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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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