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After Phil made love to me last night I put my silky and lacy nightgown (actually his wife's nightgown) back on and fell into the deepest of sleep I’ve had in ages in his arms.

When I awoke in the morning, the sun was streaming in the window and Phil was still asleep. I got up and went to the bathroom to freshen up. I wiped dried cum off of my lace bra, the delicate floral patterns slightly discolored from the night before. I freshened my body with a fragrant rose soap, the soothing scent helping to wash away the remnants of the previous evening. Then I put on a fresh pair of panties, a soft black satin with a delicate bow at the front, and a matching lace bra that hugged my curves perfectly. Slipping into a black sheer, silky nightgown that flowed gracefully around my body, I went to the kitchen to make coffee. The nightgown's fabric caressed my skin with every step, a luxurious reminder of the dream I was actually living. As the aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the air, I couldn't help but feel a sense of calm and contentment.

I knew Phil would have to get up soon and go to work, but I hoped he would make love to me again before he left. My pussy was still a bit sore, a lingering reminder of our passionate night, but I knew his cock would feel wonderful again as soon as he pushed it inside me. The thought sent a shiver down my spine, and I could already imagine the way his hands would grasp my hips and play with my tits, pulling me closer. The warmth of his body against mine, the rhythm of his thrusts, and the way he filled me completely. I poured the coffee, my mind drifting back to the bedroom, anticipating the delicious ache that only Phil could satisfy.

I poured two cups of coffee and returned to the bedroom, where I sat on the bed beside Phil. He opened his eyes. "Good morning, Lexi. I slept well after that nice cum I had. What about you?"

"Oh, Phil, I also slept well too. I was so satisfied after you made love to me. And it just seems right that you took my virginity last night. I simply cannot get it out of my mind."

Phil took a sip of coffee and then put the cup on the bedside table. He put his big warm hand on my thigh and gave it a little squeeze. I put my coffee down and spread my legs a little for him. Phil took the cue and moved his hand between my legs and massaged my inner thighs, working his way up to my panties and the little cock-bulge. I leaned back and sighed with pleasure. His fingers traced the edges of my lace panties, sending tingles through my body. He gently cupped my bulge, his thumb rubbing slow circles that made me shiver. Phil’s other hand found its way to my hip, pulling me closer as he continued his teasing strokes. The soft fabric of my panties added to the exquisite sensation, and I could feel myself growing harder under his touch. He took his time, savoring each movement, making my anticipation build. I closed my eyes, lost in the intimate connection, every touch igniting a deeper desire.

"Hang on a second while I go to the bathroom," Phil said, taking his hand out of my panties.

I heard him peeing and then running the water for a long time, knowing he was cleaning his cock, balls, and armpits. I reclined on the bed, propped up with a pillow. I fluffed my hair and arranged my bra, panties, and the opened satin robe. I spread my legs, and my stiff little cock was clearly visible through my panties.

I wanted Phil to make love to me in the same way I imagined him fucking his cute little wife - in the missionary position.

When Phil entered the bedroom, he was naked, with a large hard-on sticking straight out. It was a lovely sight: an aroused man looking at me to satisfy his desires.

"Oh Phil, you're so handsome. Your wife is extremely lucky. I would love it if you would make love to me the same way you do to her."

"I need to get going, Lexi, but you are simply irresistible laying there like that," he said as he sat on the bed beside me.

Phil lowered his head and kissed me tenderly on the lips. I kissed him back and opened my mouth so he could explore with his tongue. It was just so heavenly. He wrapped one arm around me and squeezed my large fake titties with his other hand. I loved how he paid attention to my tits, which made me feel absolutely feminine. I just loved being held and touched like this by my man.

Phil took the lube from the bedside table and applied a generous amount to his hand. Then he inserted his hand into my panties, feeling down past my balls until his slippery fingers touched my pussy hole. His arm was rubbing my cock, and his fingers were massaging my rosebud. Soon enough, the tip of one finger was in my hole, followed by another.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him for everything I was worth. My cock poked out when I pulled the front of my panties down. Then Phil started pulling them down all the way. This time, my panties were on the outside of the garter, so I just lifted my ass slightly to allow Phil to completely remove my panties.

I moved down on the bed and brought my legs together. I pulled Phil on top of me and wiggled into position so his cock was between my thighs. He started moving his cock in and out. Some of the lube he put in my ass ended up between my thighs so his cock had a nice warm slippery saddle to enjoy.

