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SISSY LANDS A SUMMER JOB

By S (issy)  Joey


Author’s Note:

Hi there you dear beautiful readers, first of all, A Very Happy Summer. Last year for summer I wrote the series A Sissy’s Summer Job . It has been the bestseller out of everything I’ve published so far. If you are someone who’d read and enjoyed that series, I’d like to thank you for the love. If you haven't yet, I’d recommend you to check it out ( https://mybook.to/8qxjA  ), it might become your new favorite sissy feminization story :)

I sincerely hope you enjoy this new series too as much as I enjoyed writing it for you.

And as always, Stay Safe, Happy & Horny!

- Xoxo Sissy Joey. 


DISCLAIMER:

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

~

Checkout my other works here; in this link

.

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

…


The summer sun shone brightly as I celebrated my 18th birthday. After graduating from high school earlier that year, I was now faced with the daunting task of figuring out my next steps. My mom had made it clear: either go to college or find a job. As I searched for employment to get me through the summer, I held onto hope for something more suited to my interests, like an office job. Being on the smaller side and not exactly physically strong, I knew construction or physically intensive work wouldn't be a good fit. Plus, my long light-colored hair sometimes made me an easy target for teasing from others. But as hot rays beat down on my skin, I was determined to find a way to make some money and pave my own path in life.

Earlier this year, I discovered an intense desire to embrace my femininity. It all started when my friend Noah, with his charming persuasion, convinced me to give him a blowjob so he could experience what it would be like to get a blowjob from a girl. Initially repulsed by the idea, I found myself slowly warming up to it as Noah urged me to dress in his mother's delicate bra and panties. That moment was pivotal for me as I realized how much I enjoyed looking and behaving more femininely for Noah, giving him the pleasure he craved. With Noah's patient guidance, my cock-sucking abilities improved tremendously, reaching a point where I could make him cum within just minutes. And then, a few minutes later, without hesitation, I would eagerly continue to pleasure him again, and again.

The musty scent of damp concrete filled the air as I pleasured Noah in the dimly lit basement of his family home while his parents were away. But Noah wasn't entirely comfortable with the arrangement. Perhaps I was too eager to please him, but he made it clear that he wasn't gay. He always closed his eyes when his cock was in my mouth, which disappointed me as I wanted to make eye contact. I wanted to feel the intimacy a woman experiences when she is sucking her man's cock. Instead, Noah made me feel like a cock-sucking robot or just a fleshlight that satisfied his fantasies and got nothing in return.

Well, I did get a lot of satisfaction every time Noah grunted and spurted his hot load in my mouth. I came to love the taste of his cum and enjoyed swallowing it after every blowjob. But Noah never returned the pleasure. I jacked off every night at home, thinking about being on my knees with his tasty, throbbing cock in my mouth.

I had hoped to expand my horizons with Noah. I got hold of a dildo and was working my boy pussy in the evenings in the hopes of getting Noah horny enough to fuck me someday. But he wasn't interested. "That's too gay for me," he said one weekend morning, as he shoved his cock back in my mouth. Anyway, everything changed when Noah moved out to the other coast on a sports scholarship. I knew I wouldn't be seeing much of him anymore in our small town.

As I went from one local business to the next in search of a summer job, the manager and the owner of the small, bodega-style grocery store invited me to his office for an interview.

"Have a seat, Alex," said Mr. Jones, an older, physically still-in-great-shape veteran. "So you're looking for a summer job. I'm sorry, but all the part-time positions at the store are filled. But, if you're handy, I can give you quite a lot of work at my cabin at the lake. I'm not going to lie, I’m kind of desperate for help there. Have you ever dabbled in the art of carpentry or spent time with a paintbrush in hand?"

"Actually, I do, Mr. Jones. I helped my dad quite a lot with work on our house. I'm pretty sure I can handle any surface-level repairs and painting you’d need in there."

"And how are you in the kitchen, Alex?" That question quite surprised me. Did he also expect me to cook? Cause, I wasn't looking for a job as some live-in maid or caretaker of the property.

"Well, if you’re meaning my cooking, I am told I make a great omelet, but I don't have much experience in that department, but I can always learn. Do you need me to cook too, Mr. Jones?"

At that moment, my mind conjured up a vivid image of myself cooking and cleaning in Mr. Jones's quaint cabin kitchen and waiting for him to come home after a long and hard day's work to a nice home-cooked meal, followed by me satisfying him in other ways. Mr. Jones was a fairly good-looking mans-man in his early 50s, and the fact that he was so much older than me and much more experienced in the ways of the world turned me so impossibly on. I felt a tingle in my cock. But I quickly snapped back to reality when I remembered that Mr. Jones was married with two kids my age, so there couldn't possibly be any way of him being interested in a little sissy slut like me.

