
        
            
                
            
        

    
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.
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