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My Wife Prefers Sex with My Big
Brother Instead of Me in Panties

From the time we were dating until well into our marriage, my
wife, Sandy, loved having me make her cum by rubbing her
pussy through her nylon panties. She put my hand up her skirt to
panty masturbate her, even at themoviesandinrestaurants, and
often without regard that anyone might bewatching. If ayoung
boy noticed, she'd ook right at him and smile. One night lying
alongsideherinbed sheput her handinsideher panties, grabbed
my cock and started rubbing it. She asked if it felt good. | was
so turned on | could barely speak, except to nod in agreement.
| was dismayed when she stopped, ran to dresser and brought
back a pair of pale blue nylon briefs with pink lace around the
legs. | protested as sheslipped the sexy pantiesover my feet, up
my legs and then had me arch my back and lift my butt off the
bed as she pulled them up to my waist. | wasstill hard from her
mani pulations and the contact with the fresh panties made me
evenharder. | toldher | shouldn’t bewearing her panties, but she
silenced meby rubbing my wantondick throughthewonderfully
exciting nylon until | filled them with hot jism.

That next night, as | got ready for bed, | saw those pale blue
panties freshly laundered and tucked away in my drawer. |
chuckled to myself and put them on without her asking. She
whistled at me when she came out of the bathroom and saw me
wearingthem. Shesaid, "Jack, youlook sweetinladies panties.
Y ou should wear them all thetime. After that, | started wearing
them every night and she'd rub mein them until I'd cum. Then
I'd shower and wash them out for the next time. One night after
cumming inthem, shehanded meanew whitenylon brief-style
panty with pink lace onthem. She pulled them over my feet and
told me to pull them up the rest of the way. | did and they felt
great. Shetold meshe'dlikemeto sleepinthem and wear apair
of pantiesto bed every night. | wasgetting hard. Sherubbed my
dickinthemandthenrepl aced her handwith mineand encouraged
me to keep jacking myself off as she put her hand on her own
pantied crotch and caressed herself. | amost lost it. | was so
caught upinwatching her that | stopped andjust pretendedto be
rubbing myself because | wanted to delay my pleasure of this
great moment, but after a few minutes she looked over and
asked, "Jack, aren't you done yet?'

| really wanted it to last longer, but | couldn't help but fill those
pantieswith my cum. | cleaned up and shegavemeaclean pair
of yellow nylon pantiesto wear for the night. That wasour first
mutual masturbation, something | will never forget. But after
jacking myself off for her entertainment for about six weeks, |
realized | couldn't get very excited without wearing a pair of
panties. | hadn't fucked my wifein all that time, and | worried
aboutit. Thenonenight shesaid, "L et'sforget the pantiestonight
andjust haveanold-fashionedfuck." | gaveitago, but | couldn't
get hard enough to pistonin and out of her pussy without having
my weak erection fall out of her. | apologized and shetold me
it wasn't important, but on each successive night for aweek we
tried it again with the same shameful result, so wewent back to
the panties and Bingo! | immediately got araging hard-on and
blew animmensewad of jism. My wifelaughed abit, but | knew
shewashurt. Shetold meto start wearing pantiesevery day and
forget about ever wearing men'sunderwear again. Thenext day,
shebought apileof very feminine pantiesfor meand put my old
underwear in abox to donateto our church'sclothing drive. Our
sex life then became me jacking off in my panties as she
watched. She no longer masturbated herself asl didit. Shesaid
itwasn't funanymorefor her and admitted shedreamed of being
fucked by abig cock. My dick isabout average size and always
seemed enough to satisfy her, but now she openly admitted to
dreaming about 'real men' with monster cocks fucking her.