"Cooking skills would be handy 'cause I spend quite a lot of time there during the summer, so if you could make supper for me before I got back from work, it’d be really nice; that could be part of the job. Also, sometimes I have beer and grills there with a few of my buddies on the weekends, so it’d be great if you could help with the food. Of course, you'd be invited to join us. I wouldn't want to see you hang back out of sight like some sort of maid," he said.

"Well, I'm glad you don't want me to wear a maid's outfit, Mr. Jones." I giggled. But a part of me was thinking about how I could dress up all in ladies' underwear while alone at the cabin. I imagined myself being on a ladder, wearing nothing but a lacy floral bra and a matching, tiny see-thru panties when Mr. Jones arrived unexpectedly. "Oops," I would say, "you caught me dressing up once again. Whatever will you do with me now, Mr. Jones?"

***

Mr. Jones offered me a decent hourly wage, and we agreed that I would start Saturday so he could be there all day with me and show me what to do. I was excited to have found a job, and it sounded like I could work all the hours I wanted and earn as much money as I needed. I was looking forward to seeing Mr. Jones's cabin in a few days.

When Saturday finally came around, Mr. Jones pulled up in his large SUV to pick me up from my house. He stopped at the door and engaged in a friendly conversation with my mother, who happened to know his wife well from church.

The cabin was a charming, rustic abode nestled deep within the woods. Its walls were adorned with large windows that overlooked the serene lake and a towering stone fireplace served as its focal point, providing warmth and comfort to its dwellers. Despite being close to town, the cabin felt secluded due to its location at the end of a long, winding driveway surrounded by dense woodlands. The only other visible structures on the lake were a few sparsely scattered cabins far away, adding to the sense of isolation that I craved. As I planned to bike my way to the cabin each day, I anticipated getting plenty of exercise during this summer. However, when in case of rain, Mr. Jones had kindly offered to drive me. My mom relied on our car for work, so this arrangement worked out perfectly for everyone involved.

Mr. Jones gave me a tour of the cabin. "Does your family spend much time here?" I asked.

"Typically, they do, Alex," Mr. Jones replied. "But this summer, my wife is using most of her vacation to visit her parents out east with the kids, so I'll have the cabin to myself for more than a month. I'm hoping to make some renovations while they're gone."

The master bedroom was adorned with frilly curtains, a delicate bedspread, and lace crotchets placed on the dressers and makeup table. "Looks like your wife added her own feminine touch to the room," I noted.

"You have no idea, Alex," Mr. Jones replied. "Maddie loves all things feminine. Just look at this," he said as he opened the top drawer of a dresser. Inside were a huge number of pretty bras arranged on the left and silky panties on the right. A vast array of colors, from soft pastels to bold jewel tones, filled every corner. I couldn't believe it, and I couldn't understand why Mr. Jones would show me his wife's beautiful underwear.

"Your wife certainly has pretty undergarments, Mr. Jones," I mused.

"Do you like these kind of things, Alex?"

"I've never really taken notice of women's lingerie," I fibbed.

After outlining all the different jobs to be done around the cabin, I started by scraping peeling paint off the eaves. They would all have to be scraped and painted, which would take days. I was on a ladder most of the day, trying to tuck away a hard-on caused by visions of Mrs. Jones's pretty bras and panties. As I stood atop a ladder, my mind kept wandering to thoughts of Mrs. Jones and her alluring appearance. She was an attractive woman in her early fifties, always dressed impeccably with a hint of conservative sexiness. I felt lucky that I had glimpsed her sexy undergarments. I'm pretty sure Mr. Jones noticed that I had a hard-on up the ladder, but he didn't say anything.

As the day came to a close, Mr. Jones took me outside to show me how to operate his grill. He whipped up some juicy hamburgers and grilled corn for dinner, which we enjoyed with a cold beer. After our meal, Mr. Jones drove me back home.

Lying in my bed that night, I indulged in twisted fantasies of Mr. Jones ravaging his innocent wife in her sexy lingerie. I imagined what she would experience with her husband on top of her with his cock inside her pussy. I imagined her panting and screaming as Mr. Jones fucked her. And then I imagined that it was me getting fucked in pretty ladies' underwear. I fantasized that Mr. Jones was using me as a substitute for his wife while she was away, only my blowjobs were more eager and my pussy tighter than his wife's. I screamed into my pillow with ecstasy, imagining myself as the perfect substitute for his absent wife. My release was explosive, an overwhelming combination of shame and arousal that left me gasping for breath.

The weather was beautiful in July, and I started riding my bike out to the cabin every morning, which took about thirty minutes. The days entailed a lot of scraping and painting, as well as repairs and cleaning inside the cabin. I couldn't resist exploring Mrs. Jones's underwear drawer several times a day and having a satisfying jerk while imagining wearing her panties and bras. I discovered other delights too: a corset, girdles, garter belts, and stockings in the bottom drawer, and a few sheer babydolls and negligees in the closet.

