
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sissy: Taboo Tale 2

J.J. Cummings

Ben swipes a hand over his face as the clock on the bedside table reads a bright red ten A.M. He swipes the crust out of his eyes. The space beside him is empty and cold. Serah must already be up. 
 

Normally there would only be the typical post-wakeup grogginess to deal with, but when he sees the sun coming through the blinds he remembers when he was knee-deep in his stepson ten hours prior.

Two decades ago, the teenage Ben would be in top shape with this sort of back and forth wouldn’t have stopped him much, now having to play around the two of them is difficult. 
 

It’s one thing to just fuck Noah because yes, there’s no question he shouldn’t be doing it, but he has no problem ignoring the nagging voice in the back of his head while he’s on the verge of filling up a young, tight ass.  
 

It’s another to have to sit across from him and play niceties like the same mouth Noah uses to compliment Serah’s cooking isn’t the same one that was taking him tip to balls just an hour or so earlier—
 

The bedroom door creaks open and distantly he can hear the popping sound of food. The smell of bacon wafts through the air.

“Sweetie, you up?” Serah’s voice is a wispy, frail little thing. 
 

Ben can remember talking to her, briefly, in a moment of raw courage and emotion, discussing a short bout of bad depression that would leave him bedridden until one in the afternoon, but also make him angry and argumentative.

He turns, offers her a genuine smile. “Mornin’ Serah.”
 

At the lack of rebuke, that plucky bright smile returns, underneath that messy hair. She’s adorable until he sees the ‘Noah’ in her face. Then she’s frightening. 
 

“So, bacon?” He gets up, rolling to his side of the bed, away from the bedroom door, to avoid making any more eye contact.
 

“I was hoping to talk to you.” 
 

Ben can hear the door frame creak. She’s leaning against it. He's noticed she uses it as a perch whenever ‘serious’ discussions come up. It’s a damn fine position for her to pick; makes her look more authoritative, keeps her in a standing position without much work and most importantly, stops someone from leaving the conversation easily. 
 

He gets up, realizes he’s naked only after the fact. He takes as long as he can to make his way to the drawer and get clothes. He wants as much of a reason to not face Serah as possible. 
 

“I wanted to talk to you about Noah.” 
 

And there’s the forbidden subject. 
 

“Yeah, I’m listening.” Ben gets on his socks, pretends to suddenly be picky when digging through to find something to wear.

He just wants this conversation to be over.

“So, I won’t claim to be some fancy conversational expert, but the talk over last nights dinner it felt a bit…stiff?” 
 

Her choice of words plays bloody murder with him. Ben swipes another hand over his face, plays it off like he was scratching his head. “Yeah, I guess.” 
 

“I mean, I don’t expect you two to just hit it off right out the gate. You just met and you’re probably still getting used to each other. I know Noah has a bit of a mouth on him.” She has no fucking idea. “His, uh, birth father really didn’t help all that.” And neither was he—hell, given getting fucked seemed to be Noah’s entire mission towards the end of it, he’s actively encouraging him. 
 

“I just wanna know how I can make sure you two get along. Because, I know for sure that once you two really get along, you’re gonna be the best of friends. The best.”
 

Ben looks at her out of sheer pity and sees the damned, heartbreaking sparkles in her eyes. 
 

He’s glad he married her. She deserves better. So much better. Pure intentions, honesty and an intentional remembering of boundaries and personal history directed towards someone who really, at this point, doesn’t deserve the authenticity. 
 

She doesn’t know the half of him and  Noah’s current relationship, and if he’s got anything to say about it she never will. Ben nods in feigned agreement.

Perhaps, if he doesn't fight it Serah will just supervise them more often, won't she? This meant Noah won't be able to pounce on him like he's afraid to, and he'll have some barrier of protection to stop him from making more 'mistakes'.  Make it far easier to push him away. 
 

“Guess we’ll all have to spend more time together.”
 

“Yeah.” She says, with a voice full of thoughts of the future. “So, I figured today, since you’re heading back to work I could send him with you.”
 

Another raw full-body freeze as he’s getting his leg into his pants. Mother of God that would be awful—he’s a tradesman, he works on the road, often alone with customers who don’t pay attention to what he does so long as it gets done. That’s presuming, in this town that is more a collection of houses dotted across long stretches of forest cutting road, that he won’t be alone with Noah during the drive there.

