedient." 
 
    “Okay,” Cain nodded. He seemed to keep his responses short, as though he worried about saying too much. As he probably should, I thought with a smile. With a woman like Shay, a guy could get himself into more trouble than he could handle very quickly. 
 
    “You can go back downstairs now,” I said. “I’m going to get dressed. Tell your wife I’m done with you for now.” 
 
    "Okay," Cain said again. Without a word of protest, he turned and headed out of the bathroom. I watched him go, my pussy tingling with desire and power as he walked obediently out of my apartment. I had no idea what the future might have in store, and what effect my new knowledge about Shay and Kane's relationship would have on all three of us. But I knew without a shadow of doubt that from that point onward, things were never going to be the same. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Tina Tries Something New 
 
      
 
    When I moved on the bed, rolling over on top of Will, I saw the delight on his face. He likes it when I go on top. And honestly, I like it too. It's nice to set the rhythm of sex, to get what you want without having to ask. But it also feels very vulnerable. I feel very exposed up there. And though I don't have any serious issues with body image, that doesn't mean I don't get self-conscious sometimes. Having my boyfriend look up at me is usually a surefire way to become painfully conscious of every jiggle and fold of my skin. 
 
    But what Will didn't know was how strange and wild the thoughts racing through my mind at that time were. As difficult as it was to admit even to myself, I was thinking about Kane even while I had sex with my boyfriend. Thinking about the way he had looked at me, desperate longing on his face as he helplessly watched me masturbate. If I could overcome that self-consciousness, I thought to myself, I should be able to overcome just about anything.  
 
    It had felt good to be looked at. And in a way, I guess, I was trying to replicate that feeling. But not just that. I was also thinking about Shay, and just how sexy she had been. Not just because of her dominatrix outfit, but because of the power she so comfortably wielded. That, I realized in a flood of passion, was what I wanted. 
 
      
 
    "You like that?" I asked breathlessly. My hair hung around my face as I leaned over Will's body, his hard cock inside me sending pleasure rising through me as I bounced up and down on top of it. But it wasn't enough. Not quite. I was burning up with passion, but I needed more. I needed some new twist to push me over the edge. In the depths of my buzzing brain, flooded with sex hormones, I didn't spend too much time analyzing what I was thinking. But the stray thought crossed my mind that maybe, after what I had seen and done with Shay and Kane, regular sex just wouldn't be enough. 
 
    "Yeah," Will grinned up at me. His handsome face was lit up by his smile. He was an attractive guy; there was no denying that. It had been his sculpted good looks that first drew me to him when we started dating. And he never looked better than when he was so obviously turned on as he was now. In the delicious reciprocal loop of lust, his excitement fueled my own. But I needed that extra edge. That dark thrill I had first experienced in Shay's basement, a desire for something I had never previously wanted but now couldn't forget. 
 
    "Shut up," I snarled, trying to channel my inner dominatrix the way Shay seemed to do so easily. My hands on Will's heaving chest, I dug my fingernails into his skin, and seeing him wince at the slight pain made my pussy spasm. I didn't want to hurt him. Not really. But I wanted the power my landlady had over her husband. Maybe not to the same extent, not the same extreme. I wasn't ready for that. But the thought of tasting even just a little of what she had filled my mind to the exclusion of almost everything else. 
 
    The expression of surprise on my boyfriends face didn't last long. After all, I was still riding his cock, and pleasure has a remarkable way of blocking out pain. A smile soon returned to his face. I could feel his hands on my hips, gripping them as I impaled myself on him. His breathing was coming in the same rapid gasps mine was, his excitement as clear and obvious as my own. And he said nothing. I just told him to shut up, and he had. I groaned loudly as a feeling of power swelled inside me, seeming to go straight to the burning pleasure between my legs. 
 
    I reached down and grabbed Will's wrists. Still riding him, I pulled his hands away from my body and pushed his arms up. He didn't resist. I could feel the strength in his arms, and knew he could free himself if he wanted to. But he didn't. He might be confused by what was happening, but he went along with it anyway. He let me push his arms back until  
 
    I was pinning his wrists onto the mattress on either side of his head, my hair brushing his face and chest now as I hovered above him. I stared deep into his eyes and saw the desire for me that burned inside them, a desire that would seemingly let me get away with more than I would ever have imagined. And as a smile broke across my face, I saw an answering smile on his. My poor boyfriend had no idea what kind of crazy thoughts were bubbling away inside my mind. But I couldn't wait for him to find out. 
 
      
 
    "You're here for my pleasure," I said, forcing the words out between gasps. "Don't forget that." 
 
    "Oh, really?" There was a cocky grin on Will's face as he spoke. He looked so cute with his arms pinned to the bed, staring up at me with obvious pleasure on his face. 
 
    "That's right," I said, and my mind kicked into a higher gear as I tried to act the way I thought Shay would in this situation. She was so good at dominating her husband. She gave him orders and commands as though it never crossed her mind that he would do anything but obey. And it worked. My situation was different. I was totally unsure of myself, totally unsure of this path I was starting us down. All I knew was that the thought of it excited me tremendously. And alive with desire as I was, my inhibitions at a low, I told myself to simply go with it. 
 
    "Don't cum until I say so," I growled. 
 
    "I can't really help that," Will protested. But already, another bright wave of pleasure was rising inside me. I closed my eyes, my body shaking with the strain of it as my wet pussy clenched again around my boyfriend's cock. 
 
    "Shut up," I snarled. "Do as you're told. Don't fucking cum." Just saying the words, just letting this new dark side of myself show, was enough to push me over the edge. I barely noticed how tightly I was gripping Will's wrists as I came. My whole body spasmed, my thighs gripping his hips as my pussy gripped his manhood like a fist. I came in a sudden rush that left me dizzy and panting, the air of my bedroom ringing with the music of my passion as my orgasm finally filled me with light. 
 
    "Now," I said, yelling into the white-hot heart of my bliss, "Cum! Now!" Underneath me, Will growled. I cried aloud as he felt his cock throb inside me, thickening and surging with the onset of his own climax. While I continued to bounce up and down on top of him, plunging myself onto him to take him as deeply as I could, I felt every moment of his ecstasy. His hot cum filled me in a sudden flood, and I gasped and groaned in pleasure at the blissful sensation. 
 
    With a long sigh, I collapsed on top of him. I kissed him over and over, and he kissed me back, her lips writhing and wrestling as our bodies melted together. When I finally rolled off him, releasing my grip on his arms, my whole body was trembling and shaking.  
 
    My thighs ached. My breathing gradually slowed as I lay beside him, feeling his racing heartbeat through one hand laid on his chest. We lay like that for a while, both relaxing into the warm glow of pleasure, both savoring the feelings of bliss it gave us. But slowly, as the erotic tension of the moment passed, I felt a growing sense of disbelief at what I had done. It was absolutely minor and practically juvenile compared to what I had seen Shay due to Kane. But that wasn't the point. Shay was a professional dominatrix with long experience in making men do what she wanted. For me, and for my boyfriend, this was completely uncharted territory.  
 
      
 
    I would be lying if I said I didn't feel a little nervous as I waited to gauge my boyfriend's reaction to what had just happened. But even as I waited in uncertainty, I already knew I couldn't bring myself to regret it. I had to try. Ever since my encounter with Shay and her husband, this dark desire had been burning away inside me. After what I had seen, I couldn't leave things as they were. So while I breathlessly waited to see how Will would react, I felt a strange delight still glowing away inside me like an ember of a campfire that refuses to cool. 
 
    "Well, that was interesting," Will finally said as he turned his smiling face to me. "What was that about?" 
 
    “I just wanted to try something new,” I said, trying to act as casual as I could. “It was fun, wasn’t it?” 
 
    "Sure," Will said. I smiled as he ran his fingers through my hair, his eyes moving over my face in that way they did after sex. Very different from the way he looked at me before, but no less exciting to me. I never felt closer to him than I did at those moments, when we were both sated with pleasure, practically glowing with shared bliss. Somehow, it was less scary to be vulnerable in those moments. Somehow, it felt easier to confess the truth. And Will's reaction gave me hope. He wasn't scared or turned off by what I had done. That was a start. 
 
    "Have you ever been dominated sexually before?" I asked him. I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment as my boyfriend spluttered with laughter. 
 
    "Is that what that was?" he asked. 
 
    "Sort of," I smiled. "You know what I mean. Has a girl ever tied you up before, or anything like that?" 
 
    "No," Will said. His eyes were still studying my face, but his expression had changed. It was hard to tell what he was thinking as he peered at me, looking at me as though he had never seen me before. As though he was trying to figure out where all this was going.  
 
    The truth was, I was trying to figure out myself. I hadn't come into this with any kind of plan. I had just seen where the moment took me. And now here we were, standing uncertainly on the edge of something I barely understood myself. The easy thing to do, I knew, would be just to laugh it all off and never speak of it again. But then, I knew I would be forever haunted by the memories of what had taken place in Shay's basement and in my own bathroom with Kane. The possibilities for pleasure were just too strong to ignore. They buzzed away at the back of my brain no matter what I did. It's funny how you can be perfectly content with what you have until you get a glimpse into something else's life. And when that happens, suddenly nothing else will do. Suddenly you see with startling clarity exactly what it is that you really want. That you really need. And once you've seen it, no amount of denial in the world will ever let you forget it. 
 
      
 
    "Why? Is that something you want to do?" 
 
    "You'll never believe what I found out recently," I said. Will couldn't have failed to notice the clumsy way I changed the subject, but he didn't mention it. "My landlady Shay is a dominatrix." I'll admit, I felt little conflicted about giving away her secret. But after what I had seen, I had to tell someone. Shay's secret was burning inside me like a flame that never seemed to go out. And who was Will going to tell? 
 
    “What?” His eyebrows drew together in confusion. 
 
    “You know, a dominatrix. Whips and chains and leather.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know what a dominatrix is,” Will said. “I just — I just didn’t expect to hear that.” 
 
    "We neither. I couldn't believe it when she told me. But she dominates her husband. And she dominates other guys too. Like, for a living." 
 
    “That’s crazy.” 
 
    "I know, right? You think you know somebody, and then you find out something like that. But she's hot enough to pull it off. Do you think she's hot?" 
 
    "I guess," Will said carefully. "I hadn't really thought about her that way." I smiled. Probably it was a lie. After all, Will was a healthy young man, and it seemed unlikely to me that he wouldn't have noticed how attractive my landlady was. But if it was a lie, I appreciated the effort. 
 
    “I think she’s beautiful,” I said. “And when she was telling me about all the things she does to her husband… Well, it was kind of sexy.” 
 
    “Really? What kind of things?” 
 
    "Oh, you know. Bossing him around and stuff. Basically using him as a sex slave. I wonder what it feels like. To have that kind of power. To have a man want you so badly he'll let you do that." Not the most subtle way of making my point, perhaps. But I wanted to test the waters. And still, Will wasn't protesting. So I decided it was time to push my luck. 
 
    "You want to try it?" I leaned closer to Will as I spoke, my hand pressing slightly on his chest, my lips close to his. I made sure to smile at him as I spoke, putting every drop of sweetness I could into my voice. He looked at me for a long moment before he answered, and I knew that he was considering. Just that, just the faint hope this might actually work, was enough to send desire racing through me once again. 
 
    “What, being your sex slave?” 
 
    "Well, not exactly that," I said. "Nothing that extreme. But just… letting me take control. Letting me be in charge." 
 
    "Like you just did?"  
 
    "Basically. I mean, that was hot, wasn't it?" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah. It was." Will was hesitant. I could see that. But he couldn't deny the pleasure he had felt at the sex we had just had. After all, I had the proof of it still inside me, his orgasm still warm inside my dripping pussy. 
 
    "We can just try it," I said. "I'll take it slow. I just want to see what it's like. If I start doing anything you're not comfortable with, just tell me. Oh, we should have a safe word! Like if things are going too far and you wanted to stop, just say… I don't know… Rumpelstiltskin." 
 
    “Rumpelstiltskin?” Will burst out laughing. “Why that?”  
 
    “Because it’s not something that would come up normally,” I replied. “It needs to be something you wouldn’t say otherwise. I can’t see you blurting that out accidentally.” 
 
    "No, I guess not." Will became thoughtful again. "But what are you planning to do to me?" Another delicious shiver of desire raced through me at his words. Rising up on the bed, I smiled down at him, my hair hanging down on one side of my face, my hand still on his chest. Playfully, I ran my fingernails over his skin again, feeling the delightful flinch of his body to my touch. 
 
    “Whatever I want,” I grinned evilly. “That’s the whole point. I want to use you for my pleasure and make you do naughty things. But don’t worry. I’m pretty sure you’ll enjoy it.” 
 
    "Wow," Will said. "I had no idea you were into all this stuff." But he couldn't hide the catch in his voice. The sudden breathlessness that told me I was doing the right thing. Joy was erupting inside me, swelling with my desire as I looked at him. 
 
    "Me neither," I said. "But I think it will be fun.Come on, let's try it." Quickly kissing him, I then turned and rolled across the bed. I didn't need to see Will know that his eyes were on me, tracking my progress across the room as I went to my closet. As though inspired by some dark spirit I had never known before, ideas were bubbling in my mind. Reaching into the closet, I grabbed a scarf, then turned and climbed back onto the bed. 
 
    “Now, you mean?” Will said, gazing up at me wild-eyed. “I didn’t realize you meant right now.” 
 
    "There's no time like the present," I grinned. Kneeling beside him on the bed, I reached for his hands again. Once again, I noticed he didn't resist me. There was only the slightest bit of hesitation as I raised his hands to my headboard. I could feel him looking up at me as I wrapped the scarf around his wrists. Tying him to the bed frame as I tightened the knot around his arms, a delicious feeling of power and control flowed through me. If this was what Shay felt when she made men into her slaves, I could easily see the appeal. Already, I felt like a goddess as I bound my boyfriend's hands. It was a game, of course. Almost like acting, pretending like he didn't want to be there in my bed when we both knew he absolutely did. But it was a thrill like no other to play this way. 
 
    “I’m not ready,” Will said as he stared up at me. Now that his hands were safely bound, I sat back on my knees, my hands on my hips. I was completely naked in front of him just as he was, but I no longer felt even a trace of self-consciousness. I felt powerful. I felt sexy. I felt like a dominant mistress, just like Shay was. And even if I had only the vaguest ideas of what to do with my new captive, I knew already that I was going to thoroughly enjoy myself figuring it all out. 
 
    "Well, you'll just have to stay there until you are, won't you?" I grinned. And as a tiny gasp escaped Will's parted lips, I felt again a tremor of dominant delight. After the sex we had just had, I could see that Will's cock was still flaccid and limp against his thigh. But even as I watched, it twitched. That and the expression on his face when he looked up at me left me no doubt that he was turned on. It would just take a little time for his body to recover. 
 
    Leaning forward, I kissed him. The hunger with which he kissed me back reinforced what I already knew about his desires. Lust was flooding through me, and just because my boyfriend wasn't physically ready for more didn't mean I wasn't. Raising my lips from his, I hovered over him, dangling my bare breasts in front of him. 
 
    "Kiss," I ordered, making my voice as firm and commanding as I could. It took every ounce of self-control I had not to squeal with desire as Will raised his head from the pillow and pressed his mouth to my nipple. Jolts of pleasure flowed through me as he wrapped his lips around the hardened knob of flesh. He knew what he was doing. His tongue flickered over the sensitive spot, and I groaned in pleasure. Not just at what he was doing, but the fact that he was doing it on command. The fact that he could still give me pleasure even though he himself wasn't ready for round two. It was intoxicating. As intoxicating, its own very different way, as it had been to have Kane watch me shower. 
 
    "Fuck, this is hot," I growled. "Even hotter than I thought it would be. I'm really going to enjoy having you as my own personal slave boy. But until you get that cock hard for me, I guess I'm just going to have to take care of myself." 
 
    Moving down the bad, I lifted one leg and swung it over him. I straddled Will's chest, my body rising and falling slightly in time with his breathing. His eyes were locked on to me as I reached slowly downward, over my naked body, teasing him with it. The look of abject lust on his face made me feel like the sexiest creature alive as my hand drifted slowly down between my legs. Until Kane, no man had ever watched me masturbate. It was that same thrill I was chasing as I began to slowly finger myself in front of Will. The same deviant delight, the same selfish abandon. I wanted to tease my boyfriend, to make him want me as badly as Shay's husband had clearly wanted me. I wanted the same power she had, the power to drive men crazy with my body and make them say and do almost anything to have me.  
 
    And all those thoughts buzzed and swelled inside my head, combining with my already ascendant lust and the pleasure that rose from between my legs as I played with myself. 
 
      
 
    I curled my fingers between the wet walls of my sex. I could feel the moisture inside, both mine and Will's. My fingers slid easily in and out, and I rocked my hips back and forth, forking myself while Will watched. My moans and cries of pleasure were intended to tease him, but that didn't mean they weren't real. With every rhythmic motion of my hand, my ecstasy was growing. I could feel it rising up inside me the way the earth rises up at skydivers once they leap out of the plane.  
 
    It was incredible. I never knew it could be so exciting to pleasure myself. A captive audience made it unbelievably sexy. And I abandoned myself to the feeling completely, closing my eyes as I rocked back and forth on my boyfriend's chest, my juices flowing and spreading over his skin. Until finally, the great spasm gripped me. Another orgasm tore through me, and I threw back my head, howling my bliss at the ceiling as hot juices of desire streamed out of me.  
 
    As I gasped and moaned, I felt him squirming underneath me, trying to free himself. It was no use. I had tied the scarf tightly around his arms, and there was nothing he could do to get what he wanted. Until I decided to let him, Will wasn't going to get to fuck me. As I opened my eyes again to smile down at him, my pussy spasmed at the thought that if my boyfriend wanted the pleasure of sex with me again, he was going to have to earn it the way Shay's husband did. 
 
      
 
    "Look at that," I giggled as I looked down at his heaving chest. "It's like I've claimed you. I kind of see why guys always like to nut on a girl's chest. It's like an ownership thing." Slowly withdrawing my hand from my still-spasming pussy, I rubbed it over Will's chest, smearing my juices over his skin. I could see them glistening in the light, a surprising puddle of pleasure that shone on his skin. He simply watched me, overcome with lust as though my little show had driven every other thought out of his head. Slowly, I raised my hand and held it toward his face, pointing the two fingers that had been inside the hot depths of my pussy at him. 
 
    "Taste it," I ordered. "Taste how hard it makes me cum, knowing that I own you now." Will hesitated for the briefest of moments. Then, he raised his head from the pillow again. Once more, a feeling of erotic power washed over me as he did as he was told. His tongue slid over my fingers, slurping up my juices, and as my thighs gripped his sides, I felt as though I could almost cum again just from watching. His eyes never left me as he licked, and I leaned forward, sliding both my fingers into his mouth. Hunching over him, I grabbed a fistful of his short hair with my other hand, my own hair falling around my face like a curtain that covered us both. I stared deep into his eyes as I spoke. 
 
    "Suck it," I ordered. "Clean all my cum off my fingers. Suck it like you wish I was sucking your cock right now." Will groaned around my fingers. But he did as he was told. I laughed out loud as I felt his lips tighten, felt the faint suction of his mouth on my hand. Still laughing, I slid my fingers slowly back-and-forth, penetrating his mouth. It was the most delicious role reversal I could imagine. And even though Will's cheeks reddened with embarrassment, even though he looked completely humiliated, he did as he was told. He just wanted me too badly to resist. And that knowledge made everything infinitely more exciting to me. 
 
    "Good," I said. Sitting up again, I slid my fingers out of his mouth. Turning to peer over my shoulder, I saw what I had suspected might happen. Will was hard again, his erect cock pulsing with desire as he lay beneath me. Reaching behind me, I took in my hand. His groan of pleasure thrilled me as I looked at him again. 
 
    "Finally ready for me, huh?" I teased. "Oh well. There's no hurry. I'll use this cock when I'm good and ready. But until then, you'd better do exactly as I say. Now, tell me who owns this cock." I barely knew where the words were coming from. But I didn't question it. As I spoke, I squeezed his shaft with my hand, and Will groaned again. 
 
    "You do," he said, his eyes rolling in his head as he seemed to crumble internally and give in to my will. It was all I could do not to jump on top of his manhood right then and ride it to orgasm. But I knew that controlling my boyfriend meant controlling myself. And I was determined to make our first foray into dominance a success. 
 
    "That's right," I said. "This is my cock now. And you don't get to cum until I decide you can. So until then, you're going to wait right here while I decide what else I'm going to do with you." Releasing my grip on Will's manhood, I climbed off the bed. His eyes followed me as I went again to the closet.  
 
    Pulling out a robe, I wrapped it around myself. As I headed to the door, feeling his eyes on me the whole way, I could barely believe what was happening. But I didn't regret a single moment as I stepped out of the bedroom, leaving my new slave boy helplessly waiting for me to return. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Tina Takes Control 
 
      
 
    My heart was in my throat as I tapped on the door at the bottom of the stairs. Part of me hoped that there would be no answer. That no one would be home. That way, nobody would know about the wild and demonic lust that had gripped me. But as I heard footsteps on the other side of the door, I knew that I was going to have to face the consequences of my actions. And part of that meant facing that this was what I wanted. 
 
    The door opened. Shay stood in front of me. Even though I hadn't really expected her to be lounging around the house in full dominatrix gear, I felt myself slightly disappointed to see her in regular clothes. If I was turned on, buzzing with excitement and riding the waves of powerful desire, it almost felt as though everyone should be. Shay's pretty hazel eyes looked me up and down as I stood in front of her in a robe, colossally underdressed but in too much of a hurry to care. 
 
    “Hi,” Shay said carefully. 
 
    “Um, hi. Can I ask your advice on something?” 
 
    "Your shower's not broken again, is it?" Shay asked. I smiled. 
 
    “No, no. It’s working fine. But – well, it’s kinda related to that. To that day. You know. The things we did.” 
 
    "Okay," Shay said. Turning, she started down the stairs into her own unit. I followed her, feeling the thrill of power as I thought of Will lying tied to my bed, wondering where I had gone. At the bottom of the stairs, Shay turned toward her kitchen, and I followed. She sat down at the table, and I sat across from her. 
 
    "Can I get you anything to drink?" she asked. 
 
    "No, I'm good," I said. I didn't want to leave Will alone too long. As much as the thought of picking the brain of this experienced dominatrix appealed to me, I knew I didn't have time for a lengthy conversation. "I wanted to ask you — well, this is kind of – I don't know, awkward." 
 
    "Don't worry," Shay murmured encouragingly. "I think we're past the point of being embarrassed in front of each other. I mean, you know everything about Kane and me now. You can share with me." It was exactly what I needed to hear at that moment. Holding my robe closed around me with one hand, I took a deep breath and began. 
 
    "It's — I have Will upstairs. My boyfriend. And — well, I was thinking about what we did that day. I really liked it. I mean, I really liked it." A slow smile spread across Shay's pretty face. 
 
    "Good," she said. "I liked it too. And I know Kane did. He told me you put on quite a show for him." 
 
    "Yeah," I said, feeling a rush of blood to my cheeks as I looked down at the table in front of me. "But now - I want to dominate my boyfriend. I tied him to the bed upstairs. But now I'm not sure what I should do with him next." 
 
    "Oh my God." She raised her hand to her mouth, but couldn't conceal her broad smile as she looked at me. "I'm impressed, Tina. I knew you had it in you to dominate a boy. But I didn't realize you were so eager to start. This is exciting." 
 
    “He’s never done this before either,” I said. “I don’t want to scare him off. So far, he seems into it. But what do I do next?” 
 
    "He's tied to the bed right now?" I nodded in answer to Shay's question. 
 
    "Not a bad start. Well, the key is to keep him as horny as possible. Which means not letting him cum. Or, if you do, leave him tied up until he's ready to go again. That can be fun, too. Letting him know that he's not allowed to leave until you're fully satisfied." 
 
    “That sounds good.”  
 
    “You’re right not to want to push him too far. I hope you’ve established a safe word?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    "Good girl. Remember, this is about consent. It's fun to play with that idea, but you mustn't do anything that actually against his will." 
 
    "I know." 
 
    "Beyond that, I just say have fun. Do what feels right for you. Make him do what you want, not what you think he wants. If you want him to lick your pussy for an hour, sit on his face and make him do it. If you want to use him as a footrest while you read a book or watch a movie, do that. A lot of  guys think they're ready to be submissive, when what they mean is they just want the fantasy. They want a mistress that will do to them all the things they want her to do, without any regard for her own needs. That's not real domination. And even if you want exactly what he wants, make him beg for it. Always make him beg. Remember, the male ego is a huge but fragile thing. Every tiny dent you put in it will make him more and more submissive to you." 
 
    “So just use him, then?” 
 
    "Basically. Knowing that it's what he wants. Knowing that he can stop at any time by using his safe word. If he doesn't, that means this is what he wants. Even if it doesn't always look like it. Look at Kane. Half the time, he acts like I'm literally torturing him. Sometimes, I am. But he loves it. He always comes back begging for more. If we go too long without playing, he'll beg me to do mean things to him. He needs this. Maybe your boy is the same. Maybe not. You won't find out until you try." 
 
    “I guess not.” She reached across the table and placed her hand on my arm. 
 
    "I'm so excited for you," she grinned. "You're going to love this. The first time you dominate a man is always special. I'm almost jealous. There's nothing like the thrill of whipping a new boy into shape." 
 
    “I don’t think I want to whip him.” 
 
    "I didn't mean that literally. I wouldn't advise that for a first session anyway. You need to figure out where his lines are. Just take it slow and make sure you're both having fun. Which you will. Trust me. He's never going to be able to forget you after this. He's going to wake up dreaming about you. That's what always happens." 
 
    “Okay.” Taking a deep breath, I let out a sigh, trying to calm myself. “Thanks. I’ll try to remember that.” 
 
    "No problem," she smiled. "I'm happy to advise any time. I love helping pretty young girls discover their dominant side. If you like, I could go up there with you. Show that boyfriend of yours what it's like to serve a real mistress." Shay's eyes glittered as I stared at her, and for a moment, I had trouble finding the words I want to say. Just the thought of her suggestion made my head spin. Barely a week before, our relationship had been friendly but more or less professional. Now, my landlady was offering to share my boyfriend. Too much, too fast. 
 
    “I don’t think we’re ready for that,” I stammered. Shay nodded sympathetically. 
 
    "Of course," she said. "Just be aware that I'm always ready to help." 
 
    "Thanks," I said. I felt Shay's eyes on me as I rose from my seat at the table. They moved up and down my body, and I felt exposed as I clutched my robe around myself. "I'd better get back to him." 
 
    "Like that?" Shay said. Wheels and gears seemed to be turning in her beautiful head as she looked at me. I felt nervous under her gaze, a silly girl playing a game that this woman had completely mastered. "You're about my size, aren't you? Come with me. I have some things that will help you out." 
 
      
 
    I climbed the stairs slowly. My footsteps echoed through the house. I have no problem walking in heels, but I'd never worn any quite like this before. When Shay had opened her closet, I gasped. She had two closets, one for normal clothes and one full of outrageous outfits like the one I had seen her wear that fateful day when my shower went out. Shay clearly took pride in her collection. She had shown it off to me like a trophy hunter displaying the mounted heads of her prey.  
 
    As it turned out, we were roughly the same size. And as Shay lifted one garment after another from the rack in front of her, I felt my excitement growing. It was definitely a new experience. But it was undeniably an exciting one. So exciting, in fact, that when she told me to take off my robe so that she could help me get dressed, I did it without question. The robe was off before I even realized that I was getting naked in front of my landlady. And for her part, she treated it as though there were nothing at all unusual about the situation. Even though my body was still flushed with sexual pleasure. Even though my nipples were hard and erect and my pussy was damp with desire. She helped me pick out an outfit from her outrageous collection and put the difficult garments on without once making me feel uncomfortable.  
 
    And when she showed me how I looked in her full-length mirror, I had to admit the outfit made a big impression.  
 
      
 
    I looked hot. Maybe not the towering dominatrix she had been that day when I found out her secret. But not far off. In these new clothes, I didn't look like myself. And as I stood tall in her borrowed boots, I didn't really feel like myself. Somehow, just as Shay said it would, changing into some of her borrowed dominatrix care made me feel more like the dominant mistress I wanted to be. More like Shay. There was a big grin on her face as she sent me back upstairs to deal with my captive boyfriend. My landlady seemed almost as pleased with this new direction my relationship was taking as I was. 
 
    But I climbed the stairs with care. Shea had loaned me a pair of black leather boots that rose to my knees, the high heel and platform sole adding several inches to my height. There were stockings, too, black fishnet stockings that showed above my boots as they rose to mid-thigh. Suspenders held them in place, hanging from a garter belt Shea had wrapped around my hips. I had never worn this kind of stockings before. Above the garter belt, Shea had loaned me a leather halter top with laces up the front. My boobs swelled above the low neckline, nearly but not quite exposed. I wore no panties. Between garter belt and stockings, my sex was completely exposed, somehow more on display than it would have been if I were completely naked. As though it were a picture in a frame. But although the outfit leaned toward the trashy, I felt good in it. I felt sexy. And every step I took, with the high heels of the boots forcing me to stick out my ass and my boobs, added to the feeling of sexiness. In the bedroom, I knew Will would be waiting. I couldn't wait to see his reaction to my transformation. 
 
    Shay also gave me a bag of goodies to take with me. A kind of starter dominatrix kit that she had put together in a hurry. And I was also eager to see my boyfriend's reaction when I tried out some of the toys she had given me on his helpless body. 
 
    Slowly, I strutted into the bedroom where Will lay waiting. His eyes were locked on me as I sashayed in front of him, swinging my hips with every step. He looked me up and down, his eyes roving all over my body as though trying to drink in every detail. Some timid corner of my heart been worried that maybe he would laugh when he saw me, as though he might see through my pretense of being some dominant mistress that I wasn't. But he didn't. The look of rampant desire on his face filled me with joy. A smile he didn't even seem aware of spread across his features, and I smiled back, enjoying his helpless desire as I set the bag down on the foot of the bed. 
 
    "Where did you get that outfit?" Will asked. 
 
    "None of your business," I snapped back. "You're not here to ask questions. You're here to serve." Shay had told me never to miss an opportunity to put him in his place. It was especially important, she said, when first training a man to shoot down any defiance the minute it arises. And even that, the thought that I was training Will, filled me with ecstatic longing. Will still smiled, but he didn't argue. After all, he wasn't in a position to. He didn't seem in the least bit scared of me, and that was good. But he couldn't fail to be aware of his vulnerable position. 
 
    Unzipping the bag Shay had given me, I reached inside. Some impulse told me not to let him see what it contained. Surprise, I was learning, was a big part of the fun of this game. Will watched as I retrieved some colored candles and a lighter and carried them around the bed. Setting them down on the bedside table, I lit them one by one. He watched my every move, wary yet willing, visibly excited. His cock was as hard as it had been when I left him, throbbing with obvious desire and just waiting for me to claim it. Again, I had to resist the urge to mount him there and then and have my way with his body. Shay assured me that the longer I kept us both waiting, the more thrilling the eventual climax would be. And I knew she was right, even as I battled against my own desire in order to tease him. 
 
    With the candles lit, I climbed back onto the bed. The letter of my outfit creaked as I moved, straddling Will again as I sat on his stomach. The juices I had rubbed on his skin had dried, but we both knew they were still there, like some invisible sign of the power I had over him. The room still smelled of sex. If I had felt like a goddess before as I teased him, I felt even more like one now. Some dark and demonic goddess who uses men like puppets and leaves them begging for more. Just like Shay. 
 
    "We're going to play a little game now," I said. "I'm going to ask you some questions, and you're going to answer me truthfully. If I think you're lying to me, or if I just feel like it, you're going to be punished." 
 
    "Punished how?" Will said with a smile. 
 
    "I'm glad you asked." Sweeping my hair back from my face, I leaned over to one side to pick up one of the candles for the bedside table. A pool of wax had formed beneath the burning wick, and I held it above Will. "But I told you it's not your place to ask questions, didn't I?" Without waiting for a response, I tipped the candle. Wax dripped and splattered over my boyfriend's chest, and he hissed between his teeth. I never wanted to hurt him. In fact, I never wanted to hurt anyone. But as I poured hot wax on to Will's chest, I realized this was different. Just as Shay had promised it would be. It didn't really hurt him severely, she had said. It would just remind him of the possibility that I could. A reminder of the control I had over his body, to give pain or pleasure according to my whims. It wasn't the pain by itself that excited me, sending a jolt of desire to my streaming pussy as I sat astride my boyfriend. It was the fact that I had the power to inflict it for any reason I chose. 
 
    "Now, are you going to be a good boy for me?" I raised an eyebrow as I spoke, looking down at Will with what I hoped was the cool detachment of a woman completely comfortable with her dominance. But he couldn't help himself. He grinned up at me, the pain of the wax forgotten already. Or else enjoyed, the way that Shay had told me he might. The trace of bitterness that makes everything sweeter. 
 
    "No," he said. This time, I held the candle closer to his body, giving the wax less time to cool as it dripped onto him. He groaned in pain beneath me, and the scarf holding his wrists to the headboard strained as he struggled. 
 
    "Wrong answer," I said. "Defy me all you want. I'm just going to win in the end. I can hurt you in so many different ways. Besides, I don't even need to. We both know how bad you want this pussy. And you're not going to get it until you give me what I want." As I spoke, I reached between my legs with my free hand, slowly running my fingers over my trembling lips. I was teasing myself at least as much as I was teasing him. But the smile dropped from Will's face to be replaced by a look of abject lust as he stared between my legs. Shay's outfit framed my sex, and my enraptured boyfriend couldn't look away. Raising my hand from between my legs, I saw my juices shining in the candlelight. Reaching forward, I wiped my finger on my boyfriend's upper lip. 
 
    "There," I said. "Smell that. You know it'll drive you crazy, smelling my pussy with every breath you take but not being able to have it." I rose and fell on Will's chest as he took a deep breath, inhaling greedily through his nose. My pussy spasmed again to know that he was trying to smell as much of me as he could. 
 
    “Now,” I said, “some ground rules. It’s time for you to learn to serve. To learn your rightful place. You already admitted I own your cock. And you don’t get any pleasure until I decide you deserve it. I have to say, right now, you’re going the wrong way about it. Maybe I won’t let you cum at all today.” 
 
    "No," Will gasped. I noticed with a spasm of pleasure that there was a real note of desire in his voice. "Please! I'm so horny right now." 
 
    “Of course you are,” I giggled. Tipping the candle again, I squeezed his torso between my knees as he gasped in pain. “That doesn’t matter. That’s what you need to understand. It doesn’t matter what you want anymore. It only matters what I want. Now, say it. Tell me you know your place.” 
 
    “I know my place,” Will groaned, as though the words were torn from someplace deep inside his chest. I could almost feel his will eroding, his defiance buckling under the strain of the desire he felt for me. It felt fantastic. 
 
    “Who owns that cock?” 
 
    “You do.” 
 
    “Say it. Tell me who owns it.” 
 
    “Tina owns my cock.” 
 
    “Again!” Will winched as more wax splattered across his chest. 
 
    “Tina owns my cock.” 
 
    “Louder!” 
 
    "Tina owns my cock!" Gripped by a sadistic impulse, I set aside the candle I was holding and picked up another one. It had had a nice long time to build up a deep pool of wax. I held it close to his body, pouring black wax to join the red in a long band across his chest. Will howled in pain, and his cry of discomfort excited me more than I would ever have thought possible. My tingling pussy felt almost as though it was ready to explode right there and then, just from the sheer erotic force of the kinky game we were playing. But somehow, I hovered right on this side of orgasm, right in the heart of the burning flames of desire. Right where I wanted to be. Because just as Shay promised, the more turned on each of us got, the easier it was to play this game. And the more fun we had doing it. 
 
    "That's right, I do," I smirked down at Will as he struggled to catch his breath. "But I think you need to address me with more respect. I think from now on, you should call me… Princess Tina. Yes, I like that. Say it." 
 
    “Princess Tina,” Will panted. 
 
    “Princess Tina what?” 
 
     Will thought for a moment, his eyes darting nervously back and forth before he realized what I was getting at. 
 
    "Princess Tina owns my cock," he said. But it was too late. I tipped the candle again, adding more streaks of black to the red mess on his chest while he trembled beneath me. 
 
    "Good boy," I said. "That wasn't so hard, was it?" 
 
    “Yes, it was,” Will panted, and I laughed. 
 
    “Why? Does that humiliate you? Being forced to say embarrassing things by a girl?” 
 
    "Yes," he admitted, and at another raised eyebrow for me, quickly added, "Princess Tina." 
 
    "Good," I giggled. "It should. It's kind of pathetic how easy it is to take control of you. You're lucky it amuses me." 
 
    Still holding the candle, I moved on the bed. I swung my leg back over Will's body as I dismounted, and again, his eyes followed my exposed pussy like some glittering prize. Reaching over his body, I set the candle down on the bed between his thighs. 
 
    "Hold it there," I ordered. Will obediently closed his legs around the thick candle, holding it in place. It rose up into the air below his cock, just below his balls, the flame wavering with even the slightest movement he made. Will looked nervous as he gazed at me, wondering what I was up to. And I let him wonder. Crawling over to the other side of the bed, I reached my phone where it lay on the bedside table. Then I lay back on the bed, lying sideways across the mattress. Lifting my legs, I lay them on Will's chest, crossing my boots at the ankle. I gave no explanation as I opened up a game my phone and began to play. Idly, my heel scratched his chest, picking at the wax that cooled on his skin. He winced as some of his chest hair came away with the wax, but I pretended not to care. 
 
    “How does the candle feel next your balls?” I asked without looking at him, devoting my attention to my phone as though it mattered far more than he did. 
 
    “Hot, Princess Tina,” he said. 
 
    "I bet," I smirked. Uncrossing my legs, I turned my attention to him at last and tapped the toe of Shay's boot against the underside of his cock, making it sway back-and-forth. "But look how hard you are. You love it when I'm mean to you, don't you? You love it when Princess Tina humiliates you." 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." And seized by a spasm of cruelty, I moved my foot and tipped the candle slightly. Will howled in pain as hot wax spilled over his scrotum and cock. I almost felt sorry for him. Almost. I was having too much fun taking control of him to stop now. Besides, even as I inflicted pain on him, I noticed he didn't use his safe word. 
 
    "Good," I said. "Because I love it too." Setting my phone down on the bed beside me, I sat up. I couldn't contain it anymore. The dark desire of doing this to him overcame me completely. Reaching between his legs, I took the still-burning candle and put it down beside the bed. Will winced again as I use my fingernails to pick the hardened wax from his shaft. But his erection never diminished, not even a little. 
 
