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Sissy: Taboo Tale

Serah all but skips into the living room. Ben looks away from the television and blinks — while their first month together had been angelic, Serah’s been in a bad way as of late and not precisely the most welcoming woman. This is a definite change.

“My son’s coming to visit today!”

Oh.

Ben brings a smile to his face. It isn’t as if he didn’t want to finally meet Serah’s son. He enjoys Serah’s company, and the alleviated post-divorce loneliness they share, to the point where it ‘s difficult to imagine something so simple as her child tearing him away.

It’s the concept of having to meet the kid that scares him. Not only because he doesn’t know what to expect, but because whenever Serah’s ‘precious baby Noah’ gets brought up in conversation, he knows full well who really owns Serah’s heart.

He and Noah don’t get along? He might as well pack his bags and leave. What are the chances they will get along? He’s the stepfather and the kid’s old enough to have moved out and gotten his own place.

Ben lists his best hope as Noah shrugging his shoulders and saying ‘fuck it, whatever makes Serah happy’. Either way, he buries those concerns somewhere else and plays along with all of Serah’s joyous celebration — if getting along with this kid is what will make his new fiance happy, then Noah’s about to have a new best friend.

“He’ll be here in like an hour, oh god—” Serah groans, her eyes dart around the house in that way when someone’s finding all the errors. “I have to clean up, I have to buy him a gift, oh my god so many things need to be done —”

Serah scrambles off, listing off preparations and things that need to happen right now for her boy to have a nice stay with them.

Ben didn’t even know he was staying.

“I need to head out, I won’t be long. He shouldn’t be here for like another hour, right? Right. Right.” Serah runs out with her purse bouncing at her side and her keys tightly clenched in her fingers. Ben opens his mouth to ask more questions, but the only response he gets is the ear ringingly loud sound of Serah’s car peeling and bolting from the front of the house.

Well then, guess he’s stuck playing this shit entirely by ear. He gets up, puts on a loosely fitted pair of jeans that he left abandoned by the side of Serah’s bed a couple of hours back, and an off-green forester hat to go along with the bordering on too tight shirt?

What’s a good way to bond with a young man nowadays? He could never quite wrap his head around the whole ‘video game’ things, just a lot of color and noise to him. What’s Noah looking like recently? Maybe he can guess based off that? Serah’s shown him pictures but none of them looked recent — they all showed him as some chubby-cheeked schoolboy looking kid, almost more effeminate than anything else.

Ben’s love of working with his hands lead him electrician work, make some damn good money for moderately careful work. On the other hand, some people don’t appreciate that lifestyle — what if Noah doesn’t? Ugh, what if he’s some sort of boring-ass stiff? He got some fancy position elsewhere, forgot where he came from?  He did leave the house after the divorce if memory serves.

Three sharp knocks ring out at the door. Ben gets ready to jokingly chastise Serah for forgetting her house keys, then when he opens the door its a much starker, straight mouthed, rude looking surprise.

“You must be Ben.”

The hardly past five-foot figure standing on their doorstep like a deer would — long-limbed, weirdly clumsy-looking, out of place and calmly skittish. He wore a bright yellow sweatshirt, embroidered with a confident cartoon duck. Loose jean short shorts, bleached white socks, and brown shoes. The briefcase he’s holding looks bigger and heavier than him. If not for the brightness of the shirt, Ben would’ve listed him off as some sort of boy scout or as coming home from class.

“Noah?”

Noah rolls one of his bouncy brown curls between his fingers.  “Hi.”

Wow.

Ben supposes he can count his blessings. Not some suited fuck face or complete frat boy failure.

Ben presents his hand and Noah shoves right past him and enters the house.

A definite fuck head though.

“Where’s Serah?”

“She went out to go buy some stuff since you’re staying with us, I think?”

“I’m moving back in town for work.” Noah corrects him. His soft-looking hand heads back up to roll another curl between his fingers. Must be his way of fidgeting. “My friend has a new place that should be open by the end of the week. I’ll be staying there with him for a couple of months to a year.”