| had noideahow upset Sandy waswithmy inability tofuck her,
but | soonfound out. Themost humiliating experienceof my life
took place while we were at my parent's house. Sandy had me
stand upinthemiddleof theliving roomwithmy mom, dad, big
brother, littlesister and afemalecousin present. My wifetold me
to drop my pants and show them the pretty panties | wear for
underwear. Everyonelaughed and wondered if it wereajoke. |
balked, but she insisted. She explained that | had turned into a
panty pervert (she never mentioned that she had panty trained
me) and was no longer able to fulfill my husbandly duties --
bluntly telling them | couldn't get an erectionfor her -- only for
my sissy panties. Shethen proceeded to show them by lowering
my pantiesand | etting them seemy limp penisbeforepullingmy
panties back up and giving my dick afew jerks. Asmuch as|
didn't want it to happen, my dick grew to its full length and
hardness within the soft panties. My mom shook her head and
dad mumbled something about asissy fag for ason. Brenda, my
sister said, "l alwaysknew hewasweird likethat!" And my ten-
year-old cousin, Lina, wasfalling over laughing.
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A discussion of my penisensued and all of them sided with my
wifeand admonished mefor being apervert who couldn't satisfy
her. | haveawaysbeenturned onby fantasiesof humiliation, but
thisreal life humiliation was not excitingintheleast! | tried to
defend myself but no onewaslistening. | had to admit to them
that straight sex nolonger excited me. My mother sympathized
with my wife'sneed for agood fuck and wasn'tinterested in my
"sick fantasies" as she called them. | was astounded when my
mother said my unmarried older brother could take care of my
wifeif | couldn't. | knew he had acock much bigger than mine,
and Bart shocked me when he jumped right up and said he'd be
gladtodoit! I couldn't believemy family turningonmelikethat.

"I remember he used to get hard-onswhen | whipped him," my
father said. "l always knew he was a pervert. But playing with
himself in ladies' pantiesinstead of fucking this beautiful wife
of his-- what afucking freak!"

"I got newsfor you," said my sister Brenda. " Throughout high
school | suspected hewasjacking off inmy panties. I'dfind cum
stains on them and knew it was him doing it.

"Sothat'swhat caused all of this," my mother replied. "Youlike
tobespanked andyoulikejerking off ingirls panties, huh?And
now you have trouble fucking -- well, it figures."

My wifesaid, " Jack, younever told meheusedtojack of f inyour
sister'spanties; nowonder you likeit. Now, look what it'smade
me do -- fantasi ze about being fuck by ahuge, rock-hard cock."

| blurted out, "NO! Why are you doing thisto me?1-1 didn't...."

"BEQUIET, youdamnfaggot," my father said. " Just stand there
inyour freakin' pantiesand be quiet or I'll take my belt toyou."

Mother said, "That's what he needs, Pa."

When | said, "What? No, you can't whip me, that's crazy, | ..."
My father answered, "l said hush, boy."

"Hedeservesaspanking,” my littlecousin Brendasaid. "l never
told anybody, but Uncle Jack givesmethe creepsbecause heis
alwaystrying to look up my skirt at my panties.”

Mother said, "We have two problems here. One, Jack needs a
good belting for being such alousy man and husband, and two,
we need to help Sandy if he can't." Then mother said to Sandy,
"Honey, do you want Bart to take you upstairs and give you a
good fucking? If youwant abig, hard cock, he hasanice one."

Sandy |ooked at mewith scorn, and half shouted, " Oh, yes!" She
pointedtomy hard cock bulginginmy panties. " See, everybody,
he's getting harder and even leaking cum with ustalking about
making him into a cuckold! He gets off on this shit." | was
embarrassed as hell and tried to cover my penisas| heard cries
of "disgusting" along with words like "sissy" and "jerk off."

"What arewegoing to dowith him?' my wifepleadedtonoone
inparticular. My momsaid, " Sandy, why don't you let Bart take
you upstairs to our master bedroom. Y ou need some special
attention. Hecangiveittoyouwhiledad knockssomesenseinto
Jack." | couldn't believeit! My own mother wastelling my wife
to have agood fuck with my brother!

"OK, that sounds like a good idea...it's been so long since |
had..." Sandy was almost in tears.

"I know, dear. It will be OK," my mother said. Bart got up and
put hisarm around my wife and led her to the stairway.

"Wait, dear," | interrupted. "Becky, this crazy, you can't..."

