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Chris had been planning this night for weeks. He had always loved the feeling of slipping into women's clothing, the way it made him feel sexy and alive. He had started small, trying on his girlfriend's panties and stockings in secret, but eventually, he had built up the courage to buy his own lingerie and wear it around the house.

But he had never ventured out in public before. He had always been too afraid of what people would think, too afraid of being rejected or ridiculed. But something had changed in him recently. He had come to the realization that life was too short to live in fear, that he needed to embrace his true self and live authentically.

So he had carefully picked out the lingerie he would wear for the night, sifting through the array of options he had laid out on his bed. He settled on a black lace bodysuit with a matching garter belt and thigh-high stockings. The lingerie felt amazing against his skin, and he couldn't help but smile as he gazed at himself in the mirror.

Next came the makeup. He had purchased a high-end foundation, concealer, and powder to ensure his skin looked flawless. He applied eyeliner and mascara to his eyes, adding a smoky effect that accentuated their natural shape. He then used blush and bronzer to sculpt his cheeks, creating a more feminine look. Finally, he painted his lips a deep red, the finishing touch to his transformation.

The wig was the final piece of the puzzle, and he had chosen a long, blonde one that flowed down his back in soft waves. He adjusted it until it sat just right, then took one final look in the mirror. He was amazed at how different he looked, almost unrecognizable.

He grabbed his purse, which contained his wallet, keys, and a few other essentials, then headed out the door. He had researched the gay clubs in the area and had settled on one that was known for being accepting of people like him.

As he approached the club, he felt his heart racing. He had never been in this kind of environment before, and he wasn't sure what to expect. But as soon as he stepped inside, he felt a sense of belonging. The club was crowded, with people of all genders and sexual orientations mingling and dancing together.

He made his way to the bar, feeling the eyes of other patrons on him as he walked. He ordered a drink, trying to act as nonchalant as possible. He couldn't help but notice the attention he was getting, though, and it made him feel both nervous and exhilarated.

A man approached him, a tall, muscular guy with a shaved head and a friendly smile. "Hey there," he said, extending his hand. "I'm Mark."

Chris shook his hand, trying not to seem too eager. "I'm Samantha," he replied, using the name he had chosen for the night.

Mark bought him another drink, and they chatted for a while. Chris was surprised at how easy it was to talk to him, how quickly they seemed to connect. Mark was funny, charming, and seemed genuinely interested in getting to know him.

After a while, Mark suggested they dance. Chris hesitated at first, unsure of his dancing skills, but Mark took his hand and pulled him onto the dance floor. The music was loud, and the lights were flashing, creating a sensory overload that made Chris's head spin. But as he started moving to the beat, he felt his body relax, his self-consciousness melting away. He and Mark were lost in the moment, swaying to the music and laughing together.

As the night wore on, Chris met other people, both men and women, who were drawn to his energy and enthusiasm. He felt like he was living a dream, a fantasy come to life.

Eventually, he and Mark found a quiet corner of the club where they could talk without shouting over the music. They sat close together, their bodies almost touching, and talked about their lives, their hopes and dreams, and their desires. Chris felt a connection with Mark that he had never felt with anyone else before, a deep, soulful connection that transcended gender and sexuality.

And then, suddenly, they were kissing, their lips locked in a passionate embrace. Chris felt a surge of desire course through his body, and he responded eagerly, his tongue exploring Mark's mouth. They kissed for what felt like hours, lost in their own private world of pleasure and intimacy.

When they finally broke apart, gasping for breath, Chris felt like a different person. He was no longer the shy, self-conscious person he had been before. He was confident, powerful, and beautiful. He knew that he had found something special, something that he had been searching for his entire life.

After they broke apart from their kiss, Mark took Chris's hand and led him out of the club. Chris felt a mix of emotions - excitement, nervousness, and desire - as he followed Mark through the city streets. He had never done anything like this before, and he wasn't sure what to expect.

When they arrived at Mark's apartment, Chris was impressed by how spacious and modern it was. The decor was sleek and minimalist, with clean lines and muted colors. It felt like a place that someone with good taste and a good income would live.

Mark poured them each a drink and they sat on the couch, chatting and sipping their drinks. Chris was aware of the sexual tension between them, and he felt his body responding to Mark's proximity. He knew that he wanted to take things further, but he wasn't sure how to make the first move.