    "You should get used to being treated like this," I said, rising up on my knees and straddling him again. Will watch me from under half-closed eyes, his eyes locked on my body with a look of desperation on his face. "Because I'm really enjoying having you as my little slave boy. And your training is only just begun. Now, it's time to please your Princess. Don't you dare cum until I give you permission. Understand?"  
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina," Will gasped. Reaching behind me, I took hold of his cock. Moving down his body, I guided it inside me, groaning in pleasure as his erection pushed apart the wet walls of my pussy. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it,” I groaned, closing my eyes as pleasure swelled inside me. “That’s it. This cock feel so good now that it belongs to me.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Tina’s New Outfit 
 
      
 
      
 
    "And he liked it?" Shay's eyes were shining as she spoke, glowing the way they always seemed to whenever we got onto her favorite topic. And lately, that was all we talked about. It's not as though we were super close before that. Friendly, but not friends. But now, all of that had changed. 
 
    "Oh yeah." There was no doubt about that. After my little adventure with Will, he had left me in no doubt about his feelings. The new kinky side I was showing thrilled him.  
 
    Once I had had my way with him, once I finally allowed him to explode inside me, I had untied him. For a while, we just lay there in the mess we had created, both of us breathing hard, both of us flooded with physical bliss. But I'll never forget the look on his face as he turned to me and kissed me. I'll never forget the way he held me, the way he pulled me against him as though he never wanted to let go.  
 
    And when I went to shower with him and help him remove the crusted wax that clung to his body, his desire had flared up again. Truthfully, it took forever to remove the wax I had poured on him. Because every time we tried, we would end up having sex again. Just regular sex this time, nothing kinky. But it didn't matter. I was never in any doubt that Will desired me, but I had never seen him quite like this. Like he couldn't keep his hands off me. Like I was the sexiest creature on earth. It was intoxicating. It was addictive. It was something that, now I had tasted, I couldn't believe I had ever done without it. 
 
      
 
    "That's awesome," Shay said. "You know, it's one thing to have a man come to you and beg to be dominated. But it's different to have a guy not even realize that's what he wants until you introduce him to it. I'm so happy for you. Play your cards right, and you could have a groveling slave boy of your own." As she spoke, Shay's pretty hazel eyes turned toward her husband. I followed her gaze. Kane could hardly fail to notice that we were talking about him. He kept his eyes downcast, seemingly unable to look at either of us. That was no surprise. The whole situation had to be endlessly humiliating for him. After all, that was the point. 
 
    He moved around the kitchen completely naked, except for the cage locked onto his cock that gave his wife so much power. This time, Shay wasn't dressed up as a dominatrix. Neither was I. In fact, I was wearing my pajamas. And Shay was dressed down in a T-shirt and yoga pants. In a way, it only made the disparity seem even greater. There we were, the two of us, chatting over coffee in normal clothes like two friends. And there was Kane, naked and serving us coffee, waiting on us hand and foot by his wife's orders. As far as demonstrations of power went, it was an impressive one. 
 
    "More coffee?" Shay asked. Smiling, I nodded. I watched as Kane leaned over the table, pouring more coffee from the jug into my cup. He was so close, I could almost feel the tension in his body, the wild desire he struggled with. And not just for his wife, I thought to myself with a rush of pleasure. Kane wanted me too. It was his desire for me that had got him into this situation in the first place, and I knew that after the show I put on for him in the shower, he only wanted me more. Something I had no doubt Shay would continue to punish him for. It was thrilling. It was weird, of course. Just a few weeks ago, I never would have imagined myself so thoroughly enjoying something so utterly strange. But some doors, once opened, can't be closed. This felt very much like one of those. And sometimes, when I allowed myself to think about what the future held, I felt nervous. After all, Shay had warned me that these kinds of games, when not carefully managed, can be the death of a relationship. But I knew for myself even from my limited experience that they can also be the greatest thrill imaginable. 
 
    Once Kane had finished filling my cup, he filled his wife's. She smiled at him as he did it, her bright eyes moving over his face. There was something predatory about her satisfied smile that raised the hairs on the back of my neck. I'll admit it. It turned me on. Watching her easy dominance of her husband, so much bigger and stronger than her, sent jolts of desire racing along my spine to ignite between my legs. It wasn't so much that I wanted Kane. Even though he is undoubtedly an attractive man. Even though I could see his body was in tip-top shape, lean and well-defined. It wasn't that. It was the way she bossed him around, the way she just assumed he would obey her commands. The evident delight she took in watching him do as he was told. And the deep shame that made him almost incapable of looking at either of us. 
 
    "The thing is, I'm not sure I want that," I said as I let my coffee cool. "I mean, it was so much fun. I definitely want to do it again. But, like, I don't know about all the time. That's cool if that works for you. It's awesome, actually. But don't you find it tiring, always being in charge?" 
 
    "Not really. I guess I'm used to it by now. I mean, I get what you're saying. That is the downside of being a dominatrix. You always have to make decisions and guide everything. That's a big part of why submissives like to give in to us. Once you give up your will to somebody else, life becomes very simple. All Kane has to think about is how to please me. And I'm not that hard to please, am I, Kane?" 
 
    "No, Mistress." The reply fell from Kane's lips easily, honed by practice. Shay smiled as she extended her foot. And Kane knew exactly what she wanted. Setting the coffee pot down, he sank to his knees on the floor in front of his wife. Taking her foot gently between his hands, he lowered his face and tenderly kissed her toes. 
 
    “That’s right,” Shay said, her smile growing wider by the minute. “You just have to do everything I say and worship me like a goddess. You’re so lucky.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Kane kissed her foot again as he spoke. And as I watched, it dawned on me that this was no act. Kane wasn't simply going through the motions to please some tyrant who had an almost unbelieveable power over him. He kissed his wife's foot with genuine passion, with obvious desire. He kissed her toes with the same hunger that Will kissed my lips. Shay had gone out of her way to make sure I knew this was what Kane wanted, but sometimes, it was hard to see that through all the trappings of dominance and submission. The whole game depended on making it seem like he had no say in what happened to him. But as I sat there at the kitchen table watching Kane debase himself in front of his wife, I could see just how much he enjoyed it. And the fact that I was there watching, compounding the humiliation of it all, only made it more exciting. For all of us. 
 
    "But I hear what you're saying." Kane was still kneeling on the floor as Shay turned her attention back to me. "Lots of people don't want this as a lifestyle. Really, it's up to you. He doesn't have to be your 24/7 house boy, even though I strongly recommend that. You can just keep it as a game that you sometimes play. That's the beauty of this. It's all up to you." 
 
    “Yeah, I think that’s how it is for me,” I said. “In the moment, it’s so much fun. But I don’t think I could boss him around all the time.” 
 
    "Just save it for the bedroom," she smiled. "That works too. You know, a lot of guys come to see me because their wives and girlfriends won't play with them like this at all. There are way more guys who are into being dominated than there are girls who are either willing or able to dominate them. Which is a pretty sweet deal if you're a dominant woman. It means you'll never have a hard time finding boys to play with." Shay laughed, and I laughed along with her. The world she was guiding me through seemed so thrilling. Everything was full of possibility. Everything she was telling me was wild and strange and exciting. I was glad I had her there to help me. Without her, I reflected, I might never have tried dominating a man. And I never would have learned how much fun it could be to take control of another person. 
 
    “Well, I don’t want anyone else,” I said. 
 
    "That's sweet." Shay took a sip of her coffee before she spoke again. An idea seemed to occur to her. Judging from the slow smile spreading across her face, it was one she enjoyed. 
 
    “If you’re going to dominate him again, though, you could probably use some supplies,” Shay said. “I don’t mind lending you things. I’m happy to help. But I’ve always found that one of the best things about being a domme is that you get to go shopping a lot.” 
 
    “Shopping?” I said, frowning slightly in confusion. “Shopping for what?” 
 
    "Outfits, of course," Shay grinned. "And for toys. I mean, you can dominate a man wearing anything you want. Or nothing. And sometimes I like to do that, to remind him that it's not all about what he wants. But you can't tell me that you didn't feel like a goddess in those clothes I lent you last time." 
 
    "Yeah, kind of," I giggled. She was right, of course. The clothes she had lent me, that I had since returned to her, were anything but comfortable. When I thought about it in the cold light of day, it all seemed slightly silly. But in the heat of the moment, I had to admit, it felt good to be all dressed up. I still hadn't forgotten the way Will looked at me when I appeared in the bedroom dressed like a mistress. I don't think I ever will. And the outfit Shay lent me had fueled my confidence when I needed it the most. Part of acting like a demanding goddess, I was learning, was looking like one. So when Shay suggested some shopping, I wasn't exactly against it. 
 
    "We're not doing anything today," Shay went on. "If you like, I could take you to one of my favorite stores and get you a dominatrix outfit of your own. Something that will really blow Will's mind. Something you can surprise him with next time you see him and show him what his place is going to be from now on." 
 
    “That sounds like fun,” I admitted. 
 
    "Then it's settled," Shay grinned. Setting down her coffee cup, she stood. "Kane, come help me get dressed. And then you're going to take us out shopping. You're going to buy Tina her first dominatrix outfit. Won't that be fun for you?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    “Oh, you don’t have to do that,” I said, standing up from my chair. 
 
    “Nonsense,” she smiled. “It would be his privilege. Wouldn’t it, honey?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” came the predictable reply. 
 
    “Then thank her,” Shay demanded. “Thank her properly for allowing you to buy her things.” 
 
    Kane hesitated for only the briefest of moments. He lifted his head toward me before looking away again quickly. Still on his knees on the floor, he slowly crawled toward me. My desire grew as I watched him come, a grown man naked on all fours in front of me. I could feel Shay's eyes on me, but I watched her husband instead. Once he was kneeling at my feet, he looked up at me. I could see the embarrassment all over his handsome face. 
 
    “Thank you for letting me buy you things, Tina,” he said. Placing his hands on the floor, he lowered his face and kissed my foot. Shay giggled beside me, and I felt a rush of power coursing through me. 
 
    “That’s Princess Tina to you,” I said, doing my best sound as confident as Shay did. And while she laughed, I felt her husband’s warm breath against my toes. 
 
    “Thank you, Princess Tina,” he sighed. 
 
      
 
    "Here we are," Shay said. "Pull in, honey." 
 
    It wasn't a part of town I knew well. It wasn't far from the house we shared, but there was nothing here to really attract me. When Shay had said we were going shopping for outfits, I had thought maybe we would head to the big shopping center out of town. And yet here we were, pulling into the parking lot of a nondescript stripmall. A convenience store. A Chinese restaurant. A dollar store. It looked like the most unpromising place imaginable to be shopping for anything fun. But Kane dutifully pulled the car into the parking lot and found the space. As he parked and switched off the engine, I reached for the handle of my door. Shay stopped me immediately. 
 
    "Let him do it," she said. And as she spoke, Kane climbed out of the car and began to circle around it. I watched him open his wife's door from the outside and extend a hand for her to grab as she hoisted herself out of the car. As Kane closed the door behind her, she straightened her dress. Shay wore a black and white polkadot dress that was perhaps a little too light for the weather. She looked fantastic in it. A broad black belt circled her waist, emphasizing her hourglass figure. Her high-heeled ankle boots were a series of straps that crossed back and forth over her feet as she stood. Getting dressed up, Shay had told me, was all part of it. Part of keeping her poor husband in a constant state of desire for her. The desire that gave her the power she had over him. 
 
    Next, Kane opened my door. After a moment's thought, I took his hand, feeling his skin warm against mine as I climbed out of the car. I hadn't dressed up like Shay had. But maybe some impulse been at work in me as I chose my outfit to go shopping. My jeans and top were nothing special, but at least I had thought to pull on a pair of tall boots over my jeans. Some faint nod to my new dominant persona. 
 
    As Kane closed the car door behind me, Shay set off toward the row of stores in front of us. Her high heels cracked on the concrete of the parking lot rhythmically, her light dress billowing around her thighs. She looked good, and she knew it. Every movement of her body told me that. She inhabited herself fully, knowing her husband was watching with hungry eyes. Knowing he couldn't do anything about that hunger unless she allowed it. I had glimpsed how that could make a woman feel, and I was hungry for more of it myself. So as Shay led us both toward a nameless store in the center of the row, without any kind of sign above the blacked-out windows, I was willing to go along with whatever she had in mind. 
 
    Reaching the nameless store, Shay pulled open the door and stepped inside. Kane stepped back and held the door open for me, and I mumbled habitual thanks as I stepped through it. He followed, letting the door close behind him. We were in what looked more like a workshop than a store. A chemical smell hung in the air. Strange garments hung from racks throughout the echoing space, and a few dummies in various states of undress stood around the shop. With a stifled gasp, I saw that this was no ordinary clothes store. Much of what I could see was shiny or tight or glistening with buckles and straps and hardware. This, I realized, was a fetish store. Not that I should have expected anything else, really. Shay had been pretty clear about what she had in mind. But I had thought we might get some sexy lingerie, maybe from one of the more risqué collections in a regular store. I hadn't realized just have far she planned to take this. My stomach fluttered with a combination of nerves and excitement as I wondered just what was going to happen. 
 
    Footsteps echoed on the floor of the shop. Summoned by the electronic bell that chimed as Shay entered, a woman walked toward us. Her face was framed by a mass of black curls. Looking at her, I would've placed her somewhere in her 40s. Well-maintained, certainly, and with well-defined features that gave her a certain elegant attractiveness. 
 
    “Shay!” the woman said, her face becoming far prettier as she smiled at my landlady. 
 
    "Hi, Roberta," she said. Roberta came around the front counter, and the two women hugged in greeting. Turning to Kane, Roberta hugged him too. Clearly, they were regular visitors to this strange place. As Roberta turned to me, I saw the glitter in her deep dark eyes. 
 
    "Who's this?" she said, without taking her eyes off me. 
 
    "I'm Tina," I said, putting out my hand. Roberta took it, simply holding it in her own as she looked at me. I got the sense that she was sizing me up. Almost as though I could see figures and numbers appearing above her head. As though long practice in her trade had made a measuring tape superfluous. 
 
    "She's a friend of mine," Shay explained. "She's just learning to dominate her boyfriend. I figured she needs to look the part." 
 
    “Wonderful,” Roberta murmured. “What did you have in mind?” 
 
    "Well, I was thinking something like I bought from you a couple months ago," Shay said, before I could answer. Not that I had a problem with her taking charge. After all, it was what she did. And this was her world, not mine. Nervous as I was, I was happy to let her guide me through this process. Still, it felt strange to have another woman making these kind of choices for me. In its own strange way, I felt the faintest echo of what Shay had been talking about earlier. Of how much easier life becomes when you let someone else make your decisions for you. 
 
    "Absolutely," Roberta said. "Actually, I have a sample that might be close enough to try. Come on, Tina. Let me show you what we've got." To my surprise, Roberta took me by the hand. But I didn't resist. I just smiled faintly as I followed her through the store. Shay came with us, grinning broadly the whole time, her delight at what was happening showing on her face. Kane stayed where he was, standing mutely by the door. 
 
    "Have you ever worn latex before, Tina?" Roberta asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    "Oh, you'll love it. Once you get used to it, there's nothing else like it. Here." Roberta stopped. To me, her workshop looked like pure chaos, but clearly, she knew where everything was. Reaching out, she lifted a garment on a hanger from between dozens of other items. As she turned toward me, I looked at what she held doubtfully. A latex catsuit, black material shining dully in the light, long enough to cover me completely from neck to ankle. 
 
    "Are you serious?" I said. 
 
    “It’s more comfortable than it looks,” Roberta said. “Just try and see how you feel.” 
 
    “Here?” 
 
    "Of course," Shay grinned. "We don't have anything left to hide from each other. And Roberta's a professional. Besides, you have nothing to be embarrassed about." I smiled faintly at Shay's words. The two women stood looking at me expectantly, the wild outfit still hanging from Roberta's hand. With a mental shrug, I told myself it wouldn't be the strangest thing I had done recently. Bending, I unzipped my boots and kicked them off. Struggling out of my jeans and lifting my top over my head, I undressed in front of them. 
 
    "Underwear too," Roberta said. "It fits like a second skin. You won't be able to wear anything under it. You wont want to, either." I had only just met the woman. But swallowing my hesitation, I unclasped my bra and let it fall to the floor. 
 
    "You have an amazing body," Roberta said in a soft voice. "This is going to look fantastic on you." 
 
    "I know, right?" Shay giggled. "Oh to be in your 20s again." Blushing, I shed my panties. Now I was completely naked in front of the women. But Roberta didn't hand me the outfit straight away. 
 
    "Before putting on something like this, you need to lubricate first," she explained. "Both yourself and the outfit." 
 
    "Oh my God, I know just the man for the job," Shay said, her face lighting up with excitement. "Do you mind?" 
 
    Once again, I had the feeling that things are moving faster than I could track. Once again, I told myself to go with it. To let what happened happen. Shay had never steered me wrong yet. And so I shook my head, and Shay grinned with delight. 
 
    “Kane!” she yelled across Roberta’s workshop. “Get over here!” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," came the reply. As Kane hurried toward us through the racks, Roberta shook her head and smiled. Moving toward a small cabinet nestled against a pillar, she opened the drawer and produced a bottle of lubrication. Kane appeared from behind the endless racks, and his footsteps slowed as he approached. I didn't need to look at him to feel his eyes traveling over my body, taking in my nakedness for the second time. Shay giggled as Roberta handed him the bottle. 
 
    "Lube Princess Tina up, lube boy," Shay ordered. "Don't miss a spot. Her whole body, mind you. Don't just play with her boobs the whole time. As tempting as they are." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." I stood with my back to Kane, practically frozen to the spot. I could barely believe what was happening. And while both Shay and Roberta watched, I heard Kane squeeze lubricant onto his hands. Stepping close behind me, he began to rub his hands over my back. It felt so wrong to be standing there naked in front of all three of them. Yet it was as darkly thrilling as anything we had ever done. Goose pimples rose on my skin as Kane's hands traveled over my body, over my back, over my shoulders and arms. My skin shone wetly anywhere he rubbed the viscous fluid onto me. 
 
    "This must be driving him crazy," Shay said, and Roberta laughed. "My husband has a little crush on Tina here. That's why it's so much fun to make himm do things like this." Clearly, Roberta knew all about the true nature of Shay and Kane's relationship. She didn't even bat an eyelid. 
 
    And slowly, Kane's hands traveled over my body. And quickly, my desire grew. The whole situation was darkly sexy anyway. But now that he was touching me, I could feel my lust boiling inside me. Tentatively, his hands circled around to the front of my body, sliding over my chest. Warmed by his hands, the lubricant slid easily over my nipples, and I gasped in pleasure as Kane caressed my boobs from behind. I knew it was wrong. I had a boyfriend, and I had no intention of cheating. But a woman can only stand so much. Besides, I thought to myself, this wasn't cheating. No more than getting a massage would be. 
 
    And inch by inch, Kane's hands crept slowly lower. They moved over my stomach, rubbing lubricant on me until it glistened. They crept down over my hips, between my thighs, in between my legs. I gasped as his lubricated thumb slid over the swollen lips of my pussy. A jolt of pleasure soared through me at his touch, and as I stood there in front of them all, I clenched my fists at my sides, trying to resist the wild lust that was taking me over. 
 
    "Are you horny, Tina?" Shay asked in a soft voice as she peered into my eyes. "You want my husband to make you cum?" I couldn't bring myself to say the words. I squeezed my eyes shut, as though if I couldn't see her, the whole situation will be less embarrassing. But Shay had seen right to the heart of my desire, the way she so often did. My resolve broke, and I nodded, biting my lip as though to hold back the moan of rapture that might otherwise escape. 
 
    "That's okay," Shay said, and I heard the smile in her voice as she spoke. "I don't blame you. This is very sexy. Kane, it's your lucky day. Make Tina cum. Then you can help her get dressed after." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Kane's breath was hot against my neck as he spoke. I trembled in his arms as his hand rubbed against my pussy. I kept my eyes closed as a deviant delight soared inside me. I could feel the hard knob of his caged cock pressing against my ass. And as he curled his dripping fingers inside me, I surrendered myself to pleasure.           
 
    

  

 
   
    Tina’s Surprise 
 
      
 
    I was a bundle of nerves as I waited by the door. I had heard Will's car in the driveway, and as the engine shut off, I rose to my feet. My high heels echoed on the floor as I walked to the entrance. The glistening boots made my body sway with every step I took, and my confidence grew. By the time the door handle twisted, I was standing in front of the door, my hands on my hips, my feet apart. Ready to be seen. Ready to be admired in my outrageous new outfit.  
 
    The black latex catsuit clung to every inch of my body as though it was hugging me. The shining material seemed to reveal more than it hid. Once I had struggled into the impractical outfit, I had taken a long look at myself in the mirror. I could barely believe the woman I saw staring back at me. If I had thought I looked like a goddess before wearing Shay's borrowed clothes, it was nothing on the way I looked now. Latex clung to every curve of my body, the glossy material smoothing out any imperfections in my skin. My boobs swelled in the oval opening cut into the latex specifically to reveal them, pressed together by the tightness of the fabric. I looked like a different person. Someone far sexier than I had ever imagined myself to be. Combined with the patent leather high-heeled boots Shay also ordered her husband to buy for me from Roberta, I looked every inch the dominatrix I wanted to be.  
 
    And the older women had been right. The latex to cling to me like a second skin, and every touch was exaggerated by the fabric. As I ran my hands over my body in front of the mirror, it felt like I was drawing sparks wherever my fingers touched. Inside the catsuit, beneath the zipper that contained it, I could already feel my pussy dampening. But I resisted the urge to touch myself through the catsuit. After all, Will was on the way. So instead, I fastened the belt Shay had insisted I buy around my hips and went to wait for him. 
 
    Now he was here. And I hoped my face didn't show the mass of nerves I felt as the door slowly opened and my boyfriend stepped inside. He had no idea what I had planned. For all he knew, he was coming over for a take-out meal and to watch a movie. Probably some sex, too. That's usually how things went. But he could hardly have expected to confront me looking the way I did. 
 
    "Oh my God," Will said. His eyes moved over my body, racing up and down as though trying to take everything in all at once. I felt my skin prickle under the latex as he looked me over, at once exposed and completely covered from neck to toe. His jaw literally dropped. As a look of utter desire spread quickly across his face, I smiled. My pussy felt hot inside the catsuit. It was exactly that look of desire on his face I had been hoping for when I went to all the trouble of getting dressed up. 
 
    "Close the door," I said. In his shock, Will had forgotten. Without taking his eyes off me, as though he couldn't bear to look anywhere else, he flailed blindly behind himself until his hand caught the front door and swung it shut.  
 
    The minute it closed, I stepped toward him. Now wasn't the time to give in to nerves. Nor was it the time to give in to desire, no matter how strongly I felt it raging inside me. I wanted to be fucked, badly. I wanted Will to fuck me, as much as I had ever wanted it. But I knew from experience now what Shay had always told me. The longer you wait, the better it gets. And as I stepped toward my boyfriend, I lifted the steel handcuffs off my belt. Shay had been right to insist I get the belt. Where else would I keep my toys? 
 
      
 
    "Take your shirt off," I ordered. I kept my voice soft. I've never been the type to shout. But Will heard me just fine. Looking the way I did, he would hear every word I said, hanging on them as though his life depended on it. He gulped as he saw the handcuffs shining in my hand. But he didn't argue. In a matter of seconds, he pulled his shirt over his head and let it fall to the floor. Reaching out, I took his wrist in one hand. 
 
    "Turn around," I said, smiling as I spoke. Again, Will did as he was told. I could hardly believe how easy it was to control him, even though I had suspected nothing less. Everything was going so well. I pulled his arms behind his back, and the handcuffs clicked menacingly as I locked his wrists together. Letting go of his arms, I took his shoulders in my hand and turned him around again.  
 
    His chest rose and fell as he breathed, his eyes roaming up and down my body again. I reached for the front of his pants, and my smile grew wider as I felt the solid erection inside them. 
 
      
 
    “I take it that means you like my outfit?” Will nodded. 
 
    "Yes," he said, his voice already breathless with lust. I tightened my hand around his manhood through his jeans, and as he winced, my pussy spasmed. 
 
    “Yes what?”  
 
    “Yes, Princess Tina.” 
 
    "That's right, slave." It still felt strange to call him that. But Will didn't laugh. He didn't seem capable of finding anything funny at that moment. He didn't seem able to think of anything except his desire for me. Exactly as I wanted. I smiled at him, looking him in the eye, my tall boots making me his height as I unfastened his belt. His pants fell to the floor, and his erection pointed stiffly at me as I helped him step out of his clothes. He groaned as I rubbed my hand over his shaft, teasing him with the lightness of my touch.  
 
    With my other hand, I gripped the back of his neck and forced his head down toward me. Gratetfully, he buried his head in my cleavage, kissing and licking the exposed flesh. God, this is hot, I remember thinking to myself. Not that I expect anything else. But I had been thinking about this moment ever since I first tried on the latex catsuit. I was delighted that it was having exactly the effect I had hoped it would. 
 
      
 
    "Get down on the floor," I said softly. Will lifted his head from my boots reluctantly, and I pushed down on his shoulders. Will sank to the floor, sitting down awkwardly on his own discarded clothes. Raising one foot, I placed it on his shoulder and pushed him further down. My high heel dug slightly into his skin as he lay on his back underneath me. I stood above him, smiling down at my enraptured boyfriend, teasingly dragging my high heel over his chest as I pinned him to the floor with one foot. Standing over him, I felt an enormous surge of power roaring through me. Will was gazing up at me in utter desperation, staring at me as though I really were the goddess I felt like. He'd only just got in the door, and already he was my prisoner. Reduced to total submission by my sexy outfit. 
 
    "I'm glad you like it," I said. "I like it too. Shay helped me pick it out." 
 
    Lifting my foot off Will's chest, I straddled him. The leather of my boots creaked as I bent my knees, sinking down on top of him. As I positioned myself above his hips, I could feel his hard cock trapped underneath me, and I moaned faintly as I worked my hips back and forth, rubbing my latex-covered pussy against the underside of his shaft. Will groaned too, his shoulders moving as he struggled uselessly against the handcuffs that kept his hands trapped under his back. He was mine, all mine. And even though we both wanted the same thing, even though I wanted nothing more than to pull open the zipper of the catsuit and plunge his rigid cock into my streaming pussy, I held back. Controlling myself was the key to controlling him. 
 
    “You won’t believe what happened on our shopping trip,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Roberta's workshop rang with my cries of ecstasy. I stood trembling in front of her and Shay, my whole body consumed with lust. Kane's fingers filled me as he held me from behind, sliding in and out of my streaming pussy as I howled in pleasure. As my orgasm gripped me, any sense of shame or embarrassment I might have been feeling evaporated. All that mattered was pleasure. But as I rode the powerful ways of climax back to the ground, my pussy spasming erratically around Kane's withdrawing fingers, I felt shame wash over me more strongly than ever. As I opened my eyes to see the two women watching me, my cheeks burned with embarrassment. 
 
    "Beautiful," she murmured, her tousled hair swaying as she shook her head. "What do you say, Kane?" 
 
    "Thank you for allowing me to please you, Princess Tina," Kane said behind me. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” I gasped, and Shay and Roberta both laughed. 
 
    "Well, hopefully that's taken the edge off," Shay said. "Now let's get you dressed up." I was too wrapped up in the afterglow of my own pleasure to think too hard about what was happening. Roberta handed the suit to Kane, and he circled around to stand in front of me. He dropped to his knees and pulled down the zipper. Shay stood beside me, helping me balance as I lifted one foot and slid it into the catsuit. The inside of the latex had also been lubricated, and I guessed Roberta had done it while I had been enjoying Kane's intimate service. Slowly, Kane pulled the clinging fabric up my leg. I lifted the other foot, and he did the same for that leg. His face was right in front of my pussy as he pulled the latex up toward my hips, and I knew he could smell the orgasm he had given me. I thought about his cock aching inside the cruel chastity device his wife made him wear, and my pussy spasmed. For Kane, there would be no release. Not yet. And his wife was obviously delighted that my pleasure added to her husband's torment. 
 
    Kane stood. Inch by inch, he pulled the latex catsuit up my body. I slid my arms into the sleeves, and he pulled up the zipper in the front, reaching between my legs to get the zipper that ran from the small of my back all the way around my pelvis and up to my chest. He frowned as he adjusted my boobs in the cutout window, and my swollen nipples pressed visibly against the latex under his hands. Sweeping back my hair, he pulled up the short zipper that closed the suit around my neck. His touch was firm but gentle. Clearly, he had a lot of experience helping a woman get dressed. And as I so often did, I had to admire Shay's control over her man. No doubt it had driven him crazy helping her put on her own dress that day. It seemed Kane was in for no shortage of frustration. 
 
    Without a word, Roberta handed Kane a spray bottle. But as always, Shay had something to say. 
 
    "Shine her up, lube boy," she ordered with a grin. And without a word, Kane began to spray my body with the bottle. Clearly experienced at the task, he rubbed whatever liquid came out over my body. Once again, I felt the erotic sensation of Shay's husband touching me. But through latex, it was different. If anything, it felt even more exciting. Even more delicious. Despite the orgasm he had just given me, by the time he was finished, I was as turned on as I was before Shay had him service me. 
 
    “That looks incredible,” Shay said. Roberta nodded, her black curls bouncing in agreement. 
 
    "it does," she said. "It shows off her body beautifully. And there's something about the black latex with blonde hair like hers. She looks like a pretty little doll. But a kinky one." Shay and Roberta both laughed at that, and I laughed nervously along with them. It was a new experience for me to be the center of attention of a group like this. Though I couldn't exactly say I was hating it. 
 
    "Come on," Roberta said, taking my hand again. "Come see yourself. Trust me, you'll fall in love with it." Wordlessly, I followed this woman as she led me through her shop. There was a full-length mirror balanced against another pillar, and she had me stand in front of it. As I looked at myself, I gasped. Maybe it's conceited to say, but she and Shay were right. I looked fantastic. Wearing the catsuit felt almost like being naked, but it covered me completely. And yet it also showed off every part of my body. I had never felt this way in any clothes I had ever worn. I have my favorites, but nothing made me feel like this. As I watched my own cheeks glowing pink in the mirror, I saw that Roberta was right. It was love at first sight. 
 
    "And that's without shoes on," Roberta said. Standing behind me, she looked in the mirror over my shoulder as she smoothed my long hair back from my face and let it flow over my shoulders. "We'll get you a nice pair of boots, and there won't be a man in the world who can resist you. What shoe size are you?" 
 
    "Eight," I answered. Roberta nodded and hurried off toward the back of her shop. Meanwhile, I turned back to Shay and Kane. They were both looking at me. Shay had a sly smile on her face. Kane, on the other hand, was simply staring at me with a dull desire that made my pussy tremble. Fully dressed and yet practically naked in front of this married couple, I felt like the kinkiest girl alive. 
 
    From among the racks and shelves, Roberta reappeared. She had a pair of tall boots draped over one arm, the black leather shining almost as much as my glistening catsuit. She handed the boots to me, and I held them out in front of me as I looked at them. They were similar to the ones Shay had lent me when I dominated Will, all black leather and long laces and high heels and silver buckles. 
 
    "Kane, let her sit down. Hands and knees." Shay pointed at the floor as she spoke. Wordlessly, Kane dropped to his knees and leaned forward. I laughed out loud, and Shay smiled at me. 
 
    "Take a seat," Shay grinned, patting her husband's shoulders like they were a chair. "You know he'd be lucky to have your gorgeous ass so close to him." Carefully, I sat. I could feel Kane's strength holding me up as I adjusted myself. Shay smiled approvingly as I used her husband like an object. Balancing carefully, I began to slide one boot on. Roberta crouched at my feet to help me tie the laces and close the buckles that ran all the way up to the middle of my thighs. It was such a strange feeling, being there with the three of them. I felt simultaneously like a queen to be served and a toy to be played with. A kinky doll, like Roberta said. I didn't know which feeling I preferred. Together, they formed an intoxicating cocktail that only served to turn me on even more. 
 
    Together, Roberta and I got my boots on. She helped me to my feet, and I stood carefully, balancing in the high heels. 
 
    "Perfect," Shay smiled. "You look like a goddess. Kane, look at her. How does she look?" 
 
    From his position on the floor, Shay's husband raised his head. His eyes moved up and down my body, and it was all I could do not to tremble at the naked hunger in his stare. 
 
    “You look beautiful, Princess Tina,” he said in a low voice. 
 
    "Words are cheap," Shay sneered. "Show her what a goddess she is. Those boots seem made for licking to me." Kane gave his wife the merest glance before turning back to me. He crawled forward on his hands and knees and lowered his face to the floor. I stood above him, on fire with triumph and lust as I felt his tongue through the leather. If I hadn't felt enough like a goddess, I couldn't fail to feel powerful and sexy as my landlord licked my boots, occasionally kissing my feet as he slowly moved his head higher. Through both leather and latex, I felt his tongue on my legs, and inside the suit, my pussy dripped. If this was what it felt like to be a dominatrix, dressing up in sexy outfits and making men worship me, I was delighted to do it again and again. 
 
    "Silly boy," Shay said over the wet sound of her husband worshiping my feet. "He just can't help himself. He sees a beautiful woman, and he just needs to debase himself in front of her. Which is for the best, really. It's the only way he's likely to please a woman. Kane, why don't you take your clothes off? I've been thinking about getting something new for you, too." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Raising his face from my feet at last, Kane at once began to undress. If he felt any shame at being bossed around in front of Roberta and me, he didn't show it. Maybe he was used to it. And that thought alone helped to fuel my dizzying lust. Roberta certainly didn't seem in the least bit surprised. She watched the whole proceedings with a smile on her face. 
 
    "Oh my God, he's wearing panties!" I couldn't keep myself from laughing as Kane struggled out of his pants. And Shay laughed along with me, delighted to humiliate her husband further. A pair of pink women's panties covered his caged cock, the chastity device visible through the thin fabric. The panties were clearly far too small for him, only adding to the discomfort he must feel. 
 
    "Of course he is," Shay smirked. "I told him I wouldn't wear any if he wore them instead. He jumped at the opportunity. You know how men are. Just the thought of pussy drives them wild." Shay's eyes shone as she grinned at me. Again, I had to admire her confidence for going out in a light dress with nothing underneath. Though it seemed her husband had over paid for that mild thrill. 
 
    “I have just the thing for him,” Roberta said. “You’ll need to take the cage off though.” 
 
    "You can take those panties off now, honey," Shay said. "Give them to me." Kane did as he was told. Struggling out of the panties, he handed them to his wife. Shay crumpled them into a tight ball in her hand as she turned to Roberta. 
 
    “You have any cuffs?” 
 
    "Of course," Roberta smiled. Disappearing between the racks again, she reappeared almost immediately with a pair of handcuffs in her hand. Taking them, Shay crouched behind Kane. Immediately, he put his hands behind his back, well-trained as ever. Shay locked his arms behind him and stood. Seizing a fistful of her husband's hair, she pulled him to his feet too. His locked cock hung sadly between his legs as he stood beside his pretty wife. While Roberta went off to fetch whatever it was she had marked out for him, Shay placed one hand on husband shoulder for balance and lifted her foot. I saw her reach into her strappy shoe and pull out a key that had been tucked down beside her ankle. Kane's eyes followed it as she slid it into the lock on his chastity device and unlocked it. Fascinated, I watched her take the device apart to remove it. Kane's cock was instantly hard and swollen, pulsing with blood as it throbbed in the empty air. 
 
    Roberta reappeared. There was some small leather item in her hands. She barely reacted to seeing Kane's cock un caged and erect as she stepped toward him. Instead, she busied herself with the garment she held. It was a pair of shorts, and I watched as she held them out for Kane to step into. With a glance at his wife, he did as he was told. Roberta pulled the leather shorts up his legs and into place. His hard cock was pressed back against his stomach, and I watched him grunt as the women fussed over him. 
 
    “His cock goes through there,” Roberta said, pointing at a round hole in the front of the shorts. 
 
    "Oh, I see," she said. Reaching out, she took hold of Kane's cock, making him groan again. Carefully, she fed it through the hole in the front of the shorts. The leather gripped him tightly, riding halfway up his ass to expose his buttocks. They looked almost like boy shorts, and with his cock projecting out of the front, they looked completely ludicrous. That, I suppose, was the point. 
 
    “And then his cage goes over the top so he can’t take them off. Oh, I love them!” Shay smiled. “Looks like such a silly little slut. Doesn’t he, Tina?”  
 
    "Yeah, he does," I nodded with a smile, and Kane turned his eyes away from me to look at the floor. I knew what my role was now. And dressed up like I was, I was feeling more comfortable with it by the second. Besides, it was true. He did look ridiculous in his outfit. 
 
    "See, honey? All us girls are laughing at you. Now, the tricky part is getting that cock of yours back into its cage where it belongs. I suppose I'm going to have to make you cum, aren't I?" 
 
    "Yes, please, Mistress!" The desperation in Kane's voice sent another jolt of pleasure racing to my pussy. Inside my own provocative outfit, I could feel my juices running down my inner thighs. The situation was just too wildly exciting. And when Shay turned to me with a smile on her face, I knew things were about to take another turn. 
 
    "Would you like to do the honors, Princess Tina?" she asked. "Or should I give my husband his tragic little spurt myself?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh my God," Will gasped underneath me. His eyelids were fluttering as he looked up at me, his lips trembling with desire. On top of him, I was still riding his cock, teasing both him and myself through the latex catsuit. I still hadn't unzipped, even though it took every ounce of self-control I had as I told him the story of what had happened at Roberta's shop. And the fear and doubt and desire on his face only filled me with even more monstrous lust as Will lay helpless beneath me. 
 
    "Did you do it?" he croaked. It seemed to take a huge effort on his part to force the words out between his moans of pleasure as I rubbed my latex-covered pussy against his cock. "Did you make him cum?" 
 
    "No," I said, grinning down at my frustrated boyfriend. "Shay did it instead. I didn't feel right about touching another man's cock. After all, I have a boyfriend." The latex of the catsuit shone with my rhythmic movements as I rubbed my hips back and forth. My boobs trembled in the cutout window that revealed them. With the repetitive motion and the feel of his cock between my legs and the sheer erotic naughtiness of the situation, I felt like I was almost ready to explode. As though I could cum right there and soak the inside of my new catsuit in the hot juices of my orgasm. But still I held back, savoring the powerful sensation of being right on the edge of pleasure. 
 
    "Thank God," Will sighed, and I laughed out loud. 
 
    "Does that make you jealous, slave boy?" I mocked. "Thinking about me playing with other men's penises? But you know a woman like me deserves to have whatever she wants. You know you can't deny me anything when I look like this." 
 
    "No," Will gulped, as a feeling of power surged through me. 
 
    "You know, I love playing with Shay and Kane," I went on. I could feel Will's heart beat rapidly against my hand as I leaned on his chest. "But the hard part is that I can't have sex. I get so turned on watching her dominate him. But I can't fuck him because I'm in this stupid relationship with you. So I don't think it's too much to ask that I should be allowed to orgasm when you're not around. If Shay's slave husband uses his fingers or his mouth or a toy on me, that's not really cheating, is it? That's no more than a princess deserves." 
 
