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BOOK 1


A SISSY’S SUMMER JOB

By S(issy) Joey


DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationships, Swinging, Lingerie Fetish, and Group Play, among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.

~

Checkout my other works here; in this link

.

Sign up for my weekly newsletter to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!

…


I loved my job as a part-time maintenance man, or a handyman as everyone loves to call it. I just finished high school and enrolled in night classes for economics at the local community college that doesn't start until late into the fall. Having night classes will allow me to work my part-time well-paying and above minimum-wage job during the day. I loved going from one beautiful house to another beautiful house, maintaining the lawns, cleaning and testing the pools, and wearing only shorts, a t-shirt, and flip-flops as my uniform. Austin is so nice in the early summer. Most of my customers are at work when I’m in their homes for my work, which leaves me time to mow their lawns and clean the pools and I usually take a nice dip after finishing up to cool off, obviously with their blessing. I am shy and have always been an introvert all my life. So I prefer to be by myself all day, not having to interact with people, while I am still going through what I hope is just an awkward teenage phase.

My name is Patrick; I am 5’5”, 124 pounds, with dark black hair which I always keep real short so that when I swim I just have to shake the water off without worrying about too much-wet hair. Thanks to my Latin genes, I’m blessed with natural caramel skin, brown eyes, and a smooth, almost hairless body. Like most youngsters, I am too really self-conscious about my body, thanks to the internet. I just turned 18 a few months ago, and I don't think I have yet completed my puberty. The hair on my legs only grows on my front shins. I’m only sparsely hairy in my armpits and not much more grows down there around my cock. I have small budding man breasts with large puffy areolas. My nipples are large and stick out over a quarter of an inch. I shave my cock, balls, legs, and even my underarms, just because I prefer the more even look over that intermittent sparse hair growth I have going on, especially because I spend most of my time without a shirt on while mowing in the sun and I swim a lot. However, my biggest embarrassment is my cock. My cock is about 4 and a half inches when fully hard and it is really skinny, a real pencil dick. I am hoping along with my facial and body hair, that too grows before the end of my puberty.

One particular day it was hotter than normal and the pool I was working on was enclosed in a skylit glass-enclosed room off the home's patio. There were huge picture windows and sliding doors that allowed anyone in the pool to see or enter the beautiful patio, bar, hot tub, and the Victorian garden fountain in the heart of the beautiful grounds that I’m responsible for upkeep. It is my job to make sure that all the rocks and tiles there are kept algae free along with taking care of the lawns and plants with the pool balances that are maintained perfectly so that the water is crystal clear. I was only wearing a small black Speedo and a tank top since nobody was ever home during the day.

I only met the owners once before, I had to come on a Saturday then. The wife is a drop-dead gorgeous blonde woman who should be at least 5’9” in height, with porcelain skin, slender athletic build with a nice set of rack, and legs that seem to go on forever. Her husband was about 6’5” and looked like some kind of a Greek God; shiny black hair, steel blue eyes, and thick dark body hair on his olive-toned arms and legs. They introduced themselves as Samantha and Dante, while Dante looked to be in his early 50s, Samantha must’ve been in her early 40s but looked like she was in her early 30s; both of them were very wealthy and in excellent shape for their age.

I had introduced myself and told them that I usually come to their home on Thursday’s but since I had my finals, my school schedule changed for this week only. Both of them said that they were pleased with my work, and even though I was almost done with school they hoped that I would continue on as their maintenance person. Then Dante made a point to let me know that if I had to leave the company I currently work in for any reason then I was to see him first and that he would at least offer to keep me on as a side job and would work around any schedule I may have.

Samantha showed me around the pool area and bar, she told me to always help myself to anything they had in the bar as long as I didn't drive afterward. As she said that last part she put her arm around my shoulder and pulled me in for a quick hug pressing my face to the side of her exposed breast in the tiny sleeveless top she was wearing, then laughed at how red I had gotten. I thanked them and went about my business maintaining the grounds and cleaning the pool while they drank and talked to each other.

That was in May at the end of my semester and now here it was mid-July and I had never run into either Samantha or Dante, so I felt safe wearing only my speedos. I was bent over the fountain, scrubbing the rocks down below, when I heard the pool’s sliding glass door open up. I looked up to see Samantha as she was walking out of the house. She was wearing a hot bright neon pink bikini, that was really just small patches covering her nipples, a little triangle of cloth covering her pussy lips, held up by a little string around her waist and ran down the crack of her perfect bubble ass cheeks. She was carrying a towel and a book.

'Shit, I'm only wearing my speedos,' I thought to myself as I jumped up, grabbed my shorts, and quickly bent over to pull them on.

Samantha called out to me from across the pool "Hey there Patrick, how are you doing sweetie?"

I stumbled stupidly, "Um, fine Mrs, ur um Sam… Samantha ma'am."

Samantha shot me a quick look before she started in a scolding tone, "Patrick don't you ever call me Ma'am, I'm not yet that old. My name is Samantha or Miss Sam if you wish, and for gosh sakes sweetie stop tumbling with those shorts, it's hot and you look just fine in your cute little speedo, now put those shorts back down and go about doing your business like I’m not here."

Though it came out kind of rough and intimidating, I'm sure she didn't mean it like that. I dropped my shorts right down as I was told to and quickly began to apologize for calling her ma'am, "Yes Ma'am, err… I mean Samantha, ur… uh… Miss Sam."

'Stupid, stupid, stupid' I shouted to myself inside my head, this is why I don't have girlfriends. My tongue gets tongue-tied and stupid around beautiful women, and I could feel myself quickly turn ten shades into red.

Samantha put her towel and book down on one of the lounge chairs on the patio and then walked over to the bar. "Patrick, do you want something cool to drink?" Samantha called out to me.

"Ah ya sure that would be great, thank you Ma… um Sam… Miss Sam." Shit, the stupid strikes again.

Samantha laughed at me "Hey, Patrick how about I just get you a drink and you walk over to that chair and sit down, that way you don't have to stumble on your words every time you open that pretty little mouth of yours, sweetie?"

Rather than making a bigger ass of myself, I put the scrub brush down and walked over to the lounge chair and sat down. Samantha walked over to me and handed me a drink. As I took the glass from her, it was clear that I was nervous as fuck, the drink was shaking in my hand making the ice jingle in the glass making audible sounds.

"Calm down there you little guy, I promise nobody is going to hurt you here." To add salt to the wound she said that smiling and patted me on the head like a little kid.

I was at eye level, almost, with her crotch and I could see the tiny bright pink patch of fabric covering her clit which was not hiding it, at all. Her pussy lips were sticking out from the sides of the material, which was failing in its attempt to be a bathing suit. I almost completely lost it then and there; thank heavens she pulled away and sat down with her drink in the nearby chair.

Samantha attempted to get me to open up, "So Patrick what do you do when you're not in school or at work?"

I took a quick sip thinking it was just Sprite but it had a lot of Vodka in it and I choked. Samantha laughed at me, and in a motherly tone said, "You ok there honey? Did I make it too strong for you?"

"No, um, I just wasn't expecting it to have alcohol in it. I'm good… thank you." I tried to pull off coolness by taking a large sip of this Vodka and Sprite, but already having choked my voice, it sounded like a little boy trying to act like a grown-up.

Samantha rephrased her question "Ok there stud. So what do you do when you're not here in my garden running around in a little skimpy bikini bottom?" This made me blush again, so I took a longer sip of my drink and choked a little again.

It was getting really hot now with the noon sun right atop of us and I was getting lightheaded and loosening up a bit as I answered her question, "Nothing really, just gaming and surfing the internet mostly."

Samantha reached over and grabbed my thigh, "What?! No girlfriend to keep you busy Patrick? I'm shocked, a good-looking boy like you, I thought girls would be all over you by now."

She ran her hand down my thigh to my knee, "My my, your leg is as smooth as mine here." At that last comment I jerked my leg a bit and her hand came off my knee, I was again embarrassed.

She shot me a loud firm look again, "Oh don't be like that Patrick, it's no big deal that you shave. In fact, I find it a nice change from Dante's big manly and hairy legs."

I confessed that I shaved the little hair I did have because I thought it looked stupid growing in patches on my legs, after the words left my mouth I wanted to crawl into a ball and die.

Instead, Samantha just went with it like it ain’t a big deal, "That's very sensible, and I suppose you shave your cock and balls too so that you can wear the little bikini bottoms of yours? That's why I shave my pussy too, it seems we have a few things in common don't we sweetie?"

I agreed with her as I took another gulp of my drink, "Yes Miss Sam I guess we do, thank you for not thinking I'm weird for shaving my body hair. I've never told anybody that before."

Samantha smiled at me and placed her hand back on my smooth thigh, "Oh honey you can tell Miss Sam anything you want, this is a totally safe space for you. Just relax... So Patty, why don't you date girls, afraid they will find out your little secret?" Samantha began to lightly caress my leg.

I nervously chugged the rest of my drink. Samantha was quick to get up and make me another one. As she returned with our refilled glasses, instead of returning to her lounge chair, she sat next to me in my chair, forcing me to move over a bit to let her sit. Before I could pull my knees up toward my chest, and hide my hardening cock, Samantha had already put her left hand across my legs and laid her upper body across me pinning my legs down beneath her.

I took another long swig of the Vodka and Sprite to settle my nerves. I tried a quick tug of my shirt to try and hide my hard-on; but no luck, the shirt was too damn short. Samantha lay across my legs facing me, her right hand softly continued stroking my thigh, "So you say you surf the internet, I bet you surf a lot of porn in it don't you Patrick? Remember, anything you say here stays here sweetie."

Samantha was talking in the softest and most sultry voice I have ever heard before. Her voice had me mesmerized. My mouth just opened up and I could hear myself talking and I couldn't stop myself, it felt like she had me in a trance or something with just her voice, "I surf porn, I like watching videos of people having sex while I jack off before sleep."

"Hmm ‘People’… what an interesting word to use. Do you like watching women and men fuck each other, or maybe two women getting it on with their strap-ons? Is that what gets you off Patrick? lesbian porn?" Samantha was prodding me again and I must have had a shock and a surprise expression on my face, but I didn’t say anything else. Once again, suddenly words didn’t seem to be found for me. She continued,

"No?! Then bi porn maybe? a woman getting fucked in her pussy while another man takes it up her ass?" My cock twitched at that and I could see a small smile forming on her face.

Samantha continued to tease me, "Maybe a little curious and you peaked at some gay porn, two guys fucking each other and sucking on each other's cocks, have you looked at gay porn honey?" Again, my cock twitched and I could feel a drop of pre-cum seep out through my tiny speedo.

"Oh everyone is curious Patrick, don't feel bad. Boy's like to look at men's cocks to see what they might grow up to be like one day. I'm sure you've checked out the boys in the shower after gym class haven't you?" Samantha just kept looking into my eyes and leaned her gorgeous body even closer to me.

Her body shifted and I could feel her waist pressing up against my little cock and balls. Then she took her hand and ran a long finger of hers down my face, it felt so good. I heard her voice again in that same low and sultry tone "Have you ever watched sissy porn Patty baby? Do you like seeing those girlies dressed in silky stockings and a pretty lacy bra pressing against their poky little nipples? Feel a real man put his big hairy body on top of them as he feeds his big man cock into their waiting mouth?"

I lost it, I threw my head back, my legs started to shake, and I squeezed my cock as hard as I could to hold back from cumming. When my little orgasm stopped, I released the tension on my cock. I could feel a big glob of cum seep out of my cock head. Looking down at my lap I could see that my cock was pressed tight against my speedo and my cum came out through the nylon forming a big glob right there on my cock head even through the black material of the speedos. I was so embarrassed; I wished the ground beneath me opened up and swallowed me into it for good.

I looked up at Samantha and she was staring at me with a big naughty smile on her face. Samantha leaned back away from me and followed my eyes down to my lap. I watched as her hand came down to my cock and her finger scooped up the blob of cum off of my speedos. Her hand came up to my face as I heard her say in that sultry voice, "Good little sluts always clean their mess Patty baby, now open up your mouth sweetie."

Without even thinking, or having any sense of control, my mouth opened a bit, her cum covered finger entered my mouth, and then she fed me my cum. "Now be a good dear and clean Miss Sam's finger off." I just closed my mouth around her finger and closed my eyes. My tongue took on a mind of its own as I slowly sucked out the cum off her finger.

"That's it, baby, suck on it, feel that nice thick juice in your mouth. Play with it, get to know its feel and taste honey." Her finger slowly pulled out of my mouth and I was left with my cum on my tongue. I moved it around feeling the thick slippery feeling, it was suddenly all heavenly.

I never tasted cum before, let alone my own. As often as I jerk off I never thought to try it. It tasted really good. Then I realized that I was eating my own cum in front of a woman and she all but made me confess my deepest desires. I turned my head away from her and I tried to twist out myself from under her but she had me pinned down, her hand was stroking my leg and moving up to my speedos. My cock was hard as a rock even after the little accident and it was straining to pop out the top of my speedos. I was dripping so much that the wet spot was growing bigger and bigger.

I felt a firm grip take hold of my shoulder, "Stop Patrick" Samantha yelled at me.

I froze at the sound of her voice. "Patrick, stop it now, relax baby. There is nothing to be ashamed or embarrassed about. I am sorry I brought up the subject; I didn't mean to make you feel so bad. Sometimes I see a sexy young man and I just have to know what he desires inside. When I saw that you shaved your legs I had a hunch you might want those smooth legs of yours covered in some silky thigh highs. By the little orgasm you had, I’m sure I was right to think that, wasn't I sweetie?"

My eyes shot wide open and my voice was nonexistent. I could feel the tears well up in my eyes and my chest started to feel heavy as I fought back the emotion. Samantha looked at me and now in a soothing almost lullaby-like tone, she said, "It's perfectly fine with me baby, I said this was your safe space. I would never tell another soul what goes on here sweetie. I think it is extremely sexy to see a man dressed up in girly things. In fact, if you want to, I would be more than happy to let you dress up here as you want, it will just be our little secret?"

I didn't know what to think. Sure I watched porn on the internet, who doesn't? Like most people, I "accidentally" would come across bi-porn and it made me wonder what it would be like to be with a man and a woman at the same time. I was still a virgin so I have nothing to compare the feeling to, except my right hand. I didn't know what I wanted, men or women. I was confused. Gay porn was cool but it always seemed that the guys just jumped on each other and went for it, no playing or seduction in those movies.

But the sissy porn was hot. I loved watching videos with storylines where an unsuspecting guy gets feminized by a dominant mistress for cock. I love to watch the sissy pornos where the performers have nice real tits and not just stuffed bras in most of those cross-dresser porn. But now I am sitting in front of a barely dressed goddess and she wants me to play dress up with her. I was so confused, and what if Dante found out? I would lose my job and probably get the shit kicked out of me.

I timidly told Samantha, "Thanks, but I couldn't. I have never done anything like that. I would feel silly getting naked in front of a beautiful woman, let alone wearing girls' clothes. What about your husband, what if he came home and caught me? He scares me, Miss Sam."

Samantha looked at me and smiled, "Oh Dante is out of town more often than not honey, don't worry about him. I just want to help you find what makes you happy, just try a few things and we will find your true sexual calling, trust me. It will be like having my own little playmate. Besides, Dante is gone for a week, it's only a Thursday, and I have no plans for tomorrow or for the whole weekend."

With that, she leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the lips, and then she put her hand on my still-hard cock and said, "Looks like someone wants to play." as she rubbed my cock through my speedos.

Samantha sat up, hooked her fingers on either side of my waistband, and pulled them down and off my legs. My cock slapped back against my shirt as my hands quickly tried to cover myself. Samantha easily shooed away my hands before I could cover up, "Come on baby, it is not the time to be shy anymore, let Miss Sam see what she has to work with."

Samantha grabbed my t-shirt and pulled it up and over my head with such force that I couldn't even stop my arms as they went straight up in the air with my shirt. Samantha threw my shirt off to the side and I crossed my arms to cover my budding nipples.

Samantha wasn’t bullshitting about any of this, "Hands down Mr." Samantha ordered, and my arms went straight to my side almost reflexively. I felt my face turning bright red as I tried to turn my head in shame.

Samantha grabbed my chin and turned my face back to her so we could look into each other's eyes, "Stop being so shy and embarrassed sweetie, you have a lovely body."

Samantha looked at me over, "OMG, those budding titties are so lovely baby," as she said that her hand left my chin and softly touched my left nipple. I let out a soft moan of pleasure. No one else has ever touched my nipples before. It was like chills went through my body and right down to my balls as soon as she caressed them. My cock flinched and my nipples started to get hard and poke out through the thin layer of T-shirt I was wearing.

"You like that don't you sweetie, see it's all about feeling good. You have the biggest areolas I have ever seen on a man, and bigger than even a few women I know, they’re simply lovely on you baby."

She was staring at my nipples, massaging them, rubbing them, lightly pinching, and pulling the nipples making them really hard and in turn making me really horny. Almost to herself, she said, "Oh yessss, this is going to be the best transformation ever." She smiled to herself, I didn't know what she meant and I really didn't care, I was just enjoying the feeling of someone as gorgeous as Samantha touching me.

Just as fast as she pulled my speedo off, she crawled in between my legs. I felt her gorgeous blonde hair fall on my stomach as she put her head in my lap and I immediately felt a warm wet sensation around my cock. It was so hot, her tongue was all over my cock. I was so small she actually took my entire cock and balls into her mouth instantly. Her tongue darted out behind my balls, then back in her mouth swirling her tongue around my balls. I couldn't hold back anymore, "Miss Sam, I'm cumming, stop please, stop I can't hold it back anymore." with that I felt my cock tighten up and spurt two or three powerful bursts of cum into Samantha's mouth. This is the most powerful orgasm I’ve ever had.

Samantha pulled up a little and sucked out some more cum, practically draining me with her mouth. My head was spinning, my first blow job literally blew my mind off. Samantha lifted her head off my softening cock, she took her hand behind my head and pulled me in for a deep wet kiss. Without thinking I just let her guide me to her lips. Her tongue forced itself into my mouth. The grip on the back of my head became tighter as she held our kiss. She parted her lips and my mouth was filled with her tongue. I felt a warm gooey liquid flood into my mouth. We continued to let our tongues battle inside each other's mouths until she pulled off from me. She held me so close, our noses stayed touching, "All good sluts clean up after themselves, now swallow your load baby."

The first time she fed me just a little bit of cum I didn't think it was bad at all. This time I had a mouth full of my own cum, hog, and fresh my cock to her mouth and then in mine. I was too turned on to not have to swallow. It felt so good going down, and I actually liked the taste. I looked back at Samantha with a proud smile on my face.

Samantha stood up and held out her hand. I took her hand and she pulled me up next to her. She towered over me dominantly, at least in my mind, "Come on, let's take a swim in the pool Patty." with that she pulled me towards the pool.

When we got to the edge of the pool she pushed me in the water. When I came up laughing, she was already untying the strings on her bikini top. She released her breast first, tossing her top onto the chair. Her tits were the most beautiful I have ever seen. Her 34B’s were held nice and high and firm on her chest. They each had large pink areolas with large protruding nipples, and her right one was pierced with a small diamond doorbell-like ring.

Then she pulled off her bottoms and tossed them onto the chair as well. Her pussy was fully shaved. I have seen many pussies in porn, but Samantha's pussy was perfect. Her pussy lips were slightly swollen and at the top, it almost looked like a little cock sticking out, that should be her Clitoris I thought to myself, just perfect.

Samantha quickly dove into the pool and came up next to me. She kissed me once again, and then she pushed away and started doing laps. When she reached the end of the pool she called out to me, "Come on do some laps with me, Patrick."

I swam over to her and got ready to push off for some laps, "Dante likes his girls toned, and swimming is the perfect low-impact exercise for it. I do at least 50 laps a day, are you ready honey?"

I’ve been a swimmer ever since I remember, 50 laps? No problem. Samantha never stopped and never slowed her speed until all 50 laps were completed. It was definitely a good workout. Samantha lifted herself out of the pool and dropped into the hot tub which was attached to the pool. I followed her as I sunk into the nice warm and bubbly water. Now I was getting really relaxed and Samantha made it all seem so natural.

We sat soaking ourselves for about 10 minutes when Samantha lifted herself up onto the edge of the hot tub, leaving her legs dangling in the water. I thought it was the signal that hot tub time was over, so I started to get up and get out.

Samantha grabbed my shoulder, "Oh no not yet sweetie. You're not done yet. Come over here to me, we have a couple more things to discuss."

Gliding in the water, I moved towards her. I was only able to focus on her beautiful pussy staring me in the face. I got close enough that she grabbed my head and pulled my face to her pussy, "Pussy eating lesson time Patty, I sucked your little cock, now it's your turn to make Mommy feel good."

As she said this she pulled my mouth right to her pussy, and then she pulled and pushed my head side to side grinding my face all over her hot throbbing pussy. It was so soft and warm. Her pussy lips dragged across my lips and face. I took a deep breath so that I could smell my first pussy, it was so intoxicating. "You like that don’t you baby? Now stick your tongue out and lick my pussy. Then suck on those pussy lips."