I couldn't help but think, "She really knows how to turn her husband on." I couldn't help feeling a twinge of envy of Mrs. Jones being able to satisfy her husband any time she wanted. But was she willing any time Mr. Jones wanted?! Would she do everything he wanted her to do? Not necessarily. And that got me thinking about being Mr. Jones's little cocksucker on the side. I'd be willing to pleasure him any time he wanted, that's for sure. The mere thought of it made me incredibly turned on, and I had to take care of myself right then and there.

But how do I find out if Mr. Jones was open to me pleasuring him? I was hopeful because he made a point of showing me his wife's panty drawer. Why would he do that except to gauge my reaction? And he did ask me if I liked "that kind of thing."

I was still too afraid to put on the alluring lingerie, as Mr. Jones had a tendency to drop by unannounced and I didn't want to be caught wearing his wife's sexy undergarments. But deep down, I secretly hoped to get caught. And there were times when I couldn't resist slipping on a pair of Mrs. Jones's panties underneath my own shorts, even keeping them on until I got home.

One day I brought my big fake titties I got online to the cabin. I kept them in my backpack, hoping for an opportunity when I'd feel brave enough to put on a bra with the fake tits and have a quick jerk. This wasn't to be the day, however, as Mr. Jones came to the cabin unexpectedly midafternoon. "How are things going, Alex?" Mr. Jones called out from the porch.

"Pretty well, Mr. Jones," I replied. "The eaves are almost done and I should be able to wrap it up before it rains. I came down from the ladder to show him what I had accomplished so far today. I felt a bit of a thrill knowing that I was wearing a lacy pink pair of Mrs. Jones's panties under my shorts. I imagined that his hands had already been inside these very panties feeling his wife's pussy. But I had to distract myself with other thoughts to avoid getting an embarrassing hard-on!

"Looks great, Alex," observed Mr. Jones, "but I don't think you'll get it finished before the rain starts this afternoon. It's going to be a downpour; that's why I came home early. Why don't you come in and take a break? Anyway, there's something I want to talk to you about," he continued.

We both sat down on the couch. "Why don't you go and grab us both a beer, Alex?". So I got up and got two cans of beer out of the fridge. I wondered what he wanted to talk about.

"I want to ask you something, Alex," Mr. Jones began. "It's no big deal but I do want the truth."

"Of course, Mr. Jones, go ahead and ask me."

"Well, I just want to know if you've been messing around with my wife's underwear," he said bluntly. Panic coursed through me as his words hit me like a ton of bricks. I was completely taken aback, especially with Mr. Jones sitting right in front of me, unaware that I was wearing his wife's panties underneath my clothes.

"I, uh, well," I stumbled. "Yes, I did take another peek after you showed me her underwear drawer," I confessed.

"I thought so," replied Mr. Jones, stroking his five o'clock shadowed chin. "Like I said, it's really no big a deal, and I honestly don't mind. But I want you to be careful to put everything back exactly as it was. I think you've been a bit careless ‘cause I checked her drawers a couple of times and even I could notice things were out of place, and there were changes from day to day. That's how I knew you were checking out my wife's lingerie, pretty much every day. The way you reacted when I showed you Maddie's lingerie drawer, I sort of expected it. I showed them to you deliberately, to see how you would respond," he explained.

"I'm terribly sorry, Mr. Jones," I began, but he interrupted me almost instantly.

"Like I said Alex, I honestly don't mind. In fact… I've always been curious about cross-dressers. You do try on some of the things from her closet, don't you, Alex?!" he asked, his voice calm like never before.

"Well… not really," I started. "I mean; I did try on a pair of her panties quickly just to see how they would look, but I put them back exactly like they were."

Mr. Jones leaned forward and asked, "Did you play with yourself while wearing my wife's panties Alex?"

"Um, yes Mr. Jones, a little," I fibbed.

"A little, eh?!" Mr. Jones now sounded doubtful. "I can't believe you didn't jack off in them Alex. It's only natural for you to get that urge. But, if you happen to get cum on anything, you’ll have to wash it correctly before putting it away. Do you know how to wash lingerie, Alex?" he asked.

"Not really Sir, but I will learn how to wash it properly, you don't have to worry about it anymore," I replied.

"Good, and now that we've established that you like to dress up in women's underwear, what would you think about showing me how you look? I've always had a thing for sissies and femboys for a while, so I'm really intrigued to see how you’d look dressed up. With your slight physique and light hair, I bet you can look very feminine Alex. Don't worry, no one will ever know that you dressed up for me," Mr. Jones said reassuringly.

I was reassured, and I did have a powerful urge to put on a nice show for him. "Alright, I guess I could throw on a few things, but I have to say this, I don't normally do this sort of thing," I said unconvincingly.

"That's fine Alex, you only have to do it if you want to. But it sounds like you want to so I'm excited to see how you look," he said as he adjusted a bulge in his pants.

"But I hope you're not disappointed, Mr. Jones. I’m not that great with makeup yet and I don't have a wig."