    “Okay,” Will panted beneath me. “Okay, Princess Tina.” 
 
    "Very generous of you, slave," I smiled down at him. "I wasn't asking permission. I'm just telling you what's going to happen." Will groaned loudly as he stared up at me, barely able to believe the dominant mistress his girlfriend had become. Rising up on my knees, I reached down underneath myself and took his cock in my hand. My other hand pulled aside the sipper of the catsuit, just enough to reveal my streaming pussy. After the heat inside the latex, the air felt cool. But his hard cock was hot as I slid it inside myself, both of us groaning in mutual pleasure as my pussy tightened around him. 
 
    "Those are the rules," I said, my eyelids fluttering as I felt his cock sinking deeper into my body. "Princess gets to do what she wants. Princess gets to cum whenever she likes. It's just you boys that have to earn your orgasms." 
 
    

  

 
   
    Tina’s New Experience 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was tingling. 
 
    Ever since my discovery of Shay and Kane's sex life, excitement had become a far bigger part of my own life. Not to say I was living a boring life before. I enjoyed it well enough. But it's not too often that you find yourself almost breathless with excitement in the course of a regular existence. Yet now, I was feeling that way more and more often. 
 
    How could I not? Everything was so wild and new. Sometimes, I found myself wondering if I would ever get bored of these kinky games. If they would ever just become normalized to the point where it just seemed like regular sex. Still fun, but not as darkly thrilling as they had been at first. But then, all I had to do was look at Shay. She had been living this lifestyle for years, and yet she still seem to get a huge kick out of it. Maybe the fire goes out eventually. But I was hoping for a long, slow burn. 
 
    And down in Shay’s basement apartment, I was in the middle of another strange and fascinating experience. 
 
    Shay was wearing another of her outrageous outfits. I no longer had to guess where she got them from. The dress that clung to her body had Roberta's hallmarks all over it. It was a deep red color, the hem high on her legs and the neckline low to expose her swelling cleavage. Like my catsuit, it was made of latex, and the shiny material clung seductively to Shay's impressive body. Already tight, it was made even tighter by the short black corset she wore around her waist, exaggerating her hourglass figure. Somehow, it straddled the line of being sexy and trashy like so many of her outfits did. I mean, you would never wear something like that outside the house. At least, I wouldn't. But outfits like that had their place, I was quickly learning. She looked great in it. I had no doubt she was feeling pretty spectacular too. 
 
    She sat on the sofa beside me, her legs crossed, her dress straining tightly around her thighs. Of course, she was wearing tall black boots, an invaluable part of any dominatrix outfit. Around her neck, a plain silver chain hung with the weight of a small key, and my heart beat faster to know what the key was for. She was wearing the key to her husband's locked cock around her neck like a piece of jewelry, and it tugged at some dark wire inside me to see it. That kind of control had to be intoxicating. I had tasted enough of it myself to know that much. She looked so beautiful and powerful and poised beside me, and I was reminded again of what had drawn me into this world in the first place. That feeling of power, of being so beautiful you can get away with anything. Shay certainly was. I only hoped I could seem half as dominant and alluring when I played that way myself. 
 
    “So he’s totally on board,” Shay said. 
 
    "Pretty much," I replied. It felt weird to be discussing the intricacies of my sex life with my landlady, even after everything we had shared. But Shay was an invaluable resource. Without her, I would never have done any of this. And she continued to help guide me through the often confusing labyrinth of domination and submission. It was Shay herself who warned me that these kinds of games can be dangerous. I was glad to have her as a guide. 
 
    "You have no idea how rare this is," Shay said, shaking her head slightly as she spoke. "I mean, submissive men are a dime a dozen. But to find one who lets you go that far? Not common. Plus, he's so young. Guys don't usually embrace their kinky side until they're a lot older." 
 
    "I can't believe how well it's going," I said. "Will just kind of goes along with whatever I say. Especially now, if I wear that catsuit. It's like he can't resist at all." 
 
    "It's exactly like that," Shay nodded. "The trick to dominating men is knowing how they operate. They're such visual creatures. I mean, we all like to look at something pretty. But it's on a different level with them. Show a little skin, and they lose all their faculties. It's pretty amazing, honestly. Once you learn to harness it, things can get very interesting." She laughed again, and I laughed with her. I felt like a novice learning at the feet of a master.  
 
    When I knocked on her door and she appeared in full dominatrix regalia, I had assumed she was in the middle of a session. But she invited me in without a moment's hesitation. As we talked, there was no sign of her husband. And as that fact occurred to me, I had to reluctantly admit a faint sense of disappointment inside myself. After all, my boyfriend had given me the go-ahead to do things with Kane. And while I wasn't even sure that was what I wanted, it was an idea that was hard to let go of. 
 
      
 
    "Where's Kane?" I asked. Shay's grin only broadened. 
 
    "Why? Thinking of taking him for a spin?" I felt my cheeks reddening as I looked at the floor, and Shay laughed. She often had this uncanny ability to see right through me, to understand what I was getting at immediately. Maybe it came with the territory of being a dominatrix. She had told me in the past that in some ways, what she did was a lot like therapy. It gave her, she maintained, a better understanding of the inner workings of the human heart. People were never so exposed as when they gave in to their darkest desires. I could believe it. In the short time we had been playing this way, I felt like I had already learned a lot about myself. And about Will, too. Still, it was always disconcerting to have Shay see right through me. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I was just asking.” 
 
    "He's out running some errands," she replied. "I got dressed to surprise him when he gets home. It's good to keep them guessing. Sometimes, I feel like every time he comes home, he's half hoping he'll find me dressed up like this and ready to play. Most of the time, he's disappointed. I mean, even I don't feel like being a mistress all the time. Usually, it's just normal couple stuff. But every now and then, I like to surprise him with an unexpected session. It keeps him on his toes. It reminds him that how and when we play isn't up to him, but to me." 
 
    "Are you going to unlock him?" It felt strange to even be asking such a potentially intimate question. But Shay took it in stride. She wasn't a woman with a lot of inhibitions. 
 
    "I haven't decided," she said thoughtfully. "You know, when I work with clients, there's often a lot of rules. Not just for them, but for me, too. Some of them have an entire script they want me to follow. Bottoming from the top, they call it. I put up with it because they're paying me, and the customer's always right. But a lot of times when I play with Kane, I like to keep things looser. More improvisational. I don't always know where a scene is going to go once I start. It's fun to just go with how you feel in the moment. I'm lucky, of course. Me and Kane have been together so long that I know exactly where his limits are. He can trust me not to go too far, and I can trust him to go along with a scene without trying to control it." 
 
    “It sounds pretty awesome,” I said. 
 
    "It is. But it takes work to get there. You'll get there with Will, if you want to. You're off to a great start. Believe me, as much as there are plenty of men who would kill to be in his place, there's lots who couldn't handle it, too. You always have to be careful introducing this to a new partner. A lot of men can't let go of their egos enough to submit to a woman. You got lucky with that boyfriend of yours." 
 
    “I did,” I smiled. “I’m not sure what he did wrong to end up with me.” 
 
    "Oh please," Shay snorted. "You're beautiful and you're kinky. He's a very lucky boy. I have clients who pay outrageous sums of money to get what he has for free. Don't feel sorry for him. He's lucky you give him the time of day." 
 
    I could feel myself blushing again. Strange as it might be to receive compliments from Shay in her dominatrix gear, it still felt good. Somehow, the words meant more coming from a woman as beautiful as she was herself. And even though I thought it was strange that she was sitting around the house by herself dressed the way she was, it was kind of hot too. It was hard to imagine myself ever doing the same thing. But something about the idea appealed to me. Even though I knew she was doing it for her husband, to surprise him when he came home. Something about the thought of getting dressed up just for myself seemed somehow tempting. 
 
    "You know," Shay said, her voice a steady purr as she looked at me, "you could stick around if you like. You know how much it turns Kane on to have you watch me humiliate him. And now you have this hall pass from your boyfriend, things could get very interesting. I think it would blow my husband's mind having two mistresses to serve." 
 
    "I bet it would," I smiled. I was trying to act as calm and confident as Shay always did. But inside, I was a fluttering mass of nerves. It would be a lie to say the same idea hadn't occurred to me already, whether acknowledged or not. But it's one thing to think in the privacy of your own head, and another to have it vocalized, put out in the open like that. One thing to think about it, and another to know it was actually an option. She was right, of course. Will had given his consent. I was allowed to play with her and Kane, so long as I stopped short of actual sex. As far as me and Will were concerned, having Shay's slave husband pleasure me sexually wasn't cheating. But it still felt deliciously wrong, the idea of being with anyone else in such an intimate manner carrying all the illicit flavor of adultery.  
 
    I had never cheated on anyone before. I'd never considered myself that kind of girl. Then again, I had never thought of myself as a demanding dominatrix, either. And yet, here we were. 
 
      
 
    "You've got time to get dressed before he gets home," she said. "Not that you have to, of course. Like I always say, you can dominate a guy in jeans and a T-shirt just as well as you can in leather and latex. Sometimes, it's good to remind them of that. But, you know. You know how dressing for the occasion sometimes helps get over the mental hurdle of what we do." 
 
    I nodded. It seemed suddenly hard to speak. Sitting on the sofa beside her, I realized I was squeezing my thighs together. I realized I was getting wet. Everything she was saying excited me. That was the truth. And maybe in coming down here to talk to my landlady, I had had this in mind all along. Seeing Shay in her sexy outfit stirred a kind of competition in me. Besides, I was anxious to slip into my latex catsuit again. I hadn't worn it since that first time Will had seen me in it. I missed the feeling it gave me of being some kind of kinky sex goddess. In short, I didn't need much convincing. 
 
    "Ok," I said breathlessly. Shay's smile grew wider. She patted my knee with one hand, her tight latex dress creaking with the movement of her body inside it. I felt another stab of excitement racing through my body. 
 
    "Come on," she said. "Let's go. I'll help you." Shay stood as she spoke, uncoiling herself from her seat on the sofa and tugging at her tight dress that had climbed up her body while she sat. I stood too. Standing next to Shay in casual clothes while she was dressed like the dominant mistress she was offered a surefire way to feel frumpy. But that was an easy fix. And so I didn't protest as she led the way back upstairs, toward my own apartment.  
 
    Once we reached the top of the stairs, I took the lead, guiding her toward the bedroom. As I pulled aside hangers full of clothes to reveal my new latex catsuit gleaming in the darkness, I felt another thrill of excitement. Lifting it out of the closet, I laid it on the bed. Shay's eyes followed, glittering with pleasure as she watched. 
 
      
 
    "Where's the lube Roberta gave you?" she asked. Distractedly, I indicated one of the drawers of my dresser. She stepped confidently toward it while I pulled apart the zipper of the catsuit. It was only when I heard her shriek in laughter that I remembered what else the drawer contained. 
 
    “Very nice,” Shay smiled, and I felt as though I could die of embarrassment as she waved my vibrator at me. “How is it?” 
 
    “It’s — it’s pretty good,” I stammered. 
 
    "Oh, don't be embarrassed," Shay said. "All women use toys. Or at least they should. How can you hope to be good in bed if you don't even know your own body? Besides, I think we're a bit past the point of being embarrassed in front of each other." Turning, Shay set the vibrator down on the bed beside her. Her eyes sparkled as she looked up at me. "We might be needing this later," she said, flashing me a devilish smile. "Now, where was that lube?" As Shay turned back to the drawer, I began to undress. Hardly the first time I had shed my clothes in front of her. Yet I still hadn't quite gotten over the inherent strangeness of it. Maybe it was better that way. Maybe it was better to feel a thrill every time we did something like this.  
 
    When Shay retrieved the lubricant and turned around to face me again, I was already struggling out of my jeans. She watched, not even bothering to hide her gaze, as I took my clothes off. I knew the drill. The tight latex of the catsuit didn't allow anything to go underneath it. And as Roberta had already pointed out, you wouldn't want to wear anything under it even if you could. Part of its appeal was the way the tight material seemed to magnify sensation, as though the second skin of black latex came with its own set of highly responsive nerves. So I undressed while my landlady watched, taking off my underwear and standing completely naked before her.  
 
    In the sudden silence of my bedroom, the cap of the lubricant clicked loudly as Shay opened it. She stepped toward me with a measured tread, as slow and wary as if she was dealing with some shy forest creature. As though she were afraid any sudden movement of hers would make me run. Why would I go anywhere other than where I already was? It was yet another strange situation I found myself in, but it was unquestionably thrilling. The truth was, there was nowhere else I wanted to be. And as Shay rubbed lubricant over her hands and reached toward me, I felt another giddy thrill of pleasure traveling through me. 
 
      
 
    She took her time. And I let her. As my landlady's hands slid over my body, I remembered how it felt when her husband lubricated me like this. It was different. Shay's touch was softer, lighter, more teasing. It didn't have the trembling hunger I had felt when Kane touched me. But that didn't make it any less exciting. I realized it was turning me on at almost the exact same moment I realized I was fighting the feelings of pleasure she was giving me. And I wondered why. We had already crossed so many boundaries. What was one more? Pleasure is pleasure, and I knew that Shay would be the first to agree with that as her soft hands traveled over my shoulders, over my arms, over my chest, caressing my bare breasts until my nipples swelled and hardened. I tried to relax into the strange new feelings. 
 
    "God, you're so beautiful," Shay said. "Your body is amazing. No wonder poor little Will does everything you tell him. I would too if I were him. If it meant I got to have you." 
 
    “Really?” I tried to hide the breathlessness in my voice, but it was useless. She grinned at me, her eyes flashing, her hands still moving over my breasts. 
 
    "If I were Will," she went on. "But I'm not. I'm not some pathetic man who deserves to be bossed around." 
 
    "No, of course not," I said, blushing again. The thoughts that were racing through my mind were difficult to put into words. Instead, they were a succession of images, images of wild delights that I could barely believe I was even imagining. Shay always had that effect on me. 
 
    "Though to be honest, I have submitted before," Shay said softly. She said it as though she were just making conversation, as though she were talking about the weather. But she didn't meet my eyes as she spoke. Now, her gaze was downcast, moving over my body just like her hands were. My breasts shone and glistened with the lubricant she had applied, and still she didn't stop. I gasped as she tweaked my erect nipples, rolling them between her fingers as she played with me. 
 
    “That’s — hard to imagine,” I managed to say through the rising tide of my own desire. 
 
    "Thank you. I'll take that as a compliment," Shay grinned. "But it's true. To dominate someone effectively, you need to understand a submissive point of view. That's what I believe, anyway. Even if you only try it once. Even if you find it's not for you. It helps make you a better mistress, I think." Shay's hands were still moving over my boobs, caressing them in a series of maddening gestures. I bit my lower lip, my hands clenching my thighs as desire flowed through me. Impulsively, I reached out to Shay, and my pussy spasmed as I held her hips under the latex she wore. Did I want to be this woman, or be with her? In the state of arousal I was in, the distinction hardly seemed to matter. Shay was sexy, and every word she was saying only increased the erotic tension that hovered in the room between us. I wasn't into girls. I still maintain I'm not. But Shay's irresistible sex appeal seemed to transcend such petty distinctions. Her words and her hands on my body and even the way she looked were turning me on. Suddenly, it hardly seemed to matter what variety of reproductive organs she had. 
 
    "You should try it," Shay went on. One of her hands was still caressing my breasts as the other slid lower. Over my stomach. Over my hips. Applying lubricant and setting me alight wherever she touched. With her hands on both my breasts and my thighs, I was squirming with need. The feeling of her lubricated hands moving over my body seemed to weave a spell of dark desire over us both. 
 
    "Oh, you're wet," Shay grinned at me. I gasped as her glistening hand moved over my pussy. "That's good. I love how excited you get. This is going to be so much fun." 
 
    "Mmm-hmm," I managed to say through clenched teeth. It felt insane to have my landlady rubbing my pussy right there in my bedroom. But I was no longer interested in what made sense and what didn't. All that mattered was how it felt. It felt fantastic. Shay's hand moved back and forth skillfully, and I was a howling void of desire under her hands as she touched me. 
 
    "Okay, let's get you dressed," Shay said. I felt a stab of disappointment as she took her hands away. But as she lifted the catsuit off the bed and pulled down the long zipper that opened it, I did what she wanted. She helped me struggle into the garment, sliding it slowly up my body over the coat of lubrication I wore to make things easier. I gasped as I felt again the tightness of the material, the way it conformed to every curve of my body and flattered my appearance with its perfect surface. Shay pulled the catsuit up over my hips and helped me slide my arms into it. She pulled up the zipper, manipulating my boobs so they sat in the cutout window designed to expose them. She pulled up the zipper that closed the suit around my neck, too. Just like that, I was encased, feeling at once covered and exposed, restricted and uniquely free. 
 
    But Shay didn't stop there. Looking deep into my eyes, she reached down between my legs. The zipper of the catsuit was cleverly designed so that it can be open from either end. I had learned during my first session with Will how useful it was to be able to expose my pussy without going through the laborious process of taking the outfit off. Now, Shay unzipped the suit to expose my sex, and I didn't protest. Seduced by her beauty and dominant grace, I felt like the biggest slut in the world. But it felt fantastic. And Shay's hands never left my body, continuing to weave that dark magic touch over me second by second while I trembled with joy. 
 
    "Turn around," Shay said. Her voice was soft, little more than a murmur in my ear. But it never even occurred to me to argue. No matter how softly she spoke, her words reached me like some irresistible command. I turned on the spot, and felt one of her hands alight on my shoulder, the other on my hip. "That's it. Bend over. Put your hands on the bed," she said. Barely able to believe what I was doing, I did it anyway. I did what Shay wanted, bending at the waist and leaning forward over the foot of my bed with my hands on the mattress. Completely exposed to her now, I trembled where I stood, hardly able to believe what was happening and completely unable to deny its wild appeal. I felt Shay gather up my hair behind me, holding it like a ponytail in her hand. I yelped more in surprise than anything else as her hand cracked suddenly against my ass through the latex that covered it. 
 
    "You're so fucking hot," Shay growled, and now there was a new animalistic desire in her voice. "God, I miss being your age. Those perky tits. That nice firm ass. No wonder my husband wants you so badly. You're fucking sexy, Tina. You're such a hot little slut." 
 
    “Um… Thank you?” 
 
    "I bet you look even more beautiful when you cum," Shay went on. "A body like this is wasted on men. You need a woman to really get you off. What do you think, Tina? Would you like me to make you cum?" 
 
    "Yes," I groaned. From behind, Shay couldn't see the bright blush of shame on my cheeks. But I knew she could hear the desperation in my voice. I couldn't help it. She had me on fire with lust. Not for the first time, I had a glimpse into the world that Kane inhabited, the world I was steadily introducing my own boyfriend to. The way everything seems to make sense when you're horny enough. The way you'll say and do just about anything to get the release you need. 
 
    “Beg for it,” Shay snarled behind me. “Beg Mistress Shay to fuck you.” 
 
    "Please, Mistress Shay." The woman was never sexier than when she acted like this. And I knew she knew that. I felt my will to resist her collapsing, evaporating as completely as though it had never existed in the first place. Everything seemed to make sense. Everything seemed easy. All I had to do was exactly what I was told. "Please fuck me, Mistress Shay," I went on, squirming in her grip as she held me by the hair. My latex outfit clung tightly to my body, covering almost everything except the pussy that was burning with longing for this unbelievable woman. "Please, I need to cum!" 
 
    "Fuck," Shay breathed behind me. I felt her move, and as a high whine echoed in the bedroom, it took me a moment to realize what she was doing. But the minute the vibrator made contact with my pussy, I knew at once. I howled in pleasure as the insistent buzzing swelled through me, driving my lust to an even greater pitch. Shay moved the vibrator over the trembling lips of my pussy, over my swollen clit, making me howl and gasp. Almost immediately, the juices of my desire were running down my thighs. In Shay's arms, I felt more than ever like the desirable sex doll I had felt the first time I ever put on my latex suit. 
 
    And as she continued to fuck me, I surrendered myself to her completely. My cries of pleasure filled the bedroom, made even wilder by the fact that I had never anticipated anything quite like this. My landlady was going to make me cum. And it felt absolutely incredible. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Tina’s Show 
 
      
 
    We both heard the key turning in the door. We both knew exactly what it meant. Shay turned to me, and I smiled back at her as I felt the rising nervousness in the pit of my stomach. Kane was home. And that meant it was time to put the next stage of our devious plan into action. 
 
    The whole day had felt like a dream. It was a feeling, I supposed, I ought to get used to. It was hard to believe Shay and I had done what we had done, even though it only just happened. Even though the glow of our sex was still shining inside me, still filling me with golden light.  
 
    My landlady had made me cum hard, and when that was done, she made me cum again. With the help of my own vibrator, she had made me into her squealing sex pet, reducing me to a latex-clad slut thrashing around on the mattress while she played my body like an instrument. By the time she was done, I felt dazed with pleasure. Dizzy with orgasm. 
 
     And when the sex was finally over, when she took me in her arms and stroked my hair and held me and told me that I was a good girl for doing what she wanted, I felt closer to her than ever. After all, we all know that sex isn't just about the body. Perhaps not even mostly about the body. The games we played depended largely on our minds, too. More than that, sex involves the heart. Don't get me wrong; it's not like I was falling in love with my landlady. That would be ridiculous. But when someone makes you cum over and over again, when they make you scream their name in the highest transports of pleasure, it's more or less impossible not to feel some kind of strong emotion toward them. At least, it is for me. 
 
      
 
    And when I had recovered enough to speak intelligible sentences again, Shay had reminded me that the day was far from over. Her husband would be home soon.  
 
    So we returned together to her unit, giggling together at the wild secret we shared. Maybe I should have felt guilty for cheating on Willl. But I didn't. He had given me his consent to play with this kinky couple, after all. And although I hadn't framed it this way when I asked him, although I had never imagined things would take this surprising turn, I couldn't see him objecting. In fact, I couldn't wait to tell him what Shay and I had done. I couldn't wait to see the look on his face as he imagined me having sex with my beautiful neighbor. Will's only complaint, I knew, would be that he hadn't been there to see it for himself. 
 
      
 
    When we both heard Kane's key in the door, we knew it was time for the next step. The step we had planned out and discussed in the absence of Shay's husband, deciding his fate between us like he had no say at all. Shay had it all worked out. I could hardly be surprised by that. She was a woman born to take control. 
 
    I wasn't. But under Shay's mentorship, I was starting to feel like I was getting the hang of it. And like any good teacher, Shay wasn't content to let me rest on my laurels. She was more than willing to push me on to the next step. 
 
    And so I rose from the sofa where I sat and walked toward the door. The heels of my outrageous boots echoed with every step. My footsteps seemed to echo Kane's as he came down the stairs. By the time he opened the door at the foot of the stairs, I was ready for him. Dressed up in my latex catsuit, I stood with my feet apart, my hands on my hips. Waiting. 
 
    "Oh. Ti - Princess Tina," Kane said, quickly saving himself. I tried not to show the thrill of lust that race through me as he spoke. And as his eyes moved up and down my body, taking in every inch of my latex-covered form, hovering over my cleavage that swelled in the suit's cut-out, I felt as ferociously desirable as I ever had. When Shay proposed that I take control of her husband, I hadn't felt ready. But my mentor assured me that I was. And already, after seeing the look on his face, I was warming to the task. 
 
    "That's right," I said, doing my best to mimic the confident tone Shay always used. "Your wife invited me to come downstairs and play with the two of you. We've decided that we're going to have some fun. Now, take your clothes off." 
 
    Kane looked at me. I felt faintly ridiculous, standing in front of him like that.  In a more timid part of my brain, I imagined him laughing, shaking his head, telling me I was a silly little girl playing at being a mistress. That was what it felt like. Especially after the adventure upstairs, when Shay had so easily taken control of me. It had felt unbelievably good to give in to her, to let her take control of my body. But it didn't exactly lend itself to the dominant persona I wanted to cultivate. 
 
    However, Kane didn't laugh. For a moment, he stood in front of me in silence, still looking at me with that expression of unmistakable desire on his face. Shay remained in the living room, hidden around the corner from where we stood. But I could almost feel her listening to everything that was going on between us. I desperately didn't want to fail. And as Kane reached for the hem of his T-shirt without a single word of protest, I felt a sense of triumph swelling inside me. Kane was a true submissive, and I knew he would do whatever his wife told him. But to see him extend that same humble obedience to me was exciting beyond belief. 
 
    Quickly, Kane undressed. It only took him seconds to kick off his shoes, pull off his socks, and remove his jeans and T-shirt and boxer shorts. Suddenly, he was naked in front of me, standing next to the pile of his shed clothing. Well, as naked as he got, anyway. Shay's chastity device was locked around his cock, and I didn't try to hide the smile that broke across my face at the sight of it. It never failed to amuse me. As crazy as it was that she kept her husband this way, I couldn't deny the results. The tiny locking tube had reduced a grown man to the simpering sex slave of his beautiful wife. And every time I saw it, I was reminded of the power desire gives a woman. 
 
    "On your knees," I said, pointing at the floor the way Shay had told me to. "Lick my boots, worm." I felt ridiculous. But without a hint of protest, Kane did as I told him. He dropped to his knees on the floor and crawled forward on hands and knees. I felt his tongue moving over my toes through the shiny patent leather of my boots, and a familiar sense of power flowed through me. The first moments when you start ordering a man around are the most dangerous, I realized. With every order he obeyed, it got easier. Every time Kane did as I said, I felt like I was more fully inhabiting this dominant role. Having a naked man with a locked-up cock licking your boots, it's impossible not to feel pretty good about yourself. 
 
    “You want to fuck me, Kane?” I said, sneering imperiously down at him while he continued to kiss my feet. 
 
    "Of course, Princess Tina," Kane mumbled before planting another humble kiss on the top of my foot. No matter how many times I heard it, it still felt good to know how badly he wanted me. A married man whose wife had had to lock his cock away because she caught him ogling me in a bikini. You can't buy that kind of ego boost. 
 
    "Of course," I echoed with a giggle. "But you know you're not allowed. You're a married man. And that cock belongs to your wife now. Doesn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." Dominating Kane was so easy, it was beyond belief. Shay had trained him well. Will was getting more and more comfortable with submitting to me, but we had never taken things this far. And I felt my pussy spasm inside my latex catsuit as I wondered if we would. I still hadn't decided. As fun as it was to play with Kane, to have him grovel at my feet and worship me the way he worshiped his wife, I couldn't imagine having Will do the same. I wondered if I would still be able to respect him, to love him, afterward, the way Shay did with Kane. But the truth was, it was up to me. If I wanted to make him into my submissive slave, his cock under lock and key and his body belonging entirely to me, I had a feeling I could. And that knowledge only fueled the dark desire inside me while another man debased himself in front of me. 
 
    "I have something for you," I said. "Up." Kane raised his head from my feet and stared up at me from his hands and knees as I reached for my belt. Slowly, I unbuckled the collar Shay had wrapped around it. Kane knew at once what it was. As I bent toward him, treating him to a deeper view of the cleavage that swelled in the front of my catsuit, he raised his head and exposed his neck to me.  
 
    I wrapped the collar around his neck, buckling it shut. Then I reached for the silver chain that hung from my belt and clipped it to the steel ring on the front of Kane's collar. Holding the other end in my hand, I smiled at him. I had a man on a leash. A naked slave willing to do whatever I said, leashed like an animal and forced to go wherever I chose to lead him. Once again, my juices were running down the inside of my legs with unstoppable desire. Not only had I never had a man on a leash before; I had never even thought about doing such a thing. But the erotic thrill was powerful. I turned on my heel and, without a word, started walking toward the living room. Still on his hands and knees, Kane followed, the chain leash swinging slightly between us. God, it felt incredible. The sense of power was absolutely intoxicating as I led this dominated man to where his wife waited. 
 
      
 
    Shay sat on the sofa like a queen on her throne. Her own tall black boots glistened in the light, and her red latex dress showed off every beautiful curve of her body. I knew exactly how Kane felt as he saw her. Well, almost exactly. It's not as though I was blind to how sexy Shay was before. But after our adventure upstairs, she seemed even more attractive to me. I could only imagine the deep frustration Kane must feel, being married to such a gorgeous woman and only getting to fuck her in exchange for good behavior. 
 
    "Well, well, well," Shay said as I led her husband into the living room, "what do we have here? You look so pathetic, crawling along like a little puppy behind this young girl. But I like it. Really puts you in your place, doesn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay." There was a strain in Kane's voice that I had heard before. A strain that spoke of his endless desire for this cruel and beautiful woman. And for me, too, I reminded myself. Part of the strange magic of the games we were playing was that Kane wanted me almost as badly as he wanted her. That was what made everything so much fun. 
 
    Kane crawled obediently at my heel as I led him across the room. Once I was standing beside the sofa where Shay sat, I stopped and turned. Without being told, Kane crawled toward Shay's feet and humbly kissed her boots. She flashed a satisfied smile at me, and I trembled with excitement. She was right. Kane did look pathetic. But seeing the two of them together, seeing this naked man groveling at his wife's feet, sent another jolt of lust roaring inside me. Shay never looked sexier than when she had a slave in her power. 
 
    “Are you pleased to see Princess Tina?” Shay asked. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," Kane grunted, and Shay and I exchanged another grin. 
 
    “She looks sexy, doesn’t she?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay. You look very sexy, Princess Tina." 
 
    "Her boyfriend certainly thought so when he saw her in that outfit for the first time," Shay went on. "He fucked her all night long. Right, Tina?" 
 
    "That's right." I hoped the burning I could feel in my cheeks didn't show on my face. Probably Kane wouldn't notice, I told myself. Lost in lust and desperation, he cowered on the floor between us, the leash hanging slack between his collar and my hand. His eyes kept moving from me to his wife and back again. Perhaps he couldn't believe his luck. That was what Shay had told me, anyway. That submitting to both of us would be one of the greatest sexual thrills of her submissive husband's life. It was certainly one of mine. 
 
    "See? Real men get to fuck their wives and girlfriends. But not chastity boys like you. No, you just get to serve. You just get to kiss our feet and worship us like the goddesses we are. And hope that maybe, just maybe, your mean wife will finally let you cum this time. Beg for it." 
 
    "Please, Mistress Shay," Kane said at once, and I felt another delicious tremor at the echo of my own words upstairs. "Please let me cum, Mistress Shay. I know I'm not worthy to be your husband. I'm not worthy to be your slave. But please let me cum, please, Mistress!" 
 
    Shay laughed loudly, and I laughed with her. Her tight latex dress creaked as she shifted her position on the couch. Her smooth thigh bulged out from under the hem, and I noticed her squeezing her legs together. She was excited. As for me, I could feel a spreading wetness inside my tight catsuit. I probably didn't want to cum as badly as Kane did, I told myself. After all, my last orgasm had been a lot more recent than his. But the erotic tension between the three of us wasn't only working on the submissive man in the room. We were all worked up, all three of us. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know about that,” Shay said. “You know your worthless cock doesn’t really please me anymore. That’s why you need to find other ways to get your mistress off. And none of those involve you coming, do they?” 
 
    "No, Mistress Shay." 
 
    Her cruelty never failed to astound me. It was hard to imagine ever talking to a man I loved the way Shay talked to her husband. But as she had told me before, the meaner she was to him, the more he liked it. The more he loved her for it. And I could see the proof of that right in front of me. The metal leash swung as Kane trembled with desire at the feet of his wife. His shame was only compounded by having me witness it. And that only made it sexier for him. 
 
    “No, they don’t. In fact, Tina, why don’t you tell my husband what we’ve been doing all afternoon while he’s been out busy with chores?” 
 
    We had rehearsed this too. And while we went through the words the movements before Kane arrived, it had all seemed very to boot and exciting. That was nothing compared to how it felt to be in the actual moment. 
 
    My latex catsuit creaked as I lean forward. Kane's eyes were all on me now as I stood over him, still holding the leash as I twisted it around my hand. Reaching out with the other arm, I gripped his chin and stared deep into his eyes. 
 
    "We've been fucking," I said, speaking slowly and making sure I clearly enunciated every word. "Your sexy wife made me cum over and over again." It was hard to keep my voice level as I spoke. I never spoke that way to anyone, least of all to my landlord who, when all was said and done, I didn't know very well. It's not easy to maintain a dominant attitude all the time, let me tell you. But Kane gave no sign of having noticed my nervousness. He stared at me with his mouth open, astonished at what he was hearing and trembling with desire. I could feel it as I squeezed his cheeks. I could see it as he stared into my eyes. And with Shay howling in laughter beside me, it was easier to act like the dominant goddess I was trying to be. 
 
    "Oh my God," Kane gasped. 
 
    "Oh my Goddess, more like," Shay giggled. "But you should have seen us, honey. You know I don't usually play with girls. But Tina was just too sexy to resist. I mean, you've seen her cum before. You know how hot it is." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Kane’s lips trembled as he spoke. He was talking to his wife, but he was looking at me. Knowing what I was doing to him was making my body ignite with desire. 
 
    "Sit down here, Tina," Shay said. Shifting her weight on the sofa again, she patted the cushion next to her. Smiling, I straightened up and stepped toward the couch. Still holding Kane's leash, I sat down next to his wife. Her dress groaned as she leaned toward me, and I tried not to show my surprise as she kissed me on the lips. Feeling Kane watching us, I kissed her back. And as her hand moved over my latex-wrapped curves, I saw what she had in mind. A fresh humiliation and torment for her horny husband.  
 
    It wasn't the worst idea in the world, I thought to myself as her tongue slid between my lips. After all, I was burning up with desire. And while I had never particularly wanted anyone to watch me having sex in the past, I had never imagined it like this. I had never considered how outrageously erotic it could be. More and more under Shay's guidance, I was getting used to being the center of attention. An object of desire. It felt better than I would ever have imagined it could. And with this kinky twist on it, I was more than ready to give yet another new experience a try. 
 
      
 
    Shay's hands kept moving as she kept kissing me. Her touch heightened and enhanced by the tight latex gripping my body, I was trembling under her hands. My nipples swelled through the material of the catsuit as she fondled my breasts, teasing the puckered knobs of flesh with her thumbs. As she bent her head, finally removing her lips from mine to press them instead against my boobs, I moaned in pleasure. While Shay licked and kissed my skin, I stole a quick glance at Kane. He was watching enraptured, staring blankly at us from his hands and knees. He looked so lost in desire that I almost felt sorry for him. Almost. But after all, this was his role. This was the life he had chosen. To sit there naked and leashed and watch while his wife seduce me. And so I gave in to the pleasure boiling inside me. Once again, I was more than willing to let Shay do whatever she wanted to me. 
 
    Shay held me close against her. I could feel her breasts pressing against my own. I held her too, more tentatively, my arms around her waist. Until that day, I had never been with a woman before. But Shay had no doubts. Her hands drew sparks wherever they touched me, and as her fingers crept over my thighs, I parted my legs. I wanted her. My pussy was aching for her, dripping for her, my hot juices streaming inside the tight confines of my latex outfit. She knew it. I groaned in pleasure as Shay's fingers traced the shape of my swollen lips through the thin latex that covered them, teasing me as we both teased her husband. Then, with infinite care, she drew down the zipper that covered me and exposed my streaming pussy to her watching husband. 
 
    "You're so pretty," she murmured, raising her mouth at last from my cleavage as she stared into my eyes. "Too pretty for a submissive man. I just want you all to myself." As her hand moved back-and-forth over my pussy, I simply groaned in response. I felt almost incapable of speech. Not that it mattered. I didn't need to say anything. I just needed to be there, to be the object of both Shay's and her husband's desires. Both a toy to be used and a mistress to be served, I felt at once the thrill of domination and the release of submission. Shay had been absolutely right about that. Though I had had only a taste of giving in to her, I knew I wanted more. And doing it in this way, with her helpless husband watching, was the most exciting thing of all. 
 
    I groaned again as Shay caressed my pussy. Barely conscious of what I was doing, I twisted Kane's leash tighter around my fist, making it taut between us. His wife's fingers slid between the wet lips of my pussy, pushing them apart and sending ecstatic pleasure swelling like music through my body. My thighs trembled as her fingers slid easily in and out of my dripping slit, and I spread my legs wider, hungry for more. Moaning like a bitch in heat as she fingered me in front of Kane. 
 
    "Look at that, honey," Shay said to her husband. "Look how fucking sexy she is. Ask yourself, why would I ever have sex with you again when I can have sex with the girl upstairs instead? And just think, you got into this mess because you couldn't keep your eyes off her sexy body. Now I get to fuck her, and you don't even get to fuck me. You just get to watch like a pathetic slave boy you are. It must be so humiliating for you." 
 
    "It is, Mistress Shay." Shay laughed loudly at her husband's response, and I groaned again. Shay knew exactly what she was doing. An expert in pleasure, she soon had me howling with bliss. I couldn't have resisted the powerful contractions of sexual release even if I had wanted to. And why would I ever want to? I had never felt as alive as I did in that moment. 
 
    "Look, honey," Shay went on, her voice forming a strange and thrilling counterpoint to my steadily increasing cries of passion. "She's about to cum. I can feel it. I'm about to make our tenant come, and there's nothing you can do about it." 
 
    "Oh my God!" I moaned aloud as the most powerful wave of pleasure yet tore through me. My legs thrashed, my high heels scraping on the carpet. My boobs strained against the tight latex that gripped them as I panted, feeling as though I was about to burst with the bliss that swarmed inside me. Finally, just as Shay had said, I surrendered to orgasm. My pussy spasmed rapidly around her fingers as she coaxed the explosion out of me, sending my body into rapture while I moaned and groaned on the sofa in front of them both. She kissed me, and I kissed her back, feeding hungrily on her lips as my pleasure peaked. Only when I had finally stopped moaning into her mouth did Shay lift her lips from mine.  
 
    I trembled with an aftershock of pleasure as she slid her fingers out of my dripping pussy, and I felt Kane's eyes locked between my thighs as he saw what his wife had done. I didn't care anymore. My previous self-consciousness been swept away by the bright burst of irresistible pleasure she had given me. If this was how it felt to play with Shay and Kane, no amount of trepidation was ever going to stop me. Now that I had this in my life, I realized just how badly I had needed it. Just how fantastic it felt to give in to the wildest impulses in my heart. 
 
      
 
    "It's not cheating if it's with a girl," she smiled at me. "Isn't that right, Kane?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay." The smile dropped from Shay's face as she turned her eyes to her husband. Instead, her sculpted brows drew together in a frown of mock annoyance. 
 
    "Well, what are you waiting for?" she snapped. Leaning forward, she grabbed the leash I was still holding and pulled on it. Pulling her husband closer to me, shuffling forward on his knees until he was right in front of the couch I sat on. "Clean her up," Shay growled at Kane. "Clean up all her pussy juices. And thank her for the privilege." 
 
