

Transforming my Goth Sissy

The Collection

Copyright Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

© 2018 Alice Layne


Story One

Story Two

Story Three


Story One


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.


Story Two


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.”


Story Three


I turned into Jennifer's driveway and parked behind her sedan. Eric's nervous whimpering reminded me far too much of a dog. I reached over and cupped his chin, "Sweetie, if you keep acting like a little bitch, you're going to get treated like one"

"It's just so scary, River. I don't know how I feel about having sex a with a complete stranger," he mumbled.

"She's not a stranger, Jennifer is a good friend of mine. You still trust me, don't you?" I asked.

He nodded. I opened my SUV's door and he followed behind me. His feet drug against the concrete. I didn't want to continue scolding him, I could do that once we were inside and in the company of an old friend.

Jennifer opened the door before I could even knock. Her curvy figure brought a smile to my lips, "You weren't kidding when you said you've been working out. I expected you to be a beanpole still, just like little Erica here."

Jennifer ran a hand through her brunette hair. It was shorter than it used to be, but the pixie cut fit her well. She still looked feminine as she always did, but her ass certainly filled out quite a bit. Now that she had breasts, I couldn't help but look at her large chest.

The Jennifer in front of me certainly wasn’t the same Jameson I used to know. Maybe in spirit, but certainly not in body. As bad as it might sound, I much preferred her now. A sissy like Eric was perfectly fine, but if he wanted to transition as well, I would have supported that in a heartbeat. Still, being feminine didn’t equate to being trans and transitioning solely for sexual purposes would be awful.

She purred, "I'm glad you came, River. It's been so long since I've seen my old Mistress."

"Old? Come on hon, you're only three years younger than me."

"Which makes us both old. My thirties are treating me pretty well, but damn River, you look like you've found an anti-aging potion or something. You definitely don’t look thirty-eight."

I giggled, "Nerd."

"Perv,” she shot back.

I smiled warmly and wrapped her in a hug, "I missed you, Jennifer."

"Missed you too, Mistress. But we're not here just to catch up on old times. Introduce me to your beautiful daughter," Jennifer purred.

"She's my stepmom," Eric mumbled.

"I know, and you're a boy. But that doesn't mean I can't enjoy teasing you two. Unless Mistress tells me to stop," River said and looked to me with a familiar look of concern in her eyes.

I loved how easy it was for Jennifer to slip right back into our old habits. Why did we ever stop enjoying one another? Marriage only brought me disappointment and dried up my sex life. If she had a similar experience, I couldn't blame her at all for getting a divorce.

"I don't mind seeing you make my little sissy blush. But introductions! This is Erica, my husband's son. His dad is a bit of a prick, but he can be the most charming man you'll ever meet for about six months. Then it all went downhill."

Eric lifted his hand and waved, "Can we come inside? It's a little warm out here."

I laughed and wrapped my hand around his waist to hold his skirt down, "It's like seventy degrees, slut. If you're scared of the wind blowing your skirt up, just say so."

Jennifer stepped out of the way and gestured for us to come inside, "I should have let you both in to start with, I just got excited. Sorry about that."

"You don't have to apologize to her, Jennifer. That's what we're here to change, remember? My little sissy needs to learn her place," I said as I walked inside. I took a seat on her couch and patted my lap, "Come here, slut."

Jennifer shut the door and asked, "Which one of us, Mistress?"

Eric was already walking over. He took a seat on my lap and mumbled, "You're Jennifer, not slut." The jealousy in his voice was clear to me. Hearing another person call me anything affectionate seemed to take the wind out of his sails.

"You know, I can see why your Mistress thinks you need some disciplining, Erica. You're being a drag right now. Sweetie, don't you know you're going to get to suck my cock?" Jennifer asked.

He nodded, "Yeah, but that also means that I have to suck a stranger’s cock. What about that is okay? I don't know if I'm even going to do a good job."

I gave his exposed thigh a sharp slap, "You better. As good as you did with my cock, you should be able to make Jennifer beg for you to let her cum."

Jennifer chuckled, "I don't know, Mistress. I've come a long way since you used to make me scream your name. Hell, you might even say I've become a switch."

"A submissive always knows her place, Jennifer," I said coldly.

She straightened her spine and nodded, "Of course, Mistress. I only meant that your sissy might not be that good. Yet."

"Then we'll have to train her, won't we?" I asked.

Eric dipped his head, "Don't I get a say in any of this?"

