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The entire drive home that day is spent in silence. Even Noah’s near-constant, irritating stabs of sarcasm and snark are muted. Perhaps the idea of Serah being so happy is weighing down on the both of them. It’s funny — as he drives his wedding band is a constant reminder of his failings, yet he never takes it off.

But Noah is Serah’s biological son. There's no way he doesn’t know what he’s doing or the severity of it. The thought of Noah potentially feeling guilty wasn’t something he’d thought of before. Though, if the story were to come out that he and Noah were sleeping together who would be the first thrown under the bus?
 

No doubt, the mischievous little demon knows the answer to that one.

On the other hand, Noah did have a point. This was all his fault. His inability to tame his sex drive was leading him down this path, where the vows he made meant nothing. Whatever sick perversion that might have awoken the first time he and Noah did it isn’t something he necessarily has to bow to. Something Noah has already told him.

What does Noah think? His stepson says that the entire burden is lying on him, but in such a case why sleep with him again? To prove a point? To win their little back and forth bouts?

“Noah,”
 

The boy looks at him, hand in his hair as always. Why does he do that, is it like a compulsion or something? Spare that, he couldn’t look more bored.

What runs through the kid’s head when he isn’t busy acting seductive and open for the taking?
 

For all the time Serah has left them alone together he hasn’t spent any time getting acquainted with the little brat.

Ben knocks on the front door twice.

“What is it you do for a living?”

“I’m a whore.”
 

Oh.

God.
 

Well.
 

The door swings open and there stands Serah, who looks beyond happy to see him. She throws her arms open and embraces him. It’s all the sweet lovey-dovey nonsense that a week prior he’d have begun to get bored of, and stopped noticing.

Now it just hurts.

“How was work?”
 

“Went by pretty fast.” Ben lies.

There wasn’t a single moment where Ben could say he wasn’t terrified. Hell, he’s terrified now. Terrified that maybe Noah will spill the truth just for the sake of being mischievous. Terrified that his whole world would come crashing down on him because of one word out of place, one slip of the tongue. Ben can only wonder where all this terror hides when he sees Noah’s ass in anything lacy or girly.

“Yeah, pretty boring to be honest.” Noah chimes.
 

“Hey, at least now you can say you have experience!” Serah smiles as they both walk past her into the house.

That only welcomes thoughts of what does Serah think Noah does for a living? There’s no way in hell she knows; he only just found out and that’s probably because Noah wants him to know that. Either that or he wants to make it as easy as possible for Ben to keep doing what he’s doing — after all, if Noah’s a whore then he’s only doing his job right?

Days ago he’d conjured an image of Noah having a bunch of big, black men using his ass day in and day out. Strange, having it confirmed makes his stomach tie up in painful knots leading up to his throat.

The door shuts behind them. Without skipping a beat, Noah declares he’s exhausted for the day and retreats to his room—Ben notes the coy smile on his face as he goes.
 

Now he’s alone with Serah. His skin is prickling at the thought. That’s never happened before. His brows knit tight.

Serah’s hand on his shoulder yanks him from his mental space with a painful jolt. She pulls back as if she'd burned him.

What has his home life even devolved into?
 

“Are you okay?”
 

“Yeah—”

“No, you’re not.” She grabs his arm and tugs him along. Not a single iota of strength to deny her. Really, could he deny her anything at this point without a painful ache in the pit of his stomach reminding him of his deception?
 

Serah brings him to the bedroom and sits him down on the edge of their shared bed.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”
 

She purses her lips. “You’re lying to me.”

The silence stretches on just long enough to be noticeable and uncomfortable.

“You know, you can tell me anything.” Serah grasps Ben’s hand.

He can see the tears peeking out of the corners of her eyes. Does she already know and her heart is already broken? Ben’s spent so much time guessing at everything for the past couple of days that he can’t tell anymore. The rising pressure of the situation, the words are peeking through the surface and when he opens his mouth, he’s mentally walking through his wretched, life-ruining confession.