Mark must have sensed his hesitation, because he leaned over and kissed him again. This time, the kiss was even more intense than before, with Mark's hands roaming over Chris's body. Chris moaned softly, the sound muffled by Mark's lips.

They stood up and started to undress each other, their hands exploring every inch of each other's bodies. Chris felt a sense of liberation as he shed his clothing, revealing his lingerie and makeup to Mark. He knew that this was who he really was, and that he no longer needed to hide it from anyone.

Mark was clearly enjoying the sight of Chris in his lingerie, running his hands over the silky material and admiring Chris's curves. He leaned down and kissed Chris's neck, his tongue tracing the curve of his collarbone. Chris felt a rush of desire as he responded to Mark's touch, his body coming alive with pleasure.

They moved to the bedroom, where Mark pushed Chris gently onto the bed. He kissed him again, his tongue delving deep into Chris's mouth. Chris felt himself getting lost in the moment, his body consumed with desire. He wanted Mark, wanted him in a way that he had never wanted anyone before.

Mark moved down Chris's body, his lips trailing kisses over his chest and stomach. He reached the waistband of Chris's panties and pulled them down, revealing Chris's hard cock. Mark licked his lips hungrily, then took Chris's cock in his mouth.

Chris moaned loudly as Mark's mouth worked its magic on him, his head spinning with pleasure. He could feel his orgasm building, the tension in his body reaching its peak. And then, with a cry of ecstasy, he came, his cum spurting into Mark's mouth.

Mark swallowed Chris's cum, then moved up to kiss him again. Chris could taste himself on Mark's tongue, and it only added to his arousal. He wanted more, wanted everything that Mark could give him.

And Mark was more than happy to oblige. He flipped Chris over onto his stomach and spread his legs, then plunged his cock deep into Chris's ass. Chris gasped at the sensation, feeling himself being filled up by Mark's thick shaft.

Mark thrust into him, hard and fast, driving Chris wild with pleasure. He reached around and started to stroke Chris's cock again, bringing him close to the edge once more. And then, with a loud groan, Chris came again, his body convulsing with pleasure.

Mark followed soon after, his own orgasm shaking his body. He collapsed onto Chris's back, their sweat-slicked bodies intertwined.

They lay there for a while, panting and catching their breath. Chris felt a sense of bliss wash over him, a feeling of contentment that he had never experienced before. He had just had sex with a man for the first time, and it had been incredible. He felt like he had discovered a part of himself that he never knew existed.

As they lay there, Mark started to stroke Chris's hair, his touch gentle and reassuring. Chris felt a sense of tenderness from Mark, a sense that he cared about him as more than just a sexual partner.

They talked for a while, sharing their thoughts and feelings with each other. Chris told Mark about his struggles with his identity, about how he had always felt like he was living a lie. Mark listened attentively, his eyes full of understanding.

When it was time for Chris to go, Mark walked him to the door and kissed him again. Chris felt a pang of sadness as he realized that he might never see Mark again, that their time together was just a fleeting moment in his life.

The next day, Chris woke up feeling refreshed and invigorated. He had spent the night dreaming about Mark, reliving the passionate moments they had shared in Mark's apartment.

He decided to spend the day pampering himself, indulging in his desires and treating himself to some much-needed self-care. He made himself a delicious breakfast, savoring the taste of the eggs and bacon as he ate.

After breakfast, he drew a bubble bath, filling the tub with lavender-scented bubbles. He soaked in the warm water, feeling his muscles relax and his mind clear. He closed his eyes and let himself drift, thinking about everything that had happened in the past few days.

When he was done with his bath, he shaved his entire body, reveling in the sensation of the razor gliding over his skin. He had always enjoyed the feeling of being smooth and hairless, but he had never taken the time to do it properly before. He felt like a new man, ready to face the world with confidence and poise.

He put on a thong, yoga pants, and a tight top, enjoying the sensation of the soft fabrics against his skin. He felt sexy and alluring, like he could conquer the world with his beauty.

He spent the rest of the day cleaning the house, dusting and vacuuming and doing laundry. He found that he enjoyed the physical work, the way it helped him clear his mind and focus his thoughts.