“Well that’s good, what do you do?”

“It’s just a little thing I like to do—” Noah cuts himself off, his fingers tap the side of his head and he seems suddenly…impatient? Ben can’t place his expressions. Honestly, Noah’s been lacking in expression since he came here. Guess his being here’s thrown the kid off… “You have any wine or something?”

“Wine? I don’t know. We might have some beer.” Ben shrugs, then flashes a quick grin. “Can you handle beer?”

It’s meant to be a quick jab, Noah doesn’t seem to take it as that. “I’m a grown man, I’m twenty-two. I can handle myself.”

Right. Ben chooses to kill the mocking laugh that would’ve typically come out at hearing a twenty-two year old think they were grown. This was going swimmingly. Guess he’ll start throwing his half of the furniture outside.

“I’m gonna go get settled in with my case and stuff—you’re heading out to get drinks right?”

Way to take control of the conversation, Ben. Exactly how pissed off would Serah be if he just outright stopped acknowledging the kid’s existence? This would be the perfect opportunity to pull away from him. Get some air. Come back when Serah would be here to soften their interactions (or force Noah to watch his mouth).

“I’m gonna go get my keys and stuff and head out.” Ben flashes a fake smile. Noah nods with a ‘good, hurry up’ and skitters off to Serah’s room, closing the door behind him.

Funny. Ben knew Noah had his own room upstairs — he never had the raw balls himself to go up there. Didn’t want to risk Serah bugging him about it. Ben heads to the kitchen and snatches the keys, pauses for a drink of water to help him calm down.

What a rude fucking brat. Didn’t Serah ever discipline this kid, or was that why his father was in the wind? Because no one took control of the household? Suppose it could be worse though. A couple of minutes pass and instead of waiting for Noah to come out, because he's a grown man he can handle himself, Ben got up and started towards his car—a slam like a drawer being closed knocks him out of his thoughts.

It came from Serah’s room.

"Noah?" Ben calls.

No answer.

"Noah?" He tries again.

Nothing.

Alright, already frightful. Had Noah left a door open and not bothered to check, and some thief saw a prime opportunity for some quick cash? They were about to be disappointed.

Ben storms into the room, ready to confront whoever it was--then stops.

There was Noah, standing in front of Serah’s boudoir, the gaudy thing. Dressed in a sheer pink chemise littered with bows and lace, and the very visible matching panties.  Body turned and eyes focused on the mirror as if modeling. When the door hit the wall, his baby blue eyes went from lidded to dinner plate wide.

“I thought you were heading to get drinks—”

Shared shock seems to be the only thing they have in common thus far.

"Noah, what the fuck?" Ben said.

Noah moves to cover anything too risque, a hand gliding over the bump between his legs and an arm shooting up to hide his chest. Not like it helps much; the sheer negligee leaves little to the imagination. 

"It's just a little thing I like to do," Noah says, calmly.

"Your mother needs to know about this."

"No, she doesn't," Noah mutters.

"If you don't tell her, I will."

Noah's eyes dart to him, search for something and then go lidded again. "Are you sure?"

Ben's half a mind to punch him. Surely, they both expect him to display some level of devotion to Serah? And her son? Her own flesh and blood? Noah's loyalties should be adherent to her and her alone. Ben's a new addition, his stepfather. At best, they should hate each other.

Then Noah leans over, fingers hit the ground and he crawls. The little pink bow on the back of his panties wiggles in the air as he crawls. Those hypnotizing blue eyes don't break eye contact. Ben swallows dryly at all the thoughts that occur to him at this moment.

There is no chance in hell Serah finds out about this and doesn't divorce him right then and there.

Noah is her baby.

There's also no chance his dick doesn't get over the sight of that lewd, tight little body that draws itself close to him and runs its fingers up and down his thighs.

Noah's face rests on the opposite thigh, eyes looking as alluring, screaming 'come hither'.