My fingers rubbed along the area I just slapped, "Of course not, sweetie. If you need us to stop, we will. But until then, you're going to be a good girl and take what's coming to you. You're not supposed to get a say in all of this. You're supposed to open your little whore mouth and suck that cock like you mean it when it's time."

He turned around in my lap and straddled me. Eric spoke in barely more than a whisper, "It's just going to be a blowjob with her, right? I don't want anyone but you to fuck me."

My hands slid up his thighs and I folded the skirt up towards his stomach to expose his ass. "Your ass is reserved for me, baby girl. I've always wanted to tag team someone though, but don't worry. Your safe cute little ass is mine and mine alone."

I didn’t want to tell him too many sweet nothings just yet. They would certainly mean something, but I wasn’t sure if now was the time to share how I felt with him. He was a sweet sissy, but how could I know if he wanted this to be more than just sex. My heart skipped a beat. Was I really falling for my little girl?

A thin smile crossed his lips and he got off of my lap. "If that's the case, then I think we should get started, shouldn't we?" he asked.

I shook my head, "There isn't a we, not at first. You're going to worship Jennifer's cock like you would mine. And if you look like you're not enjoying it, I'm going to spank your ass until it's beet red."

While that wasn’t the original plan, I needed a moment to process my thoughts.

Jennifer let out a quiet giggle and started pulling off her yoga pants. She wasn't wearing any panties and as soon as she took off her oversized shirt, her futa-cock came into view. Her size wasn't comparable to mine, maybe seven inches when she was hard. It was always more than she needed, but then again, I always used her like the cock sleeve she wanted to be for me.

One thing she did have me beat on by a mile was her large chest. Those puffy nipples just begged to be sucked on. I almost wanted to ask Eric to do that, but a pang of jealousy shot through me. It seemed he wasn’t the only one that got a little possessive. Of all the people I’d been with in my time, this little sissy really was changing me.

Eric looked to me for a moment and I nodded, "Go ahead, slut. Show your Mommy how good of a whore you are." The least I would do is see this through for Jennifer’s sake. Just because some feelings were cropping up didn’t mean I should cancel the little date I scheduled with Jennifer.

He sunk to his knees and crawled over to Jessica. She put a hand on the back of his head and held him in place, "Hands and knees, slut."

Eric did as she asked and Jennifer joined him on her knees. Jennifer and I already discussed what position would be easiest to spitroast him in. Having him on his back would be too much work and she didn't think he had earned a place on her bed yet.

I walked behind him and got on my knees. My hands rubbed his smooth ass and he let out a soft moan. "Get started, baby girl. You're taking far too long to put on a show for me," I called out.

He nodded and opened his mouth. Jennifer looked at me and rolled her eyes, "Does she expect me to fuck her mouth? I thought we said blowjob, not face fuck."

I pulled my hand back and then slapped Eric's ass hard enough to create a slight echo within the room. He screamed and immediately leaned forward to take Jennifer's cock into his mouth.

Jennifer ran a hand through his hair and collected it into a ponytail, "That's better. Don't worry though, I'll fuck your throat later. As soon as your Mistress is deep in your ass."

I watched him as he slowly bobbed along her length. His cheeks weren't showing any signs of him actually sucking, so I gave his ass another rough slap. "Suck her cock like you mean it. You're lucky to have it, aren't you? Don't make me look bad, slut. If you do, I promise, you'll never enjoy my cock again."

That seemed to sink in. Jennifer's eyes closed and she let out a long, low moan. "F-Fuck, that's nice. God damn, if you let him stay the night, I'll make sure he comes home in good shape, Mistress."

I tried to hide the fire in my eyes, but she crossed a line she shouldn’t have. Under other circumstances, with another submissive, I wouldn’t have minded sharing, but this was my baby girl. My sweet little sissy. "Not a chance, Jen. That's my little cock hungry slut. I don't know if I'd be willing to part with her at all. Besides, the poor thing and I have to be back home tonight just in case Preston does come home."

"S-Shame," she muttered.

I stood up for a moment and kicked off my shoes. Then I hurried to take off my shorts and panties. My cock was already harder as common core math. I got back on my knees and rubbed the head of my cock along Eric's slick hole. Some of my cum from earlier helped lubricate his hole, but I wasn't quite ready to fuck him yet.

Jennifer's moans poured out more rapidly and I could tell that Eric was starting to enjoy himself. Having a cock in his mouth was probably second nature to him by now. If not, then the little sissy slut was a natural. I put my hand on Jennifer's and she opened her eyes. I gestured to the ponytail and she let me take it into my hand. I'd need a handle for what I had in mind.

