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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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