Soft hands find his crouch, run over the heated bulge once--then twice. Ben's resolve dissolves before Noah can stroke him again.

"She can't find out about this."

"Good."

Noah unzips Ben’s pants—Ben growls and just tears the damn things down past his upper thighs until his cock flings itself free. He also ignores the little, adorable giggle Noah gives.

Noah's mouth drops open, taking the flushed head in first. His bright blue eyes scan upward to find Ben, his head rolling back as one of his rough, calloused hands find Noah's soft chestnut hair to push him even deeper. Noah's throat tightens around the pulsing shaft and his cock twitches in the cage.

This is the sort of situation his head would conjure riding his toys, wishing and praying it was a real man who would take one look at Noah and not pass up the opportunity.

Ben uses Noah's mouth, fucks into it like he was built for it. Balls dripping with saliva slap against Noah's chin. Ben feels fucking amazing. He can't remember the last time he used someone, only 'lovemaking' and 'fucking'. Noah feels like a goddamn toy in his hands. Ben's hips move and shift wildly, Noah's sloppy spit coats his cock.

He pulls back only for a moment, releasing Noah so he can take in a couple of breaths. It's only to see those thick lines of sticky saliva connecting him to Noah's pretty, swollen mouth. What a gorgeous sight that is. Ben swipes his cock against Noah's lips. The boy gets the hint, presses a kiss to the flushed tip before opening wide and sucking it in again.

Ben isn't sure what's more enthralling; watching his cock reappear, slick and slippery from Noah's used up mouth, or watching the little sissy toy make every inch magically disappear. Ben continues his pace from last time, this time both hands find Ben's head and he's less bobbing then being pulled around like a wet sleeve.

Noah's throat aches, he's gagging.  He can't breathe -- the cage feels more and more constricting as Ben takes what he wants. One of his hands relocates from on the floor beside him to his ass. Fingers slip past the velvet colored line of elastic and slip between his cheeks to roll around against the pink, tight ring of muscle.

Noah's only allowed his next breath when Ben can't take anymore. Ben releases him with a deep groan. For a minute Noah is afraid that he's coming, and sits with his mouth wide open, ready to collect his cum. His face is red and his eyes are puffy and tearing.

Ben shakes his head, glides his hand up and down his shaft. He isn't finished yet--Noah hopes he isn't even getting started.

Ben's head nudges towards the bed. Noah gets a clue and scrambles onto the bed.

When he sees the sheer size of Ben’s cock though, he stutters.

"Oh, shit. Hold on..."

Ben’s eyes narrow. Mainly because they’ve come this far and he’ll be damned if the little minx decides now he doesn’t want to get down to business. Noah must see the impatience in his eyes because he quickly points to the suitcase—his suitcase—lying inconspicuously on the chair in the corner.

"Underneath the striped shirt."

Ben gives him a glare with a clear enough message, ‘don't pull anything'. Noah stays still and watches Ben almost tear the suitcase in two to get to the brightly colored bottle of lube inside. For all his inattentiveness regarding the door, he can’t say the boy came completely unprepared. Not that a lack of preparation would’ve stopped him at this point.

“Give it here,” Noah says, reaching out and, when Ben is in range, almost snatching the bottle out of his hands. Ben doesn’t get angry this time, Noah’s impatience has nothing to do with him being rude and everything to do with him wanting dick. This time anyway.

At least now he’s being vaguely bearable.

It’s probably when Noah slips his underwear up and up and off his deceptively long legs that Ben stops stroking — otherwise, he’d come far, far too quickly to fill Noah up. The sissy boy’s cock is in a cage, keeping him small and, Ben assumed, keeping him from cumming. It’s an accessorized cage at that, with little hearts and stars drawn all over it.

Ben smirks.