Chris decided to explore his desires further by getting dressed up in sexy black lingerie. He chose a lacy black bra and panty set, complete with garters and stockings. As he put on each piece of lingerie, he felt a thrill of excitement run through his body. The sensation of the silky material against his skin was almost too much to bear.

He stood in front of the mirror and admired himself, taking in every detail of his outfit. He felt sexy and alluring, like he could conquer the world with his beauty. He ran his hands over his body, feeling his nipples harden and his cock start to stir.

As he continued to explore his sensuality, he became more and more aroused. He started to take photos of himself, capturing every angle of his body in the black lingerie. He felt like he was on fire, consumed with desire and pleasure.

He posted the photos on Grindr, eager to share his sensuality with others. He knew that some people might not be interested in him or might not share his interests, but he was excited to put himself out there.

As he waited for responses, he felt a sense of anticipation and excitement. He wondered what kind of reactions he would get, whether people would be turned on by his photos or not. He felt a sense of empowerment in sharing his desires and fantasies with others.

Chris was feeling particularly adventurous, feeling another stirring in his loins. He reached down and began to touch himself, exploring the contours of his body and the sensitive spots that he knew would bring him pleasure.

As he touched himself, he felt a warmth spreading through his body, building to a fever pitch. His breath came in short gasps as he continued to stroke himself, feeling the tension building within him.

Finally, he couldn't hold back any longer. He climaxed with a loud moan, his seed spilling out onto his fingers and onto his stomach. He lay there for a moment, feeling the aftershocks of his orgasm reverberate through his body.

As he caught his breath, he realized that he was curious about what his own essence tasted like. He hesitated for a moment, unsure if it was something he wanted to do, but his curiosity won out in the end.

He brought his fingers to his mouth and licked them experimentally. The taste was salty and slightly bitter, but not unpleasant. He found himself becoming aroused again as he continued to taste himself, exploring the sensation with his tongue.

As he lay there, tasting himself, he realized that he had opened up a whole new world of possibilities for himself. He knew that some people might judge him or find his actions distasteful, but he didn't care. He was exploring his desires and fantasies, living his life on his own terms.

The next day, Chris woke up feeling adventurous and ready to explore his sensuality even further. He decided to dress up in a red bodysuit, black pencil skirt, black thigh-high stockings, black heels, and a cute business jacket. He looked in the mirror and admired his outfit, feeling confident and alluring.

Chris matched with a gentleman on Grindr and arranged to meet him at a local brewery for drinks. He felt nervous about going out in public dressed as a woman, but he also felt excited about the possibilities that awaited him.

When he arrived at the brewery, he spotted the man sitting at a table in the corner. He took a deep breath and walked over to him, feeling his heart race with anticipation.

As they talked and drank beer, Chris felt himself becoming more and more comfortable in his outfit. The man was kind and respectful, treating Chris with dignity and kindness. They laughed and joked, sharing stories and experiences.

As the evening wore on, Chris found himself playing footsie under the table with the man with his bare stockinged leg. The sensation of his leg against the man's was electric, sending shivers of pleasure through his body.

Chris strutted into the hotel room with the man, his high heels clicking against the marble floor. He was a vision in red, clad in a tight-fitting bodysuit that hugged every curve of his lithe body. The neckline plunged deep, offering a tantalizing glimpse of his creamy cleavage. His makeup was impeccable, with a smoky eye and ruby-red lips that begged to be kissed.

He turned to his companion, a tall and muscular man with a wicked gleam in his eye. "You like what you see, baby?" Chris purred, running a hand over his own hip.

The man licked his lips and nodded, his hands already reaching for Chris's lithe form. "Fuck yeah," he growled, grabbing Chris by the waist and pulling him close. "You're so damn hot. I can't wait to tear that dress off and fuck you raw."

Chris moaned, his cock twitching in anticipation. He loved it when men talked dirty to him, especially when they were strong and dominant like this one. He pressed his body against his companion's, feeling the hard bulge in his pants pressing against his own arousal.

They stumbled towards the bed, still locked in a heated embrace. Chris giggled as they tumbled onto the soft mattress, his dress riding up around his thighs. "You're such a beast," he cooed, running his hands over the man's broad shoulders.

The man growled and pushed Chris onto his back, tearing at his dress with eager hands. Buttons popped and fabric ripped as he exposed Chris's smooth, hairless chest and flat stomach. He leaned down and took one of Chris's pert nipples into his mouth, sucking hard and making Chris moan with pleasure.