I moved my hips to match Phil's thrusts. As I spread my legs, he began to increase the intensity. I wriggled my ass to a better position for his cock to meet my hole. Soon his cockhead was knocking on my back door. I tried pushing against it while relaxing my sphincter.

"Oh Phil, your cock feels soooo fucking good. Please shove it into me and fuck me the way a man fucks his woman," I panted.

Phil reached down and grasped the base of his cock, then slowly pushed his cockhead hard against my hole. With a sudden, delicious pressure, my sphincter yielded to him, and I felt the familiar, electrifying sensation of being filled again. Phil put his weight on me and started to fuck me fast and hard, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I clung to him, my arms wrapped tightly around his neck and my legs encircling his large muscular body, pulling him deeper into me. His powerful movements and the intensity of his passion were transforming me, making me feel completely and utterly his. Every thrust, every groan, was a reminder of the deep connection we were enjoying, and I surrendered to the ecstasy, feeling him make a woman of me once more.

We rocked together hard for a few minutes until Phil started grunting, and I felt his hot release deep inside me. His cum pumped into me in thick, satisfying waves, filling me completely. After what seemed like a long, intense cum dump, we collapsed together, breathing deeply, our hearts pounding in unison. Phil remained on top of me, his weight pressing down, squashing my big fake tits between us. The sensation of his body against mine, his warmth enveloping me, created a sense of intimate closeness that lingered as we lay there, entwined and content. The room was filled with the sound of our shared breaths, a testament to the raw, passionate connection we had just experienced.

"What a fantastic way to start the day Lexi," he said quietly while nibbling and nuzzling my neck.

"Thank you, Phil. Being fucked like a woman has always been a fantasy for me and I absolutely loved you doing it to me."

"You certainly make me cum quickly, Lexi. With your pretty looks, the sexy lingerie, and that tight 'pussy' of yours, you're truly a man's dream come true."

"I’m so glad you feel that way, Phil. And you are an excellent lover! You are welcome to enjoy my body at any time you know.

After all the fun, Phil went to the bathroom to shave and get ready for work, while I made a simple breakfast of scrambled eggs and toast.

We ate our breakfast quietly together.

"My wife will not be back for three weeks you know," Phil said. "There is no reason why you could not stay here for the entire time. It would save us all the time cycling back and forth to your house, and we could be together every night. What do you think?"

"Oh Phil, that would be just fantastic! I can simply tell my mom that I’d be staying in the spare room and getting more hours of work while here. It would make perfect sense to her, and she will completely understand. I'd love to!"

"Okay. Let me put your bike in my car and drop you off at home on my way to work. You can pick up a few things from your home for your stay here and then cycle back. You have a lot of work to do here, and I want you to take on extra responsibilities like cleaning, looking pretty, and keeping my cock satisfied. I would love to come home from work today and find you dressed in something sexy for me."

"You will not be disappointed, Phil," I promised with a wink. "But first, I need to change back into my boy clothes before going home."

When I got home, my mom had just left for work. I quickly gathered some of my boy clothes to take back to the cabin, ensuring everything fit into my backpack, so it wasn't much. I made sure to leave room for a few naughty items. One was my beginner's makeup kit, which I had never had the opportunity to use. I also threw in my 8-inch dildo, a thrill of excitement running through me at the thought. Finally, I pulled the few items of lingerie I had hidden in my closet and pushed them into my backpack. These included a delicate lace teddy, a pair of satin panties, and a sheer nightgown that I adored. With everything packed, I took a moment to look around my room, a mix of anticipation and nervousness bubbling within me as I prepared to embrace my secret desires at the cabin.

I left my mom a note explaining that I'd be spending the next three weeks at Mr. Jones's cabin, mentioning that I might come home on the weekends, although I wasn't too sure about that. Later, I gave her a call to provide more details. I reassured her that I'd be getting paid for extra hours and that I could enjoy fishing and paddling the Jones's canoe on the lake. She seemed relieved as I painted a picture of the serene, picturesque setting and the ‘fun’ activities I had lined up. The excitement in my voice must have been contagious because she sounded genuinely happy for me. I told her how much I was looking forward to the peacefulness of the lake, the thrill of catching fish, and the simple pleasure of gliding across the water in the canoe. It was shaping up to be a fantastic few weeks, a perfect escape into my fantasies and away from the routine. With my backpack ready and my spirits high, I couldn't wait to embark on this adventure, savoring every moment of this newfound freedom and the promise of new experiences.

