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      These fathers have used hypnosis to turn their sons into cum-hungry, panty-wearing sissies who just want to be pounded and creamed.

      

      Stuffing Baseballs into His Sissy Son (18)

      Dad used hypnosis to put a new spin on the national pastime. Now his son is begging to play catcher.

      

      His Son is a Sissy Fuck Toy (23)

      Whenever his son puts on his son crossdresses, that triggers his hypnosis, turning him into a sissy slut who wants it hard and fast.

      

      Sissy Son is His Slutty Sidepiece (24)

      Every Friday is date night. Mom goes out with her boyfriends, and Dad visits his sidepiece, who just happens to be his sissy son.

      

      Gamer Son Leveling Up to Sissy Slut (25)

      When not attending class or playing video games, his son can be found in the basement dressed like a sissy and being toyed and stuffed for an internet audience.

      

      Family Gangbang for Sissy Son (31)

      Dad is showing off his new sissy-daughter to her uncles, who appreciate and take full advantage of her love of cream.

      

      Sissy Son Cheerleader Slut (32)

      Dad turned his male cheerleader son into a sissy cheerleader who loves getting done hard after a rousing chant and round with her sex toy pompoms.

      

      Sissy Son Fucked in Public (34)

      With his sissy son dressed as a sexy bunny, why shouldn’t Dad take her out in public, show her off, and give her lots of cream while everyone watches?

      

      Substitution! Doing Sissy Son Instead (35)

      When his son comes home dressed like his twin sister, Dad gets it into his head to have some hard-pounding fun with him.

      

      Twincest Fun with Sissy Sons (36)

      Now that his sons have been hypnotized to become his daughters, it’s time for some family fun time of the sexual variety.

      

      Paying to Fuck His Sissy Son (37)

      Their road trip wouldn’t be complete without staying overnight at a seedy motel and his sissy son offering him sex for money.

      

      This FICTION short is for ENTERTAINMENT PURPOSES ONLY and is intended for MATURE AUDIENCES ONLY (18+). It contains father-son incest sex, dubious consent, brother-brother twincest sex, uncle-nephew sex, sissification, forced feminization, hypnosis, mind control, anal play, anal sex, bondage, exhibitionism, voyeurism, gaping, gangbang, hidden camera, insertion, oral sex, public sex, car sex, prostitution, double penetration, triple penetration, spanking, choking, and bareback anal creampie.
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      There’s nothing like a father-son game of catch. But Dad has put a new twist on it. He hypnotized his son to become his sissy-daughter who loves being stuffed with baseballs before getting pounded hard.
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      Stuffing Baseballs into His Sissy Son

      Favorite jersey—check.

      Lucky ball—check.

      Even luckier cap—check.

      Ass on couch and the TV tuned to the game—hell yeah. I pumped up the volume and yelled over my shoulder, “The game is starting!”

      My eighteen-year-old son Donny ran into the living room and slid onto the couch next to me. “Here!”

      Behind us, my wife said, “I’m gone. You two have fun. Did you want me to get you anything while I’m out?”

      “More beer,” I said, not looking from the TV.

      “Donny?”

      “I’m good, Mom. Thanks.” My son kept his eyes glued to the TV just like me. I’d trained him well and right. Nothing was more important than the game. Nothing.

      I’d also trained my wife right, which was why she was taking her ass out with her friends while we watched. She wouldn’t be back until dinner time, which was fine by me. We were having pizza anyway. All she had to do was pick it up, which was one reason she liked game night—she didn’t have to cook.

      She patted our heads and clicked out of the house on her high heels.

      I listened with half an ear for the sound of her car pulling out of the driveway. At the next commercial break, I checked my phone. The GPS tracker in the car put it on the highway headed far, far away. I set the alarm to go off when the tracker was within five miles of the house and then put my phone aside to watch the game.

      Every commercial break, I stole a glance at my son.

      “What’s up, Dad?”

      I shrugged. “Nothing.”

      “Something’s up. You keep looking at me.”

      “Not a damn thing.” I sat back with my arms over the back of the couch.

      “Whatever.” Donny shrugged and went back to watching the game.

      I jerked forward and wrapped an arm around Donny’s neck, pulling him close.

      “Hey! What the hell, Dad!? Let go.”

      With him in a headlock, I said in a low voice, “Let’s play catch.”

      Donny went still, no longer trying to get free.

      I released him slowly, but he stayed against my side. “You wanna?”

      My son lifted wide eyes to me and nodded, blushing and pressing closer. “Sure, Daddy,” he said in a cutesy tone.

      The hypnotic trigger worked like a charm every time. With the help of an app, I’d turned my bullheaded chip-off-the-old-block into a sweet-voiced sissy boy. He licked his lips and blushed harder, knowing what was coming.

      I smacked his back. “Go get ready.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” Donny bounced up and trotted—fucking trotted like he didn’t have a pair of balls dangling between his legs—out of the living room. A few minutes later, he called in that cutesy tone, “Ready to play, Daddy.”

      Pushing to my feet, I gave the game one last glance and then headed for the master bedroom. There was nothing more important than the game. That would never not be true. But there was more than one game. And the one I was about to play with my son topped the one on TV. It was baseball either way and there was a TV in the bedroom, so we weren’t missing out.

      I entered my bedroom and grinned.

      Donny was on his knees and leaning against the mattress. His jersey was open and drooping down his arms, showing off his shoulders, which just weren’t broad enough in my opinion. His was naked from the waist down with his bare ass pointed at me and his dick dangling between his thighs like an accessory.

      No, not a dick. A sissy-clit. Men had dicks. My son had an oversized clit that I gripped in a tight fast and squeezed.

      Donny gasped and wiggled his ass.

      “You trying to get hard, boy?”

      “No, Daddy. My little clitty just feels so good.” He wiggled more. Shaking that ass that was too round and those thin hips. My boy was slim. Too slim. He looked like a fucking girl, which was why I’d done this to him.

      This was his fault. Being all cute and making my dick hard for him… nah. It wasn’t even like that. I didn’t get hard for men and my son wasn’t one. He wasn’t a him. Donny was a her now. The daughter I’d never had, presenting her sissy ass for me to play with.

      I stroked that ass, gripped it, kneaded it, gave it a few smacks.

      “Oh!” Donny giggled like the sissy bitch she was.

      And when I prodded her asshole with the tips of my fingers, her rim opened right up. Gaping and twitching and wanting to be filled. I wet my fingers and teased her inside.

      “Daddy! Oh, Daddy! So good!” Donny spread her knees and arched her ass up.

      “Slut!” I smacked her ass.

      “Yes, Daddy. I’m such a slut. Play with me, Daddy.”

      Sometimes I forgot that I was the one who hypnotized Donny to act this way. That I was the one who meticulously and thoroughly tweaked his personality so he went all feminine when I said his trigger. It looked too fucking natural on her—my little sissy girl.

      “You want to play. Let’s play.” I went to my closet and pulled out my gym bag. Inside was my baseballs, my bat, and the hidden pocket held the ultra-slick lube. Hidden in case the wife went riffling through my shit like the snoop she was. The last thing I needed was her thinking I had another woman in my life. I did, but not the kind of woman she would think.

      Not our son with his sissy-clit dripping onto the carpet and his asshole twitching as he stared back at me with hungry eyes.

      I smirked as I lubed up three baseballs, snorting at the wanting mewl Donny let out after I slicked up each ball. The fat-end of the bat got coated last. “Get that ass up.”

      Donny pushed to her feet but kept her head on the bed. “Give it to me, Daddy. I want to play. I love baseballs.”

      “I know you do, you slut.” I put the first ball against her gaped hole, held it in place with the bat, and then stepped back as I applied pressure.

      My sissy-daughter gasped and giggled and her sissy-clit leaked as she took the ball. Just opened up and swallowed it, her rim closing after it.

      “That’s one.” I lined up the second ball and pushed it in just like the first. “That’s two.”

      “Oh God! I’m gonna come!”

      “You better not, bitch!” I smacked her ass.

      Her sissy-clit leaked more cum and she trembled, gulping deep breaths.

      “Hold it.”

      Donny nodded quickly.

      “I didn’t hear you.”

      “Y-Yes, Daddy.”

      I gave her ass another smack, daring her to come without permission. But my sissy-daughter held it back, and I inserted the third ball. I pushed it in deep with the help of the bat, penetrating her asshole with it, pumping it slowly and watching her squirm.

      “Daddy. Daddy.” A steady stream of cum pool onto the carpet beneath her.

      “Look at what you’re doing to your momma’s clean carpet. Clean it up.”

      “Y-Yes, Daddy.” Donny was trembling as she went to her knees.

      I kept the bat inside her, kept nudging the baseballs deeper when she would have pushed them free.

      My sissy-daughter slurped up her cum off the carpet and then licked to make sure she got it all. Such a good little carpet muncher.

      “Taste good, slut? Licking up your own cum like a bitch. Have some more.” I pulled out my erection and wagged it at her.

      Donny made a happy noise as she turned and took my dick into her mouth. That pulled her off the bat, but that didn’t matter. Her mouth was hot and her tongue was swirling around my piece as she bobbed her head quickly, taking me the way I liked, the way I’d trained her.

      I nudged the end of the bat against her sissy-clit, chuckling as she got hard. “All excited from sucking dick. Such a fucking slut.”

      She started to pull back, to use her mouth for something other than getting me off, but I grabbed her hair and held her as I jammed my hips forward, going down her throat.

      “No talking.”

      Donny gripped my thighs and stared up at me as I fucked her throat. Her sissy-clit was twitching and leaking, saying how much she liked being used as a fuck hole. But I’d trained her to like it, to want it. No hypnosis needed for that. Just plain old learning by rote. I’d done her throat so much that she couldn’t help but like it.

      And when I pulled out and came on her face, she smiled like I’d given her the best present ever. She used her fingers to scoop it up and licked it off, purring like a cat eating the best cream.

      “On the bed.”

      Donny laid back with her knees pulled her chest. The first ball was already stretching her rim, but she held back from pushing it out, waiting for permission.

      I used the bat to nudge it deeper and then leaned forward and gripped her sissy-clit, jerking it quickly.

      “Daddy!” Donny bucked in my hand, riding the bat that was now in his trench. “Oh God! So good, Daddy! May I come? Please! Daddy, I have to come! Please!”

      “What are you?”

      “Your sissy slut.”

      “What are you?”

      “Your sissy slut!” Donny screamed the words.

      I yanked the bat free and pushed it at her sac. “Go on then, slut. Come.”

      My sissy-daughter popped off, coming on her heaving chest and pushing the baseballs free. One after the other tumbled out of her asshole in rapid succession, making her orgasm even more.

      And when I shoved my renewed erection into her slick hole, she came again, moaning and clamping onto my piece.

      “Take it! Take it!” I shoved into her trench over and over, punishing her with my dick for making me want something this fucked up. But damn Donny was fucking pretty.

      Her nipples were hard and her eyes sparkled with love as I pounded her hot asshole. So much adoration for the man who had turned her into a dick-loving cum slut. But she didn’t know that. In her mind, this was a relationship that had grown out of the mutual love of baseball.

      And it had. I’d wanted to see what it would look like to have a baseball come out of my son’s asshole, and he’d been stupid enough to trust me when I showed him the hypnosis app. The rest was history and why I was burying balls deep in his trench and giving him a fat load.

      She came on her chest, mewling and gasping air, eyes wide with disbelief. Probably because she felt so good.

      I pulled out and crooked my finger at her.

      Donny rolled to her hands and knees and came to me mouth first, licking my shaft all over before slurping my dick into her mouth. “Mmmm.”

      “Yeah, I know you like it, slut. The taste of a real dick.”

      She rocked as she sucked me off, swallowing down my load when I came in her mouth. When I patted her head, she smiled up at me. “Yummy, Daddy. Can I have more?”

      I chuckled. “You always want more.”

      My sissy-daughter kissed my tip. “Please, Daddy.”

      “Which do you want more—to catch or to suck dick?”

      Donny gasped and jutted his hips.

      “Hm?”

      “That’s not fair, Daddy. I like them both.”

      “Roll over.”

      Donny did as I said without question. She got on her back with her head hanging off the side of the bed. When I handed her the bat, she took it with question in her eyes.

      “Don’t act like you don’t know what to do with that.”

      She grinned and aimed the fat-end of the bat at her asshole. A few nudges and it was in. She pumped it quickly, panting and moaning. “Yes! Yes! I love catch!”

      I tilted her head back and stuffed my renewed erection down her throat, laughing as Donny popped off again. But she didn’t stop playing her asshole with the bat. I slid my piece in and out of her convulsing throat as fast as I could move my hips.

      She took it. She took everything I gave her because she loved it all. My cute little sissy-daughter was the best sex ever because she was forbidden fruit. That didn’t stop me from coming down her throat and pulling out to land one spurt on her face.

      “There you go.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.” She stopped pumping the bat and shivered, gasping air. “D-Do I have to stop? I want to keep playing, Daddy? May I?” She pushed the bat deep while staring up at me with hope in her eyes.

      I glanced at the TV. Our team was losing. No surprise there. We had a few more innings to go, so I slicked up the balls and handed her one.

      “Oooh. Thank you, Daddy!” She pulled out the bat and pushed in the ball instead, cooing.

      “Let me see it.”

      Donny got on all fours with her ass pointed at me. She arched her ass up so I could see the way she pushed the ball so it stretched her rim.

      I held out my hand, and she pushed it out. “Good girl.” I put it back in and waited for her to push it out. “There you go.”

      In and out, playing her hole with the ball, making her pant, making her want it. When she was good and sensitive, I put the ball aside to fuck her trench again. I came inside her right when my phone chimed the alarm.

      “Why the fuck is she coming home?” I sucked my teeth, happy I’d gotten a shot off before the alarm sounded. Pulling out, I smacked Donny’s ass. “Hit the showers.”

      “But, Daddy—”

      I smacked her ass again, making him cry out. “I didn’t say talk. Move. Hurry up. Ten minutes or you get no more dick.”

      Donny scrambled off the bed and was out the room in record time.

      I wiped up the mess, stashed the gear, and went back to the couch to act like my ass had never left it.

      My sissy-daughter rushed over to me and sidled up close just as I heard the key in the door.

      “Snap out of it,” I said, snapping my fingers in front of Donny’s face.

      And just like that, my son was back. He jerked away from me with a frown.

      My wife called, “Just me. I forgot something. Won’t be long.”

      I grunted to let her know I’d heard her.

      Her heels clicked quickly on the hardwood, down the hall and back again. “Okay, I’m gone. Have fun.”

      I waved, knowing she couldn’t see me, and then watched the tracker on my phone to make sure she was gone again. “Interrupting my fun,” I grumbled.

      “Huh?”

      “Nothing, boy. Watch the damn game.”

      “We’re losing anyway. What else is on?” My son reached for the remote, but I caught him in a headlock and pulled him in close. “Hey! What the hell? If you want to keep watching, say so. Damn. Let go!”

      “Let’s play catch.”

      Donny relaxed into my side and smiled up at me. “I wanna play, Daddy.”

      “I know you do, slut.” I got to my feet with Donny right behind me, trailing me back to the master bedroom and giggling the whole way.
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      His son likes to crossdress, but he’s not gay. At least, not that he knows of. But Dad knows better, and all because of hypnosis. Whenever his son puts on his cute clothes, that triggers the hypnosis, turning him into a sissy slut who wants it hard and fast.
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      His Son is a Sissy Fuck Toy

      Crossdressing was my eighteen-year-old son Jacob’s hobby. The boy looked damn good when he had his face on, too. He’d grown his hair long so he wouldn’t have to wear a wig, and he’d focused all his exercises on making his ass round and his thighs thick. With his lanky physique, when he was in drag, he resembled a pear-shaped woman—all ass with little tits.

      At first, my wife had been sure the crossdressing was our son’s way of telling us he was gay. She’d spent a good long while trying to get Jacob to come out of the closet so she could be supportive, all ready to join the local PFLAG chapter and plant a rainbow flag in the yard. But Jacob wouldn’t cooperate, insisting he was 100% straight.

      When his mother wouldn’t listen, Jacob had brought a bunch of his girlfriends home and had an orgy party in the living room, making sure the wife and me walked in on it. The boy made me proud that night, even if he had pissed off his mother, meaning I had to calm her down.

      But still the woman persisted, trying then to convince Jacob he was a lesbian transwoman. Only when Jacob threatened to shave himself bald and burn all his dresses did my wife back off that crusade, and it finally drove home the point that the boy just liked to dress girly on the odd occasion, but it ended there.

      She couldn’t understand why Jacob wouldn’t stuff himself into a nice little category she could brag about and not understanding made her more and more annoyed. Adding to her annoyance was my ready acceptance of seeing my baby boy prancing around the house as a girl. It didn’t faze me one little bit. After raising three daughters, who were all graduated from college and living their lives, having a part-time daughter in the house was what it was.

      Besides, the reason it didn’t bother me was because Jacob and I had a secret. My baby boy was my little fuck toy. It was the price he paid for being allowed to take a year off after graduating high school. And the best part about it was he didn’t even know he was paying it.

      Years and years of watching my boy turn himself into a gorgeous girl had motivated me to track down and learn hypnosis. I’d studied hard too. If I’d put as much effort into my job as I had learning hypnosis, I’d probably be a vice president by now. But my job wasn’t as satisfying as stuffing my baby boy’s asshole full of cum.

      The day after Jacob graduated, I’d put the whammy on him. From that day forward, every time he put on his face, that triggered his hypnosis and turned him into a horny little sissy slut who was starving for her daddy’s dick. And since he liked to put on his face at least once a day, my balls were being drained on the regular.

      No more waiting for the wife to deem me worthy of sex. No more jerking it in the shower or over the toilet. I had a ready and eager cumdump right in the house, and every time my dick got hard, I only had to do one thing…

      “You not dressing up today?”

      Jacob, who was parked on the couch, glanced up from his phone. He’d pulled his waist-length hair into a sloppy man-bun that had flopped to one side when he shook his head. “Not feeling it today.”

      “Really? I thought you got a new outfit.”

      Before Jacob could answer, my wife snapped, “If he doesn’t want to do it, he doesn’t want to do it. Stop mentioning it.” Coming from her mouth, it was an expletive.

      And her pissy behavior got Jacob up off the couch with a smirk on his lips. “You’re right, Dad. I do have a new outfit I want to put on.”

      My wife gnashed her teeth as Jacob flounced out of the room—hips swaying like he already had a skirt on. She glared at me. “Why did you say that? You’re always reminding him to… to…” She made a frustrated sound.

      “I doubt he would forget, baby. Get over it already.”

      “No!” She stormed out of the room. A moment later the master bedroom door slammed. And just like that, my wife had taken herself out of the way. The hypnosis I’d put her under meant she would stay in the bedroom until I called her to come out and would ignore anything she heard.

      And she would hear lots because my baby boy was loud. Just thinking about it made my balls ache. I slipped the waistband of my sweatpants down and lazily stroked my dick while I waited, watching TV.

      An hour later, Jacob reentered the room. But he wasn’t Jacob anymore. She was Jasmine, my slutty little sissy daughter. Her long hair flowed down her back in soft waves with two small pigtails on either side of her head, held up by cute red bows. She wore a simple white button-up blouse tucked into a red plaid pleated skirt that reached mid-thigh, knee-high white socks, and a pair of shiny black Mary Jane pumps with a 4-inch heel that clicked on the hardwood as she sashayed over to me.

      Twirling one pigtail around her finger with a wide smile on her lip-glossed lips, she asked in a cutesy tone, “How do I look, Daddy?”

      “Finish showing me, and I’ll tell you, princess.” I stroked my dick a little faster as my sissy daughter giggled and did a slow turn, giving me her back.

      Widening her stance so her feet were more than shoulder-width apart, Jasmine wiggled her hips as she bent forward over the coffee table. She arched her ass up and gave me the perfect view of her white cotton thong nestled between her round ass cheeks and cradling her balls.

      “Pretty. But you know what would make it prettier, don’t you, Jasmine?”

      “Yes, Daddy.” Jasmine reached back, hooked one finger around the back of her thong, and pulled it to the side. “Now how do I look?”

      “Almost. Say ah for me.”

      “Ahhh.” My sissy daughter leaned forward a little more with her knees bent and her ass pushed out. Her puckered asshole slowly gaped open, showing me just how much of a slut she really was. Her hole was already glistening, ready to be stuffed full.

      I tsked with a shake of my head. “Was someone playing beforehand?”

      Jasmine giggled, wiggling her ass. “Only a little, Daddy.” She wiggled more. “Just to get me ready for you.”

      “Are you?”

      She looked over her shoulder at me, licking her lips. “Not enough. Get me ready, Daddy. Please.”

      “Of course. Anything my Princess Jasmine wants.” I pushed to my feet and crossed the short distance between us so I was right behind her, pressing my erection against the back of her thigh.

      Jasmine leaned forward even more. “Please, Daddy.”

      “Please what, princess? What do you want me to do? Tell me. Be very specific, and I’ll give it to you.” I petted her right ass cheek, smoothing my hand over the soft skin of that firm mound.

      My sissy daughter was shaved clean. Not even a hint of stubble anywhere.