Noah slathers one of his hands with the pink, wet liquid and gives Ben a wicked smile, like a boy stealing a piece of candy.  With small effort, Noah raises and spreads his legs enough for his feet past his head and press against the headboard. Entrance presented upward thanks to the angle. Already looking sweet and pink and ready for the fucking.

The image of his stepson presenting his ass in the air for him is one Ben commits to memory.

Noah swirls a lubed up finger around his delicate little entrance until the ring of muscle surrenders. He remembers having to do that for much longer in the past before one of his friends taught him how to take a cock. Now it’s only ten or so seconds and he’s got a finger inside. Then a second. Then a third.

He must do this often. Ben thinks again. How much cock has his stepson taken? Maybe that's why he's so busy. Ben's mind conjures up images of how much of a slut Noah could be.

Probably has a long line of hung black guys heading into and out of his room on a cycle, plowing that ass, dropping their hot loads in his gaping entrance, leave him dripping and cock drunk.

The idea of that is almost a nice distraction from how much trouble they could get into if Serah finds out. Shit, if anyone finds out.

"You like watching me spread my little sissy pussy, daddy?" Noah says between labored breaths. His fingers work his ass, pushing in enough to ache and then retreating only to push back in again. Lube is dripping from his ass and down between his cheeks.

"God yes," Ben says, grateful to be dragged back from his thoughts of how this could go wrong. He's so fucking hard that it's the most he can manage with the wave of dizziness washing over him. Tearing himself free of his pants is a trying effort, especially while still watching his little revealed sissy slut of son open up for him.

Every thrust of his fingers is that much more until he's knuckle deep and whimpering. The little pink near-nub of his locked cock twitching and leaking in his cage.

When Ben's tears his pants off the rest of the way and scrambles onto the bed to position himself between Noah's open legs. There's no telling when Serah will be back. He needs to make this happen and it needs to happen now.

He trails his cock head between Ben's spread ass cheeks, collecting all the lube. None of it will go to waste. He gets up just enough to position his swollen dick at Noah's entrance.

Noah licks his lips, "You gonna fuck me up?"

Noah's voice is like a thin line of string. Not at all hard or firm, in fact rather nervous sounding and high pitched. He has no right to say words so filthy. Ben's answer is to push into him, hissing. 

Noah throws his head back and moans. How many weeks has it been since he last took a good, strong dick? Too many. His legs quake as Ben groans, the lube slickening his cock as he pushes and pushes in.

For a moment Noah wonders if there's an end to the cock, or if he'll be completely filled with even more to go. Just when he's about to plead for mercy, Ben's breath calms a touch and his balls and hips are flush against him.

He's fully seated. So strong and deep that Noah can feel it when he breathes.

Ben takes in a sharp, mortified breath as he realizes how tight and hot Noah is inside. He hides his shuddering breath in the crook of Noah’s neck. Takes an absurd amount of strength to not blow his load right then and there.

Noah notices, giggles like he’s up to another dirty trick and wraps his legs around Ben’s waist. The feeling of his soft body, all that silk and welcoming warmth, grinding eup on him…Ben’s hands clench the sheets on either side of Noah’s head.

“And you were calling me a kid. You’re already about to bust.” Noah flashes his tongue at him.

Even with a cock up his ass, this little snobby shit can’t stop himself. Ben pulls out until he can feel Noah’s ass trying to suck him back in, then dives back in slow, being sure to grind up as he does so. Noah goes quiet, watching Ben’s cock move in and out of him in that hypnotic pace.

“Is this what you needed? Hm? Acted like such a fucking brat earlier.”

Noah purrs, rolls his head back. Puts on a show. It’s cute, to see him drag petite fingers against swollen lips, but Noah doesn’t deserve to look innocent or cute. That and Ben doesn’t want to see that from him. He wants Noah to be wrecked — if the little rat thinks he’s going to come in here like he owns the place and treats him like he’s the bitch, he’s in for a surprise. Ben speeds up, enough that Noah blinks hard and glances away.

Not enough.

