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    Austins not sure if true love can blossom from just a dick pic and some horny video chats, but there’s something sweeter than normal there. After all, they’ve been doing this for months and this is the first time they’ve ever done anything like that.  
 
      
 
    He wasn’t just more accepting than Micheal and Tony, he was more communicable than family.  
 
      
 
    Neither of them wants to be the last one to talk on a video chat. Austin sure as shit doesn’t have any friends at school. Or the part-time job he works for extra cash to buy sissy supplies. His moms in the fucking wind and god help him if he’s going to try and repair whatever fucked up, fragmented relationship he has with his remaining family now.  
 
      
 
    A pressure pushes against his eyes and his throat tightens. Tears threaten to spill, he swipes at his face prematurely. Anything to just ride that personable high that Samuel gave him. 
 
      
 
    He plugs his phone in, pays no mind to the creaking open of his door.  
 
      
 
    Tony’s the first to speak. “So little bro, mind explaining yourself?” 
 
      
 
    Pure terror lances up Austin’s spine as he turns and sees Tony watching from his doorway, arms crossed, black wife beater tight over his chest, wearing his typical devilish grin. Micheal stands behind him, bushy pepper beard ruffled, brows knit tight.  
 
      
 
    “Wait, hold on I can explain—” He can’t. “It’s not what you guys think!” Yes, it is.  
 
      
 
    Tony lets himself in and snatches the phone from Austin’s weakling grip.  
 
      
 
    Austin wishes he could’ve kept the little device to himself, but Tony—and his father—are pushing seven feet. He’s only five-two. If they want something, they can take it and he can’t do shit.  
 
      
 
    Which was typically how life in the family went anyway. 
 
      
 
    “Freakin’ unbelievable.” Tony shakes his head. With one hand he swipes his hand over his mouth and with the other, tilts the phone for Micheal to see. “Over twenty video calls in two months. How long you been whoring out?”  
 
      
 
    “I haven’t been whoring out.” 
 
      
 
    “Then what was that? Hey dad, back me up here, does fucking your own asshole like some five-dollar lot lizard sound like whoring out? 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like it to me.” The older man says. His expressions are typically unreadable but this one holds the notes of disgust.  
 
      
 
    The sort of grossed out, barely tolerable notes that his voice held when Austin revealed he stopped cutting his hair short and grew it out instead.  
 
      
 
    “Listen, I—I’m—” No more excuse can be found or thought of. The top of his head feels hot. He can’t even imagine whats going to happen when his father finally breaks and gets truly mad.  
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry.” He squeaks.  
 
      
 
    “You weren’t sorry when you were fucking yourself on camera for some random mother fucker like a whore.” Micheal hisses.  
 
      
 
    There he goes. Austin steps back. Micheal’s never laid hands on him before, but then again Austin’s never pissed him off after Mom left.  
 
      
 
    How much of that was only because of her mercies? He doesn’t want to find out. In fact, he wants to sink into the corner, he wants to feel small, so small that he just ‘poof’ and disappears from sight.  
 
      
 
    Anything to not have to deal with this.  
 
      
 
    “What do you have to feel sorry for?” Micheal storms past Tony, face red and fists balled, only to be caught by the arm.  
 
      
 
    “Calm down, he’s like nineteen.” 
 
      
 
    “He should know better.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s a kid dad. A lonely virgin. There are better…uses for that, you know.” 
 
      
 
    Tony eyes him. Every part of his body shudders in response. He knows precisely whats on the older man’s mind; its no secret that Tony’s a pervert.  
 
      
 
    Takes a second for Micheal to catch on, but when he does the rainbow of emotions that come and go on his face, revealed by subtle motions of his bushy peppered brows, are stunning to say the least. When he settles on one, a half-amused smirk, Austin doesn’t know how to feel. 
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s not like we can kick him out immediately. Not legally anyway. But we can take his phone, stop paying for his schooling—” 
 
      
 
    “No, wait please!” 
 
      
 
    Austin’s heartbeat is in his throat. Unlike what Samuel might’ve been worried about he’s kept a solid, strong record in college. Teachers, or at least ones who aren’t overworked into not giving a shit, sing his praises. If there’s one part of his life that has yet to suffer from his side hobby, it's his schooling. 
 
      
 
    “I’m doing good.” Austin’s voice cracks. Tears are threatening to spill and this time he’s not sure if he has the strength to stop them. Tony tisks.  
 
      
 
    Micheal puts a hand on Tony’s shoulder.  
 
      
 
    “Listen, son. What you’re doing is wrong and shameful to the family. I’m not sure I can even look at you the same way.”  
 
      
 
    The sudden calmness is almost as heartbreaking as the words. Austin sinks against the floor, hurt.  
 