"No, Jack, YOU can't ... you're the problem here." Everyone
laughed. | wasalmost intears. Mother turned and looked at me.
"As for you, Jack, you seem to like being humiliated and
spanked." Andto my father shesaid, "I think he needsasession
with your belt, Pa"

"OK, pansy, youremember theroutine," my father said. "Get to
your roomand get naked -- all except thoselovely fancy panties
you haveon. Thisisgoingto befun. I'm goingto enjoy this, and
anyoneelsecanfollow along for theshow." | hung my head and
began to hobble off, my pants still around my ankles. My little
ten-year-old cousin clapped her hands and jumped up ready to
go. Sheled theway up the stairs, deliberately twisting, turning
and swishing up her short skirt as she made a big show of her
panties for my benefit as | walked up the stairs ahead of my
father and directly behind her. "Y ou must be afaggot, wearing
pantieslikethat," my dadsaid."If youwant humiliation; I'll give
it to you. Get your lips wet because you're going to be sucking
my cock when I'mfinished whipping you. Cocksuckingisabout
all faggots are good for." Little Lina cried out, "Oh, goodie! |
never saw aboy giveamanablowjob. Wait until | tell my friends
about this!"

| looked around theroom and saw the strai ght-backed chair my

father had made me lean over many times for my whippings. |
pulledittothecenter of theroom. My cock wasstandingat rigid
attention as my dad entered carrying his leather strap. He
ordered meto bend over thechair and reminded menot tolet go
of the seat or he would start over. He began swinging the strap
and | cringed as the blows struck my ass. As much as the
humiliation held someexcitement for me, | wasinterriblepain.
And| wasonthevergeof throwing upthinking of havingto suck
my own father's cock. | begged him to stop but he kept on until
| wasblubbering likeababy and my asswasfiery red. "Now get
inthe corner, boy, and stay there until you'retold to comeout."
Heleft theroom. Asl stood inthe corner my tears subsided and
thepaininmy butt becameonly adull throbbing. | begantothink
about Sandy and Bart. | had hoped dad had forgotten about
making mesuck hiscock, But Linawasquick toremindhim, and
hesaid, "Oh, honey, | didn't forget, I'm going to makehimdo it
once hiswife isfinished so she can watch too!" ¢

The Pantied Cuckold #3 - Page 3




You're Only Good as My Maid and Cum Sucker

Look at yourself! You heard me...LOOK AT YOURSELF!
What do you see? Well, what you see doesn't matter. What
mattersiswhat | see. Understand me?What | seeisaPATHETIC
excuse for a hushand, let alone aman. What am | going to do
withyou? FUCK! Why did you haveto comeinto my life?1 bet
you think your dick isgreat ... well it's NOT! It'satiny, little
peepee. I've eaten french fries BIGGER than your puny little
pecker. And | KNOW you touch it alot, just like you're doing
now, diddling your dick in the corner, how PATHETIC!!! But
| don’t understand iswhen you reachintoyour zipper, how long
doesit take you to find the fucking thing?

| haveto go out now and find aREA L manto satisfy my appetite
for good sex -- someonewhosedick | canwrap my hand around
and several inchesof it still sticksout beyond my fist. A real man
wouldn'tlet memakehimwear my panties, likel makeyou, and
you do it because you know just how big of asissy assholeyou
are. | need amanwho knowswhat to dowith hiscock, someone
whowon't beawaste of my time, someonewho WON'T dribble
out his cum, someone who can keep it HARD for more than 2
minutes, and most of all, someone| don't haveto PITY fuck or
FAKE my orgasms for. Y ou need lessons to even think about
fucking ME!

Y oulick thecumout of your pantiesafter youleak out your sissy
juice; noreal manwouldlet medothattohim. | betyouevenlike
the taste your own cum. You must like it; there's nothing
stoppingyoufromleaving. | only keepyouaroundaslongasyou
hand over your paycheck every week. I'll tell youwhat I'mgoing
t dofor you: I'll let you watch me FUCK another man and then
ALLOW Y OU tolap up hiscum out of my pussy, how doesthat
sound? Y ou can eat up all my CREAM and his. That isasclose
tomy pussy asyouwill ever get. | betjust thethought of it makes
your dick hard! Maybe, just MAY BE, if you'reagood boy and
clean off my lover's cock too, I'll fuck your ass with my new
strap-on. You'd like that wouldn't you?

Your dick is nothing more than an oversized clit. You don't
deserve to wear men's underwear; you're not a REAL man to
beginwith. It'smen likeyouwho givewomen headachesevery
night. You sit around and wonder why | say, "Not tonight,
honey. I've got aheadache." It's because you're PATHETIC!!!
Y ouARE my headache. Why bother tryingwithamanwho can't
satisfy me.