A light slap against the side of his face that brings those forest green eyes back to attention. That’ll teach him. “Answer me, Sissy,” Ben growls.

“Oh fuck,” Noah whispers. Ben swears he can physically feel the cock cage twitch. Bad move, now he knows exactly what Noah needs.

Ben brings a hand up against Noah’s neck and watches that mouth fall open, those long lashes shut.

“You need it rough like this don’t you?”

“Yes—!” Noah gasps for breath. His wet lashes flicker. He shudders on every time Ben’s rough cock pulls at the ring of muscle. His hands up to hold his ass up as Ben’s pace speeds back up until the bed is creaking and moving against the floor and Noah can’t stop the endless cascade of filthy sounds coming out of his mouth.

Ben didn’t want to stop. Serah could be a slut, but she wasn't like this. She had her limits. More than once he considered walking out, as she paused and stopped sex because she couldn't handle his eight and a half inch cock running rampant. The trouble of finding another woman outweighed his want for a damn good fuck. Looks like he managed to find what he was looking for.

The rhythm is brutal. Ben can feel the aching urge to slow-growing in his thighs. It is drowned out by the sheer pleasure that is Noah’s ass tightening and clamping down on him, harder and harder every time his cock almost pulls free, every time he smacks into that one place that turns his moans from mere noises to melting pleas for more. Every noise and thrust and squeeze draws his already full balls tighter. He couldn’t get this from Serah if he tried.

Noah is damn near weeping. His ass fills so, so full. His now leaking cock-cage bounces as Ben’s thick, veiny cock disappears in his ass.

“I’m gonna fill you up, I’m gonna fill you—”

“Do it, please Daddy please—”

Daddy?

Fuck.

It hits him like a train and has him groaning and growling like some sort of pained animal. His hips stutter, balls smacking against Noah’s ass in an unsteady rhythm as it feels like the Earth moves. He keeps thrusting through his orgasm, gasping and grunting past the sensitivity until he can't bear it anymore and all that leaves his mouth is a low, stretched out drone.

Somewhere through all that Noah cums, screaming, legs stretched out until they're all but pushing against the headboard, toes pointed. Cumming despite the cage. It sounds ragged, desperate.

Good.

Ben almost collapses, but he shifts enough that he can comfortably lie on top of Noah.

His breath tickles the side of Noah's neck. Every part of his body feels stretched out and used and peaked in sensitivity as if he was shocked. The cage always does give him ridiculously strong orgasms, but Ben is special.

Meaning that this can't be a one-time thing.

Noah litters Ben's neck with tiny little kisses. His hands roll up and down Ben's sides under the hideous green canvas shirt.

Ben releases a heavy exhale, returns with a kiss to the shoulder before getting up and gathering his pants.

"Serah will be home any minute."

“Mm…” Noah says. The noise sounds protesting, but the bed creaks and soft footfalls say Noah’s managed out of it. Ben spends a few minutes in the boudoir trying to look like he wasn’t nailing his stepson in his wife’s bed. Amazing, mind-blowing fuck…but what a god-awful idea.

Ben sniffs, makes sure the bed doesn’t look like two people fucked in it, then realizes that Noah’s both fully dressed in his previous outfit and is still in the room. He looks at him and Noah giggles.

“Aren’t you gonna give me a kiss?”

Pfft, what a fuckin’ brat. “That depends, is your mouth gonna be any more of a problem?”

Noah pouts, fidgets with his hair. “May~be.”

“Good.” Ben kisses him, lets Noah toy with his tongue for a bit before completely taking over and wrapping his hands around his throat. Noah’s moan is angelic.

When Serah comes back she all but pushes Ben out of the way and to the ground in her rush to wrap her arms around the doll-like boy. Takes all of Ben’s strength to keep his composure, watching Noah work Serah over like a pro. It feels like every time they lock eyes is a promise that this day wouldn’t be the last time.

Ben has to make sure it is. Serah can never know what happened here.

Sissy: Taboo Tale 2

Return to Top

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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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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