"Oh god, yes," Chris gasped, arching his back and writhing beneath the man's touch. "Keep going, baby. I want to feel your mouth all over me."

The man grinned and obliged, trailing wet kisses down Chris's torso until he reached the hem of his dress. With one swift motion, he pulled it up and over Chris's head, leaving him naked and exposed on the bed.

Chris shivered with delight as the cool air hit his bare skin, his cock standing at full attention. He looked up at the man through heavy-lidded eyes, his lips parted in invitation. "Fuck me," he whispered, spreading his legs wide.

The man wasted no time, his fingers digging into Chris's hips as he positioned himself between his legs. He spat on his hand and rubbed it over his thick cock, his eyes locked on Chris's face. "You're so fucking beautiful," he groaned, pushing into Chris's tight hole.

Chris gasped at the sensation, his eyes rolling back in his head. He loved the feeling of being filled up, especially when it was by a big, strong man like this one. He wrapped his legs around his companion's waist and dug his nails into his broad shoulders, urging him deeper.

"Fuck me harder," he moaned, bucking his hips up to meet each thrust. "I want to feel your cock deep inside me. Don't hold back, baby. Give me everything you've got."

The man complied, pounding into Chris with wild abandon. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, punctuated by Chris's cries of pleasure. He was in heaven, lost in the ecstasy of being taken by such a dominant lover.

Finally, with a roar of triumph, the man came inside Chris, his hot seed spilling deep into his willing body. Chris cried out, his own cock exploding in a shower of sticky cum. They collapsed onto the bed in a sweaty, panting heap, their bodies entwined.

Chris looked up at the man, a dreamy smile on his lips. "That was incredible," he said, running his fingers through the man's tousled hair. "You really know how to fuck a girl right."

The man chuckled and rolled off Chris, lying on his back next to him. "You're not just any girl," he said, turning his head to look at Chris. "You're one hot crossdresser, you know that?"

Chris blushed, feeling a surge of pride at the man's words. He loved being seen as a beautiful, desirable woman, even if it was just for a night. "Thanks," he said, snuggling up to the man's side. "I'm glad you liked what you saw."

The man wrapped an arm around Chris's shoulders, pulling him close. "Liked it?" he said, grinning. "I fucking loved it. You're a real turn-on, you know that? I'd love to do this again sometime."

Chris's heart leapt at the man's words. He had always been nervous about crossdressing in public, but now he was beginning to realize how much fun it could be. Maybe he could explore this side of himself more often, he thought, feeling a thrill of excitement at the possibilities.

But for now, he was content to lie in the man's arms, basking in the afterglow of their passionate encounter. He closed his eyes and breathed in the scent of sex and sweat, feeling grateful for the release that only a good fuck could bring.

As they drifted off to sleep, Chris knew that this was only the beginning of his crossdressing adventures. He was ready to explore this side of himself more deeply, with the help of willing and adventurous lovers like the man lying beside him. It was going to be a wild and sexy ride, and he couldn't wait to see where it would take him.

The next morning Chris and the man got into their taxi. Chris slid into the back of the taxi, feeling the man's hot breath on his neck. They both smelled of sex and sweat, their bodies still tingling with the afterglow of their wild night together. Chris couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement at the thought of being out in public, still dressed in his feminine finery.

The man sat beside him, his hand resting on Chris's thigh. "You were amazing last night," he whispered, his lips brushing against Chris's ear. "I can't stop thinking about you, all dressed up and submissive like that. You were made to be used, you know that?"

Chris shivered at the man's words, feeling a surge of arousal at his dominant tone. He loved being told what to do, especially when it came from a strong, confident man like this one. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, savoring the sensation of the man's hand on his thigh.

The taxi pulled out onto the busy street, the sound of honking horns and shouting pedestrians filling the air. Chris glanced out the window, watching the city rush by in a blur of lights and motion. He felt so alive, so free, like anything was possible.

The man's hand crept higher, sliding under the hem of Chris's skirt. He brushed his fingers over the silky fabric of Chris's panties, feeling the heat and dampness between his legs. "Mmm, you're so wet," he murmured, his voice low and husky. "Did you like being fucked like a little slut last night? Did you like feeling my big cock deep inside you?"