      She licked her lips again and said in a breathy voice, “Lick me, Daddy.”

      “Where?”

      “My asshole. Please lick my asshole, Daddy.”

      “This asshole?” I traced a single finger around her gaped rim.

      Jasmine purred and wiggled. “Yes. Yes, Daddy. Please. I want to feel your tongue inside me.”

      “And what am I going to taste? What flavor lube were you playing with to get your hole ready for me to lick it?”

      She giggled. “Cherry.”

      I snorted. “Cherry, huh? Your asshole hasn’t been cherry for weeks, princess.” Cupping her ass cheeks, I spread them apart to make her hole gape bigger. “Not this loose hole that’s already opened wide, begging for dick.”

      “Tongue first, Daddy.”

      Nodding, I said, “Tongue first.”

      Dropping to a crouch behind my sissy daughter, I kissed both ass cheeks and then dragged my tongue over her rim.

      “Ooooh, Daddy. Yes. Just like that.”

      Grinning, I did it again, enjoying the way her hole quivered and the needy moan that left her lips. And when I dipped my tongue into her trench for a quick lick, she gasped in delight.

      I slipped two fingers into her gaped hole and licked around them as I scissored them inside her.

      “Daddy! Oh fuck, Daddy! Yes!”

      Grinning, I kept going. I knew what my sissy daughter liked and what she loved. Once I found that sweet spot inside her trench, I rubbed against it as I licked her rim.

      Jasmine danced against my face as she moaned her pleasure.

      All I had to do was grasp the shaft her erect sissy clit for her to pop off with a breathy squeak and her thighs shaking.

      That got a chuckle out of me. “Someone was really feeling it. Coming that quick. You are a little slut, aren’t you?”

      She nodded as she bowed her head, panting and licking her lips.

      “Say it, princess.”

      “I’m a little slut.”

      “Whose little slut?”

      “Daddy’s little slut. I’m Daddy’s little sissy slut.”

      “That’s right, you are.” Straightening to my full height, I positioned the tip of my dick against her rim.

      Jasmine pushed back, taking in my crown with a happy moan.

      I slammed forward so she took the rest to my base, smirking at her squeak of surprise. With my hands gripping her hips, holding her steady, I pulled back and slammed into her again and again. Each thrust was balls deep and made my sissy daughter howl with delight.

      Her trench was soft and hot and squeezing me just the way I liked. I pounded her asshole, not bothering with slow and easy. That was for beginners, and my sissy princess had been taking it up the ass for weeks now. She liked it rough.

      Loved it, in fact. Her trench tightened around my piece when she popped off again. No touching needed. She came from anal alone, just the way I’d trained her. Besides, sissies didn’t need to touch their clits to get off. Anal was enough.

      All her pleasure was centered at her asshole. Jasmine came again when I shoved deep and unloaded while buried inside her. “Daddy, yes! Give it to me!” She wiggled and flexed, milking my dick for every drop.

      I stayed inside her trench and let her. Grasping the sides of her blouse, I yanked it open with one quick jerk. A few buttons plinked on the hardwood. Oops. Whatever. The wife could sew them back on. She would grumble the entire time and demand to know how it happened while fixing it, which Jacob wouldn’t say, mostly because he wouldn’t remember.

      He never remembered the way I filled his asshole full of my spunk and played with his taut nipples, making him squirm on my dick, getting me hard again for the next round. My sissy daughter had very sensitive nipples… now.

      Lots of rubbing and sucking and vibing them with toys had gotten Jasmine’s nipples just the way I wanted them. All I had to do was circle the pads of my fingers around them to make little sissy girl moan and shiver with her chest pushed out, arching into my touch.

      Bent over her, I pulled back just enough so I could thrust into her hot trench again.

      “Daddy! Oh God, Daddy! Yes! Fuck me!” Jasmine was loud with her demands.

      There was no way my wife didn’t hear her, and yet the hypnosis kept my wife in the master bedroom, ignoring it all and allowing my sissy daughter and I to enjoy some bonding time. Intimate, hard-pounding bonding that led to me emptying my balls inside my princess over and over.

      As gorgeous as Jasmine was, it was her voice that did it to me. Through it all, Jasmine’s voice stayed high and girly. She never broke character, no matter how far gone with pleasure she was. And it wasn’t the hypnosis that did that to her. Jasmine was like that all on her own, and that’s what made it so fucking hot.

      She didn’t slip and revert to Jacob’s lower voice when she was Jasmine. This wasn’t just dress up for her. This was who she was. She was Jasmine—a sissy girl who loved having her asshole creamed while her nipples were teased.

      When I finally pulled out of her and stumbled back to the recliner, falling against it with a contented sigh, I was damn satisfied. Not completely spent though, as evidenced by my semi-erect dick going fully erect again. I blamed the sight of my spunk dripping out of Jasmine’s hole for my renewed arousal.

      Her hole was quivering as it drooled my cum. Her sissy clit was leaking cum of its own. Sweat covered her body, and she was giggling between labored pants.

      I’d done that to her. Me. But I wasn’t finished yet.

      Patting my thigh, I snapped her out of the after-sex stupor. I didn’t have to say anything for Jasmine to sink to her hands and knees and crawl over to me.

      Her eyes were half-lidded and glazed with lust. The gloss was gone from her lips, but they were still shiny and now pink from her licking and sucking them while I fucked her.

      A simple wag of my dick brought Jasmine to it.

      She sucked my piece down her throat and face-fucked herself on it, finishing me off with a thorough cleaning that hollowed out her cheeks and sucked that last little bit of cum I had left to give out of me and into her belly. The whole while, she stared up at me with love in her eyes.

      I patted her head, smiling down at her. “Who’s Daddy’s little fuck toy?”

      Jasmine backed off my dick, her lips popping as she let my piece go. “I am,” she said with a sweet smile before she kissed my tip. “Always.”

      “That’s right?” I tapped my finger off her nose. “Go get cleaned up.”

      “’Kay.” Jasmine pushed to her feet, trembling and smiling. Despite her disheveled appearance and well-used state, she still sashayed her way out of the living room, swinging her ass because she knew I liked that.

      I tucked my spent dick back into my pants and turned my attention to the TV.

      Thirty minutes later, Jacob reentered the room dressed in jeans and a T-shirt with his damp hair pulled back into a ponytail. Jasmine was gone until tomorrow. And despite the way Jacob favored his ass, putting his weight on his hip when he sat, he didn’t remember or realize what we’d done.

      In his mind, he’d put on his face and hung out in the living room for awhile to show off his outfit before changing back. And so long as the hypnosis was in place, that was all he would ever think was happening.

      “Honey, he’s decent again,” I called, making Jacob snort as he turned his attention to his phone. “Come watch a movie with us.”

      A moment later, the wife entered the room, glaring at our son before sitting on the couch as far from him as she could. The flush of her cheeks had nothing to do with anger. She’d been masturbating while listening to me fuck our son.

      No guessing needed since she’d admitted that was what she did while in the room waiting for permission to come out. Of course, she didn’t know she’d admitted that to me. The only person who knew everything was me, and I wasn’t telling.
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      Sissy Son is His Slutty Sidepiece

      The chime of the doorbell signaled the start of date night. My wife’s heels clicked on the foyer tile as she headed to the front door. I followed her just to be hospitable.

      She opened the door to Doug, Kevin, and Steve standing on the front porch. “My boys,” she squealed before hopping into Doug’s arms and giving him a mouth kiss. She did the same for Kevin and then Steve.

      Once the kissing was out of the way, I held out my hand. “Fellas.”

      They each shook and called me sir, which made sense because they were at least twenty years younger than the wife and me. But she liked ‘em young. Not that I was one to talk.

      I asked, “Doing the group thing this time, huh? Any specific plans or just going straight to a hotel?”

      “Honey!” My wife smacked my chest while blushing to the tips of her ears.

      “What? If you’re too embarrassed to talk about it, you shouldn’t be doing it. Am I right?”

      Doug and company just smirked but kept their mouths shut.

      My rolled her eyes. “Hush, you. We’re going out, and I won’t be home until Sunday night. That’s all you need to know.”

      “Fair.” I leaned down and gave her cheek a quick kiss. “Have fun.”

      “You too.” She smiled widely as she linked arms with Steve and let the boys escort her to the waiting SUV at the curb.

      I watched them drive off before heading back to the bathroom to finish getting ready.

      Date night was the best night ever simply because the wife and me went with other people. We were already married with four great kids, all of whom were in college or graduated from it. After years of marital bliss, we’d decided there was no need to spoil a perfectly good date night by going with each other.

      She had her boy toys, and I had my sidepiece. And while I’d met her add-ons, she hadn’t met mine. Not officially. I wouldn’t be breathing if she had. All she knew about my girl was that I never brought her home to fuck. But those were the rules. No extramarital in the house.

      So I got dressed in nice pants, a button-up shirt with a tie, and a dinner jacket before driving an hour up the road to my eighteen-year-old son Robbie’s apartment just off campus.

      Robbie was all smiles when he opened the door. “Hey, Dad. What’s up?”

      “The usual Friday night inspection before date night.”

      “Come on in. I’ve got nothing to hide.” Robbie stepped back and waved me into the house.

      I looked around at the house I’d helped my son and his three friends rent so they didn’t have to live on campus. That was for my benefit, not theirs. There were too many prying eyes in a dorm, too many questions about my weekly visits to take Robbie out for dinner. And way too much money spent on hotel rooms.

      A quick trip to the bursar had solved all that. With the help of hypnosis, I’d convinced the college admins to give Robbie and his friends an exemption from the all-freshmen-on-campus rule. My son thought it was an experiment to see if freshmen could be trusted off campus. As such, he cracked the whip on his friends to keep them in line.

      Of course, I’d lent a hypnosis helping hand as well. Nothing too big. Just as strong, undeniable suggestion to keep the place clean, not to have parties, no dates sleeping over, and to be someplace else from Friday afternoon until Sunday night.

      “No roommates again,” I said with a grin. “Do they even still live here? This place is way too clean to have four boys living in it.”

      Robbie chuckled. “We’re not even like that, and yeah, they still live here. It’s a typical Friday for them—out doing whatever or whoever. They’ll be back Sunday sometime, I’m sure.”

      “No date for you?”

      My son shrugged with indifference. “Nah. I’m here to study.”

      “That’s the correct answer.” And would always be his answer because of the hypnosis.

      I wasn’t paying for Robbie to screw around and go to parties. He was at this expensive college for an education. Besides, screwing around was why I came to visit him every weekend. Not that he knew that.

      “As you can see, I’m doing what I’m supposed to.” Robbie waved his hand around. “You can get to your date now.”

      “Yup.” I sat on the couch.

      “Dad? You’re doing the opposite of leaving.”

      “I’m waiting for Ruby to get ready.” I snapped my fingers.

      Whatever Robbie was about to say stalled before it left his mouth. He blinked a few times and nodded slowly. “Yeah. Ruby needs to get ready.”

      “Go on.”

      Robbie left the room, and I got comfortable, watching TV and waiting.

      One crime drama episode later, my son reentered the room, walking on a pair of red stiletto fuck-me heels. He wore black stockings held up by garters with pink bows and a matching off-the-shoulder dress that was short enough to show off the garters.

      “There’s my Ruby.” My dick got hard seeing my son dressed up as a girl.

      But that was the reason I’d started this relationship. Robbie and his friends had done drag this past Halloween, and my son had looked damn good. Everyone had said so. Too good. Good enough to get me hard and questioning my sexuality.

      A hypnosis-induced quickie was supposed to get me over it. Just have my son dress up and suck me off. Get it out of my system. But doing it had only made my situation worse. Robbie had been too good at something he’d never done before. Just remembering had me unzipping and whipping out my erection.

      Ruby licked her lips with a coo. “Daddy is ready for it.”

      “You know I am, sweetheart. Come give me a kiss.” I waved my dick at her, eager to feel her lips on it.

      Lowering to her hands and knees, my sissy son crawled to me with a big smile on her face. She nuzzled my balls with her nose and then dragged her tongue up my length before kissing my tip.

      “Don’t tease.”

      With a purr, she sucked my piece into her mouth and drew on it like a pacifier.

      I groaned my pleasure. “So fucking good, sweetheart. You’ve been practicing.” I gripped her hair and pulled her up. “On who?”

      “A dildo, Daddy. Like you told me to.”

      It was good to hear the post-hypnotic suggestion to practice blowjobs on a dildo was working.

      “Good girl.” I pushed her back down. “Keep going. Show me what you practiced.”

      Ruby took my erection into her mouth and bobbed on it while sucking loudly, hollowing her cheeks. She tugged and yanked at my pants to get them down my thighs before cupping and massaging my balls.

      “That’s the way.” I petted her head, loving the start of our date.

      They all started like this. Sliding in and out of my sissy son’s mouth, jerking my hips up on each downstroke to tease his throat. I got a surprise when he swallowed me.

      “Whoa!”

      Ruby grinned around my dick, watching me react as she took all of me to the base.

      “Goddamn, sweetheart. Aren’t you full of surprises tonight?”

      She pulled back, swirled her tongue around my crown, and then swallowed my piece again. Over and over, she did that while working my balls.

      “Fuck, Ruby. I’m gonna come.” I grabbed her head and held her as I pumped my hips quickly, fucking her throat.

      She let me, going limp and taking it like a good girl should. And when I came, she swallowed every drop.

      I let her go and sat back with a satisfied groan. “That was damn good, sweetheart. Damn good. You practiced well.”

      “Thanks, Daddy.” She wiped the corners of her mouth and then licked her lips. Those lips that were too plump to be on a boy’s face but looked perfect on Ruby.

      “Come here.” I jerked forward, grabbed her waist, and pulled her astride my lap.

      Ruby giggled as she cuddled close with her hands on my shoulders.

      I kissed the laughter right out of her, making her moan into my mouth and rub against me. Cupping her ass made me pull back. “Where are your panties?”

      Her expression turned coy, and she gave an indifferent shrug, playing cute.

      “Little slut.” I smacked her right ass cheek, making her yip.

      Ruby leaned into me and licked the edge of my left ear before whispering, “Fuck me, Daddy.”

      Magic words that got me hard in a second. I’d wanted to take tonight slow, like a real date. I’d gotten dressed up for that reason, thinking I would take Ruby out to a nice restaurant. Maybe get in some undercover teasing before driving some place quiet and fucking her in the back seat of the car.

      All those plans fled the moment I felt Ruby’s bare, firm ass. So soft and smooth, and her asshole was already slick with lube.

      “Such a slut.” I dipped one finger into her hole and then immediately added a second because she opened right up for me. “Been practicing here too, haven’t you?”

      “Mmm. Yes, Daddy.” Ruby squirmed on my lap. “Every time I sucked the dildo, I just had to fuck it too. But it wasn’t you, Daddy. I want your cock. Fuck me.”

      “You’re certainly ready for it.” I pulled my fingers free and positioned my tip against her asshole.

      One upward thrust buried me balls deep.

      Ruby cried out her pleasure with her head thrown back. She snaked her body, riding my piece quickly. “Yes! Yes, Daddy, yes!”

      I just held on and enjoyed myself. My sissy son was fucking hot and loved taking it up the ass. Well, she loved it now. If she were awake, maybe not so much. I’d used the hypnosis to make Robbie into Ruby, my perfect sissy slut.

      And yeah, she was good. But something was missing. I knew what. But going after it might ruin everything. Still, I wanted it.

      Pulling Ruby to me so my mouth was near her ear, I said in a low voice, “Keep riding but let Robbie out.” I let her go and snapped my fingers.

      Ruby jerked, breaking her rhythm but still moving up and down my erection as Robbie came back to himself.

      “Huh? What am I…? This…” He stared at me with confusion and dawning horror as he realized he was bouncing on my dick. “Dad! What am I…? Why…?”

      I thrust up hard, pushing deep into his trench the way I knew he liked.

      Robbie clutched my shoulders with his fingers digging into my skin, hissing through his teeth with his eyes wide. “Wait! Hold on! Why?”

      “Because you like it, sweetheart.” I grinned at him as I thrust into his asshole again and again. An asshole that had gotten extra tight, squeezing me just right.

      “Fuck! Dad! You… You…”

      I gripped his hips and guided my son to ride me faster, slamming him down as I pushed up. Our skin clapped, mingling with Robbie’s labored grunts.

      He had his teeth clenched and his eyes squeezed shut, probably trying to fight against the good feelings coming from his asshole. But he would lose. He was a slut who loved taking it up the ass. He just hadn’t known it until now.

      There was something else he loved too.

      I pulled him down and thrust as deep as I could. “Here it comes,” I rasped a moment before I unloaded my spunk into his trench.

      Robbie’s eyes opened wide, and he stared at me in disbelief. All the while he was trembling and panting, still feeling it despite his confusion. When I let him go, he stumbled off my lap and then tripped over his heels as he backed away too quickly. He sprawled on his ass with his legs spread, letting me see the cum dripping from his asshole and the cum dribbling from his tip.

      He’d come too.

      Looking down at himself, Robbie gasped and slammed his legs closed while yanking his short skirt down. “What the shit? Why am I dressed like this? And you…” He jerked his gaze up to me. “You were fucking me. You were fucking me! I’m your son, your sick fuck!”

      “I know who you are.” I stroked my semi-erect dick in a lazy manner, loving my son’s freak out. “And now you do too.”

      “What the fuck does that mean? And what the fuck am I wearing?”

      “A dress and makeup. That should be obvious.”

      “Makeup?” He touched his face, his expression of disbelief growing. “When did I…? Why would you…? What is this!?”

      “This, sweetheart, is date night. Yours and mine.”

      “Stop calling me that. I’m not your fucking sweetheart, you demented asshole.” Robbie pointed at me. “You did something to me. You must have. I’m not gay. I’m sure as fuck not some pervert who would fuck his own dad. Sick!”

      “But you are.” I grinned at his angered expression. “You’ve done it lots of times. Every time I’ve come to visit, in fact.”

      “What? No! I wouldn’t—”

      “You did. Think about it, Robbie. Think real hard. Every Friday since Halloween, I’ve been coming to visit. Before you moved into the house, I would take you out to dinner. Remember?”

      My son shook his head.

      “You remember.” I stroked my dick faster, getting harder. “Just a father and son hanging out and bonding. But what about after?”

      “There was no after!”

      “Come on, Robbie. Use your head, boy. Dinner lasted an hour tops, but you didn’t get home until well after midnight. Some weekends, you didn’t get home until Sunday night. What were you doing?”

      Robbie frowned but continued shaking his head. “No. We… That… I fell asleep. Yeah! I fell asleep.”

      “You’re partially right. You fell asleep so Ruby could come out and play.”

      “Who the fuck is Ruby?”

      I gestured to him with my free hand.

      Robbie looked down at himself and then back at me. “You… You…”

      “Remember Ruby.” I snapped my fingers.

      My son blinked quickly as he drew in a ragged breath. “Oh shit! Oh fuck! I… We… No! What…?”

      “Don’t fight the truth, sweetheart. That was all you.”

      “You made me!”

      “All I did was tweak your moral compass so incest, crossdressing, and same sex relations were acceptable. The rest was all you.” I sat forward with a grin. “Remember the first time you sucked my dick.” I snapped my fingers, forcing him to do just that.

      Robbie swallowed hard with his eyes wide.

      “That was natural talent, sweetheart. Your first time, and you were great. And the first time I slid into your tight asshole…” I groaned with that memory and gripped my dick hard. “Heaven. You liked it too. Remember.” I snapped my fingers again.

      My son was panting now. Chest heaving and eyes wide.

      “Remember my birthday.” I snapped my fingers.

      Robbie sucked in a gasp and held it.

      “That sexy striptease you gave me was super hot. We fucked all weekend long that time. You stayed on my dick, getting me hard over and over, because you just couldn’t get—”

      “Stop! Just fucking stop!”

      “Remember Christmas.” I snapped my fingers. “Remember New Year’s.” Another snap. “Remember the trips to the movies.” Another snap. “Remember the picnics.” Another snap. “Remember how hard you got off having me come inside you—mouth and asshole.” Another snap.

      Robbie leaned back on his hands as each encounter I’d made him repress came back to him. He was gasping and wide-eyed. He was also sitting with his knees up and thighs spread, letting me see how hard his dick had gotten and the cum drooling from his tip.

      “Now tell the truth, boy. You want this, don’t you?” I wagged my erection at him.

      This time I didn’t snap my fingers, making the command an optional one. I was just playing. If Robbie freaked out too much, I would reassert Ruby and make him forget this entire reveal. But first, I wanted to see how this played out.

      My son stared at my dick, stared hard. His erection twitched, and he nibbled his bottom lip.

      I knew that behavior. This was how Ruby acted when she was getting ready to pounce on me. I held out my hands. “Come to Daddy, sweetheart.”

      Robbie shook his head. “I’m not. This is sick. You’re my dad. I’m your son.”

      “Yeah, and?” I beckoned to him. “You still want my dick buried in your asshole. So come get it. I know you’re not satisfied after just one suck and fuck. Not my Ruby.”

      “I’m not your Ruby.”

      “But you want to be. I can see it in your eyes, sweetheart. My Ruby is peeking out at me. She wants dick, but you’re holding her back.” I beckoned again. “Come on, sweetheart. Come to Daddy.”