During our exchange, Eric seemed oblivious to the trade-off. He continued to moan around her cock, bobbing as quickly as he could. Eric was probably happy that he could actually fit her cock into his mouth without straining his jaw.

I tugged tightly on the ponytail with one hand and gave his ass another spank with my other. He arched his back but did his best to keep Jennifer's cock in his mouth. Jennifer took a half step forward and put a hand on the back of his neck. She thrust into his mouth and I pushed my cock into his tight ass at the same time.

Our little warm up ended and it was time for the real exercise. He let out a muffled moan and gagged around her cock for a moment. Eric didn't pull away or try to break free, even though Jennifer and I both would have let him. The slut was taking our cocks like a champ.

My heart fluttered, my little girl was growing up so quickly. The sweet, shy boy he was earlier today was already out of his shell. Maybe the sex enticed him, but I could hope that he was just learning who he was. Hiding behind those walls for so long must have been restraining. That might be why my sissy was being such a whore today.

I let go of his hair and gave his ass a lighter spank. His normally pale butt had a large hand print on either cheek. It was a delicious sight and he seemed to be warming up to the idea of being spanked. Instead of a grunt, he moaned around Jennifer’s cock.

I bucked my hips into his ass. The cum I'd deposited within him less than an hour ago was still warm. I wasn't complaining, his tight ass would have been much harder to fuck if I didn't have that cum to help lubricate my massive girl-cock.

Eric's legs lifted away, his black heels coming into view. Under other circumstances, I probably would have let that be ignored. With Jennifer there to help brace him though, I could have a little more fun with him. My hands moved to his ankles and I pushed them forward until he was forced to lower his hips. With his body completely open to me, I slammed my cock into him with enough force to shove him back onto Jennifer's cock.

Jennifer's soft cries got louder and she whimpered as she looked at me, "C-Can I cum when I need to?"

"As long as you don't pull out. My little slut needs to get used to how cocks feel in her holes."

He let out an appreciative grunt at the comment. I couldn't be more proud of my little girl. It was a slow start, but Eric was already adapting to a slutty disposition. I squeezed his ankles and whispered, "That's my girl."

Jennifer gasped and pulled Eric's head onto her cock as she fucked his mouth. "F-Fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm going to cum!"

"Give our little girl a treat, Jen," I cooed.

She cried out one last time before she pulled him as far onto her cock as she could get him. He made quiet choking sounds, but nothing too concerning. The cum must have tasted delicious to him because I could hear him swallowing greedily.

His tight ass squeezed around my cock and I already knew what was happening. The little slut was about to cum! I quickly let go of one of his ankles and pulled the front of his skirt down to cover his cock. I stroked his cock through the fabric while he came. He might have taken that as a sign of being sweet, but in reality, I didn't need him to get another glob of cum on someone else's belongings. Especially not Jennifer's dark brown rug.

Well, maybe I cared enough to want to help get him off, but if he asked, I'd wouldn’t admit that. This was supposed to be something I was doing for me, not him, but I couldn't treat him poorly. As much grief as I was giving him, he let me lead him into the world of being a sissy.

Even now, as I pounded his tight ass into submission, he was doing this for me. There was no denying that, he didn't have to do this and he knew the risks. If Preston found out, we would both be in a world of shit, but he seemed to enjoy it enough to risk that for me. And I was willing to risk that for him. Maybe I would get that divorce. Maybe I would find another job so I could support myself and my sexy little sissy.

If I could get Eric to agree to it, then I would probably try it. Then again, I'd have to make sure that he was willing to be my lover and not just my sissy slut. I couldn't keep my mind on the sweet future I was thinking about. His tight ass felt too nice around my thick girl-dick.

Eric rubbed his leg against my own as I slowed down my thrusting. I wanted this to last a little longer. Even if Jennifer still had her cock in his mouth, that didn't mean I couldn't be a little more sensual for a few moments. Sex never felt this amazing to me. Maybe physically, but even with Jennifer, a woman I used to think I loved, I never felt this attached.

I couldn't put my finger on exactly why he had my heart wrapped around his sissy finger, but he had it. Since when did sex get this desirable? My balls tightened and I tried to fuck him slower, but even with the much more relaxed pace, I couldn't hold back.