All that comes out is a soft, reassuring, “Nothing’s wrong, babe.” Then a kiss to the temple for good measure.

Serah’s brows are still knit tight, and uncertainty lingers in her eyes.

Ben pretends not to notice, turns around and sleeps anyway. All he can do is wait. Wait and let tomorrow crash over him with whatever it’ll bring.

He doubts it will be good.

To avoid having to face both Serah and Noah after that conversation, he weaves a lie that he ate at work. The concern on Serah’s face is harsh and palpable, but it gets him away from the situation and into bed early, and for right now that’s all he wants.
 

Sleep comes easy and without dreams. The night passes by in the blink of an eye and spares him from lying awake in guilt. Serah isn’t there to wake him and the clock reads a reasonable eight forty-three a.m.
 

How long can he keep this up? Even if Serah doesn’t find out exactly what he did she can detect it. It’s not like Ben is any good at telling grand lies. There’s enough hesitation and tension and denial now that she can suspect and speculate. Pretty soon it will turn prickly, Serah will stop trying to appeal confessions out of him and begin demanding them. Begin investigating. Her repeated inquiries aren’t her crudely trying to find the truth; it’s her being nice before she has to be mean.
 

She’s kind. Not stupid.

Ben finds a basic outfit, settles for a pair of old washed-out jeans and a deep forest green shirt. He wipes the crust out of his eyes, gets up and heads out the bedroom door. He’s assaulted by sounds and sights; Serah’s rushing around the living room, picking up a bag there and a carrying case there, keys there, phone there.
 

A blonde young man with a black suitcase stands beside the entrance way.

“—ere’s Noah?”

“He’s in the kitchen, I think?” Serah was busy checking her face in the blank screen of the television and flicking her fingers at her eyebrows.
 

The young man’s eyes slide to Ben, then up and down with a hunger in his eyes like a beast that's seen a slab of meat. Shudders shoot down Ben’s spine. He at least heard of Noah before he came crashing through their front door, hungry for dick. He hadn’t expected him to be forward, to be sexual and active.
 

This is something else; this is an outsider, walking into their home and bringing with him the promise of trouble. Ben waits by the entranceway as Serah buzzes about, finishing her preparations.

When she spots him, her eyes light up like a tree on Christmas morning. “Hey, sweetie.” Her voice is a whisper compared to the morning chaos. Ben’s stomach ties itself in knots as they share a kiss that tastes like a betrayal.
 

“Hey.”
 

“You sound tired, you sure you don’t need a spa day big guy?”

He rests his head against the wall. “No, I’m alright.”

He is tired.

He does need a spa day.

Judging by the fact that Andrew is here, he can tell this will not be one.

Two clear honks knock him out of his thoughts. Serah giggles and claps her hands together. "Alright, there's my ride! You need anything while I’m out babe?"
 

"No." Ben's soul curdles. "I'm fine, you go enjoy your spy day."
 

Serah makes a little high pitched noise like a kid getting to dig into an ice cream cake.

At least she's off having fun, right?
 

Ben gives her another farewell and shuts the door behind her.

Andrew walks towards the first-floor bathroom, between the steps to Noah’s room and the kitchen. Noah swipes his hands clean with a rag before discarding it into the sink beside him before sauntering into the living room.
 

Ben takes a seat on the couch. He misses Serah already, she was the one thing stopping this place from becoming a madhouse — now he’s being rounded by two cock-hungry sharks.

Noah pauses beside the television, for once he seems under-dressed. Just a navy t-shirt and washed out jeans. Then his hands curl under the top, tear it free to reveal a little itty bitty black and white lace bra, bordered with lace.
 

Ben’s eyes flash to the crevice between the sky-blue curtain and the window to make sure that Serah is nowhere in sight — god help them both if she forgot something and doubled back. The coast is clear, and Noah’s peeling out of his jeans. It’s a black miniskirt so tiny it doesn’t get past his waist, his ass is entirely out, his caged up cock is poking out from the fabric, restrained only by an also-too-small black and white-bordered thong. Thigh-high stockings, as always.

