
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
    Sissy Son Revealed 
 
      
 
    Francis clutches his off white backpack, the cold bites into his fingers but its all so distant. He can damn near feel his own heartbeat. He reads the watch on his wrist — wishes that it was his own phone.  
 
      
 
    The bus is three minutes late today of all days.  
 
      
 
    His breath fogs and dissipates before it can hit the bus stop wall, and his shoe taps against the concrete. College kids buzzed about here and there. They have the luxury of heading home in their own cars, safe and secure in their self-sufficiency. 
 
      
 
    Not him.  
 
      
 
    If he was lucky, there was a chance he could get home long before Jonathan did. Then he wouldn't have to worry about that. If he was lucky.  
 
      
 
    He left his phone at home. Unlocked. Not the first time, and who doesn't fear that? It's as common of a fear as keeping the oven on. Chalk it up to paranoia and forgetfulness. This time though, he was certain of his mistake, and given the situation it could be a grave one.  
 
      
 
    Jonathan could not find out what was on that phone. If Francis' wanted to stay in his father's good favor he would not find out, what was on it. Ever. 
 
      
 
    No amount of caution could ever be too great.  
 
      
 
    The roar of the bus’ overworking engines comes round the corner. Five minutes late. Francis’ tongue clicks. Better than never supposedly. 
 
      
 
    Not much of a chance of Jonathan getting home this early. The soap casing factory where he worked didn't close early often. But, it could happen and that was enough reason to hurry. 
 
      
 
    Francis climbs into the bus, scans his pass and sticks to the front of the vehicle. It's packed wall to wall with people from all across the city. The stench of cigarette smoke and bum piss makes his tongue stick to the roof of his mouth.  
 
      
 
    God help him if someone tries to fondle or touch him and discovers the lacy panties he’s wearing. The thought makes him shiver. 
 
      
 
    Can’t risk someone else finding out about him as well. 
 
      
 
    Francis drags his hand over his face as if he could wipe away the stress. Fifteen minutes of this agonizing commute. If he didn't have something to worry about, it might've gone by that much faster. Now, all his head could do was conjure images of his father's enraged face, his disgust.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, come on.” Francis bounces up and down, jitters traveling up and down his legs as the bus comes to his stop at last. The metal doors open and he leaps out, dashing down three blocks to his home. Gray-blue, two stories plus an attic. The porch held a sorry attempt at Christmas decorations. Tinsel, a mini Christmas tree, and a wreath. Courtesy of the 'good son' cover.  
 
      
 
    With two huge leaps, he's up the steps and through the door. He slams it shut behind him and when he turns his mouth goes dry.  
 
      
 
    Jonathan's sitting on  the living room couch. His bushy brown beard with the touch of gray at the chin, scrunching, eyes squinting, phone in hand. 
 
      
 
    Francis’ heart leaps up to his throat.  
 
      
 
    Okay, okay. Maybe this isn’t all bad? Jonathan’s face is a wave of stilted confusion. He probably saw that it was a different phone than the one he normally carries and wondered whose it was. Or why Francis might own two phones.  
 
      
 
    “H-hi Dad.” 
 
      
 
    “Hi.” Jonathan doesn’t look. Francis’ tongue turns to lead in his mouth.  
 
      
 
    “Oh that’s—that’s mine.”  
 
      
 
    Now those forest-green eyes turn up to him, narrow and stabbing in their suspicion. His lips purse and he leans back on the couch, “Is that so?” 
 
      
 
    “Y-yeah.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    Every heartbeat and every moment screams that Jonathan knows. He must. He must’ve seen something or heard something. 
 
      
 
    He reaches out, intending to take the phone. Jonathan retracts his hand. “What’s on it?” 
 
      
 
    There it is. 
 
      
 
    Francis feels his stomach twisting in horror. If there’s a God he won’t let the weakness show on his face.  
 