Theonly thing you're GOOD for isbeing my MAID and doing
thingslikelicking up thecream out of my spunky pantiesbefore
you wash them. Bemy "littlemaid" and take care of meand my
lovers. If you'relucky, I'll et youdrink upthegol den nectar from
my cunt and let you lick clean my ass hole after | take ashit! |
might evenfartonyour face. If you'relucky! | know what asorry
wimp like you needs. Get to work shithead before | throw you
out and still get your paycheck sent to me every week! ¢

You Provide the Money and the Laughs;
I'll Fulfill My Cock Teasing Dreams

Hello, Sweetie, my name is Brittany and | married a man who
providesfor my monetary needs, but he'sold and can't give me
what | cravemost. My new fifty-five-year-oldhubby iscompl etely
inadequate at satisfying my sexual needs. What | lust for, he
doesn't have or ever will have, and that'saBig Fat Black Cock.
Nothing stretchesor poundsmy pussy likeaBI G thick COCOA
cock. What else could | do but turn my hubby into a cuckold.
He'sasweet old wimp and fully understands my need for sex.

Hedoesn't mind my flirtatiousnature. Infact, my cuckold hubby
lovesjacking of f whilewatching other menfuck me. My hubby's
cock getsso hard ashewatchesmy pussy or assget fucked RAW
by a beautiful man's BIG black cock. My hubby can't wait for
them to blow their load of hot creamy cum into my pussy.
Afterwards, he cleans up my chocolate creampie-filled cunt
with his loving mouth. He doesn't waste a drop of that milky
spunk. He's such agood little cuckold hubby. | love getting my
plump rump spanked as they hump my big booty with that big
black cock. They love my big ass and can't pound it enough.
Those beautiful balls slapping up against my cunt and ass feel
s0-0-0 good. Asthe priceof admissiontothisfeast for hiseyes,
| make him wear apair of used panties while he pumps on his
pimpledick. NO, the pantiesaren't mine, my hubby isaskinny
old fart; my panties would fall right off of him. No, he can
actualy fitintoapair of my kid sister'sfrilly little panties. She's
justtenbut wiseinthewaysof theworld, and shelovesspecialy
preparing pairs of her used panties for his benefit. She makes
surethey arewell marked with her piss and poop stains before
givingthemtohim, and asanadded bonus, | let her helphimand
she holds open the panties for him to step into before drawing
themuphisscrawny legs. Then| let her watchmy bigblack lover
fuck me, but | think she enjoys even more watching my hubby
stressand strain ashewhips his pricketteinto hardnessthrough
her panties. Her laughter and cutting comments in addition to
her mucked-up pantiesaregreat distractionswhilehetrieshard
to concentrate because he knowsif he doesn't wank himself off
into her panties, he getslocked back upin hischastity belt until
the next occasion when we can all get together.

| just love getting aguy whose cock isso big | struggletofit it
in my mouth. They taketheir BIG black cock and slap my face
withit, shoveit down my throat so deep | can't help but gag and
choke because it's so HUGE. My absolute favorite thing is
gettingtrain-banged. Tyrone, oneof my 'booty calls,' lovestoset
up train bangs for me with his friend's because he knows how
much | love BIG black cock. Thelast we did involved adozen
hung black men who took their turns fucking my cunt HARD.
No foreplay, no romance, no lovey dovey shit, just pure
unadulterated hardcore FUCKING!!! | got the pounding of my
life. One after ancther, they filled my cunt with their big black
cocks squirting their HOT seed deep inside me. | lost count of
how many orgasms| had. | wasso soreafterwards| couldbarely

walk. ¢ i
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It's My Fault That My Wife Went Black

My wife and | are both 32 and have been married for twelve
years. Ellen is the same beautiful redhead | had met in high
school, and our marriage had been very happy until | made my
firstmistake. | hadbeenentirely faithful throughout our marriage,
but | succumbed to aone-night stand with my secretary after a
drunken dinner at an out of town salesconference. | might have
gotten away withit, but my secretary, who knew my wifewell,
tearfully confessed all to her in a telephone call. When Ellen
confronted me, shedidn't seem overly angry. Shesimply stated
my secretary hadtold her everything. Shedidn't want adivorce,
which would destroy both of our families aswell as both of us
financially. But she did say she wanted some big concessions
from me and would let me know everything she wanted in the
comingdays. Thefirstthing shesaidwasthat shewas, fromthen
on, going to have a couple of nights a week out on her own.
Alarmbellsranginmy head, but | said OK soasnot to upset her.