It was a beautiful day, and I enjoyed a pleasant 45-minute cycle back to the Jones's cabin. The sun was shining, and the gentle breeze made the ride even more enjoyable. On the way, I stopped at a pharmacy to buy an enema kit. I had never used one before, but the idea had been on my mind. I was conscious that my hole wasn't always clean inside when Phil fucked me. It didn't seem to bother him, but I wanted to make sure I was properly clean for him from now on. As I continued my journey, I felt a mix of nervous anticipation and excitement about using the enema kit for the first time. I wanted everything to be perfect for our next encounter tonight.

I also stopped at a thrift store which I had visited a couple of times before to buy women's underwear. I was no longer embarrassed shopping in the women's section there. The store had just opened and there were no other customers - just a couple of staff who didn't have the energy or interest to notice me at all.

I found a pretty silk slip that went down till mid-thigh and was in satin material and had a trim with a wide band of lace at the edges. Then I found a cute little navy skirt to wear the slip under. I also found a pastel-colored silky top that was tied under the bust with a cute little silver buckle. I knew it would really show off my big fake titties so I instantly grabbed it. Then from a huge bin of bras, I selected two really pretty ones and a couple of more pairs of panties from the panty bin. Those were the last things I could possibly force fit into my backpack.

When I arrived back at the cabin, I took a moment to appreciate the serene surroundings before heading inside to unpack. The stillness of the lake and the rustling of the trees provided a comforting backdrop as I prepared for the evening. I couldn't wait to try on my new things. I took a quick shower and then slipped into one of my new pairs of panties, a delightful bubblegum pink. I did a little twirl in front of the mirror, feeling a rush of joy and excitement. The solitude of the cabin on this fine summer day made the experience even more exhilarating. Next, I put on a matching pink bra and a pair of Mrs. Jones's tan stockings. The silky fabric of the new slip slid up my legs, brushing against the stockings and sending tingles of excitement through my skin.

I carefully placed my big fake silicone tits into the bra, adjusting them until they sat perfectly. Finally, I put on the new top, arranging it around my boobs until they looked big and round, the lace of the pink bra just barely visible through the fabric of the top. I felt incredibly sexy, and as I admired myself in the mirror, I knew I looked sexy too.

Bending down in front of the bathroom mirror, I swayed my fake tits back and forth, watching them jiggle enticingly. They moved with a very sexy bounce, just what men love. The sight of my reflection, with my voluptuous curves and the playful jiggle of my breasts, filled me with a heady mix of confidence and anticipation. The day was perfect, and so was I.

Now, it was time to get to work. The first order of business was to wash all of Mrs. Jones's lingerie I had been wearing. I hooked the bras and placed everything in a laundry bag, then set it in the washing machine on the delicate cycle.

Next, I made the bed where Phil had fucked me twice. I opened the curtains to let the morning sunlight flood the room, creating a warm, inviting atmosphere. I lay down on the freshly made bed to catch my breath. I started to play with my stiff little cock but decided against jacking off, wanting to save any of my cum for Phil if he wanted it. I wanted to be a good surrogate wife to him, not a selfish slut distracted by her own pleasure.

Once the wash was done, I hesitated to put Mrs. Jones's exquisite and delicate items in the tumble dryer, worried that something might get damaged. I decided to hang everything on the clothesline instead. It felt wonderful to be dressed like a woman, hanging out the wash in the warm sunlight. After a few minutes, I stood back and admired the sight of pretty bras, panties, garters, and a bustier fluttering in the breeze. It filled me with a sense of contentment and belonging as if I were exactly where I was meant to be, doing exactly what I wanted to do.

As I watched the delicate fabrics sway gently in the wind, I felt a deep satisfaction, knowing I was creating a perfect environment for Phil. My heart swelled with anticipation for him to be back from work tonight, imagining the pleasure and connection we would share. The simple act of hanging laundry had never felt so fulfilling.

Suddenly I heard a car come down the driveway. That struck me as odd as Phil didn't tell me to expect anyone. Standing at the clothesline I couldn't get back into the cabin without the driver seeing me so I just stood there looking rather overdressed and a bit slutty. I was glad I had my new skirt and blouse on.

The pickup truck came to a halt, and a sturdy young man stepped out. He smiled as he said, "Good morning, ma'am. I'm here to change the filter in the water conditioner."

"Oh. I see. But I don't know anything about the water conditioner."

