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I tapped my fingers on the steering wheel of my car while watching the clock impatiently. Ten minutes was all the time I gave Eric before he would end up getting punished. Maybe he just wanted to be walking through the mall without panties, the slightest movements revealing his well-fucked ass. That wouldn’t surprise me, not anymore.

My stepson went from hiding his panties to getting fucked in them within the span of an hour. Now, I wanted to take things even further. As the tenth minute ticked over, Eric burst out of the front door and hurried to the car. I tapped my finger on the digital display and he pouted, “It couldn’t have been ten minutes!”

“You shouldn’t have even taken five,” I retorted.

He rolled his eyes, “Do you know how much cum was in me? It was more than I could have guessed. So yeah, I should have taken five.”

“You’re not going to be wearing any panties, Erica,” I cranked the car and put it in reverse. “And put on your seatbelt, if something does happen, I want you to be safe.

He clicked the seatbelt into place and I smiled at him, “Have you ever cum in a car?”

“No?” he asked as much as said.

I backed out of our driveway and put the car in drive then reached over to rub his small package, “I want to change that.”

“B-But that’s going to stain,” he mumbled.

“Sweetie, I’m offering to get you off and you’re worried about staining the panties you’ve already cum in? Not to mention that you’re not even going to be wearing them much longer? Better yet, none of that matters. Take off your jeans and panties.”

He looked over to me, his straight black hair swishing as he did, “Excuse me?”

“You heard what I said. Take off your pants and panties. You’re either going to do this now or I’m going to wait in the parking lot for you to do it,” I kept my eye on the speedometer to make sure I didn’t get too fast. No reason to draw the cops down on us with what I had in mind.

Driving a SUV had some perks, in a city it was pretty much urban camouflage. I doubt anyone expected me to give someone a handjob while I was heading to the mall.

Eric fumbled with his zipper for a moment and kicked off his pants and panties. “Good girl, now hand me your panties,” he dropped them into my hand and shifted in his seat.

“Can I put my pants back on now?” he asked.

I wrapped the panties around his cock and started stroking him. Driving with one hand wasn’t too difficult, even less so when it was a relatively straight shot to our destination. “You could, but why would you want to do that? Wouldn’t you rather wait until I’m done with you, sweetie?”

He groaned but leaned back in his seat and spread his legs, “Thank you for this.”

If he only knew what I intended to do with him later, he would have probably kept that appreciation to himself. We pulled up to a red light and he nervously looked out the window.

“Would you calm down? If you act strange, people are going to pay more attention. Just lean back and let it happen, baby girl. You wouldn’t want to have some horny old guy staring at you while you were getting off, would you?”

“N-No, Mommy,” he moaned.

There wasn’t a whole lot of cock to stroke, but it wasn’t about the size. All that mattered right now was getting him off before I got to the mall. When I could, I let my thumb graze across his sensitive head and made gentle twisting motions with the panties tight around his cock. From the desperate groans escaping his lips, I knew he wouldn’t last much longer.

I didn’t mind that he was going to cum again today. Hell, if I had my way, his poor little balls would be drained and his tight ass would be even more accustomed to my cock.

“Oh fuck, I’m going to cum!”

Damn! I had to turn into the parking lot. I couldn’t miss my turn, so I did what seemed the safest. I let go of his cock and took the wheel with both hands. He let out a yelp as his cock sprayed him with his cum. I might have felt bad if it was anyone else in my passenger seat, but after I pulled into a parking space I looked at him.

There was cum on his black shirt, on his neck, and even a single glob on his chin. His expression was priceless, mouth agape, eyes half-lidded, and shock clear in his eyes.

I shrugged and pointed to the panties, “Do your best to clean yourself up with those, Erica.”

For a second, I believed he would yell at me. His hand took the panties from around his cock and he quickly wiped himself down before mumbling, “You meant to do that, didn’t you?”

“Nope, but I definitely don’t mind the results,” I unzipped a pocket in my purse and pulled out a resealable plastic bag. “Put those in here when you’re done.”

“So you did want me to cum in the panties?” he asked.

“No shit, I have plans, sweetie. I wouldn’t want my little sissy girl to walk around with her cum soaking her. If anything, you’d be wearing mine,” I teased.

He rolled his eyes and put the panties in the bag. I took the bag back and put it in my purse and nodded to his pants, “You might want to put those back on.”

While he got his jeans on, I pulled my phone from my pocket and checked my texts. If everything went well, I might have something set up for this afternoon. No reason to have my little girl dip his toes in the water, I wanted to make him dive headfirst. So far, Eric seemed to be responding pretty well. Even the more shocking aspects of what we were doing didn’t make him ask me to stop. Either he was the most passive sissy I’ve ever met or he was enjoying himself.