      
 
    “Nothing, it’s an old one.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, really?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re a bad liar.” Jonathan gets up, his thick, old, stained brown jacket ruffling the entire way.  
 
      
 
    Jonathan shoves the phone into Francis' hands.  
 
      
 
    The younger throat tightens. Jonathan stands in front of him, flames of wrath flickering in his eyes. Francis looks back up at him, close to tilting his head to see him even as his stomach does back-flips. 
 
      
 
     “Unlock it. Right here in front of me.” 
 
      
 
    Francis takes the phone in hand, the weight and warmth of it feeling like a death sentence. Hours of video, hundreds of pictures and private messages. All contained in here and all a piece of evidence to a crime he never wanted Jonathan to find out about. 
 
      
 
    Francis takes a deep breath.  
 
      
 
    If it came down to it, he’d rather destroy the damn thing—!  
 
      
 
    Francis clutches the phone tight and raises his arm, to toss the phone to the floor. Jonathan sees his move, grabs his arm in a painful clutch and seizes the phone before it drops. Francis shouts, elbow aching under the stress. He starts to step backward, trying to get out of Jonathan’s clutches. The back of his knee hits the corner of the living room table, it stings like a bitch. His hisses, Jonathan takes advantage and follows the movement. The older man locks Francis in an arm hold and advances on Francis until his back slams against the wall. 
 
      
 
    Francis coughs, mother’s blue eyes watering as Jonathan’s weight against his chest hits his diaphragm.  
 
      
 
    “Dumb move, jackass.”  
 
      
 
    Francis heaves out a pained ‘thanks’. 
 
      
 
    “Now, smartass, you’re gonna tell me the password and I’m gonna put it in. If--I swear to God--I find out you’re doing any sort of drugs or committing a crime you’re out of my fucking home, do you understand me?” 
 
      
 
    Francis’ head rolls to the side. If he fights any more not only is he going to lose, but Jonathan is going to be even less patient with him.  
 
      
 
    “Two-four-three-one.” 
 
      
 
    “Smart boy.”  
 
      
 
    Jonathan abandons him to slip down the drywall, defeated. With four telltale beeps, the phone unlocks. Like a caught rat Francis snatches his book bag and scrambles to his room, slipping on the edge of the carpet as he does so. He slams the door shut and locks it from his side. Bile gathers in the back of his throat. The top of his head hurts. The room seems so small. What’s the game plan now? What can he do now?  
 
      
 
    Francis combs his fingers through his hair. Jonathan knows now. He wasn't the most technologically advanced person on the planet but he knows how to look at videos and how to check messages. Any moment now he’s going to knock on that door, if not full-blown kick it down, and demand answers. Assuming he even wants answers. More than likely it’s going to be disgust he’ll be facing. Disgust and horror as he packs his shit and hits the curb.  
 
      
 
    “Oh god.” Francis’ eyes widen as the horror clutches his gut nails first. He doesn’t know what to do. He doesn’t know how to fix this. 
 
      
 
    At first, the idea seemed foolproof. Nothing was cutting it for him, women weren’t interesting and men alone weren’t enough. When he came across more and more sexual tastes and finally found what fit him. A dress and a wig.  He sought satisfaction with pictures and video. He felt so filthy and free. Doing what he actually loved while doubling as a boring college boy, living with his single father.  
 
      
 
    It had first started as fingering himself, images and videos of sissies just like him taking big, long cocks and pleading for more. The more he watched the more he desperately wanted to be like them. Nights of getting absolutely railed by some no-name with no attachments required and never seeing them again? A dream come true for a guy trying his damnedest to pass as straight. 
 
      
 
    One day Jonathan was out and he gathered the courage to take a taxi into the city proper. He found a nice half-run down sex toy shop and got himself a few things with his own saved up cash.  
 