      Robbie backed up, pulling himself on the carpet while shaking his head.

      “I get it. You want an out. You want to able to say it wasn’t you. No wonder getting you to be Ruby was so easy. Being her absolved you of guilt over wanting Daddy dick.”

      “That…!” Robbie clamped his mouth shut while blushing straight to the tips of his ears.

      I smirked. “So that’s how it is. You want me to put Ruby back so you can enjoy yourself guilt free. How long have you known?”

      My son’s blush got deeper.

      “Tell me.” I snapped my fingers.

      Robbie blurted, “My ass was sore. I thought the guys were fucking with me while I was sleeping, so I put a camera in my room. It caught us fucking. But I didn’t remember any of it.”

      “Is it just the one video?”

      “No,” he said in a grudging tone.

      “Did you jerk off to them?”

      My son was so red in the face, I was surprised he any blood left in the rest of his body.

      “Play it for me.” I snapped my fingers.

      Robbie’s eyes got wide again as he pushed to his feet. “What? Hold on.” He stumbled out of the room and returned a moment later with his tablet. After some taps, he pushed video to the TV.

      I grinned at the replay of a few weekends ago of Ruby dressed in a naughty pink teddy, gripping the headboard as she rode my dick. “You were hot that time. Just finished a term paper, if I remember correctly, and you wanted to celebrate.”

      “That’s not me,” Robbie ground out. “I’m not some sissy freak who dresses up in girl’s clothes and fucks his dad.”

      “Come here, boy.” I snapped my fingers.

      Robbie put aside the tablet and came to me.

      I turned him to face the TV and then pulled him onto my lap.

      “Hey!” Robbie struggled to get up.

      “Behave.” I snapped my fingers.

      And just like that, Robbie stopped trying to get up and sat quietly. “Pervert. Asshole. Incest-loving cock s—”

      “Quiet.” I snapped my fingers again. “Just shut up and watch. Don’t take your eyes off the TV.” I snapped again and then smoothed my hands over his thighs, spreading his legs.

      Robbie gripped my wrists, but that was it. His breathing sped up.

      I drew my hands up the insides of his thighs and cupped his balls. With a kiss on his neck, I massaged them gently. “You’re so hot, sweetheart. Look at the way you’re taking my dick to the base each stroke. Just stuffing yourself full of me and loving it.”

      My son huffed a snort, but didn’t say anything. Mostly because he couldn’t until I allowed him to speak again.

      “Don’t deny it. Your little clitty wouldn’t be so hard right now if you didn’t like my attention.” I drew my finger around his crown, just teasing the tip and nothing else. “That’s what this is. Men have dicks. Sissy sluts, like you, have overgrown clits.”

      Robbie pulled in a shuddering breath and wiggled his hips.

      “Hm? Are you feeling it, sweetheart? You want me to rub your little clitty more?”

      No answer beyond digging his fingers into my wrists.

      I rolled my eyes. My boy was stubborn, but then, he got that shit from both sides of the family.

      Enough playing. I came here to fuck my son, and that was what would happen.

      Close to his ear, I said, “I can make you forget.”

      Robbie stiffened with a quick gasp.

      I licked his ear and sucked at his earlobe before I said, “You’ll only have to remember on date night. Any other time, you won’t remember any of it, not even the videos. I’ll take them with me. You can be you without knowing about Ruby or how much you like this.” I grasped his erection and rubbed my thumb quickly over his tip.

      My son let out a soft moan.

      “Just admit you like it, you want it, and I’ll make sure you don’t remember when I leave.” I gave his ear another lick. “Deal?”

      For long seconds, the only sound was Ruby from the TV, moaning her pleasure and begging for a harder fucking.

      And then, Robbie released his grip on my wrists and opened his legs wider.

      “There you go. Just be yourself.” I snapped my fingers.

      My son let his head fall back on my shoulder while shifting his hips so he rubbed his ass against my stiff erection.

      “There’s my slutty sissy.” I cupped the underside of his knees and lifted them while urging him back.

      Robbie worked with me to maneuver himself onto my dick. His asshole was slick and hot as my piece slid into it. “Fuuuuuuck, Dad. Shit.”

      “Daddy, sweetheart. You’re Ruby right now. Be my good girl.”

      My son nodded and said in a breathy voice, “Daddy.”

      “That’s right. Your Daddy, who has his dick buried deep in your tight asshole. Now what?”

      Robbie said in a purring voice, “Fuck me, Daddy.”

      “With pleasure.” I slid forward on the couch, braced my feet, moved my hands to my son’s ass, and then bounced him on my dick as fast as I could.

      “Oh fuck! Daddy! Daddy! Yes!” Robbie grabbed his dick and jerked it quickly.

      I stopped mid-stroke. “Stop that shit right now. Sissies come from anal only. Ruby doesn’t need her clit to get off, does she?”

      “But—”

      “Does she?”

      Robbie moved his hand away. “No, Daddy.”

      “Good girl, sweetheart. Just take it up the ass like a good little sissy slut.” I jerked my hips up, stuffing my dick into my son’s asshole as hard and as fast as I could.

      “Yes, Daddy!”

      I grinned as I did it again, making Robbie moan. Not Ruby. Robbie. My son. Fully aware and loving it after finally admitting to what he really was—a dick-loving sissy. But only for me.

      His asshole was mine alone, which was why I filled it full of cum, groaning as I gave him every drop and grinning when I felt his hot spunk dribbling over my balls. He’d come too.

      Robbie panted and squirmed, wiggling on my dick, begging for more.

      I let him go and nudged between his shoulders. “Go on. You know what’s next.”

      That was all he needed to slip off my dick and onto his knees on the floor. He faced me and stared into my eyes as he licked my piece from base to tip like a lollipop before sucking on it.

      “That’s the way, sweetheart. Get me hard so I can fuck you again.”

      Robbie sucked harder, alternating between bobbing on my dick and sucking my balls. He had me hard again in no time.

      Before I could say anything, he was straddling my lap and guiding me into his asshole. Hands on my chest, Robbie rode my dick so hard his sissy clit flopped up and down.

      The moans of Ruby on the TV and Robbie on my piece mingled and mixed into naughty background music. I loved it. This would be how we fucked from now on, with a replay in the background and Robbie fully aware that he was a cum-loving sissy slut.

      I gave him load after load all weekend long. We slept in his bed with my dick buried deep in his asshole. I woke him up with a hard fucking that led to shower sex, a blowjob at breakfast, and even more fucking.

      By the time Sunday afternoon rolled around, I was tapped out. But Robbie was still sucking on my piece, trying to convince me I had more to give.

      I tapped the back on his head, getting his attention.

      Robbie lifted his mouth off my limp dick and looked up at me.

      “We’re done.”

      “What does—”

      “Trance.” I snapped my fingers.

      Robbie sagged with a blank expression on his face.

      I tucked my dick into my pants and zipped up before I said, “Get cleaned up and get dressed. Make sure everything that belongs to Ruby is stuffed back into the trunk. Lock it and put it in the back of your closet. Don’t notice that trunk, and tell anyone who asks that it’s full of winter clothes and shit like that. Turn off the cameras. Transfer all the videos about Ruby to me and then delete them. No backups. Get it done and then come back.” I snapped my fingers.

      My son left the room still in a trance. He did everything I told him before returning to sit on the couch next to me, wearing sweatpants and a T-shirt.

      I said, “First off, get rid of those cameras. I don’t care how. Just get it done. Second, everything about Ruby is on lockdown. You won’t remember any of it—not about recording us fucking, not about being a sissy, none of it—unless I give you permission to remember. I came over Friday night to hang out, and we spent the weekend watching TV and playing board games because I didn’t feel like being stuck at home doing nothing, and you were humoring me. But it’s about time I get my ass home and leave you to your life. Trance over.” I snapped my fingers.

      Robbie sighed and sat back. He glanced at the wall clock, glanced at me, glanced at the wall clock again, and then heaved a sigh.

      “What?”

      “It’s Sunday, Dad. You’ve been here all weekend. Go home already.”

      I chuckled, loving how easy hypnosis was. “Sick of me already, huh?”

      “Yes!”

      “Fine. Fine. I’m going. Thanks for hosting.” I got up and headed for the door with Robbie following me.

      “Yeah, okay. Let’s not make a habit out of this. I have a social life too, you know.”

      “Sure you do.” I stopped just before opening the door and said, “Give me sissy.” I snapped my fingers.

      Robbie blinked quickly and then frowned. “What the…?”

      “This is just to prove I kept my end of the bargain. Up until a second ago, you were normal, right?”

      He nodded.

      “That’s how it’ll go.”

      “Okay.” He blushed and inched closer. “So you’ll come again on Friday?”

      “Every Friday, sweetheart.” I pulled him close and grabbed his ass, squeezing it. “I wouldn’t want your ass getting lonely, now would I?”

      “No, Daddy.” Robbie leaned into me while staring at my eyes.

      I bridged the distance and gave him a deep tongue kiss while massaging his ass cheeks.

      He moaned into my mouth and rubbed against me, returning my kiss while stroking my dick through my pants.

      I pulled back and asked, “What are you?”

      Robbie said in a husky voice, “Your sissy slut.”

      “That’s right.” After giving his ass a smack, I backed up. “Lockdown.” I snapped my fingers.

      Robbie startled and blinked quickly. “Huh?”

      “I said I’ll drop by next Friday for another round.”

      “Ah, come on, Dad. Get a girlfriend already.”

      “I’ve got one.” I patted his shoulder and went to my car with a grin on my face and a semi-erect dick in my pants. Friday couldn’t come fast enough. Until then, I had plenty of videos featuring Ruby and me to keep me occupied.
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      Gamer Son Leveling Up to Sissy Slut

      The moment my eighteen-year-old son Patrick walked out of his room, I knew what was coming. The youngest of our three sons, Patrick was the most indulged. I wouldn’t necessarily call him spoiled, but the wife and me had tended to let him do what he wanted without interference for most of his life. Mainly because what he wanted hadn’t interfered with his schoolwork and graduating high school salutatorian.

      After getting a full ride to college where he was doing a dual major in art and business, there wasn’t much to say to the boy beyond good luck and remember self-care. But then, he didn’t need much reminding to care about himself. The boy had two vices that ruled his life—playing video games and masturbating.

      That was my wife’s issue. Every time Patrick stepped out of his room, a pungent aroma of teenage boy, sweat, and semen followed after him. He’d gone nose-blind to it after being shut up in his room every moment he wasn’t in classes. Or, I assumed he’d gone nose-blind to it since he didn’t act as if he smelled it. Or, maybe he liked the smell.

      Whatever the case, I pretended to ignore the pointed looks my wife shot my way while subtly—though not really—jerking her head toward Patrick as he walked by us on the way to the kitchen. She even added in a soft grunt. I ignored that too, concentrating hard on the crime drama unfolding on TV.

      Patrick stayed in the kitchen long enough to make himself a sandwich with a side of carrot and celery sticks. He put it all on tray along with his giant bottle of water and a package of cookies and returned to his room.

      My wife peeped—that sound women make that’s almost a squeak but full of prompting and irritation, you know the sound—and glared at me.

      I turned the volume up on the TV and kept ignoring her.

      The moment Patrick’s door closed, my wife was in my face. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

      Heaving a sigh, I rolled my eyes up to her and asked, “What did you want me to say?” Before she could answer, I said over her, “The boy is on the dean’s list. He’s got a steady internet job that allows him to pay us $300 in rent every month. And, he cleans up after himself, not counting his room. What more do you want?”

      “To get rid of that… that smell. It’s disgusting. He’s…” She turned bright pink. In a low voice after a glance over her shoulder, she said, “He’s masturbating.”

      “Yes, he is. The smell makes it obvious.”

      “What if he’s making his money by masturbating on the internet? I’ve seen sites where girls film themselves, and people pay them to watch. He could be doing that.”

      “You’ve seen them?” I grinned, wanting to know which sites she’d visited and if they were the same ones as me.

      “Heard of them. I don’t look at porn.”

      “Uh-huh. Okay.”

      “I don’t.”

      “If you say so.” I waved her to the side so I could continue watching TV.

      “Talk to him!”

      “No. I will not tell my teenage son to stop jerking off, if that’s what he wants to do. Leave him alone, woman. Better he takes care of it himself than go out and catch something or get some girl knocked up.”

      “He keeps ordering things.”

      And I was betting she’d peeked in a few boxes to see what those things were. I said, “With his own money, so you have no say.”

      “I’m his mother.”

      “Then you talk to him.”

      Her blush got redder. “This is something you, as his father, should talk to him about.”

      “No, it isn’t. I had the sex talk with him when he hit puberty. It went well. That was the end of it.”

      “But—”

      “If I go in there, the only thing I’ll tell him to do is to open his window. That’s it. Out of our three boys, he’s been the least amount of trouble. I’m not rocking that boat.”

      The wife huffed as she probably tried to come up with an argument. There was none. Our son had one flaw—masturbating. That was something I could live with compared to all the other shit he could have going on. Like our middle son who had a gambling issue, though not so much that he was broke… yet. And our eldest who had a bad habit of having more than one girlfriend at a time—at minimum five—and not telling them about each other. Also he was married… for the third time.

      Compared to that, Patrick was a golden child.

      “Talk to him.”

      “Fine. You know what? Fine.” I shoved off the couch and headed to my son’s room with my wife trailing after me. When I stopped at his door, I asked her, “You coming too? There’s no need for both of us. I’d rather leave you to it.”

      “I’m going grocery shopping and some other errands,” she said quickly. “Be back in two or three hours.”

      I watched her leave before entering Patrick’s room without knocking, getting hit in the face with my boy’s signature scent.

      Said boy sat on a giant beanbag in front of his TV, too engrossed in killing aliens to look at me. “Hey, Dad.”

      “Open a window, son. You’re driving your mother crazy, and she’s passing along the fun to me.”

      “Sure thing.” He snorted. “Just my Dad. Wave to the camera, Dad.”

      I walked closer and waved at the webcam sitting on top of the TV. “Hey, all.”

      Patrick barked a laugh. “HotGamerGirl349863 says you’re a cute DILF.”

      “Thanks. I try.” I sat on the bed behind him and watched him decimate his enemies while shit talking with his friends. He didn’t censor his language just because I was there, either. But I didn’t care if he cursed. Like I said, golden child. So long as he stayed that way, he could do what he wanted.

      After forty minutes of video game slaughter, Patrick wrapped it up and signed off. He pulled his headset off with a sigh. “Money in the bank.”

      “If you say so. Still not sure why people are paying to watch you play video games.” Before he could answer, I played a tone on my phone.

      Patrick startled and then sagged with a sigh.

      “Let’s go.” I got off the bed and headed out the door with Patrick following me to the basement.

      There was a full apartment down there—bedroom, bath, fridge, and stove. We figured it was some kind of maid’s room or something since the house was so old. If not for me claiming it early on as an office and man cave, Patrick would have moved in and then we would never see him.

      I pointed to the bathroom. “You know what to do. Get ready.”

      Patrick trudged past me to the bathroom and closed the door after himself.

      I got everything set up and then went to the desk in the corner and prepared the webcam, making sure everything was in frame. There were already people waiting in the chat room. The regulars. The moment I signed in, more people showed up.

      After putting on my zentai mask that covered my entire head and obscured my features, I stepped in front of the camera. “Hey all, it’s that time again.”

      Several cha-chings signaled my viewers were already adding to my bank account. My favorite sound.

      “Penny is getting ready, so we’ll get started as soon as she comes out.” I gestured to the table of toys beside me. “Thanks for all the generous toy donations. We have a great line-up this time, as usual. Penny will love them.”

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      I rattled off individual thank yous to those who had included their handle with the purchases that went to a post office box near my day job. My son’s fans were a bunch of perverts who sent along lots of toys. Perverts with money, the best kind.

      The bathroom door clicked, and Patrick walked out dressed in a corset that left his pierced nipples bare and a tiny thong just big enough to hold his limp dick, as well as fishnet thighhighs and heels. A blond wig with pigtails on either side of his head finished his look.

      “There she is.”

      The moment Patrick—now Penny, my sissy son—stepped in front of the camera, the room lit up with payments.

      I said more thank yous to those who had supplied today’s outfit and then positioned Penny in front of me with her back to the camera. I leaned close and whispered, “Penny is a go.”

      My sissy son gasped and blinked quickly before smiling at me. “Daddy.”

      “Say hi to everyone, Penny.”

      She widened her stance and bent forward with her ass out, grabbed her ass cheeks, and spread them. Looking over her shoulder with a pouty smile, she said in a girly voice, “Hi, everyone.”

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      She brought her right hand to her face and sucked on one finger before moving her thong aside and rubbing the rim of her asshole. “I’m hungry, Daddy. Penny’s naughty hole wants to be stuffed.”

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      “Show them how naughty it is, babygirl.” I reached down and unzipped my pants, pulling out my erection.

      Penny purred as she bent forward more. Hands still on her ass, she licked my dick and rubbed her cheeks against it, like a cat marking her territory. All the while, she rubbed her fingers over her rim, teasing her asshole into gaping open.

      The multiple cameras I had set up meant the patrons got to see the fun at every angle. So they could watch Penny draw my dick into her mouth and suck on it. Or, they could watch her pumping three fingers into her asshole while shaking her hips. Or, both.

      “That’s it, babygirl. Take that dick.” I grabbed hold of her head and held her as I jerked my hips forward, going down her throat in a single stroke.

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      Music to my ears while I fucked my sissy son’s face. I didn’t get dick-sucking this good from the wife. But, she wasn’t the type to deep throat. Patrick hadn’t been either until I’d changed his mind with hypnosis. On any other day, Patrick was strictly a self-doer. Solo all the way with a few specialty masturbators tossed in to add variety.

      I’d even found out he had a channel where he fucked a sex doll torso while playing video games. That was how he made most his money. Just goes to show there was an audience for everything.

      And right now, the audience who loved to watch a sissy boy playing his ass while sucking dick was logged on and contributing to my bank account. Because they were paying for a show, I pulled out of Penny’s mouth just before I blew so I could cream her face.

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      She smiled as she licked the cum off her lips and chin. What she couldn’t reach with her tongue, she scooped up with the fingers that had been in her asshole a moment ago and sucked them clean.

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      “That’s a good enough warm-up. Let’s see what we’re playing with today.” I led Penny to the table of toys. “What’s your pleasure, babygirl?”

      She cooed as she looked over the toys, seeing them for the first time since I never let her see what came to the house until she was in sissy mode. After running her hands over them all, she drew one finger over a beaded anal wand. “This one.”

      I held it up to the camera for the patrons to see.

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      “Assume the position. You know what they want to see.”

      Penny giggled as she sashayed over to a tall barstool chair, straddled it with her heels hooked on the rungs, and pushed her ass out so it was over air. The position gaped her asshole beautifully.

      I lubed up the wand and dribbled some over my sissy son’s asshole too.

      She yipped and giggled more. “Cold, Daddy.”

      “You know it’s about to get hot.”

      The toy she’d chosen was a vibrator. I set it on high, making sure the audience saw that, and then positioned the tip against Penny’s rim.

      “Oh!” She pushed her ass out more, lifting her hips. “Feels good, Daddy. Give me more. I want it.”

      “Tell ‘em how much you want it.” I circled the tip of the toy around her asshole, grinning because I was getting paid to toy and fuck my sissy son. Not that any of the patrons knew Penny was my son. That she called me Daddy could be chalked up to sex talk.

      Though I would probably get more money if I let them in on that little secret. Then again, I would probably also get my channel terminated. So, I kept my mouth shut as I slid the toy into Penny’s gaped hole, making her slut-moan and wiggle her hips.

      I pushed the toy into her to the handle with ease. Her hole had been well-used over the last few months. The patrons had been there from the beginning, watching me train Penny to take bigger and bigger toys and come from anal alone.

      At first, I’d had to jerk her off to get her to come. Not anymore. Now her sissy clit got no attention. Only her asshole, which I stuffed full of vibrating beads, pumping the toy quickly.

      “This is too easy. What do you all think?”

      Several in the room agreed with me.

      I left the toy in Penny as I returned to the table to pick up a long string of one-inch jingle balls and some warming lube. Showing the audience everything, I coated the balls in a generous amount of lube before removing the anal wand and inserting the jingle balls one at a time.

      “Mmmm. Daddy, more. I want more.” Penny lifted her hips so all her weight was on her thighs.

      I reached under her and slipped her thong to the side, letting her sissy clit dangle.

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      “Oh! It tingles. It’s tingling, Daddy. My ass feels so good.” Penny sucked two of her fingers while bouncing her hips. Her sissy clit and the tail of the jingle balls swayed with her movements.

      “It’s about to feel better.” I inserted the anal wand, pushing the jingle balls deeper into her.

      “More, Daddy! More! Your sissy slut wants more.”

      “All you want, babygirl. And then some.” I pumped the wand into her asshole quickly, getting hard and grinning at her lusty moans and begging.

      The room filled with the ringing of payments.

      A few patrons requested—more like demanded—I fuck Penny. Others wanted to see her come before I fucked her.

      I put my hand on Penny’s lower back and urged her to sit, making sure her sissy clit was curved back between her legs. And then I toyed her hard. I stuffed her asshole as fast as my arm could move, pushing her forward and holding her so she didn’t impede the view.