"You’ve got nice features, Alex, and I'm sure you'll look lovely without all of that. Go change and surprise me!" he exclaimed.

"Actually, I feel pretty grubby after all that scraping and painting all day. Do you mind if I have a shower first?" I asked.

"Yes I get it, Alex. But, if only you’re okay with it, why don't we have a shower together?! I'd really like to get to know you better!"

"Oh my gosh, Mr. Jones. I- I’ve never had a shower with someone, that too with a man before, but I'd love to!" I exclaimed. I couldn't wait to get all of my dirty work clothes off. My cock by now was fully stiff and uncomfortable. We both walked into the master bathroom where I started to undress while Mr. Jones patiently watched. I had my shorts half off when I remembered I was still wearing Mrs. Jones's lace panties. I blushed when Mr. Jones gave me a knowing look when he saw it, he reached out to tug the waistband of the frilly panties.

"This is exactly what I expected, Alex. You've been enjoying my wife's lingerie all along. If I didn't like it so much, I'd say you need a spanking. But for now, let's have that shower."

"Mr. Jones, I- I never expected that you’d be gay," I said.

Mr. Jones started to undress. "Let's just say I've got some repressed and curious 'bi' in me," he replied. "With my wife away and a fine feminine young man like you keeping house for me, this looks like an opportunity to try and experience a few things, don't you agree Alex?"

"Yes Sir! I'll try to be as feminine as I can for you, Mr. Jones", I proudly said as I reached my hand out to touch his fully erect, throbbing cock. It wasn't like pornstar big but it was definitely bigger than mine, much more girthier than mine which has always made me feel more feminine, you could say, his cock ticked all of my boxes. We moved together into the spacious shower and let the warm water run down our bodies.

I got closer to Mr. Jones and faced him until our cocks touched. I soaped up my hands and began rubbing our cocks together, which I had always wanted to do. It felt so good to squeeze our cocks with both of my hands. Mr. Jones was moaning loudly and gently moving his hips into and out of my grasp. Then he surprised me by lowering his head on mine and kissing me passionately. It was the first time I had ever been kissed by a man, and it was exciting. I responded by opening my mouth, allowing him to explore it with his tongue while increasing the tempo of cock-rubbing. I later learned that this kind of cock-rubbing is called 'frottage'. After a few moments, Mr. Jones broke off the kiss and said, "You better stop that Alex, or I'll cum, and I don't want to do that so soon yet. We’ve got plenty of time here for that."

Mr. Jones got out of the shower while I remained inside and made sure I was clean all over. I washed my hair and thoroughly soaped my cock, balls, and ass crack. I used my fingers to ensure that my boy pussy was thoroughly clean for what was about to come.

The rain had started and was pounding loudly on the cabin’s roof. Mr. Jones put on a warm housecoat and lit the wood stove while I went to the master bedroom to choose the lingerie from his wife’s closet that I would be wearing for him.

Mr. Jones called out, "Alex, I will stay out here by the fire." "Let me know when you are ready, and I will join you in the bedroom."

I replied, "It will only take a few minutes." A few minutes later, I called out to Mr. Jones, "Could you please bring me my backpack? It is on the porch." Mr. Jones brought the backpack, and I just opened the door enough for him to pass it to me without seeing me.

"I can not wait to see what you come up with, Alex," Mr. Jones exclaimed enthusiastically. "By the way, I meant to ask you if you have a special name when you are dressed."

"Um, I never really thought about that Mr. Jones," I replied. "Perhaps 'Lexi' would work. What do you think?"

"Lexi sounds perfect," Mr. Jones said. "I will sit tight, waiting to see how Lexi presents herself."

I felt pressure to dress quickly and to have a pleasing outfit. I pulled my fake silicone breast forms from my backpack and looked through the bras for one that would look especially good with them. Luckily for me, Mrs. Jones was built with a big bust so most of her bras would work for my breastforms. But a particular pink one caught my attention. It was mostly sheer lace fabric in the cups with satin around the edges and straps and a pretty black satin rose between the cups. I knew this one would show off the big pink areoles and nipples of the silicone titties. Then I had to find other pink and black items to match. Pink sheer full-back lace panties came next. And a pretty black garter belt. I selected a pair of silk tan stockings with a wide band of black lace around the tops.

I quickly put on all of these treasures and twirled around in front of the mirror. I looked pretty decent I thought. Then I went to the closet and selected a babydoll that was black and practically transparent, with a short hemline and lots of lace frills around the edges. It had short retro puffy sleeves which gave a coy air of modesty. I wanted to look demure but absolutely fuckable.

Before calling Mr. Jones in, I decided to put on just a touch of Mrs. Jones's eye shadow. I had purchased a beginner's makeup kit but had little opportunity to practice with it because I was afraid of my mother finding out. Here in Mr. Jones's cabin, I felt safe and I wanted to look my best for him so I gave it a shot. With pink and black lingerie I went with a black eyeshadow called, 'Night Dream'. I just put on a little and the effect was really nice. My eyes looked tastefully seductive and feminine, I felt I looked as good as I ever had before.