"That is alright. I've done it here before. It is in the shed, over there near the well pump. I'll just take care of it for you."

He was definitely eyeing me, and I believe he liked what he saw, even though I looked like a total prostitute working the corner. I was certain he could see my pink bra beneath my blouse in the bright sunlight. It was the first time I had dressed in front of a total stranger, and it made me extremely nervous as much as it made me tingle down there.

"My name is Mike," he said, reaching out to shake my hand. "Are you a friend of Mr Jones's?"

"Oh, I am Lexi, his niece," I lied. "I'm visiting for a few weeks."

"I see... It's nice to meet you, Lexi. Well, I better get to work - they don't give me much time to do these service calls."

"I understand, Mike. Can I get you something? A glass of water perhaps?"

"Yes, a glass of water would be great - thank you!" Then Mike turned to go to the shed.

I went into the kitchen to get a glass of water. I put some ice cubes in there. I stood by the sink, thinking about Mike. He was incredibly polite and respectful. Surely he was aware that I was a guy dressed in women's clothing, or did he? In any case, he was friendly, and I felt drawn to him. Mike was attractive, standing at least 6 feet tall and well-built. He was not much older than me, maybe a university student on a summer job. I decided to be friendly and see where it goes.

I walked to the shed with the glass of water. Mike was on his knees, holding some tools in front of what appeared to be a large tank.

"Thank you for the water, Lexi. Just put it on the bench for now," he said before returning to work.

The shed door closed on its own, and we were both left in the dim light.

"There's a light switch here," I said.

"Thanks; I suppose I needed the light. Can you turn it on for me?"

I turned the switch on and stood near Mike, pretending to be interested in what he was doing.

After a few minutes, I sat down on the bench, holding Mike's water.

Mike eventually got up and brushed his clothes off. He was dressed casually in a tee shirt and shorts, with trendy red sneakers.

Mike said, "All done," as he reached for the water and took a big gulp. "Thanks!"

"I have to run, but it was nice to meet you, Lexi. I hope you do not mind me telling you that I think you are very beautiful."

I blushed but he probably didn't notice in the light of the single bulb in the shed.

"That's sweet of you to say," I replied.

He moved closer to me and bent to put the glass back on the bench. Involuntarily, I reached out and brushed my hand along his leg. Mike responded by standing directly in front of me with his legs parted in a firm masculine stance. His crotch was close to my face, and there was a definite bulge in his pants. The heat of the moment was undeniable; my touch seemed to ignite something within him, and I felt an intense thrill at the sight and sensation. I could feel the electric tension between us, palpable and thrilling. The air seemed charged with a shared desire, and the boundary between us blurred into a tantalizing haze of anticipation. The unmistakable evidence of his arousal pressed closer, stirring a profound response within me. We were caught in an unspoken dance, each move intensifying the magnetic pull that held us together in this charged space. I was turning him on and that was turning me on.

I tenderly cradled his crotch with my hand, feeling the undeniable stir of his arousal. It dawned on me that I would soon be taking his young cock in my mouth. The thought was so compelling that I couldn't find a reason to resist. Without uttering a single word, I unfastened the button on his shorts and drew down the zipper. His breath grew heavier with each passing second, and he tangled his fingers in my hair, guiding me closer. The space between us seemed to narrow, the heat of his desire palpable and urgent. The anticipation of the moment hung thick in the air, and with each breath he took, the intensity of our connection deepened.

He broke the silence "I suppose I have a few minutes depending on what you have in mind, Lexi."

"I was wondering if you would like me to give you a blowjob? I love giving head."

"That is definitely worth staying for," Mike said as he began to hold my head between his hands.

I pulled his shorts and undies down, revealing a lovely large cock with trimmed brunette pubes. I held his cock in my hands and felt it engorge to enormous proportions - larger than Phil's and much larger than my little thing. I was thrilled to be holding this big cock specimen so close to my eager mouth.

With my seat on the bench, I drew his hips closer to mine and kissed his cock. It smelled nice - a little musky and sweaty, but there was no trace of urine, which I dislike.

His cock was fully erect, displaying a gorgeous large helmet that I wrapped my lips around. Here I was, sucking yet another cock, this time with a stranger in a dimly lit shed, I felt so dirty and so horny at the same time, just like how I like to feel. I cupped his balls in one hand and grabbed the base of his shaft with the other. I began sucking his cockhead, rolling my tongue around it and gradually pulling the shaft with my hand.

"That feels fantastic, Lexi. Please keep going!"