      “I’m gonna come, Daddy! I am! Oh God, it feels so good, Daddy!” Penny cried her pleasure as cum spurted from her sissy clit. Spurt after spurt, each one getting a payment.

      Once she was spent, I pulled the wand free and replaced it with my dick. One stroke and I was balls deep inside my sissy son’s asshole.

      “Daddy! Yes! Fuck me! Your sissy wants your big, hard cock!” Penny said all those things the audience wanted to hear.

      I picked her up by her thighs and turned her to face the camera, holding her as I pounded her asshole, letting everyone see the way her sissy clit flopped around as she took my piece.

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      The more the audience paid me, the longer I went. Only with Penny could I last so long. Fucking my sissy son’s asshole gave me staying power because it felt so damn good. That I was getting paid for it just made it that much better.

      I filled Penny’s trench full of my spunk. I groaned as I unloaded inside her. Even with the jingle balls in her hole, she still gripped my piece tight, wringing out every single drop just the way I liked.

      She squeezed me so much I got hard again.

      Putting her feet back on the ground, I bent her over the chair she’d been sitting on before and slammed into her.

      “Daddy! Daddy! Fuck me! God! So good!” Penny held onto the chair as if she needed it to stay grounded. Her feet were wide apart and her sissy clit was swinging over mid-air, dripping and flinging cum.

      “That’s right, babygirl. This is what you always want. Toys are never enough. You need a big dick in your hole, don’t you?” I smacked her ass hard, making her yip. “Say it.” I gave her another smack.

      “Yes! My hole needs your cock, Daddy!”

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      They loved it, and so did I. Over and over, I smacked Penny’s ass cheeks, turning them bright red, while I fucked her trench. I gave her two more fat loads before I pulled out and moved to the side.

      Penny panted with her head resting on her arms, sissy clit still leaking cum.

      I snagged the string of the jingle balls and slowly—oh so slowly—eased them out of her asshole.

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      Penny purred her delight as each ball exited her hole, dragging out dribbles of spunk as they exited. She clamped down on the last ball, making me work for it, giving the audience a show.

      When I finally pulled it out, it made a loud, wet pop.

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      I gave my sissy son’s ass another smack that made her squeak and also made her hole gape wide. So wide that I put some lube on my fingers and stuffed my hand inside.

      “Daddy!” Penny reared up with one foot off the ground.

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      Making a fist inside her, I locked my hand in place and used it to maneuver her around. I guided her to the bed where I got on my back with her over me, ass up and her face over my dick. “Suck it clean.”

      “Mmmm. Yes, Daddy.” Penny licked and sucked my piece while I wiggled and twisted my hand in her asshole. She moaned and huffed and bounced her hips and came all while sucking me off.

      This time I came in her mouth, pushing her head down with my free hand so she knew not to pull off. Once I was spent, she lifted her head and opened her mouth so the audience could see her mouthful of cum.

      She rippled her tongue, swishing it around her mouth, and then swallowed, lifting her chin so the audience could see the way her Adam’s apple bobbed.

      All I had to do was jam my fist forward to make her come with a surprised shout of pleasure.

      Her head hit the mattress, and she pushed her ass in the air. Huffing and giggling, Penny came again.

      I kept my hand fisted as I slowly eased it out of her, letting the audience see the way her hole stretched.

      “Daddy! Daddy!”

      “You can do it, babygirl.”

      She howled as my fist came free and then flopped over, breathing hard and still giggling. “So good.”

      Cha-ching. Cha-ching. Cha-ching.

      A quick glance at the clock showed time was up.

      To the camera, I said, “That’s our show for today, everyone. Thanks for tuning in. Keep the toys coming, and I’ll keep her coming. See you tomorrow.” I went to the computer and signed out of the chat.

      Payments were still coming in. A few messages appeared in my inbox asking what toys to buy that Penny didn’t already own, requesting acts for next show, and saying how much they loved watching Penny take it.

      I loved it too. Once everything was shut down, I yanked off my hood, grabbed a thick dildo off the table, and stalked to the bed. “On your back, you little slut.”

      Penny was all smiles as she assumed the position—on her back with her head hanging off the bed and her knees pulled to her chest.

      I didn’t have to say anything as I handed her the dildo.

      She already knew what I wanted, which was why she opened her mouth wide with her tongue out.

      I grabbed her head and shoved my renewed erection down her throat with a satisfied groan.

      Penny stuffed the dildo into her asshole and pumped it quickly. Her feet waved in the air as she toyed herself while I fucked her throat.

      This wasn’t a gentle throat-fucking either. I fucked her throat, ramming my hips forward so I was balls deep with each stroke, using my sissy son like the fuck toy he was.

      My fuck toy.

      That I let people watch was just to pad my bank account. And I’d only gotten the idea because of what Patrick did while gaming. Otherwise, it would just be me and Penny in the basement, fucking until my wife got home, which she wouldn’t head home until I texted her.

      My son wasn’t the only one under hypnosis. The wife had her commands too, mostly to leave the house and stay gone while I fucked our son.

      I shoved deep as I unloaded straight into Penny’s belly and stayed buried in her throat, holding her, watching her.

      She toyed her asshole like a true slut, not even slowing as she ran out of air. Even as she tapped my stomach with one hand, she continued toying her ass. Only when her sissy clit twitched and drooled cum over her belly did I pull out.

      Once I cleared her mouth, Penny gulped air and coughed.

      I petted her head. “Good girl.”

      She smiled up at me, pulling the dildo free and relaxing with her knees spread.

      “Did you have fun?”

      “Mmm. Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good girl.” With a pat to her cheek, I said, “Clean up, get changed, and go back to what you were doing before I interrupted.”

      Penny startled as she sank into the trance state, triggered by my command. She rolled to a sitting position and slid off the bed, headed for the bathroom.

      I left her to it, tucking my dick back into my pants as I headed upstairs and back to my crime dramas.

      Once Patrick exited the basement and went back to his room, I fired off a text to my wife, asking what she was cooking for dinner. That was her hypnosis trigger to return home.

      My setup was perfect, even with my wife nagging me to talk to our son about his masturbation habit. A habit that had gotten worse since I’d turned him into a sissy camgirl slut who wasn’t allowed to touch her clit the entire time we fucked. So, he made up for that by jerking off as much as possible while outside the hypnosis. Knowing that, I didn’t bother him about it and wouldn’t let my wife bother him either.
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      Dad is bragging to his three brothers about the great job he’s done hypnotizing his son into becoming his sissy-daughter. In fact, he’s even letting his brothers take his sissy-daughter for a test ride… as many times as they want. She loves the attention, and Dad and her uncles are enjoying giving it to her.
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      Family Gangbang for Sissy Son

      Since seeing was believing and they wouldn’t believe me otherwise, I’d invited my three brothers over to meet my new daughter. Brad, Ray, and Chet still thought I was blowing smoke up their asses about using hypnosis to turn my eighteen-year-old son Johnny into a crossdressing sissy by the name of Jennifer.

      I’d done it though. A few weeks of having my boy watch YouTube tutorials on makeup application and then practicing were paid off in full when I escorted Jennifer into the living room and witnessed the stunned surprise on my brothers’ faces.

      Jennifer’s long blonde hair fell in soft waves down her back. She wore a pink knee-length flare skirt off-the-shoulder dress, showing off her slim, soft build that had made her appear wimpy as a boy but was good for a girl. A jeweled choker and a pair of four-inch pink heels finished her outfit.

      Now normally, my boy Johnny wouldn’t be caught dead dressing like a girl. But a hypnotic personality tweak and subliminal messages pumped through his headphones at night while he slept had changed his mind. Jessica had been born, and she was eager to show off and be seen.

      She smiled big—her glossy pink lips were way too full for a boy, but perfect for a girl—and batted her mascara-lengthened eyelashes at her uncles.

      “Here she is,” I said waving at my sissy-daughter.

      My brothers gaped like fish on dry land, their eyes wide and full of disbelief.

      Chet said, “Bullshit. That’s not Johnny.”

      I palmed Jennifer’s ass and gave it a squeeze. “Tell them, sweetheart.”

      Jennifer let out a rough giggle then said, “It’s me, Uncle Chet.”

      My brothers’ disbelief changed to startled surprise, and they leaned forward, getting a closer look at my sissy-daughter.

      While Johnny could pass for a flat-chested girl, his voice couldn’t. It was too deep. Nothing I could do about that. Not without chemical intervention, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to make this transformation permanent.

      Jennifer returned to being Johnny when I turned off the hypnosis. Jennifer was just a temporary kink I liked to indulge on the odd occasion. That meant sticking with reversible changes and leaving the trans-drugs alone. That also meant, Jennifer didn’t talk much. She was quiet, the way a woman should be.

      Brad pushed to his feet and got close, looking Jennifer up and down. “Damn.” He did another up and down and then shook his head. “Goddamn.”

      Ray said, “What he said.”

      Lifting Jennifer’s arm over her head, I urged her to do a slow spin to give her uncles the full show. Their appreciative expressions made me damn proud of the work I’d done to get my son to this point. The stickiest moment had been getting Johnny to accept being hairless once he was out of the hypnosis. Legs, arms, pits, chest, and junk—he was as clean and smooth as a baby. And the first time he’d come back to himself and seen that, he’d freaked.

      I’d had to put him back under and fed him a story about losing a bet with his college buddies and for him to get over it. To make him keep shaving and waxing so he stayed hairless, I’d simply told him he liked being smooth. Johnny had been smooth ever since, and he was diligent about staying that way.

      Of course, I had to display that too. I snagged the hem of his skirt and lifted it, showing my brothers my son’s everything. “Tada. Bet you never seen a clitty that big, huh?”

      Ray whistled. “That is a good-sized clitty, right there. Pierced too.” He jerked his chin forward, motioning toward Jennifer’s Prince Albert piercing through her tip. “You do that?”

      “Nope. The boy did it all on his own before I got to him. I didn’t even find out about it until I hypnotized him. Little shit forged my signature on the permission form.” I grasped the thick ring and shifted it back and forth in the hole, making Jennifer gasp in delight. “But I like it. She gets all excited when I play with it. Don’t you, sweetheart?”

      Jennifer nodded while licking and nibbling her lips.

      Chet pushed to his feet and undid his pants, pulling out his erection and stroking it quickly in a tight fist. “Enough show-and-tell. Let’s do this already.”

      Nudging Jennifer forward, I said, “Go say hello to your uncle, sweetheart.”

      My sissy-daughter nodded, still smiling. She went to her uncle. Her gaze stayed locked on his dick as she sashayed over to him. Dropping to a crouch with her knees fanned wide, she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue.

      Chet grabbed her head and yanked her to him as he jammed his hips forward, stuffing his dick into her mouth and down her throat. He groaned in satisfaction. “I love a well-trained bitch.”

      “You’re welcome,” I said, grinning. “My girl can take a dick any way you care to give it to her. I made sure of that.”

      “Well then…” Ray got his dick out. A lecherous grin curved his lips. “Got lube?”

      I pulled the bottle out of my back pocket. “Stupid question.” I tossed it to him. “Pull the plug first.”

      “Plug?”

      “Show ‘em, sweetheart.”

      Jennifer pulled away from Chet, who sucked his teeth with an annoyed growl, and went to her hands and knees. She pulled her skirt up over her bare ass—panties were a waste of cloth—wiggled her ass, making the jeweled plug in her asshole sparkle.

      Her sissy-clit dangled beneath her, swaying with her motions.

      Ray whistled again. “Now that is a pretty sight.”

      “Pull it,” I said. “She gets prettier.”

      Chet snapped, “She was pretty enough choking on my dick. Come here, girl!” He went to his knees and pulled Jennifer back on his dick, guiding her with his hands on her head to take him to the base over and over. “That’s the way, you little cocksucker. Take it.”

      Ray smoothed his hands over Jennifer’s ass before pulling the plug… or trying too. “What the…?”

      I snorted with amusement. “She doesn’t like letting it go. Pull on it.”

      My brother did as I said, tugging on the plug in my sissy-daughter’s asshole until she gave it up. The thick teardrop-shaped silicon plug stretched her rim as it slid out of her. And I meant thick. Working her up to a toy big enough that her asshole gaped open after it was gone had taken patience. It had been time well spent to see my brother appearing stunned and impressed as he looked from my sissy-daughter’s asshole to the toy and back again, almost like he didn’t believe it had come out of her.

      I nodded. “It’s not a trick. All that was in her.”

      “Fuck her already,” Brad snapped. “I want a turn.” He was jerking his erection quickly, swinging his gaze from Chet fucking Jennifer’s face to Ray staring at her gaped asshole.

      Ray lubed up his dick and eased into Jennifer’s hole like he thought he would hurt her. Just like Chet, he groaned his satisfaction once he was in her balls deep. “I didn’t expect her to be tight after having a toy that big in her.”

      I snorted. “I trained my sissy well.”

      “Damn well. I thank you, Big Bro. Thank you kindly.” With a chuckle, he grasped Jennifer’s hips, drew back slowly, and then slammed forward.

      Jennifer grunted and wiggled her hips.

      At the same time, Chet said, “Fuck yeah, bitch. Suck it hard. Take it.” He lifted one knee off the ground and bucked his hips quickly.

      My sissy-daughter was spit-roasted between my brothers, getting dick from both ends, and she’d never looked prettier. Her limp clitty swayed and drooled cum on the carpet as she rocked between. She was definitely feeling it.

      Chet and Ray came at the same time, both shoving deep and letting loose with identical groans of pleasure.

      Jennifer’s eyelids fluttered. And when Chet pulled out of her mouth, she coughed and gulped air, swallowing quickly. She knew better than to waste cum on the carpet. I would spank her ass if she did. But my sissy-girl kept it down and even smiled while licking her lips.

      I sat on the couch and patted my thighs. “My turn, sweetheart.”

      My sissy-daughter crawled over to me with an eager look in her eyes. Once between my legs, she licked up my dick from my balls to my tip, over and over.

      “Still hungry for more, huh?”

      Jennifer nodded and sucked my tip between her lips, working it like a pacifier while smoothing her tongue around it.

      “Goddamn that feels good.” I held out a hand to Brad, who had been coming up behind her, ready to give her asshole another good pounding. “Hold up.”

      “For what?”

      “For this.” I patted Jennifer’s head. “Up you go. Time for a double dip.”

      Jennifer rumbled a rough purr as she jumped to her feet and turned her back to me. Bending forward, she showed me her cum-stuffed asshole before lowering it onto my dick. “Mmmmm.” She leaned against me and lifted her knees so her heels waved in the air as I got her comfortable on my lap.

      Holding her legs spread, I said, “Now she’s ready.”

      “Ready for what?” Brad gestured at her. “You’re already stuffed in her hole. What am I supposed to do, climb the couch to get to her mouth?”

      “Nope. Show him, sweetheart.”

      Jennifer lowered her arms to her sides and grasped her ass cheeks, spreading them.

      I slid forward further on the couch so Brad could get a good look. “She wants you in her hole with me. My girl loves being double dipped. We usually use a toy. But now you’re here.”

      “Double dipped? You want me to rub my dick against yours. That’s fucking gay.”

      “So is fucking my son’s asshole while he’s dressed like a girl, but you seemed like you were in a hurry to do it a moment ago.”

      Brad grumbled something I didn’t catch.

      Chet said, “If you ain’t doing it, move aside and let me.”

      “Fuck you. You had a turn.” Brad rushed forward and fumbled a bit, pushing his tip against my piece until he figured out that my sissy-girl stretched. A little more lube and some not-so-gentle nudges got him inside her, making her huff and pant like a bitch in heat.

      I bucked my hips, bouncing her on my lap and rubbing against my brother’s piece. It felt different from rubbing against a toy. Softer. Not as weird as I’d thought it would be. For all the shit I just gave Brad, I hadn’t been too keen on the idea, but my sissy-girl had wanted more dick, and I liked spoiling her.

      So, she got more dick. Two of them moving in and out of her hole. Brad going for deep strokes because he had the angle for it. And me shallow.

      “Oh!” Jennifer got tighter a moment later.

      I had to jostle her slightly to the side to see Brad had grabbed her clitty and was stroking it. “That’s the way. She loves that.”

      “What guy doesn’t?”

      “She’s not a guy right now. She’s a sissy-slut with an overgrown clitty.”

      “What-the-fuck-ever. She’s a piece of ass who is putting out.” Brad laughed as he stroked Jennifer faster.

      Chet and Ray laughed too.

      I nodded my agreement while I tugged on the neckline of her dress, pulling it down to bare her tiny tits so I could rub and pinch her nipples.

      “Oh! Oh!” Jennifer arched and huffed.

      “Thar she blows!” Brad snort-laughed as he pumped cum from Jennifer’s clitty.

      Some hot spunk hit my fingers. I just raised them to Jennifer’s mouth, and she licked my fingers clean, sucking each digit before letting me return to playing her nipples.

      Brad jammed his hips forward with a groan as he filled my sissy-girl with his spunk, adding more slick for easier movement.

      When he pulled out, I grabbed Jennifer’s ass and bounced her while bucking, fucking her fast and hard. She panted and purred as she took my piece deep. And when I let loose, her hole milked the cum right out of me.

      “That’s a good girl, sweetheart.”

      Ray was already on his back, wagging his dick. “Come here, sissy-girl. Come and get it.”

      Jennifer pulled off my piece and went to her uncle. She crawled over him and then sat back on her knees, taking him deep. Before she could ride him, Chet planted a hand between her shoulder blades and pushed her forward. She caught herself on her hands before she fell on Ray and then looked back over her shoulder.

      Chet grinned as he shoved into her hole. “There you go. Another double for ya.”

      Both my brothers didn’t waste time talking about how weird it was to be rubbing dicks. They focused on fucking Jennifer and making her moan.

      Since Brad seemed more interested in watching than doing, I took up position in front of Jennifer’s face and stuffed my renewed erection down her throat. I gave her a big smile when I felt her tongue sliding under my shaft and nudging at my sac. She knew what I liked. And I knew what she liked.

      While Chet and Ray were competing on who could fuck my sissy-girl the fastest, I took my time sliding in and out of her throat, letting her feel every inch of me.

      My brothers popped off, both of them shouting their release.

      Brad must have caught his second wind, because he jumped into the spot Chet vacated.

      “Hold on! Let me up!” Ray squirmed beneath Jennifer, trapped because I wasn’t moving, and Brad was too busy slamming into my sissy-girl’s hole to get out of the way.

      Just to make Ray’s situation worse, I pulled back enough to come in Jennifer’s mouth in such a way that some of my spunk dribbled onto Ray’s face.

      “What the fuck?” He sputtered and turned his head. “Fuck you, man! You did that shit on purpose.”

      Jennifer licked his face clean and sucked his lips. She wanted a kiss, but Ray didn’t seem interested in giving her one. Not that I blamed him. I wasn’t interested in kissing my sissy-girl after she had another man’s dick in her mouth, either. After sucking off me, I didn’t mind kissing her as a reward for doing a good job. But there were too many dicks in the room and not enough mouthwash for me to give her one now.

      Brad grunted as he had his release deep in my sissy-girl’s asshole. He pulled out and patted her right ass cheek. “Damn good, babygirl.”

      “Finally!” Ray pushed Jennifer aside and got off the floor. His expression changed from irritated to happy the moment my sissy-girl latched onto his dick and sucked it quickly. “Cum-hungry little slut, isn’t she?”

      “Just like Daddy trained her to be.” I got up behind her and pushed into her asshole, glad to have it all to myself again.

      Jennifer clamped down on my piece, showing me how happy she was to have her favorite dick back.

      Just for that, I fucked her the way she liked. Balls deep with every swift stroke that had our skin clapping while tugging her clitty ring.

      My sissy-girl writhed between my brother and me, dripping cum on the carpet as she came and then came again.

      Her hole was begging for my cum by the time I gave it to her. She milked it right out of me and then clamped down so I wouldn’t leave. But her asshole was plenty slick with lube and cum, so I slipped right out.

      I’d barely gotten clear before Ray was nudging me aside to take my place. I was spent anyway, so I sat on the couch to watch my brothers feed my hungry cum-slut.

      My brothers doubled up in her ass and fucked her mouth twice… three times… before they all tapped out, leaving my sissy-girl sprawled on the floor, panting and gulping air while cum dribbled from her gaped and twitching asshole.

      I let out a short staccato whistle that made Jennifer jolt as the hypnotic state took over. “Get cleaned up and be Johnny again. His uncles are here to watch the game.” I snapped my fingers.

      Jennifer rose to her feet and shuffled out of the room with a slack expression on her face.

      Brad asked, “What was that? She looked like a fucking zombie.”

      “Hypnosis mode,” I said, grinning. “When she’s like that, I can make her do and believe anything.” I gestured to the living room and the mess we’d made. “Get this cleaned up before the boy gets back.”

      Ray snapped, “You clean it up. It’s your house.”

      “I just let you fuck my son while he’s dressed like a girl. Show some fucking gratitude.”

      Before Ray could come back with something smart, Brad and Chet started cleaning. Ray fell in with them, wiping cum up off the carpet and putting the furniture back.