    "Thank you, Princess Tina," Kain said. And he leaned forward, his tongue extending from his mouth and sliding easily over the sensitive wet folds of my sex. I moaned again, and Shay giggled as she smiled at me. 
 
    “It’s not cheating if it’s with a slave, either,” she said.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Tina Tells A Story 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe you did that.” 
 
    “Me neither.” 
 
    I giggled as I spoke. Lying beside my boyfriend in my bed, I was feeling pretty pleased with myself. When Will came around, I had felt nervous about telling him what had happened a few days earlier. The strange and debauched scene that had taken place in Shay's downstairs apartment. Not that I was ashamed of what I had done, necessarily. After all, we were all consenting adults who went into this with our eyes open.  
 
    Kane, for all his complaining, had had a great time. I didn't need Shay to assure me of that. But once it was all over, once I returned to my own apartment and peeled off my sexy latex catsuit and resumed the trappings of my ordinary life, old doubts began to creep in. Sure, Will had said he didn't mind me playing with Shay and Kane. But neither of us had foreseen just how far things would go. That, I was learning, was common when Shay was around. She really had a gift for pushing things beyond normal boundaries. It was part of what made these games so exciting. I knew that. But nothing exciting is without risk. 
 
      
 
    But I knew I had to tell him. Otherwise, it really would be cheating, instead of just a kinky version of it. And as I told Will what happened, as I saw his excitement growing, my fear and nervousness melted away. Just as he had promised, he wasn't angry. He was turned on. And by the time I finished my little tale, I could see the erection that rose from between his legs, making his jeans swell right in front of me as I lay beside him.  
 
    Close enough to feel the heat from his body. Close enough to touch. My hand lay on his chest, plucking idly at his T-shirt. His round eyes were locked on me as though he didn't know what to think, as though he no longer knew who he was dating. I couldn't blame him for that. I hardly knew myself. Things were moving so fast, and I barely felt any more in control of the situation than he was. All I knew was that I didn't want to stop. And now that we had crossed this line and Will wasn't objecting, I was even more excited for what the future might hold. 
 
      
 
    “It’s crazy.” Will shook his head as he spoke. But he still wasn’t mad. More disbelieving. I smiled at him, my head propped in my hand as I lay curled up next to him. 
 
    "I know," I said. "I feel like such a slut. I've never cheated on anyone before. But that's what Shay said. It's not cheating if it's with another girl. And it's not cheating if a slave does it. It's kind of like…like he's just an object to be used. A living sex toy for when you're not around. You don't get jealous of my vibrator, do you? It's like that. I use Kane to get off, but that's it. Shay says that's not really cheating." 
 
    "Put it on." It took me a moment to catch the meaning of Will's words. But I saw at once the wildness in his eyes. Even if I hadn't noticed the erection tenting the front of his pants, I would've been in no doubt about what he was feeling at that moment. My story had excited him. And retelling it had excited me too. Sexual tension crackled in the air of my bedroom as we lay down next to each other. My boyfriend was seeing me in a whole different light. And he liked it. That much was clear. 
 
    "Put what on?"  
 
    "The suit." There was a strain in Will's voice as he spoke. And I smiled again. 
 
      
 
    “You really like it, huh?” 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "Good. I like wearing it too. I feel so sexy in it. Like I can do anything. Like I can have whatever I want. But I don't want you thinking I'm going to wear it all the time. It's a lot of work for me. Besides, it's not all about your pleasure. It's all about mine." I still felt self-conscious saying things like that to my boyfriend. But he seemed to take them as seriously as Kane did. I watched his lips tremble as he looked at me, and I felt as though I could see right through his skull and know exactly what was going on inside his head. He was thinking about fucking me. He was thinking about other people fucking me. And it made me feel like the sexiest creature alive to know he was thinking that way. 
 
    “Go on,” he urged, nodding toward the closet where he knew my catsuit was hanging. “Please.” 
 
    "Oh, babe. It's cute when you beg. I'll tell you what. I'll put on my kinky suit and make all your fantasies come true if you'll do something for me." 
 
    "What?" Will was right to be suspicious. In the mood I was in, he knew things could get out of control. But that was exactly what he wanted. Or at least a large part of him wanted that. Just like a large part of me wanted nothing more than to do what he was saying. To slide into my sexy costume and become once again the dominant goddess I felt like when I wore it. But Shay had schooled me on this, too. We have what these boys want, she said. That's what gives us our power. That's why we can never make it too easy for them. 
 
    I waited for a moment before answering. Timing is everything. Before speaking, I sat up, pushing down on his chest to lift myself upright. I swept my long hair back from my face, feeling him watching my every move. What a joy to have a man hang on your every word. What a gift Shay had given me. I tried my best to be worthy of it, trying to channel the inner mistress I hadn't known was there until Shay coaxed her out of me. Every time, it seemed to get just a little bit easier. 
 
    "You have to do what I say," I said, staring deep into Will's eyes as I turned to him again. "It's not easy putting the suit on, especially by myself. So if I'm going to get dressed up for you, we have to make it last. We have to make it worth my time." 
 
    “Oh, I’ll make it worth your time,” Will said, and I laughed again. 
 
    "It's easy to talk big," I teased. "But you can't help yourself. You can't be trusted. The things I'm planning to do to you, you're going to lose your mind. So I think you need to be restrained." It still sounded strange even hearing words like that come out of my mouth. But I made sure my hand slid up Will's arm as I spoke, and I grabbed his wrist and squeezed it playfully. He looked at me, a broad grin spreading across his handsome face. 
 
    "Okay," he said. And after all, why shouldn't he? Things had gone pretty well for him the last time I tied him up. 
 
    "Okay," I echoed. "Take your clothes off first. I want easy access to everything." Will didn't hesitate. It was all I could do not to laugh out loud at the speed with which he began to pull his T-shirt over his head. A more than willing participant in the devious plot I was hatching. Shay always told me that improvising was part of what we did. That it was good to have a broad idea of where I wanted things to go, but that I should also remain responsive to the moment. I wasn't too sure what I was going to do with Will once I had him at my mercy. But I was every bit as eager to find out as he was. 
 
    While Will struggled out of his clothes, I moved off the bed toward my dresser drawer. Shay had let me keep the pair of handcuffs I used on Will last time. After all, she had plenty more restraints available to her. And as I lifted the cool metal from the drawer, I felt my desire growing by the second. Turning back toward Will, I walked along the side of the bed toward him, watching his eyes follow me as he kicked off his jeans and underwear. Totally naked, he lay on his back on my bed, his cock just as hard and erect and hungry as I knew it would be. 
 
    “Sit up,” I ordered. “Let me get these on you.” 
 
    Without a word, Will did as he was told. He sat up on the bed, his stomach muscles tightening with the motion, and I stood beside him, gently but firmly pulling his hands behind his back. The cuffs clicked as I locked them around his wrists, and a feeling of power roared inside me as he looked up at me with obvious longing. Playfully, I pushed him back down on the bed, the mattress bouncing underneath him and his cock swaying from side to side. 
 
    "That's better," I said. "Now you can watch me getting ready to play with you. You can't do anything about it. Stay there. I'm going to tease the hell out of you." 
 
    Will groaned wordlessly as I stepped away from him again. Passing by the dresser, I scooped up the rapidly emptying bottle of lube that came with the catsuit. Carrying it round to the other side of the bed, I went to the closet and retrieved the suit. Will studied me from across the mattress as I slowly undressed, standing naked in front of him.  
 
    Just as I had expected, I felt a surge of longing as I took off my clothes. The simplest thing to do would be to climb onto the bed and climb on top of him and ride his cock to orgasm the way I had so many times before. And even though I knew there were better things to do with my helpless boyfriend, it wasn't easy to resist the urges raging inside me.  
 
    But I held out. Carefully, I applied lubricant to my skin, the slick feeling more familiar now than it used to be as I coated my body. Then, I reached for the catsuit. It was a new experience for me, teasing a man by getting dressed in front of him instead of undressed. But I understood Will's desire. In a way, the latex catsuit had the same effect on me as it had on him. Or a very similar one, anyway. It filled us both with a deviant desire, making us open to ideas that we otherwise might never have considered. As I pulled the tight-fitting latex over my body inch by inch, my mind swarmed with the wild possibilities of what I could do. It was all up to me, and Shay had told me before how difficult it can be to have that power. To have to make all the decisions, while a lucky submissive only has to do what they are told. My pussy spasmed inside the suit as I remembered how Shay had demonstrated that to me right there in that bed where Will was now lying. How she had bent me over and spanked me and made me cum with my own vibrator, made me beg her for pleasure. My landlady was a truly incredible woman. I only hoped to one day be half the dominatrix she was. 
 
      
 
    Carefully, I finished dressing. I zipped the catsuit up, feeling it drawing even tighter around me until it clung to me as though painted on. Reaching down, I undid the zipper just a little between my legs, just enough to expose my dripping pussy. Just enough to be useful. Turning, I fished my boots out from the floor of the closet and sat down on the bed to put them on. The long zippers groaned as I closed them, and the patent leather groaned too as I stood, and I felt once more like the commanding goddess the suit made me into as I turned once more to my boyfriend and struck a pose for his desperate eyes. 
 
    "There we go," I said. "Your mistress has arrived. Now, the only question is, what do I do with my little slave boy?" It still felt funny to call my boyfriend that. But not as strange it used to. After all, what other word was there for it? He was mine to use as I saw fit, his body my property to play with. At least temporarily.  
 
    And thinking that way helped to get me in the right mindset as I circled back around the bed toward him. I loved how it felt to have his eyes on me, watching my every move as though trying to memorize it. I loved the expression of wonder on his face, his doubts and fears almost but not quite completely masked by his obvious desire. His cock throbbed, twitching visibly as I looked at it, and as I walked along the side of the bed, I let my fingers trail up his leg, over his hip, feeling the heat of his swollen veins as I touched his manhood. Will groaned, his shoulders moving as he struggled pointlessly against the handcuffs that pinned his arms behind his back.  
 
    He looked uncomfortable. But I didn't care. A little discomfort was good for him, I told myself. The fundamental rule of the game we were playing was that it only mattered how I felt, not him. 
 
      
 
    I climbed onto the bed. The mattress sank under my weight as I kneeled down next to him. Light bounced back off the glossy surface of the suit I wore as I lifted one leg and straddled him. My knees pressed into the mattress on either side of his head. My pussy, exposed by the open zipper of the suit, hovered right above his face. He stared up into it, his mouth open as he gasped in desperate desire, his head rising from the pillow as he strained to press his mouth to my swollen lips. Laughing, I place my hand on his forehead and pushed him back down beneath me. 
 
    “I told you, we’re going to take this slow,” I said. “Until I decide to let you go, this is all about my pleasure, and my pleasure only. Your only role is to help me get off, as many times as I want and in whatever way I want. Understand, slave boy?”  
 
    "Yes," Will breathed. 
 
    "Yes, what?" I made my voice hard, staring sternly down at him from above. He caught on fast. 
 
    "Yes… Princess Tina." And as he spoke, my pussy spasmed at his capitulation. The power his desire gave me was utterly intoxicating, and kneeling above him like that, with him trapped below me and ready to do whatever I said, I already felt on the verge of orgasm. Just knowing I was in control was almost enough by itself. Then again, what use is control unless you use it? 
 
    "God, I love hearing you say that," I groaned. "That's what Kane calls me too. Both of you pathetic slave boys have to show me the proper respect if you want this pussy. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." Will said the right words. But I noticed a growl in his voice, an echo of defiance I rarely heard from Kane. Kane was resigned to his fate. Long years of serving Shay had stripped away most of his pride. Will was different. This was as new to him as it was to me. And even though he would say what I wanted to hear to get what he wanted, I knew he still found it humiliating to be forced to give in to me like this. Of course, that only made it more exciting for both of us. 
 
    "That's right," I gloated. "But I'm not going to let you lick me. Not yet. Instead, you can just watch. You're not even worthy to be used as a toy. I'm going to have to get myself off. And while I do, I want you to watch." My hand crept down my body, and I luxuriated in the clinging feel of the black latex that emphasized every curve of my body. Over the swell of my breasts, over my taut stomach, down between my legs my hand traveled, and Will watched with laserlike focus as I finally pressed my hand over my pussy.  
 
    Slowly, I slid my fingers back and forth, feeling the incredible wetness of my sex as I played with myself in front of him. There had been a time when I never would've considered masturbating in front of any man. But that time was long gone. Ever since that first day with Kane, I couldn't stop thinking about how it felt to be so openly on display. It made me feel vulnerable and powerful at the same time, a heightened version of the way wearing the catsuit felt. It was utterly delicious. And it was made even more delicious by how badly I was teasing my boyfriend. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, that feels so good," I said, tipping my head back as I let the sensations of pleasure spread out from between my thighs. "That's what I need. God, I love this. I love being in charge. It felt so good ordering Kane around. Having him lick my pussy and knowing I wasn't going to give him anything in return. Knowing his cock was all locked away so that all he could do was focus on pleasing me. That's how it should be. That's what you boys are good for. Just think, babe. He was the last man to touch my pussy. Not you. Not my boyfriend. My landlord. He kissed this pussy like it was his wife's mouth, and I came all over his slave face." 
 
    "Oh my God," Will gasped underneath me. I could hardly blame him. I barely knew where these teasing words were coming from any more than he did. Once again, I had the strange feeling of something taking over me. The wild persona I seem to put on any time I dressed in the latex suit. Besides, it's not like I was lying. Everything I was telling Will was the truth, or a version of it. Having my pussy eaten by Shay's slave husband was, without a doubt, one of the most erotic experiences of my life. Then again, it seemed that list was destined to keep growing. 
 
    "You want to see me cum, baby?" As pleasure swelled inside me, I was moving my hips back and forth now, humping my hand. My pussy was absolutely streaming with my warm juices, and my fingers slid easily inside my body. My palm pressed against my swelling clit, grinding away at the sensitive nub. On either side of Will's head, my thighs were trembling. My whole body felt as though it was filling up with light. As though pleasure was pouring into me and pushing away everything else. Every trace of doubt. Every feeling of self-consciousness. Gyrating above my trapped boyfriend, I felt more and more like the goddess I was pretending to be. And Will's response to what he was seeing only enhanced that feeling. All I wanted was to be the woman he looked at me like I was. An absolute goddess, a creature of unstoppable sex appeal who could get away with absolutely anything she decided to try. 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina," Will rasped, and I let out a long moan of pleasure as he used my title again. 
 
    "Beg for it," I said, losing myself more and more in pleasure. I leaned forward, placing my free hand against the headboard of my bed for balance. Crouching over him, fingering myself right in front of his face, my juices streaming down my thighs and dripping on his skin as I anointed him with my pleasure. "Beg me to cum all of your slave face." 
 
    "Please, Princess Tina," Will said at once. I howled with pleasure at the pure desperation I heard in his voice. "Please cum for me. Please let me see you cum. You're so sexy, Princess. You're so fucking beautiful. Please, please!" This time, I didn't stop him as he raised his head from the pillow. This time, I only laughed as he reached out to me with the only part of him that could touch. He showered my inner thighs with kisses, his lips moving over my busy knuckles.  
 
    While I fingered myself, he kissed the back of my hand. I felt his tongue licking up the juices that flowed freely from my streaming sex. His desperation fueled my desire, and my howl of pleasure filled the air of the bedroom as I exploded in lust. My orgasm was long and loud, and I did nothing to hold it back. I wanted him to hear it and feel it as well as see it. I wanted him to know how much it turned me on to torment him like this. A great rolling wave of ecstasy swelled up from the pit of my stomach to engulf my entire body. Kneeling above Will, I trembled in shock, and my juices poured like molten honey, dripping thickly all over his face, pouring into his mouth while my slave boyfriend greedily drank them down. 
 
      
 
    As my climax roared through me and slowly slipped away, I sat back. My ass pressed on Will's chest, feeling his ribs expanding and shrinking as he breathed. He stared up at me as though he could barely believe what had happened, as though his desire for me had become almost painful in its purity. The fact I had just had a powerful orgasm seemed completely immaterial when he was looking at me like that. My lust barely subsided, even while my pleasure continued to pour out over his warm skin. 
 
    "Fuck, that was hot," I grinned. "I love hearing you beg. Get used to it. I think you'll be doing that a lot more often." 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." He didn't even hesitate. I laughed out loud, and my fingers shone in the light as I removed them from between my legs and held them out toward him. With the same complete lack of hesitation, with the same submissive willingness to please, my boyfriend hungrily licked my cum from my fingers. And as I laughed at the sorry display, my amusement only seemed to fuel his desire more. He was totally in my power now, completely overcome by how badly he wanted me. It was impossible not to feel like an absolute queen as I sat on top of him, feeding him my cum and reveling in his helplessness. 
 
    But there was more. I wanted more, just as much as he did. And as a wild fire ignited in some dim corner of my brain, I knew what I wanted to do next. It was wild and crazy and difficult to believe I was even considering it. But after the experiences I had been having recently, I felt as though nothing was off the table. I could do anything. Shay had convinced me of that. Once you get a man excited enough, everything becomes permissible. The hardest part was not getting Will to go along with what I wanted, but convincing myself. But with the blood pounding in my ears, with my desire howling inside me like some barely restrained animal, it wasn't an issue anymore. 
 
    Rising up on my knees, I smiled down at Will as I reached between my legs and pulled the zipper shut again. He stared up at my pussy, now covered by the closed zipper, with a look of disappointment on his face. Stray trails of my juices shone on the flawless black latex between my thighs as I moved. Trying to get my body into control, I swung my leg back over Will's body and clumsily stood beside the bed again. The tip of my finger pressed against his rising chest as I looked down at him. 
 
    "Now you stay here," I said in the most commanding voice I could muster. "I'm not done with you yet. Not even close. You'll stay here ready to be used until I decide to honor you with my presence again. Meanwhile, I don't want to hear a peep out of you. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." I kept my eyes locked on Will's as my hand trailed down his body, and my pussy spasmed again inside my latex outfit as I saw the way his eyes tightened when I grabbed hold of his cock. 
 
    "And this had better be nice and hard for me, too," I said. "There's nothing more useless than a soft cock, after all. It should be hard and ready for my use at all times, shouldn't it?" 
 
    “Yes, Princess Tina.” 
 
    "That's right," I smirked. Ignoring Will's groan of disappointment as I released my hold on his cock,  I turned and began walking around the bed, toward the door of the bedroom.  
 
    I knew he was watching me. Probably watching the way the shiny black latex strained over my ass with every step I took. The way my hips swung from side to side, enhanced by the tall heels of my leather boots. I couldn't resist taking a quick look at myself in the full-length mirror of my bedroom as I passed, and I liked what I saw. I looked every inch the dominant goddess I felt. 
 
      
 
    Leaving my helpless boyfriend behind in the bedroom, I walked down the hall of my apartment toward the door. I had no idea what might happen next. All I knew was that I wanted to talk to Shay. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Tina Shares Her Boyfriend 
 
      
 
    Wearing a skintight latex catsuit has a way of speaking for itself. The minute Shay opened the door to her apartment, she knew something was up. After all, how could she not? I looked the way I looked, and Shay had to know the implication of that. She was the woman who introduced me to this dark and thrilling world. And even if she hadn't been, the outfit said plenty all by itself. 
 
    I felt another small thrill race through me as Shay looked me up and down. A smile spread across her face. And I was burning up with excitement, barely able to believe what I was contemplating but knowing that the best way to make sure I did what I was planning was to not give myself time to think about it too closely. If I was going to do this, I knew, it was better to be quick about it. 
 
    “Hi,” Shay said as she smiled at me. 
 
    "I've got Will upstairs," I said, noticing the breathlessness in my own voice as I spoke. "I want to teach him a lesson. Are you in?" 
 
    Shay's pretty hazel eyes went wide in surprise. Again, she looked me up and down, only this time, she seemed to be seeing me for the first time. Or more accurately, seeing something in me that she hadn't noticed before. I couldn't exactly blame her for that. I never knew I had it in myself. All I knew was that the idea was taking possession of me, and the possibilities of what could happen delighted me. I knew I was taking a huge risk. But with desire roaring inside me, I couldn't resist. I wanted to push things. In my own way, I wanted to be more like Shay. Uninhibited the way she was. Wild and creative like her. Ready and willing to push every boundary to its absolute limit. So I could hardly be surprised at the way my landlady responded. 
 
    "Hell yeah," Shay said with a devilish grin. "Of course I want to help put your boyfriend in his place. Do I have time to get changed?" 
 
    “Yeah, take all the time you need,” I said. “He’s not going anywhere. He’s tied to the bed upstairs.” 
 
    "Oh my God, you're really taking to this," she murmured. "Who would've thought you'd become such a dominant bitch? Okay, you'd better go back to him. It's not safe leaving someone tied up unattended. You get back up there and keep him on the boil, and I'll come up and join you once I'm ready." 
 
    "Okay," I grinned. Once again, Shay was taking charge. But I didn't mind at all. After all, I wouldn't have come to her if I had a problem with that. It was in Shay's nature to take charge, especially when it came to sex. That was part of what made her so sexy. I knew it as well as her submissive husband did. And I had no doubt that Will was about to start feeling the same way. 
 
    With excitement surging inside me, I turned and headed back upstairs to my own apartment. My ascending footsteps harmonized with Shay's as she headed back downstairs. I felt like a queen as I sauntered through my house, leisurely approaching the bedroom where my helpless boyfriend waited. Will knew he was in for a wild time. But he had no idea just how wild I intended to make it. And that was what made it all so delicious as I appeared again in the doorway in front of him, drinking in his obvious adoration of my body displayed in the clinging black latex. I stood there wordlessly for a moment, enjoying his longing gaze, enjoying the power I held over him. Then I stepped forward, letting my body sway as I walked toward him. 
 
    “You want to fuck me so bad, don’t you?” I taunted. 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." It was no empty words, either. The raging erection that stood out from Will's young body left me in no doubt about that. I had told him to make sure he stayed hard for me, but deep down, I knew he didn't have much control over that. With another faint thrill, I reflected that I probably had more control over his penis at that moment than he did. And that thought kindled a warm flame inside me as I stood beside the bed where he lay. His body was mine to do with as I pleased. And the other thing stopping me from jumping on top of him and fucking him right there and then was the pleasure I was getting from not giving him what he wanted. Even if it was what I most want to do, too. There would be plenty of time for that later, I told myself. First, there were other ways to have fun. 
 
    "Well, get used to that feeling," I taunted, doing my best to channel my inner bitch. "I like knowing you want me and can't have me. It's such a turn on. And it's so much fun teasing you. I'm probably going to want to do it again and again." Will groaned loudly, and I chuckled to myself. Every mocking word from me, every moan of desire from him, only reinforced the power imbalance between us and made me feel even more like the kinky goddess I was pretending to be.  
 
    I couldn't wait for Shea to come upstairs and take our game to the next level. But in the meantime, a woman has needs. And I could feel that need raging inside me, tugging at me like some insistent ache, not allowing me to forget for even a moment what I really wanted. Inside the tight confines of the catsuit, pressed against the clinging rubber material, my pussy was aching with desire. As though I hadn't already had a powerful orgasm while poor Will watched. It wasn't enough. Standing there beside my bed, looking down at my boyfriend naked and handcuffed in front of me, it felt like it was never going to be enough. As though beyond pleasure there lay some even greater high, some taller peak that remained as yet unconquered. I wondered if I had ever been more turned on in my life, and then reflected that it didn't matter. There was no point comparing one form of ecstasy with another. The point was, in the moment I was in, I was completely absorbed by pleasure and the promise of a greater pleasure to come. What more could a girl want? 
 
      
 
    With Will's eyes tracking my every movement, I reached down between my legs again. The zipper of the catsuit slid open easily, and once again, my pussy was exposed. Somehow more exposed than if I were merely naked. My whole body was covered by the clinging latex except my face, my hands, and my sex. As I climbed onto the bed beside him, I knew that Will was completely entranced by my provocative appearance. 
 
    “You still don’t deserve to fuck me,” I said as I smiled down at him. “But I do feel like using you for another orgasm. What do you say, slave?”  
 
    "Please, Princess Tina," Will gasped, and I didn't even try to prevent myself from laughing out loud at the abject need in his voice. "Please let me help you c 
 
    um." 
 
    "Oh my God, you're such a bitch," I chuckled. "Begging for this pussy. You're so pathetic." 
 
    Once again, I climbed on top of him on the bed. Straddling him with my knees on either side of his head. I waved my hips from side to side, taunting him with my exposed sex right in front of his face. And the way his eyes followed the movement of my body added fuel to the fire raging inside me. He really did want me that badly. This was all a game, of course. But that didn't mean everything about it was false. The desire was real. The excitement was genuine, for both of us. That was what made it all so wildly intoxicating. 
 
    It took everything I had to resist the urge to settle my dripping pussy down on his face and let him lick me to orgasm. But I was quickly learning that withholding my own pleasure along with withholding his was its own kind of strange thrill. A triumph over myself as well as over him. Knowing that I could have him any time I wanted help me to resist the urge to take him right there and then. Instead, I knew, there was plenty more teasing I could do. 
 
    So I turned. Lifting my legs over him, I turned around so that I was straddling him again, facing his feet this time, my hands on his chest. His cock rose up in front of me, rock hard and surging with desire. I leaned forward, feeling the tight latex catsuit gripping my lubricated skin, feeling the bedroom air on the wet and swollen lips of my pussy as I moved. 
 
    "Kiss my ass," I sneered, moving my hips back and forth in front of my boyfriend's helpless face. "Kiss my ass to show me you know your place." 
 
    Will didn't even hesitate. I laughed in triumphant delight as I felt his lips through the thin layer of latex that covered my backside. He kissed me over and over again, moving from one cheek to the other and back again, showering my entire ass with humble kisses. I leaned forward, lying on top of him, reaching out and taking his cock in my hand. My heart pounded in my chest as I felt the desire that raged inside him, his desperate need for my body made obvious by the hard heat of his shaft. As I took his manhood in my hand, I felt his kisses become more insistent, more enthusiastic, his desire growing by the second. But I only held it. I didn't stroke it or rub it.  I didn't want my boyfriend getting too much pleasure. After all, he was only a man. He had his limits. And even though part of me wanted nothing more than to make him cum, another part knew that it would be a mistake. That he would be more compliant and more submissive if I kept him hovering just this side of orgasm, never quite letting him go over the brink. Shay had already taught me that much. 
 
    Will's lips were moving over my ass, sinking ever lower. I let him. I knew what he was doing, and I wanted the same thing he did. As he steered his mouth between my legs, his lips brushing against mine, his tongue sliding easily over my wet pussy from behind, I moaned in pleasure. After all, I was desperate for an orgasm of my own. And unlike poor Will, that was something I could have any time I wanted. 
 
    "That's right, lick my pussy," I growled. I felt Will wince beneath me as I squeezed his cock, digging my fingernails into the hot skin. With my other hand, I reached between his spread legs and took hold of his balls. "Make your princess cum, you little whore," I giggled. And Will did as he was told.  
 
    The feeling of power was incredible as I lay on top of him, gently squeezing the most sensitive parts of his anatomy. Not to hurt him, but just to remind him that I could. Meanwhile, he devoted himself selflessly to my pleasure. The movements of his tongue became more rapid and powerful by the minute. He licked me like a desperate man, like a man whose life depends on giving pleasure to the woman in control of him. I groaned as I felt his muscular organ sliding between my lips, and my juices ran freely once again down the inside of my shaking thighs. This was what it meant to dominate a man, I thought to myself. Endless pleasure. Limitless power. And yes, just like Shay said, it was a lot of work sometimes. A lot of dressing up in impractical clothing and having to make all the decisions for yourself and your partner. But it was hard to complain about it when it felt like this. Hard to think of any of the downsides when bliss was soaring inside you like a volcano suddenly rising from the sea. Sprawled on top of my boyfriend's body, I howled in pleasure and surrendered to the moment, overcome by the waves of ecstasy that rippled over me. I came like that, sprawled on top of him, his cock in my hands while I thrashed and moaned, my latex clad body sliding easily over his warm skin. I came in his mouth, and a hot load of my juices gushed over his face, anointing him and myself in pleasure while my pussy spasmed desperately around his tongue. 
 
      
 
    Panting, I lay on top of him a while longer. Will couldn't fail to know what had happened. Not when he was wearing the residue of my orgasm all over his face. He knew to be careful. Removing his mouth from my sensitive pussy, he contented himself with lapping up my juices from the inside of my thighs, alternating licks and kisses on my skin while I savored the sensations flowing inside me. But when I heard footsteps approaching from outside, my stomach twisted in a tight knot of excitement. Swinging my leg over Will, I rolled onto the bed beside him and sat up. He gasped as Shay appeared in the doorway. 
 
    She looked magnificent. I expected nothing less. She appeared in the open doorway of my bedroom like the dark mistress she was, some forbidden goddess of the night. She was wearing a black leather corset studded with tiny silver studs. Her breasts jiggled and bounced with every breath she took as she posed a moment in the doorway. Suspenders hung from the bottom of her corset, holding up a pair of stockings that disappeared into the tall boots gripping the middle of her thighs. She wore no panties, and between her legs, I could see the neatly trimmed patch of her pubic hair. She was wearing the same long leather gloves she had been wearing when I first discovered her kinky secret. In short, she had come ready to play. Ready to fuck. Ready to dominate. And even though I was still having trouble believing that we were actually going to do this, I was also thrilled to see her. Only a few weeks ago, I never would've contemplated sharing my boyfriend with anyone. Now, I realized, it was exactly what I wanted. And it was about to happen. 
 
    While I stared at Shay, I knew that Will was doing the same. As she stared back, her shining eyes moved over my boyfriend's body, lingering for a moment on his hard cock. If the sly smile on her pretty face was anything to go by, she liked what she saw. Will and Shay had met before, passing once or twice in the yard. But it wasn't like they knew each other. Now, they had blasted right past that and into this dark realm of lust and longing. It was absolutely intoxicating to watch. 
 
    Shay stepped forward. Her footsteps echoed on the bedroom floor, the high heels of her boots clicking as she approached. She walked around the bed, her back straight, her body swaying seductively with every step. She knew she was the center of attention, and she loved it. Circling around to the side of the bed, she stood beside where Will was lying and placed her hands on her hips. She looked him up and down, theatrically emphasizing her own freedom to do what she wanted and his inability to resist. He gazed up at her open-mouthed, barely able to believe what was happening. But his cock had never been harder. 
 
    “Well, look at this,” Shay grinned. “I knew your girlfriend was training you to serve. I hope you’re learning to please her. You certainly look like you’re enjoying yourself.” 
 
    Will said nothing. He simply looked up at Shay, his mouth still open, his chest rising and falling as he panted in surprise and desire. It was almost as though he had lost all his faculties of reason, reduced by wild desire to an uncommunicative beast. It was funny to watch them like that, and part of me wanted nothing more than to laugh. But also, I felt a kind of competition in me. Shay had been nothing but supportive of my new life, but I wanted to prove to her that I wasn't just some silly little girl playing games. Or maybe I wanted to prove it to myself. Either way, a certain sadistic desire to humiliate my boyfriend further in front of her took hold of me. The leather of my boot creaked as I straightened my leg and pressed one high heel into my boyfriend's ribs. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay," I prompted. Will's wild eyes darted toward me, as though for a moment he had forgotten I was even there. But then he understood. Gulping nervously, he turned back to the woman standing above him. I could see what strain it took for him to address her the way I wanted. That was what made it so exciting. Another little humiliation to break down a little more of his ego. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay," Will said, his chest sinking as he sighed. As though he were breathing out more of his defiance. Shay and I exchanged a look over his body. I couldn't hold back anymore. We both burst out laughing, giddy with our own sexual power. 
 
    "So polite," Shay sneered. "That's right. You will call me Mistress from now on. Just like my husband does." Her corset creaked as she leaned over the bed. Some small part of me wondered if I shouldn't be jealous. But I wasn't. In some strange way, if I could have been either of them, it was Will, not Shay. She looked so sexy she towered over him, reaching out to place one hand possessively on his body. He really was a toy for her to play with. And being the woman she was, Shay was sure to take full advantage of that fact. 
 
    Stepping closer to the bed, she raised one leg onto the mattress and leaned forward. Will's face was engulfed in her cleavage, and she smiled as she wrapped her arm around his head, keeping him pressed between her boobs. When she straightened up again, Will was red-faced and gasping for air. One gloved hand drifted down his body, and I squirmed with wild delight on the bed beside him as I watched Shay finally take hold of my boyfriend's cock. 
 
    "You know where my husband is right now?" she said in a soft but commanding voice that I had come to know well. "He's downstairs. He's locked up in a cage in my bedroom. Just waiting for me to come back and release him. He knows what I'm doing up here. I told him I was going to play with Tina's boyfriend. He knows his place. He doesn't get any say in what I do or who I do it with. He knows I deserve whatever pleasure I want. His cock belongs to me. My pussy is my own." As she spoke, Shay's other gloved hand drifted between her legs. Both Will and I watched as she ran her fingertips over her exposed pussy. The faintest tremor of pleasure ran through her beautiful body, her eyes closing for just a moment. When she removed her fingers, I saw her juices glistening wetly on the leather of her glove. 
 
    "I forgot what young cock feels like," Shay said, turning to me. "Most of the guys I deal with are older. After a while, you forget how hard a young man's cock can be. Does he cum quick?" Beneath her, Will gasped. His cheeks burned bright red at the question. I looked at him for a moment before I answered. 
 
    "Sometimes," I said, smiling. Shay laughed out loud. "He usually tries to wait for me, but he doesn't always manage it." 
 
    "There's always a downside," Shay chuckled. "Older men usually have a better idea of what they're doing, but the physicality isn't there. Still, a young man who's willing to be trained is a valuable thing. Is that right, Will? Are you willing to be trained by Tina and me?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay," Will groaned. I couldn't exactly blame him. I knew that in a similar situation, I would've put up no more of a fight than he did. After all, when she wanted to, Shay had the same effect on me. She was just too sexy and too dominant to resist. If she wanted to, I reflected with another shiver of lust, she could have had all three of us in that house begging for her body. 
 
    "Good," she smiled down at my boyfriend. "We're going to train you to serve. To put our pleasure before your own. To understand that all women are superior to you, and your role in life is to protect and serve us in any way we see fit. If you're anything like my husband, you'll come to enjoy it. You'll come to understand how lucky you are to be owned by a woman like me. Like Tina. Eventually, you won't be able to imagine life any other way." Shay giggled as a quiet moan escaped Will's trembling lips. Slowly, teasingly slowly, her gloved hand moved up and down his cock. His manhood surged and throbbed in her hand, but Shay knew exactly what she was doing. I watched in admiration as she gave him enough pleasure to reduce him to a groaning rack, but not quite enough to reach orgasm. 
 
    "First thing you need to learn is how to put off your own pleasure for that of your superiors," Shay went on. "We need this cock hard and ready to play with. So you're not to come until we give you permission. If you do, there will be severe consequences. Do you understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay." Will was trembling to her touch, positively squirming on the bed beneath her. He raised his hips towards her, trying to get more contact between her hand and his cock. But Shay just lifted her hand along with it, keeping the same amount of pressure on him. She was playing my boyfriend's body like an instrument. And inside my latex catsuit, my pussy was streaming with desire. I wasn't sure I had ever seen anything more deeply erotic than watching my landlady take such easy control of Will. 
 
    "Okay," Shea grinned. "It sounds like he's already been serving you pretty well. Did he make you cumome?" 
 
    "With his mouth," I said. Will turned his eyes momentarily to me before turning back to look at Shay again. I knew he couldn't believe how bold I was being. I could barely believe it myself. But it was all part of the game. At least I was more used to this side of Shay than he was. 
 
    “That’s good,” Shea said. “Is he good at giving head?” 
 
    "Yeah," I smiled, hoping the blush I could feel on my cheeks didn't show on my face. "He's pretty good." 
 
    "Pretty good? I'm sure he can do better than that. You know what they say. Practice makes perfect. After all, Kane didn't get as good at licking pussy as he is without lots of instruction from me. Go on, admit it. My husband eats pussy better than your boyfriend, doesn't he?" 
 
    Now all eyes were on me. Both Shea and Will were watching me as she continued to gently stroke his cock. I could feel the tension in the air. They were both waiting for my response. And I knew what to say. I knew what the occasion demanded. I saw the way Will hung on my words, some portion of his self-esteem wrapped up in what I was about to say. That was the point. 
 
    "Yeah, he does," I said with a smile. "Sorry, babe." Shea laughed loudly at my response, and Will sighed beneath her. 
 
    "That's what I thought," Shea said. "But don't feel bad, Will. You're still young. As long as you're willing to learn, you'll get there. After all, you have two great teachers right here. Do you mind?" The last question was addressed to me. Shea's hazel eyes were glowing as she raised her eyebrows. My stomach flipped, feeling as though it was tying itself in knots at this latest development. But I knew what I wanted. I wanted the deviant and the strange. The kinky. The unusual. And the way Shay asked for my permission to use my boyfriend's body added to the feeling of total sexual power that flowed through me. 
 
    "Go ahead," I said, and Will moaned again at my response. Meanwhile, Shay released her hold on his cock and climbed onto the bed. Her boots glistened in the light as she lifted one leg over his body and straddled him, crawling toward his face. I could barely believe what I was seeing as I sat on the bed beside them, watching another woman on top of my boyfriend. Unable to resist the erotic power of the moment, my hand drifted down between my thighs, and I let it. I shuddered as I ran my fingers over my pussy, teasing myself through the open zipper of my latex suit. 
 
    And Shea hovered over Will's face. He stared up at her with a look of open desire on his face, and she gloated above him, completely confident in her own beauty. One gloved hand pointed to the wet slit between her legs. 
 
    "Lick it, slave," she commanded. And with one last glance in my direction, Will did as he was told. I watched as my boyfriend extended his tongue and began to lick the pussy that hovered above him. Shay cooed in pleasure as she felt his mouth on her body just as I had moments before. And watching the whole display, all I felt was utter desire. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Tina Teases Her Man 
 
      
 
      
 
    I never thought of myself as much of a voyeur. I never saw the appeal of watching people have sex. I don't even really watch porn, personally. I'd always rather be involved in what's going on than merely watching it. 
 
    But as I lay there in my bed, watching my landlady dominate my boyfriend, I couldn't deny the whole spectacle was a massive turn-on. Will looked so helpless and submissive, lying there underneath an older woman, forced to service her sexually in whatever way she saw fit. And of course, Shay looked sexy as hell. The latest dominatrix outfit was every bit as appealing as the other costumes I had seen her in. I knew myself what a deep and enviable closet she had when it came to this sort of stuff. Kane really was a lucky guy. And an extremely unlucky one too, I thought to myself. A pulse of lust shot through me at the thought that Shay's husband was downstairs, locked up tight, knowing his wife was cheating on him and unable to do anything about it. His own imagination would be part of what tormented him as he waited for Shay to return. Her kinky selfishness was powerfully erotic. The fact that she could treat a man like that, a man that she undoubtedly loved, filled my head with all kinds of wild thoughts. She really had it all. A loving husband and a completely submissive sex slave. And her natural dominance with the key to it all. 
 