Noah undoes a little black tie on his thigh and instead wraps the fabric around his head.

Oh. It’s a maid’s outfit.

“If your mom finds out we’re dead.”
 

“What’s this we nonsense?” Noah whirls around and wiggles his ass.

Ben can’t tear his eyes away.
 

“You’re the one standing there, trying to get me to rail you.”

“Exactly. Friendly reminder, big guy: you can, at any given time, say no. It is not, I repeat; not, my responsibility to make sure you uphold your vows.”

Noah swirls his hand around his cheek.
 

Ben is mortified. Noah knows very well what he’s doing. The sissy boy simply doesn’t care—he’s got no allegiance to Serah’s trust, no allegiance to Ben’s wellbeing or the presumed sanctity of their marriage. If they get caught, ironically enough, Ben will be the one who his left ass out.

Seeing how ruinous all of this is…
 

Shouldn’t there be some horrific, instinctual sense that he shouldn’t be doing this? That the disgust of doing it should dampen, if not outright kill, his sexual desire?

“You’re an awful person,” Ben says, hissing as he rubs the crouch of his too-tight pants.

Even when he’s here chastising his stepson for his behavior, he can’t draw his eyes away from those thin swaying hips, that perked up and prepared, trained ass. Every memory of how goddamn tight he gets just floods his senses the moment he sees it.
 

His cock is already tenting, where Serah would have to work for minutes on end to get him riled up — all thanks to a certain someone.
 

The bathroom door swings open and out comes Andrew. Wearing a similar get-up to Noah, but instead, he’s taken it to a whole other level with bright-pink twin bow-tied pigtails.

"Andrew—”
 

"Annie." He says, nailed finger curling the ends of his ponytail extensions.

So that’s where Noah gets that from.

Ben motions to his outfit. "This, this right here? This is insane, why would you even have that ready?"

"I heard you fuck good, is why." The look Andrew gives him is enough to make him want to grab him by those ponytails, slam his body against that wall and completely ruin that pissy little attitude. And he knows it.

Ben’s face sours. Andrew chuckles.
 

“Or should we ignore the elephant in the room — let me try again that.” Andrew feigns a concerned look, brows knitting together despite the smiling expression he’s wearing underneath. “I’m a good friend of the family after all and when I heard that Serah’s been working so hard to get you two to like each other, I rushed over to help.” He practically purrs, takes his spot beside Noah.
 

A sane man would throw his hands up in the air and declare this to have gone on for long enough. Then detach himself from the situation. Set boundaries. Refuse. Have a goddamn spine.

That same man wouldn't be so stupid and impulsive and sick to be fucking his cross-dressing stepson to begin with.

Ben’s cock strains in his pants. The two sissy boys in front of him look so good, so soft and warm inside. With their twin slutty expressions, the whoreish costumes, with tight little holes ready to please.
 

Noah grazes his hand down Andrew’s body. Andrew’s got a thicker ass, and he’s a full head taller — almost Ben’s height.

“She really has been working so hard, so until then, he’s staying here to help clean up and you, Daddy, are a very filthy-minded man.”

“Stop fucking teasing me,” Ben growls. He lifts himself off the sofa enough to peel his jeans down to his knees. His cock flops free, hard and damn near-leaking pre all over his palm.

The sissies exchange looks.

Noah reaches down to his straining panties and tosses them carelessly underneath the table. He turns around and bends over enough to spread out his ass and—Ben’s heart leaps to his throat at the bright blue jewel where his asshole should be. Andrew reaches down, pulls it out enough that Ben can tell its an ass-plug, and then he shoves it back in enough to earn a half-pained groan from Noah.
 

Fucking hell.
 

“I also heard that Noah here was being a bad little boy. Weren’t you Noah?” Andrew keeps twisting and pulling on the plug, enough to make that hole stretch out right in front of both of them. Enough to make it clear that Noah has plenty of space in his ass for cock.