I did have a returned text with my friend’s address. After saving it in my phone, I looked to Eric, “Are you excited, pumpkin?” The address would be useful later, but for now, I needed to make sure Eric was dressed up for our possible date.

After he zipped his pants up, he nodded, “Of course, Mommy. But, uh, I’m just going to call you River in the mall, okay?”

“That’s not an issue. It’s a shame you didn’t make it to the car in time. I would have loved to buy you some cute panties today.”

We got out of the car and he hurried to my side, “You could still get me them, for another time.”

“I could, but where’s the fun in that? I’d much rather bring you back to the store again. I think you’ll understand what I mean soon, baby girl,” I teased.

As we got into the mall, he got much less talkative. Being around people seemed to make him realize that he wasn’t exactly comfortable anymore. The makeup did a great job of hiding who he was, but if someone looked closely enough, they would probably be able to identify him. He kept his head low and I made things worse by wrapping my arm around his waist.

“Again, the more you act nervous, the more people will notice. Just keep a smile on, that’s more than enough to keep people from recognizing your cute ass,” I said. As depressed as he presented himself to others, the observation wasn’t quite wrong.

He sighed and wrapped his arm around me just as we went into a women’s clothes store. Seeing as how he probably never shopped anywhere but Hot Topic, I couldn’t imagine these employees recognizing him. “Hello, ma’am? I was hoping you could measure my girlfriend and tell me her sizes? She’s been super shy about telling me,” I called to a blonde woman walking around the racks of clothes.

“Sure thing, let me go get the tape,” she responded.

Eric whispered, “I could have just told you.”

“You could have, but that takes away from the fun. Now pose for the pretty girl,” I teased.

The measurements didn’t take long, but once the woman was done I had an accurate size range to go by. Even if Eric wasn’t being vain, he might have told me to wrong sizes to prolong the inevitable. I walked through the racks and stopped a few times. I settle on a black and pink plaid skirt, a pair of fishnet stockings, a padded bra, and a plain white collared blouse.

Eric’s cheeks were a vivid shade of red as I turned to him, “And now, we pay for it and then get you changed. How’s that sound, pumpkin?”

“G-Good, River,” he mumbled.

“Aww, you don’t sound nearly as enthusiastic as I want you to,” I leaned in closer to whisper, “you know I’m going to fuck you after you change, don’t you?”

“Then we should hurry up and pay, River,” he whispered back. That’s my girl, changing his mind when my cock is his reward.

I checked out with the same blonde that measured Eric. She was friendly enough and I asked, “Is it alright if we use the changing room?”

“Of course, if you need any more help, I’ll be here,” she pointed towards the changing rooms and I thanked her.

Eric followed me into the small dressing room and he looked at me with those begging blue eyes, “Do I have to change, Mommy?”

I nodded, “You’re not getting out of this one by calling me Mommy, baby girl. Now, get these clothes on, sweetie.”

He huffed but quickly removed his clothes. His smooth body was already appealing, but he got much sexier when he rolled those fishnets up his legs. The skirt was next, sliding up over the stockings, then the bra, and finally, he put on the blouse. Once he finished dressing himself Eric really did look like a real woman. The bulge he might have had in a pair of pants was completely hidden by the skirt.

I put my hand on his back and gently pushed him forward. He didn't resist and I kept my eyes on his ass. It only took him leaning over the tiniest bit to expose the curve of his tight butt. My cock started throbbing to life at the sight, having my sissy girl practically on display for anyone that wanted to see her turned me on.

He didn't seem to be nearly as resistant now that he was fully dressed. I turned him towards the mirror and whispered, "How do you feel about the outfit, baby girl?"

Eric looked in the mirror for a moment and then turned back to me, "Mm, I think I want you to call me a slut, Mommy."

"I thought you didn't like that word, pumpkin?" I asked.

"Things change, besides, isn't it kind of fitting now that I'm not even wearing panties? And you wanted to, uh, do stuff in here?" he asked.

"I never said it wasn't fitting," I pressed my hips against his ass and he ground against me. "Besides, wouldn't it also count since you sucked my cock as soon as you got the opportunity?"

"Logic doesn't have to be applied here, Mommy. I just want you to make me your slutty little girl. I love how you're making me feel. Er, physically and emotionally," he added.

I unzipped my shorts and pulled my futa-cock from my panties and through the hole. He reached behind himself with one hand and started stroking my cock to get it fully hardened. His other hand pressed against the dressing room wall. In the mirror, I could see his smile and the warmth in his eyes.