      
 
    Things snowballed from there. First a nervous meet up in the back of a bar on the outskirts of town during what Jonathan would only know as a 'study night'. After that, lingerie and planned meet-ups through download and delete hook up apps in truck stop bathrooms and sexts to strangers. 
 
      
 
    If Jonathan wasn’t in the area, Francis was finding a way to sate his needs. A rough, creampie quickie with a needy man with a face tattoo and more muscles than brains. A lucky drunk in an alleyway. A handful of dating app meetups. No callbacks, no one got it more than once. He would saunter in a blonde wig and lingerie, take cock and cum and be out by the next hour, stuffed full, hopefully, sore and wanting more.  
 
      
 
    Now, what was going to happen?  
 
      
 
    And of all things, to try and destroy the phone? What was a dumb last-ditch effort! Jonathan was right in range. He might be an old man now, but high school football left him with something to show for it. He should’ve stepped back before he tried that, maybe even pretended to forget the password entirely. Jonathan wouldn’t have bought it but he wouldn’t be spiraling into madness right now trying to figure out what to do when his father gets through half the material on his phone.  
 
      
 
    Hell, he might as well start packing now— 
 
      
 
    “Francis!”  His father shouts from the other room.  
 
      
 
    A chill races down the young man’s spine and all he can hear in his heartbeat and his own frantic, painful breathing. 
 
      
 
    “Francis!”  
 
      
 
    The longer he keeps Jonathan waiting, the more pissed off and potentially violent he’ll be.  
 
      
 
    Francis steps out of his room, body wound tight, fists balled by his sides to protect himself if necessary. Jonathan’s seated on the couch, hands folded together neatly in his lap. The phone is on the living room table — restored to straight after their tussle. Francis stands there, expecting an explosion that never comes. 
 
      
 
    Jonathan’s smile, though close-lipped, could not be any brighter. “Come here, son.” 
 
      
 
    “I—”  
 
      
 
    Jonathan shakes his head, denying him more words. He pats the seat beside him to welcome Francis to his side.  
 
      
 
    Francis joins his father on the seat, bundled nerves and cautious instincts calming down and speeding up again in equal measure. Where one side finally exhaled in relief, the other feared a ploy. Francis searches his father’s face, finds only a shrouded smile.  
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry for scaring you son.” 
 
      
 
    Jonathan pulls him into a hug and Francis melts against him, terror washing off of him in waves.  
 
      
 
    “You’re not mad?” 
 
      
 
    “No, son, I’m not mad.” He smiles.  
 
      
 
    “T-thank you.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry you felt so out of place about yourself. I don’t exactly understand this whole…sissy thing. But you should feel at home with who you are and, as your father, I should make an attempt to understand.”  
 
      
 
    Fuck.  
 
      
 
    Francis clenches his teeth as waves of misery comes sloughing off his shoulders. Years of ducking around corners and dodging questions come to a pained halt that wells up in his throat. 
 
      
 
    It makes him rasp before he forces everything back down again. 
 
      
 
    Fuck. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, how about you head upstairs and put on some of those clothes you like and,” Jonathan waves his hand, “show me what it is you do?” 
 
      
 
    “I-I don’t know—”  
 
      
 
    “Francis?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes?” 
 
      
 
    “Clothes?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh-okay.”  
 
      
 
    Francis heads to his room without another word and gathers some of his favorite pieces. A red dress that hugs his vaguely effeminate curves right, a skirt that's almost too short. He lays eyes on the maid outfit, far, far in the back and scrambles for that and the attached wig instead. Would it be right to wear this? The lace feels right and tickles his hand as he inspects the piece. Perhaps it would be better, given his father’s unfamiliarity with this whole thing. Presenting it more as cosplay and a fun thing to do in the off-time rather than a sexual fetish. 
 
      
 
    Francis wonders exactly what content on his phone Jonathan saw.  
 