I did not say anything but instead began pushing his hard throbbing cock deeper into my mouth, making "glug, glug" sounds with each stroke. He soon tensed up, and I prepared to accept his load in my mouth like a good girl. But it was a heavy load, and he bucked so hard when he came, a lot of his excess semen leaked out of my mouth and dripped all over my clean blouse.

I kept his cock in my mouth as I swallowed as much cum as I could. Then I licked and sucked his cock clean in the proper way an experienced cocksucker does. I was proud of my growing oral talents and I liked to leave my men satisfied with the experience.

"That was amazing Lexi!"

"I am glad you liked it, Mike," I said. "I don't get to suck such a beautiful cock very often." I smiled as wiped the edges of my lips.

"Well, I am glad I ran into you and got such a wonderful surprise. Maybe I can see you again and we can go on a proper date sometime."

"Mike, I would like that. Please give me your phone number, and I will call you if I have time while I am here. Maybe there'll be a problem with the water conditioner and you will have to come back," I joked.

I rose up. Mike kissed my cummy mouth while his pants were still around his ankles. He was a sweet boy and I thought I'd like to enjoy him more.

"Well, Lexi, I really need to run. I hope you will get back to me soon. Otherwise, I may have to come back and find something to fix."

"That would be wonderful, Mike. I would like to see your beautiful cock again and perhaps try some new things!"

Mike finally let go of me and pulled up his pants. He then picked up his tools and walked back to his truck.

I waved him goodbye as he drove away.

I was definitely getting hooked on giving head and swallowing cum. It felt so good to please men. They were always so eager and thankful. Pleasuring them made me feel feminine and complete. I was a guy who liked dressing up in women's underwear and sucking men’s cocks. Why not?

By now, it was mid-afternoon, and I needed to think about getting ready for Phil when he came home from work. I wondered if I should tell him that I’d sucked a stranger’s cock in his shed today. Would he be jealous, or would he be proud? I’d find out soon enough.

As I pondered, I felt a mix of excitement and anxiety. What if he had a strong reaction? Or what if he didn’t care at all? The uncertainty made me a little nervous but also intrigued. I knew that I had to get my things in order, freshen up, and make sure everything was perfect for when he walked through the door. Maybe it was best to wait until he was in a good mood, or perhaps I should just be honest right away. Either way, the afternoon was slipping away, and I had to prepare for my wifely duties for the evening ahead.

After Mike's truck disappeared down the driveway, I stood on the cabin's veranda, feeling a bit dazed. The taste of his cum still lingered in my mouth, and my new blouse was stained with a mix of cum and saliva that had dribbled out of my mouth. His load was so big and his orgasm so intense that I was covered in the evidence of our encounter.

I was glad I had decided to give Mike a blowjob. He was handsome, cute, and very appreciative. I wondered if he had a girlfriend and how her skills compared to mine. I had a feeling Mike didn’t often get blowjobs as enthusiastic as the one I had just given him.

With Phil due home soon, I had to get the dinner ready first. I pulled two rib eyes from the fridge and seasoned them, then sliced potatoes into strips for some home fries. Finally, I washed some of the greens for a salad. With dinner started, I could relax a bit. However, I was still wearing my cum-soaked blouse and some of it had even gotten onto the apron I was wearing. I felt like a very absolutely slutty 80’s housewife and I enjoyed and indulged in the sensation.

In the bathroom, I opened the enema kit and read through the instructions. It was straightforward, so I stood in the shower and used the enema—twice. After the second round, my bottom felt completely clean and ready.

I then took a shower, shaved my legs and pubes, and used fragrant lavender soap on my body along with coconut-scented shampoo. The warm water and soothing scents made me feel relaxed and pampered. Stepping out of the shower, my skin was smooth and soft, a perfect canvas for some sexy women’s underwear. I carefully dried myself off, taking extra time to make sure every inch was completely dry.

I applied a light layer of lotion to keep my skin hydrated and glowing, and then I opened Mrs Jones's lingerie drawers and, for the first time, spread out my own lingerie collection on the bed. I wanted to dress more in my own clothes rather than Mrs Jones's. Picking out what to wear is nearly as much fun as wearing it!

I chose a lacy black garter belt and plain black stockings, which felt sleek and smooth against my skin. I paired them with transparent black high-back panties that would show off my cock and ass crack. Then, I slipped into a vintage-style black bra adorned with intricate lace and large cups designed to support my big fake silicone breasts securely.