“Yes, ma’am. I’ve been a little slut. Please—“

Andrew slaps Noah’s ass, earning another noise that Ben craves to eat out of his mouth.
 

“Little sluts don’t get cock. Isn’t that right Ben?”

“R-right.”
 

Ben forgot he was in his living room doing this for real. Something in his brain clicked off and assumed it was a shockingly realistic porno.
 

“So that means you’ll just have to watch me take it.” Andrew’s smile is reminiscent of Noah’s. Strange how much they mirror each other; or perhaps Andrew and Noah were so close they began to mirror each other.
 

Probably took cock together. Ben’s mouth waters at the thought of the two of them whoring themselves out. Noah said that’s what he did for a living, and that he and his friend were waiting for their ‘apartment’ to be prepared. There’s a non-zero chance that that was true.
 

Andrew waves Noah over to the sofa and steps towards Ben with all the power and command of a woman who knows she’s wanted. Every sensible thought in Ben’s head screams that this is an awful idea, but when that thin sissy body steps between his legs and sits down so that the sides of his blonde, clipped-on pigtails brush against the side of his head, he can’t find it in himself to say no.
 

“Mmm, not bad.” The blonde purrs and takes a solid hold of the needy cock in his silken hand.
 

Bright blue eyes lower as the throat takes his shaft, all the way to the hilt. Ben can feel the sissy boy shiver, the telltale delight of a trained, skilled and wanting mouth. The hand on his thigh glides up and down smooth and warm. Noah is so soft, so joyously wanting of him. Looking down on him and seeing those bright eyes a flutter, all that lace and sexy skin ready for the touching and abuse, and of course, hidden in the reflection of the television, that hint of shining blue marking where the plug was.

Ben leans against the sofa, exhaling every hint of stress that could've existed in him. Passive fear of Serah walking through the door any second is a thing of the past, they've nothing to be concerned about for at least another two days. Until then, that soft, hot, tight, trained ass is his to use and abuse. In any way he sees fit. Far beyond anything Serah would've allowed him to do to her.

Andrew pops the flushed head out of his mouth. “Need to hurry.”
 

He turns around and bends forward. Peach-white stocking legs spread and his ass parts open for Ben. The white gentle gloves stretch his willing cheeks apart so Ben can have easy access to him. Ben doesn't get this level of submission from Serah. This level of worship.

The blonde sissy doesn’t wait for Ben to prepare himself. He lowers himself onto the cock. When his head pushes past that tight ring of muscle, Ben swallows, already knowing that not only can he not say no, this can’t be the last time.

Where Noah was a completely willing, teasing toy, Andrew is a consummate professional taking cock. He rides cock in a practiced way. Typically Noah is a giggling, bouncing, bratty mess of a sissy boy. Andrew rides Ben in circles, comes down on him hard with a hiss. His face is trained and focused like he was paid to take Ben’s cock.
 

It’s impersonal. It’s hard and rough from the get-go. Something he got from Noah in the back of a car not too long ago.
 

Not as engaging, but with the sensuous way Andrew’s hips work he can get down with it.
 

Both Ben and Andrew’s breaths go labored when Andrew shows he’s not playing around. He lowered his upper body to the floor so he so pushes his ass up and down on Ben’s cock. Those steely blue eyes stare at Ben, practically daring him to meet him in thrusts. Holy fuck, is he the friend Noah was talking about? What sort of work do they do? Or was he right the first time around, that Noah has a long line of thick, black men waiting to tear it up?
 

Noah’s slutty whine is enough to grab their attention. His silked gloved hands pull ineffectively at a shaking cock cage. Fuck, Noah’s so damn needy. The little brat deserves to suffer and watching him struggle is making Ben want to plow him even more.

“No,” Andrew whispers, his hips moving quickly so that he’s practically twerking on Ben’s waist. His thick ass shaking up and down, those cheeks swallowing and making Ben’s dick disappear into heat and velvet tightness. “Focus on me. Focus on fucking me senseless.”

Fuck. Ben’s hips gyrate to the rhythm he sets.