Onher first night going out, shecamedownstairsinalittleblack
dressthat wasobviously new, andit revealed alot of her titsand
legsthan shehad ever shown before. Shehad onvery highblack
heels and alot of makeup. Now | wasreally worried. She said
shewouldn't beout toolate. | worried whileshewasout, but she
wasback about 11, telling meshehad just met somegirlfriends.
| decided it was best not to question her further, and did not
worry any more until | met an old friend of mine a couple of
weeks later. He told me that he had seen Ellen at a club he
frequents, looking very friendly with arather large black guy.
My buddy was asking if my wife was going out on me, but |
assured him that she had just met up with an old coworker, and
| pretended to know all about it.

Onher next night out, Ellengot back alittleafter midnight. | was
awake in bed as she undressed quickly and got into bed in just
her bra and panties. | asked her tentatively if she had a good
evening. "Why don't you check for yourself," shereplied, taking
my hand and placing it on her pussy. He pantiesweredrenched
with cum. "Y ou've been fucked," | gasped.

"Nothing gets by you, doesit Sherlock?"' she sneered.
"Who wasit?' | enquired, my voice shaking.

"All you need to know isthat heisblack, 20 years old, bigger
than you in every way and is better in bed than you could bein
your wildest fantasies. So if you are thinking of asking me to
stop seeing him, forget it," shetold mecruelly. | wasshocked of
course, and intensely jealous, but | had a hard on like never
before. | wanted Ellenmoreeventhanthefirsttimel fucked her.

"Any chancel can get alittle, honey?" | asked, nervously. She
snapped back, "Nochance. Y ouwon't befuckingmeat al while
| am seeing Ben. Hereally knowshow tofuck awoman; itwould
bedisrespectful tohimif I let youanywherenear my pussy while

heownsit." Shelaughed contemptuously at me, "Takeapair of
my panties and pull yourself off in the bathroom if your little
dick needs it that badly." She knows how much | appreciate
when she'sdressed infinelingerie, and | realized a pair of her
panties was probably going to be asclose as| would get to her
pussy for awhile, sol didit. Most troubling to meisthat while
| pulledonmy penis, all | couldthink of wasthisBenguy fucking
her, and | only wished | had beentheretowitnessit! Theideawas
disgusting to me, but exciting at the sametime. | thought about
little else at work the next day, having to go to the bathroom a
number of times to relieve the pressure. | only wished | had
pocketed that pair of my wife's panties so | could use them to
intensify my pleasure during those sessions.

Soon after, | had to broach the subject with Ellen. "What?' she
yelled. "Dave, areyou acrazed deviant?Y ou mean you want to
stand by and watch another manfuck my brainsout?| know I've
been married to an inadequate wimp all these years, but now |
find he'sasimpering pervert!" Her words hurt me, but she said
she would talk to Ben, if only to give him agood laugh at my
expense. When | got home next evening, she had obviously
spokentohimandsaid, "Benagreedtoyour suggestion, but both
of usintend to humiliate you as much as possible, like making
youkisshiscock and suck hiscum out of my cunt. Andonemore
thing -- panties, pretty ladies panties, Ben wants you to wear
them from now on. He said lacy panties are the only kind of
underwear a cuckold husband should be allowed to wear."

| agreed, ashamedly andwithrevulsionat thethought of wearing
panties and sucking another man's sperm out of my wifejust to
satisfy my need to see him royally fuck her.

Thefollowing day Ellen mademegowith her to Carson'sto buy
adozen pairs of the fanciest panties available, and she made it
no secret from the saleslady that the panties were for me. Talk
about humiliation -- | had noideashopping for panties could be
so humbling. It wasatype of shame| didn't careto ever repeat.
Upon returning home, | took off my male undershorts and
watched my wife cart them away -- probably forever after.

