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I hate when I have to go into Eric’s room. Such blatant disregard for his privacy always feels so wrong, but I have to get the laundry done. I walked into his bathroom and pulled the handle on his rolling laundry basket so I could take it out. Of all things I expected when going into my stepson’s room, I didn’t expect the scent of lavender. Hell, I almost hoped that he would be a little less pristine.

Calling Eric a man felt a little shy of the mark, he was twenty now, but he didn’t have the composure a man should. At least, not in my eyes. That didn’t mean I loved him any less, but he definitely didn’t strike me as the kind of guy that would bring a woman home. Then again, with the way society was now, having someone as soft as Eric didn’t mean much.

Where I grew up, just being slightly different would have meant so much more. When I finally did tell my parents I was transitioning nineteen years ago, they told me not to come back home. I didn’t mind moving out of the south, life in Washington state had been much nicer for me than back in Georgia.

I’d found a group of friends, a steady job, and most recently, a husband. Having been with Preston for two years now, I felt pretty content. I didn’t have to work anymore, Preston insisted that I didn’t. The problem with that came when he really didn’t come home all that often. Eric didn’t spend too much time with me and I hated to admit it, but I felt lonely.

After I rolled the basket to the laundry room, I started sorting the clothes and found something quite strange for Eric to have. Considering he never brought women over, the pair of bright pink panties with a cum stain in them caught me off guard. I rolled my eyes and tossed them on top of the dryer. Eric and I were going to need to have a conversation.

He didn’t have to sneak women over, if they wanted to spread their legs for him, I was all for it as long as he was being safe. But seeing as how the panties had his cum in them, I could assume he wasn’t exactly practicing safe sex.

I finished with the laundry and walked into Eric’s room with the panties dangling from my finger. He should be home in a few minutes and I wanted to surprise him by being in here. Eric hated when I went into his room without him being here, but he would just get over it. Finding cummy panties when I was doing clothes wasn’t a favorite pastime of mine. Especially when it wasn’t even my cum in my panties.

My hand slipped to my crotch and I massaged my girl-cock through the shorts for a moment. The slam of the front door made me jump and I quickly pulled my hand away from my shaft. I tugged my shirt to better cover the enlarged bulge and Eric burst through his door and spun to shut it behind him.

He apparently didn’t notice me at first, maybe he didn’t expect me to be in here without his permission? Eric pulled his headphones off and mumbled, “Jake is such an asshole.”

“Is he? I thought he was a sweet guy. He plays wide receiver on your college’s football team, doesn’t he?” I asked.

Eric let out a feminine yelp and turned to face me, “W-What the fuck, River?”

My eyes wandered his lithe frame. He looked the same as always in his black skinny jeans clung to his legs, the small women’s t-shirt that fit him surprisingly well, and his black and white chucks. His shining blue eyes were wide with shock. I might have assumed he blanched, but with his naturally pale skin tone and contrasting long black hair, I couldn’t tell if he responded at all.

“What the fuck indeed, Eric,” I lifted the panties so that he could see them. “I told you to wash your clothes or I would take care of them. You said you wanted to take a burden off of my shoulders, but I’m starting to think you just wanted to hide something from me.”

His cheeks finally gained color as a deep blush gave away his embarrassment, “N-No, it’s not that!”

“So who’s the lucky girl that’s sneaking into my house?” I let the panties swing back and forth on my finger.

Eric looked away from me, “Why would any girl come here with me?”

I shrugged my shoulders and threw the panties at him, “Why would there be any cum stained panties in here if there was no girl here?”

Eric remained silent and I stood from the bed. My shirt lifted away and the large bulge in my pants came into view. His eyes immediately latched onto my futa-cock.

“I asked you a question, Eric. And why don’t you keep your eyes up here, or at least on my chest? Why can’t you just be a normal boy, sweetie?”

He tried to meet my gaze but he couldn’t maintain the contact, “B-Because I’m not a normal boy. I don’t care about sports or getting drunk. I don’t want to go to parties and I don’t want to pretend like everything is fine. Isn’t that a good thing?”

“It might be if I didn’t think you were lying to me. If you’re not out doing something crazy, then why can’t you tell me where these panties came from?”

“They’re mine, okay?” he snapped.

My eyes met his, “Whoever this girl is, she must be really damn important if you’re going to lie to me for her. You’ve always been a good stepson, but I sure hope she’s worth getting grounded for.”

“I’m twenty, River, you can’t ground me. And I already told you, there is no girl. I don’t even like pussy,” he grumbled. His eyes went wide again and he clamped his hands over his mouth.