I took her instruction and pushed my tongue into her warm pussy. I sucked on her pussy lips and used my tongue to explore the feel and taste. I knew I must have been doing something right by the sounds of Samantha's moans "Mmm, yes that's my darling, suck those lips, baby, get to know them. Lick up and down my snatch, push your tongue way in, and move it around sweetie. That's so nice, taste my pussy juice, Patty."

Her hands were massaging my head, but firmly holding me in place eating her pussy. I was in literal heaven. I licked and sucked up and down her juicy pussy. I felt a hard nub at the top of her pussy and really worked my tongue on that. Samantha started to move around on the edge of the hot tub, then she started to moan even louder, "Oh yes baby, that's it keep going, Mommy’s going to cum mmmmmm."

Samantha pulled my face hard against her pussy, and held it in place as her body shook and convulsed in an orgasm. My nose and mouth were enveloped by her pussy lips. My tongue was darting around in the soft hot folds of her married pussy. I could feel her thighs clamp down against my cheeks and start to shake. A warm flood of liquid filled my mouth. She was cumming in my mouth. It tasted nothing like my cum, it was sweet and warm, thinner than mine. I drank it all in like it was sweet nectar.

Samantha finally released her grip, pulled me up to her, and kissed me really hard. She licked my face all over cleaning her juices. We were making out like horny teenagers do "Dante likes his girls to clean up their messes baby. That was so fucking hot and so fucking great. Thank you!"

I felt so proud I was able to eat my first pussy and make her cum by doing it, naturally. Samantha slinked back into the water and pulled me to her. "That was amazing, I needed that. Did you like eating pussy baby?"

I was on cloud nine. "God yes Miss Sam, it was the best thing I’ve ever done. I hope I did it right?"

Samantha looked at me, "You did it just right baby." as she said that I felt her hand move to my hard cock, "You know, you have the cutest little cocklet I've ever seen Patty."

Then her hand went up to my nipples and started to tease them. My nipples were already so sensitive, as soon as she touched them my cock jerked and my head slung back enjoying the sensation, "You love when I play with your titties like that don't you baby?" she cooed in my ear.

Just when I thought the subject was dropped, Samantha began her questioning once again, "Now tell Miss Sam what else excites you hmm? Do you like watching sissy porn baby? I bet you picture yourself all dressed up waiting for a big hairy and burly man to lie on top of his little fuck toy, don’t you? I bet you have a nice tight pussy that is dying to have a nice large cock pop it’s cherry? Hmm baby, tell Miss Sam all about it."

She kept whispering in my ear while playing with my nipples, I was about to explode. I didn't want to admit anything anymore, but she had me so horny with visions of me dressed in a lacy bra and pretty panties, and a man's body on top of me, no I wanted Dante's body pressing against me. Oh my god, what was I even thinking, no, no, no, stop, "Yes, yes, Miss Sam, I want to dress like a little sissy slut, oh my god." I turned my head away in shame, once again.

Samantha kissed my ear, "There there baby, that wasn't so bad to admit now was it sweetie? Miss Sam is here for you baby; she can make all your wishes come true, here in our very own little world in this house baby."

Samantha pulled away, leaving me panting and almost in tears. I just confessed something out loud that I barely admitted to myself an hour back. Samantha got out of the hot tub and told me to follow her. Like a little puppy, I did as she commanded. We went over to our chairs and Samantha handed me a towel so that we could dry off. Then she grabbed my hand, both still naked, and we walked into the house. We went through the glass doors into a huge, nicely decorated, living room with plush carpeting that felt wonderful under my feet. We went through a large hallway to a wide-open staircase leading upstairs.

She pulled me along to a set of double doors on the upper floor that led into their master bedroom. Samantha opened the doors to a room the size of my parent's whole house. A large four-poster bed that could accommodate a whole party on it, a large couch and chairs set for conversations that faced a raised granite fireplace with glass doors that looked through into the attached bathroom. Samantha continued to guide me through the bathroom doors. The bathroom was all black granite floors with a huge Jacuzzi tub next to the fireplace. There was a large walk-in shower that looked like there were at least a couple of dozen shower head nozzles attached to the walls and some attached to hand-held wands, all set in beautiful stone and glass. As if you couldn't take it all in with one sweep of your eyes, one wall of the bathroom was mirrored so no matter where you looked you could see yourself and the entire bathroom through it.

Samantha led me into the shower and turned it on. Samantha flipped a switch on the wall and steam instantly began to form. Samantha turned to face me, "Well are you ready to play Patty?"

I was still trying to soak it all in and answered stunned, "I guess so Miss Sam."

"You 'guess so'? Either you're in or you're out baby, believe me, I don't have time to play games. I want a friend that I can truly trust, one that I can share the utmost intimate things with knowing it will stay between us. I thought I could get that in you Patrick, I thought you confessing some of your desires to me was a sign that you trust me. Maybe I was misreading you?" Samantha was firm, her words hurt my feelings.

I felt really bad. As usual, I was stupid with the choice of words, "Please Miss Sam, I mean, yes I am ready to play. Please trust me… I will trust you with anything. I've never done anything like this before until today. You make me feel like a man."

Samantha looked at me puzzled, "Like a man? Oh, you sweet baby, you're not a man sweetie, you have a little cocklet in the size of my pinky, your tits are budding like a young girl, and you dream of sucking a guy's cock and getting fucked by one. No sweetie you're more of my little girlfriend here when in this house. I want to dress you all up like a little sissy slut and we can watch gay and bi porn together and suck each other's tits, won't that be fun Patty?"

I felt like someone slapped me in the face, I thought I was going to be her lover, and now my cock was shrinking back down to a little nub and my eyes were starting to well up. Samantha came up to me and hugged me tightly, "Shhh, it's ok Patty, you go and cry your little eyes out. See, Miss Sam loves your tongue on her clit… you make me feel wonderful baby, but that baby cock of yours will never satisfy my pussy, nor any women’s I’d say. But that's alright honey. There are so many other ways for us to make each other cum, it will blow your mind. Now come here and suck my titties like the good girl you are."

I wasn't even comprehending anything, I just heard her ask me to have her titties sucked, so I let her push my face to her breast and she used her hand to hold her tit while I moved over to it and I started to suck on her nipple like a little baby. "There, there, isn’t that better sweetie? Yes suck on Mommy’s nipple, relax baby."

The steam and the hot water were relaxing. Our high school gym showers weren't this big and there was a large drain on the floor. Samantha grabbed a bottle off of one of the shelves and squirted some pink liquid soap in her hand, then she pulled me off her tit and started to rub it all over my body, it smelled flowery. Then she grabbed one of the shower wands off the wall, but this particular one had a clear long glass tube with holes on it and a valve to turn the water on and off.

Samantha instructed me to get on the floor, on my hands and knees. I asked her why. "Trust me Patty baby, when we shower, we have to clean everywhere, inside and out, or playing the sexy games I’ve planned for us is not as much fun as it is usually. You'll see what I mean in a few more minutes sweetie."

As I lowered myself down to the floor, Samantha squirted more cool gel on my back and started to rub it in. It felt so good to get a massage. Then the cool and thick gel dripped down the crack of my ass and Samantha's fingers stopped them right at my hole. She rubbed the gel all up and down my crack, and then she pushed a finger of hers in my hole. When I felt the intrusion my head dropped down and instead of pulling away I pushed back against her finger. "Mmmh, that's a good boy, you like that, don’t you? This is just a little bit of pleasure, wait until you see what you will be getting later baby."

She continued to run her finger in and out of my ass for a few more strokes then I felt something bigger, blunt, and more rounded, pushing against my slippery hole, it was the weird wand-like-looking shower head I had noticed earlier. "Take a deep breath Patty then exhale slowly and push back like you do when you take a shit."

I took a breath in and when I blew out through my teeth I bared down like I was taking a shit and the shower wand was pushed further in my ass. The soap along with the gel made it really slippery and her fingering must have prepped me because there was just a slight twinge of pain before I felt my ass envelope around the device as it entered me. I bowed my head a little and groaned "Oh, mmm."

I could hear Samantha giggle a little, "Ooh baby you haven't felt anything yet! Your little boi pussy is hot and ready for pleasure, I can tell that already. I think we are going to unleash that sexy little slut in you finally." She laughed and gave my ass a nice comforting swat.

Now the uncomfortable part started as I felt the warm water rush into my bowels. The pressure of the water as it filled me up made me groan in discomfort "Miss Sam, I think I'm full, Oh crap, I, am, full… uggghh!"

Samantha laughed, "We’ve just started sweetie, we not only have to clean you, but we have to stretch you as well. Now hold back as long as you can for me, then I will pull the nozzle out and you sit on this drain hole and let it all flow out."

"Miss Sam I can't go in the shower, I can definitely make it to the toilet."

Samantha swatted my ass again, but harder than the last time, "You will take one step out of the shower and make a mess all over my bathroom, besides you have to do this at least twice more, so get used to it… I do this every day, it feels so good to be clean, trust me on this, just wait and see."

Samantha stopped the water flow but kept the nozzle of the shower still in my ass. I could feel the pressure build and the water leaking out around the wand and down my legs. I yelled, "I can't hold it anymore, get it out, please, pull it out."

Samantha placed her hand on my chest while she still held the wand-like shower head in my ass, "Now sit up a little and scoot over to the drain sweetie. When I pull the wand out, clench your ass tight as you can and then sit right over the hole and let loose. It's fine, don't worry about making a mess here, we can hose it all down, this is what this shower was built for."

I felt her pull out the wand and I barely held the water back, as soon as my cheeks landed on the floor my tight little hole opened up and it felt like a truckload of water released out of me. Samantha took another hand shower off the wall and sprayed me down with warm water. She lifted me a little and washed my ass down, "Looking good, now let's do it again to finish our thorough cleansing, then one final time for today to freshen up."

I didn't know what all that meant but I couldn't wait to find out. Samantha repeated the first process, and this time it felt like only clear water came out. Then she screwed on this little glass jar of liquid that looked a little smokey to the wand and shoved the wand once again back up my ass, "This is a special freshener sweetie, a solution of herbs and perfumes to make you smell pretty while also making you feel relaxed."

The liquid being sent through the wand this time felt thicker than water, it was almost like oil. It turned out to be perfumes and a little drug of some kind to relax me. Going through the rectum you don't need a lot to get into your system and work its relaxing magic, only a little bit of it did the trick almost instantly.

After our shower, we dried off and moved towards a door in the bathroom. It turned out to be Samantha's walk-in closet which was the size of an apartment on its own. Samantha grabbed my hand and looked at me, "Let's make your darkest dreams come true baby, anything you want to try on, we will do it, okay?"

With that, she opened up one of the cabinets in the closet to some of the most sexiest bras, panties, slips, nylons, and garter belts of every possible material and color of the rainbow I’ve ever seen.

Samantha grabbed my hand and guided it to touch the soft silky lingerie, "Feels nice, doesn't it Patty? Let's see what you would look good in?"

Samantha pulled out a sexy pair of purple lace panties, a matching purple bra, a garter belt, and nude seamed silk thigh-highs with the same purple in its top. She pushed me back further into the closet where there was a three-sided mirror and a plush, round, pink, cushioned bench to sit on while getting dressed. She threw the clothes onto the bench and had me stand in the middle of the mirrors. I looked at all the mirrors and I could see my naked body, all smooth and clean. My nipples were sticking out like pert little blossoming breasts, and my pencil dick was trying to stick up like a man between my legs.

Samantha held out the bra so I could put my arms through, and then she turned me around and fastened it on my back. She spun me around again to face her and was down on her knees lifting my feet into the garter belt with an elaborate lace design on it, and up it went to my waist leaving the straps dangling at my hips waiting to be attached to the silk stockings. Then came the lacy panties, first one foot, then the other, and up it went on my smooth legs. When she pulled the panties up and over my strainingly hard cock, I felt the lace on the cheeks of my ass. I was hysterical and ecstatic at the same time with the erotic sensations pulsing all over my body.

Samantha leaned forward and kissed my cock through the lace, "You are looking so pretty Patty." I thought she was using 'Patty' as being short for Patrick so far, like calling Martin - Marty or Howard - Howie, but now I knew she was calling me Patty as in a girl's name, and for some weird reason, I liked it.

Samantha pushed me back to the bench and sat me down. She scrunched up one of the stockings in her hand and told me to point my toes down. She then pulled up the silky fabric over my foot, up my calf, and all the way to my thigh with an engineer's precision. She pulled the clasps down from my garter belt and attached them to the tops of the stockings. She did the same thing to my other leg.

And then without skipping a heartbeat, she quickly grabbed me by my hands, pulled me into her arms, and kissed me. As she kissed me, her tongue went wild in my mouth while her hands were feeling my ass through the lace of my panties, and then she would run a hand up and down my stocking-clad thigh. She reached in between us and massaged my already hard nipples through my lacy bra. My legs went jelly and I almost lost my balance.

Samantha held onto me "Go with the flow baby, let yourself feel the new you. You are so fucking hot and sexy." Her naked warm body pressed against my lace and silk-clad body, this whole event was making me lightheaded; part by the drug she slipped up my ass, and part was the heightened feeling from all the anticipation, silk, and lace on my body. I was Samantha's new life-sized live play doll.

Samantha then whisked me around the corner of the closet to a vanity table, with lights all around a mirror and a wall covered in natural hair wigs, each in a different hairstyle and color. Samantha grabbed a blonde short-haired wig and pulled it over my head, with my hair so short already, nothing had to be hidden. She then sat me down on the make-up chair and sat right on my lap facing me. I could feel her hot pussy pressing on my cock with my lacy panties being the only thing between us.

She kissed me again, "This is making me so fucking hot baby. Now let's apply a little lipstick and eye shadow." She was so quick with her strokes that in less than two minutes she was spinning the chair around and hopping off of me. I looked into the mirror and I saw a, if I do say so myself, a smoking hot chick. I couldn't believe my own eyes, I was absolutely passable.

As I was processing my own look in the mirror, Samantha was putting on a matching purple corset that pushed her boobs up high and her nipples were sticking out the top. She grabbed a long, black silk robe and as she slipped it on, she pointed me to head back into the bedroom while she finished getting dressed up. I walked into the bathroom and twirled around in front of the mirror, rubbing my hands over my bra-covered titties. My little budding breast seemed to fill up this little sexy bra. If I had just a little more budding it would have looked like I had a real pair of B-Cups.

I bent over and ran my hands up and down my legs enjoying the silky stockings. Samantha called out from the closet, "We are going to have so much fun Patty. Go, lay on our bed sweetie, I'll be right there for you."

I thought to myself 'This is it. I'm finally going to lose my virginity to such a smoking hot cougar. I'll finally get to put my cock in a pussy.' I know she said I couldn't please her with my little boy cock, but I want to try it so bad. I want to feel what it's like to put my cock in a nice, hot, wet, and tight pussy. I walked into the bedroom, purposely adding a sway to my hips that made my little ass in my purple panties jiggle with each step. I was really getting into the feel of my sexy outfit.

I crawled onto the king-size bed which was covered in the softest silkiest white material I have ever felt, even the hotels I’ve stayed in so far didn’t have such soft sheets. I lay down and sank deep into the plush comforter. I was lying on my back looking up at a big, big cliché here, a mirrored ceiling. My body stood out, all dressed in deep purple, against the white bedding. I couldn't resist as I started to play with myself. Slowly I started circling my nipples with my fingertips, gently rubbing the lacy bra against my nipples. My nipples responded to my touch by growing out and hard. The scratchy lace against my nipples made them ten times more sensitive.

I could feel a wet dark spot starting to form in my little purple panties. I was getting into myself, starting to moan in pleasure when Samantha spoke up, startling me out of my trance, "You keep playing with your titties like that and you're going to make a big mess in your panties Patty." My hands darted back to my sides, and I could feel myself turn as red as I’ve ever gotten, embarrassed at being caught.

Samantha stood next to the bed, still in her black silky robe, so fucking sexy. Samantha moved onto the bed and laid next to me, "I see you like your new look baby, couldn’t keep your hands off of yourself, couldn’t you? You dirty little slut!" as she said that, she tweaked one of my nipples which made me moan and squirm under her control.

Samantha smirked at me and started to rub my nipples through my bra, "Mmmmm, my new little sissy slut likes having her titties played with, doesn't she? Listen to you purrr like a naughty little kitten."

I was moaning and feeling so good. My body was on fire with lust, "Yes, yes please don't stop Miss Sam."

"Oh baby, we are going to be playing all day long. I am going to show you new ways that make you scream out in pleasure. Do you trust me, baby? You know I won't do anything you don't want or anything that might hurt you, don't you baby?"

My back was arching up on the silky sheets of the bed as waves of pleasure shot through my nipples down to my aching little cock, "God Yes Miss Sam! I trust you. I want to be your little sissy slut, Please… Oh God! Yes, Please!"

Samantha was whispering softly in my ear, lightly kissing me all over my neck and face, while her hands continued playing with my nipples "Call me Mommy baby, that makes me so hot."

I wanted to cry out in ecstasy, my body was slithering from side to side on the soft sheets, "Yes Mommy!"

Samantha ordered me to put my arms over my head and to trust her. She then got on her knees and crawled over to the side of my head, grabbed my left hand, and pulled it towards the top of the bed, as she did this, she looked at me "You trust me don't you baby?! Are you ready to feel the most intense pleasure you've ever experienced in your life?"

"Yes Mommy, I trust you, I want to make you happy." I pleaded back to her in response.

I felt the padded, silky leather handcuffs tighten over my wrist as Samantha leaned across to grab them. She grabbed my right wrist in the same way, quickly. I was able to move my arms a little so I wasn't stretched out, and if I scooted up a little higher, I could bend my elbows and put my hands behind my head. I knew I wasn't going anywhere, and I didn't want to go anywhere.

Then Samantha turned to face the foot of the bed by swinging her right leg over my face. Her robe gently landed around my head like a cape as it swung around me, giving me a brief glimpse up into her pussy before engulfing me in darkness. As Samantha reached for her pussy, the robe partially opened, and in the dim light, I could see her opening the lips of her wet pussy with her long and dainty fingers.

Samantha lowered herself onto my face, "Eat me slut. Make Mommy happy and lick her pussy. Show Mommy how much you like being her sissy slut."

Her warm pussy caught my tongue as it slipped out. She smelled heavenly and her pussy was so hot and wet. As I ate her pussy, I kept feeling a strap rubbing against my face, she must have been wearing a g-string or something. I eagerly ate, licked, and sucked Samantha's pussy as she rocked back and forth on my face, and I was eventually rewarded by her orgasm as it poured into my mouth. I enjoyed drinking her juices and eating her pussy.

"Mmmmm, that was so fucking awesome," Samantha said as she lifted off of me, turned around, and she started to clean any juice I missed off of my face as she continued speaking in her seductive voice. "You eat my pussy better than any man or woman I've been with."

The fact that she has dated both men and women made me incredibly proud and turned me on, which caused me to say, "Thank you, Mommy, I love eating your pussy and drinking your delicious pussy juice."

Samantha placed her hand on my cheek "You make such a pretty sissy slut. What makes you happy, baby? It's Mommy's turn to make one of your dreams come true, what can I do for you, baby? hmm?"

To be continued.....

◆◆◆






BOOK 2 


A SISSY’S SUMMER JOB 

By S(issy) Joey




◆◆◆

I was a shy, young, teenage maintenance boy yesterday, minding my own business. I'm dressed as a sissy slut today, and I just finished eating my Mistress' pussy. My arms are handcuffed to a four poster bed above my head.




Samantha has a knack for getting me to spill my guts. She gets me to confess my deepest desires before I even know what they are. Samantha has such a sultry and seductive voice that just hearing her can make you cum.




"You make such a pretty sissy slut," Samantha said, placing her hand on my cheek. "It's my turn to fulfill one of your dreams, baby, so tell your Mistress what makes you happy, hmmm?"




What did she want me to confess? I squirmed under her touch. "I'm a virgin, and I want to fuck you," I blurted out. "Please, Mistress, let me feel my cock inside you." I pleaded.




Samantha stroked my lips, saying, "Shhhh, I said your deepest desires. Besides that, baby, your little cock isn't long enough to get inside my pussy. No, I can tell you want your Mistress to make you feel like the little slut you want to be."




She put her finger in my mouth and swirled it around on my tongue, getting it really wet as she said this. Samantha knelt down and began sucking my nipple through my lacy bra. I felt her wet finger probing my virgin hole at the same time. As I pushed back against her finger, I didn't resist the penetration. Yes, she was aware of my deepest desires. As the tip of her finger entered my dark hole, I let out a deep moan. "Aww, mmmmm. Oh my God, YES!"




"I knew you wanted this," Samantha said as she let go of my tit. "You must be the fuckee rather than the fucker. I know how you feel baby, let me in. I'll make you feel fantastic. I'll give you an orgasm unlike any other. Tell me, Patty, you want this, and you want to be fucked." Samantha's finger was gently massaging the inside of my ass. I was surprised by how sensitive and intense the pleasure was.




I wished for more. I know I want more, and she does, too. "Yes! Oh Yes! Please, please, please, fuck me, mistress. I'd like to be fucked. Mistress, make me cum hard."