“I don’t really think that’s a great idea.” 
 

“Why not?” 
 

“Well, I mean there might be some electrical work to do—”
 

“I thought Dave did the electrical work.”

If he pushes it too hard, she might become suspicious. 
 

“And Noah probably ain’t that good around construction material. Doesn’t seem like the sort of type.”

Serah's brows lower and she pouts. “Is there something you have against Noah? Did you two have a fight or something? 
 

“Nah, I just don’t wanna risk him getting hurt or something.”

“Could still use him for painting or whatever. He is  surprisingly strong, very—enduring that one.”

Shit, he can’t get out of this, can he? Fucking A. After all that Serah’s genuinely going to be the cause of this again, isn’t she? There is no chance that this will go smoothly and he can’t even explain to her why. Looking at her, there are traces of doubt on her face. No doubt, she's wondering why Ben’s so against this.

He can’t say no to her.

And he can’t tell her the truth.

“Alright, I’ll go talk to Noah about heading out. See if he’s ready and all that—”
 

The room gets warmer as Serah claps her hands together and kisses him on the cheek, and the pit of guilt in his stomach preemptively grows ten feet deeper.

Breakfast is a cold affair, despite the state of the delicious food. Where Ben would normally place silence, he heaps praise on Serah to make up for how much he knows is going to go wrong. He can envision it now, Noah’s soft, welcoming entrance being presented to him like a prized possession. Something he can use to his heart’s content. 
 

Noah…

That kid's something else. He’s sitting across from them in a two-colored gold and black hoodie-shirt and some jeans, and aside from some loud accents and the styled curling of his hair he couldn’t look any less interesting. If Ben saw him on the street, he wouldn’t think, ‘this kid is a trained pro at riding cock’. He would think he was a normal kid with some questionable taste in fashion — to say nothing of what he was wearing the other day.
 

Then a blossoming beacon of hope appears; if Noah’s not wearing that slutty little get-up, he can probably resist him. It’s not like Ben likes men. Dear almighty God, no. He lived with five other guys back in his college days. What a continuous cluster-fuck of bad ideas those nitwits were. 
 

No, Noah caught him off guard with the lacey, sexual submissive stuff is all. He was bewildered and beguiled and in the moment. There’s no reason to tell Serah about what happened the other day, but the next time he smiles at her — shortly before leaving the house — it feels more honest.
 

The door shuts behind them with the muffled sound of Serah wishing them a good day. That’s when the facade of keeping up face drops.

"Can I trust that you’re going to behave and we're not gonna have any...problems?" Ben loads it with all the authority he can muster. 
 

‘Yes’ is what comes out of Noah’s mouth, the smile that follows screams ‘no’. Ben’s half a mind to kick him out on the side of the road somewhere. At least then he wouldn’t have to deal with the inevitable chance of Noah coming onto him. 
 

It’s fine. All he has to do is stand firm. What happened the other day was a mere fluke. A temporary lapse in judgment that won’t be happening again.
 

The moment Ben takes the driver’s seat is when he knows it’s not going to happen smoothly. Noah doesn’t say anything immediately, but he can see the brat’s smirk out the corner of his eye. 
 

Ben takes a deep breath as they leave the neighborhood and turn down the main road leading out of the city. This week he’ll be doing some repair work for a wind power plant. Not so much that he’ll be working on the fans himself, but he’ll be providing basic fixes like metal standing repair, oiling turning parts, advising when other repairs will be needed, etcetera.
 

This means they’ll be in the middle of nowhere, and mostly alone. 
 

When they’ve started down the highway road and the path becomes less and less dotted with gray bricked buildings and more and more with forest, Noah makes his move.
 

“’We’re not gonna have any problems?’” Noah chuckles. 
 

“No, we aren’t.”

“I can’t possibly know what you mean by that.”
 

“It means your not going to do what you’re doing right now.”
 

“Which would be?”
 

He comes to a brief stop and shoots Noah a glare. The young man rolls his eyes and laughs some more. 
 

“Seriously, what is it you think I’ve done?” 
 