      
 
    “But, this isn’t the sort of thing we can just let go of, so up—” Micheal drags him up by the shoulder, eyebrows raising against when he feels how light the boy is.  
 
      
 
    Micheal holds Austin in front of him. The sissy is a mess; cum residue stains the previously clean white shirt and plaid tie combo that made his get up. His skirts also a stained mess and his thigh high stockings are uneven.  
 
      
 
    It’s…a sight to say the least. Micheal doesn’t want to look down and check, but Austin’s eyes widen at the bulge in his pants. 
 
      
 
    Both him and Tony had the same idea.  
 
      
 
    “I—I can make it up to you.”  
 
      
 
    Consent without even saying it directly. Micheal’s got a gleam in his eyes that Austin’s seen before. Directed to his mother. Same with Tony — he doesn’t want to question why, but a part of him just knows.  
 
      
 
    The stories that are told of the days when he went to his college are legendary; unlike Austin however, Tony wasn’t on a secret quest to be someone’s bitch. He made other people his bitch.  
 
      
 
    His father and mother? There was a dynamic there that wasn’t all the way ‘right’. Most families were supposed to exude a sense of love. Up until she left it was raw lust all the way through. Micheal eyed her like a piece of meat.  
 
      
 
    There he is. Austin realizes his position, how uncomfortably long Micheal’s been running his hands up and down his small, thin arms.  
 
      
 
    “I can.” Austin reaffirms with a wiggle. Micheal swallows down a nervous lump; the gears are turning in his head and he’s clearly made a decision.  
 
      
 
    “Well, you have to if you want this phone back.” Tony tosses it up and down, grinning still. “Get on the bed and show us what else you can do.” 
 
      
 
    Austin moves into place, crawling onto the bed on all fours and presenting himself accordingly. The bed dips where Micheal follows. He rolls his rough hands against Austin’s waist. He’s so big and Austin’s shed so much weight in the past few years that his hands almost loop around. Austin was always the tiny one of the family and, for once, it seems like it would make dad love him more.  
 
      
 
    Austin’s ass is still opened up from all the fucking of the dildo. Micheal parts his cheeks and his ass sucks in. 
 
      
 
    Micheal spits on the needy ring of muscle and there’s a zipping sound. Austin’s head hits the pillow, forehead first. How big was his father? He couldn’t imagine — and previously didn’t want to. But now his cock is pushing and insistent at his entrance. A twinge of pain lances through him as a strong hint.  
 
      
 
    “Hurts.” Austin hisses and leans forward. 
 
      
 
    Micheal laughs, “How?” 
 
      
 
    “First time.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” 
 
      
 
    Taking real cock wasn’t something his body was ready for yet—as much as he wishes it were. Micheal’s voice is almost sympathetic before he groans and leaves to rummage through the side tables.  
 
      
 
    “Where’s the lube?” 
 
      
 
    “I got it.” Tony gets on the bed, all but pushes Micheal off. Now his hands sit on Austin’s waist, pull him up further and into position. Not as rough or as big as Micheal’s, but enough to steady Austin. Strong enough to make him aware that if Tony wishes it, he ain’t moving.  
 
      
 
    Tony pulls him up until his ass is out and thrusting forward into his face. Austin’s about to say he doesn’t bend like that when Tony’s tongue flicks against his hole.  
 
      
 
    The gasp that comes out of his mouth makes him want to be small, again. But Tony is already making him feel that way. His older brother’s tongue pushes against that ring of muscle, rounding it in teasing circles.  
 
      
 
    Austin shoves his face into the pillow and tries not to scream. He’s never even kissed someone before and now his brother is eating his ass.  
 
      
 
    Worse yet, underneath him his cock — too small to even reach the bed that he’s lying on — is getting hard.  
 
      
 
    Tony sucks on the hole before pushing his tongue aside and swirling it around. A deep groan comes from the bottom of his chest as he enjoys his little brother’s relaxing ass.  
 
      
 
    Part of him wants to reveal that everyone in the family, mom included, always had an idea of it. Always thought in the back of their heads that Austin was meant to be a slut for cock. Okay, maybe not mom, but definitely Dad. Micheal’s fucked too much and too hard to not notice the tiny little slut that was training right under his nose.  
 
      
 
    All that changed was that Austin knew they knew now. And Tony was ready to make sure of it.  
 
      
 
    Tony’s tongue pulls free with a pop and he laughs. “Little hole didn’t want me to let it go. Poor baby.” He swirls it with the tip of his finger to soothe it. It opens up the slightest bit and Austin lets out another broken sound.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, it won’t be a little tight hole for long.” Tony rises until his hips are flush with his brother’s and bends over him, completely eclipsing his little body. 
 