      
 
    Then he shoves the maid outfit back. For another time maybe. Instead, he grabs a short dirty sand blonde wig and a stereotypical blue and white school girl outfit. Black knee-high socks with diamond patterns and touches of gray and red. Plus some black loafers, just because. Jonathan would think this far less kinky and sexually charged, he assumes.  
 
      
 
    He comes back to the living room, with the constant tingling of nervousness running through his system. Jonathan’s spent the better part of his life avoiding contact, shutting down anything that would expose him to harm. Reopening up these lines of communication and getting all the skeletons out of the closet would be for the best, wouldn’t it? 
 
      
 
    Jonathan’s old eyes widen at the sight of him. Francis can only imagine the thoughts that must be running through his head right about now. When Jonathan was growing up this sort of stuff wouldn’t be allowed. There’s parts of town Francis knows well to avoid unless he wants to get fitted for a body bag.  
 
      
 
    Francis stands, rubbing his arm and feeling horrifically out of place, criminally so. The real meaning behind Jonathan’s strange, amused expression is a mystery.  
 
      
 
    “So this is it.” Francis says, “This is what I do.”  
 
      
 
    That’s as watered down and safe for work as he can manage it. Jonathan blinks again as if waking up, then adjusts his throat.  
 
      
 
    “Right. Right.”  
 
      
 
    Jonathan goes quiet. Francis feels awkward, but he can’t find it in him to blame his father. Even he doesn’t know what he should be feeling right about now. The silence stretches on forever before Jonathan pats the seat next to him again.  
 
      
 
    Francis walks over, the skirt swaying a bit as he goes. Suddenly the outfit feels abrasive; is the skirt too short? Are the socks too much? Is the shirt too tight? 
 
      
 
    He straightens the back of his skirt as he sits down. 
 
      
 
    “So this is what you wear…” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, sometimes.”  
 
      
 
    “Hm.” Francis stays stock still as Jonathan reaches forward, brushes one of the stray wig strands from his face. The rough pad of his fingers glances against his cheek and keeps going down and down, lower and lower against his soft skin until he reaches the chin. “So you see men like this?” 
 
      
 
    Right, he’s seen the erotic stuff. Francis nods sheepishly. His hands toy with his navy blue skirt’s edge.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, a couple times.”  
 
      
 
    “You know that’s not right, right?”  
 
      
 
    Oh, Francis’ heart sunk. “W-what do you mean?”  
 
      
 
    “You can get all the dick you need right from home,” Jonathan says with a sharp-toothed smile. 
 
      
 
    Oh god, hold on—  
 
      
 
    “You just want to fuck me—” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
      
 
    It isn’t even the outright clear disrespect of familial bonds that shocks Francis’ more the brazen glee that Jonathan presents it with. As if he’d already had it all worked out in his head of how he would convince his own son to start fucking him. Francis doesn’t even know how to respond, his mouth opens, words are intending to come out. Jonathan's mouth latches onto his and everything passes by in a blur.  
 
      
 
    Dry, almost cracked lips overtake his, Jonathan’s weight pushes and pushes against his body and Francis is caught between him and the couch arm. Jonathan presses himself against Francis so tight that he can feel the wood underneath the couch cushions pushing back on him. His tongue pushes against teeth for entry which Francis thinks about, then grants with the worst feeling twisting in his stomach.  
 
      
 
    Without wasting a moment, a rough, calloused hand grabs the soft flesh of his thigh, hard enough to bruise. Jonathan is practically slurping up his tongue as if wanting to devour Francis alive.  
 
      
 
    Francis lets him, draws his hands around Jonathan’s back and lets the older man have his wicked way. His knees come to either side of Jonathan’s waist—if his father can feel his cock hardening between the two of them, he doesn’t say anything about it.  
 
      
 
    Jonathan pulls back, panting and reaching and grabbing for more—this time his hands find Francis’ waist. Francis takes big gulps of air. His father is touching him all over, pushing up against him. Why isn’t he pushing back? Calloused fingers bruise his skin as he’s lifted from the couch, “Come on, come on,” Jonathan grumbles as he maneuvers’ Francis’ little body into position until the young man is on his hands and knees.  
 
