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			Doubling Up For Daddy

			What my Dad and Uncle do in secret is one thing. Inserting myself is crossing another line entirely.

			My Dad raised me, guided me, and supported me while I transitioned into the man I’ve become. Whenever my Uncle Rich rolls through town in between delivery jobs, our humble home feels a little brighter.

			But then I catch them doing something two brothers shouldn’t right before Father’s Day. I should be disgusted. I should walk out of their lives and never speak to them again. Yet I can’t ignore these feelings that leave me confused, terrified, and desperate to get closer to them than I ever thought possible. 

			Content Notes: Explicit sexual content, consensual incest (father/son/uncle), unprotected sex (oral, PIV, anal), size difference, established relationship adds a third, age gap, Daddy kink, praise kink, dirty talk, double penetration, threesome, voyeurism, anatomical terms for a trans MMC (cock, dick, hole, and slit)

		

	
		
			Pizza, a six pack, and a movie marathon—my standing Saturday night ritual with my Dad. We’ve been doing it since I was a kid—minus the beer, of course—but even the promise of pizza, beer, and vegging on the couch doesn’t erase the rough day I had at work. 

			I’ve been taking on more shifts to save money for school, which doesn’t leave much time for a social life. My few attempts at dating app hookups dry up as soon as the other guy learns I’m trans. I know finding that out sooner rather than later is for the best, but it doesn’t make it sting any less.

			Aside from my coworkers, my Dad is just about the only person I see on a regular basis, but with us living together, our work schedules are almost opposite. If we didn’t have our Saturday night plans, I’d probably lose my mind a little. 

			My feet throb as I walk up the steps to our apartment, but before I can fish my keys out, the door to our unit opens wide.

			“There he is,” Dad says, giving me a small, cautious smile as he steps aside and holds the door open. He’s a little taller than me, with bulky arms and legs that come from his landscaping job. His olive t-shirt looks newer, the low neckline showing off a bit of chest hair.

			As I enter, I realize we’re not alone. Over Dad’s shoulder stands my Uncle Rich, nearly the spitting image of Dad except a few inches taller with a shaved head. The short sleeves of his black band shirt show off the tattoos up and down his forearms, some more faded than others. 

			Rich lives a few hours north of us and drives trucks for a living, so whenever he passes through town he’ll crash on our couch for a few nights. My uncle is usually the only unexpected company I can tolerate and Dad always seems excited to have him around, but after the long week I’ve had, I’m not exactly feeling up to it. 

			Still, I manage a genuine smile as Uncle Rich sidesteps Dad to pull me into a tight hug. 

			“You doin’ okay, kiddo?”

			He still calls me that even though I’m well into my twenties, but it doesn’t bother me. His drawl is thicker than Dad’s, and for some reason, it makes me shiver to hear.

			“Yeah,” I say, though I’m not sure I sound convincing. “Good to see you.”

			Rich steps back, framing my shoulders with his big hands, and says to Dad, “Christ, Mal, he looks more like you every time I see him.”

			Dad laughs quietly, shutting and locking the front door. Rich’s hands on my shoulders are replaced by Dad patting my arm. “Pizza should be here soon, and your uncle was nice enough to bring over a case of beer.”

			“I’m no freeloader,” Rich says, shooting me a wink. “Especially since I’m crashing your party.”

			I don’t know why that makes my cheeks feel hot, and I hope it doesn’t show on my face as I slip past them. “I’m gonna shower real quick.”

			I head to my room at the back of the apartment. It’s a modest two bedroom with only one bathroom, but we’ve gotten good about working with it. I keep thinking I’ll move out one day, but based on the horror stories I’ve heard from some of my coworkers, Dad is probably the best roommate I’ll ever have. We both keep the place relatively clean without conflict, and we’re comfortable around each other; at least enough not to get on the others’ nerves.

			I shut my bedroom door and strip down to my boxers. I probably should retain some decency, but since I transitioned, my Dad and Uncle have always treated me like any other guy. Being able to walk around the apartment shirtless has been so affirming I don’t even think twice about it anymore.

			Crossing the hall to the bathroom, I turn on the shower and wait for the water to heat up. By the time I’ve scrubbed the entire week off my skin, I’m more excited about the fact that Rich dropped by. He’s fun to be around, never an imposition, and now I hope I didn’t come across as disappointed when I walked in.

			I hear the doorbell ring as soon as I return to my bedroom. After changing into clean clothes and ruffling my short hair with a towel, I join Dad and Rich in the kitchen.

			“You look like a brand new man,” Rich comments, cracking the cap off a beer bottle and holding it out. “Rough week?”