Samantha laughed low and guttural as she pulled her finger out of my ass. She sat up over me again and removed her silk black robe, revealing her stunning tits that were sticking out from the top of her corset. A life-sized strap-on cock sprung from her crotch. Samantha grabbed her cock and stroked it like it was real. "Mistress Samantha is going to fuck you, Patty. I'm going to fuck your tight little pussy with my cock. I know that you'll enjoy it. I'll give you the most intense orgasm you've ever had. Don't you want it, baby? Tell me to fuck you with my cock."




My hands were cuffed over my head. I was looking up at a beautiful woman who was stroking a big cock and waiting for my permission to stick that big cock up my tight little virgin hole. A million thoughts raced through my mind at once; could something that large fit? Is it going to hurt? Will she stop and let me go if I tell her no? Focus on trusting her. "Mistress Samantha," I said. "I'd like to have your cock in me. Please fuck me with your big cock. I want to be your sissy slut and I want to be fucked."




It was over; all of my inhibitions were gone. I looked like a sissy slut and begged to be fucked. I was relieved because it was my true desire. I desired to be taken, and controlled. My body spoke volumes when my cock never fully matured to a man's size. My breasts developed more like a girl's, budding and puffy, rather than a boy's firm chest. I couldn't even grow body hair like a man. I've decided that I want to be taken by a cock.




Samantha moved up my torso, dragging her wet pussy up until the tip of her cock touched my lips. "Let it all out, be a good girl, and Mistress Samantha will make it all come true. Before you can be fucked by a cock, you must first learn to suck it and get it nice and hard. Run your tongue over the smooth head of my cock."




As my tongue stretched out of my mouth in search of my first cock, I looked up, in between Samantha's tits, into her lustful eyes. I licked the silicone phallus with my tongue. It had a nice big head, a long veiny shaft about seven or eight inches long, and it was resting against a black studded leather harness Samantha had securely fastened around her waist.




"Yessss. That's it, stroke your tongue all over my head and get it wet Baby, open your mouth and feel and taste my cock." Samantha pushed about three inches into my mouth when I opened my mouth. She pulled it out and then pushed it back in, mouth fucking me.




"Get it wet, that's a good slut. Let's see how far you can go." With that, she pushed her cock further down my throat. Each stroke was a little bit longer. As I began to choke for air, I could feel my eyes begin to water.




"Baby, take a deep breath. Take a breath when I pull my cock out of your mouth. Allow my cock to slide down your throat. We'll work on improving your gag reflex. That's a step forward. You have six inches of cock in your mouth. You're such a slut for cock. I'm sure your little pussy is hot and ready to be fucked." I nodded to her, looking up and over the cock in my mouth. I was quite pleased with myself for being such a good cocksucker my first time.




I couldn't believe I was sucking a cock, even if it was a fake one. Samantha's cock was enormous in comparison to my little cock. I now realize how pitiful my cock is; it can't possibly satisfy anyone. You'll need a man-sized cock, like the one in my mouth.




"That was a good first cock sucking lesson," Samantha said as she pulled out her cock. "You must make your man happy in order for him to fuck you hard. And you're going to be fine."




Samantha drew her cock from my mouth and moved back down over my body, dragging it down my torso. When she reached my cock, I felt the heat of her pussy. She began grinding her pussy against my cock. I raised my hips to feel the heat of her pussy and stroke my little cock.




Samantha looked at me and said, "I know that little thing is somewhere in your panties." She laughed, leaning back against my pelvis.

Samantha moved down my legs, grabbed my panties, as she had done with my speedo earlier, and pulled them down and off in one swift motion. She then grabbed my legs and lifted them over her shoulders before diving into my hot little hole. Her tongue penetrated me. I wanted to scream in delight because it was so hot and wet. She kept at it, tongue fucking me and getting me really wet. My puny little cock was staring down at me, a large drop of precum ready to fall.




Samantha pushed my cock forward, putting it just inches from my mouth. When a drop of precum dripped from the tip of my cock, I opened my mouth just in time to catch it on my tongue. Fresh from the tap always tastes the best. Samantha then pressed two of her long and delicate fingers into my ass. "Oh, yes, yes, that feels so good Mistress." I moaned.




"Take it, baby; open that tight little hole for your Mistress. You're getting comfortable, almost ready." Samantha poured some cool gel-like liquid on my ass and continued to slip her fingers in and out of my ass with no pain or difficulty.




Samantha moved up to lay her body on top of mine, lowering my legs. Our cocks were pressed against each other. Her cock was significantly larger than mine. Samantha moved her lips to my right ear and kissed me on the lips. "Are you ready, baby; ready to get the best fucking of your life?" Samantha lightly bit my earlobe and darted her tongue around the edge. "Can I hear you say it? Tell me how badly you want to have my cock inside you. Tell Mommy you're completely mine; you're my fucking little cock sucking slut!" Samantha kept grinding our cocks together, taunting me into a confession.




I lifted my legs and wrapped them around Samantha's waist. Her cock slid down and pressed up against my virgin hole. I looked at Samantha and said, panting, "Yes, Mommy, I am yours. Fuck your cock sucking slut. Teach me how to take a real cock."




Samantha's cock's head pushed gently into my ass. This was much bigger than her fingers. It was like a baseball bat trying to get inside. "Keep in mind, baby; push out when I push in. Allow me to fuck you with my cock, baby." I felt the firm pressure of her cock slipping into me exactly as she instructed. I pushed back against the intruder. Samantha bit down on my ear, sending another sensation through my body, and the pain shot through me.




"Take it, slut, and let Mommy's cock enter you. Relax and enjoy getting fucked by your first cock. You want it because you've seen movies of boys taking cocks and you know you want it." Samantha encouraged me as she pushed more of her cock deep inside me.




Samantha's weight rested on my legs, and I knew she'd made it all the way in. I felt stuffed and stretched. The pain was fading. My pussy lips wrapped around her cock as I wiggled my ass. "Yeah, slut wiggle that hot little ass of yours. You have control over how you feel. Grind your slutty pussy against my cock. When you're ready to be fucked, let me know."




I pushed myself up against Samantha's cock. I shifted my hips in and out, feeling the big head press against my insides. My ass was on fire, not from pain, but from pure pleasure. This is why I was created: to be fucked by a big cock. The feelings were overwhelming, and I desperately wanted to be fucked. "Please fuck me, Mistress. Fuck me hard. I need your cock, please fuck me."




"That's the little slut I knew was in there waiting to come out." Samantha pulled her cock out just far enough to have the head hold my ass open, then slowly pushed every inch of her cock back into my ass. She fucked me slowly, letting me feel her cock glide in and out, gradually breaking my pussy in so that I could take and want more.




"I can't take it any longer, Mistress, fuck me harder.I want to be fucked hard." Samantha drew her cock all the way out and then slammed it all the way back in, thrusting her pelvis hard against my thighs. "Yes, that's it, yes, fuck your little slut Mistress, fuck her good."




Samantha began thrusting her cock in me harder and harder. She was relentless. As she kept going deeper into my hole, sweat started to run down her forehead. "Take it, slut. If you want a cock in you, this is how it feels. Do you enjoy cock, baby? Do you want a real man to fuck you right now, slut? More cock is what you need. I'm sure you want to suck a real cock right now, don't you?"




My head smacked back and forth against the pillows. I bucked up to meet Samantha's every thrust. My cock was soft and flopping all over the place, spewing strings of pre cum all over my stomach. "Look at you, leaking cum all over the place. I'm sure you're thinking about sucking cock, aren't you slut? Do you want a big man to take you and treat you like his little slut? You want a man who'll put his hot cum in your mouth and fill your little pussy with his juices?"




We couldn't keep quiet any longer. Samantha was the first to scream, "Oh god, yes, I'm cumming. Aahhhhh!!" When Samantha started her orgasm my ass actually had an orgasm. It wasn't my cock, but I felt my ass spasm. Cum oozed from my cock and landed on my chest and stomach. My cock was soft and not giving me the pleasure that I was feeling deep within my bowels.




"I'm having an orgasm in my pussy. AHHHH!! YES! I'm looking for a real cock. Mistress. I want to feel a man cumming inside me. I want to devour his juice from his cock. Ohh! My!... God!..." My body shook uncontrollably until Samantha collapsed on top of me in a heap of sweat and cum. She grabbed my face and kissed me until our bodies relaxed.




"Holy shit that was wild and hot," Samantha said as she gently took her cock from my ass. She jumped out of bed, walked over to the nightstand, and took out a bottle of cream.




"This will help you get back to normal and keep you from burning," she said as she spread the cool cream over my gaping hole. "Was that the best orgasm you've ever had?"




"Oh yes, Mistress, you are absolutely correct; I am such a slut for cock. Thank you for making me open up and confess my desires." Samantha walked around the bed and kissed me on the lips as she unlocked the handcuffs.




We returned to the shower to clean up. When we were finished, I said to Samantha, "I hope I can still be your maintenance guy?"




"Of course, silly," Samantha said as she embraced me. Do you think this changes anything? No, sweetie, I intend to keep you around for a long time. Dante will be gone for the rest of the week. Finish your work as soon as possible and come over to play some more. I still have a lot to teach you." She kissed me on the cheek and returned to the pool, where I had left my dumb boy clothes.




My six-hour-a-day job was completed in half the time. Every day, I was at Samantha's house by noon. Samantha showed me how to properly deep-throat her seven-inch dildo without gagging. I was used to getting fucked and wanted more every time. By the sounds of Samantha's orgasm, my oral skills on her pussy seemed to be quite good. But the week was coming to an end, and Dante would be returning from his business trip.




Samantha noticed that I was feeling down on our final day of being together. We were spooning in bed, Samantha firmly attached to my ass. I was slowly grinding my ass against her cock, trying to enjoy every last second. "What's the matter, baby?" Samantha whispered into my ear.




"Our week is over, Dante will return tomorrow, and we won't be able to play. I don't want to think about not being able to get fucked, eat your pussy, or dress up." I was nearly in tears.




"Is that all you're worried about? Don't worry, my little slut." As she said this, she tweaked my nipples and pushed her cock deeper into my ass, nearly causing another orgasm.




"Dante comes and goes all the time. He'll be here for a couple of days before leaving for days at a time. Simply call me on days when you aren't cleaning our pool or working on the garden, and I will let you know if you can come over. I want you as much as you want me. I enjoy fucking my sissy slut."




The following week, I paid Samantha and Dante a visit to do my weekly garden and pool check. Samantha was at home, walking around in practically nothing. "I was hoping to see you today, Patty. Dante isn't here, so I thought you should hurry up with your chores and rush up to my bathroom to get ready for some play time."




I was overjoyed. "Yes, Mistress. Thank you very much. I'll be done in no time." I blew the leaves off, cleaned the pool quickly, and tested the chemical balance. Within an hour, I was scurrying up the stairs, stumbling my way to the bathroom while removing my shirt and shorts. When I opened the door, Samantha was on the phone, talking, and walking around the room. She was dressed in a see-through babydoll that was not meant to conceal anything. Samantha motioned me into the bathroom and held her hand over the phone as she instructed me to begin showering without her.




I was familiar with the routine as I gave myself an enema and ran the shaver over my body to remove any possible stubble. Samantha popped her head in the shower as I finished my shower and was rinsing the last of the perfumed soap off my body, "Almost done sweetie? I'm itching to show you some new tricks, and I just bought a new toy." Samantha gave me a wicked wink as she exited the shower.




I was so excited that my limp little dick began to drip precum. I rushed out of the shower and dried off. I met Samantha in the walk-in closet to prepare for my transformation into Patty. I preferred being Patty to being Patrick. Patty wore sexy clothes that looked good on me and gave me confidence. Patty was more submissive while also being a sexual slut. Patrick was just an insecure introvert who had no sex or friends.




I wore a sexy blonde wig that flowed down past my shoulders today. Even the way my hair was falling over my shoulders was turning me on. I was getting better at applying my own makeup by this point, but Samantha still left the finishing touches to her. Samantha presented me with a pink corset to put on. Samantha cinched up the back of the corset as I stepped into it. I couldn't breathe because it was so tight, but when I turned around to look in the mirror, my breasts actually looked full and stood out like real tits. I put my hands on my breasts and squeezed them. I couldn't believe how beautiful they looked.




Samantha wrapped her arms around me and whispered in my ear, "You look absolutely gorgeous. Except for that thing between your legs, these tits make you look like a sexy, hot, pretty little girl." Samantha kissed me on the cheek and squeezed my breasts.




'A pretty little girl,' I thought, and that is what makes me happy. When I looked in the mirror, my hair and makeup were flawless; my face was soft with no stubble; and my Adams apple was barely visible. My perky little breasts and curvy body were highlighted by the corset, and my swimmer's legs were smooth and toned. Except for that puny little cock sticking out between my legs, I was pretty hot. Thankfully, its small size allows it to be easily concealed even in the sheerest of panties. At least for me, my boy pussy is as sensitive as any real pussy. I love the orgasms that come from being fucked by Mistress Samantha; they are intense and earth-shattering.




"That's all we're wearing today," Samantha pushed me out of the closet, "now go on and wait for me on the bed, I'll be right along." As I shimmied out the door, she gave my bare bubble ass a nice slap.




I was lying on the bed, admiring myself in the mirrors above, when Samantha walked into the room, wearing only a new strapon. This cock measured at least nine inches in length and three inches in girth. It appeared to be real, right down to the balls, which seemed to move with her walking. Samantha took her cock and pointed it at me, saying, "Do you like my new cock? It finally arrived yesterday, and I've been waiting for you ever since. Dante left for a trip this morning, and all I could think about was fucking you with this baby. It has a soft silicone coating that feels so real that my balls are actually soft and hang like the real thing." She cradled her balls in her hand as she spoke as if weighing them.




Samantha approached the bed and stood at the end, saying, "Come here slut, suck my cock, and get me ready to fuck your pussy." My mouth was watering and my ass twitched with delight. I really wanted this cock. Like a lioness stalking its prey, I crawled on all fours towards Samantha. My mouth was watering as I imagined the cock sliding down my throat.




I grabbed her cock, feeling the weight and girth of this beast. My gaze was fixed on it as I moved it up and down the shaft. It had stretchy skin that moved when I jacked it up and down. In a daze, I said to myself rather than Samantha, "It's so lifelike, it feels just like a real cock."




I reached for the balls and rolled them around in my hand. This was the closest thing to a real cock I'd ever seen. It was a million times better than my tiny nub. When there are cocks like this out there, I could see why Samantha, or any woman, would never be satisfied with my pathetic clitty. Holding a cock in my hand felt so natural.




I leaned in and rubbed the soft head against my cheek. I ran my tongue over the head and shaft slowly. I wasn't even thinking about Samantha because I was having fun with this cock. I was in another world, with only myself and this cock. I'd been practicing on a smaller dildo, but this was different. I moved my head over the cock and opened my mouth. As I felt the head pushing at the back of my throat, I swallowed about four inches. As I felt the skin move back and forth, I moved my tongue along the shaft. It wasn't as solid and rigid as the other dildos.




Samantha was rubbing my head and staring at me, encouraging me to make love to her cock, "OOHH. That's it, enjoy the feel of my cock. That's all there is to it. Take it all in slowly. Run your tongue over the entire length of my cock. You look fantastic sucking my cock. You love cock, don't you, baby? Aren't you my sweet little sissy pussy slut, baby? This cock was specially made; it is an exact replica of Dante's cock."




Samantha's voice can always make me drip. When she started calling me names, I went over the edge because I was so into sucking this cock, Dante's cock. "OH god I'm going to cum." Samantha lifted me into her arms and gave me a bear hug. As I fired my load all over her cock and in the space between our bellies, my little cock pressed into her big massive man cock.




Samantha helped me back to the bed and got in with me. While on our backs, we looked up at ourselves in the mirrors above us. Samantha looked at me and said, "You made such a mess. Take a look at my cock, it's drenched in cum. Get down there and suck my cock clean, all good sluts clean their mess."




I didn't need to be told twice, I didn't even need to be told once, I couldn't wait to lick my cum off her cock. It was like sucking a man's cock in a very literal sense. Do you think Dante's cock would feel the same? I'm curious as to how Dante's cum tasted. I sucked on a cum-covered cock. Never in my life had I been so happy being such a slut. "Ya baby, lick that cum up, clean my cock, you little slut. Get me nice and ready to fuck you good and hard. Do you like having a cock in your tight little pussy? Well, today is the day I finally give that pussy a good pounding. I'm going to fuck you so hard and deep that you'll be cumming for the rest of the week."




I was humming on her cock with excitement. My ass was wriggling in the air, ready to be fucked. "You slut, look at yourself. You're dying to get fucked, aren't you? Do you want my cock deep inside?" Samantha flipped me onto my stomach, pushing me off her cock. Samantha crawled between my legs, grabbed hold of my hips, and hoisted my ass into the air as my head hit the mattress. I could feel the cool lube being applied to my tight hole. I pushed back against her finger. I needed to feel something in me because I was so fucking horny.




"Slow down, you horny little cunt. You look like you can't wait to get fucked right now. I have created a little whore with an insatiable appetite." Samantha then opened the door for me by pressing the head of her cock against it. While patiently awaiting my big cock, Dante's cock, I let out a huge sigh of pleasure. "MMMMM, oh yes fuck me, Mistress."




Samantha guided her cock to my hole with a firm grip on my hips. The head was much larger than anything I'd ever had, but I was determined to have that cock in me. I inhaled deeply, holding it until I was ready to release my weight on that cock head. Her cockhead slid into my ass, causing a sharp pain throughout my body. I've never felt a more satisfyingly intense ache. I pushed back hard, swallowing half of Samantha's cock with my pussy, and demanded that she feed me more immediately. "OOOOHHH!!! Oh my goodness, that's huge. Mistress, fuck me. Fuck me good and hard. Fuck me with Dante's cock."




Samantha took my word for it and slammed her entire nine-inch deep inside. The latex balls smacked hard against my peas as they dangled between my legs. It was an exquisite feeling. I had no idea getting your balls slapped could be such a turn-on. Samantha took eight of the nine inches out of my ass. I felt like all my insides were being sucked out of my body before Samantha rammed all her nine inches back in. "Yes. Jesus Christ, yes. Fuck me hard, it feels so good, don't stop." I was in tears, it felt wonderful.




Samantha began fucking me with long, continuous strokes. Her increased stamina was a direct result of her many hours spent swimming laps. "Is this what my slut likes? Do you enjoy how Dante's cock feels when it fucks you? You slut, I bet you want Dante to fuck you. You want to be fucked by a man, don't you? Yeah, you're ready to fuck real men, suck their cocks, and drink their cum?"




Samantha impaled us both on Dante's cock as she grabbed my hips and held me close to her while she had a massive orgasm. My climax was triggered by the internal pressure, as Dante's cock filled my pussy to the brim in this position. Wads of cum began to fly out of my cock and onto the sheets. I wished Dante's cock was in my pussy, filling me with his hot cum.




Samantha took her cock out of my pussy and slapped me across the face. "Lick that cum off my bed, you made such a mess. Then we'll have to remove the sheets and send it out before your cum stains it." Though I could see it was already absorbing into the linen, I quickly lapped up my cum.




After gathering the linens, we carried them downstairs to the laundry room. "I'll send those out for cleaning before Dante gets home." I had a new set I wanted to bring out anyway, so the change will be good."




We went back upstairs, tidying up and making the bed with the new bedroom set. Samantha took me back to the dressing room so I wouldn't have to change back into my boy clothes. "We have all day, let's get dressed up and go out."




"Going Out? Dressed up?" I felt the blood drain from my face. Samantha took one look at me and laughed at what must have been the most shocked expression I'd ever given her.




"You are soo funny Patty, when you're dressed up, I guarantee you're 100% passable. I bet Dante could walk in here and have no idea who you are." My face flushed once again when I heard Dante's name. I was just literally begging Dante, Samantha's husband, to fuck me, only a moment ago.




When Samantha saw me blush and look down, she knew I was embarrassed. She said to me, "Oh Patty, you are so cute when you blush," and that got me out of my gloom. "I don't blame you for wanting Dante—he's a really attractive man. And deep down inside, his cock probably feels pretty good, too, right, honey?" Samantha lifted my chin so I could look her in the eyes. "Don't worry, Dante and I have a very strong relationship baby. It's so strong that if he wanted to fuck you, I'd let him in an instant. Of course, I'd have to be there as well. I wouldn't want to waste those oral skills while you're getting fucked."




I couldn't believe what I was hearing; did she just offer to have her husband fuck me? Can a man and I actually make love? Dante and Samantha are a match made in heaven. My feelings for Samantha were growing stronger, and my feelings for Dante were becoming more similar to lust. "Come on, Patty, let's get ready and go grab a bite to eat. I know a place outside of town where no one will recognize you."




I nodded to her, still stunned that I was about to go out in public fully dressed up and dreaming of Dante's naked body.




Even though I was still skeptical, I let Samantha get me ready for my first adventure.




We both redid our makeup, and Samantha helped me choose a lovely brown wig that hung past my shoulders. Samantha handed me a box and said, "Open it. It's just a little something for our special day." When I opened the box, I burst into tears. It was a complete outfit made just for me.