Chris moaned, his head spinning with desire. He loved the way the man talked to him, like he was nothing more than a willing object for his pleasure. He nodded, unable to form words, his body trembling with need.

The man smiled, his fingers tracing circles around Chris's clit. "Good girl," he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "I knew you'd love it. You were made to be used, to be taken by men like me. And I'm going to keep using you, every chance I get."

Chris's breath caught in his throat, his mind racing with possibilities. He wanted nothing more than to be at the man's mercy, to be his obedient little toy, to be taken and used as he saw fit. He felt a rush of wetness between his legs, knowing that he was already dripping with need.

The taxi pulled up to the curb, the driver honking impatiently. The man withdrew his hand from Chris's panties, his expression unreadable. "We're here," he said, opening the door and stepping out onto the sidewalk.

Chris followed him, feeling exposed and vulnerable in his feminine attire. But he also felt powerful and sexy, like he was living out a secret fantasy in plain sight. He took the man's hand and followed him into the man’s apartment ready for whatever pleasures awaited him.

Chris stepped into John's apartment, his heart racing with excitement. He was still dressed in his feminine finery, his hair in cascading waves and his makeup perfectly applied. He had never felt so sexy and alive, so free to be himself.

John led him to the living room, where his wife Wendy was waiting. She was a stunning woman, with long blonde hair and curves in all the right places. She was dressed in a tight-fitting dress that hugged her every curve, her high heels clicking against the hardwood floor.

"Here she is," John said, gesturing towards Chris. "Isn't she beautiful?"

Wendy nodded, her eyes raking over Chris's body. "Absolutely stunning," she said, smiling. "I can't wait to play with her."

Chris felt a flush of excitement at Wendy's words. He had always been curious about threesomes, especially with a couple as hot as John and Wendy. He had no idea what to expect, but he was ready for anything.

John poured them all glasses of wine and they settled onto the plush couch. They chatted for a while, getting to know each other and sipping their drinks. Chris felt a buzz of anticipation building in his belly, wondering when they would start to get down to business.

Finally, John leaned over and kissed Chris, his lips soft and inviting. Chris responded eagerly, his tongue darting into John's mouth. Wendy watched them with interest, her own hand creeping up Chris's thigh.

Before long, they were all kissing and touching each other, their hands roaming over each other's bodies. Chris moaned as Wendy ran her hands over his breasts, pinching his nipples and making him gasp with pleasure. John pulled Chris onto his lap, grinding his hard cock against Chris's ass.

"You're such a hot little slut," John murmured in Chris's ear. "I love how you look in that dress, all submissive and willing. You're going to take everything we give you, aren't you?"

Chris nodded, feeling his cock growing hard in his panties. He loved being talked to like this, like he was nothing more than a toy for their pleasure. He wanted to be used and abused, to be taken by these two hot lovers and made to cum over and over again.

Wendy leaned in and kissed Chris, her tongue probing his mouth. She pulled away and whispered in his ear, "I want to taste you. I want to lick your pussy until you scream."

Chris shivered at her words, feeling a surge of wetness between his legs. He had never been with a woman before, but the idea of Wendy going down on him was too hot to resist.

He climbed off John's lap and lay down on the couch, spreading his legs wide. Wendy crawled between them, pulling his panties down and exposing his slick pussy. She licked her lips and dove in, her tongue flicking over Chris's clit.

Chris cried out, his body writhing with pleasure. He had never felt anything like this, the sensation of Wendy's hot mouth on his most sensitive spot. He reached down and ran his fingers through her hair, urging her on.

John watched with interest, his own cock hard and leaking. He knew that it was only a matter of time before he joined in, but for now he was content to watch Wendy devour Chris.

Finally, Chris couldn't take it anymore. He felt a wave of pleasure building inside him, his body trembling with need. He cried out, his juices flowing over Wendy's face as he came hard.

Wendy licked him clean, a satisfied grin on her face. "You taste delicious," she said, smiling at Chris. "But we're not done yet. We have more plans for you."

John took Chris's hand and led him to the bedroom, where a large bed was waiting. He pushed Chris onto the soft mattress and climbed on top of him, his mouth finding Chris's once again. They kissed deeply, their tongues dancing together as John ground his hard cock against Chris's thigh.