    "That's right," Shay snarled, staring down at my boyfriend as she rode his face. "Eat that pussy, you little bitch." She was breathless as she spoke, both with the pleasure that was soaring through her and with her exertions as she moved on top of Will. Plus, her tight leather corset probably didn't help. But she really did look like the dominant goddess of any submissive man's dreams as she sat on top of Will's face. As I listened to her moan in selfish pleasure, using my boyfriend's body like a toy, I could feel my pussy streaming with desire between my legs. Watching them without participating, I realized, I was basically teasing myself. And it felt good. It felt good to know that whenever I wanted, whenever the pressure got too great, I can get myself off any way I wanted. No matter what I did, none of the people in that room were going to judge me for it. The options are almost limitless. Watching Shay act like a wild sex goddess was making me feel the same way. Reminding me of how I looked in my clinging latex catsuit that never failed to drive both my boyfriend and me wild. Will was a very lucky boy too, I told myself. Serving two kinky goddesses like us was the kind of thing she never failed to remind me that a lot of men long for their whole lives and never get to experience. 
 
    "That's it! That's it! Lick that fucking pussy!" Shay's words are hard to pick out amid her groans and cries of pleasure. Her whole body seemed to strain, her back arching as the climax swelled inside her. I felt a faint stab of irrational jealousy, mingled with a kind of sympathetic lust as I watched. Shay held nothing back. She let the bedroom ring with her ecstatic cries, and with another flush of sadistic glee, I wondered if Kane could hear us downstairs. Maybe that was the point. Or maybe she was too far gone in her bright-burning pleasure to even worry about that anymore. Either way, I watched her abandon herself completely to the powerful sensations flowing through her body. I watched my landlady, and listened to my boyfriend gulping down the hot juices that poured out of her spasming pussy, and I knew that no matter what the future held, we would never be able to undo what we had done now.  
 
    If I had pushed Will too far, I would stop these crazy games. If he asked me to, I would try to give it all up. Even though behaving this way fill me with pleasure unlike any I had ever experienced. Even though I had never known a desire quite like the one I was feeling now. Somehow, I would have to learn to live without it. If that was what Will wanted. 
 
      
 
    But as I listen to him slurping eagerly between Shay's legs, I had a feeling I wouldn't have to worry about that. Will, I knew, had never experienced anything like the kinky games I had dragged him into. But he was playing along beautifully. And why wouldn't he? Just a few weeks earlier, I would have never imagined I would allow my boyfriend any kind of sexual contact with another woman. Now, I was not only allowing it, but thoroughly enjoying it. Getting off on it. The last few weeks had changed us all. 
 
    With a long moan, Shay rolled off Will. Her movements were stiffer now, her body made clumsy with pleasure. I moved on the mattress to make space for her as she flopped down beside me, panting. Over her pleasure-glutted body, I smiled at Will. His handsome face was shining with Shay's orgasmic juices. He looked utterly bewildered, unable to fully comprehend what was going on. I could hardly blame him for that. But also, I could hardly miss the look of desperate lust on his face. After all, he still hadn't cum. His cock was still rock-hard and rigid, throbbing in the empty air as he looked at Shay and me. Will might be having the wildest sex of his life, but he still hadn't gotten what he truly wanted. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, the more excited I got, the crueler I felt like being. And the fact that he was helpless, completely reliant on me or Shay to give him what he most desired in the world, only made me want to keep him waiting a little longer. 
 
    When you're as turned on as you've ever been, the strangest ideas can start to make sense. In the scene we were in, I told myself, no holds were barred. We had already gone this far, further than I ever would have thought we could. It was no time to get cold feet. And it was no time to second-guess myself. If I wanted to do something, I told myself, I should do it. Chances like this one don't come around too often. 
 
    In that spirit, I moved on the mattress. I could feel Will's eyes on me, following my every movement, and that made things easier. I was putting on a show, I told myself. Not that that made what I was about to do any less real. 
 
    Shay still lay panting on the bed. From where I lay beside her, I watched her boobs swelling with every breath, straining against the studded leather that barely contained them. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted, her cheeks flushed with the orgasm my boyfriend had given her, the pleasure still glowing inside her gorgeous body as she basked in afterglow.  
 
    Sweeping back my loose hair, I leaned forward. I heard Shay sigh as she felt me press my lips to her boobs. And I raised my eyes from my landlady's body to watch Will watching me, his lips trembling with words he couldn't bring himself to say. He had never seen me with another girl. If he had ever imagined such a thing, he kept it to himself. Wisely, probably. Until this development with Shay, I never would've contemplated such a thing. And yet here I was, unprompted, burying my face in my landlady's warm cleavage while she groaned happily beneath me. Playfully, I nipped at her exposed skin, and felt Shay wrap her hand around the back of my head. 
 
      
 
    "Naughty girl," she growled. "If you're not careful, you going to get yourself in trouble 
 
    ." 
 
    "Maybe I want to get in trouble," I said. As Shay laughed, I raised my eyes again to smile at Will. 
 
    “Well, you certainly picked your time,” Shay said. “Your boyfriend’s tongue wore me out. I’m not as young as you guys. I’ll need a little time to recover.” 
 
    "Shame," I said. Raising my head from Shay's chest, I began to crawl over her on the bed. I felt like an absolute vixen, the shiny black latex clinging to my body as I moved, crawling like a panther across the mattress to where Will lay waiting. I felt Shay move behind me, rolling over onto her side to watch what was going on. I bent my body over my boyfriend's, sweeping my hair back from my face again as I kissed him. Our lips moved against each other, our tongues practically battling, and in his kiss, I could feel all the frustrated desire and lust my poor tormented boyfriend was feeling. Once again, my pussy spasmed, my whole body responding to Will's kisses. Lifting my head at last from his, I turned to smile at Shay. 
 
    "I like the way your pussy tastes on my boyfriend's lips," I said with my best seductive smile. Beneath me, Will gasped in shock at the provocative words. And Shay groaned in pleasure as she smiled at me. One hand was between her legs, cupping her pussy, hiding it from my view. The other supported her head as she watched me closely. 
 
    "You're not making this easy for me, pretty girl," Shay said. 
 
    "Good," I grinned. Carefully, I climbed on top of Will. He grunted as I kneeled on his chest, my weight pressing him down onto the bed and making him short of breath. My feet were between his thighs, and carefully, I positioned them so that his erect cock was trapped between my boots. Slowly, I move them up and down, letting the glossy patent leather slide along his shaft. In a matter of seconds, Will was groaning and moaning in desire, and I giggled as I teased him. As I rocked back-and-forth, I could feel the head of his cock occasionally pressing against my ass through the tight latex that covered it. Again, it took every ounce of self-control I had not to impale myself on his manhood and ride him to the orgasm I so desperately wanted. But now I had an audience. Now I had Shay to impress. In some strange way, I wanted to show her that I could be just as cruel and dominant and in control as she was. 
 
    "Careful," Shay warned. "It's not going to take much to set him off." 
 
    "That's okay," I said in a soft voice. Will stared up at me open-mouthed as I smiled down at him. "It's okay if you make a mess on my boots," I said. "You like them, don't you?"  
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina," Will breathed, as though the simple words cost him a great effort to say. 
 
      
 
    "Good. I love it when you call me that. But you have to promise me something, slave boy. If I let you make a mess all over my boots or my ass, you have to still be as sweet and obedient as you being right now even after you've cum. The game isn't over yet. And as you know, it's not about your pleasure. It's about ours. Now you have two beautiful women to serve, so you're going to need to learn that things don't end just because you can't control your little boy orgasms." 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." On the bed beside us, Shay was howling with laughter. Thoroughly enjoying the show I was putting on. I barely knew where these wild words were coming from. But once again, I had the feeling of becoming someone else. Of adopting a new persona that was even easier to put on than the tight latex catsuit that seemed to bring it out of me. Everyone, it seemed, wanted me to be a dominant mistress. Myself included. So that was what I was determined to be. And judging by the expression of meek rapture on my boyfriend's face, it was working. He didn't see the doubts and nervousness that still vibrated inside me even now. All he saw was the powerful, sexy woman his girlfriend had become. 
 
    "I'm sure Mistress Shay has something very naughty planned for you," I went on. "But as long as you promise to keep doing what we say, you can cum right now." 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina," Will gasped at once, and I didn't try to keep myself from laughing at his eagerness to please. "Please, Princess Tina! I'll do whatever you say! Just please let me cum, Princess!" 
 
    "This is fucking awesome," Shay giggled as she watched. I gave her only the briefest of smiles before turning my attention back to my begging boyfriend. 
 
    "Okay," I said. "Since you asked so nicely, I'm going to allow it. Cum for me, baby. Cum on my boots so I know that you're mine. And afterward, I don't want you getting all defiant. Remember your place, slave." 
 
    "Oh my God!" Will's cry rang out in the bedroom as Shay spluttered with laughter beside us. He squeezed his eyes shut, and tendons like steel cords showed in his neck as he pressed his head back against the pillow with the force of his ejaculation. His cock surged between my feet, and sitting back, I felt it explode. I felt the hot spurt of his semen splash across my latex-covered ass, more of his seed flowing like lava down his shaft to shine against the leather of my boots.  
 
    Between my thighs, my pussy spasmed. I felt a faint note of regret that I hadn't been able to feel that powerful explosion inside me. But this was no time for mercy, I told myself. As Will gasped and writhed beneath me, and I struggled to keep my balance on top of him, I knew that I had done the right thing. Even if it wasn't always easy. Exploding in front of us over nothing more than the touch of my feet would only help to humiliate Will. And as Shay had taught me, that was a huge part of making a man compliant. 
 
      
 
    Beneath me, Will's eyes opened. He stared up at me almost as though surprised to see me, as though he had forgotten all about me in the bright light of pleasure. But it soon came rushing back to him. Sitting back on my heels, I could feel that his cock was soft now,pinned by my ass as I kneeled on top of him. I could feel his cum cooling through the latex I wore. Reaching back behind myself, I ran my fingertips through his hot load. Will watched as I lifted my hand to my mouth and tasted his cum. I felt him draw a shuddering breath under the weight of my knees as he watched. 
 
    "Quite a mess you made back there, Will," I said with a smile. "You must really love being treated like shit by us." 
 
    “I do,” Will said, and on his handsome face, I saw what it cost him to admit it. I saw what he was holding back. Reaching forward with my other hand, I closed it around his throat. Not hard, but enough to get his full attention as I peered into his eyes. 
 
    "You do, what?" I spoke gently. But I tried to inject as much soft menace into the words as I could. And Will understood. Orgasm or not, he was still very much at my mercy. Mine and Shays. And so far, neither of us had displayed much of that. 
 
    "I do…Princess Tina," he said, and again, I felt the air leaving his chest in a long sigh. It was all I could do not to growl in triumph. In the heat of the moment, I knew, the most outrageous things could seem acceptable. Desperate to cum, he would call me whatever I wanted to be called and promise me whatever he felt he needed to. But now he had had his orgasm, and the game wasn't over. Far from it. 
 
    "Well done," Shay purred on the mattress beside me. I turned to her, feeling a faint blush on my cheeks as I smiled. "You figured out an important part of a dominatrix's toolkit," Shay went on. "A slave will say anything to get his selfish orgasm, but then he'll try to go back on it once he's cum. These are the best moments in some ways. The best moments to make him do something he really doesn't want to do. The fact that his desire has cooled off only makes things more humiliating. I love to have slaves do some of the nastiest stuff right after they've cum. It really helps to remind them that they have no say in what happens to them. Plus, for a lot of them, it gets them going again." 
 
    "What kind of stuff?" I was curious. Beneath me, I could feel the tension in Will's body. He was nervous, and rightly so. Beyond the ability to refuse to play this game anymore, he had no say in what might happen. And just as Shay said, the full vulnerability of his position seemed to be dawning on my boyfriend. 
 
    "Well, I often have them clean up their mess," Shay said, her eyes shining as she smiled at me. "Ideally, I make them lick it up. Few things are more humiliating to a man than having his semen rejected like that. Having to lick it off his mistress's boot is such a total rejection of his masculinity. It's a complete mind fuck." 
 
    “I bet it is,” I said, pressing her hand to my mouth as I laughed. “That’s so gross!” 
 
    "Well, they are gross," Shay said with a shrug. "And they always want girls to suck their disgusting cocks and swallowed their pathetic loads. I like to switch it around on them. Show them how worthless this slime is. Female cum is like nectar from heaven. Male cum is worthless trash. And I like making my slaves swallow whatever they produce. Especially if I didn't give them permission to cum. Or even if I did." 
 
    "That's nuts," I said, staring down at Will. It was crazy. Of course I knew she was unbelievably kinky, but this new development startled me. I loved being in control, love being a demanding mistress. But there were some thresholds I didn't feel comfortable crossing. Even as Will looked up at me nervously, not saying a word while his eyes spoke volumes. Even if I did feel a slight curiosity as I smiled down at him. How far would my newly submissive boyfriend go? Would he be willing to debase himself so thoroughly? Did I even want to find out? 
 
    "I don't think I could do that," I said at last, and felt Will heave an audible sigh of relief. 
 
    "That's fine," Shay said. "Remember, what you do is totally up to you. You're the mistress here. But watching you two has got my motor running again. I have an idea, Tina. I think you'll like this one. But we should probably go downstairs." 
 
    "Okay," I grinned. I didn't need to know anymore. Shay's ideas had all been good so far. At least for me. And I knew what waited downstairs. Shay's defeated husband, locked up and ready to serve. Bringing another man into the mix was liable to freak Will out. But I wanted him to see the control Shay had over Kane. Even if only to make him realize how lucky he was to be my slave and not hers.  
 
    Besides, I was burning up with desire. Everything we had done had driven my lust to a fever pitch. And the way Shay was smiling at me was full of promise. Besides Kane, I knew my landlady had an incredible selection of toys and gadgets downstairs that would help us dominate our men. I was more than willing to go along with what she wanted. 
 
      
 
    Carefully, I climbed off the bed. Sitting up, Shay crawled across the mattress toward Will. Together, we helped him sit up. I held him by one arm, and as Shay swung her legs off the bed, she grabbed the other. We stood him up, and without protest, Will walked along between us. With his hands still cuffed behind his back, it wasn't as though he could fight us. And, I thought to myself with another thrill of desire, he wouldn't want to. 
 
    With every step I took, I could see my boyfriend's cum shining on my boots. As he walked along between us, Will's cock hung limply between his thighs. But already, I could see it twitching.  
 
    Already, it was beginning to swell. Soon, I knew, he would be back to full hardness. Will had never needed a long rest. Even when our sex had been far more vanilla. Now, cuffed and naked between two provocatively dressed and dominant women, his desire was already swirling inside him. And I was glad. I was testing my own limits by holding back my pleasure to tease my boyfriend. But soon, I knew, I was going to need an orgasm of my own. 
 
      
 
    Together, Shay and I lead Will downstairs to her apartment. Our high heels hammered on the steps, the erotic beat of some strange music, the soundtrack to a bizarre and deeply exciting scene. Shay led us toward the bedroom, and I smiled as I saw again the cage set up on the floor in front of her bed. Kane was inside, on his hands and knees, naked except for the chastity device that dangled between his legs. Doubly caged, unable to touch his cock, unable to even have an erection until his mistress wife decided otherwise. He stared at Will and me in surprise as we stepped into the bedroom. And it was all I could do not to giggle as I heard Will gasp in shock. 
 
    "You've met my husband Kane," Shay said as she let go of her hold on Will's arm. "But never quite like this. Well, this is Kane's true self. My humble slave. Just like Tina is training you to be. You see, you men belong in cages. Your bodies are toys for women to play with. The sooner you learn that, the better."  
 
    I watched Shay make her way over to her closet and open the door. I was tingling with excitement as I gripped Will's arm tighter. She had all kinds of things in there, I knew. When she turned to face us again, I was almost disappointed to see nothing more than a pair of handcuffs. But she walked toward Will and I with the same confidence and poise she always displayed. Opening the handcuffs, she took my boyfriend's cock and balls in her hand and locked one bracelet of the cuffs around them. Will grunted, rising up on his tiptoes as the steel tightened around his manhood. Holding the other bracelet, Shay tugged lightly but firmly, and I watched my boyfriend wince in pain. 
 
      
 
    "Get over here," Shay ordered. I release my grip on Will's arm, and Shay led him by his balls across her bedroom, around the cage where her husband watched in silence. Once she had Will on the other side of the cage from me, she clipped the other bracelet of the cuffs to a bar of the cage. Now Will was locked inescapably to the cage that contained Kane. And Shay circled back around the cage, taking her time, enjoying the feeling of both helpless men watching her and waiting on her next command. 
 
    Finally, she stood next to me. Her eyes were shining with the mischievous look I knew so well. She placed her hand on my arm, and the feel of her fingers through the latex catsuit I wore seemed to draw sparks. 
 
    "You're too kind to him," Shay said. "But you don't want cumstains on those new boots you just bought. Kane can help you with that. Kane, you're to clean Princess Tina's boots. I want them nice and shiny." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Kane looked up at me from inside the cage. Her hand on my arm, Shay pushed me gently forward. My heart beat steadily in my chest as I stood close to the cage. Tentatively, I extended one foot, the toe of my boot sliding between the bars. I watched the muscles move under Kane's skin as he lowered his face to the floor. He was hesitant, I could tell. But he didn't dare deny his wife anything. 
 
    "Do it," Shay said behind me. "Lick her boyfriend's cum off her boots. That's all you're good for. Do a good job, and maybe later, she'll let you watch them fuck. Or maybe I'll even let you watch him fuck me." 
 
    "Oh my God," I gasped, turning to look at Shay. But she just smiled at me with that wicked smile, a smile that seemed to justify almost anything in the pursuit of pleasure. In the cage at my feet, Kane was trembling. As well he might, I told myself. As much as I was enjoying being such a dominant bitch, I could never imagine myself going quite as far as  
 
    Shay did. 
 
    But Kane knew what he had to do. He had to do what his wife said, no matter how disgusting and humiliating it might be. So slowly, he lowered his face to my foot. I shrieked with laughter as I felt his tongue sliding over the leather. Raising my eyes, I looked over the cage to where Will stood, as helpless as Kane was, as shocked as I was at what was going on. And as I felt my boyfriend watching another man worship my feet, my pussy spasmed with sadistic desire. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Tina Trains The Boys 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Keep licking," Shay ordered. Not that Kane had even tried to stop. His fear of his mistress wife clearly overcame his revulsion at tasting Will's semen. Kane was working diligently at my feet, his tongue sliding over the glossy leather boots I wore, making me feel like an absolute goddess. And as he worked, I turned my feet, leaning on the cage that contained him for balance as I presented different parts of my boots to his busy mouth. Pathetically, he licked the residue of Will's orgasm off my feet while his wife watched with obvious pleasure. And unable to help myself, I spoke to Will across the cage that separated us. 
 
    “See how nice I am to you, babe?” I said mockingly. “I don’t treat you nearly as badly as Shay treats her slave.” 
 
    "Not yet, anyway," Shay said behind me, and we both laughed as my boyfriend gulped nervously. "You should probably be thanking her, Will," Shay went on. "Thank her for not being as cruel as I am." 
 
    "Thank you, Princess Tina," Will rasped in a hoarse voice as he watched me receive Kane's humble adoration. 
 
      
 
    "You're welcome, slave boy," I giggled, enjoying the feel of the words in my mouth as I mocked him. "Just keep being a good boy and doing everything I say, and maybe you won't end up like Kane here." 
 
    "Maybe," Shay added. "Then again, maybe you will. After all, it's a man's destiny to serve superior women. It's where you boys belong. Besides, look how much your Princess enjoys being worshiped like the goddess she is." I giggled as Shay spoke. After all, she wasn't wrong. Having a man lick and kiss your boots, I had learned, never gets any stranger than the first time it happens. After that, you learn to enjoy it. Not so much because of the sensation itself, but because of what it represents. It's impossible not to feel like a goddess when a naked and horny man grovels at your feet. With Kane straining against the bars of the cage to try and press his lips to any part of my feet he could reach, I was feeling pretty good. 
 
    "I think you're done with my boots," I said at last, addressing Kane. "But my messy boyfriend got his cum all over my ass too." I could feel everyone's eyes on me as I turned. Dropping to the floor, I turned away from Kane. On my hands and knees, I moved backward until I was pressing my ass against the bars of the cage. And in no time at all, I giggled as I felt Kane's tongue through the latex, licking my ass. 
 
    "Nice," Shay said approvingly above me. I looked up at her, and felt how Kane must so often feel as he gazed up at his beautiful wife from a lowly position on the floor. She certainly looked commanding as she stood in front of me in tall boots and stockings and corset and gloves. Ready to give orders. Ready to dominate.  
 
    Kane's tongue sliding over my ass and Will's eyes watching everything helplessly from the other side of the cage were fueling my desperate lust as I pressed myself back against the bars. "Don't lick her pussy, slave," Shay ordered. "You're not worthy of that. Just make sure you get all the jizz off her ass." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Mistress," kane said behind me. I tried to ignore the faint feeling of disappointment at her words. After all, my pussy was streaming, and completely exposed by the open zipper of my latex suit. If Kane had begun to lick me, I wouldn't have protested. In fact, the idea of having Shay's husband eat me out while my boyfriend watched helplessly was filling me with dominant lust. 
 
    But Shay had other ideas. I turned my head to watch her walk again toward the closet that contained the sexy outfits and kinky toys. When she returned, I saw she was carrying an armful of different things. Things made of leather and steel that shone in the dim bedroom light. My stomach flipped as I gazed at her. Shay was never short of ideas. 
 
    "Here. Let me put this on you." Shay crouched down in front of me, the leather of her tall boots creaking as she set what she carried on the floor. Picking up one of the items, she held it out toward me. It was a collar made of pink leather that contrasted sharply with the black of the outfits we both wore. As Shay swept my head gently back from my face, I didn't resist. Instead, my pussy spasmed as I felt her wrap the collar around my neck and fasten it shut. Then she clicked a chain leash to the collar, the same chain leash, for all I knew, I had used to lead Kane across this apartment days earlier. Shay stood, and the leash dangled between us as she held it, standing above me. 
 
    "I think he's done," Shay said. "Stand up." She tugged on the leash as she spoke. Her voice was still soft and gentle, not like the commanding tone she used with her husband and my boyfriend. But I didn't feel any more able to resist her than they did. I stood, my Percy already trembling with desire as I looked at her. She stepped toward me, and I felt her free hand on the back of my neck, pulling me toward her. We kissed, making out while the men watched us, and her body felt incredible as I wrapped my arms around her tightly corseted waist. Her hand drifted lower, and I felt her tugging at the zipper in the front of my suit. She pulled it down, just enough so that she could peel back the latex and expose my breasts. I groaned as she rolled a swollen nipple between her fingers, teasing me as I trembled before her. 
 
    “You want to get fucked, don’t you?” Shay said in a voice that was little more than a whisper. 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned, “yes!” I felt as though I’d never wanted anything more. 
 
    "Then turn around," Shay said with a smile. "Bend over the cage. Put your arms out in front of you." I didn't even hesitate. I didn't resist. Shay seemed to easily weave the same spell over me that she did over the men watching us. I did as I was told.  
 
    I turned and stepped toward the cage that held Kane. I bent at the waist, lying down on top of it, my feet spread as I presented myself to Shay. Scooping up some of the toys she had left on the floor with a rattle, she walked slowly around the cage toward Will. I felt her take one of my hands and wrap a leather cuff around my wrist. I didn't resist as she shackled my arm to a bar on the top of the cage, my hand locked in position very close to where my boyfriend stood. Circling back around will, Shay repeated the procedure with my other hand. Now I was locked to the cage just like my boyfriend was, bent over in front of him. Raising my head, I smiled up at him. Shay laughed as I reached out and took his cock in my hand. Will was rock hard again, his erection pointing right at me as I stroked it. 
 
      
 
    “You little slut,” Shay chuckled. “I’ll allow it. Your boyfriend can have your hand. I get the rest of you.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay," I said, still smiling up at my boyfriend as I spoke. Shay circled back around behind me. More metal rattled as she crouched at my feet. I felt her locking my ankles to the bars of the cage, keeping my legs spread far apart and my pussy completely exposed. We were all helpless now. All except for her. The mistress of ceremonies, Shay was completely in her element. Still looking at Will, I listened as Shay made her way back to the closet. Taking something out, she walked back toward the cage. Standing beside it, I turned to look. And I gasped as I saw what she was doing. There was a large black dildo in her hand, and I watch with bated breath as she held it against her pelvis, moaning quietly as she slid one end into her pussy. Then she began to fasten the attached straps around her hips, tightening them until the large cock projected from her beautiful feminine body in a jarring juxtaposition that made my own pussy stream. As though Shay hadn't looked sexy enough as it was, she looked even more incredible to me now. A beautiful and dominant woman with a cock that put most others I had seen to shame. What more could I ask for? 
 
    "I'm going to show you worthless boys how to really fuck a woman," Shay said. The leather glove glistened as she stroked her fake cock, smearing lubricant over it. "I'm going to show you how a Princess deserves to get fucked. You." Shay pointed at Will as she spoke. "Don't you dare cum unless I say so," she said in a voice that dripped with menace. "Your softhearted girlfriend can't help you now. If you disappoint me, you'll learn what happens when you piss off a true dominant woman. And you," Shay added, tilting her head to look at her husband imprisoned underneath me. "You may touch any part of Tina that you can reach with your mouth. But no hands. You're going to help me make her cum." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.” Shay smiled at her husband’s ready compliance. Kane was nothing if not well trained. 
 
    "All right," Shay smirked. "Let's begin." Stepping forward, she picked up the leash that hung from around my neck. Holding it, she walked around behind me. Spread over the top of the cage, my body trembled with nervous desire. It felt incredible to be in control. But as I had learned before at Shay's mercy, it also felt amazing to give up that control. To be used for the pleasure of another. To be reduced to an object for her to toy with. Once again, Shay was giving me a glimpse into how it felt to be a submissive. An insight into how Kane and Will were feeling when we bossed them around mercilessly.  
 
    I was trembling with desire when Shay stepped behind me, her hands on my hips. Moving her own hips back and forth, she slid the shining head of the dildo up and down my dripping lips. I closed my eyes as a tremor of lust raced through me. And in the cage below, Kane craned his neck to reach me. I yelped in pleasure as I felt his tongue flickered over one of my nipples, my boobs pressed against the bars that formed the cage's roof and swelling around the metal, making it easy for him to reach. I cried out as he sucked one of my nipples into his mouth while his wife continued to tease me. 
 
      
 
    "You know the rules, Tina," Shay said, and I felt the leash tighten between us as she twisted it around her hand. "Beg for it. I want your boyfriend to hear you beg me to fuck you." 
 
    "Please, Mistress Shay." I didn't even hesitate. And inspired by her wicked words, I opened my eyes to look straight at Will, standing above me with his rock-hard cock pointing directly at me. "Please fuck me, Mistress Shay," I said, writhing on top of the cage as much as my restraints would allow, shaking my ass to tantalize both Shay and Will. The center of everyone's attention, I felt like an absolute sex kitten as I begged for pleasure. 
 
    "Naughty girl," Shay chuckled behind me. I cried out as she slapped my ass, the sharp sound ringing in the tense air of the bedroom. And then I gasped as I felt her dildo pressed against me. Slowly, she slid the toy inside, the fat head pressing apart the walls of my pussy. My eyes rolled in my head as I gasped and moaned and gripped the bars of the cage.  
 
    It seemed to go on and on, and just when I thought she was done, Shay would slide another inch of the dildo inside me. I had never felt so full. And as I looked up into Will's wide-eyed face, I knew what he was thinking. I knew what he was feeling as he watched me. Filled with sadistic glee, I wrapped my tied hand around his cock again. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, it’s so big,” I said breathlessly. “Babe, it’s so much bigger than yours. Oh my God, it feels so fucking good!” 
 
    Above me, Will moaned in despair. Shay cackled loudly, clearly delighted with my performance. She slapped my ass again, but I barely felt it through the waves of pleasure that were rolling over me. Already, my pussy was spasming around the large toy, gripping it tightly as it slowly adjusted to the size. Already, my legs were trembling as far as the cuffs on my ankles would allow.  
 
    And when Shay began to slide the dildo in and out, gripping my hips and pulling on the leash around my neck to make me raise my head toward my boyfriend, I felt utter ecstasy washing over me. I gasped and moaned, letting my cries echo in the bedroom. Will struggled against his bondage as he watched, but there was nothing he could do to free himself. No way for him to touch me.  
 
    I held his cock in one hand, but I didn't stroke it. I was more focused on my own pleasure. Beneath me, Kane was licking and kissing my tits, sucking on my nipples through the bars of the cage while his wife fucked me. And as our mutual excitement grew, Shay became more aggressive, the dildo sliding in and out of my wet pussy more and more rapidly. Soon, she was pounding me, and my whole body rocked to every thrust. My screams of pleasure were forced out of me by her invading cock, matching her rhythm exactly as she fucked me in front of the watching men.  My hands moved over the bars, alternately gripping them and my boyfriend's cock, searching in vain for some stability while Shay fucked me aggressively.  
 
    The woman was tireless. The weapon she wielded couldn't fail to hit its mark. Soon, I felt myself roaring in breathless ecstasy, my whole body lighting up with outrageous pleasure. My orgasm tore through me with a violence that matched Shay's thrusts, leaving me shaking and spasming on top of the cage as my juices poured down my trembling thighs. 
 
      
 
    "That's it," Shay growled behind me as she tugged on the leash again. "Cumome for me, slut. This is how you like it, isn't it? This is how a slut likes to be fucked." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay!" I howled. The expression of concern mixed with outrageous lust on Will's face made me gasp as I yelled in his direction. The collar around my neck forced me to look up at him while I screamed my confession. "Oh my God, it feels so good! Oh my God, I'm yours, Shay!" 
 
    "Damn right you are," Shay snarled. "Tell me I fuck you better than your boyfriend." 
 
    "You do, Mistress," I wailed. "Oh my God, it's so much better! Your cock so much bigger. You're so much sexier. Oh fuck, I'm gonna - I'm gonna - " and my words degenerated into more wild cries as another orgasm erupted inside me. The first barely subsided before the second came, even more powerful this time, even more irresistible. As I spasmed on the cage, I felt almost as though I were lifting out of my body, out of the world, entering a realm where there was nothing but bliss.  
 
    Shay's cock continued to pump away inside me, and it felt like my one link to the physical world as I basked in absolute bliss. As the wave rolled over me, I open my eyes again, and my pussy clenched around Shay's cock to see Will still staring down at me with his erect cock pointing at my face. 
 
      
 
    Shay had slowed down now. But she hadn't stopped. The fat cock was still buried inside me, still sliding in and out of my ravaged pussy while my juices flowed over it and down my legs. I could hear Shay's breathlessness, and I wasn't surprised. The woman had put on quite the performance. I was still mewling and gasping with pleasure, spread out over the cage, enjoying the feeling of her big dildo moving more slowly inside me now. Reaching out, I took Will's cock in my hand again and felt the surging heat within it, the jealous desire he was feeling as he watched my landlady give me the fuck of my life. 
 
    "Here. Come here." Shay's voice was breathless, but her commands were no less negotiable than ever. Kane moved in the cage beneath me, and I gasped as I felt the air cooling on my skin, my nipple shining with his saliva. He crawled toward the front of the cage, his head on the other side of the bars from my legs. "Look at that," Shay hissed behind me. "Look at the cum running down her legs. Go on, slave. You may lick it up." 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress Shay," Kane said. At once, I felt his tongue on my legs, moving over my latex-clad thighs. Moaning, I pressed myself against the bars of the cage. She was right. My juices were streaming down over the latex, and her husband lapped them up as though his life depended on it. 
 
    "How does her pussy taste?" Shay sneered. 
 
    “Delicious, Mistress Shay,” came the answer. Shay laughed. 
 
    "You hear that, Will?" she said over the top of the cage. "My husband loves eating your girlfriend's pussy. You better keep her satisfied with the amount of head she's getting, or else she can always come down here and have my husband eat her out. He'd consider it an honor. Wouldn't you?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Shay.” 
 
    “Open your mouth.” 
 
    I moaned loudly as Shay slowly withdrew the fat dildo from my body. As the departing had spread my lips apart again, I gasped. Without it, I felt suddenly empty. I felt as though my pussy had been ruined forever by her toy, and yet I couldn't regret it. All I wanted was more. Even though my body was aching from my uncomfortable position and the pounding she had given me, I wasn't ready to give it up. But, as I reminded myself with another spasm of lust, it wasn't up to me. 
 
    "That's it," Shay said, and I could hear the delighted laughter in her voice. "Stay right there. You can taste her pussy on my cock. Suck it. Suck it while I fuck your face." 
 
    Kane didn't reply. With another spasm, I realized he couldn't. His mouth was full. I craned my neck to see what was going on as best as I could. Shay had her husband kneeling in the cage underneath me, his head between my parted thighs. He was gripping the bars of the cage for balance, and she was sliding her dildo in and out of his mouth. I cried out in shock and laughter. I had seen Kane endure some great humiliations at the hands of his cruel wife, but this was up there with the best of them. 
 
    "That's better," Shay cackled. "Two holes for me to fuck." And she slid the dildo out of Kane's mouth, and I gasped as she pressed it against me again. It slid into me more easily this time, lubricated by her husband's saliva and my own streaming juices. I yelped and thrashed again as she began to fuck me, gripping my hips, pulling on the leash, pounding my body against the rattling cage. And just as my pleasure began to soar again, she pulled out and slid the toy into her husband's mouth again. Moaning in desire, all I could do was wait for her to fuck me again. And Shay alternated between my pussy and her husband's mouth, thrusting first into one, then into the other. Feeding him my juices and pounding my aching sex while I begged for more. 
 
    Before long, I felt it building again. Every time Shay pulled her cock out of my body, I felt a sense of regret as my building orgasm receded. But it couldn't be delayed forever. The sheer strangeness of what we were doing, combined with the powerful physical sensations, had me buzzing with desire. And as Shay plunged her dildo into my body again, thrusting hard as she fucked me from behind, I shrieked in pleasure as my third orgasm overwhelmed me. Moaning and trembling, I writhed as much as I could over the bars of the cage. Shay laughed breathlessly behind me as she watched and felt me cum on her toy again. And as she kept pounding me, riding the waves of my orgasm, I soon heard her shrieking in pleasure of her own. The end of the dildo that was buried inside her was doing its work at last. Our screams of female pleasure filled the bedroom as she fucked me like no one had ever fucked me before. I was reduced to a babbling moron, a mewling creature without a thought in her head except the almost unendurable waves of pleasure coursing through her.  
 
    The great wave crashed and broke. Shay all but collapsed on top of me, her own orgasm finally blunting the wild energy she had shown. I lay gasping beneath her, still impaled by her tireless toy, my pussy spasming desperately around the shaft. Slowly, Shay slid the dildo out of me again. 
 
    "Suck it," she gruffly ordered. And Kane did his he was told, wordlessly wrapping his lips around the dildo dripping with my juices as he kneeled in the cage beneath me. 
 
    "Oh my God," I gasped. Taking Will's cock in my hand, I stroked it, feeling it surge to my touch and hearing him moan and groan in frustrated pleasure. The cuff Shay had wrapped around his genitals held both his cock and his balls out in front of him, deliciously exposed for whatever we wanted to do to them. The poor boy couldn't take his eyes off me. And I looked deep into his eyes as I spoke. "Oh my God, Shay. That was the best sex I've ever had. By a long way." 
 
    Behind me, Shay burst out laughing. Above me, Will moaned in humiliation. I kept stroking his cock, enjoying the feel of it in my hand, my pussy still spasming and sending fresh waves of my juices down my trembling legs. 
 
    "Oh fuck," Will moaned, breaking the long silence that had held him since he was locked to the cage. "I'm gonna - oh fuck, I'm going to come!" 
 
    "You better not," Shay snarled behind me. "Otherwise you'll end up in this cage at my mercy. You girlfriend won't be able to save you. I'll keep you in here forever and never let you have another orgasm in your miserable life." I laughed wildly as she spoke, feeling Will's cock throbbing in my hand. 
 
    "Please, Mistress Shay!" he begged pathetically. "Please! I can't help it! Please let me cum, please!" Over my sadistic laughter, I heard Shay speak. 
 
    "At least you're learning to beg with the proper respect," she said. "Tell you what. I'll give you permission to cum right now if you acknowledge a few things first. One is that I own your girlfriends pussy, and I'll fuck her whenever I feel like it." 
 
    "Yes," Will growled between gritted teeth, his eyes tight shut now as he tried to resist the cruel pleasure I was giving him. "Yes, Mistress Shay. You own her pussy. You own it. Please!" 
 
    "Second, you will acknowledge that your cock is the property of Princess Tina forever more. She owns it, and you’re lucky she’s even willing to touch that pathetic worm.” 
 
    "Yes. Princess Tina owns my cock." I couldn't stop laughing as my boyfriend spoke in hurried and breathless words. His cock was surging in my hand. I wondered if she meant what she said if he couldn't hold out. I wondered what I wanted to happen. 
 
    "Third, you will acknowledge that as a man, you are inferior to all women. You will obey any command given to you by me or Princess Tina or any other woman in this house. If you are given contradictory orders, you will refer to your owner, Princess Tina, for judgment." 
 
    “Yes! Yes! I promise!” 
 
    "This is too easy," I grinned. "You can get him to do anything!" 
 
    "I know," Shay said, and I heard the smile in her voice. "It's awesome. Looks like you have yourself a real slave now, Tina." 
 
    "Please! Please!" The cuffs that anchored Will's genitals to the cage rattled against the bars as he struggled and squirmed. He was right on the edge, his swollen cock hot in my hand, pointing right at me. 
 
    "You own it now, Tina," Shay said. "It's up to you if you let him cum or not." 
 
    "Okay," I grinned up at Will. And ravaged as I was, I still felt a strange sense of power to know that what he so desperately needed was mine to give.  
 
    "You can cum now, babe. You can cum like the slave boy you are." 
 
      
 
    "Thank you!" I laughed again as Will howled his gratitude at the ceiling, his words suddenly melting into a yell of pleasure. His cock exploded in my hand, and I closed my eyes as I felt his hot semen splattered over my face. I could taste it in my mouth, and I savored it as my boyfriend spurted the strangest orgasm he had ever had all over me. His breathing came in great ragged gasps. As his cock stopped surging in my hand, I opened my eyes. 
 
    "You're too kind to that boy, you know," Shay said behind me. And I grinned up at Will, watching him staring down at me with a look of long-awaited satisfaction on his face. 
 