One by one, I took out the pieces and held them up to myself while I turned to face the three-way mirror. Samantha got me a cute light pastel floral print top, a white A-line skirt, white tights, and black flats. "Now don't go smearing your makeup on your new clothes," she advised. "I also bought you a bra with forms to give you those titties you crave, as well as a nice pair of silky tight panties to keep your teeny tiny cock in place." I looked at Samantha with more love than I had ever shown anyone in my life.




"Ok, now let's get dressed and go have that dinner sweetie." With a similar red low-cut blouse, jean skirt, no bra, no panties, and a pair of "fuck me" pumps, Samantha turned and put on a similar outfit.

"I bought you flats; didn't think you were quite ready for heels your first time out. Okay, honey, let's go. I'm starving after that workout." I slipped on my flats and sprang to my feet in an attempt to keep up with Samantha.




Thirty-five minutes later, we arrived at a nice shopping center. This shopping center only featured upscale boutiques. Samantha seemed to know her way around even though I had never been here before. She parked her Mini Cooper in a nice shaded spot and got out. I paused, unsure if I was ready. "Come on Patty I'm hungry."




"I'm coming Miss Samantha," I said as I opened the car door and swung my legs out.




"Baby, when we're in public together, Patty, just call me Samantha. Keep in mind that we're just two hot girls on a date—to dinner and, of course, some retail therapy." Samantha took my hand and led me across the parking lot and into the shopping center.




There were people all over the place, and not one of them was looking at me. As we strolled through the mall, I could feel my confidence growing. We arrived at our destination, a sushi restaurant, which happens to be my favorite. Samantha placed our order. As we ate, we watched people passing by the window. We finished our meal, Samantha paid our waiter, and we left quietly. I felt like I was walking with my head held high now.




Samantha grabbed my hand and led me into the shopping center, saying, "We have some shopping to do." SSENSE's was our first stop. Samantha found the young miss section and began putting clothes in my arms directly from the rack. "Go try those on." she gave her orders.




Close to her ear, I whispered, "Samantha, I can't afford this, and what if I get caught in the ladies' dressing room?"




Samantha gave me that stern look of hers and said, "When Samantha takes you shopping, Dante pays, remember that. Besides, the reason dressing rooms have doors is so that no one can see inside. Get your slutty little ass in there and try these on. I want you to model each one for me. I'll be waiting over here on the couch."




I tried on what felt like a hundred different outfits. After I finished, Samantha picked a few of them and hurled her Black Amex card at the cashier, saying, "Be a dear and have those wrapped up and sent to my house."




The grand total was close to $4,000. The saleswoman greeted us with a friendly smile and said to Samantha, "I will have them sent over in the morning if that is alright with you?"




"That will work out just fine, thank you," Samantha answered.




"Come on Patty, time for some bras to hold those little titties up," Samantha said, turning to face me. Samantha laughed and poked my right tit as we walked to the next store.




We bought nylons, bras, and panties at a luxury lingerie store. Samantha then added some naughty outfits to the mix. Next, we headed to a shoe store to buy me my very first pair of high heels. Any heel height would work for me because I'm so short. Samantha chose a pair of open-toed, sling-back, stiletto-heeled sling-backs that were at least 4 inches in height. The balding salesman was very friendly and flirtatious as I stumbled into him while attempting to stand up. "Watch out there miss, you can really twist an ankle." Although he was a bit old, He was very attractive, and I'm sure his hand stayed on my ass for longer than it should have while he helped me to my feet. His comment made me blush.




Once again, Samantha waved her shiny card at the salesman and had the items shipped directly to her house. I had no energy left after more than three hours of what Samantha called 'Retail Therapy'. After driving us home, Samantha had me give my parents a call to let them know I would be back tomorrow as I will be spending the night at a friend's house. It wasn't a big deal because it was Saturday and my parents are always out doing something on Saturdays.




As soon as Samantha and I walked through the front door, we took off our shoes. As we walked hand in hand through Samantha's living room, laughing about the salesman making a pass at me, we saw Dante was standing there with a drink in his hand. Samantha and I both froze in our tracks. Without missing a beat, Samantha shifted the topic of conversation: "Darling, you're home early, what a pleasant surprise." She moved towards and gave him a a long and passionate kiss that seemed like it would wash his tonsils clean.




"I'd come home more often if two lovely ladies like you were here to greet me like that. Honey, Who's your cute little friend?" Dante radiated class and good looks. He looked sharp in his well-pressed black pants and white polo shirt. The fact that he was wearing neither socks nor shoes and that his feet were really gorgeous was what made him so enticing. He had large feet with perfectly manicured long slender toes. The rest of his body, including his feet, was an even olive color. I just stood there fantasizing myself sucking his toes.




"Patty Sweetheart!" It was Samantha's near-yell that jolted me out of my trance. "Patty come here, let me introduce you to my husband Dante." I approached them with shy little steps.

Dante extended his hand, and I assumed he wanted to shake it. Instead, he gently took my hand in his, flipped it palm down, and kissed the back of my hand. My knees went weak, and I nearly passed out. Dante gripped my hand tightly in an attempt to keep my balance. "Are you all right, dear? You feel like you were about to pass out."




"Oh, she'll be fine, I'm sure. Patty is Aly's niece from next door. Patty came to visit, but Alyson had to leave to meet Matt to sign some paperwork. You know that when Matt wants something, he needs it right away. Alyson will return on Sunday, and I told her I'd be happy to entertain Patty while she was away. Patty, don't you think we've had a great time so far?"




I smiled as I looked Samantha in the eye and said, "The best time ever." We had never worked on my voice before, but I somehow managed to say it.




After a brief, gentle squeeze, Dante let go of my hand and headed across the plush carpet to the bar, saying, "I'm fixing drinks to toast our guest for the evening, that is if Patty is old enough to drink."




Samantha sat down on the couch and said, "I'll have a martini darling, and Patty is old enough to have Vodka and Sprite if you don't call the police on her." Samantha laughed, knowing that the last time I drank Vodka and Sprite with her, we ended up fucking each other.




"One Martini for My Lady, and one Vodka and Sprite for the young lady," Dante replied. "We're in for the night, so there's no need to call the police," he added, We all burst out laughing.




I was still worried about how this would play out. Because Samantha told Dante I was her next-door neighbor's visiting niece, I had to spend the night here, I was stuck. It wouldn't be terrible to spend the night in such a nice house, but I'm pretty sure Patrick is coming over in the morning unless Samantha can sneak off and bring me a change of clothes.




Dante served us drinks and set them down on coasters in front of us. I was standing awkwardly while Samantha relaxed on the couch. Samantha probably wanted to see how Dante and I interacted before she finally saved me from embarrassment. "Come sit next to me, dear. When Dante comes home to relax, he loves his big overstuffed chair. Dante, my love, what brought you home on this beautiful night?" Dante sat down after walking around his chair with his refreshed drink as she asked. As Dante sat down, he crossed his left foot over his right knee and lightly massaged his toes with one hand while sipping his drink. "I finished business early and, rather than staying another night away from you, I took a flight and here I am. I was hoping that a night at home in the hot tub with a nice drink and my gorgeous wife would do the trick, I just want to kick back and relax honey."




I couldn't take my eyes off of his hand as it ran up and down the bottoms of his feet. I'd never given feet much thought before, but Dante rubbing his feet was turning me on. I wanted to give him a foot massage and suck his toes while sitting in front of him in just one of the naughty outfits Samantha had picked up for me in the lingerie store. What was I thinking?




Dante was smiling down at me, and I looked up to meet his eyes. As my face turned bright red, he watched me stare at his foot. Dante sat back in his chair, put his drink down on the table next to it, and stretched his body out by raising his arms above his head. He stretched and pointed both feet at me as if he wanted to show them off for my pleasure. Dante's shirt had risen above the top of his pants, revealing his smooth olive skin. Next, Dante stood up and said, "I'm going to change and take that nice soak in the hot tub. Would anyone like to join me?"




This seemed like a good opportunity for Samantha and me to come up with a plan. I was wrong as Samantha said "That sounds like a wonderful idea. Patty and I spent hours shopping. A foot soak and massage would do wonders for my aching feet. You go ahead, honey; I'll go get Patty dressed so she can join us as well,"




Dante began climbing the stairs leading to his bed. I wanted to run after him and watch him change, but I knew I had to keep my emotions in check. Sam leaned in and asked softly, "Patty, are you okay? Your mind seems to wander, and you seem to be tuning us out. Let's go try to find you a suit right now."




"How are we going to do that?" I asked Samantha. "What if the water washes off my makeup, my wig slips off, or worse, I get a hardon and Dante finds out?




Samantha laughed again at me, saying, "You worry too much sweetie. Your makeup will be fine. We'll apply a little adhesive to your short hair to keep the wig in place; it's not like you're going under the water and sucking his cock, you know. And as far as that little cock gets hard, well even, the Hubble Telescope couldn't see it." Samantha laughed as she spanked my ass up the stairs to change.




Instead of heading to her bedroom, which I was disappointed thinking I might finally catch a delicious glimpse of Dante, naked; we turned down the hall the other way and headed towards one of the many spare bedrooms. As soon as we entered the bedroom, Samantha closed the door in a jiff and she spun me around and into her toned arms. Samantha took me by the waist and pulled me in for a long and wet kiss, "That was so hot Patty. He didn't know it was you. I’m now fully confident, we can really pull this off. I’ll have the lights really low for a kick backed ambiance. We will put you in a nice chic little one piece suit. I have pretty much all sizes here for our guests, I'm sure we can find one for you. We will tuck your clitty under your balls and could even shove it up your pussy if we have to."




Samantha was talking a mile a minute and all, while her hands were scrambling through the dressing drawers of the closet searching out a suit, for me to wear. Samantha finally came across a nice black one piece bathing suit that she tossed in my direction, "Try this one on, I think we can show off that sexy figure of yours without exposing too much. We will enjoy the warm water and soak our feet. I am sure Dante will have a couple more drinks by the time; mix that with the hot water, and with him already being so tired, he will be back upstairs and passed out on the bed before we know it. You can sleep in this room. I’ll come by here and fuck you while Dante is down the hall. God! This’s such a turn-on." Samantha once again gave me a nice, long kiss.




I could not figure out how I was going to get out of this without just running out the door and going home, never to look back. My heart just could not grasp that. Even so, since I saw Dante, my heart hasn't stopped running a mile a minute, just as her speech was a while ago. I instantly pulled off my clothes and let Samantha apply the adhesive for the wig to my head while I pulled up the suit. It was almost skin tight, and after tucking my cock down and under, even I couldn't see it. The suit was cut high on my hourglass waist, showing off my nice swimmer legs. Thanks to Samantha, there wasn’t a single hair anywhere on my body below my eyebrows. The sides of the suit were open, but the front covered my toned stomach. My nipples poked out hard against the luxurious-feeling material, and with my wig and expertly applied makeup, I was sure Dante would have no idea that I was Patrick.




After telling me to wait for her to come get me, Samantha went to change in another room. It seemed like only a couple of minutes before the door swung open and Samantha was running in, grabbing me by the hand and leading me down the stairs. "Quick, Patty, He is shaving before he comes down; that will give us enough time to get in the water and hide your cute little clitty under the bubbles." There is finally a break in this huge mess, I thought to myself.




Samantha and I hurried down the stairs and out to their beautiful and private backyard. The hot tub was next to the bar, and it was already bubbling and steaming. Samantha handed me a few candles and a lighter. 




"Here, light these and place them around the tub." As she raced around turning off the lights, she gave instructions. As dusk fell and darkness settled in, the candles provided just enough light to get by.




I slid into the warm water as I waited for Samantha and Dante to join me. Despite my extreme anxiety, I was fortunate to be able to conceal my trembling hands beneath the bubbling water. I leaned back against one of the pillows when I noticed a Greek god approaching through the glass doors.




Dante strode down the stairs and headed for the backyard door. His tall, fit body was a vision. His black hair was pushed back from his face. His foxy eyes sparkled as his long, dark eyelashes fluttered at me. He flashed me the most perfect set of white teeth when we locked eyes. A thick black coat of fur-like hair was lightly draped over his chiseled bronze torso. His nipples were smooth and round, with just a tiny nub in the middle. He had long, sleek legs that showed off his flexing gams and thighs with every step. The well-defined monster serpent, dormant and coiled and ready to strike, was visible through his blue speedo.




And those feet, just a tuft of hair on the top of each foot, but each long, luscious toe was hairless. I watched as Dante dipped his foot into the water to check the temperature. Dante's toe flicked up at me, spraying a couple of drops of water in my face. I raised my eyes to Dante, who was giving me a sexy chuckle. To my dismay, Dante turned, walked over to the pool's edge, and dove right in.




Samantha arrived carrying a tray of margarita glasses and a full pitcher. She set the tray on the edge of the tub and slid under the water to join me under its soothing blanket. Saying, "Mmmmm, this feels so nice. This is the perfect ending to a perfect day, and I can finally free my feet from those shoes." Samantha looked over at me and smiled, "Well, almost the end," as she reached over and tweaked my nipple through the suit and shot me a wink.




Dante emerged from the water and made his way in our direction. His bright blue suit, which was now completely soaked, clung to his cock, neatly defining the big, tasty-looking shaft and head. His balls were separated on either side of his shaft. Across from Samantha and me, Dante got himself into the water. "Oh, this feels so good after a long week."




Dante held out his right foot for Samantha, who grabbed it and began grinding her thumbs into the bottoms of his feet, saying, "There, darling, does that feel good?"




Dante moaned, "Mmmmmm, that is so nice, baby," as his left foot drifted gently across my own foot. 

Then, out of nowhere, Samantha yanked Dante's foot back, causing him to fall off the edge of the seat and into the water below. Dante threw his left foot out of the water and headed straight for my face as his face sank beneath the bubbling water. My reflexes took over and I was able to avoid his foot as my hands shot up, grabbing his foot with my left and grabbing him by the calf with my right. I was able to counter his forward momentum by pushing against the sole of his foot.




Samantha, giggling uncontrollably, pushed against the sole of Dante's other foot, lifting his head out of the water once again. This all happened in a matter of seconds, but it still caught Dante off guard. Dante's head came back up out of the water, and with it came a gush of water from his mouth that splattered across Samantha's face.




Samantha stopped laughing and wiped the stream of water from her face with her hand. I watched the two of them giggling for a while before I could bring myself to join in. There was much more laughter, but neither Samantha nor I could bring ourselves to let go of Dante's feet. Dante turned to us and said, "I am glad you two had a good laugh at my expense. You two have to give me a foot massage as punishment."




Happy that Dante gave me the order, I began to rub the ball of his foot. I was touching his foot; it felt strong and manly to my touch. I did not realize my other hand was bracing his calf and gently squeezing it, fooling him into thinking I was massaging it as well. His leg was bobbing just above the surface of the water, and his torso would occasionally lift up to the surface, exposing his hardening cock as it floated at the surface.




Dante had to be balancing on his hands to keep his head above water. As I continued my massage, he kept his eyes closed. Samantha had been observing my growing fascination with Dante's foot before she intervened. Oh Patty, he was not serious about making you rub his feet. Dante, you can stop it now. Patty is our guest, and you should be the one to serve as host and pamper her feet.




When Dante sat back up, he gingerly removed his foot from under me. Then I felt Dante grab my foot and pull it up into his lap, as he dipped his hands under the water. Dante started massaging the top of my foot and the space between my toes, and I heaved a deep sigh and moaned, "mmmm."




My little clitty was straining in my tight suit. My cover would be completely blown if we had to get out of the water at this point. Dante pressed his thumb into the bottom of my foot and gently stroked my leg. The pressure from Dante's foot continued to cause my little cock to leap against the inside of my suit. As I tried to remove my foot from his grip, I felt like I was going to cum. Samantha soothed me quickly, saying, "Patty, do not worry; Dante is very familiar with all the pressure points on your foot. He can make all the stress leave your body. He really does have a magical touch." Then she turned to Dante and said, "Now stop trying to give the poor girl an orgasm. I know all your moves, darling."







My soon-to-arrive orgasm was interrupted by Dante's slight release of pressure on my foot, but the erotic pulsing that was coursing through my body continued uninterrupted. "Whatever do you mean, darling?" Dante played it off like a scolded child. "I am just being the gracious host, like you pointed out to our guest. Patty, do you want me to stop being the gracious host and let your foot go?" Dante asked.




"Nooo, please do not stop!" I practically screamed at him.




"See, our guest does not want me to stop massaging her foot," Dante said, looking at Samantha.




"You are insatiable," Samantha said as she leaned back against the wall. Remember, Patty, if you cum in the water, you're going to be the one having to clean the tub." Samantha laughed at her own inside joke. Dante continued his massage, and I sat back and enjoyed his magical touch once again.




Dante slid his leg under mine and drew my foot closer to his rock-hard cock. My foot's heel was gently placed in his lap. He gently moved my foot from side to side, rubbing my heel up and down the length of his hard cock. "Patty, bring up your other foot so I can massage that one too," Dante said as he continued massaging my feet.




I quickly agreed, but I had to use my hands to maintain my balance in the water and to keep myself under water. Dante let go of my right foot, but it remained in his lap, resting on his pulsing cock. He grabbed my other foot and started massaging my left foot. I was in heaven, getting massaged by one of the most attractive men I had ever seen. I lost my balance in the water as Dante kneaded my foot, causing my right foot to slip down further. My foot was no longer resting on its heel between his crotch and Dante's cock; the whole bottom of my foot was now on his throbbing cock.




A part of me wanted to move it away too quickly, but I also liked feeling his cock. I awkwardly tried to pull away, but Dante brought his legs together quickly, trapping my foot in between and locking my foot against his hot cock. Dante winked at me, "It is fine, Patty; just relax and enjoy the massage." Dante patted my foot between his legs. I turned to Samantha, expecting her disapproval, but she just sat there relaxing in the warm water and sipping her margarita.




My leg was now firmly wedged between Dante's. Dante's hairy legs came to brush against mine as the water soaked us both. It was an exquisite feeling. Dante continued to keep my body in a state of arousal while using his acupressure techniques to relax me at the same time. My head lay back, just over the edge of the hot tub. Dante's hairy legs continue to caress my smooth, hairless legs, and his massage is bringing me to the edge of an orgasm.




I was so engrossed in the sensation that I was unaware of how dangerously close I was to cumming until Dante applied a little too much pressure to my foot. My hard cock pressed upward, causing my suit to tent as my eyes squeezed shut and my back arched out of the water. 

My body experienced a powerful surge of sensation that sent me into an intense orgasm. "God, please, no! Oh crap, no!" I let out a scream as the cum pushed its way through my suit and out of my clitty like a bubbling fountain. Eventually, the hot fluid dissipated into the water, but not before filling my suit and coating my clitty.




As I went back into the water, my body finally calmed down. I opened my eyes, embarrassed, and my head cleared. My foot was still being held by Dante. "Now you can really relax Patty," he said with the biggest smile on his face.




I turned to face Samantha, who was beaming broadly. "I told you he had magical hands," she said. Can you imagine a better orgasm than that, short of being stuffed with a nice cock?




I hung my head in embarrassment. I wanted to run away from the hot tub, the house, and my life. "I am so embarrassed," I sobbed. "What you must both think of me I think I better go."




"Now do not worry your pretty little head," Samantha said as she wrapped her arm around me and drew me into her bosom. After all, it was Dante's fault. He is like a child who does not know when to stop. You do not have to be embarrassed in front of us. This is a safe place for you, as I have said. You can relax and be totally honest with us," she comforted me. "Now you have made Patty feel bad, and she wants to leave," Samantha said to Dante. "What do you have to say for yourself?"




Dante slid across the hot tub, wrapped his arms around Samantha and me, and hugged us both. "I am sorry, Patty. I could feel the tension in your foot and knew it was more than just muscle tension. I thought orgasms were the best way to let off steam. Samantha and I are so open about sex that I forget that others aren't. I guess I got distracted by how attractive you are."




I felt so much comfort from Dante's words. As a girl, was I that pretty? Pulling me from Samantha, Dante embraced me. I pressed my face against his neck. I moved toward him as my arms instinctively wrapped around his waist. Dante ran his hands over my hair and back. I was starting to calm down, though I was still crying into his neck. Samantha put her body up against my back and gave me a cozy, comforting hug.




"It is okay, sweetie, Dante, and I want you," Samantha said, leaning in close to my ear. "Please do not leave. Stay with us." As Samantha said this, I felt the straps on my suit slip off of my shoulders. Samantha reached around my chest and began to gently pull on my stiffening nipples, causing my suit to slide down my arms. I moaned into Dante's neck, "Mmmm."




Samantha worked my nipples, and Dante's hand lingered over my back, caressing me. Samantha pulled my suit off me completely and gently lifted me out of the water. She guided me down onto Dante's lap. I could feel Samantha's bare breast against my skin as she pressed her body against my back once more. Dante's hand moved down to cup my bare bubble ass.




I reached up to Dante's chest and ran my hand through his hair. "That feels so nice Patty," Dante moaned in approval. I cannot imagine a better girl for me and Samantha than you." For the first time, I felt Dante's hand on my little clitty as he sensually rubbed it.

I pressed my face up against Dante's neck, kissing and licking his skin. His skin tasted delicious. He smelled so good, so manly. I am being held by a real man. Samantha began to kiss my ear. "Do you want Dante to make love to you, Patty? Are you ready to have a real cock fill you up, baby? Just ask him. Tell Dante what you want, Patty."