Wendy joined them on the bed, her hands roaming over Chris's body. She kissed him deeply, her tongue slipping into his mouth. "You're so beautiful," she murmured, her fingers tracing patterns on Chris's skin. "We're going to make you feel so good, baby."

Chris moaned, feeling like he was in a dream. He had never experienced anything like this, being the center of attention for two hot lovers. He felt like he was floating on a cloud of pleasure, his mind awash with sensations.

John reached between Chris's legs, his fingers probing Chris's tight hole. Chris gasped, feeling his body clench around John's fingers. He had never been penetrated before, but he was eager to try.

Wendy leaned in and whispered in Chris's ear, "Relax, baby. Let us take care of you." She leaned down and began to suck on Chris's nipples, her hands roaming over his body. John's fingers continued to explore Chris's hole, stretching him open.

Finally, John withdrew his fingers and positioned himself at Chris's entrance. He pushed inside slowly, his cock stretching Chris's tight hole. Chris gasped, feeling a mixture of pain and pleasure. He had never felt so full before, so completely owned.

John began to thrust, his hips moving in a steady rhythm. Chris cried out, feeling his body responding to the man's expert touch. Wendy continued to suck on his nipples, her own body writhing with pleasure.

Before long, Chris felt his body start to tighten again. He knew that he was close to cumming, that he couldn't hold out much longer. He cried out, his body convulsing with pleasure as John pounded into him, his own orgasm building.

Finally, John pulled out and shot his hot cum all over Chris's ass. Chris cried out, feeling the sticky warmth spreading over his skin. Wendy leaned down and licked it clean, her tongue lapping at Chris's skin.

They collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweaty. Chris felt like he was floating on a cloud, completely spent and satisfied. He knew that he would never forget this night, this experience of being completely owned and used by two hot lovers.

As they lay there, wrapped in each other's arms, Chris knew that he had found something special. He had found a new side of himself, a side that was wild and adventurous and completely free. And he couldn't wait to explore it more, with the help of John and Wendy, and anyone else who was willing to join in the fun.

Chris woke up the next morning in the middle of the couple. He felt John’s morning wood pushing against his ass and his own erection was pushing against Wendy’s hole. Chris groaned softly, feeling the weight of the previous night's activities settling heavily on his body. He was still dressed in his lacy lingerie and stockings, his hair tousled and his makeup smudged. He could feel John's hard cock pressing against his ass, and he knew that he wanted more.

"Good morning, sexy," John murmured, his hand reaching around to stroke Chris's cock. "Did you sleep well?"

Chris nodded, feeling a flush of pleasure spreading through his body. He had never felt so desired, so wanted, as he did with John and Wendy. He loved the way they touched him, the way they made him feel completely alive.

Wendy stirred beside him, her eyes opening slowly. She smiled at Chris, her hand reaching down to stroke his thigh. "Good morning, baby," she said, her voice soft and seductive. "Did you have fun last night?"

Chris nodded, feeling his cock growing harder with every passing moment. He wanted them both, wanted to feel them touching him and kissing him and making him cum over and over again.

John leaned in and kissed Chris's neck, his hand moving faster on Chris's cock. "I think our little slut is ready for more," he said, grinning.

Wendy climbed on top of Chris, straddling him with her legs. She leaned down and kissed him deeply, her tongue probing his mouth. "You're so beautiful," she murmured, her hands roaming over his body. "We want to make you feel good again."

Chris moaned, feeling like he was in heaven. He loved the way Wendy's body felt against his, the way her curves fit perfectly against his own. He wanted to feel her warmth surrounding him, to be filled with her completely.

John climbed on top of Chris from behind, his cock pressing against Chris's ass. He leaned down and whispered in Chris's ear, "You want this, don't you? You want us to use you, to make you cum over and over again?"

Chris nodded, feeling his body responding to John's words. He wanted to be completely owned, completely used by these two hot lovers. He wanted to be nothing more than their plaything, their little slut.

John pushed into Chris slowly, his cock stretching Chris's tight hole. Chris gasped, feeling a mixture of pain and pleasure. He had never felt anything like this, the sensation of John's hard cock deep inside him.

Wendy continued to kiss him, her hands roaming over his body. She played with his nipples, making him moan with pleasure. He loved the way her hands felt on his skin, the way she touched him with such care and tenderness.