      We were sitting watching the game by the time Johnny lopped in wearing jeans and a T-shirt. His face was clear of all makeup. He was a boy again. “Hey, Uncle Brad, Ray, Chet. What’s the score?”

      “Pathetic,” Chet said.

      “Any good plays?” Johnny sat on the couch between me and Ray.

      We all shrugged our answer, not knowing and fudging it.

      “Who’s playing?”

      Chet snapped, “Just watch the damn TV and you’ll find out.”

      Ray, Brad, and I grumbled our agreement.

      Johnny mumbled an apology and sat back.

      Except for the occasional cheer and shouted advice, the room stayed pretty quiet. My brothers kept glancing at Johnny and then acting like they hadn’t been looking at him when he glanced their ways.

      Once the game was over, I gave a staccato whistle, putting Johnny in the hypnotic state again. I asked, “You want Jennifer back? Because it’ll take a while to put on her makeup.”

      “I’m good with just the wig and her bare ass,” Brad said, getting grunts of agreement from Ray and Chet.

      With a snorting laugh, I said, “Jennifer, go put on your hair and come back naked. Your uncles want to give you more dick.”

      Johnny zombie-walked out of the room. When he returned, he was Jennifer, wearing a blonde wig, lip gloss, heels, and nothing else. The lack of makeup detracted from her looks, but my brothers weren’t looking at her face. She was all smiles as she lowered to her knees and crawled to the middle of the living room floor, which my brothers cleared.

      Shaking her ass and arching her back down with her knees spaced far apart, Jennifer looked at us in anticipation.

      My brothers descended on her like a pack of hungry dogs. Soon she was stuffed full of three dicks and her clitty dribbled cum on the carpet as she got off on it.

      I sat back and jerked my erection as I watched and waited for a spot to open up. It appeared my brothers would be coming over to watch the game more often.
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      Sissy Son Cheerleader Slut

      Between classes and afternoon practice, my eighteen-year-old son Morgan was hardly ever home. Not that being out of the house was a bad thing. But he was my youngest and not having him underfoot and in the way meant the house was too quiet when I got home from work.

      The wife had taken up several hobbies that kept her out of the house until late. Sometimes I wondered if she was cheating. And then I asked myself if I cared. Answer—I didn’t. Not even a little bit. I should, but I really didn’t. If my wife had some guy—or girl—out there sexing her up, I couldn’t give less than two shits. The affair kept her occupied and happy. Or she could just be hanging out with her friends, having a good time.

      Whatever.

      My main concern was Morgan and the fact that he was home way earlier than usual today.

      “What’s up, boy? You look like a storm cloud pissed down your back.”

      Morgan glared at me with his lip curled. “My girlfriend dumped me.”

      “Told you she was cheating.”

      “She wasn’t—” He sneered and huffed. “It’s not like that. She said I was too busy for her and dumped me.”

      “Yeah, right. I’m telling you, boy. She’s cheating. Check her wall and see if pictures with her new guy don’t show up.” I smirked. “That is, if you can still see her wall. Notice any unusual gaps in her posting?”

      My son’s eyes got big as he pulled out his phone and stabbed at it, trying to make the technology go faster by being rough with it. He scrolled and stared and then anger crossed his face. “Sonofabitch!”

      “Told you.”

      “There’s three and four days between her posts. She usually posts fifteen to twenty times a day.” He tapped and scrolled more. Whatever he was doing made his expression grow darker. “That bitch!”

      “Cheating?”

      Morgan showed me his phone. There was his girl cuddled up with another guy at, what looked like, a frat party. “This is my second account under a different name. She doesn’t know it’s me, so she doesn’t have it blocked.”

      “Catfishing your own girlfriend. Relationships are built on trust, boy.”

      “It’s a good thing I was. She cheated on me! Then she had nerve to say my schedule was the reason she was breaking it off.”

      “No one likes a sissy.”

      Morgan groaned and rolled his eyes. “Don’t start that again, Dad.”

      “Your girl dumped you for a real man. One who doesn’t have long hair and spends all his time shaking his ass with a pair of pompoms.”

      “I do not—” Morgan sucked in a breath and pushed it out through his teeth. “I’m not having this conversation again. That ass shaking—as you call it—is paying for my college education. End of discussion.”

      “You’re too pretty. That’s your problem. Put on a little makeup and a skirt and you look like a girl.”

      “Fuck you, Dad.” Morgan stomped off to his room and slammed the door.

      “Boy is too damn sensitive.” I took out my phone and brought up the mind control app I’d installed a few months ago after discovering it and learning it really worked.

      All I had to do was get a picture of my son looking at the camera—easy enough since the boy loved posing in his male cheerleader outfits—and then type in the commands I had for him. After that, it was just a matter of activating the commands when I wanted Morgan to obey them. Like now.

      I tapped the activate button and then went to the entertainment room to wait.

      Thirty or so minutes later, Morgan entered the room in a blue and white cheerleading outfit. The kind with a short pleated skirt and one of those midriff racerback shirts with a V-neck. His chest-length hair was loose of his usual ponytail and flowing over his shoulders in waves.

      With his lean toned build, that outfit, and the makeup he’d put on, he truly resembled a girl. A flat-chested one, but a girl nonetheless. And if he ever saw himself like this, he would finally admit he was, in fact, a sissy. The blue pompoms he carried reenforced that.

      I grinned and got comfortable on my recliner as my sissy-daughter walked to the middle of the floor and faced me. “Gonna do a cheer, Missy?”

      That was my son’s name when he was dressed up like a girl. Missy the sissy. While the mind control app was activated, I got to enjoy having a daughter.

      Missy gave me a big smile. “Sure, Daddy.”

      I loved when she called me Daddy in that high voice of hers. Whenever Morgan was in sissy-mode, he spoke in a high voice. Not annoyingly high, just girly, like a sissy should.

      I had no idea why I did this to my son. Okay, that was wrong. I knew why. Someone dropped mind control on my lap on the same day Morgan had mouthed off to me about being a cheerleader, so I’d made him a real one. I’d ordered the outfit from online and built the pompoms myself.

      Though the pompoms had come much later, after the one-time thing turned into a bad habit. I’d just meant to humiliate the boy with some pictures. He’d looked so damn good that I couldn’t find a good enough reason not to help myself. Fast-forward a few months and here we were, me sitting in a recliner and watching as my sissy-daughter waved pompoms and shook her ass.

      “My name is Missy. And I love Daddy. I love him, ‘cause he’s the best. D-A-DD-Y spells Daddy. Yes, it spells Daddy. I love Daddy. Woo!” Missy kicked her foot high, lifting her skirt and showing off her lack of bloomers or panties or anything else to keep her limp sissy-clit from waving in my face and getting me hard.

      “Do that other one. The one where you use the pompoms more.”

      “Okay.” Missy gave me a big smile. She put her hands on her hips and did a silent count that ended on a nod, then said in a sing-song, “C-O-C-K! I want cock all the way. Where do I want it? Up my ass! When do I want it? Now! C-O-C-K spells cock. I love Daddy’s cock.”

      She did a dance to go along with the cheer that ended with her on her back on the floor with her skirt bunched at her waist, her knees pulled to her chest and the handle of one pompom headed for her twitching asshole, which was shiny with lube. Missy had come prepared to perform.

      I watched while lazily rubbing my erection through my sweatpants as she nudged the handle of her pompom—a latex dildo—into her puckered hole, which stretched to accommodate the thick toy. I’d made those pompoms myself since I couldn’t find ready-made dildo pompoms online.

      But that worked out for the best because I’d made all different sizes and types, training my sissy-daughter’s asshole until she could take a monster cock dildo and moan like a slut while doing it.

      Missy pumped the toy slowly, trying hard to maintain her smile while obviously enjoying the toy. Her voice shook as she continued her cheer. “C-Oooo-C-K. I want… mmm… c-cock all the way. I want it hard. I want it faaaaast. I want Daddy’s cock—” she licked her lips while giving me a pointed look “—to pound my ass.”

      “Shake that pompom, Missy.” I pushed the waistband of my sweatpants down and stroked my erection.

      My sissy-daughter rolled to her side with one leg extended up and her toes pointed as she toyed her asshole faster, making the streamers on the pom-pom swish and rustle. “C-O-C-K. Give it to me, all the way. Pounding hard. Balls deep. Daddy’s cock, can’t be beat. Daddy’s cock. I want Daddy’s cock.” She shivered and sucked in a breath as she toyed her hole. “Please, Daddy. Please.”

      I tsked and wagged a finger at her. “That last part wasn’t part of the cheer, was it?”

      “No, but—”

      “One more cheer and then…” I wagged my erection at her. “Use the other pompom.”

      “Okay.” Missy pulled the dildo free and let it roll away.

      “Ass up.”

      She nodded and rolled to her hands and knees. After twisting the end of her second pompom, which was attached to a beaded vibrator that writhed in Missy’s hands, she lowered her chest to floor with her knees spread and her sissy-clit dangling.

      Her asshole was gaped open and twitching. Hungry for it because I’d trained it to be that way. My sissy-daughter loved having toys and fingers in her asshole. She loved dick most of all. But I liked to get her excited for it first.

      As a cheerleader, she understood the importance of hyping the crowd so they enjoyed the main event that much more. Get the adrenaline pumping and all that. In other words, foreplay.

      “Go on, Missy. One more cheer.”

      She nodded and swallowed loudly. “C-O-C-K. I want cock. I want it now.” She inserted the energetic vibrator, bouncing her ass in the air as she took it deep and held it there while moaning her delight. “Cock feels good. Cock feels best. Daddy’s cock in me, beats all the rest. Daddy’s cock. I want Daddy’s co-aahhhh. Ah! Ah!”

      Missy’s toes curled as she came, dribbling cum from her sissy-clit onto the carpet beneath her.

      “Let it go.”

      She released the toy but kept moving her ass in the air, making the pompom rustle.

      “Shake that ass faster, Missy, like a good cheerleader should.”

      Missy pushed her knees open wider and twerked her hips.

      Seeing that pompom waving between my sissy-daughter’s ass cheeks while knowing the vibrator was inside her hole stirring her up got me rock hard. It was sick, really. Missy was my son. My straight son. Despite his choice of profession—if it could even be called that—he loved girls.

      But right now, he loved dick more and wanted mine.

      “Push it out and open wide.” I eased off of the couch and onto my knees behind her.

      Missy stopped twerking and shivered as she worked her inner asshole muscles to push the toy free. Little by little the toy eased out of her until it dropped to the floor and flopped around.

      I caught it and twisted it off before focusing my full attention on Missy’s gaped asshole. Her rim was quivering and shiny. I probably didn’t need it, but I still rubbed lubed over my dick. I kept a bottle in my sweatpants pocket, ready access for when I was in the mood to fuck my son.

      Like now.

      Except he wasn’t my son at the moment. Right now, she was a sissy cheerleading slut who wanted to be fucked badly enough to cheer about it.

      So I gave my her what she wanted. Grabbing Missy’s hips, I drove into her asshole in one swift stroke that buried me balls deep and made Missy cry out as she orgasmed again.

      “That’s what you wanted it. Isn’t it?” I smacked her right ass cheek.

      Missy gasped and her hot trench tightened around my piece. “Yes, Daddy! Yes! Fuck me!”

      “Say please.” I smacked her left ass cheek.

      “Please. Please. Please. Yes, please. Oh God. Oh fuck, Daddy. Please.” My sissy-daughter pushed back to meet each of my thrusts, trying to take me deeper.

      I grinned at the back of Missy’s head as I spank-fucked her. Gentle wasn’t any part of this. And she could take it, so I didn’t hold back.

      Teeth clenched. Grunting with each stroke. Alternating between gripping Missy’s hips and smacking her ass. I enjoyed the best part about my son being a cheerleader. The fact that it meant he—or rather she—was a slut who loved dick.

      She loved it so much that she moaned and clamped down on my piece when I filled her trench full of my spunk, dribbling her own on the carpet as she came again. “So good! Yes, Daddy! More!”

      “Of course, darling. You know once is never enough.” And it wasn’t.

      Feeling Missy hot and tight around my dick, firmed up my erection for round two. And again for rounds three and four. I fucked my sissy-daughter into the carpet. We started on our knees and ended with her on the floor with her legs spread and me on top of her, still driving into her fast and deep like it was the first round.

      I balled my fist in her hair and held it as I jammed my hips forward right before I came. “There!”

      Missy was a panting, drooling mess beneath me, giggling between happy moans.

      After catching my breath, I backed off her and returned to the couch. My spent dick was polished shiny, glistening with cum and lube. The way it should be after a good fuck.

      “One more.”

      Missy stayed on the floor, breathing fast with her ass swaying in the air and cum dripping from her gaped hole.

      I nudged her foot with mine. “You hear me, girl?”

      “Y-Yes, Daddy.” Trembling, Missy pushed to her feet and faced me.

      Her hair was mussed, and her mascara and lipstick was smeared. She’d left some of both on the carpet, which meant she would be cleaning it up… again. I needed to stop buying her the cheap stuff. My sissy-girl deserved better after milking me dry. Maybe I would get her a new outfit too. One of those cheerleading outfits with the A-line skirt and a tie-front top.

      And another set of pompoms was in order. Thicker. Much thicker. It was time to work Missy up to taking a fist. She would like that a lot, having me elbow deep in her asshole while jerking her sissy-clit. She would come so hard.

      I grinned at the idea.

      Missy picked up her pompoms and put her hands on her hips. She was wobbly on her feet but she still managed a shaky, but tired, smile. “C-O-C-K. You gave me cock, all the way. ‘Cause I’m your slut. And that’s okay. You got me off. So you’re my bae. Daddy! I love Daddy! Woo!” She did a high kick, showing off the cum coating her thighs, and waved her pompoms.

      Patting my thighs, I said, “Show me how much.”

      With a happy squeak, Missy dropped her pompoms and rushed over. She dropped to her knees between my legs and came at my dick mouth first with her tongue out. Staring up at me, she watched me as she sucked on my piece. She sucked it well too, trying to get me hard because she knew she would get another pounding if she did.

      Too bad I was tapped out. But I wouldn’t tell her that. I loved the way she tried, licking my shaft, mouthing my balls, sucking on my tip. All she managed to do was get a couple of shots in her mouth that she gobbled down greedily before sucking me more.

      I grabbed her hair and pulled her off me. “Enough.”

      Missy pouted with her bottom lip out and a bit of cum at the corner of her mouth.

      “Later, darling. I’ll give you more before bed. ‘Kay?” I released her hair and patted her head.

      “Fine.” She backed up and pushed to her feet, pouting down at me.

      “Clean that up.” I pointed at the makeup and cum stains on the carpet. “Then do something about dinner. I doubt your momma’s gonna be back in time.”

      “She’s cheating.”

      “Yeah, I think so too. But whatever. I’ve got you, right?”

      “Right!” Missy gave me a big smile.

      I leaned forward, turned her to the side, lifted her skirt, and smacked her already-red ass cheeks, making her squeak and giggle. “Go on.” I gave her another smack and then sat back.

      My sissy-daughter flounced around as she cleaned up the mess we’d made. When she went to her hands and knees to scrub up the stains, she glanced back to make sure I was looking. She even pulled her skirt up to her back so I could see her ass and the way her hole glistened and twitched.

      Well, fuck. I’d thought I was tapped out. My dick getting hard proved otherwise, just showing that Missy knew how to get a rise out of me.

      “Come here,” I snapped.

      Missy was on my lap in a blink, giggling and guiding my renewed erection into her hot, slick asshole. “Daddy! Yes! Fuck me more!”

      “I’m tired, darling. You fuck me for a change.”

      That was all the prompting Missy needed to bounce on my dick, head tossed back, mouth open, moaning at the ceiling.

      I just sat back and enjoyed it.

      Once I turned off the mind control app, Morgan would return to his usual self and not remember any of this. He wouldn’t notice how sore his ass was from me spanking him and would ignore the cum in his shorts when he later showered. I did that last bit on purpose, leaving behind evidence, just to fuck with him and test the power of the app.

      It hadn’t failed and it never would. Morgan was Missy whenever I wanted him to be. And Missy was my cheerleading anal slut.
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      It’s the weekend, and Dad is headed out to enjoy it. He’s taking his sissy son with him. She’s dressed like a sexy bunny and is eager for everyone to see her costume. The more people look at her, the hotter she gets, until she wants it hard and fast and doesn’t care who’s watching while she gets it.
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      Sissy Son Fucked in Public

      It wasn’t wrong because my eighteen-year-old son Dalton picked out the outfit himself. True, he hadn’t exactly been himself while he was choosing it, but it had been his choice. I would never make my son do anything he didn’t want… at least, not any more than I already had.

      But, the hypnosis didn’t count. That was just to make him more receptive and to the idea of being a perfect little sissy hottie. After the initial personality tweaks, I had stopped and let nature take its course.

      Okay… okay. So I’d fiddled a little… a lot after the initial personality tweaks, but Dalton was better for it. Happier. And when he was Dahlia, my sissy daughter, he was very, very happy. Satisfied too. Extremely satisfied. I made sure of it.

      Every Friday and Saturday, I brought Dahlia out to play. Sometimes I toyed with the idea of making it more often, but Dalton had college work to do. His expensive education was more important than getting my rocks off… barely.

      Seeing my sissy girl dressed in a baby doll pink corseted strapless mini-dress that cinched her waist, gave her the illusion hips, and teased glimpses of her limp clitty flopping around as she hopped in front of the mirror was making me rethink my stance on education versus sex. And sex was winning.

      Dahlia was a bunny tonight. A sexy bunny in a dress that had a fluffy skirt trimmed in lace. In the store, I’d been upset Dahlia had gone with the mini-dress instead of the tradition bodysuit, dashing my Playboy bunny dreams. But I got over it the moment she stuck out her ass and wiggled it. The skirt of the mini-dress covered nothing in that position, treating me to the sight of her smooth, hairless skin, the way a sissy girl should be. Hairless from the nose down.

      My sissy girl showed her cute puckered asshole framed by the Y-back of her thong, which she’d pulled to the side so her clitty could dangle. She liked dangling. Naughty sissy girl that she was. Also acting sexy and teasing me, making me hard enough to want to forget going out so I could fuck her right now.

      But, I held back the urge. What was the point of getting Dahlia all dressed up if we didn’t go out to show it off?

      It was a waste of money not to go out, and I hated wasting money. Which was why education always won the versus debate. Though I toyed with the idea of just having Dalton drop out. He was only a semester in. Still a waste, but not as big if he kept going.

      I put a pin in that thought to have it later, focusing all my attention on Dahlia’s wiggling ass and grinning. “Somebody seems to be begging for her tail.” I held up the large, cottony puff attached to a long, thick carrot-shaped anal plug.

      Dahlia stopped bouncing and cooed, fisting her hands in her skirt, holding it tight as she vibrated in place with excitement. “Oooh, Daddy, yes! I want it! I want it!”

      “Do you?” I unzipped my pants with my free hand and pulled out my erection.

      My sissy girl didn’t need me to say the words. She knew what she had to do to get her asshole plugged. We’d been playing this game every weekend since she turned eighteen.

      She dropped to her knees and crawled across the room to me, eyes sparkling and licking her lips. When she was in front of me, she rubbed her face over my shaft and balls, humming with pleasure, before she dragged her tongue up my piece. “Mmmm. Daddy is yummy.”

      I patted her head, careful of her bunny ears headband as I sifted my hand through her long black hair. The hair I’d had her grow out, making Dalton think he wanted it long so he didn’t get it into his head to cut it. He had nice hair. So much better than the wigs I’d bought that we no longer used.

      Dahlia licked my shaft again and then focused all her attention on my balls, mouthing them, licking them, and sucking them while my dick rested on her face. Getting my balls nice and clean before moving onto my dick, which she sucked down her throat before bobbing on it quickly.

      I sucked breath through my teeth in a satisfied hiss. My sissy girl was a champion dick sucker with her cheeks hollowed out as she tried to hoover the cum out of me. I held out though. Made her work for it.

      She alternated between gripping my ass and massaging my balls while downing my dick and purring as she did it. My sweet sissy girl. Always trying to please her daddy.

      To reward her efforts, I came down her throat.

      Good girl that she was, she hugged me tight so she took all of my dick. She swallowed over and over while rocking gently.

      “That’s it, bunny. Just like that.” I groaned as she got another spurt of cum out me.

      She always wrung out just a little bit more after I thought I was done.

      Pulling off my piece, she smiled up at me while licking her lips. “May I have my carrot, Daddy?”

      I bopped her nose with the tip of the anal plug. “Ask properly.”

      Dahlia hopped up and rushed to her bed. And it was her bed. We were in her room. Dalton’s room was down the hall. This was technically the guest room, but I kept it locked during the week so no one discovered Dahlia’s many costumes and clothing. We never had guests anyway. I deterred most by saying the guest room was for storage and they would have to sleep on the couch. The old couch that wasn’t very comfortable. That kept folks away.

      My sissy girl crawled onto the bed and then pushed her knees apart with her back arched down so her ass was in the air with her cheeks spread, showing off her cute hole, already gaped and ready for the carrot. Dahlia was always ready to have her asshole plugged or fucked. She was such an anal slut… just the way I liked her… which was why I’d made her this way.