      
 
    What a pretty sight. His flushed cock peeks out beneath the skirt, those milky thighs that he can’t get enough of.  
 
      
 
    “What are we doing?”  
 
      
 
    “Fuck if I care,” Jonathan growls, he grips Francis’ skirt, pushes it up to reveal some tight pink panties with intricate lines of lace where the thigh meets the leg. Jonathan slips them down until they’re stretched between Francis’ knees, revealing that beautiful backside. His. 
 
      
 
    Jonathan’s fingers ghost between his ass cheeks and then spread them, revealing that puffy soft hole. The little yelp Francis gives him before sinking into the couch arm is absolutely delicious. 
 
      
 
    Francis lets out a tiny whimper — shouldn’t he be used to this by now? Jonathan had a point; Every other day he was heading out to get cock from some random stranger, what was the harm in getting some right from home? Far safer, and Jonathan clearly wasn’t about to tell him no.  
 
      
 
    Much the opposite, Jonathan spat on his fingers, coated them in saliva and pushed two against Francis’ ass.  
 
      
 
    What made Jonathan so voraciously hungry to fuck him senseless? Perhaps it was the outfit itself, or some video of how well he could take cock from a horny trucker on the side of the road, bent over at the waist and begging.  
 
      
 
    The ring of muscle opened up against his fingers and Jonathan thrust in, not aiming for any sweet spot. Francis’ pleasure was a secondary thing in this, a mere side effect of what Jonathan wanted. He was focused on opening up that slit so he could fit himself inside.  
 
      
 
    Francis still panted, breath being knocked from his lungs at how Jonathan rushed to open him up. He reached back, arm brushing against the lifted skirt to spread his ass open and display everything he can to his father.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck.” Jonathan breathes. His fingers sink in down to the second knuckle. “Do you like it when men fuck you like this?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Then after a pause, he tests the waters. “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
      
 
    That earns him a rough, hungry growl and more wonderful curl in those fingers. Francis’ own nails draw angry marks down the couch arm. 
 
      
 
    “Fucking hell, if I know I c-could just ream ass at home—fuck.” 
 
      
 
    Francis trembles when Jonathan’s fingers retreat. The couch shifts and whines as Jonathan gets on his knees, yanks off his belt and tosses the damned thing across the room. It lands with a clinking rattle as he pulls his pants down to his upper thighs. His cock springs free of its confines, flushed at the head the same as his sissy son’s.  
 
      
 
    Francis’ gasped and braced himself. Jonathan’s hands came down on either side of his tight little waist and moved him in position. “Stay there.” He growled and Francis’ stomach went full of knots. His body was tight, his breath heavy as he tried to stay stock for Jonathan’s thick cock. It pushed itself between his cheeks and pressed firmly against his hole, almost like a threat.  
 
      
 
    Jonathan pulled him back and pushed forward, groaning as Francis’ ass took him in. The wet, slick heat dried the deeper he went in until it was like a heated vice. Francis’ whimpered—Jonathan give him more preparation then he typically got, but also more girth. 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” His father hissed through gritted teeth. At long last, their hips touched and he was fully seated.  
 
      
 
    Francis could feel the thin sweat of their sweat mixing, raw heat that melted off Jonathan’s body in waves. His cock was trembling inside of him, every movement felt like he was just daring to spread himself across Francis’ insides. A voiced agreement escaped him in a stunning mewl. How long had it been since someone was so deep inside of him? How long had it last been since Jonathan fucked? Was it before mom left months ago, and this was his first time getting a taste of something he yearned for; a new slut to pump his load into. 
 
      
 
    Francis groans. His entire body feels the long, sliding drag of Jonathan’s cock pulling free and then thrusting in. Slow, drawn-out and delectably needy for contact at first, then speeding up with Jonathan’s heaving for breath.  
 