I felt my heart melt when he said that. Here I was grilling him for lying to me when the poor boy was hiding something so much larger all along. “Eric, sweetie, there is nothing wrong with being gay. I still don’t get why you have panties, but if that’s your thing, there isn’t anything wrong with it.”

He reached for the door handle to leave but I grabbed him by the arm, “Where do you think you’re going? You can’t drop a bomb like that and expect me to let you run off, sweetie.”

“Please let me go, River. If dad finds out he’ll kill me.”

I looked down at my bulge and back to Eric, “Do you really think that is going to be the case? If you don’t want him to find out, I’m not going to say anything. But…”

“But what, River?”

“I want you to come clean to me. Where did the panties come from,” I let go of his arm.

He sighed and stepped past me. When he got to his drawer, he mumbled, “Promise you’re not going to tell anyone?”

“Only if you promise to be a good boy for me.”

Eric pulled the top left drawer open and I saw multiple pairs of panties, stockings, and even a makeup kit inside. He had a few skirts and other items neatly folded in the dresser, but my mind was too busy exploring possibilities. The past eighteen months of my marriage were beyond stale. This discovery had potential.

A cute sissy goth boy? Sign me right the fuck up. It’s been far too long since I’ve been so excited to play with someone like him… Or her?

“Maybe you’re not a good boy. But I’d love a bad girl,” I walked behind him and put my hands on his hips.

He shuddered under my touch but didn’t pull away, “You’re not going to tell anyone, are you?”

“I’d love to take you out when you’re all dressed up at some point. Maybe slip out during the night while Preston is asleep and spend some time in another town. Just for a few days, to truly let you experience what life is like as a woman,” I purred. With Preston, I felt financially taken care of, but my emotions had fallen to the side. Eric, or Erica, might just be a refreshing change of pace.

I’ve never been one to cheat, but there would have to be some measure of a real relationship for it to be cheating, wouldn’t there? Preston’s neglect made me feel more than a little jaded with him. Hell, maybe if his sissy daughter was willing, I could find something worth my cock getting excited about.

He put his hands over mine, “And how much blackmailing are you going to do to make that a reality, River?”

“Why do I have to blackmail you? Sweetie, you want to dress up. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have so many cute outfits. And just look at what you have on, darling, you’re practically crossdressing as is.”

Eric slid his hands into the waist of his jeans and pushed them down enough to expose a pair of bright yellow panties, “I, uh, I’m a step ahead of you, River.”

My hands slid from his hips down to his ass. I cupped those tight cheeks, “You’re going to need to start doing squats, Erica. As cute as it is, I want your little ass to be a bit more round.”

Once again, he didn’t pull away. “Maybe, but I want to know what I get out of it, River. You don’t think I’m stupid enough to risk getting in trouble with dad just to see what’s in your pants, do you?”

At least he knew he was worth something. There’s nothing worse than a submissive sissy who doesn’t at least value their body. I moved my hands back to his hips and pulled him tight against me. My thick girl-cock pressed against his tight ass and I whispered, “You’ll do more than see it, Erica. If you play your cards right, we’ll find out just what makes you tick. You don’t want to be jerking off in panties all your life, do you?”

He tensed up at the comment and turned to look at me, “But what makes this any different than what dad does to me? Get your mind out of the gutter, that’s not what I meant. I haven’t had a real conversation with dad since I was seventeen. That’s three years. You come along and things got a little better for a while, he stopped completely ignoring me at least. But how do you expect me to believe that you’ll do anything more than he has? You married him, after all.”

I sighed and took a step back to sit on his bed. He sat beside me and laid on his back, “If you’re just wanting to fuck me and leave, that’s okay. I was just kind of hoping that this might not be a casual thing for you.”

“It really isn’t, Erica—”

“Why are you calling me that?” he interrupted.

I laid on my back and turned to look him in the eyes, “Because I think you’re much cuter when you’re being true to your sissy nature.”

“And what do you mean by that?”

“Sweetie, you’ve got a better fashion sense than I ever will. You care way too much about your appearance, just look at your fucking hair. I couldn’t get mine to shine like that if I dipped it in gold. I’ve been in the LGBT community up here for so long that it’s impossible not to pick up on certain things. You’re a little femboy. I doubt you’re trans, and if you were, obviously that wouldn’t be an issue. I think I hit the nail on the head though.”

He nodded, “I don’t know how I feel about being called a sissy, the term femboy is so much less suggestive.”