      Picking up the lube off the dresser, I went to her and kissed her right ass cheek.

      Dahlia giggled and pushed her ass at me. “Kisses, Daddy.”

      “You want kisses, huh? What do you say? Ask the right way.”

      She dropped her head to the bed and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them and relaxing her asshole so it gaped open more, displaying just how loose all our play over the last weeks had gotten her. “Please kiss my sissy cunt, Daddy.”

      Hearing that never got old.

      I set aside the anal plug and lube, braced my hands on the bed, and teased my sissy girl’s rim with the tip of my tongue.

      “Daddy! Yes, Daddy! Please more! More! Kiss me lots!” Dahlia rocked her hips, dancing her asshole against my tongue.

      I grabbed the back of her thighs and held her still as I slipped my tongue into her twitching hole, grinning at the way she moaned, all slutty and hungry for it. Starving even. She was always horniest on Fridays. A week of abstinence while Dalton was in control meant that Dahlia, once I let her out and started playing with her, was pant-moaning and trembling and dripping cum on the comforter from her sissy clit.

      She clawed at the bed as I tongued her asshole the way she liked. The way I’d trained her to like. No need to touch her clitty. She could come without that stimulation and did with a happy gasp, spilling her minuscule load on the bed.

      I gave her one last lick and then squirted a generous amount of lube into her gaped hole.

      Dahlia yipped and giggled. “Cold.”

      “You know you like it.”

      “I do, Daddy. Gimme more.”

      “More, huh? Like this?” I squirted in more, chuckling at her continued giggles. She was so happy. I knew what would make her happier, and it wasn’t the carrot anal plug.

      I returned to the dresser and pulled out a string of anal beads from the top drawer.

      “Daddy?”

      “Hush, babygirl.”

      She nodded but pouted, probably thinking I wouldn’t put her tail in.

      I would, just not yet. First, I inserted the two-inch anal beads into her hole one a time, pushing them deep into her trench with my finger. And then, I nudged them deeper still with the thick carrot plug.

      “Oooooooh!” Dahlia’s clitty drooled more cum, and she lifted her hips.

      Seeing her act like that made me want to play with her. I should save it for when we went out, but she was just too cute right now. I pulled the carrot out and eased it back in.

      Dahlia gasped in delight.

      I did it again, this time shoving it back in.

      “Oh! More!”

      “That’s not how you ask.” I smacked her left ass cheek, leaving a red hand print behind.

      That only made Dahlia yip before wiggling her ass with a wanting moan.

      I gave her another smack and another. “Say it right. Stop being naughty just so I punish you.”

      Dahlia’s sly smile and the mischievous twinkle in her eyes gave her away. She wiggled her ass again. “My sissy cunt wants it, Daddy. Please toy me like a slut.”

      “That’s better.” I gripped her waist with one hand and the plug with the other and then pumped it into her hole quickly.

      “Oh! Oh! Yes! I’m a slut, Daddy! I’m such a fucking slut! Love it! More!”

      And this was why I’d gotten the long anal plug, so I could toy her with it before plugging her asshole. I shoved that toy into her slick trench over and over and over, making my sissy daughter howl with pleasure and make the cum puddle beneath her bigger.

      When I was ready to come in my shorts listening to her, I pushed the plug in one last time and left it there. The large cottony bunny tail hid the anal beads’ ring dangling outside her asshole that.

      Dahlia gulped air between manic giggles that said she was so far into headspace that I could do anything right now and she would love it.

      Just the way I wanted her.

      I pulled her off the bed, holding her steady as she wobbled on her platform heels. One of her white fishnet thighhighs had slid down below the knee. I pulled it back up and then fixed her thong so it cradled her clitty.

      My sissy daughter was almost ready for her outing. A calf-length lightweight coat finished her off, covering her until I was ready for people to see her.

      I escorted Dahlia to the garage and handed her into the car, like she was a lady. And then I drove us to the shopping district downtown. It was full of people, just the way I wanted. After putting a pink domino mask on Dahlia and taking off her coat, I let her loose.

      My sissy daughter sashayed through the crowd with a big grin on her face while I followed a few feet behind her. Far enough back that people didn’t realize I was with her, but close enough that I could help if trouble happened. It usually didn’t. The people downtown were used to spectacles like this.

      The most they did was take out their phones and snap pictures. My sissy girl was on the internet in a few places, hence the mask. I recorded her too, getting people’s reactions as she bent over in an exaggerated manner to fix her shoe, which had nothing wrong with it, just so she could show off her cotton tail.

      Dahlia stopped to pose with people who asked, giggling as one guy palmed her ass beneath her skirt. Since it didn’t go further than that and he didn’t try to keep her from flouncing away, I let it happen. A little groping always got Dahlia hot. My little sissy exhibitionist slut.

      A few guys thought they were getting on-the-sly upskirt shots while she was posing, which was a joke considering how short Dahlia’s skirt was. It was made for upskirts. Three or four of the guys startled when they looked at their phones, doing a double take as they looked from the photo-proof to Dahlia and back.

      That’s right, assholes. You upskirted a sissy who looks so good you thought she was a cis-chick.

      Those reactions were the best, watching guys’ faces as their world view shifted. Some were disgusted, stabbing at their phones to delete the pictures. Some shrugged, looked Dahlia over appreciatively, and kept going.

      Dahlia soaked up all the attention, getting more daring by the step. She skipped and twirled and sashayed hard enough for her skirt to flop up with each step. When she got to a lamppost, she leaned into it, jut out her ass, and twerked to music only she could hear, squatting and lifting back up, grinning at the guys who whistled and hooted and took pictures.

      She had that bunny tail bouncing so fast, she probably changed a few guys’ orientation. She definitely got my dick hard.

      A few people tossed bills at her that she picked up before continuing on her way. When she glanced over her shoulder, I winked at her and jerked my chin up.

      Dahlia nodded to show she understood and then picked up her pace. My little sissy girl was ready to be fucked. As evidenced by the speed with which she located a public restroom. She ducked in, and I followed her, pulling a blacklight hood out of my back pocket and tugging it over my head so no one could see my face but I could still see everything.

      We didn’t bother with a stall. I pushed her up against the nearest wall, pulled out her plug, stuffed it in her mouth, and then shoved my rock hard erection balls deep into her asshole.

      My sissy daughter moaned around the plug in her mouth and clawed at the wall as I slammed into her trench over and over.

      There were guys behind us, probably filming us, but I didn’t care. Let them. Videos was the only way they would get a piece of my sissy girl. She was mine, and I didn’t share. Not more than this. Fucking her in public made her hole tighter than tight. She was excited and tense and making those needy howls that made me fuck her harder.

      I leaned in close and said only loud enough for her to hear, “They’re watching you get fucked, you dirty slut.”

      She nodded and moaned more, gripping my piece, milking the cum out of me.

      I came while I was buried deep inside her asshole with her pressed against the wall marked up with graffiti. Once I was sure she’d gotten every drop, I pulled out, snatched the carrot out of her mouth, and shoved it into her hole before any of my cum could escape.

      Dahlia rocked up onto her toes with an excited yip.

      After stuffing my dick back into my pants and doing up my zipper, I smacked her ass and then pulled her away from the wall and out of the restroom.

      Someone called after us, probably thinking they would get a turn. That was why I got her out of there. My sissy girl wasn’t for communal use. Just public use, which was why I took her back toward the car and bent her over the hood of the first one I liked—not mine, because that would be stupid—and did her asshole again.

      Right there in the open.

      Sure, I looked around every few strokes to check for cops or the car’s owner, but otherwise, I enjoyed fucking my little sissy girl.

      She enjoyed it too, pushing back to meet each thrust.

      People gave us strange looks. Some took pictures. Others mumbled about how we should be ashamed. All of it was background nose to getting my rocks off inside my sissy daughter’s tight asshole.

      Second load accomplished, I plugged her hole again and hustled her into her coat before guiding her down the street and around the corner to our car. Once I was behind the wheel and driving us out of downtown, I pulled off my hood.

      Dahlia giggled beside me. She parted her thighs and rubbed at her clitty, which was hard and peeking above her thong, dribbling precum. “That was fun, Daddy.”

      “Yeah, it was. I’m happy you enjoyed it.”

      The ride home was quiet except for Dahlia’s heavy breathing as she edged herself, getting close to orgasm and then stopping, like I’d taught her. She wasn’t allowed to get off using her clitty. Only her asshole.

      By the time I got us home, she was more than ready to be fucked again. We barely made it through the door before she hopped into my arms and kissed me, stuffing her tongue in my mouth.

      I kissed her back, loving her enthusiasm.

      Against my lips, she rasped, “Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck your sissy slut. I want your cock.”

      I carried her a few steps to the kitchen table and dumped her on it before pushing her knees to her chest.

      She held her knees while I pulled out her plug and the cum-soaked anal beads. Her hole was gaped wide and twitching. “Please, Daddy, please. Don’t tease me.”

      “Wasn’t planning on it, babygirl.” I yanked her closer to the edge and slammed my dick into her trench.

      “Yes, Daddy! Fuck my sissy cunt! Fuck it hard!”

      I grunted as I pounded my sissy daughter’s asshole, giving it to her hard enough to inch the table across the floor. After being in public, we were both keyed up. Both of us needed a rough fuck to calm us down. Multiple rough fucks.

      Two shots in public and I still had enough to give my sissy girl three more. I filled her hole so full of my cum that it gushed out when I finally backed up.

      Dahlia stared at the ceiling in a daze. Her feet wiggled in the air because she was trembling from aftershocks. A pool of her own cum sat on her belly from her many orgasms. The giggles that left her lips were breathy and labored.

      I gripped her clitty in a tight fist, smirking when she popped off with a startled yip and a buck of her hips. “Get cleaned up and go to bed.” When she didn’t answer right away, I tightened my fist. “Did you hear me, babygirl?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good.” I passed my thumb over her tip, enjoying her needy whimper as her clitty got hard. “‘Night.” I left her sprawled on the table, hard and gaped.

      The next morning, Dalton was sitting at that same table eating cereal and laughing at his phone.

      “What’s so funny?” I went to the fridge and pulled out the milk to make my own bowl of cereal.

      “That sissy freak is plastered all over the internet again. Look at him.” Dalton showed me his phone.

      I took it was I sat down and flipped through the pictures, most of which I’d posted before going to sleep. There were videos too—one from when I’d fucked Dahlia in the bathroom and another from the session on the car hood. I made a mental note of the URLs so I could download them later. “Huh,” I said before handing back his phone. “Why do you care?”

      “I don’t. It’s just morbid curiosity. How can that freak do that? Get dressed up and act like that. It’s sick.”

      “Everyone has a kink, Dal. I think she looks good.”

      “He, Dad. That thing is a he. He’s got a dick and balls. I saw them in an upskirt shot. Not that there’s much skirt to upshoot.” He flipped through more pictures. “Every time it’s a different outfit. Last Saturday he was dressed like a cat. And the Friday before, he was an angel. What’s fucking next?”

      I shrugged. “Guess.”

      He snorted and put his phone aside to eat his cereal.

      “I’m serious. You’re the one keeping up with her. Guess. Put money on it.” I slapped the table. “Ten bucks, if you’re right.”

      “Twenty.”

      “Done. What’s your guess for tonight?”

      “Tonight?”

      “She seems to show up every Friday and Saturday, so that means she’ll probably be out tonight. What’ll she be wearing?”

      Dalton tapped his chin with his spoon while he stared up at the ceiling in thought. With a smirk, he said, “Since he’s into cutesy shit, he’ll probably be a Disney princess.”

      “Too vague. Which one?”

      “I don’t know. Jasmine.”

      I held out my hand. “Twenty on Jasmine.”

      Dalton grabbed my hand and shook it. “You better pay up, old man.”

      “If you’re right, I will.”

      Little did he know, Dalton would be right because I would bring out Dahlia later today and take her shopping for a Jasmine costume to wear to the park I planned to take her to tonight. That’s the way it went. Dalton picked the theme, Dahlia picked the costume, and I got a chuckle out of my son not realizing he was passing judgment on himself.
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      His son came home dressed like a girl and looking very similar to his twin sister. Eerily similar. He can even sound like her. When Dad shows the look does it for him, his son thinks to blackmail him. But Dad has hypnosis and imagination. Son is about to put out while acting like his sister when he does it.
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      Substitution! Doing His Sissy Son Instead

      It was a mistake. A cruel joke at my expense, and I wasn’t laughing. How could I? My dick had gotten hard for my eighteen-year-old son Trent. While it was true, he was currently dressed as a girl, that didn’t fucking excuse it.

      And yeah sure, he resembled a flat-chested version of his twin sister Trina, but that was beside the fucking point? Why the fuck was my dick getting hard over my fucking son?

      I guess I should be asking the same thing about my daughter, but she was a girl. The only thing wrong with lusting after her was that she was my daughter. I’d never questioned my sexuality until Trent came striding into the house wearing a short black skirt with white pinstripes and a button-front top he’d tied instead, showing off his slim waist and fake navel ring. It better fucking be fake.

      “What the hell, boy?”

      Trent grinned at me and did a slow turn on his high heels, not even wobbling a little. “You like it? I had half the fucks on campus thinking I was Trina. They were so surprised when I showed my lack of tits.” He pulled his shirt to one side, baring a nipple at me.

      “Why are you dressed like that?” I snapped, trying hard not to appear as if I was interested in seeing his chest. It was a man’s chest. I didn’t want to see that. Except my brain and my dick kept telling me Trina was standing in front of me.

      “Pledge week. They made us shave everything. And I do mean everything. Do you know how hard it is to shave the hair from between your ass cheeks?”

      “That frat better be worth it. Go change already. You’re freaking me out.”

      Trent laughed and sashayed over to me, swaying his hips in an exaggerated manner due to his high heels. “What’s the matter, old man? Confused?”

      “Quit that shit and go change!” It took all my control to stay in my seat as my son leaned over me.

      In a voice that sounded a lot like his twin sister’s, he asked, “Is that the remote in your pants or are you happy to see me, Daddy?”

      “Fuck you, Trent! Go change!”

      He laughed and said in his normal voice, “Pervert.” Straightening, he rolled his eyes. “I won’t tell Mom and Trina about the hard-on, but you owe me. Big. I think five hundred is a good start.”

      I gnashed my teeth. This little fuck thought he could blackmail me. I grabbed my phone and brought up the app I’d bought the other day. A hypnosis app. I’d tested it on the wife, making her masturbate with the bedpost. That had been fun to watch while goading her on.

      I’d been debating using it on Trina, just to fuck her once and get her out of my system. And I still might, but right now, Trent was my target. I held up the phone and yelled, “Trent!”

      “What?” When he faced me, I snapped the picture. He startled and rubbed his eyes. “The fuck!? Photos won’t do any good. Everyone on campus has already seen me like this.”

      “Uh-huh.” I typed a single command into the app—OBEY! “Get your ass back over here and apologize… on your knees.”

      Trent returned, dropped to his knees with a confused expression on his face, and said, “I’m sorry.”

      “Say it in Trina’s voice. And call me Daddy.”

      “I’m sorry, Daddy,” Trent said, appearing even more confused and a little worried.

      I patted his head with a slow smile. “Relax, babygirl.”

      His expression smoothed out and he untensed.

      “There you go. Now close your eyes.”

      Trent obeyed because he couldn’t do anything else. The hypnosis app was doing its job.

      I could have put a whole list of commands in the app to make Trent do whatever, but that one command was the best. Sometimes it paid to keep things simple.

      “From now until I say otherwise, you’re Trina. You’ll act like her. You’ll sound like her. Understand?”

      “Yes,” Trent said in Trina’s voice. The way he could sound like her was uncanny and would have freaked me out if he didn’t currently look like her.

      “Yes, what?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      I petted his head… no… her head. Trent was Trina right now. I petted her head and said in a low voice, “You’re my Trina now. My horny little girl who wants my attention. That’s why you wore this outfit today. That’s why you were eyeing my dick earlier. You want it.”

      Trina panted and shifted on her knees. Her skirt had a tent in the front, and for some odd reason, seeing that didn’t turn me off.

      I said, “That’s not a dick between your legs. It’s an oversized clit, so you won’t be jerking on it. You can rub and stroke your tip, but that’s it.” I licked my lips as I prepared to say the last little bit that would change everything between me and my son from now on. “You want me to pop the cherry of that virgin asshole of yours and fill it full of cum.”

      Holy fuck! Just saying it aloud got me super hard. Was I that hard up for sex that the thought of fucking my son’s ass had my dick twitching in anticipation?

      Yes!

      Between the wife being too busy to fuck and Trina—the real Trina—walking around the house like a giant cocktease, I was fucking desperate. It was their faults I was doing this to Trent. It was his fault too. If he hadn’t come in resembling Trina, I would have never thought of this sick shit.

      But now that I’d started it, I was seeing it through. Morbid curiosity wouldn’t let me back down. “Open your eyes and get to it.”

      Trent… Trina opened her eyes and gave me a big smile while sliding her tongue over her lips. “Daddy.” She purred as she shuffled forward between my legs. “I want you, Daddy. Let me have your dick. Please, Daddy, please?”

      Even as she asked, she unzipped my pants and stroked my erection into the open. I was too shocked this was actually happening to do more than nod.

      Trina cooed before wrapping her lips around my piece and sucking on it.

      “Oh shit!” I gripped the armrests and held on as my sissy daughter gave me the best blowjob in fucking ever. “Goddamn, Trent… I mean Trina. Where the hell did you learn to do that?”

      Trina pulled off my piece and stroked it in a tight fist as she giggled up at me. “It’s pledge week, Daddy. You don’t think they dressed us up as girls just to look at us, did you?”

      “You sucked the frat boys off?”

      “Mmhm.” She ducked her head and took my dick into her mouth again, bobbing on it quickly.

      “How many?”

      She shrugged without letting me go.

      “Wait!” I pushed her off and looked into her eyes. “Are you still a virgin? Anally?”

      “Yes, Daddy. You’ll be my first.” She squirmed and rubbed her hand over the tip of her erect clitty. “I can’t wait.”

      “Oh. Okay.” I took my hand off her forehead. “Keep going then.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.” Trina latched onto my dick and sucked hard this time. Very hard. She had me groaning my pleasure and bucking my hips so I fucked her mouth.

      Goddamn, she was fucking great. Whichever frat she was pledging, I planned to send them a huge donation for getting her ready for me. “Don’t let those frat boys fuck your ass.”

      “Okay, Daddy.” Trina ran her tongue up my shaft and then sucked my tip.

      That did it for me. I held her head as I came in her mouth, giving her spurt after spurt of my cum and panting with the exertion. I hadn’t come that hard in… well, hell. I couldn’t even say.

      My sissy daughter swallowed every drop and then licked my dick clean before smiling up at me. “More, Daddy. I want more. I want to feel you inside me.”

      “Yeah, I want that too. But first. You need to get yourself ready. You got lube?”

      She nodded.

      “Go get it.”

      Trina hopped to her feet and trotted out of the room, her heels clicking loudly on the hardwood, marking her progress. When she came back, she had a bottle of lube in one hand and a massager in the other.

      I pointed at the massager. “That’s yours?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “What?! Why do you…” Wait. “Is it yours-yours or does it belong to the other Trina?”

      She cocked her head to the side, appearing confused. “I’m Trina.”

      “Not…” I heaved a sigh. This shit was getting confusing. “You’re Sissy-Trina. Got it?”

      “Okay.” Sissy-Trina smiled big as if being called a sissy was a good thing.

      “Your sister is the other Trina. The real one. Is that hers?”

      “Yes.”

      “Okay. Remember to put it back where you found it when we’re done.” I knew Trina—the real Trina—had toys in her room. And obviously Sissy-Trina knew where they were stashed. Just more proof my daughter was a slut.

      “I will.” Sissy-Trina came over to me and handed me the massager and the lube. Turning her back to me, she went ass up with the skirt around her waist and her clitty dangling between her legs. No panties. She must have taken them off while getting the massager.

      Her puckered hole appeared tight and unused. What should have been a turn off, seeing a man’s asshole sitting above his ballsack, wasn’t. Weirdly enough. I was still hot for Sissy-Trina seeing her like this. Especially after seeing her like this.

      I squirted lube between her cheeks, smirking when she yipped and cooed. “Go on. Get ready for me.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” Sissy-Trina rubbed the lube around and around her rim. Then she dipped in one finger up to the first knuckle. She rubbed some more and then got her finger up to the second knuckle. More rubbing and then she fit her entire finger, pumping it slowly and moaning in pleasure.

      I stroked my renewed erection while I watched my sissy-daughter prepare her asshole to be fucked. This was the hottest thing I’d seen ever. But only because it was live and in person. My own little show, and at the end of it, I got to fuck the slut instead of jerking off into the toilet.

      My sissy girl worked her hole until she was up to three fingers and moaning like a slut while her clitty dripped cum on the floor. She was really feeling it. That assuaged what little guilt I had over doing this to my son. But it was only a little guilt. Tiny bit. If he hadn’t tried to blackmail me, we wouldn’t be at this point right now.

      I slipped off the recliner and shuffled over to Sissy-Trina on my knees. The moment the tip of my dick bumped her fingers she froze. I froze too, waiting to see what she would do. Would this break the hypnosis?