Before long, Chris felt his body start to tighten again. He knew that he was close to cumming, that he couldn't hold out much longer. He cried out, feeling John pounding into him with increasing speed.

Finally, he felt his orgasm building, his cock twitching with need. He cried out, feeling his juices shooting over Wendy's body as he came hard. John followed shortly after, his own orgasm exploding inside Chris's ass.

They collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweating. Chris felt completely spent, completely satisfied. He knew that he would never forget this night, this experience of being completely owned and used by two hot lovers.

A week passed and Chris had to return to reality. After a week at the office it was Friday and he had plans to dress up and meet again with his favorite married couple. Chris could hardly contain his excitement as he got dressed for the night's activities. He slipped into a tight black dress and a pair of fishnet stockings, loving the way they felt against his skin. He applied his makeup carefully, making sure to highlight his best features.

As he made his way to the club where he was meeting John and Wendy, Chris felt a rush of excitement coursing through his veins. He had never felt so alive, so free, as he did when he was with them. They made him feel like anything was possible, like he could do anything he wanted.

When he arrived at the club, he could see John and Wendy waiting for him at the bar. They looked amazing, dressed in tight leather and fishnets, their bodies practically glowing with desire.

"Hey, baby," John said, grinning. "You look amazing."

Wendy leaned in and kissed Chris on the cheek, her lips brushing against his skin. "We missed you, sweetie," she said. "Are you ready to have some fun?"

Chris nodded eagerly, feeling his cock growing harder with every passing moment. He wanted them so badly, wanted to feel their bodies against his own, to be completely owned and used by them.

They made their way to a private room at the back of the club, where they could have some privacy. The room was dimly lit, with candles flickering on the walls. A bed was in the center of the room, covered in black satin sheets.

Without a word, John and Wendy began to undress Chris, pulling off his dress and stockings. They kissed him deeply, their hands roaming over his body. They seemed to know exactly what he needed, exactly how to touch him to make him moan with pleasure.

John leaned down and whispered in Chris's ear, "We have a surprise for you, baby. Something we think you'll like."

Chris gasped, feeling a rush of anticipation spreading through his body. He couldn't imagine what kind of surprise they had in store for him, but he knew that it would be amazing.

Wendy disappeared for a moment, returning with a small vial of something that looked like semen. She leaned down and whispered in Chris's ear, "We want you to taste this, baby. We want you to know what it's like to be completely owned."

Chris felt a rush of excitement and apprehension as he opened his mouth, allowing Wendy to pour the substance onto his tongue. It was salty and bitter, but there was something intoxicating about the taste. He felt like he was completely submitting to them, completely giving in to their desires.

John climbed on top of Chris, his hard cock pressing against Chris's ass. He leaned down and whispered in Chris's ear, "You want this, don't you? You want to be completely owned by us, to be our little slut?"

Chris nodded eagerly, feeling like he was in a dream. He had never felt so completely alive, so completely desired.

John pushed into Chris slowly, his cock stretching Chris's tight hole. Chris cried out, feeling a mixture of pain and pleasure. He loved the way John's body felt against his own, loved the way he was completely filling him up.

Wendy climbed on top of Chris's face, her wet pussy pressing against his mouth. She rode him hard, grinding her hips against his tongue. He licked her eagerly, tasting her sweetness and her desire.

Before long, Chris felt his body start to tighten again. He knew that he was close to cumming, that he couldn't hold out much longer. He cried out, feeling John pounding into him with increasing speed.

Finally, he felt his orgasm building, his cock twitching with need. He cried out, shooting his load all over the black satin sheets beneath him. John followed soon after, his own cum mixing with Chris's.

Wendy leaned down and kissed Chris deeply, her body trembling with pleasure. "You were amazing, baby," she whispered. "Absolutely amazing."

Chris felt a sense of pride and satisfaction wash over him. He had pleased them, had given them everything they had wanted and more.

As they lay there together, tangled up in each other's limbs, Chris knew that he never wanted to leave. He wanted to stay with them forever, to be their little slut and to please them in every way possible.

For the rest of the night, they explored each other's bodies, trying new things and pushing the boundaries of pleasure. It was an experience that Chris would never forget, one that would stay with him for the rest of his life.
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