Threedayslater, | hadjust finished my dinner, when Ellencame
downstairs sluttishly dressed for this was to be the night. She
told me that after | finished the dinner dished to take a shower
and then get dressed, with my panties on underneath, of course,
and kneedl by the front door in the living room until he arrived.

Hedidn'tevenringthebell; ahalf hour later, Bensimply opened
thedoor andwalked in. Shyly | looked up at him. | knew hewas
big, but in the flesh hewas Mr. Universe proportions, 6'4" and
wide as a house. "Nice panties, boy," he sneered as he looked
down at me with pure contempt. "Gees Baby," he laughed. "I

know you said hewas small, but | can barely seeabumpin his
panties. How have you managed with that all theseyears?' My
wife simply put her arms around his neck and launched into a
longfrenchkisswithhim. Finaly, shebrokeit off andsaidtome,
"ThisisBen. Hewill betheMaster of thishousewhileheishere.
Y ouwill call him'Sir'and me'Maam’ whilewearetogether. We
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will refer toyouinnothing but thelowliest of terms. Y ouwill do
everything wetell you to do immediately.

"Ben, show him what will happen if he doesn't do as told or
hesitatesin doing it."

CRACK! He hit me across the face with such force it knocked
me off my feet. Ellen smiled down at me. "Oh, Ben, that was
great. | likeseeingyou hurt thelittle prick; hedeservesit for the
lousy sex he hasgiven me over theyearsaswell asfor cheating
on me." Ben added, "That was just a small sample, piss face!
Now get me alarge bourbon and be fucking quick about it!"

Feeling likeafool, | danced around in my black-lace trimmed
lavender pantiesas| rushed to serve them drinksand then knelt
by themasdirected asthey sat chattingandkissing. Finally, Ben
announced we should go upstairs. When we got there, Ellen
whipped off the few clothes she was wearing as her lover
stripped off. Asheremoved hisunderwear, | gasped at thesize
of hiscock. Ellenwalked over to him, took hold of it and stroked
ittoerection. "Ben'scock isimpressive, isn'tit, sissy?' shesaid
with a wicked smile. "Now kneel down and suck his." Ben
added, "Y eah, suck onmy meat, panty boy. If youdoagoodjob,
I might let you put itinyour wife'spussy for me." With my face
still burning and hurting form the slap he had given me, | took
his cock in my mouth and began to suck him, although my
stomach wasdoing somersaultsand | struggled not to throw up.
Ellen stood by. "Wow! That's al it took to make my stupid
hubby into acocksucker! | lovehow helooksdowntheregiving
you ablowjob. Isheany good?' Ben laughed, "No, heisgoing
toneed alot of practice." Ellen said, "I like watching him suck
cock so much that | have afew ideasalready how | can get him
alot of practice.”

Once Ben was satisfied, they got ready to fuck. My wifelay on
the bed, Ben parted her legs and told meto aim his cock at her
pussy lipsand feed it to her. | did and with one mighty pushed
he parted them. Thenheput hiscock at her entranceand rammed
it right into her; Ellen screamed with pleasure.

"Look at your wife, boy," Ben sneered. " She'sjust another dirty
white slut who tastes black cock and then can't do without it." |
wantedtodemandthat hedidn't talk to her likethat, but | thought
of hispossiblereaction and stayed quiet. Ellen then backed him
up. "He'sright, sissy. | am afilthy slut who will do anything he
tellsmebecausel need histhick black cock. Look closely, | have
got ten inches ramming into me and | love every inch of it."

"Y eah," Benagreed. "Thisbitchwill now openher mouth or her
legsfor any guy aslong as hewas black and | tell her to doit;
she can't help herself."

"Oh, yes," Ellen continued, "It'strue. I'll suck or fuck any black
man Bentellsmeto. | amhisslut, hisbitch, and all youwill ever
be now is the tiny dicked white wimp cuckold husband who
watcheshiswifeget fucked in every possibleway. Andyou are
the pervert who can only get a decent hard on by watching

someoneel sedoing your husbandly job whileyou kneel nearby
inyour pink or lavender pantieslooking likethefool of all time."
Her gaspsweregetting louder now. "Ohyes, baby," Ellencried.
"Do it to me Ben, make me cum, stretch my cunt so only abig
black cock will ever satisfy me! Make me pregnant, Ben; give
me a black baby toraise. I'd loveit!"

| hadn't even thought about that! My wife pregnant by ablack!
We had gone along so long without her getting pregnant that |
thought she couldn't have babies. "Watch him, David. Watch
him stretch my pussy wideasheimpregnatesme, somethingyou
haven't been able to do!"