"Please make love to me, Dante," I said, gently removing my head from his neck and meeting his gorgeous eyes. "I want to feel you inside me. I need to feel you inside me. Please, Dante."




"Of course, baby, I will make love to you," Dante said as he gently grabbed the back of my head and held me as he guided his lips to mine. Dante kissed me. His lips were so soft against mine. His tongue slipped between my lips and into my mouth, taking my breath away. Dante's kiss was gentle; it felt more like his tongue melted into my mouth.




Samantha drew herself out of the water and grabbed the towels. Dante and I followed, each grabbing a towel as we exited the hot tub. Dante dried himself off before hooking his thumbs on each side of his suit to pull it off when Samantha stopped him and said, "Stop! Let Patty open her prize, Dante."




I moved in Dante's direction, getting up close enough to feel his heart pounding in his chest. Dante placed his finger under my chin and tipped my face up to his. I melted back into his arms as he gave me the most emotional kiss I would ever experienced. Dante towered over me, his hard cock pressing against my stomach. I kissed and tasted my way down Dante's torso slowly. First, I put my tongue on his right nipple and felt the hard flesh harden even more under my tongue. His skin tasted so nice. I softly nibbled at his chest. Dante held me tight. "Oh, yes. That's it, Patty. Suck my nipples; bite them."




While I was licking and kissing my way across Dante's chest to his left nipple, he continued to encourage me by saying, "Mmmmm, so nice." What soft lips you have. Your tongue is so hot against my skin. That is it, lick that tit nice and hard. Mmmmm. Bite it, baby; show Daddy how much you want it."




His smell and taste were intoxicating to me. Just like Samantha, Dante's voice seduced me through my first time making love to a real man. I rubbed my face across his washboard abs and toned stomach, following his treasure trail down to my ‘big’ reward. I reached around Dante's ass and sunk my hands into the aculpted cheeks of his hard flesh. I pulled Dante's heavenly cock to my face and kissed the length of his cock through his wet suit.




I let go of his cheeks, slid my hands to his sides, and gradually pulled his suit down. I wanted to relish the sensation and sight of seeing Dante's cock, my first cock, come into view. I pulled the suit away from his cock to allow the head to be free. It was beyond anything I had dreamed of. Even if Samantha had a copy of Dante's cock made, it would not have been as stunning as the original.




My fingers traced the inside of Dante's suit before returning to his tight cheeks in the back. I moved forward to just have a little taste and lick his head at the first. I squeezed his ass and pulled him into me. My forehead pressed against Dante's firm stomach as I looked down at his delicious cock. My mouth was watering and yet dry at the same time. I slowly slid out my tongue and pressed it into the opening at the center of his perfectly shaped pink head. I felt a clear, slippery drop of precum ooze out of it as my tongue probed his cockhead. My heart was beating so fast that I thought it would burst out of my chest.




Dante held my head and softly stroked my hair as he sucked air through his clenched teeth. "Phwww, that feels so damn good, baby. It feels really good. Run that sweet tongue on my cockhead. Enjoy it, sweetie. Lick all around the head. Mmmm. What a great little cocksucker you are, baby."




I yanked on Dante's suit a little harder, releasing half of his cock from its confines. I licked his head again, then ran my soft painted lips and tongue up and down the length of his shaft. My tongue felt the pulse of each vein. I kept yanking on Dante's suite until I freed his balls.




I tilted my head back just enough to see his neatly groomed cock. The hair above his cock was neatly combed to a tiny patch of squire hair, cut just above the point where his shaft protrudes from his body. His ballsack hung low, smooth, and shaven, the size of golf balls. He had the same pale olive complexion, and the absence of tan lines indicated that he had sunbathed naked. Simply flawless in my eyes.




I thrust my face under his shaft and into his body. His balls pushed up against my cheeks. I inhaled deeply and kissed his balls. I gently kissed and licked every inch of his balls and cock. There was a drop of precum dangling from his cock head. I followed the stream up to his cock head with my tongue, using it to barely touch the tip of the falling drop before swallowing his head and five inches of his glorious cock.




I used every single skill Samantha showed me in the past week to make Dante happy. His cock seemed much thicker than its replica, but more soft. His precum tasted sweet and felt so good swirling around my mouth. I gently pulled on Dante's balls, forcing his cock to tighten and go further deeper down my throat. I was very proud of myself; I was able to take about seven inches down my throat. To get my nose into that tiny area of hair just above his cock was my goal. I hope that I will get other opportunities to make that happen soon.




Dante pulled his glorious cock out of my mouth. Dante grabbed his shaft and lightly caressed my face with his cock. Looking down at me, "You're very good at this babygirl. Let's head upstairs where we all can have a good time, shall we?"




Samantha helped me up off my knees and said, "Come on, you sexy little cock sucker, let's get you the fucking you need. I need that sweet tongue of yours to take care of my pussy while my husband takes care of yours with his delicious cock. You’ve got Mommy dripping and horny, you hot little minx."







To be continued...
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Chapter 3




Dante hooked my arm around his and escorted me up the stairs, I felt like a girl at the prom. The three of us climbed the stairs stark naked and extremely horny. Dante opened the door to their master bedroom and led me to his bed. As we got next to the bed Dante scooped me up into his strong arms and walked on his knees to the middle of the expansive bed where he lay me down. I sank into the soft satin bedding as Dante leaned in for another one of his body/mind-trembling passionate kisses.




Samantha joined us on the bed, coming in from the other side. Before long, we were exchanging lips with each other in turn. My hands were all over the two of them; lightly stroking Dante's huge hard member, fingering the little hard nub above Samantha's shaved already dripping pussy which I know drives her crazy, and alternating sucking on Dante's hard nipples then Samantha's sensitive ones on top of her gorgeous full firm breasts. This entire time, I was also feeling a finger and two probing my soon to be fucked pussy.




Samantha started by inserting her slender long finger into my pussy. She kept finger fucking me to loosen me up, and then I felt a much larger finger, which I instantly recognized as Dante's, pressing its way into my hot and tight tunnel. Then to my surprise, Dante pulled out his finger and grabbed Samantha's hand, together they put their forefingers closely to form one and gently and slowly pushed it into my wanton pussy. "Ahhhhhh!!! Don't stop, please, don't stop, fuck me, take me, please." I let out a scream as my hole widened to take their probing in.




They continued to hold hands and fuck me as they both stared deep into my eyes. Samantha was the first to break the silence, "Are you ready Patty? You are about to cross over to another world, are you finally ready for a real man to take your virgin pussy baby? Once Dante here fucks you, the three of us will become one. Do you want to be our lover Patty? Are you ready to fully commit to us?"




I looked up into both of their faces, "Please, oh yes, please. I have never been happier than I am right now. I want to be the lover for you both. Make love to me, please. I know in my heart that I love you both."




Dante kissed me on my lipsticked lips and slowly moved in between my legs. He lifted my legs up to his broad shoulders and placed the big head of his hard cock at my virgin entrance. Samantha squirted a liberal amount of lube on Dante's cock and jerked it a couple of times to fully coat it with the cool lube. Then she inserted the pointy tip of the bottle of lube into my hole and squeezed, I felt the rush of the chill thick liquid shooting into my horny pussy. Samantha held on to Dante's throbbing cock and guided it to my hole. This really was the three of us making love.




Samantha swirled Dante's cockhead around my hole before lining it up. Samantha looked down at me, "Are you ready for Daddy, Patty baby?"




I looked back at Samantha, "More than you will ever know Mommy."




Pushing his cock's head into my ass, Dante pressed forward. Nothing, not even Samantha's extensive training, could have prepared me for the first warm feeling of a real cock entering my body. I did recall to push out as Dante pressed a few inches of his cock into my eagerly awaiting virgin pussy. Dante slowly fed me his cock inch by inch as Samantha continued to hold his cock. When I felt Dante's full weight press against my thigh I knew I was no longer a virgin.




As I watched my lovers work together and experienced my first penetration by a real cock, I could feel the happy tears streaming down my cheeks. Bending over, Dante began to wipe my tears away with a kiss. On the other side of my face, I felt Samantha begin to kiss away my tears. Samantha consoled me, "There, there, it's all right now. He is fully inside. Was it everything you hoped for? Does Daddy’s cock feel good inside you Patty?"




I lifted my head and kissed her, "Thank You! This’s everything I could have imagined and so much more."




Dante pushed himself back up and slowly pulled his cock out of my pussy, then sawed his way back in, then out again. He moved so methodically and slowly, ensuring that his pulsing cockhead presses firmly enough in all the right spots deep within my virgin hole. "Fuck me, Dante, please. Fuck me harder Daddy. Take my virgin pussy. Stretch out my pussy. Fill me up with your cum."




Dante grinned at me, pulled his cock almost all the way out, and slammed it back as hard as he could. "Yes, that is it, fuck me harder, please," I screamed out in pure ecstasy.




Samantha swung her leg over my head and turned to face Dante. I gazed up into her steaming hot pussy with wet, puffy lips. "I need my pussy eaten and we need to quiet her screams before the neighbors call the cops." she chuckled.




As Samantha lowered her pussy to my mouth, I looked up to see Dante and Samantha locked in an intense kiss. Like it was my last meal, I jumped into that pussy. I pushed my tongue into her pussy as far as it would go. Her pussy was hot. I first sucked on one of her swollen pussy lips before moving on to the other. I then sucked them both in with my mouth wide open. I ran my tongue up and down her clit. Samantha screamed, "Oh Yesss, I’m Cumming," and I could hear her. "Fuckkkk, This is so fucking hot." she continued.




My throat was filled with a long stream of Samantha's hot, sweet nectar. I always get off when I can make Samantha have an orgasm. I felt my hot cum shoot onto my chest and stomach and my pussy squeeze around Dante's cock harder than I ever imagined. Dante said, "Oh yes, I can not believe the pressure," which told me that the pressure was too much for him. "I'm cumming... Your virgin little hole is going to be filled with my cum baby."




I felt Dante's cock tense and swell just before his hot cum started to fill me up. The pressure of his hot cum was so intense that his cum leaked out my ass and onto Dante's thighs. Dante slowly pulled his spent cock out of my ass and rolled on his back. Samantha swung her leg back over my head allowing me to gaze upon the cock that just fucked my virginity away. Dante's cum was dripping down the meaty shaft of his cock.




I quickly rolled over onto my hands and knees and crawled in between Dante's muscular legs. I so badly wanted to taste his cum. I placed a hand on his chiseled thighs and moved my face forward. I first licked up the little droplets of cum dripping down his inner thighs. It tasted like pure nectar of the gods. I savored the feeling of his thick hot cum on my warm tongue before my brain registered how good it tasted. I then moved to the head of his cock, where a big white glob was bubbling out. I opened my mouth wide, as not to touch the sensitive head with my teeth, and gently enveloped my painted soft lips around his head. My tongue gently flicked the white cream into my mouth. "Mmmmmm"




I could hear Dante and Samantha chuckling at me. I must’ve looked like someone trying ice cream for the first time. Dante was still hard. He showed zero signs of losing his erection. Dante slowly pulled his cock from my mouth, "There is more where that came from Patty. From now you will be drinking a lot of cum sweetheart, don't you worry."




Samantha was now on all fours waiting for Dante's cock. Dante walked on his knees, lined his hard cock up with her pussy, and plunged himself balls deep into her dripping hot pussy in one single movement. As Dante's balls slapped against Samantha's thighs, she showed her approval "Ohhh Fuck, Yessss. Get under me, Patty, eat my pussy, and lick Dante's cock as he fucks m,e sweetie."




I hungrily dived under Samantha, from the side. I lay beneath her on my back looking up at one of the most intimate and beautiful things I have ever seen. It felt like I was gazing at a piece of art that I wasn’t supposed to see. Samantha's smoothly shaved pussy was glistening with her pussy juices. Her puffy but still defined lips were spread wide by Dante's meaty sculpted cock. Dante's shaved balls were hanging down, almost lying on my forehead. With little effort, I could lift my head and taste any and every treat that was in front of me.




Dante's cock slowly came out from Samantha's pussy, his throbbing shaft dripping with her pussy juice, before he went on with his steady rhythm of fucking Samantha. Dante's balls swayed back and forth before my eyes. Samantha's dripping juices soon became a frothy flow in no time. I reached out with my tongue and began to devour Samantha's pussy. As Dante lunged forward, bearing his cock in Samantha's pussy, his balls slapped the right side of my cheek. I stuck out my tongue, and licked Dante's glistening shaft as it moved in and out of Samantha's warm pussy. Samantha's juices collected on my tongue as I slurped it up like nectar, relishing in the taste.




I moved my head down just a little and caught Dante's balls with my mouth. Dante stopped as soon as his cock was fully deep inside Samantha's pussy. This gave me time to enjoy cleaning Samantha's juices off of Dante's balls. "Ohhh yes, Patty, suck my balls. Go ahead, Grab them with your teeth baby, pull on them. Godddd, Yes! That's it, baby." I held onto Dante's balls with my teeth, careful not to clamp down too tight, but just tight enough to stretch his sac down as my head came back to rest on top of the bed.




Thanks to Samantha’s previous training. I knew by stretching Dante's balls down, his cock would be pulled tight within Samantha's pussy making him even more sensitive. Samantha must have had an equally gratifying sensation, they both moaned out almost in unison, "Ohhhh shit, that feels soooo damn good. Don't stop Patty."




I knew that they were both on the verge of cumming and I wanted to be the reason they both went over the top. I wanted to make them as happy as they have made me. I secured my hold on Dante's sac before I moved my head towards Samantha's chest, pulling Dante's balls as far as possible. Dante slammed his cock as deep as possibly he could, planting his cock inside Samantha. I could see Samantha pushing back hard against Dante, as her thigh muscles flexed, gripping her pussy as tight around Dante's hard cock as possible.




Samantha reached her orgasm first as her head shot up in the air and her torso came slamming down by my head, "I'm cummmming, shit, shitttt, shit, my god..mmm!"




The pressure was already too much for Dante, as his fingers, which were gripping Samantha's waist, turned almost white. I watched the underside of his ball's pulse as I knew he was shooting a big load deep inside Samantha’s wet pussy. Dante blurted out almost incoherent grunts as he shot his load, "Oh Fuckkkk! I'm cummminnnnnggg! Ahh yesss! Mmmmm!"




As I watched their bodies relax after what seemed like more than a few minutes, I released the hold I had on Dante's balls, hoping that I didn't puncture them. Dante's cock slowly slipped out of Samantha's swollen pussy. I quickly scooted back down under them just in time to be rewarded by a gush of Dante's cream flooding from her warm pussy. I opened my mouth, not wanting to lose a drop, and planted it at the opening of Samantha's pussy. I lapped up the cum before letting my head fall back and pulling Dante's cock into my mouth.




Dante's cock was still dripping with his thick tasty cream, and his cock was just soft enough to allow me to engulf its entire meaty girth. Dante's balls were resting on my forehead and I was able to look up to see, for the first time, Dante's pink puckered rosebud. What a sight! So many things to explore, I said to myself.




I licked every bit of the fresh oozing cum from Dante's cock head and all of Samantha's pussy juice off of his soft shaft and balls before Dante pulled his cock out of my mouth, becoming too sensitive. Samantha took my empty mouth as an invitation as she lowered her dripping wet pussy onto my face, "Remember all good sluts clean up their messes sweetie. Eat me, Patty. Lick all of Daddy’s cum out of my pussy. Make me cum baby, use that tongue like you very well know how. Make Mommy proud Patty"




I wrapped my arms around Samantha's hourglass waist to hold on, for I knew I was going to do my best to send this amazing woman into an orgasm orbit. I ran my warm tongue up the entire length of her pussy before I sucked on her puffy lips. I know how much Samantha loves her pussy lips sucked on as I slowly rim the insides of her pussy. "Yes! That's it, baby, Use that talented tongue. Godddd, suck my pussy harder Patty. Eat up Dante's cum. Suck it out of me. You’re going to make me cum hard you naughty girl. Oh shittt, oh, yes, fuuucckkk!"




Samantha's back arched up, trying to pull away, but my arms locked on her thighs tight, holding her back so that I could continue to eat her through her peak. Floods of Dante's juices mixed with Samantha's sweet nectar rushed out of Samantha's hot pussy. I could feel their cum dripping down the sides of my made-up face. I shook my head back and forth while flicking my tongue deep inside her sweet pussy. I could feel Samantha's body flex and tighten as she shoved her face into a pillow to muffle the screams of her pleasure.




Samantha rolled off of me, not being able to take it anymore. Dante sat back against the headboard as Samantha snuggled under his left shoulder. I felt that the climax was over and my services were no longer needed. How do I get myself out of this awkward moment? Then Samantha reached out her left hand, and Dante raised his right, both beckoning me to join them in the cuddle.




"Come on over here baby girl, come cuddle with us." Dante's deep voice was so soothing to my ears. I crawled under his arm as he wrapped it around me and pulled me to his chest. The smell of sex was truly intoxicating. I lightly caressed Dante's cock as he rubbed my back. Samantha reached over and cupped her hand on my face. I looked up at her as she leaned down and took my lips in her mouth for a deep passionate kiss.




I fell into a deep sleep, as we all must have because when I woke up, I could see that a couple of hours had passed and Dante and Samantha were still deep asleep. We all started to stir; it was dark outside and it looked to be the middle of the night. Nobody was expecting me tonight anyway so I just continued to cuddle with my lovers, enjoying the combined body heat. We all drifted off to sleep until the morning light woke us.




Dante pulled me and Samantha into him and kissed the tops of our heads, "Morning ladies. I hope the two of you had as good a night's sleep as I did? I can't remember the last time I had such a well fucked night's sleep."




Samantha stretched her body out, kissed me on the cheek and Dante on his lips, "Morning lovers. I think we all could use a nice long shower. Why don't you two go ahead and get started while I run down and put on a pot of coffee, I need the caffeine!"




I was relished to spend more time with Dante's naked body. Dante gave my tight ass a nice little love slap, "Come on baby, let's get that pretty little bottom of yours into the shower?" I lifted myself up off of Dante's chest and moved off of the bed. By the looks of the sheets now, I would say that it would have to go out to the cleaners as well.




Dante and I made our way to the shower while Samantha left the bedroom to make that coffee. I wondered if this was a one-time fling. Was the spontaneity all over? Is Dante going to be upset with what has happened? Again, I was overthinking everything, but the happiness I felt inside, I wanted to hang on to it for as long as I possibly and realistically could.




Dante entered their enormous shower and turned on the water and steam. Dante reached out his hands and helped me pull off my wig. The glue stuck a bit to my hair but seemed to have pulled itself off without much of a battle like I thought it would be. Dante threw the wig out of the shower, onto one of the sink counters. Then he reached over and grabbed the bottle of the perfumed bath soap and poured a liberal amount of it in his hand, "Come here baby girl, let me bathe you."




I rinsed my body under the warm water before going over to Dante. My knees went weak as Dante's soapy hands explored every inch and curve of my lithe body. His hands felt like a million little electric nodes completing their circuits when touching my body. I was quickly getting a hardon, whatever little there was of it. Dante pulled me to his chest as he ran his hands up and down my smooth back, "Feeling good sweetheart? Do you like it when I touch you all over, baby?"




I pushed my face into Dante's chiseled hairy chest, "Oh Yes Dante! You and Samantha have made me so happy."




"The first time Sam and I saw you cleaning our pool in just that little Speedo and T-shirt, we both knew you were the one we’d been searching to complete our little family here. Samantha and I both have a very specific and defined appetite for sex. You not only fulfill our dreams of sex, but we have both become very fond of you Patty, if you know what I mean?"




I was afraid to presume the wrong thing and look like a fool, and then I felt Samantha's body sandwich me in between the two of them. "What Dante is saying Patty, is we both do love you greatly. You have turned out to be an amazing girlfriend and a wonderful companion for me. We would like to make a proposal to you. Let's get cleaned up and head out to the pool, have a cup of coffee, and talk it over."




I couldn't imagine what they wanted to talk to me about, but right now I didn't care about any of it, I was naked with my two favorite people who were also in their birthday suits. We lathered each other up and rinsed the soap off in the warm water. Dante gave us both our enemas and cleaned us out. He was always gentle and never forced anything on me or Samantha. We dried off and headed straight downstairs. And no clothes were worn.




Samantha brought in a tray with our coffee and some Bagels as we all sat at the outdoor table by the pool. Samantha was the first to begin. Placing a manicured soft hand of hers on my knee, "Patty sweetheart, I know how much you prefer being Patty over Patrick. I can see how your eyes light up in an instant when you slip into a pretty outfit and let me make your face all pretty in front of the vanity." I agreed, but still hung my head in embarrassment.




"Dante and I would like to make an offer to you, to come and live with us as Patty. Don't get me wrong baby, it's not that we want you just to be a sex toy for us, we want you to come live here as part of our little family. We both love you like our own and we want you to be who you really are. Of course that would mean you would learn about our businesses, how they operate, and how we operate in our business. We will travel the world. While here at home, you will have your own room filled with beautiful clothes."