      The app had warned that a subject who was deeply averse to a command wouldn’t obey it and would actually completely snap out of the hypnosis. Was this Trent’s hard no?

      I nudged her fingers again.

      My sissy daughter slipped her hand to the side and gripped her ass cheek, holding herself open with one hand.

      Well, fuck. It seemed my sissy girl wanted this after all. My guilt vanished as I nudged my tip into her tight hole. So very tight. And sucking my dick in. I hissed through my teeth as I sank my erection into her tight, hot trench. “Goddamn!”

      Sissy-Trina let out a long howling moan of pleasure and trembled.

      I pulled slowly out and then eased back in again. I was really doing this. My dick was inside my son’s asshole. Sure, right now he was pretending to be my daughter, but I found I didn’t need that. I was well aware of who Sissy-Trina really was and that just made stuffing my dick into her all the better.

      I gripped her hips as I slammed forward with a grunt.

      “Daddy!” Sissy-Trina reared up and pushed back. “Daddy, yes! Fuck me!”

      “That’s the idea, babygirl.” I dug my fingers into her skin as I pumped my hips quickly, pounding her asshole as hard and as fast as I could. “Take it, you little sissy slut. Take it.”

      “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

      A heavy thunk of something hitting the floor and then my foot being nudged made me look behind me. The massager. I grabbed it, flipped it on high, and reached under Sissy-Trina to press it to her clitty.

      She let out a squeal and clamped onto my piece.

      “Fucking yes!” I filled her trench full of cum, slamming into her so I was balls deep while I did it.

      Breathing hard from coming so much so soon after the first, I sat back on my ass and stared at my sissy daughter’s twitching asshole drooling my spunk. That sight shouldn’t be as hot as it was. I found my dick firming up again and couldn’t believe this was doing it for me.

      Sissy-Trina turned on her knees and crawled over me, pushing me back. She placed soft kisses on my chin and neck as she lowered that slick, tight asshole of hers onto my dick. “Fuck me, Daddy. Give me more. I want it.”

      I cupped her ass and laid back. “Take it then.”

      With a grin on her pink lips, my sissy girl rode my dick. Her clitty flopped as she bounced quickly on my piece. Again, not a turn off. Seeing her clitty made me want to tease it.

      I pressed the massager low on her shaft and grinned as Sissy-Trina popped off with a pleasured scream. She bounced on my dick faster, pant-moaning and begging for more.

      When I came, she was still bouncing, rubbing my cum into her trench so everyone would know her asshole belonged to me. She didn’t calm down until I pulled the massager away. Then she slumped onto my chest, breathing hard and trembling.

      My piece flopped out of her hole and then warm cum dripped onto it.

      “So good, Daddy.” Sissy-Trina inched down my body, placing random kisses. She worked her way down to my dick and licked it all over before sucking it into her mouth.

      Definitely a cum-hungry slut. I let her have her way and even gave her another shot… a small one. I was tapped out. Best sex in a really long time. And I already knew I’d be having it again.

      “Tell the truth, babygirl. Did you like it?” Before Sissy-Trina could answer, I held up my hand. “Answer as Trent.” I was riling up a hornet’s nest asking this, but I did it.

      Sitting back, my son—he was back now based on the hard set of his jaw—stared at me.

      “Go on and say it.”

      “I liked it,” he said in a grudging voice.

      “Did you love it?”

      Trent drew in a breath and blushed before dropping my gaze. “Yeah,” he mumbled.

      “You want to be my Sissy-Trina again?”

      He squirmed a little before nodding.

      “Say it, boy. Speak your truth. Tell me what you want and look at me when you say it.”

      Trent lifted his gaze to mine. His face was bright red and his pink lips trembled, but he said in a clear voice, “I want to be your Sissy-Trina.” He smirked. “You’re a sick fuck, old man. I don’t know how you made me act like that, but it was fucking good. Great. I never knew…” He shook his head, his expression changing to wonder.

      “Uh-huh.” I crooked my finger at him.

      When he crawled closer, I pointed at my semi-hard dick. Trent didn’t even hesitate. He wasn’t Sissy-Trina right now, but he still closed those plump lips of his around my dick and sucked.

      I put my hand on the top of his head. “We’re gonna have a lot of fun in the future, boy. You’re gonna be my Sissy-Trina whenever I want. You won’t tell anyone about any of this. And you’re gonna make damn sure no one, not a damn one, touches or fucks your ass but me. Got it?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” he said in his usual voice.

      “Good. Now suck me off and then clean everything up.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” Trent massaged my balls as he sucked me dry. After he gobbled down my cum, he flounced around the living room, cleaning up the little bit of mess we’d made. And then he left to put everything back and probably to change.

      I picked myself up off the floor, fixed my pants, and sat on my recliner. I was just flipping to a show when Trina—the real Trina—came into the house.

      She was in jeans and belly shirt. “Hi, Daddy.” She gave my cheek a kiss. “Good day?”

      “Perfect day, babygirl. You?” I slipped my hand around her waist and hugged her against the side of the recliner.

      “Yup.”

      Trent walked into the room, wearing sweatpants and a loose shirt. He gave Trina a look that clearly said get away from my man. “Sis.”

      Trina didn’t appear phased by the look since she had no way of knowing she was encroaching on Trent’s territory. She smiled at her twin and said, “I heard about what the frat did to you. Did you get pictures? I want to see if you really looked like me.”

      “He really did,” I said with a grin. “Sounded like you too. Put you both in the same outfit and everyone would have a hard time telling you apart.” Saying that gave me an idea. Even though I’d had my son, that didn’t mean I couldn’t have my daughter. Both of them dressed alike with their skirts up and on their knees with their asses pointed at me, waiting for me to fuck them both…

      My dick firmed up, and I smirked as I turned my gaze to Trent.

      My son pointed at me. “No!”

      “You say that now…” I petted my phone, knowing Trent was still under the hypnosis app’s control and my simple command to obey. All I had to do was put Trina under the same command and I could enjoy some twincest action.

      My birthday was coming up. Might as well treat myself.
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      After his wife used hypnosis to turn their twin sons into their twin sissy daughters, Dad decided to go one step further and enjoy his new “girls” to the fullest. It’s his job to spoil his sissy daughters with as much hard-pounding loving as they want.
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      Twincest Fun with Sissy Sons

      When I showed my wife Natalie how to use the hypnosis app I’d downloaded, I could have never predicted how much she would enjoy using it. Of course, I’d made sure she couldn’t use it on me. Duh. That had been the first tweak I’d made to her personality, along with a few others.

      Nothing too outrageous. Just making her a little freer with the sex and a lot more interested in growing her toy collection for her personal use while I watched… and sometimes while I recorded for later upload to the internet. I always blurred out her face before loading though.

      The biggest surprise had been what she’d done with our eighteen-year-old identical twin sons Bryce and Cooper. I should have known—or at least suspected—she would do it. She’d always wanted girls. And the boys had the misfortune to take after her side of the family, so they were short, skinny, and girly in the face.

      It didn’t help that Natalie made them grow out their hair and keep it long, so everyone mistook them for girls on a regular basis. Cooper had sworn up and down he would shave himself bald the moment he moved out. Bryce just wanted to cut his into a long-on-top style.

      Neither of them had gotten what they wanted once their mother turned the hypnosis on them. She finally had the girls she always wanted—Brook and Corinne. They loved shopping, shoes, cute dresses, and me. They were total daddy’s girls. But that was more my doing than their mother’s. I just made sure—with the help of the hypnosis app—that Natalie didn’t find the behavior strange or perverted.

      Besides, everything that happened after she turned them into sissy girls was her own fault. She should have never made them so pretty. But she had, and that was why things were the way they are now.

      “I’m home,” I called as I came into the house, loosening my tie and dropping my briefcase near the door.

      “Daddy!” The twins rushed from the living room and latched onto me, hugging me tight and talking a mile a minute about their day and the new outfits they’d bought and so on.

      I was barely listening as I guided them back to the living room with my hands cupping their asses beneath the short skirts they were wearing. Natalie insisted on that—skirts or dresses at all times. No more pants. I’d talked her into letting the twins at least wear shorts.

      When I sat on the couch, the twins sat on either side of me, both of them pressing close and rubbing one hand along my thighs. Those hands moved higher and higher up the insides of my legs until the twins were petting the bulge in my pants.

      Letting out a snorting laugh, I sat back with my arms stretched over the back of the couch. “Go on then.”

      “Yeah!” They said, still speaking in unison.

      Brooke unzipped my pants, and Corinne pulled out my erection. They both leaned down and ran their hot tongues over my shaft, breathing hard as they loved my piece with their tongues.

      I sighed in contentment at my idea of heaven. Sure, sex with the wife had gotten loads better since the hypnosis. But she couldn’t compete with twins, especially not our twins. Dildos and video tutorials on blowjobs had made them champion dick suckers. And they always competed for who could get me off first.

      The result was two eager mouths downing my dick. First Corinne sucked my piece down her throat and worked it with short quick strokes. Then Brooke pushed her off and wrapped her plump lips around my crown to suck on it and caress it with her tongue.

      “I’m back,” Natalie called. Her heels clicked on the hardwood as she entered the living room. She took one look at me and the girls and sighed with a shake of her head. “Really?”

      “What?” I asked. “You know how they are. Always hungry for it. They take after their momma like that.”

      Natalie gave me an upside down kiss before frowning at our girls. “You shouldn’t spoil them like that.”

      “You’re just jealous they got to my dick before you could.” I winked at her. “Later, doll. You know I always leave some for you.”

      “You better.” She gave me another kiss. “I’m going to the room to masturbate. You three have fun.”

      I said, “Be sure to record it.”

      “I always do.” She waved over her shoulder as she left the room.

      Ah, hypnosis. The best thing ever. My wife thought our sissy daughters sucking my dick was normal and that masturbating with her vast toy collection in front of a camera was how she took a nap.

      Definitely my idea of heaven.

      I sucked a breath through my teeth as I got close. “Coming.”

      Brooke and Corinne purred as they both worked their mouths up and down my shaft while working together to massage my balls.

      With a sigh, I let loose, coming on their faces and smiling at their delighted giggles. They really loved my cum. They loved it so much that they licked it off each other, caressing tongues and then kissing while leaning over me.

      I slipped my hands under their skirts and rubbed the tips of their sissy clits, making them both startle and yip. “Which pretty panties are you wearing today? Show me.”

      They backed off the couch and lifted their skirts, showing off the black sheer thongs they wore. Their clitties were hard with their tips peeking out over the edge of their panties.

      “Show me the rest.”

      Giggling more, Brooke and Corinne turned their backs and bent forward with their feet spread apart and their asses arched in the air. That gave me the perfect view of their pink, puckered assholes framed by the Y-back of their thongs.

      Corinne’s hole glistened and gaped open, catching my attention.

      I sat forward and slipped a finger into her asshole.

      “Ooh!” Corinne pushed back, taking my finger deeper.

      I wiggled it as I tsked. “Someone has been playing with herself. Haven’t you?” I wiggled my finger faster.

      Corinne rocked her hips and said in a breathy voice, “I couldn’t help it, Daddy. I was so horny, and you weren’t here, and Brooke wouldn’t play with me.”

      “Because Daddy said we could only play while he’s watching,” Brooke snapped. “I told her not to do it, Daddy.”

      “Hmm.” I pulled my finger free and looked at the lube coating it. Not a little amount of lube either.

      Corinne’s asshole was slick and ready to be fucked. She’d probably used a dildo since her sister wouldn’t fuck her.

      “Since you couldn’t wait, like a good girl, I want you to fuck your sister.”

      “But, Daddy!” Corinne faced me with a pout on her lips.

      “Ah!” I held up a finger to keep her from whining.

      She pouted harder while Brooke wore a superior expression.

      “Go on,” I said while stroking my semi-erect dick in a loose fist.

      Corinne huffed and stamped her foot.

      Brooke got on the floor with her head down and her ass up. “Go on, Cor. Fuck me.”

      When Corinne continued to hesitate, I said with a warning in my tone, “Or you can go to the room and play with your mother. Up to you.”

      Corinne gasped in horror at the mention of the worst possible punishment. Worst because playing with their mother meant I dropped the hypnosis on them while allowing them to remember everything. Cooper came face to face with the reality of being a sissy who loved his father’s dick. And once the memories of all our times together got him hard, and it always did, the hypnosis gave him the overwhelming urge to fuck his mother until he was tapped out.

      My sissy daughters were fully aware of their other selves, and they didn’t want to be them. Not for one second. They loved being my daughters. No hypnosis needed for that part. They came to that realization all on their own after being reverted back a few times.

      That tidbit was why I didn’t feel guilty leaving them as sissy girls the majority of the time. I let them revert to boys when we visited family or had to do a company function, but the rest of the time, they were my girls.

      My obedient girls.

      “Well?”

      Corinne knelt near her sister’s head and leaned forward, framing Brooke’s ass cheeks with her fingers. She spread Brooke’s cheeks and then ran her tongue over her sister’s rim.

      Brooke cooed and arched her ass up more, reaching for Corinne, who lapped and circled her tongue around that puckered hole until it gaped open. Then she slipped her tongue inside and wiggled it around.

      “There you go. Good girl, Corinne. You know you like fucking your sister. I know you two would fuck each other nonstop if I let you. Isn’t that right? Tell the truth.”

      They chorused in breathy voices, “Yes, Daddy.”

      Corinne got into it then, licking her sister’s asshole quickly and tongue-fucking her.

      Brooke trembled and moaned while rocking her hips. Her clitty drooled cum on the floor in a steady stream that said she was really feeling it.

      I snagged the bottle of lube off the table beside the couch and held it out with a grunt.

      Corinne took it and drizzled a generous amount into her sister’s gaped hole.

      “Oh! Yes, Cor! Fuck me!” Brooke shook her ass in the air and her hole gaped wider.

      Shuffling around her sister, Corinne held Brooke’s hips as she eased her erect clitty into her sister’s hole. Both girls let out similar moans of pleasure as Corinne sank to her base.

      And then Corinne was fucking Brooke. Their skin clapped because Corinne was driving into her sister’s asshole as hard and fast as she could. “Oh God! Oh Daddy! Oh yes! Fuck yes!”

      I couldn’t help chuckling at Corinne’s pleasured expression, as if she’d discovered something amazing she hadn’t known was possible. And basically she had.

      The hypnosis made my sissy girls averse to fucking with their clitties. They were clits after all. Overgrown sissy clits, but still clits. They got stroked, would get hard, and occasionally they would spurt cum, but those clitties weren’t for fucking. My girls didn’t even jerk off. That was something boys did, which meant they weren’t allowed.

      But every so often, I liked watching my girls fuck each other. Seeing Corinne go from apprehensive about sticking her clitty into her sister to loving it so much that she was yanking her sister back as she drove forward was beyond entertaining. Hot too.

      Hotter still was when Corinne came with a pleasured scream, quaking as she filled her sister’s trench with cum. When she finished coming, she slumped over her sister. Both of them were panting and gulping air.

      I said, “Let me see.”

      Corinne shuffled back and sat on her ass. Her clitty was still hard, and it twitched.

      Brooke gaped hole drooled cum.

      “That’s my good girl.”

      Corinne gave me a shaky smile.

      “Now clean her up.”

      She nodded and returned to her sister. No hesitation this time as she applied her tongue to cleaning the spunk off of and out of Brooke’s asshole. Corinne was thorough about it too, getting her sister off a second time.

      “That’s good. Come here.” I patted my thighs.

      Corinne crawled quickly to me and hopped onto my lap. “My turn, Daddy?”

      “Yes. It’s your turn.” I clapped my hands against her ass, smiling at her excited yip. “Turn around.”

      She backed off, faced away, and then pointed her ass at me.

      With my hands on her hips, I guided her back so she slipped that slick asshole of hers right onto my dick. Despite her earlier play that had left her trench full of lube, my sissy girl was tight around my piece, clamping down the way I liked.

      I groaned with pleasure as Corinne took all of my piece to the base. “There we go. Perfect fit as usual.”

      Corinne giggled and wiggled her hips with a coo. “You feel so good, Daddy.”

      I cupped her thighs close to her ass and held them spread apart. “Come suck off your sister, Brooke.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” Brooke said in an eager tone. She was the obedient one. Even as Bryce, she’d been the obedient one. Always aiming to please and go above and beyond what was expected of her.

      That was why it didn’t surprise me that she got Corinne off moments after wrapping her lips around her sister’s clitty.

      Corinne cried out her pleasure, bucking her hips so she fucked her sister’s mouth and rode my dick. “Yes! Yes! Oh God yes!”

      I just held her as she moved, letting her get us both off. Not letting them use their clitties the way they would a dick meant they were hypersensitive to the pleasure when they did. That made the sex better for all of us.

      I filled my little sissy girl’s asshole full of cum at the same time she creamed her sister’s mouth. All three of us groaned our satisfaction. This was the perfect way to unwind after a long work day.

      Lifting Corinne off my dick, I said, “Sixty-nine. Corinne suck. Brooke clean.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” they said in giggling unison.

      My sissy daughters kissed and rubbed against each other before Corinne laid on the ground with Brooke on top of her.

      Corinne latched onto Brooke’s dangling clitty, working her sister’s piece quickly.

      Brooke pushed Corinne’s knees toward her chest and then licked up the cum dribbling out of her asshole before tongue-fucking it.

      I flipped on the TV, alternating between watching them and watching sports highlights while stroking my dick.

      From the bedroom, my wife let out a pleasured shout that told me she was more than ready for my dick. As soon as I got hard again, I would be a good husband and give it to her.

      Not to be outdone, Brooke and Corinne moaned loudly too. Playing it up because I was watching them. Letting me know they wanted more dick and enticing me to give it them.

      They would have to fuck each other until after I gave their mother a couple of shots. That would make my sissy girls pout, because as much as they loved fucking each other—even if they didn’t like admitting it—they loved my dick more and couldn’t get enough.

      Hypnosis had made my girls into a horny lot, but that was the point. All the sex I could possibly want with none of the drama.
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      Dad is driving his son to college to start his higher education. But, it’s a long trip, and they have to stop off at a motel along the way. The seedy, cheap motel wouldn’t be right without a visit from Dad’s favorite working girl—his sissy son, who is up for a night of loving so long as Dad has the cash to pay for it.
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      Paying to Fuck His Sissy Son

      This was the fifth time I was making this road trip out to my eighteen-year-old son Jay’s college campus. The first time was back when he was in high school to check the place out, and again a few months later for an official tour. The third time was to take his mom out to see the place and check out the dorm situation. The fourth was to fix an issue with his paperwork and payment that Jay insisted had to be done in person so he knew for a fact everything was in order.

      Couldn’t fault the boy for wanting his shit straight. The problem got handled, and now this fifth trip was to get him moved in. All these miles were wearing on me. Thirteen hours one way wasn’t a day trip, even though my son insisted it was. He wasn’t the one driving the whole thing.

      No matter how much he grumbled about it, we always left the day before and stopped off at a motel on the way. He got a room, and I got a room. Mostly so I wouldn’t have to hear him bitch all night about not doing the drive in one session so we didn’t have to stay over in a crappy motel.

      And yeah, the motel was absolute crap, but at least the towels and sheets were clean even if the room was suspect. But I didn’t stop at this motel for the decor, and I didn’t keep volunteering to do this drive because I was a great dad.

      Farthest thing from, actually. Especially in the days following Jay’s eighteenth birthday. It was like something inside me just snapped. I can’t even explain it. Or maybe it was finding out from a buddy that hypnosis actually existed, and there was an app out there that streamlined the whole process, guaranteed to work every time.

      I’d already set up a profile in the app for Jay. All I had to do was load it, activate it, and then watch some TV while I waited.

      Almost an hour later, someone knocked on my door. I grinned as I got up and opened it.

      Jay stood there, appearing nervous. He looked up and down the walkway before dropping the long coat off his shoulders to pool around his pink high-heel-clad feet. He clutched at the semi-sheer cloth of the short pink negligee with white flowers he was wearing.

      It had spaghetti straps and a ribbon-tie front that parted so his navel was on display and came with a pair of matching semi-sheer panties. The tip of his dick was visible above the waistband. Except, that wasn’t a dick. Not when Jay was dressed like this.

      Right now, he was a sissy and that thing sticking out of his panties was an overgrown clit.

      His pink high heels squeaked as he shuffled his feet. “Let me in already,” he hissed in a low voice.

      I smirked and leaned against the door jamb, reaching out to tweak one of the twin ponytails he had on either side of his head. He wore a wig, but it looked good on him. Made his soft features appear more girly. “How much?”

      “Dad!” He stepped forward, but I continued blocking him. “Move.”

      “Ask me nicely. The way I like.”

      Jay screwed up his mouth with a defiant expression.

      “Or you can walk back to your room.” A room that I’d made sure was on the opposite side of the hotel. “Without this.” I snagged the coat he’d dropped with my foot and kicked it into my room.

      “Give it back!” Jay gasped and hunched down while looking around.

      No one was there.

      Yet.

      “I’m waiting… Jane.”

      Jay glared at me. He hated when I called him by his sissy name. Though he couldn’t hate it too much because his clitty was hard, standing up on its own and curving away from his stomach. My sissy girl was getting excited.