“Are you saying you wouldn’t want me to pull your hair while you took my cock,” I asked boldly.

Eric’s cheeks flushed. He managed to keep eye contact as he mumbled, “I’m not saying that. I just think that if I had to pick a term, I would say femboy.”

“I’m going to call you a sissy and you’re going to deal with it, Erica.”

“That’s fine. But you were saying something before I interrupted you. Sorry about that, by the way. I just wanted to know what the deal with that was,” he said.

Those adorable blue orbs blinked at me and I smiled. When he wasn’t hiding behind his walls, he was quite the sweetheart. There was no doubt in my mind, Eric would be an amazing girl to play with.

“I was trying to say that this wouldn’t be casual. I don’t want to get involved in orgies or find a new person to fuck every week. That doesn’t mean I wouldn’t want to enjoy you, Erica.”

He smiled and shrugged his shoulders, “Dad isn’t home.”

I slid my hands behind my head, “If you want it that bad, you can test the waters. I don’t mind if you panic when you feel it.”

Eric chuckled and slid his hand slowly down my stomach, “Stuffing your underwear is a silly trick. You don’t think I’ve seen guys that put a pair of socks in their pants?” When his hand reached my large bulge, he squeezed it as if expecting it to be fake. I hoped I would never forget the look of surprise in those deep blue eyes. “W-What the fuck?”

“You can panic if you want, Erica,” I taunted.

He unbuttoned my shorts and fumbled with the zipper. Eric pushed my white panties with roses on them down and pulled my cock from it. Without being fully hard, I was still too thick for him to get his hand fully around. He looked from my cock and then back to me, “It’s… It’s amazing.”

“Trust me, I know it is. I’ve been told by many, many people. But you don’t want to hear about what I did with other people. You want your tight ass around it, don’t you?”

“Maybe after I’ve given it the attention it deserves, River,” he slid down the bed until he was close enough to my cock to lick his tongue from the base to my tip.

A soft sigh escaped me, “If you make me cum with your mouth, you’re still going to get fucked. Even if we do have to take a little break.”

Eric kissed each of my balls and made his way up the underside of my shaft. The trail of kisses ended at the head of my cock, “You can take as long as you need, River. I just want to give your cock what it deserves.” His lips surrounded my cock and his tongue teased the underside of my crown.

I never imagined Eric to be the kind of guy that would willingly put himself in such a vulnerable state. His eyes remained locked onto mine as he made his way down my cock. My girth must have been difficult to handle, but he didn’t seem to struggle at all as my cock slipped deeper into his throat.

My hands moved to the side of his head and I gently pulled him away from my cock for a second. “Baby girl, take off your pants. I want to see your sissy ass in panties while you worship my cock.”

“Just my pants?” he purred. Eric hurried to take the skinny jeans off and he tossed them away. His silky smooth legs came into view and I wished he was close enough to let me rub them.

“Just the pants, Erica. You wouldn’t want me to get carried away just yet, would you?” I teased.

Eric got on his knees and shifted to my side and leaned back over. With his ass in the air and his small bulge on display now, I had quite the view of him. He brushed his long hair over his right shoulder before he licked the head of my cock. “Get as carried away as you want. I want your cum, River,” he took my cock back into his mouth.

I moaned when he started using his left hand on my girl-cock. He stroked my shaft while focusing on my sensitive head. As much as I wanted to keep up the tougher front, he managed to suck the soft cries of bliss right out of me. Each sound I made encouraged him to try harder.

Eric’s hand stroked and twisted as he bobbed along my cock. His tongue kept pressure on my thick vein and I couldn’t hold back any longer. It was too much to think about, my sweet, misunderstood goth stepson was giving me the best blowjob I’d ever had.

I let out a low groan and his left hand moved to cup my balls. His thin fingers massaged the heavy orbs as he took my cock as deep into his throat as he could. If he would have told me he practiced magic, I would have believed him. His throat bulged from the size of my cock, twelve inches of futa-cock would do that to a good little sissy.

My cock throbbed while he kept massaging my balls to coax out as much cum as he could get. I could see nothing but stars as my thick cum poured into his stomach. The stream of my cum was nothing compared to the ocean of pleasure I experienced.

When my vision cleared enough to see again, I looked at Eric’s red face and he slowly pulled off of my cock. His hand gripped my shaft and made a slow pull all the way up to gather the rest of my cum. Once he pulled free of my cock, he looked at me with a grin and then opened his mouth to show me the pool of cum on his tongue. He closed his mouth and swallowed then whispered, “Thank you for letting me enjoy your cum, River.”