    “I know,” I sighed. “For now, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
        
            
                
            
        

    
   
    Tina Borrows A Slave 
 
      
 
    "Can I talk to you for a minute?" 
 
    "Of course." I stepped away from the door, and Shay followed me inside. By now, I could no longer talk to my landlady without getting excited. That was no surprise. All the things we had done echoed inside my mind, and the possibilities of what we might do in the future hovered in front of me whenever I so much as thought of her. She had brought me into this world, and now it was inextricably associated with her. Wherever this journey led, whatever the future held, I knew I would never forget that it was her who had brought me into this lifestyle. 
 
    But it didn't look like she was there for kinky business. She was dressed in regular clothes, a pair of yoga pants and a T-shirt. She still looked sexy, of course. The yoga pants clung to her ass and emphasized her beautiful toned round ass with every step she took. I had given up trying to analyze my feelings toward her. I still considered myself straight. But what had happened in her basement that day had been no act. She had given me some of the best orgasms of my life. As much fun as it was to taunt my boyfriend with that fact, it happened to be true, too. And as a result, I had some interesting feelings toward Shay these days.  
 
    The truth was, I wanted her. I wanted her to make me feel the way she had made me feel that day, bent over the cage her husband was locked into, howling in deviant pleasure while my boyfriend watched helplessly. 
 
      
 
    The look on Will's face when he saw she entered the room was priceless. If my feelings about my landlady were complicated, his had to be even more so. The woman had effortlessly dominated all three of us that day, and it was the last time Will had seen her up to that point. His eyes went wide as she walked into the living room, and he sat up on the sofa. He turned his face to me, an expression of doubt and surprise on his features. I couldn't help smiling. It wasn't that Will was scared, exactly. But he was certainly wary of the pretty woman who owned the house I lived in. 
 
    “Hi, Will,” Shay said. I could hear the smile in her voice, the delight dripping from her every word as she moved toward the sofa where he sat. 
 
    "Uh, hi," my boyfriend said back, the words seeming to trip on his trembling lips as he made space for her. You could almost hear the words he didn't say, the unspoken 'mistress' hanging in the air as she took a seat beside him. But she didn't insist on it, the way we all knew that she could. Maybe knowing that she could was enough all by itself. 
 
    "What's up?" I said as I sat down on the sofa with them. Shay was between us, crossing her legs as she turned to me with a smile. Will was hanging on her every word. For all he knew, this was the start of some new wild game. And I knew no more than he did. Shay had told me herself that there was no need to always dress up to be an effective mistress. Sometimes, it was even more fun to dominate a man in regular clothes, to remind him that this wasn't all about his silly fantasies. My stomach was churning with nervous excitement as Shay began to speak. 
 
    “I’m going on vacation soon,” she said. 
 
    "Oh cool. Where are you going?" 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. A client is taking me.” 
 
    "Oh really? You do that?" 
 
    “Sometimes. Only for clients that I’ve worked with for a number of years and know I can trust.” 
 
    “That’s awesome.” 
 
    “Oh, you have no idea,” Shay smiled. “I mean, it’s a free vacation. He has to pay for everything. Plus, of course, he has to pay for my time. I literally get paid to go on vacation with him.” 
 
    "Wow. How much you charge for things like that?" 
 
    She leaned forward. Her hand on my knee was casual, affectionate. But her fingers seem to draw crackling sparks anywhere she touched me. I wanted her so badly, it was hard to believe. A stray thought raced through my mind, moving like a shooting star streaking across the night sky. Who do I want more? Shay or Will? As quickly as it appeared, I batted the thought away. It didn't matter. I didn't have to choose. And that realization sent another surge of excitement racing through me. 
 
    "You know what they say," Shay grinned. "If you have to ask, you can't afford it." 
 
    “That’s amazing,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. Before Shay had come along, I had known that professional dominatrixes exist. I’m not naïve. But it wasn’t a facet of life I had given a lot of thought to. I had no reason to. Since learning that was what Shay did, though, that had changed. I couldn’t imagine doing what she did for a living. But she seemed to do very well out of it. After all, she owned the house I lived in. I knew what real estate cost in the area. She certainly seemed to be doing well out of her chosen career. 
 
    "It is," she went on. "I mean, it's not really a vacation for me. I have to stay in character the whole trip. That's what he's paying for. But I get to have my fun too. When you are away from everyone you know, you can be a little bit more flagrant in the things you do. That's part of the appeal for him. We can be a little bit more open and not worry about people judging us. Not people we know, anyway." 
 
    "It sounds great," I smiled. "You'll have to give me all the details when you get back." 
 
    "I will," she smiled. "But I have a favor to ask you. Normally, when I go away on a trip like this, I let Kane go free. He gets a week or two of total freedom. I guess I always thought it helps soothe the pain of knowing his wife's on vacation with another man. But now that you're turning into such a dominant little minx, I was wondering if you could look after him for me." 
 
    "Look after him? What you mean?" My eyes narrowed as I spoke. On the other side of the sofa, I heard Will shift uncomfortably. 
 
    “You know. Just keep an eye on him. Keep him on the straight and narrow. Really, it’s up to you. If you want to play with him, he’s all yours. If you want, I could even give you the key to his cock.” 
 
    "You'd do that?" I could hardly believe what I was hearing. My heart pounded in my chest, the blood roaring in my ears as I stared in disbelief at Shay. She just smiled that confident, pretty smile of hers, grinning encouragingly at me with her hand still on my leg. 
 
    "Of course," she said. "He'll be much more obedient if he knows you have it. Even if you don't release him at all, the thought that you might will keep him doing what he's told. And really, why would you need to release him? If you want to fuck, you've got this stud here for that." Lifting her hand from my leg at last, Shay turned toward Will. I saw his eyes dart from me to her and back again. Will was still unsure of himself, still a novice in these kinky games. So was I, I supposed. But it seemed to come more naturally to me than it did to him. Which, I won't deny, was part of the fun. In its own way, his constant uncertainty made me more confident myself in what I was doing. 
 
    "What do you think, babe?" I asked, leaning forward to look at my boyfriend around Shay. "You think I should babysit Shay's husband for her?" 
 
    “I… I don’t know,” Will said carefully. “I mean… What would you do?” 
 
    "Well, I haven't decided yet," I smirked. "It sort of depends on how I feel in the moment, doesn't it?" 
 
    "if I were you, I'd go along with it," Shay added. "I know you don't know a lot about this lifestyle. But I'll tell you this. One of the funnest things to do with a man who can't have an orgasm is remind him over and over again of what he's missing. You know my husband has a thing for your girlfriend. If I was her, I'd spend a lot of the time having sex with you to remind Kane what he's missing out on. But that's just me." 
 
    Shay laughed, and I left with her. A pale smile even drifted across Will's face. If the events of the past few weeks approved anything, it was just how far both Will and Kane would go for the promise of sex. She was manipulating him, and maybe manipulating me a little too. But I didn't resent her for it. That was what she did, after all. Besides, it was Shay's manipulations that got us into this position in the first place. And I was endlessly grateful for that. 
 
    “She’s right, you know,” I added. “You could be my stud to help me make Kane jealous. Besides, what woman would turn down the offer of owning a man’s cock? Even if only for a week.” 
 
    "You two are crazy," Will said, shaking his head. But now the smile on his face was broad and obvious. He had his doubts, of course. For that matter, so did I. After all, I was new to this game, and Kane had years of experience. It was one thing to play with Will, the two of us discovering this lifestyle together. It was another to take on an experienced submissive like Kane. I knew I couldn't compare to Shay. I was nervous about seeming like a silly little girl playing at being a mistress, when he was used to the real thing. But none of that did anything to dampen the delight I felt as I thought of what Shay was proposing. I didn't think I would ever go as far she and Kane had, I was by no means sure it was even what I wanted. What my landlady was offering me was a chance to try it out for myself. To have the kind of total power over a man that she did. The kind I was reluctant to exercise over Willl, afraid that it might damage our relationship in some way. With Kane, I didn't need to worry about that. With Kane, I could go as far as I wanted to, knowing that I still wouldn't be doing anything he hadn't experienced before. 
 
    "You know you love it," I said, and Shay laughed. I turned to her, smiling myself with delight at the thought of this new devious plan. "We can try it," I said. "When are you going away?" 
 
      
 
    Shay was in her element as she paced around the room. She looked gorgeous, and she knew it. She wore a black and gray skirt that showed off her toned legs, accentuated by the stockings she wore and the wicked patent leather pumps on her feet. On top, she wore a gray silk shirt, the shimmering fabric clinging to her breasts with every breath she took. A provocative outfit, but not one she couldn't wear outdoors. It might not be what I would choose to wear to get on the plane. Then again, I had never been on a plane with a man who was paying to serve me for a week. Looking sexy was a big part of what he was paying Shay for. And as I watched her pace back and forth across the living room, I could see he was going to get his money's worth. 
 
    “While I’m gone, you are to obey Princess Tina in everything,” Shay instructed. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," Kane said. Not allowed on the furniture, he was kneeling on the floor of the living room, gazing up in adoration at his beautiful wife as she towered above him. He was naked except for the cruel device locked around his cock. I didn't know how long it had been since his wife had allowed him the physical pleasure he so desperately craved, but knowing Shay and the devious dungeons of her mind, I suspected it had been a while. 
 
    "I'll be checking in with her regularly," she went on. "Unless I have too much fun on holiday with my client and forget all about you. But if not, I'll want regular reports on your behavior. So you better keep her happy." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    "We'll see. Now, I'm not going to give you a release before I go. I want you nice and obedient for Princess Tina, and as we both know, you're a lot more obedient when you're horny. I've advised Princess Tina not to give you any release while I'm away. But if she chooses to do so, that's really up to her. She's going to have full control over your sexual pleasure until I get back." 
 
    Down on the floor at her feet, I had Kane give a tiny but audible gasp. Maybe his wife hadn't told him about this part. I watched as she reached to the back of her own neck, unfastening the chain that hung around it. The key to Kane's chastity device hung from that chain. And Kane turned his head to watch, his hands gripping his thighs as Shay stepped toward me. I was sitting on the couch behind him, enjoying the whole spectacle. Watching her dominate him so effortlessly never failed to get my desire bubbling inside me. Inspired by Shay's outfit, I hadn't gone full-blown dominatrix. But I knew the power of looking good. When she summoned me downstairs, I had pulled on a dress and a pair of tall boots. Shay had said before that Kane liked my girl-next-door looks. I was trying to combine a bit of both worlds, the cute girl next door and the demanding mistress underneath it. I hoped it was working as Shay handed me the chain. 
 
    "There you go," Shay grinned. "You now own my husband's cock, at least temporarily. It's not much to brag about, I know. But he has his uses." 
 
    "He certainly does," I smiled back. The chain and the key that swung from it felt heavy, far heavier than their size would suggest as I raised it to my neck. I could feel the intensity of Kane's burning eyes watching my every move. He was much bigger than me. If he wanted to, the minute Shay was gone, he could take the key for me by force. We both knew he wouldn't. That was the magic of the situation we found ourselves in. I inherited Shay's power over him when I took the key from her, and with the lust that was raging inside me, I already knew I couldn't wait to use it. 
 
     "Here, let me do it." Shay sat down on the sofa beside me. Her skirt rose higher on her legs as she crossed them, revealing the lacy tops of her stockings. I swept my hair back from my face, holding it loosely over my shoulder as Shay took hold of the necklace. I felt her skin moving over mine as she closed the necklace around my neck. Turning back to face her again, I smiled. My stomach fluttered as I noticed her hand was still on my neck. Her eyes moved over my face, doing a dance I knew well from my eyes to my lips and back again.  
 
    My desire was growing by the minute. And when Shay leaned toward me, using her grip on the back of my neck to pull my face closer to hers, I didn't fight. Not even a little. I wanted this as much as she did. She looked so beautiful and powerful as she dominated her husband. She knew as well as I did that nothing made me want her more. 
 
    Our lips met. We kissed, and I could feel the passion that matched my own in the strong movements of her tongue against mine. We kissed, and her husband watched, kneeling at our feet as he watched us make out. The silk of Shay's shirt slid under my hands as I moved them over her body. Through the material of her skirt, I could feel her hips against my hands. And her hands were just as busy, moving over my own body, finding the bare inches of skin between the hem of my dress and the top of my boots. Her hand slid higher, and I grew more breathless with every inch she gained as it moved up my body. We were putting on a show to tease Kane. I was in no doubt about that. That didn't mean the desire I felt was anything other than painfully real. And though I couldn't speak for Shay, I could feel her own excitement, her beautiful body practically vibrating with her as we made out on the couch. 
 
    Shay's hands slid up under my dress. I gasped as she made contact with my pussy. I felt her smile against my mouth as she realized I wore no panties underneath. And I silently thanked whatever strange impulse had suggested that provision to me as her fingers roamed at will over my tingling sex. 
 
    "Dirty girl," she murmured against my mouth, the smile still on her lips. Her stockings felt incredible under my hands as I reached clumsily under her skirt too. Pleasure was swelling inside me, making me forget everything else, making my movements erratic and desperate. Shay slid her fingers inside my wet slit and laughed as I moaned in pleasure, spreading my legs to receive her as she fingered me in front of her husband. Ever the tease, she kept her legs crossed, denying me access to her pussy as I reached for it. Instead, I caressed her legs, enjoying the contrast between the lacy stocking tops and the smooth skin of her thighs. 
 
    "You, on the other hand, deserve an orgasm," she murmured again. "Pretty girls deserve to cum whenever they like. Isn't that right, Kane?" She didn't look at her husband as she spoke. Her attention was all on me. After all, we all knew what her submissive husband would say. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay," came the inevitable response. 
 
    "And you'll make Princess Tina cum any time she allows you, won't you?" Shay went on. "You'll serve her in any way she allows you to. And if she lets you give her pleasure, you'll thank her for it, won't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay. Of course, Princess Tina." We both laughed at the desperation in her husband's voice. Once again, a feeling of total power was washing over me, and I bathed in it net as Shay continued to slide her fingers in and out of my pussy. I was getting wetter by the second, my body responding to Shay's knowledgeable hand between my legs in the way we both knew it would. Knowing that Shay wanted me to put on a show, I held nothing back. I let the pleasure move through me, moaning and groaning as Shay's fingers did their work. My orgasm was building inside me, and all I wanted was to surrender to it. To give into it, to give into Shay, and feel the raw delight of what she was doing to me. After all, that was what we all wanted. 
 
    Shay kissed my neck, and another moan rose from my throat. I gripped her body hard, pulling her against me, wanting more of everything she was giving me. Wanting more of this sweet sensation of total power and total surrender, of being used and being adored. But suddenly, Shay slid her fingers from between the wet walls of my streaming pussy. My cries of pleasure turned to a howl of despair, and beside me, Shay laughed at her own deviousness. She sat back, looking more beautiful than ever to me as she folded her arms, her breasts rising higher on her chest as she grinned at both me and her husband, both wildly turned on, both sexually frustrated. Shay knew exactly what she was doing. 
 
    "Sorry, pretty girl," Shay grinned. "I have a plane to catch. One of my slaves is waiting outside to take me to the airport. So you're just going to have to find a way to take care of yourself. It shouldn't be too hard. After all, you have my pathetic husband right here." 
 
    Smiling at my groan of disappointment, Shay uncrossed her legs and stood. I watched her tug her skirt down slightly, adjusting herself in front of us both. She looked absolutely gorgeous, and along with my strange desire for her, I felt a pang of envy. She might be older than me, but I could only hope to one day look as beautiful and put together as she was. 
 
    "You set this up," I said accusingly as I looked up at her. Shay kept smiling, her hands on her hips as she turned to me. 
 
    "Yes I did," she grinned. "I figure, start as you mean to go on. It'll be a nice thought to keep me company on my plane ride, thinking about you using Kane like a sex toy. Make sure to take lots of pictures. And videos. I want to see what you guys get up to while I'm away." 
 
    "The same to you," I said. "I have to admit, I'm pretty intrigued by this vacation you're going on." 
 
    "Will do." Turning, Shay moved toward the bedroom. Just inside the door, she picked up her suitcase and carried it toward the stairs. Kane moved to rise from his knees, but his wife told him to stay where he was. 
 
    "My vacation slave will bring it to the car," she said with a smile. With that, she disappeared. I listened to her high heels climbing the stairs to the back door of the house. The door opened, and for a brief moment, I heard a male voice. Then the door closed again. Shay was gone. And I was in her house, desperately turned on with her horny husband kneeling in front of me. The key around my neck seemed to weigh a ton as I turned to him. 
 
    "Looks like it's just you and me, Kane," I said, trying to mimic the abundant confidence Shay always seemed to display. 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." Kane's chest rose and fell steadily as he looked at me. He seemed uncertain, nervous even. I hoped my own nervousness wasn't showing on my face. We had played together before, of course, but never like this. We had always been under Shay's supervision. It had never been just the two of us together. And in some weird way, it felt even more illicit now. Even more like cheating. Even though it had been his wife's idea. Even though Will had agreed with me that playing with a slave didn't count as cheating. 
 
    I tried to push those thoughts away. What would Shay do? If I had left her alone with Will, I had a feeling the dominant woman would make the most of the opportunity. And that stray thought made my pussy pulse again in desire. When you're trying to dominate, Shay once told me, being selfish is a virtue. It was time to focus on my own desires. Smiling at humiliated Kane, I plucked my dress out of the way and spread my legs, feeling absolutely brazen as his eyes dropped at once to my pussy. 
 
    “Come over here, slave,” I said, trying not to giggle as I spoke. “Come over here and finish what your wife started.” 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." Kane didn't hesitate, not even for a second. Immediately, he crawled forward, and the look of desire on his face helped my confidence grow. I felt the strength in his hands as he lay them gently on my thighs. I moaned in pleasure as I felt his tongue gliding over the slick lips of my sex. Yes, this was strange and wild and unpredictable. But I couldn't deny that it was exciting. And as Kane's skilled mouth moved over my pussy, I felt the orgasm that Shay had summoned growing steadily inside me.  
 
    Hooking one leg over Kane's shoulder, I pulled him closer. The wet sound of his lips and tongue filled the air of their apartment, the repetitive baseline to my own squeals and shrieks of pleasure. Shay had barely left the house, and already her husband was between my legs. I had no doubt that Kane's wife would be enjoying a very exciting week with her client. But for me at least, it seemed, staying at home wasn't so bad. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
        
            
                
            
        

    
   
    Tina Teases A Cuckold 
 
      
 
    “Kane!” 
 
    My landlord’s head appeared from around the corner immediately. 
 
    “Give me another drink!” 
 
    "Yes, Princess." 
 
    At once, he stepped forward. Naked except for the chastity device locked onto his cock, he hurried toward me. I sat back on my sofa, grinning at the sense of power flowing through me as I watched him approach. Shay's husband had a good body. He was tall and lean and handsome. But it wasn't his looks that turned me on nearly as much as it was his obedience. That, and the way his locked cock swayed between his thighs with every step he took, a constant reminder of the outrageous power I had over him. I owned his cock. That was how Shay had put it. For the week his wife was away, his manhood belonged to me. And it felt fantastic. The key that hung from a chain around my neck made me Kane's undisputed ruler, and it seemed there was no end to what he would be willing to do to earn my favor. 
 
    Kane took the glass from my hand as I held it out toward him, half-melted ice cubes clinking against the sides. It's not easy being in charge all the time. Shay had told me that, and I had learned as much from my own experiences. It's especially difficult with someone you don't know. Dominating Will was tricky. It required me to always be on the alert, to always monitor his reactions so that I could make sure I didn't go too far. With Kane, it was different. With him, I got the sense that I couldn't possibly go too far. I didn't know everything he and his wife had done together in the past, but the fact that she was on holiday with another man while he was locked in chastity at home told me nothing I wanted from him would be anything he couldn't handle. No, this was a different kind of pressure. The pressure to live up to the standards Shay set. A desire not to seem too soft, too inexperienced, too shy. I needed to be more like his sexy wife. And temporarily, at least, I felt as though I had found an answer to that. The first vodka soda had eroded my inhibitions, helping me settle more comfortably into this exciting role. The second, I hoped, would only make things even easier. 
 
    I swallowed my habitual thanks as Kane turned and headed back toward the kitchen. After all, a mistress doesn't thank a slave for following her orders. She just assumes he will. That was what Shay did. And my pussy pulsed again as I thought of her, probably at the airport by now, dressed all sexy for the plane ride with a man paying her to go on vacation with him. What a life these two led, I thought to myself with a smile. What a strange world I had been drawn into. 
 
    Kane reappeared with my drink in his hand. He brought it over to where I sat, and I took it from him. 
 
    “Get down on the floor,” I ordered. “You can be my footstool for now.” 
 
    "Yes, Princess." Without a moment's hesitation, Kane dropped to his hands and knees. The leather of my boots creaked as I raised my feet and lay them across his muscular back. I smiled as I took a long sip of the drink he had given me. It was impossible not to feel pretty good in the position I was in. Impossible not to feel powerful and sexy and completely in charge. By giving me such control over her well-trained husband, it felt as though Shay had offered me a cheat code for dominance. A glimpse into the future and all the promise it held. I still couldn't bring myself to treat Will nearly as badly as Shay treated her husband. But having Kane serve me like this was possibly the best advert she could come up with for the life she had recruited me into. Knowing how devious Shay could be at times, I wondered if that was her plan all along. Not that it mattered, so long as I was having fun. 
 
    My phone clicked; I giggled as I took a photo of my legs laid across Kane's back. I sent it to Shay, pleased that we could still share what was going on even from a distance. Then, I texted Will. After all, Shay had said it herself. The best way to keep Kane obedient was to keep him horny. And the best way to do that was to not let him cum. But even though he had given me a delightful orgasm downstairs in his own unit, it wasn't enough. I was desperate for sex. But after all, I had a boyfriend. I didn't need to rely on my borrowed slave for that. 
 
    "My boyfriend is coming over soon," I said, poking Kane's back with one of my heels. "He's going to fuck me. Does that make you jealous?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina," came the reply. I laughed out loud at Kane's response. 
 
    "You want to fuck me so bad, don't you?" 
 
    “Yes, Princess Tina.” My confidence surged at his admission. 
 
    "Well, that's too bad," I cackled, taking another drink. "You're not worthy of that. Even your wife says so. Hey, how does it feel knowing she's going on vacation with another man?" 
 
    “It’s very humiliating, princess.” 
 
    "I bet it is," I laughed. "While your wife's off enjoying one of her other slaves, you have to stay here with me. You think he'll get to fuck her?" 
 
    “I - I don’t know, Princess.” 
 
    "No, you don't," I smirked. "I know she doesn't fuck most of her clients. But the two of them on holiday together? All that money he's paying her? You know how excited she gets when she's dominant. She might let him, you know. Another man could be fucking your wife while you're stuck here with your little cock all locked away." 
 
    "Yes, Princess." I howled with laughter at Kane's easy capitulation. The vodka was doing its job. That, and the abject servitude of this helpless man. Wild ideas were rushing through my head, and I felt inspired by some dark energy. More and more, I was starting to understand this game. Shay had shown me just how good it could feel to lose control, to be dominated by someone you desperately want. This was just an extreme form of that. Kane was obsessed with his wife's sexual power, and what better demonstration of that could there be than the thought of her sleeping with another man while he was forced to stay chaste? It still fascinated me, the lengths this man would go to to serve his wife. But I felt like I was starting to understand it. 
 
    Taking another sip of my drink, I sat back on the sofa. I could feel faint tremors of Kane's body under my legs as he supported my feet like a piece of furniture. I ignored them and ignored him. I told myself he was there to serve me in any way I chose. And all the while, desire raged inside me. I had already learned that a huge part of staying in control means controlling yourself. I had to resist the urge to unlock his cock and let him fuck me. As badly as I wanted it, I wanted even more the power to say no to him. 
 
    Finally, I heard footsteps in the driveway. Footsteps I recognized. The door opened, and Will stepped inside. Turning my head, I grinned at him over the back of the couch. Closing the door and kicking off his shoes, he walked toward me. My text had been in no way cryptic. He knew I wanted a booty call. But I had kept everything else hidden from him. When he saw Kane on his hands and knees under my feet, he gasped. 
 
    “What is he doing here?” 
 
    "Don't freak out, babe," I said. "We discussed this, remember? She's lending him to me while she's away getting fucked by some other man. I have to say, I'm kind of enjoying having another slave around." 
 
    For a moment, Will said nothing. He just stood there, looking at me and looking at Kane, who was facing away from my boyfriend. Nervousness bloomed inside my stomach. We had talked about it. Will knew what I was planning. But it's one thing to talk about a situation, and another to live it. As I so often did, I felt a faint panic as I wondered if this would finally prove to be a bridge too far for Will to cross. If I would finally find the limit to how far my boyfriend was willing to go. 
 
    “What have you been doing with him?” Will finally said. 
 
    "Why, are you jealous?" I grinned. "Don't worry. I can handle more than one slave boy at a time." I laughed, but Will didn't share in my merriment. Plucking at the necklace that hung around my neck, I lifted it so that the key to Kane's chastity dangled from the chain. 
 
    "I haven't fucked him," I said. "His cock is all locked away. This is the key. But just because I have it doesn't mean I have to use it. He's just been entertaining me while I waited for you to get here. He's been fixing me drinks and serving me as a footstool. But now, I need something else. Come on, Will. Let's go to bed." Swinging my legs off Kane's back, I stood. Will watched me approach until I was standing right in front of him. Wrapping my arms around his shoulders, I craned my neck to kiss him. Tentatively, he kissed me back. My boyfriend might have his reservations, but I didn't. On fire with desire, I was turned on enough for both of us. As we kept on kissing, my hand moved down his body. Finding the front of his jeans, I caressed him through the fabric and smiled as I felt his cock begin to rise. Finally pulling my lips away from his, I looked deep into his eyes as I spoke. 
 
    "I need you to fuck me right now," I said, slowly and deliberately. "I'm so turned on. I've been thinking about having your cock inside me all afternoon. Come on. Want to show this loser how a real man fucks?" 
 
    Will couldn't resist an offer like that. I howled with laughter as he wrapped his arms around my waist, lifting me off the floor. Turning, he began to all but drag me to the bedroom. Not that I was resisting. I could feel his desire for me rising off his body like heat, and it fueled my own. Looking over his shoulder, I saw Kane watching us from the living room floor. 
 
    "Kane, come," I ordered. But as the humiliated man started forward, Will stopped. 
 
    "What are you doing?' he asked. 
 
    “Nothing,” I smiled sweetly at my boyfriend. “I just figured he could watch.” 
 
    “No,” Will said, shaking his head. A sudden stab of something like anger swelled in my heart. I had been feeling so powerful and in control. It was the last word I wanted to hear. 
 
    “Did you seriously just say no to me?” I said. 
 
    "I don't want him there," Will said. He seemed nervous, hesitant to defy me when I was in a mood like this. But he was doing it anyway. And even through my drunken buzz and the even more powerful intoxication of desire, I recognize his defiance for what it was. Everyone has their limits. When I had started down this road, I had vowed never to push Will too hard. There is no quicker way to ruin everything we had then to reach too far. 
 
    "Okay," I said, kissing my boyfriend again. "He doesn't have to." Turning away from Will, I directed my eyes toward Kane again. 
 
    "Stay out here," I ordered in the sternest voice I could manage. "You can clean my dishes while my boyfriend fucks my brains out." 
 
    “Yes, Princess Tina.” Laughing, I turned back to Will. He was smiling now, grateful for having been listened to. Turning, I led him toward the bedroom, holding his hand, hurrying toward the climax of my desire. 
 
    We practically tore each other's clothes off. Lifting my dress over my head, Will tossed it to the floor. If he noticed that I was wearing no panties underneath it, he didn't comment. While he unhooked my bra, I lifted his shirt off over his head.  
 
    I showed his chest with kisses while his hands gripped my ass, pulling me against him. I could feel the hard bulge of his erection in his jeans, and I grabbed at his belt, clumsily unfastening it and pulling his pants down. He struggled out of his remaining clothes and all but threw me onto the bed. My boot heels caught in the sheets as I sprawled across the mattress, and I didn't bother to remove them. It felt sexier with them on. 
 
      
 
    Will climbed on top of me. He kissed me, then his lips moved further down, over my neck, over my chest, seeking out my boobs and the hard nipples that swelled from them. With a dark flash, I remembered how Kane had sucked on my tits while his wife fucked me on top of his cage, and my pussy spasmed. Reaching down between my legs, I took hold of Will's cock. He was rock hard and ready for me as I guided him toward me, sliding his member inside me. We both moaned in pleasure as my wet pussy engulfed him. Immediately, Will begin to thrust his cock in and out of me, and my breath grew short as the bed bounced beneath us, the bedroom air ringing to the music of our pleasure. 
 
    Remembering our audience outside, I let my voice ring out. I wanted Kane to hear. I screamed and thrashed, I howled and moaned, and anyone listening could be forgiven for thinking there were at least two women getting nailed in my bed with the amount of noise I was making. Not to say it was all an act. It wasn't. As worked up as I was, I needed this. And every thrust of Will's cock felt unbelievably good inside my dripping pussy as he pounded me. Before long, I could feel an orgasm building inside me. I surrendered to it, letting bliss overwhelming completely. Letting my voice ring out in a symphony of ecstasy as my pussy spasmed around Will's shaft. I felt his warm breath on my neck as he grunted above me, feeling the wild contractions of my sex around his. My flowing juices anointed my thighs, shining on his cock and balls, dripping down onto the sheets beneath us as I exploded in hot wet pleasure. 
 
    Above me, Will sighed. Rising beneath him, I moaned as he continued to slide his cock in and out. He wasn't done yet. And I was glad of that. I wanted more. But he was giving me a moment to recover, giving himself a moment to control himself, probably. As excited as we both were, neither of us wanted this to end too quickly. And unlike me, Will only had one orgasm to enjoy. But soon, his movements began to speed up again. Soon, his cock was sliding in and out of my pussy forcefully. Looking up at his flushed face, I was seized by unrivaled desire. Gripping his shoulders, I moved, pushing him off me while I rolled over on top of him. Smiling, he lay back against the pillow as I mounted him, his cock still buried inside me. 
 
    My fingernails dug into his chest as I bounced up and down on top of him. I could feel my boobs bouncing too, and knew my boyfriend was watching. He reached up and grabbed them, caressing them, squeezing them, making me moan with outrageous desire. My thighs gripped his hips as I moved up and down on top of him, my own movements getting ever more forceful. Able to control the pace of our sex, I felt another explosion of joy building inside me. And Will was staring up at me in that way he did, the way that left me in no doubt about how badly he wanted me. How badly he needed me. I was longing for him, longing for the hot explosion inside me that would tell me he had cum. I rode his cock desperately, my throat hoarse with my screams of pleasure as I finally exploded all over him. 
 
    Will let out a long moan. I cried out giddily as I felt his cock surge inside me. His own orgasm followed closely on the heels of mine, seemingly drawn out of his body by the wild rapture of my spasming pussy. We moaned and panted and sighed together, basking in the mutual pleasure of sex as the climax slowly faded. I lay down on top of him, kissing him, feeling a deep well of love inside me sparked by the powerful hormones of pleasure. He kissed me back, his movements slow and languid, evidently worn out by his orgasm. Maybe I would have been too, in different circumstances. But even though I was already on my third orgasm of the day, it didn't feel like enough. It felt like it would never be enough. 
 
    “Fuck, that was good,” I panted. 
 
    "Yeah," Will panted beside me, grinning as I slowly rolled off him. 
 
    “I still think we should’ve made him watch.” 
 
    "Who, Kane? You're so mean." 
 
    "I know," I grinned. "You love it. And so does Kane. I feel like being extra mean tonight. I mean, how often does a girl get two boys to play with? I mean, I'm not going to let him fuck me. That doesn't mean we can't have some fun with him." 
 
    "What are you thinking?" Will turned his head to look at me. Deep in his glassy eyes, I could see his curiosity sparkle. It's important, of course, to respect your partner's limits. But it's also fun to push them. Ceased with sudden energy, I rolled off the bed and went to the dresser drawer where I kept my toys. 
 
    “You’ll see,” I said, grabbing a pair of handcuffs from the drawer and turning back to the bed. “And that’s Princess Tina to you.” 
 
    Will's mouth opened, but no words came out. I climbed onto the bed and climbed back on top of him, reaching for his arms. He didn't resist. I felt a surge of triumph inside me as I once again locked my boyfriend's wrists to the headboard of my bed. He was mine, my prisoner again. In a matter of seconds, I had removed his freedom and bent him to my will. It felt fantastic. 
 
    "I'm not going to fuck him," I said, "if that's what you're worried about.  But I do want him to watch us. I want his rejected cock to ache inside that chastity cage, knowing he can't have what you have. Don't tell me that isn't fucking hot." 
 
    Still, Will said nothing. His chest rose and fell as he breathed, his eyes wide as he looked up at me. That was okay. I knew from experience what Will's silences meant. If he said no, it was a no. If he said nothing, that was a yes. And as I rose up from the bed again, wearing only my boots and the necklace with Kane's key still hanging around my neck, the remnants of our shared orgasm dripping slowly down my inner thighs, I felt like an absolute goddess. 
 
    “Kane!” I yelled, my eyes on my boyfriend as I spoke. “Get in here!” 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." At once, I heard his footsteps coming down the hall. My cheeks burned as I wondered how much he had heard. Probably everything. After all, that was what I had wanted. The house wasn't so big that he could have failed to hear my multiple orgasms while Will fucked me.  
 
    As he appeared in the doorway, I looked him up and down. This naked man whose cock now belonged to me. This slave that Shay had given me to use however I wanted until she came back from her adulterous vacation. Surrounded by submissive men, it felt good to be a woman. 
 
      
 
    “Go get my phone,” I ordered. 
 
    "Yes, Princess." Kane hurried back down the hallway toward the living room where I had left my phone when will arrived. Smiling, I turned again to my boyfriend. 
 
    "What are you doing?" Will asked in a low voice. 
 
    "Having fun," I replied. "Don't worry. You've both seen each other naked before. He's seen you cum before. He's just a slave, remember? He's like a sex toy. Using him is just like using a vibrator. Now, watch." 
 
    Kane reappeared in the doorway with my cell phone in his hand, and I took it from him. Sitting down on the bed, I pointed to the floor at my feet. Kane understood. At once, he dropped to his knees. On the mattress behind me, I heard Will move, raising his head from the pillow to try and see what I was up to. Switching on the camera of my phone, I turned it on Kane. 
 
    “Did you hear me having sex with my boyfriend?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes, Princess Tina.” 
 
    "How did that make you feel?" 
 
    “Very aroused, Princess. Very frustrated.” 
 
    "Good," I giggled at Kane's candor. "That's exactly how I want you to feel. That's how you're going to be feeling pretty much all week. Just think. Your wife might be screaming like that right now too. Screaming while some other man fucks her. That must make you feel pretty pathetic, huh?" 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." 
 
    "Good. But don't worry. Just because you're not worthy to have sex with a woman doesn't mean you can't serve us in other ways. My boyfriend left a nice hot load in my pussy. I need you to clean it up." 
 
    Behind me on the bed, I heard Will gasp. I didn't turn around to see his shocked face. I knew he could barely believe what I was saying, because I could barely believe it myself. But I remembered how Shay had made Kane lick Will's cum off my boots. I remembered how she had told me how much she enjoyed making him serve her in such a disgusting and humiliating way. Drunk with vodka and with power, I wanted a taste of that kind of control myself. 
 
    Kneeling on the floor, Kane looked up at me. The usual expression of lust and frustrated desire showed on his face. But there was something else there too. A kind of doubt, maybe a kind of surprise. That I could be so cruel and so dominant, just like his sexy wife was. It surprised me too. But once the words had been spoken, there was no way to unsay them. Even if I had wanted to. 
 
    And even though neither of us said anything, Kane seemed to get the message. With a soft sigh, he crawled forward. Grinning triumphantly, I parted my legs to let him inside. His hands on my thighs once again, he reluctantly ran his tongue over my fucked pussy. Leaning back on one hand, I moaned in pleasure, my bare breasts rising and falling as I breathed deeply. It wasn't just the physical sensations of his mouth on my sex, as blissful as those were. It was the sheer wrongness of the situation, the unrivaled sense of power I felt making my landlord do something so completely humiliating. 
 
    And all the while, I kept the camera of my phone trained on him and not myself, filming his humiliation. Shay, I knew, would want to see this. And it filled me with delight to know that I would have something to show her, to prove to her that I could be just as cruel and dominant as she was. She often accused me of being too soft. But after seeing what I was doing to her husband, I wondered if she would ever dare say that again. 
 
    Slowly, my pleasure grew. The wet sound of Kane licking me filled the room. Turning my head, I smiled over my shoulder at Will, who watched the whole spectacle with a look of disbelief on his face. 
 
    "See, babe?" I smirked at him. "I don't need to fuck him. I can just use him as a house slave and cleanup boy. You remember what Shay said. Having him around means you'll probably be getting even more sex than usual. It's a win-win. For everybody except Kane, anyway." 
 
    Will said nothing. He seemed incapable of speech. Lying on the bed behind me, he simply watched, his eyes wide as though he didn’t want to miss a single moment of the spectacle. Grinning, I turned my attention back to the man between my thighs. 
 
    "Keep licking," I ordered, as though Kane had stopped or even slowed down. "Make sure you get every drop of his orgasm out my pussy. I can't wait until your wife sees this." 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina," poor Kane mumbled against my skin. I laughed out loud, trying to hold the phone steady as I continued recording his shame. Until then, I had never imagined doing anything this outrageous. But as Kane continued to serve me, I had to acknowledge once again that it felt fantastic to be in charge. 
 
    

  

 
        
            
                
            
        

    
   
    Tina’s Performance 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was already smiling when I picked up the phone. I'd been expecting this call. Through text, Shay and I had arranged it. One thing about being a dominatrix I had quickly learned: everything becomes a performance. Everything a mistress does has an element of the theatrical about it. At least, that was true of Shay. And since she was my mentor in this dark and thrilling world, it was becoming true of me too. That's not a complaint, by the way. Playing these games was the most fun I ever had. Always being in character, as Shea called it, has its difficulties. But I could stop anytime I wanted. I just didn't want to. That was the simple truth. 
 
    I answered the video call to see Shay smiling at me. Sitting on the couch, I held the phone out in front of me, holding it on my knee. It wasn't the most flattering angle, as I glanced at the inset image of myself that the other woman could see. But that didn't matter. Will was sitting beside me, and I wanted to get us both into the frame. 
 
    “Hi,” I said. 
 
    "Hi," she replied. "Hi, Will." 
 
    "Hi." It always made me want to giggle, the evident awkwardness my boyfriend felt around Shay. After what the two of them had done together, I wasn't surprised. But seeing how Will struggled to handle it every time he spoke to Shay served to remind me of just how weird the relationship between them was. Will didn't know what to say to her. They weren't even friends, and yet they were both involved in the weird sex we were all having. Shay, of course, had no problem handling this discrepancy, and she never missed a chance to demonstrate that whenever she spoke to Will. She enjoyed it as much as I did. My boyfriend's discomfort was delicious. 
 