He let out a soft moan and I chuckled, "No ma'am. We have to be quiet. You got a little loud earlier in the house, you didn't think I was going to risk getting caught so easily, did you?"

He shook his head, "What do you mean?"

I took my purse from the bench in the dressing room and pulled out that plastic bag. He whimpered, "N-No, you're not going to make me wear those, are you? I'll be quiet, I promise."

"Wear them? Didn't I say you wouldn't get to wear any panties? No ma'am, you're going to put them in your mouth to keep your slutty little trap shut."

His cheeks got somehow whiter, "You're joking aren't you?"

I opened the bag and handed him the panties. His cum still stained those cute little yellow panties and I intended for it to be that way. I knew he wouldn't turn down the handjob, even if I didn't mean for him to get the cum on his other clothes. Then again, that wouldn't much matter now.

He huffed but took the panties anyway, "Can I take them out once we're finished in here, Mommy?"

I nodded and pulled a small bottle of lube from my purse. While I lubed up my cock, he put the panties in his mouth. In the mirror, I could see a glimpse of the panties peeking out of his lips. I expected to see disgust, but he seemed quite content.

Getting him to agree to doing something was much harder than him actually doing it. I whispered, "Flip your skirt up, slut. I can't fuck what I can't get to."

He took his skirt and turned it over so that it rested on his slim hips. That delicious ass came into view and I put my cock against his hole. As soon as I slid the head inside, there was a knock on the door.

"Hello? Is everything fitting okay?" I recognized the blonde's voice. My cock pushed deeper into my sissy stepson and I reached down to spread his cheeks.

His eyes were wide with fear, but I called out calmly, "Yeah, she's just a little distracted by her phone. We won't be too long, thank you though."

"No problem, ma'am. If I can get you anything, just let me know," her heels clicked against the tile as she walked away.

He turned his head to look at me, his pleading eyes telling the story that he couldn't. "Yeah, I'll hurry up, pumpkin," I cooed.

I bucked my hips into him and he pushed himself against me. Even with the panties gagging him, his muffled moans poured from him. They were quiet enough to not draw too much attention, or at least, I hoped they wouldn't. I didn't much mind the blonde catching us. I was pretty sure I could get her to join us if I asked nicely.

But if I couldn't, well, jail time for public indecency and whatever else they would throw at us just didn't sound that nice. While Eric would get all the sex he could want, I didn't exactly like the idea of not being able to cook my own dinner.

I groaned quietly and took hold of his hips. My grip tightened and I pulled him into each of my thrusts. The soft clap of my hips against his ass rang out, but the denim shorts I wore made that sound a little less obvious. Maybe he didn't believe me when I said I had a plan, but my little sissy slut wasn't getting lied to.

His warm, tight ass clenched around my cock as the sound of the employee's heels clicked back through. They passed by without a problem, but that tightness felt amazing for the few moments when Eric was panicking.

His head dipped low and his moans turned into desperate grunts. The panties weren't doing nearly as much as I hoped they would to keep him quiet. But hearing his cute noises as he rapidly approached his climax was something I didn't mind at all. If we did get caught, it would be worth it. Memories would last longer than a jail sentence!

He reached back to clutch my wrist with his free hand and I understood what he was communicating. I slammed into him with enough force to make the divider he was leaning on creak and scream as it rocked. His deep sigh was all the warning the poor wall got as his cock shot jets of his cum onto it.

His pucker squeezed my girl-cock and I pounded him through his orgasm and I couldn't handle it anymore. The smooth, tight walls around my cock were too much to bear. With a final stroke into him, I leaned heavily into him as I emptied my load into him.

As I finished, the clicking of the heels came back and the voice called out, "Ma'am?"

"Sorry about the wait, we're finished. Do you know where I could find a pair of heels?" I asked to buy some time.

She told me the name of a store while I pulled my cock out of his ass. Eric hurried to take the panties out of his mouth and put them back in the plastic bag and flipped his skirt back down. I had to put away the bottle of lube and the panties before we walked out of the dressing room.

The blonde smiled, "You look great, miss."

Eric blushed and mumbled a quiet, "Thank you." He hurried out of the store, but I lingered for a moment.

"Thanks for telling me where that store was, wandering the mall with a shy girlfriend is always uncomfortable."

"Mm, that's not a problem. I did want to let you know that I'll delete the footage of the dressing room camera," she shot me a wink and walked back to her counter.

I shook my head and followed her for a moment, "If you enjoyed the show, that's all that matters. I'd appreciate that not being sent to the police of course. As fun as my little girl is, she's not quite jail material."

"Oh I know, Eric would get his poor little ass destroyed."