Their rigorous fucking was exciting me beyond belief, but |
hated myself forit, and | wasincreasing concerned | hadlost my
wife sexually forever. | was shaken out of my thoughts by my
wife's now deafening cries as Ben started pumping really fast,
until he tensed, groaned and shot hisload deep into my willing
wife. At the same time, she screamed out, "I love you, you
fucking big black bastard," as an intense orgasm hit her.

After Ben withdrew and Ellen took afew momentsto recover,
| suddenly felt Ben grab my hair push my face into my wife"
dripping cunt. " Suck my cum out of my bitch, boy," he snarled.
"Eat my cum, knowing you haveforever lost her to me!" There
wasnothing elsebut todoit. | cleaned my wifethoroughly, and
then she sat up and ordered me, "Now suck Ben clean and don't
stop sucking until he has shot aload of his precious cum into
your sissy mouth!" | began sucking, desperately tryingtoplease,
knowing thiswould be along job because he had just cum.

Ellenwasbehind meas| worked. Shehad pulled theleather belt
out of Ben'strousers. Suddenly felt asharp stinging crack of the
belt acrossthe back of my purplepanties. | yelledinpain. " Suck
my lover properly," sheyelled. "Tell himyoulovehiscock and
want to please him because he's so good at fucking your wife.
Tell him you want to swallow hiscum!" | meekly repeated her
wordsto him and despite my lips becoming sore and my cheek
muscles aching, | continued to desperately suck him to get the
cum out of hisballs. Ellen continued smacking mewith hisbelt
up and down my back and buitt, all the time urging me to do
better. | wasso grateful when | eventually felt my mouth filling
with cum as Ben gjaculated. As he shot off, Ellen told me to
swallow it or my beating with the belt would not stop. | let it
shoot downmy throat and swallowed every bit of itinmy mouth.
Then they told meto go to the bathroom, clean up and then just
wait as they would be having a lot more sex, and | would be
needed.

| went to the spare room and lay on my stomach, hoping the
burning in my back and buttocks would subside. Over the next
hour or two, | was treated twice to the sound of Ben cumming
and my wife'sloud orgasms. It went quiet for awhile, and then
they both cameinto my room. "1 need you onyour back," Ellen
told me sharply. "No please Maam," | begged. "My back and
bottom hurttoomuch." Shelaughed, "I know that, silly, but your
discomfort is of no consequence, now lay on your back!"
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| could not believe the change in her, she
seemed determined to give me as much pain
and humiliationaspossibletorepay mefor my
past sexual inadequacy. | turned over slowly,
crying within agony. Shethen jumped up and
straddled my head, pushing her cum-filled
pussy over my mouth. After she had emptied
all their sliminto my mouth, she moved back
to kneel on my chest. Then she started to
bounce up and down on me. The pair of them
laughed uproariously as | sobbed and begged
her to stop because of the unbearable pain on
my back. Eventually sherelented and got off.
Ben then got up and forced his cock in my
mouth. Hebeganarhythmic pumping, pushing
his immense weight against me and my pain
wracked body. Thepainwasincredible, though
my cries were muffled by the huge cock.

My wife watched my face closely. "Histears
arereally flowing now," she told Ben. "Fuck
him harder, choke the bastard with your cock,
bounce up and down harder."

Ittook himanother twenty minutestocum, and
when hefinally got off, | wasasobbing broken
man, in absol ute agony, so much sothat | had
totakeaweek of f work at theinsuranceagency.
Towardsthe end of my recovery, Ellen asked
meif my urgeto seeher fuckedwasstill strong.
| replieditwas, but | could not bear that agony
orthepainever again. Shereplied, "l'vegot my
revenge on that score now, although it was
such aturn on at the time to see you get the
suffering you deserved. |, however, still want
to humiliate you."