I sat, stunned, as Dante picked up where Samantha finished, "Last night was fantastic Patty. I felt a true emotional connection with you sweetheart. Not like I feel with Samantha, but our love goes beyond that. We know we can have you in our hearts and in our beds. Having you and Samantha as part of my life would literally make me the happiest man on this planet."




I gave Dante a funny look and giggled, "Here I thought I was the happiest man on earth." We all started to laugh. "When would you want my answer?"




Dante and Samantha looked at each other with almost hurt feelings, "Well, anytime you feel comfortable baby. And if you don't want to be with us, we will completely understand and respect your decision." I could see that Samantha's eyes were on the brink of tears, worried about how I would answer for their offer.




I stood up, walked over to Dante, swung my leg over his lap, and lowered myself down on his soft cock, "Good… because I couldn't wait for another second to tell you both that I would love to be part of your family." With that, I gave Dante a big kiss as I grind my little ass against his now-hardening cock. Samantha came up next to me and added her mouth to our kiss as we all hugged and kissed each other.




Samantha broke the kiss first, "We are so delighted Patty. We have so much to prepare for. First, we have to explain to your parents that you want to be Patty and move in here."




"Nooo!" I screamed out, "They’re too orthodox, they’d never understand Sam. Can't we think of something else?"




Samantha patted my back, "Calm down baby. I prefer honesty, but we can start off by telling them that you have obtained an internship at Dante's company and that you would be staying here in between flying around the world as our personal intern. You aren’t starting college until January anyway, so that will buy us a few months to ease into this. We can call it a trial run for all of us. How does that sound?"




At almost the same time, Dante and I both said, "Perfect!"




The intercom rang and Samantha looked at the two of us, "You two stay here, I'll go get it '' Samantha grabbed a terry cloth robe and put it on as she headed for the front door. I stayed on Dante's lap, and I started to kiss his neck, and grind my tight ass against his raging tasty member.




The sound of Samantha's voice broke us up from making out. "Is this how it's going to be every time from now when I leave the two of you alone?! Patty, you are such a little minx, you slut," she said with a wicked little grin on her face. Samantha also had an armful of boxes and bags dangling from her fingers. "Guess what? Part of Patty's new wardrobe just arrived."




I jumped off of Dante's lap, kissed him on the lips, and ran to Samantha like a child on a Christmas morning. Samantha turned and headed back towards the stairs, "Come on Patty, we’ve got a lot of work to do baby."




 Samantha and I went upstairs to one of the spare bedrooms, which was just as beautifully furnished as the rest of the house. Samantha emptied her arms and hands onto the big bed.




I opened the boxes and handed each new item to Samantha. Samantha began filling the empty closet and dresser with all of my new clothes, Patty’s clothes. We finished putting away all of the clothes and cleaned up the bags and boxes. Samantha pulled me into her arms, "We are going to have so much fun filling this closet and drawers baby. I can't wait to take you shopping when we’re in Paris and Italy. You're going to look like an absolute smoke show in all those designer dresses and lingerie. Oh my god, I just realized something, we have to get you a passport as soon as possible. Dante is flying to London in a couple of weeks and you and I are joining him." My head was spinning, things were moving so fast, and in directions I never dreamed about.




Samantha ran back into the closet and pulled out an outfit for me to put on. "Saygoodbyee to Patrick baby, Patty is here to stay." We both giggled as I slipped on my white lace panties with a satin bow on each side. I pulled on some knee high silk white stockings that felt absolutely soft and luxurious on my hairless legs and slipped on a nice pair of Mary Janes. Samantha held up my denim skirt so that I could step into it. I absolutely relished the feeling of pointing my toe down as I stepped into the skirt, that simple reflex made me feel so feminine. As Samantha pulled up my skirt she licked each of my already hard nipples causing us both to giggle again.




I went to put on a simple, not-so-flashy white satin blouse when Samantha stopped me, "Wait… you forgot your bra!"




I looked at Samantha, "Really? Why bother? Bras feel uncomfortable just hanging on my chest with nothing to hold up. I just don't have enough to even start training."




Samantha held out her hands displaying two nice little B-cup silicone forms, with life-like hard little nipples, "Well if you put these in your bra I am sure it won't be just simply hanging on you."




I looked at Samantha's gorgeous loving smile, "They look so real, almost like my own." I quickly pulled on the bra and took one of the forms from Samantha. Samantha inserted one of the forms into my bra as I worked with the other.




"There you go! It looks perfect. We just have one more quick touch left." Samantha said as she pulled one of the forms away from my chest, peeled off the adhesive strips on their backside, and pressed it back against my chest. Samantha repeated the process on the other side. "There there, now they won't be falling out. You can even swim with these babies on."




I turned around and faced the mirror, the transformation was unbelievable. I slowly reached up and cupped each breast in my hands. I gently squeezed them, and then rubbed my finger over the hard little nipples poking out through my bra. I watched myself in the mirror as I continued to feel myself up. I so truly wished they were real.




Samantha wrapped her arms around me, giving a tight hug, "You are so beautiful, Patty. Do you like your titties?"




I was so choked up, that I barely said, "They're lovely Sam. I wish they were real, I wish I could feel myself playing with my nipples."




Samantha kissed me on my lips and broke the hug, "We can think about it maybe for this Christmas. Now let's get your hair, makeup, and nails done baby. Dante is taking us out to Dinner, and then some shopping. Let's see how much we can spend before Dante has a heart attack." Samantha pushed me towards her room and we both laughed as we headed down the hall.




Samantha placed a nice natural natural-looking blonde wig on my head and combed it into a nice sexy short bob. She did my makeup like a pro and then painted a couple of coats on my nails with a cute light pink pastel polish.




While I sat and waited for my nails to dry, Samantha got herself into a nice red silky blouse, a short denim skirt that showed off her long sexy legs, and three-inch red heels. She is still the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen. I reminded myself to practice walking in heels so that I could finally wear them going out without falling on my face.




Samantha and I strolled down the stairs as Dante was just finishing his phone call. Dante looked up at us coming down the stairs and we could hear the ending of his conversation, "I'll call you later. I have to go now; my vision and everything have just been overwhelmed by two gorgeous women."




"Woah Ladies! Just give me a minute to grab a baseball bat or something so I can keep the onlookers from getting too close when we head out. I am going take you beauties out into the night. Let's head to the city and celebrate our new union. And just to warn you two, when we head back here afterward I will expect one hell of a night of earth-shattering, ball-draining, mind-blowing S-E-X." The last word he spelled out was letter by letter.




Dante stretched both his arms out to us as we slid our arms through his loops and continued to walk out the door, in one smooth motion. We were already acting as one.




We strolled out to Dante's car, the two of them towering next to me. I felt like a child going out to dinner with her parents, both of them had a very natural dominant at the same time very loving presence. Dante opened the car door and held my hand as I stepped into the backseat. Dante then opened the front door for Samantha. Dante was a complete gentleman. We drove out to the same shopping center that Samantha and I had gone to the day before. I was comfortable being there since we spent that day there without any incident.




Dante escorted us to a very nice restaurant where we dined on food I couldn't even pronounce, but it was very good. After dinner, Samantha took control and led the way through various stores. As she was loading my arms full of outfits to try on she mentioned to Dante, "We have to get Patty a whole new wardrobe for England, don't you think?"

Dante laughed and clapped his hands together, "My darling I couldn't agree more. And with that, I am going to the smoke shop and buy a couple of cigars while you girls flatten out my credit card." We all laughed as Dante scurried out of the female clothing store.

Samantha called out to him, "Just for that I am buying myself some things as well." Samantha looked back at me with her beautiful smile and winked. "Let's teach him a lesson and buy out the store." We both laughed.




We had a truckload of boxes being sent back to Dante and Samantha's house, and Samantha didn't seem to be slowing down. Samantha literally grabbed me by the hand and pulled me from one store to the next. We finally ended up at the same shoe store which now had a gorgeous flirty salesman shift instead. As luck would have it he was on duty instead of that old balding but still flirty salesman who was here last time in his place.




"Good evening ladies, how may I assist you?" My mouth dropped open as I stared into Scott's (as his name tag stated) beautiful light blue eyes and the longest black eyelashes I have ever seen.




Samantha taking charge as usual, jumped right in, "Good evening Scott. My husband ditched us so we are going to punish him by earning you a great big commission." Samantha turned to me with a grin, "Close your mouth and wipe your drool Patty, we’ve got shoes to try on." Samantha laughed as she pushed me towards the chairs so we could be fitted for shoes.




Scott laughed along with Samantha, and I just blushed. I sat down on one of the chairs as Samantha walked up and down the wall filled with shoes on display. Samantha was picking up several pairs of shoes. Scott pulled up a low bench with an angled foot rest readying to measure my foot.




Samantha called out to Scott, "Get her foot measurements, and then I want to see her try on all of these."




Scott smiled, showing the whitest teeth, "Anything you want Ma’am. Will we be sending these to your home as well?"




"Scott you know me so well." Samantha chimed back as she had at least a dozen shoes for me to try on.




I kept telling myself to stop focusing on Scott, but I could not help but be drawn back to his perfectly chiseled jaw, blue eyes, and sleek black hair. I noticed his lightly bronzed neck's Adam's apple jiggling up and down as he spoke. I observed his hand as it descended and grasped my foot. His hands, too, were flawless. Perfectly manicured nails, long, tanned fingers, and a dark black tuft of hair sticking out of the cuff of his shirt.




As Scott lifted my foot onto the measuring device, I shook my head and returned to reality. "Would you mind if I slipped off your stocking and put on a nylon stocking so you can try on the shoes?" asked Scott, taking off my black flat and meeting my eyes.




As Scott's hand went up my calf, I nodded to him and almost cummed in my panties. He slipped his fingers in the top of my stocking and slowly guided it down to my ankle. I lifted my foot and he slipped off my stocking. His hands were touching my smooth skin the entire time. I could feel myself leak precum and my cock strained against my panties.




Scott scrunched up a nylon in his hand and slipped it over my toes. The palm of his hand glided against the sole of my foot and then continued up my calf. I bit my lip to keep from moaning out loud.




Samantha broke my pending orgasm as she dangled a pair of shoes in Scott's face, "Can we see her in this pair first Scott?"




Scott was still holding my calf, and actually, I felt him squeezing it just slightly, "Of course, let me go grab some shoes out of the back. I will be right back."




As Scott disappeared through the door to the backroom, Samantha sat next to me, "Oh he wants you almost as bad as you want him." Samantha emphasized her point by grabbing ahold of my clitty through my skirt.




"My god girl, calm down or your cum will be dripping down your leg. He is gorgeous, isn’t he? I believe the sole reason we come here is for him to check up our skirts. He is such a flirt, but no one I know of has been able to bring him home. I think he may like what you have for him." I felt my cheeks flush read again as Samantha squeezed my clitty.




It just occurred to me what Samantha was saying, "Oh my god, did he just look up my skirt and figure out I wasn't a girl? Can we go now Samantha, please?"




"Honey, I am telling you he likes cock. I bet Scott will fuck you good and hard. He is a dreamy Egyptian Boy that anybody would love to have. But sweetie, I can tell he wants your pussy over any cougar or trophy wife that comes in here." Samantha reached under my skirt and tugged my panties down and off.




I never thought of stopping Samantha from doing anything, even stripping me of my panties in a public place, so I just lifted my ass and let her pull them off. "Now let's see if his reaction changes. Patty, we will be here until I am satisfied that you have enough footwear to go with all your new outfits. And that Scott wants to fuck you. You know you would suck his cock if given the chance, maybe I just gave you the chance." Samantha winked again at me as she patted my hard leaking clitty.




Samantha grabbed up my panties and noticed how wet they were, "Look how wet you got these! Ohhhh, you want him bad; you're such a little slut." Samantha laughed at me and I just smiled back.




Balancing roughly six shoe boxes, Scott emerged from the door. He sat back down and opened the top box. Scott pulled out a silver pair of ankle strap shoes with a single strap. He bent down and pulled up my foot to slip the first shoe on. One hand firmly held my calf, as the heel of my foot rested in the palm of his other hand. I watched his expression as he raised my foot, parted my legs, and exposed my hairless clitty. I was not disappointed, and it appeared that neither was Scott, as his eyes locked onto my cock and I could feel the palm of his hand begin to sweat against my heel.




Scott released his grip on my calf reached down grabbed the shoe and slowly slipped it over my foot. Smooth as butter, my foot slipped into the shoe. Scott carefully wrapped the strap around my ankle and fastened it. As he guided my foot back to the floor his body leaned forward towards my crotch. He held his face in place as he pulled my other foot up to fit the other shoe. His eyes never left my clitty. Scott put on my other shoe and placed my foot back on the ground.




Scott stood up and both Samantha and I noticed his thick cock pressing down his leg. Scott held out his hand for me so that he could help me stand. I took Scott's hand and lifted myself to a standing position. My small cock was hard enough to poke my skirt out just enough so that you could tell I was a guy. Fortunately it was nearly closing time and the area we were in was void of customers.




Scott continued to hold my hand as I took a few wobbly steps around on the five-inch heels. Though I was not used to heels, I was able to hold my own without looking too ridiculous. Scott spun me around in a pirouette before I sat back down on the chair. We all giggled as my skirt lifted just enough to air out my clitty, but not high enough to show the world. As I sat back down my skirt was riding a little higher than before so Scott had a really good view under my skirt.




We repeated the routine through various colors of peep toes, platforms, pumps, slides, stacked heels, and my favorite, stilettos. Samantha excused herself to check out some jewelry and handbags while Scott and I finished our shoe show. Scott looked at me, "I have one more pair for you to try on, would you mind giving me a hand, the box is kind of high and nobody is left in my department to hold the ladder?"




"Why Scott, if I wasn't so shy I could swear you were trying to get me in the backroom alone. Of course, I will come and give you a hand." I twirled my hair and batted my eyelashes in the most flirty pose I could muster.




Scott extended his hand and I graciously accepted it as he just about lifted me into his arms. All of those looks, and muscle too, this guy made my head spin. We walked through the back door and it no sooner shut before Scott spun me into his arms, bent over, and gently pushed his lips to mine. I wrapped one arm around his waist and the other moved up and combed my fingers through his thick hair. My lips parted and his tongue swirled its way into my mouth.




I could feel his meaty cock pressing against my abs. We separated and Scott looked at me, "I have always dreamed of a beautiful girl like you coming into my life. What is your relationship with Samantha and her husband?"




I was a little caught off guard by the question, everything was moving fast with Samantha and Dante, but Samantha was encouraging me to play with Scott. "I love Samantha and Dante. I don't think they would mind if I had a relationship with you."




Scott kissed me again, "I would like the opportunity to date you, Patty. You seem to be everything I have ever wanted, everything I have needed."




With that Scott knelt in front of me and lifted my skirt and pushed his face into my hard clitty. He rubbed his face all over my little cock and balls before he engulfed my tiny clitty all the way into his mouth. I reached down and grabbed his head with both hands and ran my fingers through his thick black hair. Scott reached both hands around me and grabbed my ass cheeks. He kneaded my cheeks before he spread them and placed the tip of his finger against my pussy. "Oh yes, Scott do it, finger my pussy. You are so hot, baby. Is this what you need baby, a nice cock in your mouth and a tight boi pussy to fuck?"




Scott answered me by shoving his finger deep into my pussy and deep-throating my cock. My little clitty barely reached the back of Scott's throat, which allowed Scott to tongue my balls at the same time. I was in heaven and about to shoot my load. I wasn't sure if Scott was ready for that but it felt so damn good. "Oh, Scott you are such a good cock sucker. Oh, tongue my little ball sack baby. Mmmmh. Oh Scott you're going to make me cum."




Scott held me tighter and used his finger that was fucking my pussy to hold me against his face. Scott wanted my cum and I think he likes dirty talk too. I looked down into Scott's eyes as he sucked my cock, "You may be a ladies' man on the outside, but baby I know you're a lady wanting a man on the inside. My little boy needs my cum. That's it cock sucker drain my balls. Suck my juice out. Here it comes, baby. Ready to feel my hot cum shoot in your cock sucking mouth baby?"




Scott started sucking me for all he was worth. He started to moan into my cock and he now had two fingers fucking my pussy with lightning speed. My balls tightened up, and my pussy clenched tight around Scott's fingers. I could feel the head of my cock swell. I grabbed onto Scott's head and started to slam fuck his mouth hard, "That's it baby fuck my pussy hard. This is what you want, isn't it, my little slut? You like being face fucked by a cock, don't you? Well, here it comes baby, drink my load. Aaghhhh Yessss!!!" I screamed out and shot my load down Scott's throat.




Scott did not want to let my cock go, but it was becoming too sensitive as I pulled away from him. I know the feeling of just exposing your deepest desires with someone, so I grabbed Scott's head and pulled him to me for a cum sharing kiss. I pushed my tongue into Scott's mouth and searched my cum out. I felt Scott relax and give in to my kiss as he pulled me closer to him.




I reached down to Scott's cock and found that he had cum. As Scott and I kissed I could feel tears dripping against my cheek. I pulled away and looked into Scott's watery eyes, "Oh baby don't worry your secret is safe with me. If I can't keep a secret nobody can." With tha,t I kissed Scott lightly on his lips.




"Patty, I never… I mean I dreamt about this, but never thought it possible. This was my first time, please don't tell anybody. I just couldn't stop myself. You were all man and woman at the same time. What do we do now?" Scott pleaded with me.

"Scottie baby, don't you worry, I will figure out a way to play with you." I handed Scottie my maintenance boy business card with my personal phone number on it. "Call me so that I can get your phone number and we can chat some more. Don't worry baby, I think I know what you need. I will see about getting your deepest desires taken care of and I promise that nobody will ever find out."




Scott lifted me into his arms and kissed me with such passion that he took my breath away. I straightened my outfit out, walked out the door, and back into the store.




Samantha was sitting waiting for me. "Well, well, well, you look like the cat that swallowed the cock. What have you been up to slut? And where is Scott, sleeping in the back?" Samantha's smirk on her face told me that she wasn't mad.




As I got closer to Samantha and told her, "Let's just say that Scott has to sneak over to Men's Wear and grab a new pair of pants, his are kind of wet. I told him to put everything on your tab and send it to your house. But not before he applies his employee discount." I winked at Samantha as I said this.




Samantha put her arm around me and started to laugh as we went to find Dante, "You are such a little slut. I love that about you. And listen to you, 'put it on the tab and send it home'. Patty we are going to have a marvelous friendship."




We walked through the mall looking for Dante. I was still free-balling with all the people around and so unaware that it made me stay partially erect. I loved it. We found Dante sitting in a real man's chair smoking a big sweet-smelling cigar. Samantha and I took a seat on each of the arms of Dante's chair. Dante put his cigar in his mouth and placed a hand on both of our thighs. "Hello, my beauties are we maxed out on my credit card or do we have enough for some dessert?"




Samantha and I leaned over and kissed Dante on each cheek as we all laughed. We left the mall and got back into Dante's car. The car doors no sooner closed before Samantha whirled around in her seat, "Alright Patty, spill the beans what happened in the backroom?" Samantha was like a high school girl awaiting the latest gossip.




Dante had a surprised look, "What did I miss while I was smoking my cigar?"




Samantha laughed, "That is what I am trying to find out. Seems Patty was smoking on a cigar too."




I laughed, "I did not as a matter of fact. And a lady doesn't kiss and tell."




"Bullshit, a woman always kisses and tells. What happened?" Samantha giggled out.




I was having a blast with this, "You're right they do. Well, you're not going to believe this but it turns out that Scott is not the ladies man he portrays himself to be. In fact, Scott prefers to be Scottie and likes the illusion of a woman but the cock of a man."

Samantha and Dante both laughed out, "No! You're kidding right?" Samantha wanted more details, "That good-looking Egyptian Smokeshow likes cock? I don't believe you?! I thought flashing your cock was a joke, I didn't think he would take the bait. I guess I am better than I thought with my gaydar."




I filled them in with the details, "Oh yes, he took one look up my dress and he wanted it bad. We went in the backroom and he couldn't kiss me fast enough. Then he went down on me faster than, well, faster than I went down on Dante." We were all laughing hysterically now.




I continued with my story, "It gets better. Once Scottie nestled his face into my crotch he started to finger my pussy. I thought he would fuck me but as I prodded him I had a hunch and went with it. I started calling him a cocksucker and dominated him a bit. The guy ate it up and my cock too."




Samantha was breathing heavily, "No… really?! He not only likes cock but he is a sub like you?"




"You bet he is. I told him he is a girl on the inside and wants a big cock to fuck him. I hit the mark, because as soon as I discovered his true desires the guy shot his load in his pants. I never even touched him. He came with my cock in his mouth and me talking dirty to him."




I could see Samantha's mind turning as she turned to Dante, "I think we may have a toy to play with and, if I'm not mistaken, I think Patty wants to be in charge of this one?"




I jumped on this, "Can I? I like being submissive with you two and you both can fuck me tell the end of time, but something about turning Scottie into a sissy cock sucking slut; even the thought of it really turns me on. I want to get him to the point of begging for Dante's cock and then have Dante come in and fuck Scottie right into the cock sucking slut he wants to be."