Hearing her say his name made me smile and I waved to her before walking away.

Eric was waiting for me outside, "What was that about?"

"Oh, nothing. I was getting some information about the prices of that store."

"But the money has never mattered before," he pointed out.

"More reason for you not to ask about what I was talking about, slut," I murmured.

He nodded, "Can the heels be black?"

That was one way to change the topic, "Of course, pumpkin. That or a dark blue. One or the other, and no shorter than three inches. You're short and I'm getting tired of leaning down to kiss you."

"Three inches it is."

"Oh, and you might want to know, we're going to a friends house once we're finished here. I want to introduce you to someone. Sharing is caring, isn't it?"

He stopped, "Wait, we're not going home after this?"

I took his hand in mine, "Definitely not. If you want to be my girl, you're going to do what I want. If you trust me, you're going to nod your head and follow along like a good little sissy."

Eric rolled his eyes but let his fingers lace through mine, "Fine, but I want to ask for something."

"What's that?" I asked.

He started walking again, heading to the shoe store, "I only want you to treat me like a girl when I'm dressed up. I don't mind being your sissy, but if that's all I ever am to you, I'm not going to keep playing along."

The request was reasonable, even if I didn't care for his tone. "That's fine. You're more than a sissy, you should know that by now. I do care about you, quite a lot, Erica. But this is the first thing we've ever really done together without being forced. So if I'm a little overzealous, you can kind of see why. I've wanted to be important in your life for a while now."

We lowered our voices as we made it into the next store, "You are important. Well, I mean, you were important before but in a different way. I feel like I can trust you a lot more now, Mommy."

He picked out a pair of shoes and I nodded in agreement with his choice, "Trust is a curious thing. As long as you trust me, you're going to have quite a lot of fun with me, pumpkin. Before I met your dad, I knew a lot of people. And," I leaned in close. "I've never gotten to spitroast a little sissy whore."

His eyes widened and his cheeks flushed a deep shade of red. "That sounds wonderful, Mommy. Would I know the man?"

"Obviously not. You don't think I'm the only transwoman in town, do you? I want to share you with one of my other friends and trust me, you'll be glad you met her."

After we got his heels, we walked back to the car and I checked my phone. I had another text from my friend that read, "I'll get the paddle ready. If he's as shy as you say he is, I can't wait to watch you punish him, Mistress. I missed being able to play with you! So what made you say fuck the hubby?"

I responded while Eric put the heels on in the passenger seat, "I had a little inspiration from his son. You know I've always had a soft spot in my heart when it came to dealing with a sissy."

"Mm, trust me, I remember. Before I decided to transition, you wouldn't leave my boy pussy alone."

As much as I missed taking care of Jennifer, she and I weren’t as close as we used to be. For the longest, she had a relationship as well, one that she didn’t want to undermine by letting me play with her. After all, most other partners in our small town couldn’t compare to me in size or experience. "Don't get your hopes up, darling. This is about spitroasting a sissy slut… But I might visit you again soon to relive some older memories."

"Sounds good. See you soon, Mistress."

I smiled and glanced over to Eric, “Well sweetie, do you know Jennifer Monroe?”

“I think I’ve heard the name. Doesn’t she own the salad shop near downtown?” he asked.

“That’s the one, she’s going to feed you her cock while I make sure you’re a good girl. Doesn’t that sound fun?”

He cocked his head to the side, “What do you mean, make sure I’m a good girl?”

I smiled devilishly and gave his thigh a pat. “You’re going to be my sissy. That means you’re going to have to learn what it means to be a good submissive slut.”

“Haven’t I been doing a good job?”

I cranked the car and started out of the parking lot, “I never said you didn’t. But that doesn’t mean you’re doing all that I need you to do, pumpkin. Having you take my cock is only the start of being with me.”

He shrugged his shoulders and crossed his legs as he leaned back, “Well, I’m fine with that. But if I don’t want to do something, you’re going to listen to me, right? I don’t want this to get abusive.”

“Of course, baby girl. I’m a very considerate Mistress, I just don’t like the idea of not training you. Being a sissy is easy. Being a good sissy is much more work. But don’t you worry, pumpkin. Jennifer and I will make sure you learn your lesson.”
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Drakes Sissy Journey

Car repairs are expensive and Drake finds that out when he is slapped with a bill he can't pay for. Luckily for him, Alex is willing to work with him, with the caveat that he dresses up like a woman. It's not a stretch for the feminine male to pull that look off. The remainder of his pride is chipped away at when he gets caught with stolen panties by one of his very close housemates. Alex's demands get even more intense, but much more pleasurable when Cherry shows up and sees Drake in her clothes at the shop.
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