"I'm ready for you Mr. Jones," I called. I positioned myself in the middle of the bed sitting with my stockinged legs folded, my demure hands placed modestly in my lap.

Mr. Jones exclaimed, "Oh my god Lexi, you look stunning!" as he entered. "And what about your tits? They look fantastic. I'd like to feel them."

Mr. Jones walked over to the bed. I could see his cock making a big tent in the fabric of his housecoat. It was a thrill to know his hard-on was for me! He sat on the side of the bed and pulled himself up beside me. "I loved it when you kissed me in the shower", I whispered. Mr. Jones leaned toward me and we started kissing again.

Kissing is such a simple yet erotic act. I was loving being in Mr. Jones's big arms with his mouth exploring mine. My stiff little cock was so bound up in my lace panties that it hurt. Soon I had to change position and arrange my panties.

I sat on my knees on the bed and began to arrange my panties when Mr. Jones said, "How about pulling your panties down a little so I can have a better view?."

I was flattered that a man was telling me how he wanted me to undress. I began to slowly pull the panties down while swaying my hips and watching Mr. Jones's expressions of delight and absolute desire. When I got to my boner, I tugged the panties down, and my little cock popped out. Mr. Jones seemed pleased as he reached out to touch it. Mr. Jones opened the drawer of a bedside table and took out a small tube of lube. He silently squeezed some onto his hand before spreading it on my cock. He ran his slippery warm hands over my cock and balls. I was completely shaved down there, which felt extra nice in his hands. Very quickly I squirted my load onto his hand and the bedspread.

Mr. Jones cleaned up the mess with a tissue and commented, "Looks like you were waiting to cum all day, Lexi. You'll have to wash the bedspread afterward."

"Of course, I will, tomorrow," I replied gratefully. "It felt amazing, Mr. Jones, thank you for letting me finish. Your touch is so comforting and strong. Your big, manly hands feel sooo good on my cock."

"We're just getting started, Lexi," Mr. Jones replied as he bent his neck to kiss me. I let him swirl his tongue around in my mouth as I lay back on the bed. Mr. Jones continued to kiss me and feel me up. He fondled my cock and paid a lot of attention to my big fake tits which was a real turn-on. Having him on top of me making love like this felt like something straight out of a romance novel. This was all making me feel utterly feminine and was taking me even higher into the throes of pleasure-land.

I slid my hand into the housecoat and stroked Mr. Jones's big hard cock. "I'd love to suck your cock, Mr. Jones," I said, "I've done it before."

"I was hoping you would be willing to give me a blowjob Lexi, I'd love that," he growled as he tore off his housecoat and lunged onto the bed. I crawled onto my side, my head hovering over his throbbing erection. He spread his legs wide, granting me full access to his pulsing balls. With one hand, I caressed his hairy sac while the other gripped the base of his cock firmly. My lips wrapped tightly around his shaft, sucking and swirling with wild abandon. I sank further down, taking him deeper into my mouth, making sloppy sounds of pleasure and humming little murmurs of pleasure around him. 


"You're doing a wonderful job, Lexi," said Mr. Jones. "I can tell you have experience. I wonder who that lucky guy was who got to enjoy your first blowjob."

"A good girl doesn’t kiss and tell Mr. Jones, it’s a secret," I winked between licks. Then I took the whole head of his cock into my mouth. Mr. Jones's cock tasted wonderful. It was so fresh and clean from our shower, with hints of salty precum. I lowered my head, feeling the weight of his cock on my tongue as I took him in as far as I could. The soft skin of his shaft pressed against my lips and I could feel every ridge and vein as I swirled my tongue around the tip. My fingertips gently grazed his firm balls, eliciting a deep moan from Mr. Jones. With each thrust of his hips, his cock moved in and out of my mouth, filling me with a sense of pleasure and satisfaction. This was where I belonged, with a hard cock in my mouth, bringing pleasure to a man who deserved it.

I gradually increased the pace of my sucking, using both hands to firmly grasp his throbbing cock. I could feel his body tense and knew he was close, so I eagerly continued my motions, determined to bring him to climax quickly. With each movement of my mouth and hands, I could sense his pleasure building, and I relished in the knowledge that I was the one giving it to him.

As minutes passed, Mr. Jones's grip on my head tightened and he began to release his load into my waiting mouth. The taste of his hot cum filled my senses as I held it in my mouth for a few seconds before swallowing it down greedily. With a satisfied smile, I knew there would be plenty of time to do it all over again.

"That was fantastic, Lexi!" exclaimed Mr. Jones. "You know, I love my wife dearly, and we have a good sex life, but she's reluctant to give head and she's never allowed me to cum in her mouth. You just gave me something special I've never experienced with my wife," he continued.