I smiled and sat up, “You’re a good girl, Erica. But I think we can make you better. You had a makeup kit, didn’t you?”

He nodded, “Mostly blacks and grays, but I do have foundation and some brighter colors, just a few though.”

“Why don’t you get it, pumpkin? I want to doll you up a little before I fuck you.”

Eric got off the bed and walked to his dresser again. His yellow panties were so damn tight around his ass. He didn’t have much of a bulge when he turned around, but that didn’t bother me. It’s not like I was going to let him fuck me. A sissy takes what she’s given and she should be happy to get that.

I couldn’t hide my smirk when I saw the wet spot his precum made in the panties. He sat on the bed and handed me a small makeup kit. “Y-You’re not going to take any picture of this, are you?”

“No, I don’t need pictures. I’m pretty sure you’ll get dressed up whenever I ask, won’t you?”

He blushed, “Maybe?”

I opened the makeup kit and took out the foundation, mascara, eyeliner, and the blush he had. Starting with his liquid foundation, I dabbed a few splotches on his face and started blending it out, “We don’t have to pretend like you’re not already hooked on my cock, sweetie. You don’t take a load like that and thank me for it without being just a tiny bit attached. Close your eyes.”

He shut them and I continued, “So when I tell you that you’re going to do something for me, you’re probably going to do it.” I finished with his foundation and moved on to the blush, “Otherwise, I might have to teach you a little bit about obedience. And you’re a good girl, aren’t you? You don’t need to be taught something like that.”

“I’ll do what you ask, River. Just don’t tell anyone, okay?” he asked.

“Don’t worry, if we do anything, you’ll be unrecognizable. Trust me, I know my way around a makeup kit. Now stay still so I can finish up.”

Once I finished with his makeup, he really did look nearly indistinguishable from a real woman. The dark colors made his bright eyes even more striking and I couldn’t help myself. I leaned in and pressed my lips to his. The taste of my cum still lingered in his mouth. My tongue pushed deeper into his mouth and he moaned softly into the kiss.

His hands moved to my shoulders and I pulled him into my lap. My soft cock pressed against his panties and he ground against me. I broke the kiss and groaned, “I want you to ride me, slut.”

“Mm, don’t call me a slut. I’m not sleeping around with tons of people. I just want you. That doesn’t make me a slut,” the firm tone took me by surprise.

The request was respectable, but I still felt a little confused. Of all things for him to fight me on, it was his sexuality? “I won’t do it again, baby girl.”

He smiled at me and continued to rock his hips against my girl-cock. Once I was hard, he pushed on my shoulders, “Lay down? And do you want me to take off my shirt yet? Or my panties?”

“No, leave it on. I think it’s sexier that way,” I relaxed on the bed. He leaned forward and for a moment, I thought he was going to try and kiss me again. His nightstand drawer opened and he pulled out a bottle of lube.

“Didn’t think I was stupid enough to try to take this thing dry, did you?”

I smiled and put my hands under my head, “I didn’t know you were ready to have your ass stuffed, Erica.”

He lifted his hips and started rubbing a liberal amount of lube onto my cock. His delicate hand felt so nice as it twisted around my shaft. If I wasn’t interested to see how tight his little ass was, I would have asked him to finish me with his hand.

Eric put the bottle of lube down and blushed deeply as he pulled his panties to the side. His fingers probed his own ass to lube himself up as well. Once he finished, he took hold of my futa-cock and guided the tip to his ass.

“Can I start, River?” he asked sweetly.

“I don’t know why you’re asking, cupcake. I want to let you ride me until I feel like pounding your poor ass,” I teased.

He rolled his eyes and eased himself onto the head of my cock. Eric bit his lip and closed his eyes as he took more of my cock into his incredibly tight hole. While he didn’t like being called a slut, he knew how to give a good blowjob, yet his ass felt like it had never been stretched before. I wasn’t complaining. His warm walls squeezed my girl-cock as he sunk further onto my foot long shaft.

Eric whimpered as he got nearly all the way down, but he had to stop. “I can’t! It’s too big!”

“Baby girl, you don’t have to take it all. I wanted you to ride me for a reason. You get to choose the pace this time. Don’t worry, Mommy intends to train your ass to take all of her cock,” I purred.

He gave me a strained smile and nodded, “I could get used to calling you Mommy, if you want?”

My hands pulled from behind my head and slid up his smooth legs. “I’d love that. My baby girl finally accepting me as her Mommy. It only took two years and a long, thick cock.”