    "How are things going?" she asked. "Judging by the video you sent me, it seems you have things under control over there." 
 
    "Yeah, I think so," I said. "You certainly have this husband of yours well-trained. Kane, get over here and say hi to your wife." I turned the phone in my hands, pointing it toward Kane. He stood close to the couch. As usual, he was naked. All except for the chastity device locked onto his denied cock. He hadn't worn anything else since Shay had left him in my care. After all, I liked to be reminded of the power I had over my landlord. It made me feel unbelievably sexy to be able to order this naked man around, a man I wasn't even sleeping with. A man I wasn't going to sleep with. I was starting to really enjoy the feel of the key Shay had given me hanging around my neck. It was a feeling of power like no other to know the only way this man could get what he wanted was if I chose to give it to him. But it felt so good to keep him denied. And with Will around, the awful truth was that I never needed to unlock Kane. Any time I got excited – and it happened a lot — I could just have sex with my boyfriend. Knowing I could have sexual pleasure whenever I wanted whereas Kane was brutally denied was the greatest expression of power I can imagine. Shay's plan had been pure genius. Once upon a time, I never would've imagined I would enjoy being so cruel. But the truth was, it was an unbelievable thrill. That was one of the many things she had taught me. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” I heard Shay say on the phone. 
 
    "Hi, Mistress," Kane said. His eyes moved over the screen of the phone as I held it out toward him. Looking at his wife. Longing for her. She was looking sexy. She appeared to be in a hotel room. And she was dressed to dominate.  
 
    She wore a black corset that pushed her breasts up high on her chest, making it impossible not to look at her cleavage framed by the camera pointed at her. The implication was unmissible. She was in the middle of a session with her client. And even as it thrilled me to know that, I could only imagine how it felt for Kane. To know his wife was playing with another man.  
 
    I didn't know whether she would have sex with him or not. Shay had told me that she generally didn't with her clients. Then again, she generally didn't go on holiday with them either. But whether she slept with him or not, I knew Kane would be bitterly jealous. And that would only make the tight confines of the cage locked onto his cock even more punishing. Even more delicious. 
 
      
 
    "I hope you're being a good boy for Princess Tina," Shay said in the faintly mocking voice I had gotten used to hearing from her. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," Kane said. Shay laughed, a bright and joyful sound that bubbled up from inside her. She was far further along this road than me, of course. She was a professional, a woman who sexually dominated men for a living. And yet she still seemed to find such joy in these small reminders of her power. I felt the same. And I hoped that I always would. I hoped that the wild strangeness of what we did would never fade or grow old. I hoped it would always stay this thrilling to be in charge. Shay gave me hope that it would. 
 
    "That's good," Shay giggled. "It must be really hard on you, knowing she's having sex with her boyfriend all the time and doesn't need your worthless cock. But at least you get to clean up afterward. That's all you're good for, isn't it? Watching pretty girls have orgasms and cleaning up the mess." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay." It cost Kane to agree with what his wife was saying. I could see that. But he didn't have it in him to defy her. Her power was just too complete for that. Smiling, I turned the camera back to myself. 
 
    "Seems like you're really getting the hang of ordering him around," Shay grinned. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “It’s pretty easy. You have him so well-trained. He doesn’t put up a fight at all.” 
 
    "I hope not," Shay said. She was still smiling, but even through the phone, I saw the devious flash in her pretty hazel eyes as she spoke. "He knows better than that. He knows his place is to serve women in any way we see fit. You never know, Will. If you don't do right by your girlfriend, you might end up just like him someday." She laughed as she spoke, and as I glanced across at my boyfriend, I couldn't keep myself from laughing either. Will's face was a picture of confusion and nervousness as he stared from the phone to me and back again. That was another reason it was so much fun to keep Kane around. He was the perfect reminder of what a dominant woman could do.  
 
    I still couldn't see myself treating Will the way Shay treated her husband. Even if I was coming to understand it better with every day. Even if I was starting to see that just because she was outrageously cruel to him didn't mean she didn't love him. Quite the opposite, in fact. These games were hard on Kane, but as I was learning, they were hard on Shay too. It's hard to always be in control, to always be the driving engine behind everything you and your partner do. But she did it not only for her own amusement, but because Kane needed that from her. He needed to give up control, to lose himself in the roles they were playing. Shea had helped me understand that for myself. Because honestly, submitting to her was one of the most thrilling experiences of my life. And these days, that was saying quite a lot. Even though it had only happened a couple of times, it'd helped me understand how Kane felt when his wife dominated him. How Will felt when I dominated him. As Shay said, you can't really understand until you've done it yourself. 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry, Will," I said, patting him on his knee. "I wouldn't do that to you. Just remember who's in charge, and I won't have to lock you up." Shay howled with laughter, and I giggled too. I was joking, of course. Of course I was, I told myself. But the doubt on my boyfriend's face made the joke funnier. Even if I would never do to him what Shay had done to Kane, it was fun to let him wonder if I might. And I wondered, too, just how Will felt about it. Every now and then, he resisted me. I knew he would fight not to have his manhood locked away the way that Kane did. The only thing I didn't know was how hard he would fight. If I wanted to, would I be able to make him do even that? It was a question I had pondered before, and never settled on a definitive answer to. 
 
    "You're lucky," Shay said, looking at Will now. "If you were mine…oh, the things I'd do to you. I'd have you kissing the ground I walk on, begging for release. You and my husband. God, it's getting me excited just thinking about it." 
 
    I laughed as I watched Will. He was practically squirming on the sofa beside me. I knew he was attracted to Shay. After all, who wouldn't be? I had no doubt that hearing her talk this way was getting him excited. It was certainly having that effect on me. Letting my hand slide up his leg, I moved it between his legs and heard him gasp. Through his pants, I felt the bulge of a burgeoning erection, and my smile grew deeper. He could protest all he wanted to, but he loved being treated like this. He loved to be teased, in his own way.  
 
    And Shay had taught me another lesson. When a man is horny enough, you can get him to do just about anything. Will wasn't thrilled about having Kane around. I knew that. What man would be? But perhaps he didn't realize what a favor it was doing him. If Shay's husband hadn't been there to tease and torment and abuse, my own dominant tendencies would have had no other outlet besides my boyfriend. 
 
      
 
    "So how has your trip been?" I asked. Shay's eyes glittered as she turned them toward me. 
 
    "It's been okay," she said, her breasts bouncing in her corset as she shrugged. "It would probably be better if I didn't have this needy little bitch to take care of. But he has his uses from time to time. Bitch boy, get over here. I want to introduce you to my friends." Shay adjusted her own camera, holding it out further from herself. I felt a red blush darkening my cheeks as a man appeared in the shot. He was old, older than Shay and Kane, definitely older than me and Will. I would've guessed in his late 40s to early 50s. He was thin, his ribs showing under his skin as he moved. I could only see his upper half, but that part of him, at least, was naked. His eyes looked timid and uncertain as he stared at the camera Shay held out. 
 
    "This is Princess Tina and her boyfriend Will," Shay said, turning to her vacation slave with a smile. "Isn't she pretty?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Shay,” the slave said. “She’s very pretty.” 
 
    "She's exactly the kind of woman a bitch like you can't have," Shay grinned. "She has a handsome young boyfriend who fucks her whenever she wants. You know how young people are. They get to have sex constantly. While bitch boys like you are only worthy of being used by a superior woman. Isn't that right?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay." 
 
    "Shut the fuck up," Shay suddenly snapped. "Get your face between my legs. Now." Placing her hand on the top of his head, Shay guided him down to the floor. Without resisting, he did what she wanted. He disappeared out of the frame, but as Shay's eyelids fluttered and a sly smile spread across her face, I knew what he was doing. I could only admire Shay's self-confidence as she treated herself to sexual pleasure right there in front of us. There was no reason for any of us to have secrets from each other, of course. But still, her confidence never failed to impress me. And as she sighed in growing pleasure, I looked over at Kane. From where he stood beside the couch, he couldn't see his wife. But he could certainly hear her. That was exactly what she wanted, of course. And exactly what I wanted too. 
 
    “You’re so naughty,” I giggled. 
 
    "I know," Shay smiled, her voice catching as her slave continue to lick her pussy. "But it's so much fun. I mean, we worked so hard to train these boys. The least we deserve is a little pleasure now and then, right?" 
 
    "Of course," I said. Glancing across at my boyfriend, I could see that his eyes were fixed on the screen I held. He was watching Shay glowing with pleasure, her beautiful body responding to the oral servitude of her vacation slave. I couldn't blame them. I was having a hard time turning my eyes away myself. Like we were watching a dirty movie, except this was completely real. This was Shay, a woman we know. My landlady who lived downstairs. Somehow, that made it all so much more exciting than it would otherwise have been. 
 
    And as I sat there on the sofa watching Shay succumb to the pleasure coursing through her, I squeezed my thighs together as my own desire grew. There I was between two men, one naked and imprisoned, the other clothed and relatively free. And I had total control over them both. If I told him to, I knew, Will would drop to his knees in the living room and pleasure me. And Kane would do absolutely anything I told him to. Again, it struck me that one of the hardest parts of being a dominant woman was not controlling the men around me, but controlling myself. All kinds of naughty ideas raced through my mind. All the possibilities the situation allowed. I was going to have to respond. That much was clear. 
 
    With Shay's moans of pleasure rising in the air, I turned to Will. I smiled at him, my hands still on his upper thigh, feeling his excitement through his pants. 
 
    "Let's fuck," I said, enjoying the crude feel of the words on my tongue. Will's eyes widened as he looked at me. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    "Yes," I smiled. And Will was wise enough not to ask a second time. Quickly, he began to stand. With my free hand, I reached out and grabbed his arm, pulling him back down onto the sofa with me. 
 
    "Right here," I said. "Let him watch." For the briefest of moments, Will's eyes flickered toward Kane. I knew how reluctant Will had been to let Kane watch us having sex before. But I was starting to learn when I could push my luck. And with Shay watching, I wanted to push things. I had noticed before that there was an impulse to impress her. To show her that I was more than just some dilettante playing a silly game. I was never wilder than when Shay was there to see. I realized I wanted her to see this, too. No one had ever watched my boyfriend and I together before. But now, what I wanted more than anything was an audience. 
 
    And Will gave in. The sexual tension in the air was just too great. With Shea's moans and cries of pleasure getting increasingly louder, I could practically feel the lust vibrating in the air. By the second, Will was losing the ability to say no. All he wanted was an orgasm. And I could feel his desire in his hands as he reached for me, grabbing at my clothing, pulling it carelessly off my body. On the screen of the phone I still held, I could see Shay smiling as she watched. Another idea grabbed me. Laughing as Will pawed at me, I held out the phone toward Kane. 
 
    "Here, hold this," I ordered. "I want to watch your wife getting her pussy licked while Will fucks me. Keep it steady." 
 
    "Yes, Princess." Of course, Kane didn't argue. The word no wasn't in his vocabulary. He took the phone from me and positioned himself standing in front of the couch, holding it in both hands in front of his stomach as he pointed it at me. I watched him bowing his head, trying to catch a glimpse of what was going on on the screen he held as his wife let another man go down on her.  
 
    But I couldn't concentrate much on that. Now that my hands were free, I was grabbing at Will's clothing just as eagerly as he was grabbing at mine. There on the living room sofa, we stripped each other, our clothes falling like snow in a gathering pile on the floor below us. Naked, I lay back on the sofa, and Will climbed on top of me. I raised my legs, and he hooked his arms under them, spreading my thighs apart. His cock was rock hard and warm as he held it against me, the fat head pushing apart my already wet lips. I moaned in pleasure as he entered me, feeling him roughly filling me, charging inside me as a testament to the wild desire I had evoked in him. 
 
      
 
    And from the screen her husband held, Shay watched it all. Tiny and remote, she was nonetheless an unignorable presence in the room with us. Over the long distance between us, our eyes met. Both of us flushed with pleasure. Both of us drunk with lust and savoring the wild power desire gave us. We didn't need to say a thing. In Shay's expression of sadistic pleasure, I saw a reflection of everything I was feeling. It felt good to be in charge. It felt good to be a woman, able to get away with these outrageous pleasures. And in some way I hadn't expected but was delighted to find, it felt good to be seen. Both Shay and Kane were watching, and Will seemed to have forgotten his inhibitions as his desire took over. In no time at all, Will was pounding me, thrusting his hard cock wildly in and out of my streaming pussy. 
 
    I held nothing back. Throwing back my head, I screamed at the ceiling. I heard an answering shriek of pleasure coming from the phone Kane held in his shaking hands. The more Shay and I enjoyed ourselves, the greater the torture for poor Kane. And that made the pleasure we were both undoubtedly feeling even sweeter.  
 
    I could hardly believe how good it felt to be such a bitch. But that was what I had become. Thanks to Shay's mentorship, I was a demanding dominatrix who took kinky pleasure in making men suffer for my amusement. It felt utterly fantastic. 
 
      
 
    My toes curled as an orgasm swelled inside me. Above me, I heard Will grunt as my pussy tightened around his cock, squeezing it as though it never wanted to let go. As I thrashed on the cushions, my body overcome with a bright burning pleasure that tore through my insides, I felt again like an absolute goddess.  
 
    And even as my pleasure peaked and slowly subsided, Will kept pounding me. On the screen Kane pointed at us, I could see Shay thrashing in bliss. Clearly, her vacation slave knew just how to please his mistress. Then again, knowing Shay, I was hardly surprised. She wasn't shy about making sure men knew exactly how to please her. I remembered her words, about what she would do with Will if given the chance. My pussy spasmed again. Even in the afterglow of orgasm, my desire was still powerful, an invisible force within me that pushed me onward to ever greater heights of pleasure. Will's cock was as hard as steel as he thrust it in and out of me, and every movement of his body seemed to add more fuel to the fire of need raging inside me. Soon, I was scaling that mountain again, the tension building inside my body toward a release that I desperately longed for. 
 
      
 
    Raising my eyes from the screen that showed Shay's gorgeous body, I looked up at Kane. He was watching me, his mouth hanging slackly open, his blue eyes wide and round with shock and frustration as he watched me. Nothing about the scene was fake. I thrashed and moaned underneath my boyfriend on the sofa because my pleasure was rising to a  near-unbearable peak. Still, I wanted Kane to see. It thrilled me that he was watching what he couldn't have, what he so clearly wanted. I remembered what Shay told me, how she had caught him looking at me sunbathing in my bikini and had his cock locked away for such disloyalty. It was because of me that he was in this predicament. With every thrust of Will's cock inside me, I felt the key to Kane's chastity device bouncing on my chest. The feeling of power was unbelievable. Will held my legs hooked over his shoulders as I thrashed and screamed, and another, far more powerful orgasm tore through me. The living room rang to my screams of pleasure, drowning out even Shay's loud moans and cries. 
 
    Maybe it was the audience. Some desire to impress Shay or to prove himself to Kane. But as I lay back on the sofa, ravished and overcome, I couldn't remember a time when Will had fucked me like that. He was like a machine. I had never had any cause to complain about his stamina, but this was on another level. I knew this wild scene was exciting him as much as it was exciting me, and yet somehow, he held back from orgasm as he continued to fuck me tirelessly. Before long, I was a trembling ball of pleasure and exhaustion, lying shivering beneath him and letting him do whatever he wanted with me. His cock plunged in and out of me with the tireless regularity of a robot, and I trembled and shuddered at the sensations of bliss he was giving me. 
 
    I lost count of my orgasms. After the second, they came thick and fast, one following hard upon another. I didn't care what a mess we were making of the couch. I didn't care how I sounded as I gasped for air and tried to scream in breathless pleasure. My landlady and her husband were watching as Will put on the sexual performance of his life. He reduced me to a wreck, a trembling and spasming ball of lust. 
 
    Through the haze of pleasure that enveloped me, I could hear Shay's voice, spurring him on. 
 
    "Fuck her, Will!" Shay cried. "Show her why she keeps you around. Fuck her the way I fucked her that time when you were tied up in my basement and forced to watch." My pussy spasmed at the memory, and above me, I heard Will groan. Deviant pleasure rolled over me in a great wave as I remembered the things Shay had done to me, the things she had made me say when she had me bent over the cage her husband was locked in. With that image floating in my mind, I came again, my tired pussy ejecting a hot flood of juices around Wills invading cock as he continued to fuck me. 
 
    And maybe it was the words Shay said or the memory of what we had done. Maybe it was just the pressure of his own pleasure. But finally, Will gave in at last. I cried out as I felt his cock swell inside me, hotter and harder than ever before. I knew what was coming, and I shrieked in pleasure as I welcomed it. Will shuddered and gasped above me as his long-delayed orgasm finally arrived. With a loud sigh, he collapsed on top of me, his cock still pumping away, squirting his cum deep inside my pleasure-saturated body. I lay gasping beneath them, savoring the rolling waves of my own pleasure while he panted against my neck. 
 
    At a sound from the phone Kane was still holding, I opened my eyes and raised my head. She was smiling at me. Her breasts jiggled and bounced in the corset as she applauded. I couldn't tell if her slave was still between her legs, or if he had been dismissed. Wrapped up in my own pleasure, I hadn't been able to pay much attention to hers. 
 
    "Wonderful," Shay said with a smile. "You look beautiful. There's nothing more beautiful than a woman who's finally been properly fucked. Now, tell me something, Tina. Who fucked you better? Young Will put on quite the performance there, and I know my husband must be very jealous watching. But is your boyfriend better at fucking you than I am?" 
 
    Will raised his face from my neck. Climbing off me, he lay beside me on the couch, his naked body glistening with sweat. I looked at him, seeing the tension in his face as he waited for my answer. I looked at Kane, a silent witness standing over us, watching the whole wild scene and unable to do anything about it. I looked at Shay, smiling at me from the screen of the phone her husband held, waiting for my answer. As tiny and far away as she looked, I could still see the way her eyes glittered. I knew what she wanted me to say. And for a moment, I wondered who I should be trying to please. After all, Will had never fucked me like that before. Clearly, this wild situation was bringing something out in him. Something I wanted to nurture. And maybe that was why I did what I did. 
 
    "No," I said at last, breathing out a long sigh as I faced the phone. "You're better, Mistress Sh 
 
    ay." 
 
    Shay howled with laughter. Beside me, Will sighed. I almost felt sorry for him. After all, he had given me everything he had. And I had just told him it wasn't enough. But that, I knew, was all part of the relationship we had now. Nothing Kane could possibly do would ever impress his wife. At least, that was what she wanted him to think. I felt the same way as I turned to my boyfriend. Ignoring the dull ache of cramp in my leg, I stretched out and pointed one foot toward him. 
 
    "Now kiss my foot and promise me you'll do better next time," I said in my best dominatrix voice. Will looked at me uncertainly. And as he reached out and took my foot in his hand, I heard Shay howl with triumphant laughter once again. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
        
            
                
            
        

    
   
    Tina’s Boys 
 
      
 
      
 
    I'm not a machine. I'm only flesh and blood. And for all that desire is a powerful drug, the body has its limits. After our exertions on the living room sofa, I needed to recover. So, for that matter, did Will.  
 
    And I'll admit that after we got off the phone with Shay, I felt a little sheepish. I always did after we pushed things to a new level. There's always that doubt of whether you've gone too far. I had never had anyone watch me have sex before. I had never wanted to. But even though it wasn't the first time Shay and Kane had seen me in the throes of orgasm, it was still a new enough experience to feel strange. 
 
      
 
    So after I got off the phone with Shay, I had Kane bring Will and I something to drink. I went to the bathroom to clean myself up, and when I returned, Will had got dressed again. Not comfortable sitting naked near another naked man, I assumed. I couldn't blame him for that. My own sexuality had turned out to be far more fluid than I used to think, but I know that men are different about that stuff. Besides, Kane was no Shay. Shay was sexy enough to turn anyone gay. I had always considered myself straight, and I still did. I wasn't interested in other women. Shay was the sole exception to that rule. 
 
    Flopping back onto the sofa beside my boyfriend, I leaned over and kissed him. The last thing I wanted was for things to be awkward between us. He returned my kiss tentatively, still feeling strange about having Kane watching us. But what's done is done. We were never going to be able to put that genie back in the bottle. And even as I thought about that, I felt a faint little light burning in the pit of my stomach. It was still exciting. As sore as I was from the pounding Will had given me, thinking back over what we had done was a sure-fire way to get me thinking about other things we could do. 
 
    But we needed to rest. And so I snuggled up beside my boyfriend on the sofa and turned on the TV. Unneeded for the moment, Kane was dismissed. He sat on the floor next to the couch, under strict orders to keep quiet unless I decided I needed him for something else. As some mediocre film played on the TV, it was almost possible to imagine that this was just a normal evening. As long as I didn't look over to where Kane sat on the floor like a pet, I could imagine it was just another cozy night in with my boyfriend. 
 
    But I couldn't forget what had happened. I didn't want to. I certainly couldn't ignore the possibilities that still presented themselves. After all, there I was with two horny men in my control. They both wanted me. I knew that. And no film on earth was going to distract me from that fact. 
 
    As the movie played, I found myself in a text conversation with Shay. Wherever she was, enjoying the service of a sexual slave who was paying her to dominate him on vacation, she was still finding time to advise me. My own wild ideas were nothing compared to hers. And thinking about her, tormenting some hapless man with her body and her beauty and making him serve her hand and foot, only served to get me even more excited. Before the film was even halfway over, I was already brimming over with lust once again. And as tired as I was, as much as part of me just wanted to rest and take it easy, I knew that I only had a limited amount of nights like this. Nights when Shay was away and I was in charge of the entire household. Nights when I would have two men at my mercy and no other woman to share them with. As Shay herself was quick to point out, you can't pass up an opportunity like that. 
 
    "Where are you going?" Will sat up as I stood on the sofa beside him, disentangling his arms from around me. I smiled as I stood, trying not to let my devious thoughts show on my face. 
 
    "Shay just asked me to check on something downstairs," I said. "Keep watching. I'll just be a minute." As I turned, I could feel two pairs of male eyes watching me. Kane and Will were both waiting on my every move. A familiar tremor raced through me as I headed down the stairs to Shay's apartment. 
 
    She had told me where to find what I needed. And everything was where she said it would be. My hands shook slightly as I loaded toys into a bag. Even after everything we had done together, it was still hard to believe what I was about to attempt. The thought of Shay spurred me on. I couldn't lose my nerve. I wanted her to respect me as a dominant woman, and that meant proving to her that I could push boundaries. My own as well as those of my boyfriend. 
 
    Will watched me as I climbed back up the stairs to my own apartment. He was right to be wary. He saw the bag under my arm, and he knew the kind of things Shay kept in her apartment. He knew I was up to something. 
 
    "What have you got there?" he asked. Stopping at one end of the sofa he sat on, I smiled as I spoke. 
 
    "Some fun things," I said evasively. "Wanna head to the bedroom?" Will's eyes moved over me, as though he thought he might be able to see through me to what I had planned. He had to know it was something kinky. Something sexy. And I could almost see his lust battling with his reservations. He knew what happened when I got in this mood. Generally, it ended with him being teased or tied up or put in some other uncomfortable situation. But he also knew that it invariably ended with sex. Unlike Shay's husband, Will always got to cum eventually. I might make him earn it. I might make him beg for it. But he'd get it in the end. And so he had a powerful incentive to go along with what I was planning, even if he didn't know what it would be. 
 
    "Okay," he said guardedly, and excitement flared inside me as he rose from the sofa. Taking his hand, I led him down the hallway to the bedroom. Kane stayed where he was, sitting on the floor beside the couch and awaiting my further instructions. He could wait. After all, Kane was easy. His wife told him to obey me like he obeyed her, and so far, that was exactly what he had done. The real challenge was Will. But I knew how to get around him, too. 
 
    In the bedroom, I dropped the bag I carried on to the bed. Will frowned as he tried to peer inside. But I didn't give him the chance. Reaching out, I grabbed his face and pulled it toward mine, kissing him passionately. He responded, wrapping his arms around me, pulling my body against his. Through his pants, I could feel his cock rising once again, hardening by the second as we embraced. It was exactly what I wanted. The key to his compliance. Reaching down with one hand, I traced the shape of his manhood through the fabric of his clothing, and began to tug at his belt. Soon, we were undressing one another once again, our clothes falling to the floor just like they had in the living room. As Will shed his pants and underwear, his cock rose into the air, thickening and hardening with every beat of his heart as we held one another. He wanted me. But not enough. With a sick twist in my heart, I acknowledged that I wanted him desperate. I wanted him looking at me with the same kind of disbelief Kane did, a desperate desire that he could do nothing to assuage, forced to rely solely on my fickle mercy. I was feeling dominant again. 
 
    Abruptly, I pushed Will down onto the bed. He sat heavily, his hard cock swaying with his motions. Climbing onto the bed on top of him, I reached into the bag and retrieved a pair of handcuffs. He looked at them as I held them up in front of him, playfully moving my hips from side to side while I straddled his lap, his cock just beneath my wet pussy. 
 
    "I'm feeling bossy right now," I said. "I've decided you need to serve me. I think I want to tie you to the bed and teach you a lesson. Go on, lie back. Let me put you in your place." Placing one hand on his shoulder, I pushed Will down. He didn't resist. To my delight, he squirmed underneath me, moving up the bed as I crawled on top of him. I took his wrists in my hands and pushed them back toward the headboard, cuffing them through the bars so that he was locked in place.  
 
    He didn't fight me. Will had his doubts and misgivings about what was going to happen. But deep down, he loved this. Maybe he wasn't ready for the same extremes that Kane was. But the impulse was no different. He loved it when I did this, when I used him as an object of my pleasure and gave him no choice in what was going to happen. He loved my selfishness, my sadistic delight, just as Kane loved the same thing in Shay. And once Will was tied down to the bed, I reveled in the feeling of power I felt as I kneeled on top of him. 
 
      
 
    "Now I have two boys to serve me," I grinned at him. "Two cocks to play with. Which is good. A girl can never have enough." 
 
    “You’re not serious, are you?” Will asked. His handsome face was a picture of desire and doubt as he stared up at me. Brushing my hair back from my face, I leaned forward and kissed him again before answering. 
 
    "You'll just have to wait and see, won't you?" I teased. "That's the beauty of being a dominant woman. We get to do whatever we like, with whoever we like. I mean, look at Shay. Don't tell me she didn't look fucking hot having her pussy licked while her husband couldn't do a thing about it. You have to admit, the woman has good ideas." 
 
    Will said nothing. His chest rose and fell as he breathed steadily. I reached down and took his straining shaft in my hand, sliding my hand up and down and making him groan with desire. When he was this turned on, I could get away with anything. We both knew that. 
 
    Releasing Will's cock, I moved on the bed above him. Feeling his eyes following my every movement, I crawled toward the side of the mattress and stood. Naked but for the chain around my neck that held Kane's key, I let him watch me, staring helplessly at me with desire in his eyes. Then I turned my head toward the open door. 
 
    "Kane! Get in here!" On the bed, Will groaned. That only made me more sure of what I was doing. And in an instant, Kane appeared, his locked cock bouncing between his legs with every step as he hurried to answer my call. 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina," he said as he appeared in the doorway. Leaving him waiting there for a moment, I turned toward my closet. At the back, my black latex catsuit was dimly shining. Lifting it out, I laid it on the bed. Both men watched as I moved to my special drawer. Producing a bottle of lubricant, I handed it to Kane. His lips trembled faintly as he looked at me. I smiled at him, trying to suppress my own doubts and hesitation beneath the veneer of a confident and dominant mistress. 
 
    “Lube me up,” I ordered. “Don’t miss a spot. Get me ready to play with you both.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Tina,” Kane meekly said. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Will groaned on the bed. I laughed out loud as his handcuffs rattled against the headboard. 
 
    "That's right, babe," I giggled at my boyfriend. "You're just going to have to lie there and watch while Kane touches me. But don't worry. His cock is still locked away. For now, at least." I laughed again as Will groaned, obviously tormented by what I was saying. And Kane, practiced at the task, rubbed lube between his palms before applying it to my body. I remembered how he had done the same in the store where we bought the outfit. But this was so much sexier. Having my boyfriend watch the whole outrageous display had my pussy tingling with delight. 
 
    My shoulders and upper arms were shining as Kane's hands moved down toward my breasts. The lubricant slid easily over my skin, and I shivered with delight as his fingers brushed over my puckered nipples. Wordlessly, I watched him do his job. Soon, my boobs were shining as though oiled, and still Kane kept touching them. Caressing them. He could barely meet my gaze as I stared up into his eyes. I could feel the desire flowing through him. And the key to everything he wanted hovered in front of him, hanging from the chain around my neck.  
 
    Once again, I was struck by the fact that he could overpower me if he wanted to. He could rip the key from around my neck and unlock himself. Tied to the bed, Will wouldn't be able to help me. I would be defenseless. I wondered if the same kinds of thoughts were occurring to Kane. I had no doubt that they were. And yet, as his hands reluctantly left my boobs and slid down over my stomach, we both knew he wouldn't do it. He wouldn't risk it. Ultimately, this game of frustration and denial was what he wanted. As hard as it was for him to endure, he knew the consequences of disobedience were so much worse.  
 
    And so he did as he was told, his wife's seemingly limitless power transferred to me as he moved his hand steadily downwards. They slid easily over my hips, anointing me with more of the lubricant. And I smiled. Over Kane's shoulder, I watched Will's reaction as Kane's big hand strayed inexorably between my legs. I gasped softly as his palm cupped my bare pussy, rubbing the lubricant even there. The slick feeling of his fingers between my legs was incredible, and I didn't try to resist the impulse to thrust my hips forward and feel his touch more strongly. Will's eyes were fixed on me, barely able to believe what he was seeing and completely unwilling to look away. 
 
      
 
    I knew what I wanted to do. I could see it shining in Wills frightened eyes as he watched me. For once, it wasn't a sadistic desire to push the boundaries of what was acceptable that motivated me. It was just my own desperate lust. The situation I had created was too exciting. Reaching forward, I hooked my hands over Kane's shoulders. I was looking at Will as I spoke to Kane. 
 
    "Make me cum, Kane," I said. 
 
    "Of course, Princess Tina." The gratitude in his voice made me smile. Thickly lubricated, Kane's fingers slid between my wet lips. I moaned as I felt my pussy tighten around them. Kane slid two fingers in and out of me, and over on the bed, Will groaned and thrashed in total frustration. My eyelids fluttered. I wanted to maintain eye contact. I wanted to watch Will's face change as he watched me cum with another man's fingers inside me. And as my passion swelled, I could feel it coming. The kinky situation was driving me wild with suppressed lust, and all I wanted was release. 
 
    Soon, it came. Still holding Kane's shoulders, I finally closed my eyes as I surrendered myself to pleasure. Waves of bliss swelled through my body as my orgasm arrived, my pussy trembling around Shay's husband's fingers. The spasm passed, and I reached down and pushed on Kane's wrist. He withdrew, and I smiled up at him. 
 
    “Good job,” I said. “Now finish dressing me.” 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." Kane did his best to hide his frustration as he returned to his task. Dropping to his knees, he began to rub lubricant over my legs and feet. I smiled at Will over his head, enjoying the feeling of my boyfriend watching me. Then, Kane helped me put the clinging latex suit on. 
 
    It wasn't an easy process, nor a fast one. And every time Kane touched me, I felt a little spark of desire. A little sadistic thrill at the thought that Will had to watch all this. But finally, the clinging black latex slid over my body, gripping and squeezing my skin in the way I loved so much. Once I was zipped up inside it, Kane kneeled and put my boots on for me. If I hadn't felt enough like a dominant queen before that moment, I certainly did now. The suit never failed me in that regard. 
 
    "Get on the bed," I ordered Kane, pointing to the mattress. "Lie down next to my boyfriend." 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina." The bed sank under Kane's weight as he did as he was told. Will grimaced as another naked man lay down beside him. But his erection never failed. He might be confused and reluctant, but he was still turned on. Very much so. 
 
    Reaching into the bag that still lay on the bed between them, I produced another pair of handcuffs. Kane put up even less resistance than Will had as I locked his wrists to the headboard of my bed. Once he was secured, I moved back around to the bottom of the bed. My hands on my hips, I looked at them both. Surveying my new kingdom. Two men chained naked to my bed, one with his cock locked away, the other with his erection visible and ready for use. It felt incredible. As much fun as it was dominating Kane and Will singly, having this control over them both at the same time was intoxicating. The latex suit I wore groaned as I reached for my phone and took a picture. 
 
    "Shay's going to love seeing you two like this," I giggled. Then, setting the phone aside, I swept my hair back from my face and tied it behind my head. Next, I reached into the bag and grabbed more of Shay's toys. Toys that Kane probably knew well, even if Will didn't. And as I climbed onto the bed with the devices in my hands, I felt both men looking at me fearfully. 
 
    "Your worthless cocks just aren't enough," I grinned, barely able to believe the words coming out of my mouth. "A woman like me needs more. So, open your mouths, boys. I'm going to turn you both into my sex toys." 
 
    I started with Will, knowing he was the most likely to object. The fat dildo looked like a weapon in my hand as I held it over his face. He stared up at me in disbelief. I grinned down at him, holding it in my hand. 
 
    "Come on babe, open up," I said. "You know you want to see me riding this thing. Besides, unlike the real thing, this one won't ever get soft. That's what I want. Come on, be a good boy. Do as you're told." 
 
    For a brief moment longer, it seemed like Will might resist. But then, he opened his mouth. All but squealing in delight, I slid one end of the dildo gag between his lips and tightened the straps around his head. He looked at me over the fat phallus projecting from his face, silenced now and reduced to an object to serve me. Grinning, I turned toward Kane. 
 
    Kane stared up at the ceiling, his mouth already open, not needing any further instruction from me. Picking up another dildo gag, I put it in his mouth and tied it around his face. Then, returning to the bag once again, I found the strap-on cock Shay had told me to use. Cooperatively, Kane raised his hips from the mattress to let me wrap the straps around his waist, buckling it in place so that the toy projected from his lower stomach just above his caged member. Kneeling up on the bed between them, I grinned at them both as I surveyed my territory. Four cocks now rose from the bad, only one of them real. But they were all available for my use. 
 
    "Okay, boys," I said. "Now you are just toys for me to use. And I'm going to keep you here for as long as I like. Like Shay says, you only exist for my pleasure. So lie there and take it like good little bitches." 
 
    It was almost as though I was possessed. Once again, I had the strange feeling of some wild and dominant spirit moving through me whenever I put the suit on. As though it changed me into a different person. But it was a person I very much wanted to be. And turning to face my boyfriend again, I reached between my legs and undid the zipper that exposed my dripping pussy. I could barely believe my own wetness inside the suit as I moved toward him.  
 
    Swinging a leg over his head, I turned. I heard Will groan against the gag that muted him as I spread my pussy apart with my fingers, feeling the fat head of the dildo pressing against me as I lowered myself down. Groaning in pleasure, I impaled myself on the toy that rose from his face, feeling it slide deeper and deeper inside me until finally my dripping pussy engulfed it all. My ass covered his face, and I could feel his skin against my own through the thin latex that was all that separated us. Sprawled on top of his face, my hands on his stomach, his real cock rising up in front of me, I felt a feeling of power unlike any other.  
 
      
 
    Kane was watching. On the bed beside us, there was nothing else he could do. Bound and gagged and locked in his chastity cage, he was completely helpless to do anything except watch and listen. And my pussy spasmed around the shaft of the dildo gag Will was wearing. With a long moan, I began to move up and down, sliding my pussy over the toy inside it. I could feel Will's hot breath against my skin as I rode the toy, my hot juices dripping over his face as I tormented him with a close-up view of my body being penetrated. I leaned forward and took his cock in my hand. I heard Will groan against the gag again. And as I moved on top of him, my latex catsuit shining in the light, my tall boots creaking and groaning with every move, my boyfriend's desperate cock hot and hard in my hand, I felt again like a total goddess. 
 
    Overcome with desire, I leaned forward. I had Will groan again as I wrapped my lips around his cock. My own breath was growing short as my pleasure bloomed inside me. I rocked up and down on the dildo more frantically. I matched the movements of my mouth to my strokes, sucking Will's cock while I fucked myself with the toy. And before long, the pleasure of the moment overcame me. My body convulsed, and I arched my back, lifting my head from my boyfriend's cock to scream my pleasure into the tense air of the bedroom. Hot juices flowed out of my streaming slit, pouring all over my boyfriend's helpless face. I could feel him trembling underneath me, his body like a plucked string of some instrument that played the music of desire. 
 
    Carefully, I climbed off him. The dildo gag projecting from his face was shining with a black luster to match that of my latex catsuit as I moved. Will's face was shining with the residue of my orgasm, and my pussy pulsed as I smiled down at him. What better demonstration could there be of my selfish power? 
 
    "You look so funny," I giggled, and was gratified to see a faint red flush on my boyfriend's cheeks. "You don't get to cum yet, Will," I said. And turning to Kane, my smile grew even wider. "You don't get to cum at all," I added. Reaching for the chain around my neck, I lifted it slightly, letting the key to Kane's cage dangle in front of his hungry eyes. "You just get to serve like the sex toy you are. But it's not all bad. I'm going to let you watch me cum too." 
 
    Turning, I climbed up the bed and straddled Kane's face. This time, I sat facing the headboard, my knees on either side of his head. I could feel his eyes watching my every move as I guided his dildo gag between my dripping lips. I threw back my head in ecstasy and howled my bliss at the ceiling as I felt the toy fill me. Slowly, I began to slide up and down on it, tormenting Shay's husband in the same way I had tormented my boyfriend moments earlier. 
 
    Still riding the dildo that rose from Kane's face, I leaned over my boyfriend. The key to Kane's chastity hung from my neck as I supported myself on my arms. Opening my mouth, I lowered myself down onto the dildo gag. I didn't care that I could taste my own cum on its silicon shaft. Will watched me, going cross-eyed as my face sank lower and lower and I took more and more of the fake cock into my mouth. Tightening my lips around it, I sucked it just the way I had been sucking his moments earlier. Will groaned, and underneath me, muffled by my thighs, Kane groaned too. I was driving two submissive men absolutely crazy. And it felt just as fantastic as Shay had promised me it would. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
        
            
                
            
        

    
   
    Tina’s Mistress Returns 
 
      
 
    It was a long night. And I mean that in the best possible way. Not long in the sense that time dragged, or that I wanted it to be over. Far from it. No, what made the night seem so long was that it was so full of incident. 
 
    Strange to think that earlier that day, I had already felt fully satisfied. I could have left things as they were in the living room, after Will had given me some of the best sex of our relationship. That was enough and more than enough by itself. And maybe some earlier iteration of me would have left it there. Then again, that earlier iteration would never have done any of this. She would never have let her landlord watch her boyfriend fuck her, for instance. She would never have known the strange and kinky delights I was experiencing now. And she would've been poorer for it. 
 