I reveled in the thought of fulfilling a married man's desires in ways his wife couldn't. It made me feel wanted and special. "I'm happy you had a good time," I responded. "It was enjoyable for me as well, and it's nice to know I can give something your wife cannot. Looks like you're a lucky guy, Mr. Jones," I playfully teased.

The rain pounded on the thick roof harder than ever. "This looks like a torrential rain Lexi," said Mr. Jones. "I don't think it's safe for us to drive, and you cycling back all alone in this is obviously out of the question. How about I call your mother and let her know you have to spend the night here?"

"I would love that, Mr. Jones," I literally exclaimed. "Thank you! That is going to give us lots of time to get to know each other even better," I winked.

While Mr. Jones rang my mom to inform, I went to the bathroom to clean up once again. I took a hand towel and ran it through some hot water and then used the damp cloth to wash my cock and balls, I then used some of Mrs. Jones's fruity mouthwash to rinse the taste of semen out of my mouth. I was beaming at myself in the mirror when Mr. Jones came up behind me and put his arms around me. The view in the mirror was so enticingly erotic. He kissed my neck and brushed his strong big arm over my big tits. "Of course, your mother understood, it made sense for you to spend the night here, Lexi. Now why don't you go to the kitchen and rustle up something for us to eat while I do some office work? But please stay dressed as you are. I want to see that cute panty-clad ass of yours bustling around my kitchen. I'll get you an apron."

I rummaged around in the kitchen looking for inspiration for something to make for dinner. I bent over at the waist frequently as I knew Mr Jones could see my panties and stockings from the living room. I loved turning him on. It felt like it was my duty to turn him on and then satisfy him. He was a hard-working businessman who deserved pleasure from his wife and extra special pleasures from me. I wondered if this was the man who would take my virginity. I guessed my boy pussy would be a treat for Mr Jones's cock as it would be way tighter than his wife's pussy. I would soon find out.

I made two ham and bacon sandwiches for supper. I wasn't much of a cook, at least back then, so I was relieved when Mr Jones took a bite and said, "This is quite good Lexi. You're getting better in the kitchen all the time!"

I thought to myself, "I'm getting better in bed too!"

"Thank you, Mr Jones," I replied. "I'm glad you like it." Then I took a bite of my sandwich. I still had the faint taste of his cum in my mouth so was a bit sorry to spoil it with food. But I was hungry!

I reflected while we both quietly ate supper. I was grateful to have made love to Mr Jones with my mouth this afternoon while dressed in his wife's lingerie. And I was proud when he told me the blowjob I gave him was special because his wife never let him cum in her mouth.

I was so happy to be able to dress up and look feminine, thanks to my slight stature and fine blond hair. I let my hair grow recently into an androgynous bob that looked quite fem when I was dressed. The light hair on my body was not very noticeable and I was slowly shaving off more and more of it. My legs, balls, and ass were smooth as silk.

I was tingling with excitement as I knew I would be making out with Mr Jones again at any moment. That was the great thing about having sex with men, they were always horny and ready to fuck or have their cocks sucked. Now, I liked girls too and went out on a lot of dates during high school. But the investment needed just to feel a girl's tits or get her bra off was just not worth it. When I dressed up in a bra and panties, I felt I knew what to do for men and was willing to do it on the first date.

The pounding of the rain outside was louder than ever. Mr. Jones had just called my mom to tell her that it was too stormy for him to drive me home from his cabin. It was charming that Mr Jones felt he had to take the responsibility to call my mom on my behalf, even though it was totally unnecessary as I had just turned 18.

"Why don't you call me Phil," Mr Jones suggested suddenly.

"Oh, I'd like that Mr Jones, I mean Phil," I giggled. "Thank you, Phil."

It felt odd to be calling Mr Jones by his first name, but it also made it feel as if we were on more intimate terms. I guess we were on intimate terms as I had just sucked his cock only an hour ago!

We each finished our glass of wine. "Why don't we go back into the bedroom, Lexi?" Mr Jones suggested. "You can do the dishes later."

"You're not done with me yet, Phil?!" I teased. "I'd love to but first I'd like to freshen up and perhaps put on something different for you". I couldn't wait to dive through Mrs Jones's lingerie drawer again. I always seemed to find something sexy I hadn't seen before.

I put the dishes in the kitchen and then went to the bedroom to examine Mrs Jones's lingerie. I felt like going a bit more naughty for the evening. I found a pretty black basque with lacy frills around the bottom and the bust. I wondered if Mr Jones ever fucked her in it? I knew the basque would make my ass appear fuller so I took off the garter belt and put on the basque and attached its belts to my stockings. I put on a lacy black bra that held my fake silicone titties nicely. Finally, I put on a nearly transparent black nightgown that was trimmed with lace. I reinforced my makeup with more, darker eye shadow and a little bit of red lipstick.