“Amongst other things? Tried to seduce me away from my wife.”
 

Noah’s laugh turns into something incredulous. “I’m sorry? I—ha—I’m sorry?! I think we have two very different memories of the incident.”
 

“Is that so?
 

“Yeah, last I remember you caught me crossdressing, then I offered to sleep with you to keep you quiet. Jesus, you need to act less fucking awkward by the way. Anyone with a half working brain could tell you were uncomfortable talking afterward. 
 

Ben ignores him for the sake of maintaining his sanity, but Noah doesn’t talk again for some time. Minutes drag on and he’s not happy with how slow the travel seems now. 
 

“Shit.” Noah groans again. “I should be staying away from you unless you try to pounce on me again.”

Ben has a brief moment of piercing clarity. Fucking Noah was one of the best experiences of his life, but was it worth potentially ruining his marriages, friendships, or social standing in the town, ending up alone? 
 

His cock argues with his rational mind on that, luckily given he isn't hard at the moment, it loses miserably. 
 

"Which isn't going to happen, because I'm not attracted to you like that," Ben says, in a way that makes him feel briefly confident.
 

Noah goes laughs some more. It’s a dry, sarcastic thing that stabs at Ben’s patience. Then he goes quiet. 
 

The car is silent for three long, drawn-out minutes.

Ben chalks that down to a strong victory.

They reach the halfway point. Ben stops in front of a dirt trail split in the road. 
 

"I love dick," Noah says, speaking in a low, a sultry tone. Ben jolts and looks over to him. Noah's chair is leaned back enough that the half-lidded eyes he gives the outside window are visible and capable. "I need dick. When I think of a good man with his hard cock, pushing me to the ground, punishing me, fucking me, I can't stop myself from wanting it."
 

Ben's hands clench and unclench around the steering wheel. God, why's it so fucking hard to breathe in here all of a sudden? Why isn't that light turning fucking green yet? 
 

Noah pulls up that hideous gold and black shirt and holds it with his teeth to show the skimpy white and pink frilly lingerie he’s wearing beneath it—

"I can feel the need for dick. It's like a pull in my ass, I want to get on my hands and knees and spread myself for it, open myself up with my fingers and tell them to come and get it. I want to taste hot, thick creamy cum filling my mouth. Slicking up that hard cock with my mouth, my tongue, my throat. Letting him grab me by the hair, letting him fuck me--" 
 

The light turns green. Ben all but stomps on the gas. Memories of when he did just that, pushed his willing and slutty little stepson down onto his cock and let that velvety heat just work him, awaken that hardness and driving need to fuck again.

He drives until he reaches a point he can stop on the side.

"I want to be used, I want to be bored open by a man who isn't afraid to take what he wants--"

"Get in the fucking backseat, you goddamn rat."
 

Noah’s giggle is haunting as Ben stops the car, yanks the keys free — pockets them and heads around. Noah’s already climbing backward the seat with that same Cheshire's grin plastered onto his face. How did such a child even come up like this around Serah? Was it his biological father’s doing, or something else, to make him so weirdly fucked up? 
 

Noah yanks his pants down, revealing white, lacey bottoms — same as the other ones bar the bow, though these have different, beaded embroidery and a snap-welcoming garter belt. They look so soft, around the curved plump of his ass. Ben’s already cupping himself in his jeans at the sight of it and remembering how strong he blew inside just a day or so prior. 
 

Explains the loose-fitting slacks. 
 

Ben can already feel the guilty tug in his balls. 
 

He thought it was a one-time thing, that Noah wouldn't dare to seduce him again — this time instead of doing it as a way of protecting his secret, he's doing it for...what? Shits and giggles? Love? God no, anything but that. Love would complicate this. This is complicated enough. 
 

Noah raises his legs behind his head, holding them open with his arms, with no pause whatsoever. The bottoms are open in the back. A free open space of his clear, pretty skin bordered by that fine embroidery. Ass and entrance on full display and free for him to just jump in and use. 
 

Ben readies his cock at Noah's entrance. White socked toes curl by the driver’s side head seat. He pushes his cock in, can see the telltale painful jolt that goes through Noah's system as he does so. Maybe this will be enough to knock them both out of it.