We drove home and we all tore off our clothes as we ran up to the master shower to prepare for bed. Samantha and Dante showered up as I douched, not wanting to waste a second. We dried off and Dante and Samantha headed to bed. I had a little makeup to reapply. A girl's gotta look her best for her lovers. I slipped on a nice sheer lacy black baby doll with matching panties and walked into the bedroom.




As I walked into the bedroom I could see there was going to be no foreplay tonight. Dante was lying on his back naked, hard-on sticking straight up in the air. Samantha was sitting on Dante's face facing the headboard. Samantha was holding onto the top of the headboard and grinding her pussy into Dante's face, "Come on eat me, baby. I am so fucking horny. That's it move that tongue. Ohhhhhhhh! Yes! Bite my lips. Stretch them with your teeth baby."




I crawled on the bed between Dante's legs. He must have sensed me on the bed because his legs spread giving me access to his cock. I ran my tongue up his shaft and licked his dripping precum. I moved back down to his balls and started washing his balls with my tongue. His balls smelled so good and I could tell that Samantha had her pussy on his pole. "You like the little treat I left for your Patty? I came fast when I sat on Dante's cock, make sure you clean all my juices up."




"Yes, mistress. I am licking his balls now. I think you may have dripped down to his ass crack too." I said as I ran my tongue over his hairy hole.




Dante moaned into Samantha's pussy. I pulled my panties off and moved over Dante's dripping cock. I was facing Samantha's back and held her hips for support. I squatted down grabbing Dante's cock and pointing it to my waiting pussy. I wiggled my ass to accommodate his head and to allow its entrance. Once Dante's head broke through my pussy, I plunged myself deep down his thick shaft. Dante's cock filled me all the way up.




I grabbed ahold of Samantha's hips and pulled her ass to my face, "Yes, Patty, eat my ass while Dante eats my pussy." I pushed my tongue deep into Samantha's dark hole. Samantha moved back down to rest her pussy on Dante's face, then leaned forward opening her ass up for me to devour.




Dante and I worked Samantha over orally. Dante continued to gyrate his hips, grinding his cock into my pussy. I lifted up off of Dante's cock and slammed back down in between eating Samantha's ass out. Samantha was ready to cum and so was Dante.




Dante began to pump his cock into me faster and faster. Samantha was pushing back against both of our tongues, "Oh yes that's it. Oh, Yessss! Fuckkkk!" Samantha screamed out and went stiff as she filled Dante's mouth with her cum juice.




At the same time, Dante pushed his cock up as hard and as deep as his cock would go and froze. Dante's cock swelled in my pussy before I felt the hot flood of cum release into my bowels. Dante screamed out into Samantha's pussy causing Samantha to go right into another orgasm. "Mmmmmmmm!!!!!"




I rolled off of Dante's cock and Samantha swung her leg around and shockingly planted herself on my little cock. She was so hot and wet. My cock was lost in her pussy. Samantha threw my baby doll over my head exposing my little tits. "Is this how you want to take Scottie? Do you want her to sit on your cock and ride you? You going to show her who is the dom one?" Samantha kept grinding her pussy against my cock. Her juices were dripping down my balls.




Samantha was teaching me to be dominant with Scottie, "You have to show her who's the boss Patty. You need to take your cock and fuck her pussy. Get her ready for Dante's big daddy cock. It is going to be so hot to see you two fuck, Scottie." Samantha was thinking out loud getting herself off.




Samantha started pinching and twisting my nipples causing me to moan in pleasure, "You like that slut? You like your tits played with hard and rough, don't you? Dante come and stuff your cock in this sluts mouth to shut her up. I am going to work her over good."




I turned my head in time for Dante to shove his half-hard cock in my mouth. I moaned with pleasure as Samantha twisted my nipples hard.




Dante's deep voice guided me to my climax, "That's it Patty hum on Daddy's cock. Mmmmmm! Feels so good. Your moans are vibrating my balls. Twist her titties harder Samantha, make her scream on my cock."




With that Samantha pulled both my nipples as far as they could stretch. The skin on my chest tightens as my nipples are stretched and pulled away from my chest. Samantha held on to the tips of my nipples and then twisted them with what felt like a vice grip. The pain and pleasure of my nipples felt ecstatic. I screamed into Dante's now hard cock.




The pain was too much and I shot my load into Samantha's pussy. As my orgasm hit, Dante shoved his cock all the way down my throat. Dante's cock swelled and he shot his cum straight into my stomach. Dante pulled his cock back and out of my mouth shooting three more gobs of cum on my face. Samantha's sloshy pussy tightened up and she had another orgasm.




Samantha leaned forward and licked Dante's cum from my face before she planted a cum sharing kiss with me. Samantha pulled back from our kiss, turned her body around, and planted her pussy on my face, "Clean your mess up baby. I want every drop of your sissy spunk out of my pussy."




I greedily lapped up all my cum, and her pussy juices, off of her thighs before I pushed my face into her pussy as deep as her pussy would let me go. I sucked all of my thick cum out of her pussy before Samantha's pussy was too sensitive to take anymore.




Together, we curled up and fell asleep.




◆◆◆
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◆◆◆

I had to have my wife help me with the straps of my garter belt - I was still inexperienced with it and I knew our husband couple would not tolerate any imperfection in our appearances. Sheepishly, I indicated my need to Mia and she, like a mother hen, came to straighten me out. Fussing over the lace, Mia deftly corrected my lingerie, fastening and straightening until everything lay smoothly. The vintage girdle's garter straps were laid smooth against my equally smooth legs. The clasps were all now securely attached to my stockings, she patted my caged cock, tucked away behind pink lace, with a smile.




"There you are, Cass." While we were getting ready, she used my boy's name, although I would be ‘Cassie’ once we got to ‘our new home’. Mia proceeded to check the rest of my outfit. A retro-looking housewife dress covered the corset below, which was a little uncomfortable but the cups gave me the appearance of nice, feminine curves, which I had to admit secretly pleased me. Before our current situation I never really thought of myself as ‘feminine’ but I had definitely never thought of myself as ‘manly’ either. I found myself drawn to the girlish identity I had adopted - much more than I would have ever thought possible.




Mia finished her primping of me and then stood in front of the mirror to check her own matching outfit. She had never really been a 'girly girl' herself but dressing up in this polka-dotted Stepford wife look really agreed with her - at least from my perspective. A designer black corset and satin panties accentuated her curves underneath that wifely dress and I admired her toned, long, stocking-clad legs with something approaching animalistic hunger. While I made a submissive picture, Mia looked like a homemaker right out of a 1950s TV show. While we were both embracing our new submissive roles - she was really owning it. She adjusted her choker delicately - we both wore plain black accessories when it was just the two of us, instead of the embossed pet collars we wore when we were in the presence of our Master and Mistress.




Mia had done my make-up as well as her own and subjected us both to one final check before we left. She ran an appraising eye over my face - meticulously applied foundation, shaped a feminine form, complemented by expert touches of eye shadow and lipstick. Mia had always had a talent for make-up and I know she took special pride in doing mine. She softly caressed my face with her beautiful dainty fingers as she admired her work and my cheeks instantly grew red as I blushed in appreciation.




We both covered our outfits with long overcoats for our walk to the car. Mia took my hand in hers and we headed out to the street to start our weekend. I let her open the passenger door for me - I drove us most of the time but I was still getting used to the more exotic parts of my new wardrobe and I held Mia's hand while I wobbled my high heels into the car. We were allowed to get away with a modest three inches but I still needed her help now and again.




She shut the door and I unbuttoned my coat in an instant. The risk of being spotted was outweighed by the stranglehold of a corset and dress wrapped in a trench coat. It was going to be a fairly long drive and I didn't want to show up overheated or sweating. Mia went further than me - she was slipping off her coat as she sat in the driver's seat, even before she closed her door. She tossed it in the back and adjusted the seat to accommodate her protruding chest. Our classically styled dresses were conservatively styled with high collars - but Mia filled hers out nicely and I sighed, pitifully considering my caged condition and sitting next to my gorgeous wife for the next hour or so.




***




Of course "wife" had taken on some new levels of meaning as of late. We had met Alfred and Carla almost a year ago but only in the last few months had our relationship with them evolved to the point it was today. The story of how we met really wasn't all that interesting: we had been introduced by some mutual friends (who had absolutely zero idea about our perversions) at a dinner party one night.




We had been mostly standing on the sidelines all night, keeping to ourselves. Neither Mia nor I knew anyone except the hosts and we were really never good at socializing. Both of us were a little introverted by nature, only really winding up together by virtue of growing up in the same town and going to the same school. We were sipping our wine quietly for a while, hoping either that someone would come talk to us out of pity or that enough time would pass so we could sneak out and head back home.




We noticed Alfred and Carla immediately when they walked in - fashionably late. Carla wore the hell out of a beautiful designer black dress and Alfred looked stunning in a very sharp suit. Mia and I were both drawn to them, watching from our secluded corner and feeling very frumpy in our more ‘casual outfits’. Both of us felt severely undressed in an instant. I had put on my best shirt and sports coat for the party, and Mia had even done her makeup, but our inferiority complexes went to a ten having to share the same space with these magnificent people.




The power couple worked the room, greeting and laughing as they made their way through the crowd. They seemed to know everyone there. Mia and I exchanged looks. We were never ones to remark on someone else's appearance and certainly, we had never discussed something as embarrassing as being attracted to someone else… but we had known each other for practically our whole lives and had been married for years and knew instinctively what the other was thinking as the gorgeous pair walked towards us. We weren't able to define it at the time but we both definitely felt something that we had never felt before.




Carla and Alfred kept mingling until they eventually wound up near us. They didn't exactly come ‘to’ us, per se, they just sort of stopped for a breather in our general area. They sipped on their champagne, chatting a bit between themselves while Mia and I sort of just stood there, smiling and waiting to be noticed by the clearly alpha couple.




Mia, always the (slightly) more outgoing one of us, risked a wave and a friendly "Hi!". The other couple paused their quiet conversation to look over in our direction. They both looked us up and down - not necessarily dismissively but certainly in a look for an appraisal. Mia continued to smile bravely but I gulped my dry throat and looked away in the face of their scrutiny. It was obvious that we didn't really belong in that crowd, on the nicer side of the town. I expected them to keep on walking when; surprisingly, they walked closer over to us.




"Hello." He said. Not a friendly, engaging hello with a smile, but wasn’t rude either. Alfred seemed to be gauging us dispassionately while he sipped from his flute. It was certainly not the same cheerful and charming way he and his wife had greeted the other guests in the room. I got the sense that he was trying to judge whether we were worth their precious time.




Mia and I were waiting expectantly, wondering if either of them were going to say any more than that hello… After a couple of beats, it was clear that they weren't going to, so my lovely shy wife responded in her best bubbly 'I-really-want-you-to-like-me' attitude.




"Hello!" She chirped again. "I'm Mia, and this is my husband Casey. Both of you look so nice tonight!"




They sipped their drinks so I decided to try my hand at this as well.




"Well, wow, you two seem to know everyone here!" I added, thinking back now kinda lamely.




The man just simply nodded, and the woman glanced around, obviously looking for more fertile ground for a conversation.




"Um, and what are your names?" I added a little shyly.




"I’m Alfred, and this is my wife Carla." He responded, not-too-subtly checking his Richard Mille on the wrist while he did so.




Mia and I glanced at each other, unsure of what to do next. "We’re glad to have run into you both, this seems to be a nice party."




Carla simply rolled her eyes at Mia's comment. Alfred caught someone's eye from across the room and just led his wife by the elbow over to talk to them past us. 




We stood there dumbfounded: what just happened here?




Mia and I stood in our corner, looking at each other for a moment. Both of us expected the other to say something but neither of us was able to get a word out. It would have been easy for us to dismiss the incident. To simply write Carla and Alfred off as just a couple of rich snobs. People whose opinions we shouldn't care about.




Instead, we just stood and sipped our drinks, and our gaze was drawn to them once again. And again. Both of them were attractive for sure. It was more than just them being hot: they were also elegant, and graceful. They had a class. The couple glided through the rest of the room, charming everyone and effortlessly commanding the center of attention wherever they wound up.




Mia and I looked on with something more than just envy. The next hour or so passed, and then quickly two more passed. These two individuals conjured siren songs that left us in a trance. Their beauty was enhanced by a strong understated power. The quiet confidence they carried of being desired… and being obeyed. It looked like they simply radiated dominance and power without even trying to.




We watched them complete their circuit with a hint of despair now. As they got ready to leave Mia actually let out a small whimper under her breath. The disdainful way they treated us should have made us hate them but we craved being near them. It was unlike anything we had ever experienced.




They would pass by us once again on the way to the exit. We steeled ourselves for one more attempt. Both of our minds were racing with what to say, on how to get more of their attention, when we didn’t really know why we needed it in the first place.




They walked towards the door, holding their coats and chatting quietly. We stepped forward to catch their attention. They both stopped suddenly and turned to us. And Stared.




Both our minds went blank. Mia froze with her mouth open, I almost imploded in embarrassment. A million comments, questions, and witty remarks had been perfectly formed in my mind before we encountered them. Now my language skills seem to be gone and my wife's no better.




"It was n…nice to meet you. Both." I managed while cringing inside.




They turned to leave. Mia found her courage for one last attempt "Maybe, uh, we'll see you both again sometime…?"




Carla and Alfred stopped again. Exchanged glances. She made a slight, almost imperceptible motion with her head. An inquiring raise of her eyebrow. He gave an almost equally imperceptible shrug in reply.




"Next Saturday, Le Gourmet Perché, Downtown, 9 p.m," Carla said. And then they turned and exited the house.




***




We arrived at the lake house around 10:30 in the morning and Mia parked in the middle of the secluded driveway. Alfred was a ‘car guy’ extraordinaire and there was plenty of space in their expanded garage for our Camry but we knew that we were not allowed to. Our Master and Mistress had instructed us to park at a distance away and make the approach to their home on our legs, dressed in our submissive attire, they called it a suitable transition period to our upcoming servitude for the weekend.




Mia helped me gingerly extract myself from our car and then ensured I had stabilized myself in the heels before we started our little walk toward the house. We had both shed our overcoats at this point and walked openly up the driveway. It was a fairly secluded home but we glanced around nervously, wondering if someone might spot us. From a distance, it might seem we were just a couple of girls coming home, but the outfits were outmoded enough that they might raise eyebrows if one looked closely. How often do you see a couple of women in retro 50's housewife dresses with stockings underneath walking outdoors?




Truthfully, when I wasn't concentrating on my pumps, I luxuriated in the thrill. Never had I been an attractive man but I liked to think I might be making an okay woman. I climbed the long driveway flashing my stockinged legs and allowed myself a bit of a strut. Mastering high heels has done wonderful things for my calves. I snuck a quick glance at Mia and found her with a similar swagger. We both gradually got into our characters as we approached the lavish house; leaving behind our awkward personas in the car and adopting our submissive roles.




Mia rang the bell and we stood on the step, waiting to be let in. I fidgeted a bit with my frills but a look from Mia put a stop to that. Like pets anticipating being allowed in, we remained there, daring the occasional peek in the window but otherwise staying obediently still. I wobbled a bit in the heels - I found standing still to be surprisingly more difficult than staying on the move.




After ages, we heard footsteps coming towards the door. The loud clicks of heeled boots on hardwood floors approached us until an uncomfortable silence filled everything. For several moments more we were forced to stand outside, trying to hold down the hems of our mid-thigh-length skirts against the breeze. A chilly wind chose that moment to come up and caress our lingerie-d bottoms. We both had a slight shiver before correcting ourselves and looked attentive once again.




The locks turned one by one and the door finally opened to find Carla standing there - with a dispassionate but slightly strict look on her face. She gave a quick glance up and down at our outfits and then raised her chin expectantly.




"Greetings, Ma’am." We said in unison. Our 'spouses' took traditional roles seriously and that meant utter subservience on our part. Mia had helped me practice my curtesy for this moment and we tried to execute the movement in unison, or at least as much as heels and corset would allow me. I was able to lower myself in the gesture without incident but wavered a bit back on the rise. I hoped it wasn't noticed by our Mistress.




Carla said nothing but opened the door wider and gestured inside. We quietly entered and took up our positions in their living room, smoothening our ruffles again on our dresses. Alfred sat in the entertainment room next door, reclining in a leather chair and reading a paper. He didn't bother to look up as he acknowledged us.




"Hi there, our little wives." He greeted us.




"Hello, Sir!" Was the only reply we were allowed to make.




Carla walked over around us to more closely examine her charges, making every bit as careful of inspection as Mia did an hour back in our own bedroom. With some apprehension, I desperately hoped that Mia's eye was keener than our Mistress's.




We stared straight ahead as we were examined. Twice, Carla rounded us, bathing in every aspect. Inquiring fingers touched and poked, probing our outfits for any sort of imperfections. Suddenly, she leaned in closely to examine my make-up - she squinted and opened her mouth to make a remark, scorn suddenly coming over her face.




Only to be preempted by Alfred. "I need some coffee, my wifey ladies." He said, still not looking up from his morning business paper.




We were startled a little by the break in tension. Carla shot a wicked glance towards him, as he spoiled her ceremony. The venom went unnoticed by Alfred who continued to read his paper, oblivious to his interruption. We knew however that Carla would be extremely irritated by this moment of lèse-majesté and the outlet for this irritation would most likely be us.




"Coming right away, Darling," Mia spoke first, desperately trying to redirect the heat at the moment. She looked at Carla - who frowned, but did not stop her - Mia gave a quick curtsey once again, and scurried off towards the kitchen to fetch our Master's coffee.




Carla stood there grimacing at me and I continued to stare straight ahead helplessly. I withered a bit under her stare but I was trained better and I dared not move or speak.




She shook her head slightly, still frustrated. "Very well then! While our other wifey is attending to domestic duties, you might as well make yourself useful too here."




She grabbed my face in her hands and pointed my head towards where Alfred was sitting. "Our poor hubby has been up for hours and hasn't cum yet. Get started on your duties wifey."




Carla spanked me hard on the ass and I mumbled a "Yes, Ma'am" I said as I immediately crawled to Alfred's feet and placed my hands on his knees.




He spared a glance over the paper and gave a short "yes, very good" to me before returning to his reading. He seemed to have no care for which of his partners came to please him and I might have been simply coming to dust the table for all the attention he granted me. Like the good Stepford wife I was, I knelt before him to perform my first duty for the day.




My hands slid up his designer slacks and I leaned over to unbuckle the thick leather belt. I snaked it from its belt loops and placed it beside me before returning to the buttons and zipper. Dark Blue Silk Boxers revealed themselves under his pants and, before coaxing them down, I paused to caress that enormous bulge underneath it. My master was very well-endowed and even after all this time, he still shocked me with his size and stamina. It wasn't uncommon for Mia and I to be fucked 3 or 4 times a day while we were here. As someone who was never even able to perform twice in a row, I was always in complete awe of his stamina.




My long painted fake nails traced the outline of his thick cock and Alfred made an approving noise behind his paper. I kissed my master’s throbbing meat through the soft, silky fabric and reached for the waistband to free his shaft to be worshiped by me. The angry-looking throbbing head sprang free into my face and I shoved his underwear down so I could be undisturbed in my work.




My red lips embraced Alfred - we always applied several coats of lipstick generously with the intent of leaving behind our mark. Deep-throating wasn't something I was an expert at, yet; but I tried to make up for that with my enthusiasm. I fondled his balls and slipped a finger under, towards his rear entrance as I worked my mouth around his member.




His first cum of the morning usually was fairly quick. Later in the day, after using both of us thoroughly, he built up his tolerance until he could fuck endlessly like a priced bull. I knew that, this early in the day, his fat balls must be almost bursting through and I wouldn't have to wait long until he filled me up with his first load. I stroked his cock with my dainty fingers while giving my best slutty moan to show my appreciation. His thick and powerful fingers threaded themselves into my hair and pushed my face down farther onto his meaty member.




The paper finally was set down on the table as Alfred gave me his full attention now. Both hands cradled my head and it turned from a loving wifely blowjob into a forceful face fucking like I was a street whore. My carefully styled hair was going to be a mess after this - as I grew out my hair Mia had delicately put it into a page-cut style to match the rest of my retro look. But situations like this are why she always packed lots of extra hair products when we came to serve our spouses.




I fought down a gag - knowing that it would result in strict punishment for 'unladylike behavior' - and powered through until he hit the back of my throat. Desperate to bring things to a climax, I slid my dainty hand up his chiseled chest and gave Alfred's hard nipple a small pinch underneath his polo shirt. I was particularly proud of that - it was something I had introduced him to after finding I liked it myself. My dainty fingers caressed him and rubbed circles around the sensitive area. I think he was a little self-conscious about it still, but it got the job done as he gave a final loud groan and filled my throat and mouth with hot, wet cum.




Huge ropes of sticky cum shot down my throat and I knew better than to try to resist. Not that I could really - his powerful manly hands still held my head firmly in place. Alfred waited until he had drained himself completely, giving a few final thrusts to clear the last of it from his still throbbing shaft, before releasing my hair, which was now completely messed up.