Once again, his eyes rolled, “When you put it like that, it makes me want to run away.”

“There’s just no winning with you, baby girl. But you should start riding sweetie, I’d love to take you to the mall after we’re done here.”

His eyes widened, “Why would we go to the mall?”

“So I can buy you a cute little outfit?”

“Can I take off the makeup?”

“No.”

His hips lifted away from me and dropped back down. Eric’s cock strained against the confines of his panties and he let out a pleasured groan. “B-But what if someone recognizes me?”

“Erica, if you want this to keep happening, you’ll stop asking so many questions. Trust me, you don’t look like the Eric people know. You especially won’t after I’ve got you nice and dressed up.”

He sighed and put his hands on top of mine. Eric pulled them to his ass and he mumbled, “Then you’re going to have to make it worth my time, Mommy.”

I thrust my hips into his as he came down and he let out a yelp. “Erica, be a good girl and stop talking. You’re making it sound like I don’t want to treat my baby girl to a wonderful time.”

He whimpered and leaned forward, his hips angled slightly so I couldn’t thrust that deep into him again. Punishing a sissy with my cock felt so right!

His tight pucker gripped my cock and with each motion of his hips, I felt myself relaxing further. Being around Eric when he didn’t make an active effort to be a douche was quite comforting. He was a sweet boy, but I didn’t need him to be a boy anymore. Eric failed when it came to being a man, but he did make for a much better woman.

My hands held tightly onto his ass so I could help him ride my cock faster. His moans poured from him and he asked, “C-Can I cum, Mommy?”

“As long as you don’t stop riding my cock. Make a mess in your panties, baby girl. Soak them with your cum,” I purred.

He didn’t need any more encouragement. His hips ground into my cock. Eric seemed unaware as his eyes closed, but the entire time he ground against me, my cock was fully inside him. His tight ring squeezed my cock as his balls unloaded their cum into his panties. The thin cotton fabric couldn’t contain all the mess he was making.

A glob of his cum seeped through the panties and fell onto my lower abdomen. I couldn’t force myself to hold back any longer. Seeing him enjoying my cock so thoroughly made it impossible to resist my second orgasm.

I pumped my hips into his for a few last strokes before he took back over. His hands clung to my shoulders and he slammed himself onto my cock from tip to base over and over. A soft cry escaped me as my balls tightened and he reaped the rewards of his efforts. He sunk onto my girl-cock and milked me for all I was worth with his body.

As the last of my cum poured into his ass, he mumbled, “S-Sorry about getting my cum on you, Mommy.”

“Don’t be… Just clean it up… I’m sure you’ve tasted… Yourself before,” damn, I needed to get back in shape. Keeping up with his young ass would help with that. Maybe I’d start going to the gym again. Maybe I would bring him with me. A post-workout treat would make it all the more worthwhile.

Eric pulled off of my cock and leaned down to lick up the cum on my stomach. Once he swallowed the remnants of his load, he took the head of my cock back into his mouth and sucked until he was sure nothing remained. He was being a greedy little one, but I didn’t mind. My baby girl could enjoy all the cum he wanted if it made him happy.

After he cleaned my cock with his tongue, he collapsed beside me on the bed and mumbled, “Do we really have to go out? I could keep taking care of you, Mommy.”

“That’s why we have to go out, Erica. What I want requires you to get some new clothes. Your skirts are all too long to be sexy for me.”

“But they barely reach my mid-thigh.”

“Too long to be sexy. I want you to look like a trophy wife. Miniskirt, heels, red lipstick, and a sexy pair of lace panties to pump your cum into,” I said.

He looked down to his cum stained panties and then back to me, “So what do I wear on the way there?”

“That’s the kind of thinking I like, baby girl. You can put on your skinny jeans. Don’t worry, the second we get your outfit paid for, you’ll change into it. Then we might have a little fun before we leave the mall.”

Eric’s eyes lit up, “That’s so dirty, Mommy. I love it.”

“You say that now, pumpkin. I think you’ll sing a different tune once we’re in the car,” I teased.

I rolled off the bed and fixed my panties, zipped up my shorts, buttoned them, and nodded to the door, “If you’re not outside in ten minutes, I’m not going to let you wear panties in your miniskirt.”

After getting my purse from upstairs, I checked the balance on my debit card. There was more than enough of it to buy him a nice outfit and take him to dinner if he earned it. The only perk of being with my husband anymore was the money. Well, now that I had his sissy son to bury my cock in, that could be counted as a perk. One I intended to enjoy thoroughly.
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