			“Yeah,” I say, tossing the beer back until the cold carbonation tickles my nose.

			“Easy, kiddo,” Rich says, chuckling as he retrieves two more bottles from the fridge. “Help yourself, but try not to get wasted, yeah?”

			I roll my eyes as I swallow another sip. “I live here. I’ll get drunk if I want.”

			Rich laughs heartily while Dad sets down three plates on the table and shoots me a look that’s part exasperation, part worry. “They’re working you too hard, Ev,” he says, flipping open one of the two pizza boxes. “You need some time off.”

			I don’t argue with him, just shrug and grab a plate. He’s not wrong; I’m run ragged, but I can sleep after I’ve saved what I need for school.

			We eat at the kitchen table instead of in front of the TV like we normally do, but as soon as I take a first bite of pepperoni and mushroom pizza, I wouldn’t care if we were eating it in the middle of the street.

			Even if I wasn’t stuffing my face, I’d still be listening to the conversation more than participating. Always a talker, Rich tells a few stories of being on the road, but he’s lived one of those lives I never get tired of hearing about. 

			After dinner, Rich helps me put away leftovers and load the dishwasher while Dad heads to the living room to pick our first movie. Once Dad is out of earshot, Rich comes up behind me, close enough I can feel his presence at my back.

			“You doing anything special for your old man tomorrow?”

			My thoughts snuff out like a blown candle, my hands stilling beneath the hot, soapy dishwater as I try to figure out what he’s talking about. Tomorrow is Sunday and we’re definitely not the church type, nor is Dad’s birthday anytime soon.

			Rich must see the confusion on my face. “Uh-oh,” he says, chuckling under his breath. “You forgot it’s Father’s Day, huh?”

			Shit, he’s right. I’ve been pummeled with Father’s Day advertisements for weeks and had definitely thought about doing something special for Dad, though maybe nothing more extravagant than treating him to dinner at his favorite Italian restaurant.

			“I had an idea, I just…” I trail off, my brow furrowing as I try to work out how to pull something off at the last minute.

			“Hey, don’t sweat it, kiddo.” Rich leans against the counter next to me, his proximity making me want to both shrink away and lean in closer. “We’ll figure something out.”

			I reach for a dish towel to dry my hands, mentally pawing through the half-baked plans I’d thought about between shifts. “I was thinking about taking him to Fiore’s.”

			“Yeah? That’s a good start. What else you got?”

			“Well… that’s it,” I say. “I didn’t get him a present or anything. He’s so hard to shop for and I just…” I trail off, feeling embarrassed the more I have to admit I didn’t think this through like I should have.

			“Look, I’m not trying to make you feel bad.” Rich squeezes my shoulder. “Nice dinner’ll do just fine. He’ll appreciate that.”

			“He like, never treats himself,” I say. “I wanted to do something, I just… lost track of time.”

			“Yeah, well. Your old man’s never been good at asking for what he wants.”

			I twist the towel between my fingers as an idea takes shape. “You should come too,” I say.

			“You sure? I don’t mind hanging back here so you and your dad get some quality time.”

			“I mean, Dad would probably like having you there. Right?”

			“I guess he ain’t sick of me yet.” Rich smiles, warmer this time. “Tell you what. You two let me tag along and I’ll split the bill with you. We’ll order enough for leftovers and get some dessert while we’re at it.” He throws an arm around my shoulders and pulls me into a tight side hug. “It’s really good to see you, kiddo. I know work’s kicking your ass, but you look great.”

			Something tells me he doesn’t mean in a general sense; that he’s talking about all the effort I’ve put into my transition. Rich was the second person I told after Dad, and my life would be much different without their support. I melt into his casual embrace, smelling tobacco smoke and faint pine from his deodorant, and realize how much I missed him.

			Rich releases me, patting my shoulder as he says, “Let’s not keep your old man waiting.” 

			He follows me into the living room, where Dad is already lounging on the sofa. He smiles up at me as I plop down beside him. It’s a comfortable squeeze to get all three of us on the couch, me sitting in between Dad and Rich. I hug my knees to my chest as Dad presses play on the remote.

			Rich and Dad joke back and forth about the movie, an action-oriented flick that doesn’t really require much attention to follow the plot. All in all, it’s the perfect way to wind down—sitting between the two most important people in my life, cracking jokes and getting a little tipsy. If I had to choose role models—men I’d want to grow up to be—it’s my dad and uncle. They have their differences but they’re both good, caring people just doing their best in the world, and I’m lucky to have them in my life.
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