He collapsed back into the leather chair for the moment, breathing heavily but contently. I wiped the edge of my mouth with one of my dainty fingers to ensure no traces of his cum were left on my face and then dutifully began pulling up his underwear and pants. By the time I finished buckling his belt back together, he had already picked his paper back up and sat drinking the coffee that Mia had laid on the table when Alfred was still using my mouth.




Mia and Carla stood behind me as I got to my feet. Carla looked on with her usual slight disapproval, Mia remained safely passive after watching me get defiled like she has seen countless times in the past few months. Alfred now taken care of for the moment, I met Carla's eyes with only submission and docility as I smoothed my dress hem as I asked.




"What will be next, Ma’am?"




***




Our first "date" with our future dommes was at an elegant French restaurant downtown, one way out of our usual price range. Carla's matter-of-fact statement of where we would meet left us baffled all week - was she really serious? What would we talk about? What would we possibly wear ?!




What we did know was that we were definitely going. Mia and I didn't openly talk about our expectations for the evening but we had been married long enough to have a basic idea of what was going on in each other’s head. It was clear that we were both a little intimidated by that power couple… and that there was a strange attraction there. Impossible to describe, the brief encounter at the party had left its staunch impression on both of us.




Our house was scarily quiet the night of that dinner. A vague awkwardness filled in the room as we got ready. Mia and I both separately agonized over our outfits - we knew the venue would mean, patrons dressed immaculately and nothing in our closets seemed to measure up to the standard. And we both shared the unspoken desire to leave a good impression on Carla and Alfred. She flipped through outfit after outfit in her limited closet, while I stared in dismay at the even lesser options in my own closet.




Mia settled on her outfit with the least frills on it that - if you really squinted - might qualify as a "little black dress". She was visibly going through feelings about her lack of sophisticated clothing - usually, she was one for color and pomp whenever we decided to do something together, but she knew that would look out of place that night. The dress had a little flared skirt, like a cutish caricature of an A-line. Sparkly sequin work adorned the chest - normally, something that delighted Mia but I could tell it was making her too self-conscious and childish. She tried to dress it up a bit with black translucent pantyhose and a black pair of three-inch heels… although that was a pair with unsophisticated little bows on them. A silver bracelet added a bit of flair to the outfit, however.




I looked disinterestedly at the shirt and sports coat I had worn to the party but, deciding I didn't really have any better options, ended up picking that same outfit for dinner. I thought about trying an accessory as well - maybe a neat pocket square - but I figured I'd probably end up doing more bad than good with any more attempts. I settled for the same look and focused on combing my hair the best I could.




Mia had expertly done her make-up and I had attempted a tie for the first time in so many years. We drove to the restaurant in complete silence, sharing an unsaid anxiety building at the bottom of our stomachs. Looking back, I think we wouldn't have been able to clearly articulate what made us uneasy, even if we really wanted to. Certainly, this was a very attractive pair of husband and wife but we were already married to each other, of course - why did they have such an unexplainable magnetic effect on us?




When we arrived at the restaurant we got a few looks coming in the door. The hostess, a tall, petite, leggy blonde, made a little face as she saw us tentatively peek in the door. We saw her glance in the dining room and I imagine she was thinking up ways to tell us all the tables were reserved. It was made worse by the fact that Mia, a little out of practice in heels, stumbled a bit walking up to the hostess, blushing in a deep red. I looked around to see if our other couple were already here; but no luck. I snuck a peek into the dining room to see if they might have been seated already, but they weren't there either. The hostess gave us an impatient glare. Finally, she asked, very pointedly, "Do you have a reservation; Sir?!"




"Um…" I started, as the hostess raised a questioning eyebrow. "We, um… we're meeting… uh…" Her eyes narrowed even more in scrutiny.




I stopped… I wasn't even sure of their last name. And if they weren't here already, how did we know if they were really coming? It's not like we gave the best first impression, maybe they've had second thoughts. Or maybe it was just a subtle cruel joke on Carla's part. An awkward moment stretched out as we stood in the waiting area. What were we even doing here?! If they weren't here, I turned to look at Mia, but she just stared back at me, pathetically. Everything seemed so wrong.




I turned back to the hostess, mouth open but unsure of what to say. Before I could mumble a word though, her face lit up at something near the door. "Mr. and Mrs. Barclays’, Welcome! So good to have you both with us again!"




Carla and Alfred breezed through the door and crossed the reception area like they owned the place. Which they might have, but we had no clue.




"Your usual table, my friends?" The hostess asked, obviously desperate to please good customers. Carla swung her coat off and tossed it into the arms of the hostess. It was a brazen act but the hostess meekly accepted it.




"Table for four this evening," Carla responded, not breaking stride into the dining room. That was the only acknowledgment she made of our presence, not so much as looking in our direction. Alfred followed close behind her, greeting us by slipping his arm around Mia's waist and guiding her along with him. He gave her a charming smile, and I tagged along behind them, like a lost pup.




The staff rushed ahead of Carla to set a table and pull a chair out for her. We all seated ourselves in turn - Alfred pulling out a seat for Mia, the act of which made Carla to make a small dismissive sniff. I started to take the chair next to Mia but Alfred sat in it first, putting him across the table, seating me near Carla and him nearer to Mia. I felt a little snubbed but Alfred flashed me the same charming smile and said "Let's all get to know each other."




Despite myself, I smiled back and nodded. Alfred held my gaze, pleasantly. Obviously, he was expecting us to carry the conversation. Mia and I exchanged glances, unsure of what we could say that would hold the couple's interest.




"You both look so nice this evening." Mia tried, gingerly. Carla had her nose buried in the wine menu and made a noncommittal noise in reply. Alfred's smile broadened a little but otherwise said nothing. We squirmed a little in our seats, unsure of what was expected of us. I made my own attempt.




"Well, it sure is nice to have a meal out tonight. It's been a while since we've been to a nice restaurant."




That seemed to pique Alfred's interest in a small way. He looked over at Mia with his charming smile. "Well, you must be a very good cook if you don't dine out that often."




"Actually I'm not much of a cook at all." She said, giving a little blush. "Cas is the talented one in the kitchen in our house."




"Oh?!" Alfred said, returning his gaze to me. Carla continued to inspect the wine list.




"Well, I don't know about 'talented'... maybe a little better than her," I said. "Mia actually works a lot more hours than I do so I mostly handle the cooking and cleaning at home. But she helps a lot too…" I added slightly defensively.




"You two must make quite a pair then," Alfred said quite pleasantly. He turned to Carla as if she wasn't listening to a single word - which in actuality, she may not have been. "Usually there's just one domestic in a relationship, sounds like they're lucky enough to have two, darling…"




"I'm happy for them." She responded dryly, not looking up from her menu.




"What do you like to cook?" He asked just as a waiter came by for our drink order. "Oh! hold that thought…"




Alfred ordered cocktails for all of us, selecting something different for each one of us. Carla settled on a bottle of wine for dinner.




"So, what do you like to cook?!" Alfred said, all attention now focused on me.




"Well," I looked back, shyly. "Lots of things. I enjoy Continental - pasta, spaghetti, that kind of thing. I'm pretty good with baking too."




Mia chimed in, "He often makes a really good batch of brownies!"




Alfred returned her comment with a broad smile and Carla gave Mia a less inviting one. "Oh my, it sounds like you have it pretty good there Mia. Waited on hand and foot."




Mia blushed and I tried to rush to her defense. "Oh, Mia does lots of other things. I cook, but she usually does the dishes. We split up a lot of chores that way. Like I do most of the laundry but she does the ironing."




Mia gave me a warm smile. Carla and Alfred seemed to exchange a knowing glance.




"Interesting!" That was all they said.




***




I know Alfred and Carla had a clothes dryer. I know it, because it was literally right next to the washer I had just taken the laundry out, not even a few minutes ago. However, as I hung their wet clothes on the clothesline outside, I reflected on the fact that they thought it would be more "housewifely" for me to dry their clothes this way. I fluffed out another dress and placed it meticulously onto the line.




Although I had to admit, it did bring a delightfully feminine feeling to be taking care of my "husband's" laundry by hand. I wobbled a bit as I pinned clothes up - the line extended out over the grass and it was tricky to walk on the soft trimmed sod even in these kitten heels. One by one, I hung pants, shirts, and underwear for my spouses - I strongly suspected that, back inside the house, at least one of them was standing by the window, watching me closely. Monitoring me.




That was ok - I indulged in taking care of them. Less a submissive act than a nurturing one, I reveled in the wholesome caring my chores involved here. There was something so pure about it. I had always enjoyed helping others, but deep down I knew this was more than that. I was able to give generously with my activity and it pleased me so much deep inside.




What did not please me was the way the afternoon warmth was starting to make me sweat. Stockings and girdles were not made for prolonged outdoor exposure. I quickly tacked up the last few items in the basket, efficiently pulling pins from my lips and adhering the cloth to the line. At least the sweltering sun would make quick work of the drying. The slight breeze made my feminine lacy underthings sway back and forth with the wind, this was yet another small bit of voyeuristic presentation of our lifestyle. Although it was unlikely that anyone would see the line in the deeply secluded backyard, it still gave me a teeny thrill to be doing this.




I smoothed my dress and put the basket on my hip for the walk back to the house. Alfred was indeed standing by the window, sipping his cup of coffee and watching me wobble back to the house. I was a little irritated by his passive observation of the chores, but only in the way that wives all around the world were always irritated by their husbands.




Alfred gave me a little smile and a wink as I came in through the back door. I gave him a submissive look back - or as much of one as I could holding a laundry basket.




"All nice and clean?" He asked.




"Unlike some ‘other’ things around here…" I responded with all the housewife sass I could muster.




"Oh, is that so?!" He replied playfully, setting down his coffee cup on the table. I felt a quick pang as he missed the coaster but, in the moment, I let that slide.




Alfred walked over to me and scooped me up in his arms, with the laundry basket and all. "We'll see who's really dirty around here!"




I gave a girlish giggle as I was swept off of my feet. There's something about a big strong man taking you in his arms that can't help but bring out your innate femininity.




Controlling my laughter, I protested playfully loudly against his caveman ways. "Unhand me, you big beast! What is this behavior? What kind of a barbarian picks up a woman to have his way with her?!"




My outcry fell on deaf ears - first Alfred's and then, when we passed the kitchen, Carla and Mia's. Chopping vegetables, Mia managed a small smile but Carla simply rolled her eyes.




I beat my free fist lamely across Alfred's big muscular chest as he hefted me into ‘our’ bedroom. The laundry basket was discarded and I was dropped unceremoniously onto the big bed. A final howl from me declared "Oh my! What does a sweet, innocent housewife do now?!"




"I'll show you, my dear." Was his response as he laid himself on top and kissed me deeply and passionately. His huge, strong hands engulfed my face, smudging my make-up as we devoured each other. His burly fingers undid my careful curls as he ran them through my hair. I gave a soft moan as I dropped all pretense of not desiring my husband.




My girdle's cups were visible when the buttons came undone. He pushed them aside to assault my nipples, which rose in response to his loving touch. I spread my legs unconsciously, and he responded to the invitation by hiking my dress up to my waist, having no time to wait to remove it. One of my garter straps came loose from a stocking but neither of us spared it a glance.




Panties that didn't give fast enough were simply torn apart - Alfred knew his raw strength drove me wild and he used it to assert dominance over me now. My delicate pussy came free - a small pink plug that was residing in it was pulled away, spilling a bit of its lubricant on the sheets beneath. I continued to kiss him ferociously as I was stripped while he massaged a big finger inside of me.




I felt his tense muscles as I forced my hands beneath his shirt as I performed my wifely duties. The idea that they were being used to force me to be his plaything thrilled me. I enjoyed the submission and opened my legs wider to invite him in.




Alfred withdrew his finger and unfastened his belt from its loops. In one fluid motion, his shorts and pants fell off, and his shirt was hurled across the room. He was positioning his hips while my lipstick was all over his face. That hungry mouth of his snatched back onto mine. So tight was his embrace that a gasp barely escaped my lips as he pushed his head inside me.




I tightly closed my eyes in a state of both distress and ecstasy as the entire length of his shaft forced its way inside. Fully engaged, he stretched me every single time we had sex. I felt his engorged member push against my insides and I squeezed my muscles tight to welcome him into my embrace.




His cock would always take some getting used to, slowly pulling back and forth as it coated itself in the lubricant I had saved inside for just such an occasion. Alfred used me to make himself slick and ready, and then he gradually increased the rhythm until it was a steady pounding tempo. I rocked my hips back and forth to meet him on each thrust, digging my painted nails into his broad shoulders as we consummated.




"This is what you really wanted, my little wife." He teased as we began to sweat together.




"Oh yes, it was…" I moaned in between my lunges. "Yes, My Husband, My Love, I'm yours, I’m all yours."




"Always?!"




"Always and forever." I bit my lower lip as he pushed deeper and faster. I moaned once more. "Always…"




My dress' ruffles bounced around me as the bed rocked and groaned. Stockings laddered and tore in the chaotic motion. Alfred had me by the hips now, not just thrusting but also using his powerful arms to slide me up and down his shaft like a ragdoll. I let myself go limp in his hands, submitting to the treatment and allowing myself to revel in the thought of being used so completely.




I knew he was getting close when he gave a loud grunt and I became vocal myself to encourage him. He groaned loudly as a load filled my insides. As the last spurts of cum entered me, I collapsed on the bed, still spasming around his cock. We both sank into each others' arms, intertwined and breathing heavily.




He kissed me passionately even now - strong hands returning to my blonde curls and piercing blue eyes intensely focused. I returned his tender care, gingerly examining where my nails had bit into his skin.




"You're a gorgeous wife." He said sweetly.




"You make me feel gorgeous," I responded with an affectionate smile. I pulled him tighter on top of me, feeling his weight push me down into the soft sheets. The cozy caress was such that I barely noticed as he extracted his softening self from inside me.




My face buried itself in his still-heaving chest as we began to doze softly.




***

Over in the kitchen, Carla and Mia caught the audio version of our show. Our gasps and moans carried down the hallway until it was very difficult for the two women to focus on their meal prep. Mia had been chopping up ingredients for that evening while Carla flipped through a cookbook. Carla finally put the book down with an exasperated sigh, fed up with the constant noise.




"Well," She said, looking at Mia. "Come over here already. We're not going to let them have all the fun."




Grinning, Mia put down her knife and veggies and wiped her hands on her frilly apron. Before Carla had even crossed the kitchen floor, she was already pulling up her black pencil skirt and gesturing to Mia where she wanted her to go.




Mia fell to her knees obediently and slid down the black lacy panties that Carla wore. They fell to the floor in a heap, replaced by eager lips.




Carla relaxed her bunched-up skirt as Mia indulged herself. She clutched the counter to brace herself for the impending pleasure, relishing both the attention and the acquiescence. Carla luxuriated in other forms of dominance while Alfred carried himself with physical power.




While Mia indulged her mouth freely, she caressed her wife's hair. When their relationship first began, Mia's skills needed to be developed, but Carla had enjoyed showing her "blushing bride" her first pussy. By no means had Mia been a prude, but she also had not dealt with women before. Virginal lips and tongue needed to be trained in their duties.




That same tongue skillfully probed and licked now. Carla smiled a little and gave Mia another kiss in return. The sounds from the bedroom became louder. "It sounds like Cassie is being a very obedient wife in there - are you going to do the same?"




Still buried in Carla's muff, Mia nodded as much as she could. Her puppy dog eyes glowed with anticipation and longing as she looked up at the dominant spouse. Carla took her hand and led her out of the kitchen, leaving her panties in a puddle on the floor.




Technically, the four of them could all squeeze into the King Sized Bed in the master suite but that often got 'too cozy', especially for Carla and Alfred. So the spare bedrooms were kept stocked for the spouses to mix and match. Carla led Mia into one of them and sat her on the bed. Mia pulled her dress over her head and waited patiently for her wife, toying with her garter strap.




Carla also threw off her clothing. On top of the dresser was a toy chest, which Carla opened to reveal her favorite harness. She affectionately stroked the 8-inch silicone cock that was attached to it. Standing at the edge of the bed, it dangled seductively from her crotch. Mia wasted no time crawling over to meet it and meekly accepted Carla pushing her face into the dildo.




Mia licked and sucked the tip, knowing Carla enjoyed the act of submission. Carla cooed "That's a good girl, service your 'husband's' needs."

In response to the cue, Mia theatrically sucked and gagged on the toy while pulling Carla deeper into her mouth. Carla started to push her hips deeper into Mia's mouth, first gently and then more forcefully. Carla vigorously used her wife's mouth in preparation for what came next.




Mia was told by gentle strokes of her hair that she was doing a satisfactory job, but that was quickly followed by a tight yank. Carla was ready for the main course and forcibly removed Mia's lips from the cock. Mia complied by turning around and displaying her backside. Carla slid Mia's lacy barely there panties down and positioned herself.




Despite Mia's efforts to lubricate the dildo, the head was broad and pushed itself into her with a slight discomfort. Carla had no small toys and reveled in completely 'filling' her submissive spouses when they played. The lifelike silicone slid deeply into Mia and Carla mercifully allowed her a moment to adjust before beginning.




"Should we get you pregnant, wifey?" Carla teased

.

"Oh yes, honey - please fill me up!" Mia responded, slightly taunting.




Carla smiled and agreed. Her hips started to rock back and forth, causing the phallus to move in and out of Mia. As she was ravaged, Mia dripped around it, burying her face and moaning into a pillow. Carla gripped her hips tightly and leveraged Mia's body against her powerful thrusts. Wetness dripped out onto Mia’s forgotten panties.




Thrusts came faster and faster until an audible slapping sound was heard from each collision. Carla added to the rhythm with an occasion spanking against her wife's bottom. Mia gave a gratifying moan with each strike.




Mia's stocking laddered horribly as the fucking continued on. Carla was also pretty sure that the garter belt was going to be a total write-up after this abuse. She didn't care: pretty lingerie was there to invite this type of attention. If it got ruined in the process - well, there was always more where those came from.




A moistened finger found its way to Mia's ass and slipped its way inside. A yelp came from the front of the bed as Mia was doubly penetrated but Carla just leaned over her and said "Good wives give up all their holes to their husbands, don't they?"




A noise that might or might not have been agreement answered back from the pillow. It made no difference, Carla applied herself to both holes energetically. Her silicone cock forced its way into Mia over and over again, while she probed the woman's backside. Finger and toy met occasionally within, stretching and filling as Mia's breath became ragged.




Carla used her inserted finger to help grip the sweaty abused body and upped the tempo for the finale. Mia was not so much being fucked now, as being flung against the toy like a rag doll, Carla pulling and pushing her up and down the cock. Mia's hair was in a wild fray as Carla's powerful strokes sent her over the edge of orgasm. Her makeup smudged all over the bed as waves of pleasure led her into convulsions. She bit her lip and moaned as the massive dong crammed itself entirely inside her.




Carla kept going, reveling in the satisfaction of making Mia incoherent with pleasure. Mia surrendered her mind and body to Carla's whims, desperate for the pleasure that came with her aggressive treatment. Slowing strokes entailed but Carla did not yet release her thrall from the toy's intrusion.




Mia gave up trying to stand up and collapsed onto the bed, her arms and legs giving out. With her cock still deep inside, Carla was lying on top of her, her fingers reaching out to caress and tease Mia.




"That's all a girl really wants out of a marriage, isn't it?" Carla cooed. Mia gave a half nod and an unintelligible sound. Her mouth was slack and her eyes closed as her body fought to recover from the exertion. Hair, meticulously styled that morning, now hung limp and scruffy over her drowsy face.




Carla wasn't sure if Mia was already asleep by the time she pulled out of her. It didn't matter - Carla took great delight in her conquest. She curled up next to her wife, letting the flaccid shaft drape itself over Mia's thigh. Mia would feel her spouse's 'manhood' even as she dozed. Carla was confident it would show up in her dreams - and likely when she awoke, as well.




***




Even though it was a little later than planned, the four spouses reconnected at the dinner table that evening following a flurry of showing and clothes-changing. Their time together was for them to enjoy each other, so it did not really matter. Interruptions caused by intimacy and recovery were something to be savored.




Mia and I eventually got up to clean ourselves and finish the dinner preparations that had begun earlier. As the cooking neared completion, the kitchen exuded a wonderfully rich aroma. The wine was poured, and two girlish figures emerged, depicting domesticity once more. Hair had been brushed, and make-up had been reapplied. Clean dresses and lingerie had been donned so that we could be presentable once more.




Platters of stir fry were set on the table before we ladies took our places next to Carla and Alfred. Alfred beamed at the devotion. He gave me a loving wink and received a delighted blush in return.




Carla reached over the table and placed her hand gently on Mia, caressing it slightly. A tender smile made Mia melt entirely. Carla and Alfred exchanged their own glances, a silent moment of gratification passing between them.




I basked in our collective affection. Food cooling, we just sat for a bit, adoring one another. Hands touched, kisses were blown, smiles were traded. I reflected on how fortunate I was to have not just one, but three loving spouses. I felt confident they shared that same thought with me.




Alfred, still beaming, took up his fork and began to eat. We all went along with it, enjoying the company and the delicious meal. His grin widened even more as he cast mischievous glances at each of us. We all began to laugh as he finally said




"Now what, Oh what, are we going to do with ourselves tomorrow…?"




◆◆◆
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