For outerwear, I selected my new navy skirt with a thin black belt, which accentuated my waist and added a touch of sophistication. I paired it with one of Mrs. Jones's white, flowy blouses that had a gentle, billowy feel. My blouse, still stained with semen, was tucked away in the clothes hamper, replaced by this fresh, crisp option.

As I dressed, I felt a rush of excitement and arousal from the blowjob I had just given. The anticipation of playing the role of a surrogate wife for Phil, who could arrive at any moment, made me even more eager. I adjusted my outfit, making sure everything was perfectly in place, from the smooth stockings to the delicate lace. Each piece of clothing made me feel more feminine and ready, heightening my anticipation for the evening ahead. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, feeling a blend of satisfaction and exhilaration, fully embracing the role I was about to play.

I applied a touch of pink eyeshadow and some mascara, knowing I didn't have the time or skill for anything more elaborate. Even with these basics, I could see a noticeable improvement in my look. Feeling satisfied with how I looked, I headed to the kitchen. I washed the cum stains off the apron and put it back on. My little cock was sticking out prominently inside my panties, even pressing against the apron. It was clear my cock was eager for more action. "Calm down boi," I told myself, trying to focus on the task at hand.

In the kitchen, I got busy preparing dinner. I slid the fries into the oven, their golden aroma beginning to fill the space. I worked on the salad next, chopping fresh vegetables and whisking together a homemade dressing. The crispness of the greens and the tangy dressing promised a refreshing side to the meal. I set the table with care, making sure everything was in its place and ready for Phil’s arrival.

As I worked, I kept an eye on the time, the anticipation of Phil coming home making the minutes seem to stretch longer. I moved with a mix of excitement and nervous energy, ensuring that everything was coming together perfectly. The kitchen was alive with the sounds of sizzling fries and the sight of a beautifully prepared salad.

Once the steaks were ready to be grilled, I made sure the BBQ was prepped and waiting. I imagined the moment Phil would walk through the door, looking forward to the evening ahead. Every detail was attended to, from the perfectly set table to the aroma of the meal in the oven. I felt a surge of satisfaction, knowing that I had created a warm and inviting environment for my man and me to enjoy together.

Before long I heard Phil's car approaching. He got out of the car clutching a bunch of flowers.

"Thank you for the flowers Phil, that is so thoughtful," I exclaimed.

I put the flowers on the counter, put my arms around his neck, and gave him a passionate kiss. Our tongues made love and my stiffie poked into Phil's hip.

"I can see you missed me, Lexi!"

Phil held me in his arms and kissed my eager mouth, his lips warm and inviting. His hands explored my body, one of them trailing down to feel the plumpness of my ass. He continued further down to the hem of my skirt. This was the first time I had worn a skirt in front of Phil, and it was a thrill to feel him lift the fabric, his hand slipping up high in the back to reveal my panties. He caressed my ass through the satiny material with both hands, his touch firm and deliberate. I could feel his big bulge pressing against me, sending waves of excitement through my body.

Phil's kisses grew more passionate as he continued to explore, his hands roaming over my curves with a mix of curiosity and desire. The sensation of his fingers tracing the edge of my panties made me shiver with anticipation. He pressed his bulge harder against me, the heat between us growing more intense with each passing second. I could feel his arousal, matching my own, as his hands gripped my ass with increasing urgency.

He whispered something against my lips, his voice low and filled with desire, but I couldn't make out the words over the pounding of my heart. All I could focus on was the feeling of his touch, the thrill of being so intimately close to him in my mini skirt and vintage-style panties. His hands moved with a confident familiarity, making me feel both vulnerable and incredibly aroused.

The kitchen seemed to fade away as we became lost in the moment, our bodies pressed tightly together. I could feel his breath hot against my skin, his kisses deepening as his hands continued to explore. The anticipation of what was to come hung thick in the air, and I knew this evening was just beginning. Phil's touch, combined with the thrill of wearing a skirt for him, made the experience intensely exciting, and I couldn't wait to see where it would lead.

"Oh Phil," I said in his ear, "do you want to enjoy my body right away or would you like to start with a drink?"

"Well, since we have all the time in the world why don't you make me a whisky and soda, and one for yourself of course."

I broke away from his embrace. "I'll be right back with the drinks!"

I could tell that my skirt didn't fall back down when Phil stopped fondling me. I ignore it hoping it would add a bit of spice to Phil' view of me making the drinks.