      
 
    Austin can feel all of his muscles and strength and power. Tony hits the gym to make himself hotter to fuck and better on the fields in football. Now he’s going to use all that strength to fuck him. 
 
      
 
    Tony whispers into his ear. “We’ll fuck it up and stretch it and wreck it and ruin it. You don’t have an ass anymore. You don’t have a body anymore. You’re our little whore from now one.” 
 
      
 
    Austin gasps and shudders, pushing his body against Tony. Months of wanting and needing and now he’s got more than just images and videos to go on. Acting like an act home personal sex slave, the idea of it, the imagery of it, the outright filth of it.  
 
      
 
    His hole is open and twitching. Images of pornography don’t compare to the sort of debauchery his head conjures and all he can hope is that Micheal and Tony meet those dreamy expectations.  
 
      
 
    “Come on.” Austin can hardly believe he’s hearing it come out of his own throat. “Please, please just—just do whatever you want with me.”  
 
      
 
    “Me first—” Micheal pushes Tony away and the other just chuckles as his father slides into place where he was not moments ago.  
 
      
 
    His cock pushes again, this time making it through that ring of muscle and earning a moan from Austin that removes all doubt; this boy was born to be a sissy slut.  
 
      
 
    Micheal grips each side of Austin’s hips and pushes his cock in, deeper and deeper. His blue-green eyes watch that little pink hole give way to his swollen, flushed, seven-inch cock. Bigger than that dildo in the closet, he bets.  
 
      
 
    The closer he comes to fully sheathing himself the more Austin’s tiny hips stutter against him. Micheal chuckles, pushes himself almost in, leaving one-inch spare so he can get a clear look at how his deep just almost ruins him. Then he pushes the whole rest in.  
 
      
 
    Austin’s yelp is delicious. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, hurry up.” 
 
      
 
    Tony’s voice is strained. Austin’s cock twitches at the thought of his beefy older brother standing there, cock in hand and waiting to get at him.  
 
      
 
    “Blame him,” Micheal groans through grit teeth. Austin’s ass isn’t letting up on him any time soon. “If he’d actually whored around instead of playing, we could both fuck him at once.” 
 
      
 
    Austin’s sweat-slick hands grip the sheets. That couldn’t even be possible. Micheal’s hips pull back enough for Austin to get that mesmerizing stretch and he groans openly, body twisting slow.  
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah, I know you like it when something stretches this ass. You loved slutting it up on that toy didn’t you, boy?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah.” Austin squeaks. 
 
      
 
    Micheal moves. Not the quick, hurried, rushed pace that he always believed he’d be fucked at—Micheal is slow, deep and rough. Every time he pushes in Micheal lets out a deep, cracky groan like he’s on the verge of cumming. When he pulls free Austin feels empty.  
 
      
 
    But when those hips slap against his and he’s got a heartbeat to really feel the length and width and strength of his father’s fat dick, he’s in heaven. If not for Micheal’s hands bracing his skinny hips, he’d have collapsed fully, a moaning mess.  
 
      
 
    “Please, please—” Austin’s hair is a sweaty mess as he shakes his head into the pillow.  
 
      
 
    Micheal thrusts in hard and he chokes around the sound. His balls grow tight and he wants nothing more than to cum. It’s all so wrong but the idea of it, the sex of it, is driving him mad.  
 
      
 
    A thumb slips into his mouth. Austin suckles, on cloud nine as his father keeps fucking him in that mind-melting pace. In, rest for a second, back out enough so that the head is beginning to pull at his ass.  
 
      
 
    Austin’s toes curl and tense against the sheets. His whole body is covered in sweat. An intense wave of sensation rolls through him; his orgasm is right there. Micheal isn’t far behind. The grunts of effort grow louder and louder and Austin can feel the shake in his hips, and the twitching of his cock inside him. 
 
      
 
    Micheal powers through his orgasm, hips snapping into place against those soft wanton ones with a wet sound that goes straight to Austin’s leaking sissy cock.  
 
      
 
    Austin can’t keep up, his knees give out and Micheal follows him. He fucks his son into the bedspread as his sissy cock smears all across the sheets.  
 
      
 
    Micheal’s cum is hot inside of him and the man doesn’t stop, just keeps pounding into him with that head always being so, so close but only stretching his asshole open before plunging right back in. He fucks him until the oversensitivity is too much to bear—Austin can feel it in his tongue. He pulls his cock free. The image of Austin’s brutalized, cum dripping hole is one he considers committing to memory—then he chuckles and hisses, rolling his hand up and down his spent dick.  
 
      
 
    No reason to remember it when he plans on having it every day.  
 
      
 
    “Hope you like sloppy seconds!” Micheal laughs, stumbling off the bed.  
 