Noah doesn’t stop, just redoubles his efforts. He settles down next to Andrew and then gets into the same position, face on the floor and ass spread in the air. He starts mirroring them, mirroring the rhythm of them fucking. That adorable little blue jewel that serves as a marker, bouncing up and down.
 

Ben had crazy days in college and pulled some exciting if regrettable, stunts. He thought just fucking his Stepson was a new echelon in his ride. Now with Noah’s cum stuffed ass jiggling in his face while he fucks his friend, both of them all but obsessed with his dick, he can solidly say he’s got further to go.
 

Though, not in sexual stamina. The sight of so much willing sissy boy pussy quivering and shaking in his face, the idea of sinking himself into those hot tight heat and the sensation of Andrew’s ass engulfing him, he can’t handle it.

Ben takes in a sharp breath, does everything he can to not get too drawn in.

Andrew sees his focus shift, has other plans.

“That’s right. Fuck it hard. Fuck it open. I want you to bust inside so hard you go fucking blind.”
 

Noah giggles, “Do it, fuck him, make him beg, then fuck me, Daddy. Stretch out my little sissy boy-cunt some more—.”

“FfFuck—!” The word tears itself form Ben’s throat ash is eyes screw shut tighter and his hand comes down hard on Andrew’s ass, leaving red marks all over the soft surface. The orgasm is a mounting thing and he can feel it collapse in his toes, in his tightening gut, in his squeezing balls. He shouts and the world fucking trembles as he blows his load inside Andrew, to the sound of their moaning.

Minutes pass of Ben growling and continuing after his orgasm. The tingling oversensitivity of cumming now a more trained and acknowledged thing. It’s only when his limbs or shaking beyond his control that he pulls free, both him and Andrew spent and whimpering.
 

Ben exhales and leans back.

“How soon can you get it up again?”
 

Noah’s desperation is a clinging, painful thing that brings him crashing back down, despite the needy feeling lingering in his balls.

Watching that sapphire twitch and be clenched in that tight entrance is enough to make him want to fuck again, and this time Andrew holds Noah’s desperate, wiggling ass still, staring up at Ben. The gloved hand fucks Noah’s hole to gaping, pulling the slivery plug until Noah’s voice is breaking and desperate, the beginnings of tears flowing down his face, then shoving it back in hand enough to make his caged cock twitch.

When Andrew gathers the mercy, he pulls the plug free and sets it on the table. Then holds Noah still again in front of Ben’s cock.
 

“Do it, fuck him. Fuck that little slutty hole.”
 

Ben cock weeps pre-cum as he pushes into him. Andrew’s hole was trained but Noah’s newly stretched ass clamps down on him like a vice. Sensitivity from cumming earlier makes him shake through the first few thrusts until he works himself back up again, and begins pounding away like Noah’s ass is indestructible.
 

By the end of it, the stepson is a sobbing, whimpering mess.
 

Ben’s not done.

He keeps going at it for hours, alternating between his willing slut of a stepson Noah and the trained ass-pussy of Andrew. By the end of it Ben’s dick is sore and his waist no better. He’s thankful Serah is gone because showering is a requirement and honestly so it cleaning. The whole house stinks of sex, lust, and lies by the time he’s spent and through. The absurd amount of sex means he’s at least got enough brainpower to make sure they all shower separately, so they can get clean.

Even though, watching Andrew’s tight little ass dripping cum as he walked towards the bathroom, made his dick ache to be able to fuck again.

A frightening thought trails through him that this is it. He can’t stop. He could never be satisfied with Serah like he is with Noah and Andrew. Perhaps before today, there was a chance that he could smoothly walkout. There’s no denying it anymore: he’s going to fuck his stepson on the regular. He has to. His cock can’t go back to some wet and willing hole. He needs a tight, dry, damn near-painfully hot sissy ass to please him.
 

“Noah, when’s your whole apartment business thing going to be settled?”

“Tomorrow.”
 

Ben swallows, throat stark dry.

“I’ll have to visit you then.”
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