"Here you go darling," I said as I passed Phil his drink. I sat down on the couch beside him holding mine. I made a gin and tonic for myself.

"You look absolutely beautiful Lexi."

"Thank you, Phil. I really wanted to look good for you. I am wearing mostly my own clothes today. I got them from home this morning. I also stopped at a thrift store on the way and purchased more sexy items. I also got an enema kit and used it this afternoon, so my ass is clean and ready for you."

"Wow, Lexi, you are really putting in the effort. "And I like the sound of a fresh ass," Phil said, laughing. He placed his drink on the coffee table and turned to face me. Phil drew me in, wrapped one arm around my shoulders, and began kissing me deeply. I stopped to put my drink down then resumed kissing Phil while he shoved his other hand under my skirt and slip and into the gusset of my panties where his fingers played with my ass hole.

I was expecting Phil to fuck me right away, but he took his hand out of my panties and picked up his drink.

"I meant to tell you that the water conditioner was supposed to be serviced today. Did anybody show up for that?" Phil asked.

I snuggled up next to Phil and told him about Mike's visit this afternoon.

"Ah Mike - a handsome boy, as I recall."

"Oh yes, he's quite cute."

"So you met him?"

"Yes, I was outside hanging out the laundry when he arrived. I was embarrassed that he saw me dressed, but at least I was wearing a skirt and blouse, so I did not look out of place. He was very nice, and if he thought I was a crossdresser, he did not mention it. In fact, he said he thought I was cute."

"He told you you were cute, eh? How did you respond?"

"Actually, I was about to tell you that he kissed me in the shed and I ended up giving him a blowjob. I hope that's ok, Phil."

"Let me get this straight: you are living in my cabin, a stranger walks in, and within half an hour you are sucking his cock. Is that right?"

"Yes, I guess so."

"You 'guess so'? Lexi, it appears that you lack any sense of self-control. I am afraid I will have to give you some discipline."

I was shocked. Phil spoke plainly with a straight face so I thought there was a chance he was joking.

"Lexi lay on your stomach across my legs. I'm going to give you a spanking. I am sorry to have to do this, but I have no choice if you want to continue living here and working for me."

"Phil, you can not be serious," I said.

"Be quiet and lay across my lap," he said sternly.

I slowly got up and repositioned myself across Phil's lap.

Phil began to feel my ass cheeks through my skirt and pushed a finger into my mouth. I sucked his finger vigorously, hoping to please him.

Smack! He struck my bottom hard with his hand. I was stunned.

"You're a naughty little sissy slut who needs guidance and I'm going to give it to you." Smack!

"That hurts Phil," I cried.

"Quiet! I'll let you know when I'm done!" Smack!

"Get up and take my pants off - now!"

I jumped up and undid his pants and pulled them down. Phil nodded at his briefs and I pulled them off too. He had a huge erection!

"Remove your skirt!"

I unzipped my skirt and let it fall to the floor around my feet.

"Lift up your slip and get back on my lap."

I did as I was told. By now I had a very stiff hard-on too. I lay across his lap with my stiffy against his legs.

He resumed spanking me - smack! Smack! Oh, that stung on my panty-covered ass.

Phil rubbed his hand over my panty-bottom while sticking fingers in my mouth which I sucked as eagerly as I could.

Phil, with his hard-on, was clearly enjoying spanking me which gave me some hope it wasn't going to be a serious painful ordeal. I started to relax and gently move my cock against his legs.

"You really are a total slut, aren't you Lexi? You're trying to pleasure yourself even while I punish you!"

"I'm sorry, Phil! You do want me to be a slut, don't you?" Smack!

"You listen to me! A boy who dresses up like a girl so he can have sex with boys is a sissy slut! And that's you!" Smack!

My bottom was getting really sore now and every smack of his hand hurt a lot. The game, if that's what it was, was quickly losing its appeal for me. Still, I wanted to be obedient so I just took a deep breath and waited for the next smack.

Then Phil positioned his cock under my tummy near my cock and he pulled my panties down. I'm sure my cheeks were bright red as Phil felt them.

"I think that's enough for now. Put some lube in your hole and bend over the arm of the couch."

I got up on wobbly legs with my panties around my thighs. I squirted a big glob of lube on my hand and worked it between my ass cheeks and into my love hole. My cheeks were burning as I bent over the arm of the couch.

Phil got behind me and spread my cheeks with both hands. "I'm going to teach you a lesson, Lexi," as he pushed his cockhead against my asshole. Then, with a big shove, his cock was inside me. The sudden entrance was very uncomfortable, but I knew it would get better.