Thoughts of marrying my little girl danced into my mind as I flooded his ass with my cum for the third time. My hot seed shot deep into his ass and Jennifer finally pulled out of his mouth. She let out a yelp, "No teeth!"

He quickly called out, "Oh my god! I love you, Mommy!"

Jennifer had her hand raised, ready to slap him for nibbling on her cock but I called out, "Not this time, Jennifer. She did such a good job, one last mistake shouldn't be cause for her to get punished. Besides, if he tightened around my cock, I'd probably cry. I'm going to have to give my little girl-cock a bit of a break."

She huffed but nodded, "Fine, I'll finish up making dinner. And Mistress, don't you dare call your dick little again. That thing is a fucking monster. I could never take it all!" Jennifer stood and slowly walked into the kitchen, naked as could be.

I eased my cock out of Eric's well-fucked hole and sat down. My back leaned against the couch and he crawled to my side. His head laid in my lap and he licked at my shaft.

"Such a good girl, cleaning Mommy up even when she didn't ask."

He gave my cock a kiss, "Of course, that's what you deserve."

I sighed happily and ran a hand through his hair, "I love you too, by the way."

His licking stopped for a moment, "You don't have to say it, I got caught up in the moment. Hopefully, I didn't make that too weird for you?"

"I'm saying it because I mean it, Erica. I love you. Maybe I shouldn't admit that, but I was thinking about something while you moaned into Jen's cock," I teased.

He crawled to my other side to clean the cum from the other side of my futa-cock, "And what was that?"

"I was thinking about trying to find a decent job. I still know some people around here," I said.

"Money isn't a problem though," he said between licks.

"It isn't if I stay with Preston. But I don't think I want to do that, Erica. I don't think you want to live there either, do you?" I asked.

He finished with my cock and moved to sit in my lap. His beautiful blue eyes met mine and he shook his head, "I really don't. But I don't really have a choice while I go to college."

"And if I got us a place?"

"I would go, but how could you afford that?"

"Your dad met me during a corporate meeting. I'm not exactly uneducated, sweetie. Besides, I know a few people that would be willing to hire me back on pretty soon. All I need to know is if you're going to be willing to live that life with me. I don't want to waste my time if you're not going to stick around, baby girl."

He smiled and leaned forward. His lips pressed against mine and I didn't even care that the taste of cum was thick in his mouth. Hell, it wouldn't be the first time I'd tasted Jennifer's girl-cum.

His mouth opened slightly and he licked my bottom lip until I pushed my tongue into his mouth. We sat like that, enjoying one another's embrace until Jennifer awkwardly cleared her throat, "Uh, dinner's done you two. But if you need to step into a bedroom first, that's fine. I've got a guest room we never use."

Eric pulled away from the kiss and smiled warmly at me, "I would love to live that life with you, baby."

I ran a hand through his hair and looked at Jennifer, "We'll pass on the room for right now. Like I said, my poor cock couldn't handle it if I wanted to. Mind giving us a second though? We'll be right there."

She stepped back into the kitchen. I looked back at Eric and gave his ass a light pat, "Then you're going to be my girlfriend. My fiance, soon enough. But even with that being the case, I'll always be your Mommy or your Mistress, okay?"

He nodded, "Of course, Mommy."

I gave him another kiss and then we walked into the kitchen. Dinner was pleasant and for the first time in a long time, I could laugh without it being forced around a dinner table. Even if life was easier with Preston, it wasn't a life worth living. Waking up everyday didn't mean a whole lot when all I did was exist.

With Eric, I could see myself looking forward to those long days in the office. I knew that I'd have a sweetheart to look after when I got home. A doe-eyed, shy, warm-hearted, sissy sweetheart.
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Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!

I write in various niches, but if you enjoyed ‘Transforming my Goth Sissy’ I think you might enjoy some of the stories below.

Futa Escort Unleashed my Inner Sissy

When my friends decide to take me on a getaway, I never dreamed I would be bent over my bed by a futa.

My wife and I haven't been having the best of times, so a vacation is just what my friends think I need. Of course, Paul and Charles aren't the kinds of guys that would do something nice without pulling something on me.

What none of us knew was that the Mistress they hired for me was hiding something under her skirt. That something would change my life forever.

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.

House of Syn

Syn throws a house party every Saturday, but that stands to change when she meets Dustin and a woman who calls herself Kitten. Syn's sexual desires turn into a night of fun with the two, her impressive erection proving to be something they can not resist.

If you love transgender women being on top, you'll love your time in the House of Syn.
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