I brushed my teeth and then called Mr Jones in to join me. He came into the bedroom with a big smile on his face when he saw the new outfit I was wearing. I gave him a little twirl and ass-wiggle to tease him. The nightgown flared out as I twirled. I could already see a throbbing hardon in his housecoat.

Phil sat on the edge of the bed and beckoned me to sit beside him. He put his arms around me and kissed my mouth. I leaned back to give him better access and I reached for his cock which was now poking out from the folds of his housecoat.

"Hmmmm, your cock is hard for me again Phil," I whispered in his ear. "How will I satisfy you this time, I wonder?" With that, I straddled his legs, facing him. Our cocks were touching again, both seeping precum. Phil moved his finger in a circular motion on the panty bulge made by the tip of my cock. It felt nice. Then he tugged on a leg hole of the panties and slid his cock inside to rub directly against my little cock. I was in heaven! Phil put a hand inside my panties and grasped both of our cocks. He gently thrust his boner against mine while squeezing our cocks together with his big warm hand. I was close to cumming!

Then I slid off the bed and positioned myself on my knees between his legs. Phil pulled his housecoat open and spread his legs to give me better access to his beautiful cock and balls. I caressed his hanging balls with my hands and put them both in my mouth. I rolled my tongue all over his ball sack while grasping his shaft. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see my reflection in a mirror, my head down between my man's hairy legs and my sheer nightie spread out on the floor around me. I felt very feminine doing a wife's duty with pride and contentment.

Phil started to moan and that was my cue to take the head of his cock into my eager mouth and start sucking in earnest. I struck up a rapid up-and-down motion with both hands grasping the base of his cock. His cock felt full and wonderful in my mouth and it tasted clean and fleshy. Phil took my head between his hands and guided my mouth up and down on his cock. I loved a man controlling my body and maximizing his pleasure. I tried to take as much of his cock as I could but gagged on only half of the shaft. I had work to do on my deep-throating skills but for now, Phil seemed to be loving my blowjob.

When he got close to cumming, Phil lifted my head up to his and kissed me deeply on my mouth. "I'd like you to get on the bed, Lexi, and lay on your tummy," he said.

I stood up in front of Phil and let my sheer nightgown slip off my shoulders and fall on the floor around my feet. Then I got up on the bed and put my head on my arms. I spread my legs slightly so he had access to my ass and anything he wanted. I felt my big fake tits squashed under me against the bed.

"You look very feminine Lexi," Phil said. "Your ass is nice and round and I like your shaved cock - very cute!"

Phil began massaging my ass cheeks, gently touching my pucker hole with his thumbs. He paused, reaching for the lube and squirting some on his hand. After warming the lube between his hands he continued to massage my ass and finger my hole with his slippery thumbs.

I was glad I had been working my hole with a dildo every night for weeks so I knew I could take his cock. I was a virgin and it looked like I was going to give Phil my virginity tonight. I couldn't imagine a man I'd rather submit to than Phil. He was kind, handsome, and attentive. He treated me like a woman and I was willing to play the part of his substitute wife, one who would please him more than his actual wife. A woman's pussy just can't compete with a boy's boy pussy. I felt any man would like to fuck me, gay or not.

After a few minutes, I felt one of his fingers enter my hole soon to be followed by another. "How would you feel about me putting my cock inside you, Lexi?" Phil breathed into my ear.

"Oh Phil, I want you to make love to me."

"Have you ever done this before, Lexi?"

"No, I'm still a virgin, Phil. I'd be so happy if you're the first to make love to me" I replied.

"I think I'm going to enjoy this Lexi, I hope you do too".

"I've been practicing with a dildo for weeks Phil, I know I'm ready for you"

Phil straddled my legs and positioned his cock along my ass crack, sliding it back and forth on the sheer fabric of my panties. Then he pulled my panties aside and moved the head of his cock around my boy pussy while pushing gently. He was going to make my hole yield. I gasped in pleasure and wiggled my hips in encouragement. I lifted myself up on my elbows and let my big fake titties jiggle in my bra. I hoped they wouldn't fall out!

"Oh Phil, that feels so good," I murmured.

"Lift up a little and I'll pull these panties down, Lexi."

I lifted my bottom up and Phil pulled the panties down from my ass, but thanks to my garter belts he could only pull them down to the top of my stockings. I was happy about that because I feel most feminine when wearing panties - even when they are askew or partially pulled down.

Phil slid his slippery cock between my ass cheeks, pushing hard on my hole each time his cockhead touched it. I tried to relax my hole hoping to help ease his cock in. After a few minutes, Phil stopped and repositioned himself on his knees across my legs. He grasped the base of his cock with one hand to make the head as hard as possible. He began to push the head of his cock hard on my hole and it began to yield.

"Ohhhh, Phil!" I cried. "Please keep pushing, I'm ready, you'll see. Fuck me, darling!"