Phil started to fuck me hard right away. No gentle lead-up this time. He was fucking me like a doll. He had never been like this before. I grasped a pillow with my hands and let him have his way with me.

As he fucked me, he called me names like "whore" and "slut". I just took it, relieved to be getting fucked instead of getting spanked.

Phil put his head close to mine as he pounded me. "From now on I'll tell you who you are going to suck or fuck - do you understand baby?"

"Yes, I understand, daddy."

"You're going to contact that boy and let him know you're a sissy."

"Yes Daddy", I replied giggling inside.

"If he still wants to see you, then go on a proper date with him and let him do whatever he wants to you - do you understand?"

"Yes, of course, I understand."

"When you get back from your date you're going to tell me every detail. Do I make myself clear?"

"Yes, I understand, daddy."

Phil suddenly began bucking and grunting like a wild animal. When he pumped his load into me, it appeared to be his biggest cum yet. Then he collapsed on top of me, putting his entire body weight on me. It had ended. I noticed that both of my fake tits had fallen out onto the couch while he fucked me. That was a hassle.

"Well, Lexi, I really enjoyed our little discipline session. I am your daddy now, and I might have to give you some 'guidance' every now and then. But all in good fun. I do not mind you sucking that boy's cock today. Just the thought of it turns me on."

"Oh, Phil, that is such a relief! I thought you were really upset with me. You scared me."

"I am sorry, darling; you played along beautifully, but I did not mean to scare you." He kissed my neck and then moved away.

I stood up too. My legs were shaky, and my ass cheeks and pussy were both sore. Cum dripped down my leg.

Phil hugged and kissed me. "Do you agree that I'm your daddy and you'll do as I tell you, Lexi?"

"Yes, if that means I am your substitute wife, I would love for you to be my daddy. Oh, Phil, you know I would do anything for you."

"That's a good girl. I knew we'd come to an understanding."

"I am going to give you some money so you can buy nice clothes and some new toys online. There is still plenty of time to enjoy them before my wife returns. Then you can keep everything for your collection. You never know when you might need to dress up!"

"Thank you so much, Phil. That is very generous. Let's look at clothes together tonight. I want to make sure you really like what I order."

"Sure, but you can also surprise me. And I am going to order a few surprises for you."

We sat down again on the couch, cuddling and kissing each other. The living room was bathed in late afternoon sunlight.

"I would like you to contact that young man and see if he would like to take you out." I'm sure after that blowjob you gave him, he'll want more no matter what!"

"Okay, but only if you're sure Phil."

"Yes, I like the idea of sharing you around. I don't want to keep your mouth and boi pussy to myself; that would be greedy. So let's start with that clean-cut young man and see where it goes."

I was upset by the way Phil spoke to me as if I was nothing more than a "mouth and boi pussy." And the suggestion that he might farm me out to numerous men made me nervous. Yet, I trusted Phil to take care of me so if he shared me with other men that he selected I guess I could come to enjoy that. Perhaps I'd totally love sucking and fucking all kinds of different cocks. I liked the idea of experiencing different shapes, sizes, and colors of cocks, and the different fucking styles and tastes of cum of different men. The more I thought about it the more I liked the idea of letting Phil share me with whomever he chose and I'd just do my best to give pleasure and live up to Phil's expectations. That's what a proper sissy cocksucker does!

Phil reached down and stroked my cock. My panties were still pulled down, and my cock was stiff as wood. Phil bent his head down and, for the first time, took my little penis in his mouth. He sucked it nicely, and in only two minutes, I came. He pulled his mouth away from my cock at the last minute and directed my cum at my tummy. When I stopped spurting, Phil put his head in my lap and swirled the globs of my cum around with his finger. And I could feel cum oozing out of my ass hole onto the couch. I'd have to clean that mess up.

"So, what's for supper, Lexi? I'm starving!"

"I’ve got some steaks and home fries."

"Well, you better get a move-on while I read the paper. But keep your panties just like that. I want to watch your red spanked bottom and pulled-down panties while you work in the kitchen. Don't forget to bend over a lot!"

I kissed Phil again, then got up from the couch, my ass and tummy dripping. I walked to the kitchen with my panties pulled down to my stocking tops, knowing Phil was staring at me the whole time.

I was already looking forward to calling Mike tomorrow to arrange a date since that's what my daddy wanted me to do.
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