Given Noah's ignored his warnings, Ben pushes forward into that tight heat without another word, further and further until his hips are flush against the soft lace around Noah's ass. The sissy boy squirms, his breath falters and for a split second and the facade of being an all-powerful slut fades. One of his hands reaches up and grasps the edge of the driver's side seat, nails dig in, twist. His face squeezes tight in pain. 
 

Ben waits, hoping for Noah to tell him to pull out and maybe kill both their boners. Noah recuperates almost at once, despite the sweat beads forming on his forehead. "Come on, Daddy. Fuck me." Noah says. His hands reach down to hold his ass up that much more and Ben groans. 
 

One of them is going to need to stop doing this before he finds himself wildly thrusting into his stepson in front of his wife. 
 

That'll be a fucking mess. 
 

Ben pulls back until his tip is almost slipping free of Noah then thrusts back in.
 

God, anyone could drive by. Come to think of it, he didn’t know where Serah was or what she had to do today. Serah could drive by. Anyone could see him fucking himself wild into his own wife's child. But he can't stop his hips from moving. Every-time his head is being squeezed on by that velvety tight muscle it's like a force pulls him all that way in, squeezing his balls ever so slightly as it does.

Filth hasn't stopped falling from Noah's lips, he practically chants about his desperate, unfulfillable need for dick and Ben's cock is up to the challenge of satisfying him. 
 

Ben props Noah' legs against each side of his head until he's practically thrusting straight down, pounding himself deeper and deeper into Noah' ass. 
 

When Noah' whispers of sexual need turn into a stuttered one mantra, he knows he can't stop himself anymore.

"Is this it, is this what you wanted?" Ben asks. When Noah doesn't respond he shoots his hand down, intending to grab his neck. Manages to accidentally stick his thumb into the boy’s mouth. 
 

Noah purrs, sucks on the digit. His ass feels tighter, hotter, like he’s clenching down intentionally, trying to milk Ben dry of everything. Ben lets out a groan. The car is full of the filthy noises of Ben’s balls slapping against Noah’s open, trained ass and Noah’s own desperate moans and pleas. 
 

Even now there’s a burning thought in the back of Ben’s mind. ‘Serah never gets you like this’. It strikes painfully true, Ben pauses to hide his face in the crook of Noah’s neck, just to avoid having to face the crushing guilt. When he pulls back, he pulls his thumb free from Noah’s mouth and he plays it all off with a bite against the side of his neck.
 

Noah’s back arches from the seat. His voice goes in a hysteric, wavering moan before falling to a whimpering and trembling noise like a line about to snap. “I love you so much Daddy, I love you so much…” Legs go from hanging in the air to wrapped around his body as Noah pleads for more from his ‘Daddy’. 
 

Mother of God this little sliver tongued viper will be the death of him.
 

Ben clamps his hand down over Noah’s mouth, but his hips are beginning to stutter. The stress in his waist, the rising urge and need to cum, as fast and as quick as possible, turns his thrusts from smooth leaning rides to jabbing stabs that have Noah sobbing for more. Needy tears trail against his calloused fingers as Ben feels the orgasm coming, mounting and he can’t stop it anymore.

Noah comes before he does. His cry is guttural but muffled, back arching again as Ben plows into that sweet heat of his. His vision 
 

Ben comes and the cry he makes aches as it tears free from his throat. His hips won’t stop moving despite his body begging for some sort of rest or reprieve. It’s in long, shaking spurts that Noah whines to have, and when Ben pulls free the tiny amount of his cum he can see in Noah’s gaping ass makes him want to go for a round two.

The clock, however, says he doesn’t have the time.

He stops, backs off and realizes he’s practically dripping. Fucking in a car in the hot summer sun’s a goddamn bitch. Worse, he’ll be on-site looking and smelling like this too. Best excuse, he was doing some work elsewhere already when he rushed over.

Noah tends to himself while Ben gets his pants readjusted and gets himself re-situated at the side of the road. The guilty is due any second now.

Noah makes sure of it.

“Quick question, if you don’t mind me asking,” Noah says as he zips up his pants. “We’ve only fucked twice now, why are you treating me getting dick like I’m guaranteed to pounce on you at any given time?”