      “How much?” I asked again. “And stand up straight. Let me see what I’m buying.”

      After another look around, Jay straightened and relaxed his hands. “One hundred.”

      “For?”

      “Sucking you off.”

      “Damn, that’s steep. Does that include fucking your throat?”

      A deep blush crept up Jay’s neck and landed on his face. He swallowed hard, making his Adam’s apple bob under the wide pink and white choker he wore. In a breathy voice, he said, “Yeah.”

      “How much for fingering your hole?”

      My son’s clitty twitched. “Uh… F-Fifty.”

      “So, one-fifty to fuck your throat and finger your hole. How many fingers?” I gave him a sly grin. “How much for my whole hand? You can take a fist, can’t you? I bet I could make you come hard taking my whole fist.”

      “Dad,” he hissed and looked around.

      “How much?”

      “Fifty. I said that already.”

      “Fifty to fist your asshole. Nice.” I straightened and leaned into him, grabbing his clitty and pulling him close.

      Jay squeaked.

      Near his ear, I asked in a low voice, “How much to fuck your ass and fill it full of cum?”

      His clitty pulsed in my hand, and he was trembling. My sissy son wanted to be fucked badly. But we had to settle on a price first. No one liked surprises after sex. And the best place to negotiate was with him standing outside my room, which was on the second floor and faced the main road.

      I rubbed my thumb over the tip of Jay’s clitty. “Answer me, Jane. How much to get you off with my dick buried deep in that sissy cunt of yours?”

      Jay was near-panting now. He rasped, “Another hundred.”

      “Is that one shot? Two? Or the whole night?” I rubbed his tip faster, smirking at the precum coating my thumb.

      “Whole night,” he said quickly.

      “So, two-fifty, right?”

      “Yeah.” Jay nodded, rocking his hips at the same time.

      “Deal. Get your sweet ass in here.” I let him go and stepped back. When Jay passed me, I smacked his ass. “You look good, sweetheart.”

      “Thanks.”

      I raised an eyebrow.

      Jay said quickly, “Thank you, Daddy.”

      “That’s better, Jane. You want the money first, Jane, or after?”

      “After is fine, Daddy.”

      “Let’s get to it then.” I shoved my sweatpants down and wagged my erection. “On your knees.”

      Jay stared hard at my dick as he sank to his knees and then shuffled forward so he was in front of me. Without prompting, he opened his mouth with his tongue out while leaning into me.

      I grabbed his head and pulled him onto my dick as I jutted my hips forward, shoving down his throat and groaning with the pleasure of feeling him choke around my piece. Laughing at the way Jay clutched my thighs and tried to back off, I pulled out enough for him to take a breath and then shoved in again and stayed there to enjoy the way Jay’s swallowing massaged my dick.

      When I felt he’d held his breath for long enough, I backed up just enough for him to breathe.

      My sissy coughed around my dick. His tongue wiggled under my shaft as he swallowed and gulped air.

      “Ready now?”

      I only gave Jay enough time to get out a single syllable before I stroked down his throat and proceeded to fuck his face.

      Jay squirmed and dug his fingers into my thighs.

      I didn’t let up though. If anything, his struggling just made slipping in and out of his throat that much better. I groaned my pleasure and moved my hips faster. “That’s it, sweetheart. Earn that hundred.”

      When I was close, I pulled out and creamed Jay’s face.

      He was too busy wheezing and coughing to do more than take it. His annoyed glare just got me hard again.

      “What’s the matter, Jane-baby? You knew what was gonna happen. Don’t act like this is new.”

      It really wasn’t. This was the fifth trip we’d made to Jay’s campus, and the eighth time we’d stopped at this motel. Each of those eight times had resulted in Jay visiting my room to whore his hot mouth and sweet ass for money. Not that it was Jay’s idea.

      The hypnosis app made him do it while making him think it was all his idea. I’d entered the commands, but from Jay’s perspective, he’s the one who’d bought the lingerie and put it on before visiting my room that first time to offer his body for money so he wouldn’t be broke when he went off to college.

      He’d been resentful the entire session, probably realizing how fucked up it was to dress like a girl and fuck his own father for money, but had gone through with it and had even gotten off. The fact that he’d gotten off pissed him off so badly that he hadn’t spoken to me the rest of the drive. But on the way back, he’d knocked on my door again, wearing a different sexy nighty and naming his price.

      Paying him meant he didn’t get to complain when I was rough. So, even though he was glaring at me, he kept his mouth shut as he wiped the spunk off his face.

      “Eat it.”

      He’d been about to wipe his hands on the carpet. Instead, he stared at me as he licked his hands clean.

      “Good, huh?” I grinned at him. “What do you say?”

      Jay said through clenched teeth, “Thank you, Daddy.”

      “You’re welcome, sweetheart.” I crooked my finger. “Up you go. Lean over the dresser and show me that ass. Time to earn that fifty.”

      My sissy went from angry-annoyed to blushing and meek in seconds. He leaned over the dresser with his feet spread wide and his ass arched up.

      When I got up behind him and yanked his panties down, a shiny jewel that sparkled with his every breath plugged his asshole.

      I snagged the plug and pulled it free. “Goddamn, sweetheart.”

      The plug was thick and heavy and long. Not the usual cutesy metal tear drop with a jewel on the end. This one was latex and almost as big as my hand—length and width. My sissy had been practicing without me having to tell him.

      His face was flame red, and he stared hard at the dresser while his sissy cunt gaped open and twitched, ready for me to fill it.

      “Guess you don’t need me to work you up to it this time.” I slipped my whole hand into my sissy son’s asshole with ease, aided by the super slick lube he’d used to get himself ready, which made me hum my approval. “Now this is what I call great customer service, sweetheart.”

      Jay was too busy panting at the top of the dresser and trembling to say anything.

      I leaned into him and grasped his clitty with my free hand as I pumped my fist in and out of his hole slowly. Very slowly. I let him feel my hand pushing into him as far as it could go before pulling back to stretch his rim around my fist, only to do it all again.

      Rubbing my thumb of my other hand over his tip in quick circles, I said, “Let me hear you, sweetheart. You know I like it when you’re loud.”

      Jay let out a long moan as he lowered his head onto his folded arms. He rocked his hips and said in a voice that was higher than his usual, “More, Daddy. More. Faster. Please do it faster, Daddy.”

      I grinned at the back of his head as I did what he wanted, moving my fist faster, rubbing his clitty faster too.

      “Oh fuuuuuuck. Yes.” His voice was even higher now. “Do it, Daddy! I need you to fuck me right now!”

      “Oh yeah?” I pulled my fist free and placed my tip against his gaped rim. “What’s your name, sweetheart?”

      “Jane! It’s Jane! Fuck me, Daddy!” He pushed back, but I matched his movements, keeping my piece right where I’d put it.

      “And what are you, Jane?”

      “I’m yours, Daddy. I’m your sissy fuck slut. Please, Daddy, please fuck me. I need your cock.”

      “That’s all you needed to say, sweetheart.” I grasped and lifted his right leg, spreading my sissy wide as I slammed my hips forward, burying to the base.

      Jane, my sweet sissy girl, let out the cutest high-pitched moan of delight as she gripped the edge of the dresser and held on.

      I pounded her sissy cunt as fast as my hips could move, going balls deep and loving the way Jane’s trench sucked on my dick.

      Jay was gone. She was Jane now. Completely. No more fighting it or pretending this was anything but what it was—a sissy getting fucked by her father. The hypnosis app did it. The more Jay got into the sex, the more girly he acted until he was nothing but a mewling sissy, coming from the feel of me spunking inside his asshole.

      I stayed inside her until my dick firmed up and went a second round, going as hard and fast as the first.

      “Yes! Yes! Oh God! Fuck me, Daddy, yes!”

      I pulled out, spun Jane so she faced me, pushed her back against the dresser with one leg looped over my arm, and shoved into her hole again, staring into her eyes as I did it.

      She licked her lips and clutched my shoulders. Her mouth was lonely, but it wouldn’t be for long.

      As soon as I was close, I yanked out of her and shoved her to her knees.

      Jane latched onto my dick and sucked it hard, knowing what I wanted from her. She swallowed my piece and bobbed quickly on it until I was unloading down her throat while she purred her pleasure. Pulling off my dick slowly, she hollowed her cheeks as she sucked out every last bit of cum I had to give.

      Her lips popped as I pulled free. She giggled and licked her lips. “Yummy. Thank you, Daddy.”

      “Uh-huh.” I turned away, yanking up my pants as I went to my nightstand where my wallet sat. I pulled out the money, walked back to Jane, and dropped it on her lap. “We’re done here. Get your ass to bed.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” She gathered up the money and pushed to her feet, wobbling a little on her heels.

      After tugging up her panties and slipping on her coat, she shuffled to the door.

      “Hold up.”

      Jane stopped and looked back at me with a hopeful expression on her face, hungry for more of my dick, but she wasn’t getting it. Leaving her wanting was part of the fun because she would go back to her room and masturbate while remembering the way I fucked her. No need for hypnosis app intervention on that one. Jane was like that all on her own and had admitted it to me when I asked.

      I spun her so she faced away from me, lifted her coat, yanked her panties down again, and then stuffed her asshole with the thick plug from earlier.

      Jane raised up on her toes with a surprised squeak and then sighed and wiggled her hips.

      I fixed her panties and dropped her coat. “Go on.”

      “Night, Daddy.”

      “Yup.” I held the door for her. Once she passed me, I smacked her ass. “Don’t dawdle.”

      Jane giggled and trotted away, glancing back every few steps.

      I watched her round the corner before closing my door and heading to bed.

      The next morning, I was ready to hit the road bright and early.

      Jay was dressed in his usual of jeans and T-shirt and standing beside the car when I came down. “It’s about time.”

      “Sounds like someone wants to suck me off again.”

      He blushed bright red and huffed while glaring at me.

      “Nothing else to say?”

      He yanked the door open and got in the car.

      “That’s what I thought.” I got behind the wheel and got us on the road, headed to the campus.

      Ten miles up the highway, I pulled out a fifty and waved it in front of Jay’s face.

      He stared at the money like he was mesmerized before snatching it and stuffing it down the front of his pants. He leaned over, unzipped my pants, pulled out my dick, and sucked me erect before slurping on my piece loudly.

      Money did it every time. No matter how much Jay denied liking it, all his objections stopped abruptly when I pulled out money, which triggered the hypnosis and made him into my willing sissy cum-slut.

      While I could tweak the commands in the app so Jay was a compliant sissy all the time, it was more fun this way. Money added the right touch of sleaze to any already perverted situation to keep my dick hard, so I could give my horny sissy boy all the cum he could drink.

      There was a rest stop right before the exit for the campus where I would pay Jay another hundred to let me spunk in his asshole and plug it. Just the thought of him doing move-in day filled with my cum had me unloading down his throat with a smirk on my face.
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      He Says Hug But Means Sex (01)

      What she believes is a simple hug from her father is really hard-pounding sex.

      

      Playing Her Pussy for the Camera (02)

      His daughter is his very own porn star in the comfort of his home, but she wants more than toys to be satisfied.

      

      Fucking Daughter at Family Dinner (03)

      She invited her boyfriend over for dinner with her folks, but forgot to tell him Daddy would make her the main course.

      

      Sharing His Fuck Doll Daughter (04)

      Since he wasn’t allowed to be a good father, he’ll be a deviant one, using hypnosis to make his daughter into the perfect sex doll and filling her with lots of cum.

      

      Toying Daughter Until She Squirts (05)

      It’s family game night. He and his wife are competing with their daughter as the game board to see which of them can make her squirt first.

      

      Showing Off His Slut Daughter (06)

      A mind control app has his daughter doing everything and anything he wants… in public… where anyone can see her… and she loves it.

      

      Curing Horny Daughter with His Dick (07)

      He’s the cure to his daughter’s horniness, but he wants to watch her and his wife enjoy each other first.

      

      Milking and Seeding His Fertile Daughter (08)

      After having a baby, his daughter has two things he loves and absolutely must have—milk and a body ripe to be knocked up again.

      

      Breeding His Social Media Slut Daughter (09)

      Her face is always glued to her phone, which is a good thing because now she won’t notice Dad getting her pregnant.

      

      Daughter’s Choice: Slut or Fuck Doll? (10)

      Daddy has been using hypnosis up until now, but now he’s giving his daughter a choice. She can admit she likes it or he’ll make her into a living sex toy.

      

      Daddy Still Loves Hypnosis 10-Pack Bundle Volume 1

      These fathers are back at it again, using hypnosis to get with their horny daughters. Bundling the first 10 Daddy Still Loves Hypnosis titles.

      

      Daddy’s Sweet Little Cum Dump (11)

      He’s got the best of both worlds: the perfect daughter and the perfect slut.

      

      Gamer Geek Cum-Slut (12)

      His daughter likes it hardcore while she’s gaming, and she doesn’t even realize.

      

      Bondage Spanking the Naughty Slut (13)

      When she misbehaves, Dad takes her to the basement for a punishment that involves bondage, spanking, and sex toys.

      

      Bedtime Fun with Daughter (14)

      His daughter will do anything Teddy wants her to, including enjoy hard-pounding breeding sex with her father.

      

      Pink-Light Special: Horny Daughter & Slut Wife (15)

      When the pink lights come on, his wife becomes a horny slut and his daughter can't wait to be stuffed with his love.

      

      Daughter’s Crotchless Panty Display (16)

      When she's at home, his daughter wears short skirts, crotchless panties, and always sits with her legs spread wide.

      

      Giving Daughter Real Wet Dreams (17)

      When his daughter wakes up in the middle of sleep sex, he tells her it’s all a wet dream… and she believes him.

      

      Stuffing Baseballs into His Sissy Son (18)

      Dad used hypnosis to put a new spin on the national pastime. Now his son is begging to play catcher.

      

      Competing Cum-Hungry Daughters (19)

      Two daughters in a competition to see who gets sex with Daddy and who gets to be stuffed with toys. Everyone’s a winner.

      

      Daughter’s Pussy is a Trap! (20)

      Sexing up his daughter was all his idea... or was it? Hypnosis doesn't only work on girls.

      

      Petting the Sweet Little Pussy (21)

      Dad has a special little kitty who comes when he calls and loves to be petted before being fed lots and lots of his cream.

      

      Daddy Still Loves Hypnosis 10-Pack Bundle Volume  2

      Another 10 dads using hypnosis to make their daughters ready, wet, and willing to do whatever.

      

      Bratty Daughter Becomes a Horny Sugar Baby (22)

      She thought she was getting over and playing him, but Dad has turned the tables on her. Now he’s everything she’s ever wanted, hard, fast and deep.

      

      His Son is a Sissy Fuck Toy (23)

      Whenever his son puts on his son crossdresses, that triggers his hypnosis, turning him into a sissy slut who wants it hard and fast.

      

      Sissy Son is His Slutty Sidepiece (24)

      Every Friday is date night. Mom goes out with her boyfriends, and Dad visits his sidepiece, who just happens to be his sissy son.

      

      Gamer Son Leveling Up to Sissy Slut (25)

      When not attending class or playing video games, his son can be found in the basement dressed like a sissy and being toyed and stuffed for an internet audience.

      

      Loving Sisters and Foreplay Fun (26)

      The twins love tormenting their younger sister with lots of foreplay while Dad watches and waits for his turn to join the fun.

      

      Camera Ready: Virgin Turned Cosplay Slut (27)

      She was a virgin when the cosplay photoshoot started, but a hypnotic camera and a horny Dad changed all that by the end.

      

      Daughter’s Study-Fuck Session (28)

      While his daughter does her college assignment, he does her. She doesn’t realize how much she loves being thoroughly stuffed and creamed.

      

      Slut Daughter Wants Her Ass Kissed (29)

      When she says the three magic words, his daughter turns into his horny slut who wants deep, intimate kisses and lots of hard-pounding loving.

      

      Kiss and Fuck Daughter Goodnight (30)

      She can only fall asleep after Dad gives her a kiss goodnight followed by a thorough and deep pounding.

      

      Family Gangbang for Sissy Son (31)

      Dad is showing off his new sissy-daughter to her uncles, who appreciate and take full advantage of her love of cream.

      

      Sissy Son Cheerleader Slut (32)

      Dad turned his male cheerleader son into a sissy cheerleader who loves getting done hard after a rousing chant and round with her sex toy pompoms.

      

      Just Sex with His Daughter (33)

      He’s just pushing the boundaries of their father-daughter relationship by saying it’s just a little and just for a moment and just the tip. But they both know he’s lying.

      

      Sissy Son Fucked in Public (34)

      With his sissy son dressed as a sexy bunny, why shouldn’t Dad take her out in public, show her off, and give her lots of cream while everyone watches?

      

      Substitution! Doing Sissy Son Instead (35)

      When his son comes home dressed like his twin sister, Dad gets it into his head to have some hard-pounding fun with him.

      

      Twincest Fun with Sissy Sons (36)

      Now that his sons have been hypnotized to become his daughters, it’s time for some family fun time of the sexual variety.

      

      Paying to Fuck His Sissy Son (37)

      Their road trip wouldn’t be complete without staying overnight at a seedy motel and his sissy son offering him sex for money.

      

      Daddy Still Loves Hypnosis 10-Pack Bundle Volume 3 SISSY Edition

      These fathers have used hypnosis to turn their sons into cum-hungry, panty-wearing sissies who just want to be pounded and creamed.

      

      More Coming Soon

      Stay tuned…
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      2017 All-in-One Dubious Consent Incest & Bestiality 90-Pack Erotica Bundle

      Every DeeDee Zee title released in 2017 collected into a single bundle. That’s 90 titles in one go!

      

      Big Game Day Pussy Series

      It’s the biggest football game of the season! These dads, brothers, and uncles are celebrating with hypnotized pussy that’s eager to put out.

      

      Breaking in His Sister Serial

      The serial that follows Devin, the owner of a powerful aphrodisiac, and his plan to turn his sister into the perfect sex slave.

      

      Brother Loves Banging Idiot Sister

      It’s an older siblings job to test his sister’s gullibility and get away with as much hard-pounding incest sex as he can.

      

      Brother Loves Banging Idiot Sister & Sleep Sex Double Mega-Bundle

      2 complete brother-sister dubious consent incest sex series in ONE box set! Contains Brother Loves Banging Idiot Sister & Brother Loves Sleep Sex

      

      Brother Loves Sleep Sex

      His sister is so open and inviting while she’s asleep. No way he’s passing up this chance to get his rocks off.

      

      Christmas Incest Sex from Krampus

      Krampus has the naughty list this year and the punishment is hard-pounding incest sex and well-deserved punishment.

      

      Cum Slut for Daddy and His Dogs Series

      These daughters just love rolling over for Daddy and his dogs. They want it and will beg to get it.

      

      Daddy Loves DubCon Incest Sex 40-Pack Bundle

      Collecting 4 series in one 40-title bundle that features dubious consent, virgins, and lots of hard-pounding sex.

      

      Daddy Loves Halloween Sluts Series

      It’s father-daughter incest with a paranormal twist. Demons, ghosts, magical spells, and possession—these dads know all the ways to get their rocks off.

      

      Daddy Loves Hypnosis Series

      These twelve dads have gotten their hands on a hypnosis technique that is making their daughter crave some special daddy-daughter bonding.

      

      Daddy Loves Sleep Sex Series

      These twelve dads have been tempted and now that their virgin daughters are asleep they are going to take advantage.

      

      Daddy Loves Sleep Sex & Hypnosis Double Mega-Bundle

      Two complete series in one bundle: Daddy Loves Sleep Sex and Daddy Loves Hypnosis! That's 24 shorts in one box set!

      

      Daddy Loves Taking Advantage Series

      These fathers see an opportunity for sex with their daughters and they don't let it pass them by.

      

      Daddy Loves Taking Advantage & Halloween Sluts Double Mega-Bundle 16-Pack

      2 father-daughter incest series in ONE box set! That's 16 hot smut shorts!

      

      Daddy Still Loves Hypnosis

      These fathers are back at it again, still using hypnosis to get with their unsuspecting daughters, who love the attention.

      

      Fucked by a Halloween Curse Series

      It’s Halloween and these girls have been cursed to be horny for nothing but hot incestuous sex.

      

      Gaping His Anal Slut Daughter Serial

      A serial following Dad as he uses hypnosis on his daughter to turn her into his horny anal slut.

      

      Going for Gold Series

      Four mind-controlled daughters are competing in a sexual version of the summer games while the Internet pays to watch.

      

      Gullible Slut Daughter Serial

      The serial story of how Daddy trained his gullible daughter to become his perfect dick-hungry slut.

      

      Incest Family Loves Creampie Stuffing Thanksgiving Pussy Bundle

      Three families enjoying a good old-fashioned Thanksgiving full of good food, family drama, and lots of hard-pounding sex.

      

      Resolving to Have Incest Sex Series

      These three families are taking the “new year, new me” motto to a whole new incestuous level.

      

      Santa’s Naughty Incest Erotica List Series

      4 families that are definitely on Santa's Naughty List, but that just means they'll be enjoying their Christmas to the fullest.

      

      Too Drunk to Care Series

      These girls are too drunk to realize their having the best sex of their lives… with a close family member.
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