As Phil pushed harder my slippery little pucker hole began to give way. My head was spinning, knowing that a handsome man was beginning to take my anal virginity - he was making a woman out of me, a fantasy come true in real life here in his bed where he'd fucked his wife dozens of times and now it was my turn. I relaxed on the bed on my tummy, feeling my big fake titties squashed on the bed.

Phil was gentle and considerate as he overcame my boy pussy's resistance. Finally, his cockhead entered and then he continued to push slowly but forcefully as his cock found its new home inside me. I felt some discomfort but it felt good overall.

"Is it okay, Lexi?" Phil asked with concern.

"Oh, yes," I gasped. "Your cock feels so good inside me, so full. Please fuck me and enjoy my ass as much as you can, darling".

I loved talking to Phil as if I were his wife, his woman. He repositioned himself on top of me with his legs between mine. He slowly began moving his cock in and out of me as I tried to match his rhythm with my body.

"God, your ass is so tight, Lexi," Phil gushed. "My cock has never enjoyed such a tight pussy! I don't think I can last long".

"Please enjoy yourself and fuck me as hard as you like Phil," I replied. "I want you to be satisfied, and you can fuck me as many times as you like tonight, darling."

He slowly increased his tempo and drove his cock deeper and deeper into my pussy-hole. I moved with him to increase his pleasure and in doing so was rolling on my big fake tits - I loved it! I was thrilled to feel Phil's balls bang against my ass as he fucked me. I felt like a busty teenage girl, like a slut, like a gay faggot crossdresser who wanted nothing more than to be a man's cum-hole.

Phil pounded me harder and harder until he started to grunt and I could tell he was spurting his load into me.

Then the grunting and heavy breathing subsided and his pumping stopped as Phil relaxed and put his full weight on top of me. I could feel his heart pounding hard. I was finally a well fucked femboy…

After a few minutes, Phil rolled onto his side and kissed me fully on my mouth. I put my arms around him and pulled him close.

"That was probably the best fuck I've ever had, Lexi. Thank you," Phil whispered in my ear. "My wife is great in bed, believe me. But her pussy can't compare to your tight little hole, Lexi. I'm grateful for the pleasure you give me. And I want to pleasure you too."

"Oh Phil, my pleasure isn't important but you can do anything you like to me for your own pleasure," I replied.

With that Phil put his hand between my legs and pulled my little cock into position for stroking. Of course, my cock was hard and he started to jack me off with his big strong hand. I started to tremble and shot my load onto his arm in no time at all. Then I curled up next to him with my head on his chest getting semen all over my bra. I would have to do a lingerie wash tomorrow, but for now, I was basking in the glow of having been beautifully fucked for the first time and knowing that I had satisfied a handsome married man.

I wondered where this was all going but I sure hoped Phil would continue to enjoy my body and teach me how to be an obedient femboy.

***

Liked the book?   Sign up for my weekly newsletter  to stay updated about my newest releases and to also receive a free steamy sissy book as a token of gratitude. And I also promise, I’ll never spam your inboxes!

***


“Did you love this book? Then you should also read:  

The Sissy Trophy Wife !”
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Prepare to be captivated by a scorching multi-part tale that transcends boundaries and explores the intoxicating depths of desire. This captivating series follows the journey of a young white man who makes a daring choice that leads him into the embrace of his older billionaire black best friend. A pact is made for him to become a Blonde Bombshell Trophy Wife, a deal is struck, and an irresistible connection blossoms, igniting a steamy and romantic sissy story unlike any other. 

As these two individuals navigate their way through a world of power dynamics and submission, their relationship evolves into something both profound and provocative. Amidst opulent settings and sensual encounters, the lines between love, dominance, and passion blur in a passionate dance of emotions. 

Witness the blossoming of their unconventional romance, where a once-simple friendship transforms into a complex dance of intimacy, exploration, and devotion. As the young man embraces his role as a sissy trophy wife, he discovers the transformative power of surrendering to his desires to be a feminized wife, guided by the experienced touch of his older billionaire black best friend. 

With each installment, the series delves deeper into their journey, unraveling secrets, desires, and the profound connection that binds them. Embrace a world where love knows no boundaries, where the pursuit of pleasure intertwines with the complexities of the heart, and where surrender becomes a pathway to self-discovery. 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.
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        		SISSY LANDS A SUMMER JOB


        		By S(issy) Joey


        		Author’s Note:


        		Hi there you dear beautiful readers, first of all, A Very Happy Summer. Last year for summer I wrote the series A Sissy’s Summer Job. It has been the bestseller out of everything I’ve published so far. If you are someone who’d read and enjoyed that series, I’d like to thank you for the love. If you haven't yet, I’d recommend you to check it out ( https://mybook.to/8qxjA ), it might become your new favorite sissy feminization story :)


        		I sincerely hope you enjoy this new series too as much as I enjoyed writing it for you.


        		And as always, Stay Safe, Happy & Horny!


        		- Xoxo Sissy Joey.
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