Ben frowns. 
 

“Seriously,” Noah continues, pulling up his pants over his lingerie, “Not my job to make sure you keep your vows.”

“You know I’ve taken vows and still came along with me.”
 

“After Serah asked me to and purely to get dick.”
 

Ben looks at him as if he’s dragging the corpse of his grandmother behind him. Noah shrugs, finger toying with a curl before he pulls a vaguely upset face.  “Gotta learn to say no! What can I tell you? With that the younger man piles back into the front passenger's seat of the car and leaves Ben standing there, mouth agape as he wonders what the fuck he just heard.
 

When they get on-site, it’s back to normal for Noah. The young man makes himself sparse. Either he’s keeping his distance because he can sense how much Ben wants to deck him for that, or the man doesn’t feel like doing work. Doesn’t make a difference to him, so long as the brat doesn’t interrupt his work. 
 

The occasional times he spots him, Noah’s drinking water or awkwardly standing out of place, not doing anything. It’s still refreshing to keep the boy at an arms pace. Work helps as a distraction. When he hits the six-hour mark though, he remembers he elected for a half-day today… 
 

He'll face Serah soon.

The guilt comes crashing back onto him.

Has there ever been a moment when Serah had anything less than his best in mind or had she ever given him a reason to think her unfaithful?  She was a hard-working, smart, beautiful and proactive woman. She cooks for him, cleans for him, opened her house and home and family to him and now here he was again, fucking her son in the middle of nowhere and loving every minute of it.

If she said she wanted to leave him, he wouldn’t be able to blame her—
 

“Hey,” Noah’s hand on his shoulder wakes him from his guilt trip. The kid’s holding a phone with a winking anime girl chain hanging from it. “It’s Serah.”
 

Ben’s stomach sinks. He gets up, wipes his hands on the rag cloth at his waist. Terror is lancing through his entire body. 
 

“Hey, babe.”

There’s a brief pause. Does he sound weird? Is that something he would’ve said while picking up the phone a week prior? Or has he managed to find the horrid balance between doing wrong by her behind her and still daring to be nice to her face?

“Heeeeey! I got good news!”
 

“Yeah, what’s up?”

“So you know the truck dispatch office I work at? One of my friends won an all-expense paid spa-day ticket from the company, but she gave it to me as a gift.”
 

Ben’s stomach sinks. 
 

The timing is goddamn impeccable. 
 

“Wow, really? That’s…that’s great.”

Serah must pick up on his lack of enthusiasm. “I’m sorry, you’re right, I shouldn’t go.”
 

Ben’s half a thought to take her up on that, then the vast pit of guilt in his stomach reminds him that all he’s doing is ridding her of an opportunity to get some rest. She opens her house for him, trusts him, provides him with love and care and he deprives her of this? Why? Because — if Noah and all his mischief is to be believed — he can’t refuse sex?
 

“No, I’m sorry—it’s been a long day. You should go on your trip honey.”
 

“It’s no problem?”
 

“Nope, not at all.” He lies. 
 

“Alright. How are you and Noah getting along?”
 

He’s got so many problems. And all of them are because of Noah. 
 

But how could he ever admit that?
 

“We’re getting along great, the kid’s been a big help.” 
 

“Really? That’s good. He says he’s bringing a friend over soon, so I didn’t know what to think at first.”
 

Ben glares at Noah accusingly. The boy just smiles and waves. “Yeah he didn’t tell me too much about that, but I think we’ll get on great.”
 

“That’s good. I’ll see you when you get home?”
 

“Definitely—Serah, I need to tell you something.” Ben spits before he can think about it. He can practically feel the tension in the air, pressing against him, collapsing in on him. Every part of his moral code screaming out to confess, or at least find a way to get out of this. 
 

“What’s wrong?”

It’s like his mouth disappears, none of the words find their way free from his throat.
 

“Sweetie? What’s wrong, did something happen?”
 

Noah looks criminally uninterested. 
 

“Ben? Are you there?”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t catch the kid’s name is all…”
 

“Oh.” Serah’s voice is quiet. “His name’s Andrew.”

“Okay. Thanks. I’ll see you when I get home, alright?”

“Alright.”
 

“Love you.”

“Love you too.”
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