      
 
    “Please daddy, please daddy, please—” Francis’ chanted over and over again, voice growing weaker and thinner each time as Jonathan’s thrusts wore at him.  
 
      
 
    Francis came faster than he thought would be possible—his stomach tightened until he felt damn near sick and then he came, shouting with his eyes screwing shut. His ass clamping down around his father’s cock, even as the older man fucked him through it.  
 
      
 
    When Francis’ voice melted into something pitiable, as if driven to desperation, Jonathan drew one arm across his chest and pushed them both down, away from the arm of the couch and towards the center. There, he put Francis’ down. With one hand on his upper back, he pushed his upper body down and then drew his lower body up until he was on his knees, spent cock dangling between his legs and fully revealed. Like a proper bitch, built to fuck. 
 
      
 
    Jonathan mounted him, pushing those legs apart in the process. Francis let out a small whimper, their mixed sweat and his cum starting to chill on his skin. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, we’re not done boy, not yet.” 
 
      
 
    Jonathan thrusts back in, fucks him hard and fast. Francis’ toes curl and let out little choked out noises that Jonathan can barely hear over his own grunts. The slapping becomes wet and uneven and every movement is earning a new keening cry from his desperate son. The young flushed cock between his legs ready to blow again as Jonathan’s moans grow louder and fiercer in the winter chilled room. Creaks from the sofa are drowned out by the sound of Jonathan reaching his peak. He reaches for Francis’ head, forces him down, deeper into the sofa’s now messy, cum stained cushions as he blows his load in his sissy’ son’s ass, the hem of his skirt knocking against his waist.  
 
      
 
    Francis’ cums too, this time hiding his scream in the sofa cushion. Tears peek at the corner of his eyes. His voice is ragged. His body on the verge of collapsing. 
 
      
 
    “Fucking hell.” Jonathan sighs. His thrusts slow as the last of his essence pours into his waiting son.  
 
      
 
    Jonathan pulls free and Francis’ body melts back into the sofa. Ass revealed and reddened, hair mused, outfit a sweaty, ruined mess.  
 
      
 
    Good, just like a sissy should be.  
 
      
 
    It’s a full fifteen minutes until Francis stirs again, rising from the sofa and looking around the room.  
 
      
 
    Jonathan’s cleaned up, got his pants back on and is standing in the archway to the kitchen, sipping a cup of coffee.  
 
      
 
    Francis’ mouth goes dry as he realizes everything that’s just happened. The realization comes in waves. First, it’s that he and his father just fucked and dear god, his cum is leaking out of him and Jonathan is staring at him as if he’s hungry and ready to go another round. The second is that his own cock stirs at the thought of that, his aching ass does nothing to stop the wanton need for more dick. But that his father—. 
 
      
 
    Jonathan snorts.  
 
      
 
    “Might wanna get cleaned up before you die of a heart attack over there.”  
 
      
 
    “What have we done?!” Francis shouts, getting up from the sofa in shock, glancing around as if the answer could be found in the ruined sofa or the discarded belt.  
 
      
 
    “We fucked.” Jonathan shrugs. What was the big deal? “You didn’t want it?” 
 
      
 
    “I—”  
 
      
 
    He did. He went along with it and the moment Jonathan’s cock entered him he knew exactly what this was and where it was going. 
 
      
 
    “I did.” Francis’ admitted sheepishly.  
 
      
 
    “Exactly,” Jonathan crosses the threshold to stand by Francis, face stern. “So what happens now is that you stop whoring around town when you think I’m not looking and you keep your ass home. You want a dicking, you come to me. Is that understood?”  
 
      
 
    All the same anger and authority Jonathan held in his voice when declaring he’d be kicked out if he did anything illegal reappeared. Francis manages a tiny ‘yes, sir’ before he heads upstairs to his room. 
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