    The point was, I didn't leave it there. I kept pushing. And the lustful looks the two men were giving me only encouraged me to keep going. That, and the skintight latex suit I was wearing. As always, it seemed to encourage me in my wild ideas, seemed to create a different persona that was far more comfortable with these wild situations than the old me would have been. When I put the suit on, the strangest ideas suddenly became possible. Dressed as I was, I felt like no one could say no to me. 
 
    And certainly, that was true of Will and Kane. 
 
    Four cocks waited for me in the bedroom, ready to be used. And I used them all. I rode Kane's face and the strap-on that rose from his hips. I rode Will's face and his actual cock. I felt Kane watching as I let Will cum inside me, his orgasm exploding with the power and pressure of a man who has been long denied. Yet I still wasn't done. Every time I thought I might be, every episode of post-orgasmic fatigue that convinced me I should end the night there soon evaporated. All I had to do was retreat from the bedroom for a little while, get a glass of water and take a rest. And soon, those wild ideas would start bubbling in my mind again. After all, I was completely in control. The men were completely at my mercy. I felt so sexy in my kinky costume. I just couldn't help myself. The more pleasure I allowed myself, the more the two tied up men wanted me. And the more they wanted me, the more I enjoyed myself. It was an insane feedback loop of lust and desire, a kind of perpetual motion machine that kept us all brimming over with sexual desire.  
 
    I had long ago stopped counting my orgasms. But I doubted I had ever had so many in a single day. And although I took great pleasure in teasing Will, in keeping him horny and frustrated, he got to cum plenty of times too. Luckily, he recovered quickly each time and was soon ready for me to use again. Not that it would've mattered, I thought to myself at one point with a sadistic shiver of pleasure. There were plenty of other ways for me to please myself. 
 
      
 
    And of course, poor Kane got nothing. He watched me fuck Will. He watched me ride up and down on one of the two toys strapped to his helpless body. He watched the key to his chastity bouncing up and down between my boobs as I rode on top of him or Will, howling in selfish pleasure. But I had no intention of releasing him. I didn't need his cock. And the sadistic side of my nature was getting more pleasure from keeping him locked away than I would have from letting him out.  
 
    The first time I had seen the chastity device locked onto his cock, when Shay had introduced me to the kinky world the two of them lived in, I had been shocked and even a little appalled. It seemed so cruel. Like some medieval torture device. In its way, it was. But I had learned a lot since then. I had learned that this was what Kane wanted. In some ways, it was what he needed. Most importantly, I had learned just how much fun it was to keep him denied. 
 
      
 
    Having this kind of control, being dressed the way I was, all of it combined to make me feel like an absolute goddess. But even a goddess gets tired eventually. I couldn't remember a time I had ever had so much fun, but the body has its limits. After another shaking, screaming orgasm at the expense of my slaves, an even greater weariness than before washed over me. Reluctantly, I had to acknowledge that it was time to stop.  
 
    So I untied Kane from the bed and ordered him to help me take my catsuit off. Then I untied Will. As I took the dildo gag away from his mouth, he seemed on the verge of saying something. But he didn't. Maybe he couldn't. Maybe everything that had happened that night had overwhelmed him and left him unable to find the words he would need to talk about it. That was fine by me. At some point, I knew, we would have to discuss how far we had gone that night. But at the time, all I wanted was some rest. I dismissed poor Kane, sending him back down to his lonely basement, his services no longer required. Then, I curled up in my boyfriend's arms and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was excited for Shay to come back. Not that I hadn't had plenty of fun with my two slave boys. It had been one of the wildest and most exciting experiences of my life. But being in control of both Will and Kane had reminded me of something I already knew but had never experienced to quite the same level before.  
 
    Being in charge is draining. It was tiring enough dominating one man. Dominating two was exhausting. It was a crazy amount of fun, but it was also incredibly draining. So when the day arrived of Shay's return from her crazy vacation, I was glad. We had been in contact while she was away, through texting and through video chat. I still felt a tremor of delicious cruelty when I remembered making Kane watch his wife play with her vacation slave via video link. But all the videos in the world aren't quite the same thing as actually being there. I knew I would never be even a fraction as eager to see the dominant woman as her poor frustrated husband undoubtedly was. But still, when the day came that Shay was scheduled to return, I knew we were all feeling the same excitement that was vibrating inside my chest. 
 
      
 
    Will was at my place. I made sure of that. Shay and I hadn't discussed anything about her return. We had talked about whether we would do anything. But I was starting to feel there was a connection between us that didn't require everything to be said out in the open. The more comfortable I became dominating men, the more I came to understand the woman who introduced me to it.  
 
    Shay could act as cruel and heartless as she wanted, and know that her husband loved her for it. For all the torture she put him through, I knew she loved Kane. Her sexual cruelty grew out of that love, in some way I would have struggled to explain but could nevertheless see for myself. Her husband needed that from her. He needed her control, her creativity, her frequent bitchiness. There had been a time when I couldn't quite understand that, but that time was long gone. I was coming to understand it more and more with each passing day. And after being away for a week, I had a feeling that Shay would want to reestablish her dominance in the house that I had been the queen of while she was away. 
 
      
 
    So I woke up early that morning with my heart brimming over. Excitement propelled me out of bed, and I climbed into the shower before Will was even awake. As I cleaned myself, I couldn't keep my mind from racing over all the possibilities the day contained. But the truth was, with Shay, you never really knew what you were going to get. The woman was capable of almost anything, it seemed. That was what made her so exciting to be around. 
 
    When I came back to the bedroom, Will was awake. As I passed close to his side of the bed, he reached out to grab me, but I playfully evaded his grasp. I knew what he wanted. I knew what he always wanted. Even before this adventure with Shay and Kane, Will and I had had a satisfying sex life. But now, we could barely keep our hands off each other. The memories of all the kinky things we had done hovered before us both whenever we were together, propelling us to the bedroom several times a day whenever we got the chance. Not always for kinky stuff, either. As much as I loved being in control and bossing Will around, no one has the energy for that 24/7. Except possibly Shay.  
 
    But it was always there, hovering in the air between us. We both knew it. We both felt it. And it gave an extra dark thrill to our lovemaking and to any time we spent together, even if we were just watching a movie on the sofa. 
 
      
 
    “Not now,” I said with a smile. “I have to get dressed. You know what today is.” 
 
    "Yeah, I know," Will said. "The triumphant return of the amazing Shay." There was mockery in his voice. But I just smiled as I moved to the closet. Will's feelings toward Shay might be a little complicated. But he didn't fool me for a second. 
 
    "That's Mistress Shay to you," I grinned. "And you can talk shit all you want. But you know once she's here, you're just going to become the sweet, meek little boy you always are around her. Don't worry, babe. I don't blame you. You know what she does to me, too. She's just too sexy." Shedding the towel I had wrapped around me from the shower, I opened my underwear drawer and picked out a few things. I could feel Will's eyes on me, and I smiled to myself. Let him look. The greater the sexual tension, the greater the release would be. Another one of the thousand things Shay had taught me. I could still feel Will watching as I maneuvered my boobs into a push-up bra. I wanted to look my best. And I wanted Will to know that was what I was doing. It was all part of the game we were playing. 
 
    "What time does she get here?"  
 
    "Soon," I said, reaching into the closet. "And when she does, I want you to be on your best behavior. I've been bragging to her all week about how much control I had over you two slave boys. Don't embarrass me in front of her." Will said nothing. But I knew what his silence meant. He always got quiet at times like this. He got quiet when he was turned on and didn't know how to deal with it. Even after all the things that we had done together, my boyfriend was still struggling with submission. It turned him on like nothing ever had before, but he still seemed ashamed of that fact. Shay's husband Kane might have embraced what he was, but Will still had a long way to go. Of course, I reminded myself, that had its advantages too. Having well-trained Kane at my service all week had shown me how pleasurable it could be to be waited on hand and foot. But it had also reminded me of my own conflicted feelings. I wasn't at all sure I wanted that for Will. I loved to make him submit, loved to make him beg for my body and submit to my whims. But I liked the struggle in him. I liked the way it always seemed to cost him something when he submitted to me. I wasn't ready for that to change. 
 
      
 
    'What do you think of this?" Lifting a few hangers from the rod, I turned to face Will and show him the outfit I was considering. A low-cut shirt with the logo of some vintage rock band and a faux-leather miniskirt. As soon as I showed it to Will, I could see the gears turning inside his head. 
 
    "That will look hot," he said. 
 
    "Good," I smiled. "I want to look sexy for Shay." 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    "Isn't it obvious?' I said, letting a faint frown form on my face as I looked at my boyfriend. "I want her to fuck me."The look on Will's face was absolutely priceless. I couldn't keep myself from laughing. Such a potent mixture of desire and despair and frustration showed on his features. We had had passionate sex just the night before, right before we went to sleep. But it was never enough for Will. Or for me. Especially not when I teased him with my unfaithfulness while I reminded him of his own inadequacy compared to my beautiful landlady. 
 
    Lying silent in bed, Will watched me get dressed. As I zipped up the tiny skirt, I pushed my hair back away from my face and looked at him. 
 
    “Come on, get up,” I said. “Get dressed. She’ll be here soon, and I don’t want her finding you in bed.” Will muttered something as he rolled toward the side of the mattress. “What was that?” I said sharply. 
 
    “Nothing,” Will said. 
 
    "That's what I thought." Turning, I headed out of the bedroom, leaving Will to get ready. In the bathroom, I applied my makeup. That same excitement was only growing, buzzing away furiously inside me as I prepared myself. The things I had said were not simply to tease Will, although I was happy they had that effect. I did want to look good for Shay. I hadn't forgotten the way she made me feel when she bent me over the cage her husband was locked in and gave me the fuck of my life. After a long trip, I didn't imagine she would do anything similar. Then again, you never know. Just the thought of it, just the thought that I was trying to look sexy for another woman, made me tremble with outraged desire. Quite the experience for a straight girl. 
 
    Once I was ready, I headed to the living room. I sat down on the couch, and Will soon joined me. He was still wearing the same clothes he had worn the night before, the only clothes he had to wear at my place. Maybe soon, we would have to fix that, I thought to myself. Maybe it was time that Will started keeping some of his belongings here. A big step in any young person's relationship. But he was spending more and more time here. In fact, ever since it all started with Shay and Kane, we almost never went to Will's place. Why would we? Things were far too exciting here.  
 
    While we waited, I turned on the TV. But neither of us were watching it. Not really. Will was watching me, his eyes drifting toward me over and over again. His body was even leaning toward me where he sat, whether he noticed it or not. I could feel him looking at me, and I practically blushed with the force of his gaze. It didn't take a genius to know what Will was thinking about. He wanted to fuck me. And a huge part of me wanted the same. It was only the thought of Shay that made me held out, that kept me from giving in to desire for my boyfriend. After all, I could have sex with Will any time. 
 
      
 
     Finally, I heard a noise outside. A car door closed. There were footsteps coming up the path in the backyard. Will and I both looked at each other. Shay was back. And as the back door of the house opened, I resisted the urge to go and see her right away. It never pays to be too needy. Besides, I expected she would want to see her husband first. 
 
    But Shay surprised me again. In the small passageway at the back of the house our two units shared, I heard her voice ring out. 
 
    "Honey, I'm home!" she yelled with a raucous laugh. "Kane, get up here." My stomach did a series of tight flips as I heard Shay's footsteps on the stairs. She knocked on the door of my unit. 
 
    “Tina, are you in there?” 
 
    "Yeah, come in," I called, grinning at Will. The door opened, and Shay stepped inside. 
 
    She was wearing a navy blue dress that flattered her figure, complemented by a pair of strappy high heels. Not the kind of thing I would've worn on a plane, but I reminded myself that Shay had traveled with a client. A client who wanted her just as badly as the rest of us did. A client willing to pay for her to treat him like a slave. The woman was incredible. As much as I thought about her when she wasn't around, nothing compared to actually being in her presence. It wasn't just her looks, though that was definitely part of it. It was her total confidence that was so sexy. She bossed us all around as though it never occurred to her to do anything else. As though it was as natural as breathing. And we all let her do it because we wanted her that much. 
 
    "Did you miss me?" she grinned. 
 
    "Of course," I smiled back at her. Just then, Kane appeared in the door to my unit. By now, it almost felt strange to see him fully dressed. I had gotten used to him wandering around the house wearing nothing but his chastity device as a reminder of the power I held. But now, he was dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, a familiar look of doubt on his face as he appeared behind her. Shay turned, and with a jubilant cry, wrapped her arms around her husband. They kissed as they embraced. Just like any regular couple who hadn't seen each other in a while. When their lips finally parted, Shay's eyes were shining. 
 
    “It’s so good to see you, honey,” she said. 
 
    "You too, Mistress Shay." Shay grinned openly at the use of her title, as well she might. 
 
    "Well, show me then," she said. Shifting her position, she put one foot in front of her. Folding her arms across her chest, she waited. Kane gave only the briefest of glances in my direction before giving in. Sinking down to his knees on the floor, he humbly kissed his wife's foot while she beamed happily above him. 
 
    "That's better," Shay smiled. Leaving her husband kneeling on the floor, she turned back to me. Her high heels echoed with every footstep as she walked toward the sofa. I stood, and we hugged. The feel of her soft warm body against my own only tightened the knot of desire in my guts. 
 
    “I hope my husband was a good boy for you,” she said. I grinned again before speaking. 
 
    “He was okay, I guess,” I said. Shay giggled. Relaxing her embrace, she looked me up and down. Her eyes lit up as she saw the key to her husband’s chastity still hanging from around my neck. 
 
    "You look amazing," she said. "Did you let my husband cum even once?" 
 
    "Nope," I said, to a bright peal of laughter from Shay. "I didn't see any need to, with my boyfriend here." 
 
    "You're so mean," Shay chuckled. "That must've driven him crazy. But you're probably right. Sometimes, the most fun you can have with a cock is to not do anything with it. Especially when you have another one you can use." Another shiver of lust raced through me as Shay turned away from me and toward Will. A faint gasp of surprise escaped my lips as she suddenly raised one foot from the floor and stamped it down on the sofa cushion right between Will's legs. He jumped, and Shay smiled as the toe of her shoe traced the shape of his cock through his jeans. 
 
    "How about you, young man?" Shay said, looking down at my boyfriend with her hands on her hips and a sly smile on her face. "How did you like serving your girlfriend while I was away?" 
 
    "I liked it," Will said in a strangled voice before meekly adding, "Mistress Shay." I exchanged a meaningful look with my boyfriend as he spoke the words. 
 
    "I bet you did," Shay smirked. "That's what pathetic boys like you like. Tina is becoming quite the dominatrix, thanks to me. Maybe soon, she'll have your cock locked away just like I have Kane's." 
 
    "I hope not, Mistress Shay." Shay laughed loudly at Will's response, and I laughed too. 
 
    "Well, that's really not up to you, is it?" Shay said. Her eyes moved up and down Will's body as she spoke, and I saw her teeth showing as she lightly bit her lower lip. "Your cock is the property of a dominant woman now. It's there to be used for our pleasure. And after a long flight, I could use some young cock to help me loosen up. Kane, go get a pair of handcuffs." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay." As usual, Kane didn't even hesitate. Rising at once from his position on the floor, he turned and headed downstairs. Secure in her power, Shay continued smiling down at my boyfriend. The predatory look on her face thrilled me as I watched her work. I should feel jealous, I supposed, as this dominant woman toyed with Will. But I didn't. How could I, after everything that happened? All I felt was excitement. 
 
    "Since you're not using it, can I have my husband's key back?" She never took her eyes off Will as she spoke. 
 
    "Of course," I said. Unfastening the necklace I wore, I stepped toward Shay and held it out. 
 
    "Put it on me," she said, her eyes still on Will. For his part, he sat underneath her as though completely transfixed, unmoving, his wide eyes locked on her face and body, his cock swelling underneath her foot. Standing behind Shay, I gently lifted her hair off her neck and inhaled the scent of her shampoo. Putting the necklace around her neck, I fastened the clasp behind her. And at the feel of her soft skin against my hands, I couldn't resist. I leaned forward and kissed her shoulder while Will watched. Shay laughed quietly to herself. 
 
    "You don't mind if I fuck your boyfriend, do you?" She said. 
 
    "No," I murmured, feeling my cheeks burning at the shameful admission. But I didn't. That was the truth. Seeing Shay looking at Will with such a dominant and predatory look on her pretty face was doing all kinds of interesting things to me. I wanted more. 
 
    Kane reappeared in the doorway with a pair of handcuffs in his hand. Turning her face from Will at last, Shay spoke to her husband. 
 
    “Give them to Tina,” she ordered. As I took the cuffs, I knew exactly what Shay wanted. 
 
    "Would you do the honors?" Shay asked. 
 
     "Of course." I smiled as I circled around to the back of the sofa where Will stood. His head turned on his neck, trying to look at both me and Shay. Standing behind him, I leaned over the couch.  
 
    "Give me your hands, babe," I said softly. "I think you'll like what happens next." And to my delight, Will didn't resist. He let me pull his hands behind his back, and I locked them together with the handcuffs. Shay smiled triumphantly as she loomed over him. 
 
    "That's better," Shay said. Lifting her foot at last from Will's crotch, she lowered it to the floor. Her dress rose up her thighs as she reached underneath it, me and Will and Kane all watching her every move as she basked in the attention. I almost gasped again as I watched her pull down her panties, bending over to step out of them as she pulled them over her feet. Holding the underwear in her hand, she climbed onto the sofa, straddling Will. 
 
    "No more talk from you," she said sternly, pointing at my boyfriend's face. "I'm going to ride your little joystick, and you better not come without my permission. Open your mouth." Will's eyes darted to me for just a second before he complied. I groaned in surprise and delight as I watched my landlady stuff her panties into his mouth. Then, she reached down and began to unfasten his jeans. The blood roared in my ears as I watched her pull his cock out of his clothes and guide it up under her dress.  
 
    After discovering the wild delight of having her husband watch me have sex with Will, I was now seeing it from the other side. I had to admit, the two of them looked incredibly sexy together. As I stood by the sofa watching them, hearing Shay's sigh of pleasure as she impaled herself on my boyfriend's shaft, my pussy spasmed in desire. Jealousy and lust boiled inside me, an intoxicating cocktail more potent than I would ever have believed possible. Somehow, Shay always knew how to take things to another level. 
 
 
    Draping her arms over Will's shoulders, Shay sighed happily. Under her dress, her thighs bunched as she moved up and down, riding my boyfriend's cock while her husband and I watched. The woman had no shame whatsoever. That was what made her so appealing. 
 
    

  

 
        
            
                
            
        

    
   
    Tina’s New Experience 
 
      
 
    Shay's hunger was a sight to behold. After a week with a paying client, part of me expected that the last thing she would want was more kinky games. But while dominating men might be Shay's work, it was a job she thoroughly enjoyed. A job she seemed born to do. And the more pleasure she got, the more she seemed to want. As though the whole week had been one long session of foreplay, she was writing Will's cock as though her life depended on it. As though nothing ever mattered more than physical pleasure. Her movements were rapid and urgent, her thighs tight as she bounced up and down on top of him. 
 
    For his part, Will seemed as though he could barely believe his luck. He was staring at Shay as though he couldn't believe it was finally happening. After all we had put him through, he was finally getting to have sex with my landlady, even if it was completely on her terms.  
 
    And I could see the tension in his body, the ongoing war between pleasure and fear. I knew as well as he did that Shay was completely serious when she told him not to orgasm. I knew as well as he did that if he disobeyed her, she wouldn't hesitate to make him pay. But how could he not cum with this beautiful woman riding his cock the way she was? I had seen that tension in Will before, of course. I gave him similar orders myself. But now that I was standing outside of everything that was happening, I was able to study it more closely. To see it more clearly without being invested. It was an absolutely delicious sight. And it was doing something familiar to me. As Shay's cries of pleasure filled my living room, my own selfish desire ignited. Almost to my own surprise, I wanted to keep watching them. I wanted to watch another woman fuck my boyfriend. Though that didn't mean I didn't want pleasure of my own. 
 
      
 
    I had a couple of chairs at my cheap kitchen table. Walking quickly across the living room, I grabbed one and dragged it across the floor to set it up in front of the sofa. Then I sat down, my faux-leather miniskirt sliding up my thighs. With her back to me, Shay couldn't see what I was doing. But Will could. I wanted him to see. I felt again that increasingly familiar stab of sadism as I wondered what Shay would do to him if he disappointed her. Part of me wanted very much to see that. But what mattered more was my own desire. 
 
    "Kane, get over here and lick my pussy," I ordered in the most dominant voice I could muster. Howling with delight, Shay turned to look at me over her shoulder, never stopping her movements as she fucked Will. 
 
    "Yes, Princess Tina," Kane said. He had been well trained by his beautiful and dominant wife to take what he was given, both the good and the bad, with equanimity. But my desire grew as I heard a note of excitement in his voice. He wanted to do what I was ordering him to. Walking quickly across the living room, he dropped at once to his knees on the floor in front of me. I spread my legs, lifting my skirt out of the way. Will watched the sofa that creaked and groaned with the rhythmic movements of Shay's body as Kane reached up and pulled down my panties. Setting them carefully aside, he lowered his face between my legs, and I groaned in pleasure as his tongue slid over my dripping slit. 
 
    It was outrageous. Shay had been back a matter of minutes, and already, all four of us were embroiled in a new kinky adventure. Shay and I had swapped partners as though the men had no choice in the matter, as though their feelings were utterly irrelevant. But the truth was, we knew they both wanted this. Will had wanted to fuck Shay since the moment he heard about her dominant side, if not before. And Kane's desire for me was well-established. If I hadn't already known, I could feel it in the enthusiasm he showed as he ate my pussy. He was certainly skilled at it. Before long, my own cries and shrieks of pleasure were merging with Shay's as she fucked my boyfriend. Sex hung in the air of my living room like the electrical tension that proceeds a raging storm. All that mattered was pleasure, and specifically female pleasure. Will had his orders, and I was using Kane as nothing more than a sex toy to get myself off without thinking of reciprocation. 
 
    Over on the couch, Shay screamed and thrashed. Her voice caught in her throat before she let out a roar of ecstasy. With her husband's head between my legs, I watched her orgasm, watched her body shaking and trembling as she sat astride my boyfriend. It was a beautiful sight. And soon, the wildness of the situation we were in got to me. That, and Kane's well-practiced oral skills. Soon, I was gripping her husband's head, pulling his face against me as I thrust my hips forward. The rhythmic motions of his tongue and face against my pussy pushed me over the edge, and I howled and gasped like an echo of Shay's pleasure as my own orgasm overtook me. Kane drank down the hot flood of my juices, lapping them up as eagerly as he did his wife's while I came all over his face. 
 
    As I slowly relaxed from a powerful climax, Kane backed off. His lips continued to tease my sensitive sex, but he was gentler now. However, over on the sofa, nothing had changed. Shay might have had a powerful orgasm of her own, but she hadn't stopped riding my boyfriend. 
 
    "Now," she said in a breathless growl, her fingernails digging into Will's shoulders as she bounced up and down in his lap. "Now you can cum, you pathetic little bitch!" I howled with outraged laughter, and Will let out a long moan of pleasure. He threw back his head, his eyes closing, tendons showing in his neck with the strain of the pleasure he was feeling. I knew that look. I knew what it meant. And I watched Will's body stiffen as he finally surrendered to pleasure. He growled like a caged animal as his orgasm tore through him, and I heard Shay gasp as he emptied himself into her. My pussy spasmed once again against Kane's mouth as I watched my boyfriend cum inside another woman. A sight I had never never thought I would see, had never imagined I would enjoy watching. The air in the living room was so thick with desire it felt like it was dripping down the walls as Shay finally sighed in pleasure and Will slowly relaxed. 
 
    Slowly, Shay dismounted Will's body. I pushed Kane's head away from my dripping pussy as I watched her swing her leg over my boyfriend's lap and flop down on the sofa beside him. Her cheeks were flushed with pleasure, her pretty eyes sparkling as she scanned the room. For once, even Shay seemed to have difficulty believing what we had gotten into. But she didn't regret it any more than I did. Both of us were glowing with pleasure, and Will set sated beside her, his softening cock shining with their mingled juices. Only long-suffering Kane remained unsatisfied, the key to his cock still dangling around his wife's neck. I had a feeling he would stay that way for a while longer. 
 
    "Fuck, that's better," Shay sighed. "You know when you just really need a dick inside you? Like, badly." 
 
    “I do,” I said with a smile. 
 
    “Except now I have a mess to deal with. And a woman like me shouldn’t have to clean herself up. Good thing I have my cleanup boy here with me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Shay.” Kane didn’t even bother to get up. He began to crawl across the floor toward his wife, ready to debase himself in the most humiliating way imaginable. My skin prickled with excitement as I watched the display of total dominance. But Shay held up her hand, stopping her husband in his tracks. 
 
    "Not so fast, honey," she said, her burning eyes on me as she spoke. "It's your boyfriend's mess, Tina. I think maybe you should come over here and clean it up." Beside her on the sofa, Will gasped. He was looking at me with an expression of disbelief. But already, I could see his cock twitching against his leg. Already, even before his orgasm fully cooled, the idea excited him. And even as a bolt of shame ran through me, I had to acknowledge it excited me too. I had never done what Shay was proposing, never even seriously thought about it. But the woman had that effect on me. She made me do the unthinkable. She made me want to do it. She made me feel like an absolute slut who existed on the earth only to give and receive pleasure, and I wanted more of that feeling. I was addicted to it. 
 
    Plus, I could feel the eyes of both men on me. I could feel their desire crackling in the air. They wanted me to do it. Shay wanted me to do it. And in that strange submissive part of me that Shay knew so well how to bring out, I wanted to do it too. I wanted to be the center of attention like she so often was. I wanted to feel the sweet giddiness of degradation. 
 
    Rising from the chair, I moved as though I were in a dream. Everyone was watching me as I walked across the living room. Without a word, I kneeled down at Shay's feet. She spread her legs, lifting up her dress, and her pussy shone in front of me. Her trimmed pubic hair was slick with her juices and Will's, and the smell of their sex swelled around me. My pussy twitched in response. I couldn't believe what I was about to do. But Shay had never led me astray yet. Every time she pushed me to some new experience, I ended up grateful for it. And so, while my boyfriend watched, gasping in disbelief as he sat beside my mistress, I began to lick Shay's pussy. 
 
    She groaned in pleasure above me. Her hand rested on the top of my head, stroking my hair affectionately. The sensation of running my tongue over another woman's pussy was completely unique, but not, I soon realized, in any way unpleasant. Will's cum tasted familiar, but Shay's juices were exotic and fragrant and deeply exciting. Every time I ran my tongue over her exquisitely soft lips, I felt my own desire growing. And as Shay began to moan more loudly, surrendering to the pleasure I was giving her, I was feeling more and more turned on. Of course it was degrading. Of course it was humiliating. But it was absolutely intoxicating too. It was deeply erotic to be licking another woman's pussy while two men helplessly watched. Sliding my tongue in between the wet walls of Shay's pussy, I scooped out my boyfriend's cum and swallowed it down, and she moaned and purred above me, leaving the boys in no doubt as to just how much I was pleasing her. 
 
    "That's it," Shay moaned above me encouragingly. "Oh my God, you're so sexy. You're so fucking hot. Keep looking that pussy. That's a good girl." I gripped my thighs as her words washed over me. I wanted to be a good girl when it pleased Shay this much. I wanted nothing more than to please her. And even after I had licked up all of Will's orgasm, I kept on doing what she wanted. I kept licking my first pussy, desperate to make the dominant woman cum again. 
 
    Finally, I got there. I felt her sex spasm against my mouth; I noticed the way her taste changed. While Shay moaned, a hot torrent of her juices poured out from between her legs, and I gulped them down as eagerly as I had gulped down Will's cum moments earlier. Once again, I felt my skin prickling with a strange kind of humiliated desire while Shay moaned and thrashed on my sofa. Then, as her pleasure slowly subsided, she gently pushed my head away. 
 
    "That was so good," she said, smiling down at me while I gazed up at her from the floor. "It's a shame you're not a lesbian, because you'd make a good one. God, you're so pretty right now. Come on. Let's go to bed, pretty girl. I have to fuck you right now." 
 
    "Okay," I giggled, and Shay laughed at my eagerness. After all, that was what I had wanted from the moment I woke up. I stood, and Shay reached out her hand. I took it and pulled her up to her feet. She embraced me again, and we kissed. I felt her tongue invading my mouth as though she couldn't wait to taste her own sex on my lips. When she pulled her face away again, she was smiling broadly. 
 
    "Kane, get me a strap on," she ordered her husband without even looking at him. "And take your clothes off while you're at it. Panties only." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay." Obedient as ever, Kane rose to his feet and hurried downstairs. Meanwhile, Shay turned to smile down at Will. 
 
    "That's the problem with men," she said smugly. "One of the problems, anyway. They are only good for one orgasm. And then you have to wait for them to recover. But I'm not a woman who's happy to wait. Which is why I like playing with girls. Come on. Come with me. I think I want to fuck you both while my husband watches." 
 
    Laughing, I stepped past her to stand on the other side of Will. Together, we hooked our arms under his and lifted him to his feet. Turning, we led him toward the bedroom, bound and gagged, a prisoner between us. Arriving back in the doorway, stripped down and with the toy he had been sent for in his hand, Kane wordlessly followed us toward the bedroom. I turned to look at him over my shoulder and laughed out loud. Just as Shay had said, he was wearing a pair of feminine panties, his locked chastity device showing through the thin purple fabric that barely covered his rejected cock. The feeling of power never failed to excite me, and I was feeling that same deviant excitement again. Shay and I were fully in control. As always. The men we played with were nothing more than tools for our pleasure. 
 
    Reaching the bedroom, Shay and I worked together to undress Will. In a matter of seconds, he was stripped naked. Shay shoved him roughly onto the bed, and he bounced on the mattress, raising his head to watch what was going on with wide eyes. Standing at the foot of the bed, Shay snapped her fingers in her husband's direction. 
 
    "Undress me, slave," she brusquely ordered, "and put my cock on me. 
 
    " 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay." Shay's eyes flashed as her husband stepped instantly toward her. I sat down on the bed to watch. Reaching across Will's body, I wrapped my hands around his cock. I could still feel the wetness left from Shay's pussy, her juices clinging to his hot skin. And as I stroked, his cock slowly rose back to full erection. Soon, he was squirming to my touch, making a series of muffled groans against the panties that filled his mouth. 
 
    At the foot of the bed, Kane removed his wife's dress and bra. She kept her high heels on. And, of course, the necklace and the key that dangled from it. Kane kneeled at her feet, and I saw Shay close her eyes momentarily as he carefully slid the shorter end of the strap-on dildo into her pussy. Then he wrapped the straps around her hips, tightening them down so that the toy projected from her body like the real thing. My stomach convulsed as I looked at her, remembering how it had felt the last time she used the toy on me. Shay with a cock was the most beautiful thing I could imagine, and my body couldn't help but respond with rampant desire as I looked at her. 
 
    "Come here, Tina," Shay said softly. Nervously, I stepped toward her. Kane stayed kneeling at our feet as I stood in front of her and felt her hands moving over my body, undressing me. She lifted my T-shirt over my head. My skirt fell to the floor. She unhooked my bra, and as the fabric fell away from my shoulders, she caressed my breasts. I could feel the hard head of her fake cock pressing against my thigh as she touched me, and the juices of my desire ran freely down my legs. Kneeling where he was, Kane was only inches from my pussy and his wife's obscene toy. I knew enough about his situation to know he hadn't forgotten that fact for a moment. But for the time being, Shay seemed to have forgotten all about her husband. She had eyes only for me. My skin prickled wherever she looked at me, seeming to spark wherever she touched. I could barely believe how badly I wanted this woman. 
 
    "Get on the bed," Shay said. Just because she spoke more softly to me than she did to men didn't mean it wasn't an order. But there was no order she could give me that I would be happier to fulfill. I climbed onto the mattress, and Shay issued more instructions, telling me exactly where she wanted me. As I climbed over my helpless boyfriend, positioning myself on my hands and knees above his head, I saw at once what Shay had in mind. And another thrill of pleasure raced through me at the thought of what was about to happen. 
 
    Shay circled around the bed. I felt her climb onto the mattress behind me. She held my hips in her hands just as she had done down in the basement that memorable day, and once again, I felt the head of her fake cock sliding over my body. Pressing against my sensitive lips. I groaned, and Shay chuckled, her fingertips digging into my skin as she squeezed my ass. 
 
    "Watch this, Will," Shay said while my boyfriend grunted beneath me. "I know I made you watch me fuck your girlfriend before. But now you'll be getting a close-up. I want you to see just why she likes my cock better than yours. Why you'll both always be my bitches." 
 
    As she spoke, Shay slid the strap-on dildo into me. My eyes opened wide, and I gasped in pleasure at the electric feeling of the toy pushing the wet walls of my sex apart. On and on it went, the huge cock sliding inside me and filling me up with burning pleasure. Shay didn't stop until she was all the way inside me, and I groaned and gasped at the feeling of being stretched by her. Slowly, she began to slide her cock in and out of my dripping pussy, and already, I was shaking with pleasure. I moaned and howled, and even as Shay laughed, I could hear a faint note of pleasure in her voice too. The much smaller end of the dildo that was buried inside her wasn't doing what the one inside me was. But it was still giving her pleasure as she fucked me. 
 
    "That pussy's so tight," Shay said. "Just begging for me, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Shay," I gasped, squeezing my eye shut as pleasure overwhelmed me. All thoughts of shame had vanished, replaced solely by desire. Nothing mattered except that she keep fucking me. Nothing mattered except that I get the pleasure I was so desperately seeking. Now that Shay was finally inside me, I would say or do anything she wanted to get what I needed. She knew it as well as I did. 
 
    "Please fuck me, Mistress Shay," I went on, no longer even needing her prompting. "Please! Your cock feels so good inside me! Please, Mistress Shay, I need it! I need to cum, please!" 
 
    Shay's laughter behind me felt like needles pricking my skin. 
 
    "You hear that, Will?' Shay teased. "You hear what a little slut your girlfriend can be when you fuck her right? But you can't make her say things like that, can you? Of course not. Your cock just isn't adequate to turn a woman into a slut the way the mine can. Oh well. You can serve us in other ways. Just as long as you remember your place." 
 
    "Oh my God!" I cried out as Shay thrust her cock inside me more powerfully than ever. My pussy was trembling around it, and as my juices continue to flow, they lubricated the hard shaft. My arms and legs trembled as I supported my weight, my body hovering above my teased boyfriend. Still holding my hips, Shay moved faster, sliding the toy in and out of me more and more rapidly. With every thrust, my pleasure grew. My juices were streaming down the inside of my shaking thighs, and I knew Will could see everything. I knew, without needing to look at him, that his eyes were fixed on my pussy, watching it engulf Shay's conquering cock as she pounded me from behind. 
 
    "Yes! Yes!" I howled, my voice cracking with the weight of pleasure that I could feel. "Mistress, that feels so good! So much better than my boyfriend! Your cock is so much bigger than his, and you know just what I like! Please, fuck me, Mistress!" 
 
    "Okay," Shay laughed. And as she drove her toy even more rapidly into me, I screamed in ecstasy. My orgasm washed over me like a great breaking wave, turning me around, lifting me out of myself and sending me tumbling and spinning through the void. My screams of ecstasy felt almost as though they were coming from someone else as they rang out in the bedroom. For a brief and brilliant moment, I was lost in pleasure, my body nothing more than a vehicle for pure bliss. 
 
    With a howl, I fell forward, my head resting on the bed, my ass still up in the air as Shay fucked me. I felt completely overcome, once again reduced to nothing more than an object for her pleasure. And my own. Being used by her was the greatest feeling I knew, and I never wanted it to stop. Even as my climax slowly subsided to be replaced by the familiar fatigue, I wanted more. 
 
    Shay withdrew. Carefully, she slid her fat cock out of my dripping pussy. Climbing over Will, I dropped down onto the mattress. My breath was coming in short gasps, and lying on the bed beside my helpless boyfriend, I gasped and moaned and writhed in the afterglow of bliss. 
 
    Shay was done with me for now. But that didn't mean she was done. Instead, she turned her attention to Will. I could see the malice glittering in her beautiful eyes as she gazed down at my boyfriend. Reaching toward his face, she plucked her panties out of his mouth and lay them on his chest. 
 
    “There,” Shay said. “You see what happens when your girlfriend takes a real cock?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Shay.” 
 
    “Thank me. Thank me for forking your girlfriend the way she deserves to be fucked.” 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress Shay." I gasped in surprise where I lay on the bed beside him, a gasped that turned into a groan of pleasure as another faint swell of ecstasy rolled through me. Will was as conquered and overcome as I was. Once again, Shay had taken control of us all in different ways. And it felt incredible to watch her work. 
 
    "You're welcome," Shay smiled. "Now, since you've finally admitted your inadequacy, I'm going to give you a special little treat. I'm going to let you suck my cock and clean your girlfriend's cum off it. Go on. No need to be shy. Get that thing in your mouth." 
 
    Will resisted. He shook his head from side to side, but Shay grabbed a fistful of his hair, keeping him in place. His tightly closed lips shone as she ran her glistening shaft over them, leaving a trail of my juices on his skin. 
 
    "Don't fight me, boy," Shay warned. "Your girlfriend does whatever I say. If I tell her to, she'll never let you fuck her again. Besides, it's not all bad. We can help each other out." When Shay began to shift her position on the mattress, I didn't understand at once what she was talking about. But as she straddled Will's head, kneeling above him and facing his feet, her shining cock hovered in front of his face. She leaned forward, lying down on top of him, and I heard Will groan as she took his cock in her hand. He was fully erect now, horny and desperate, and all she needed to do was stroke him a little to have him moaning in pleasure. 
 
    "Go on," Shay said. "Here, I'll make it easy. Just do exactly what I'm doing. You don't even need to think about it." Sticking out her tongue, she ran it over Will's surging cock. At the foot of the bed, Kane watched, his sexy wife grinning evilly at him as she toyed with another man's member. Still, Will resisted. 
 
    "Don't you want me to carry on?" Shay said. And I groaned again as I watched my boyfriend's resistance finally break. Closing his eyes, he stuck out his tongue and ran it over the dripping toy in front of him. Shay laughed out loud in triumph as yet again, my boyfriend submitted to her will. 
 
    "That's better," she laughed. "You suck my cock, and I'll suck yours." Opening her mouth, she lowered it down around Will's cock and began to suck. He groaned in pleasure, and Kane groaned in frustration, and I groaned in disbelief as I watched the whole sordid spectacle. And then, left no choice by his burgeoning pleasure, Will did what Shay wanted. He opened his mouth and took her toy inside and began to suck. 
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