      
 
    Austin breathes hard, orange hair splayed this way and that on his pillow aside from the few strands stuck to his face. He lets his body rest, lying flat against the cooling sheets. Everything feels heavy and warm and there and he doesn’t want to move an inch.  
 
      
 
    Tony’s shadow lingers over him. High school quarterback to college quarterback to totally not bitter gym trainer.  
 
      
 
    Where does Austin place the weird, transfixed sensation he gets from seeing the normally sarcastic of their three biting his lip, eyes hidden, dick hard in his hand? 
 
      
 
    “Are you waiting for me?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh I’ve been waiting, I’ve been waiting a damn long time,” Tony admits, looking down at Austin from the brim of his lowered cap. His hand strokes up and down his cock, from where Austin lies he can trace the veins and see how flushed and wanting Tony is—and the slivery little ball through the head of his cock.  
 
      
 
    “When’d you—?” 
 
      
 
    “Mmm, you see my piercing sissy slut? You wanna feel it opening up your hole?” 
 
      
 
    Fuck that is going to feel incredible. Austin manages to his knees again, only to have Tony ease him back down and climb on top of his waist. Thick, trained thighs surround him on either side and his cock pushes against the soft entrance of Austin’s ass. 
 
      
 
    Micheal’s cum is bubbling out.  
 
      
 
    “Relax sissy.” Tony breathes low. Fucking Christ, he is so hard right now and the way Austin sinks back down to the bed in complete submission is doing him in.  
 
      
 
    This is how he wants him; body flat on the bed, exhausted, used. The same way he always has him in fantasies too fucked up to speak about. Fantasies that started way too long ago and were way too intense to speak out loud about. 
 
      
 
    And now they’re happening.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck.” Tony isn’t sure if anyone else in the room can hear him and he isn’t sure he wants them too. Spreading Austin’s cheeks and seeing that bright-red ass staring him back in the face, waiting and taunting him, hell he isn’t sure he’ll last long.  
 
      
 
    He prods Austin’s entrance with his piercing. The boy shakes underneath him. Fucking hell—.  
 
      
 
    Tony can’t hold himself back anymore. He pushes his cock in, not stopping or caring about Austin’s comfort. The pained, contorted wheeze he gets only makes him harder and he grabs Austin’s arms to pin them behind his back. This is all he wants, it’s all he’s practically ever fucking wanted.  
 
      
 
    Austin’s eyes are screwed shut as his brother’s cock replaces Micheal’s and then some—another raw inch of length, unprepared and working to tear him in two.  
 
      
 
    Tony’s hips smack against his. He fucks clumsy and rough, not even having bothered to pull his pants down and out of the way. Austin moans low and droning sound as he gets drilled. Sissy cock rubbing raw against the sheets.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, yeah, tighten up on my cock baby. Come on, fucking suck it out of me—” 
 
      
 
    Tony yanks his head up by the strands of hair. Austin bites back his moan. His cock is leaking all over the bedspread. The fabric of Tony’s pants scratches the back of his reddening legs.  
 
      
 
    Filthy insults and Austin’s pleas for him to not stop bounce off the walls and through the house. Any more of this and he’s going to cum.  
 
      
 
    Tony’s teeth find his neck, bites down hard before dropping him back to the bedspread and fucking him prone and deep with wild rolls of his hips.  
 
      
 
    Austin’s orgasm finds him and he cums, eyes rolling back and body trembling between his brother and the bedspread.  
 
      
 
    Tony follows after, hissing to Austin about what a used up little slut he is and is going to be. How much he plans on using Austin’s ass to please himself. How much of Austin’s life is going to be taken up by the wants and needs of his dick from now on. 
 
      
 
    Austin doesn’t register a word of it. Minutes pass of Tony’s heavier body pushing against him, nestling him in the sheets. A pleasant and reassuring weight. It comes to an end all too soon when Tony detangles himself and starts fixing his clothes.  
 
      
 
    Austin rolls over, exhaustion sinks into every pore. Micheal’s already left the room.  
 
      
 
    “You taking a bath?” Tony asks.  
 
      
 
    Honestly, he would be shocked if he could stand right about now. 
 
      
 
    “N-no. I’ll wait until later.” 
 
      
 
    “Suit yourself.” Tony shrugs and leans over, pressing a quick kiss to his cheek. “Good night.” Tony’s voice is lower this time. With the sort of growl that made Austin wonder if Tony would try and sneak back into his bed for another round. 
 
      
 
    The door closes and Austin lies there. For the first time in an hour and a half, the room is truly quiet again. He’s soaked in sweat and cum, his sheets and hair are an absolute mess. His phone sits, returned and safe, on his nightstand.  
 
      
 
    What has his home life become? 
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