And it hasgone on ever since, minusthepain,
thank goodness. Now all that isrequired of me
iscleaning both of them up after they havesex,
occasionally sucking off Ben, or one of his
many friends, and bei ng taunted and humiliated
by them as| cavort about in my nylon panties.

Then, Ellen announced shewas pregnant with
Ben's baby. | was stunned, and immediately
wondered about al the ramifications of that,
but knew | had no choice but to accept it. She
said, "David, at nightswhile Ben and | party,
youwill belooking after thebaby. I think you'll
make a good nanny. | heard somewhere you
can develop asmale'smammary glanssoheis
able to produce milk and suckle babies. I'm
going to look into that for you. Aren't you a
luck panty boy?Y ou canbeawet nurseaswell
as ananny to my black baby!" ¢

Wimp Cuckold Can't Save His Sissy Son

Weknew our son was asissy since hewasatoddler. He was as cute as any baby
boy you have ever seen, and my wife kept his hair long because she couldn’t
motivate herself to get it cut. Despite keeping him dressed in boys' clothes (no
pink or flowerson hisclothes, etc.), peoplewereconstantly callinghimagirl, and
they were usually surprised when we would correct them and tell them hewasa
boy. Wethought thisproblemwoul d be solved oncewegot hishair cut, whichwe
did, but surprisingly peoplestill mistook himfor agirl, just agirl with short hair!

Eventually, we stopped correcting them and just said ‘thanks' to their girlish
compliments. When Dickie was three, my wife' s sister and her little girl, Tina,
were over to the house, and the little girl was in a party dress with frilly pink
panties on underneath. Well, little Dickie was so impressed with those fancy
pantiesthat he begged usto buy him pantiesjust likethem. Wewere asucker for
the kid’' s wants, and with my OK, my wife bought him a supply of lacy nylon
pantiesfor himtowear. Weboth figured he' d grow out of hisdesiretowear them,

especially after hemixed with other kidsand peer pressure would shame him out
of hisdesiretowear girls pantiesand convince himtowant to belikeother boys.

But that never happened and he remained a sissy, though not overtly so. He still

wore frilly panties as his preferred underwear when not in school, where he
usually worewhite pantieswithout any of thelacy embellishmentsof hisfancier
panties, andintoday’ sworld, he could get away with wearing them becausethey
were not unlike some of the skimpy nylon underwear other boys were wearing.

Now, he’s nine-years-old, and I'm sitting in our living room and can’t believe
what | am hearing from our newest neighbor. Hehadn’t beenin our housetwenty
minutes and he was asking me questions that were totally out of line, especially
from someone| had only exchanged afew wordswith theweek beforeashewas
moving in. | sat across from Ben Phillips in complete astonishment, trying
desperately to gain my composure but to no avail. Ben had the upper hand and
there didn’t seem to be much | could do about it.

I’m a36-year-old tax accountant and am used to dealing with the public, but our
new neighbor wasn't like anyone | had ever encountered. He said he was 40,
worked as a carpenter at Hewitt’s Window Company and had two kids from a
previousmarriageandthey lived back in Ohiowith hisex-wife. Hesaid hemissed
hiskidsalot, so | didn’t object when heinvited our nine-year-old son, Dickie, to
sit on his lap. He remarked that he had noticed Dickie riding his bike in the
neighborhood and wasstruck by how much heresembled hisown child, whowas
about the same age. Dickie is a trusting child with his short blonde hair and
flashing blue eyes. He looked nice today in a light blue shorts and T-shirt
combination my wife had recently purchased. Dickie didn’t seem to mind that
Ben Phillipswasholding himtightly, nor did hetry to squirmout of hisgraspwhen
Ben'sleft hand began to work itsway up hisleft leg. | watched in awe asthebig
black man’ sfingersdlid up beneath the leg of Dickie sshorts. | was about to say
something, though I’ m not surewhat, when Ben spoke again. “1’vealwayshad a
fondnessfor kids,” he beamed, still working hisfingersupwardsunder my son’s
shorts. “ To be quite honest, John, | guess you could safely say I’ m a pedophile.
Does that bother you?’

“1 - uh, well, | - I’'ve never known a pedophile,” | said lamely, silently cursing
myself for such adumb reply. Ben laughed. “Y our little Dickie here | noticed
riding around the area on his bicycle. He is truly a stunning looking boy, cute
enough to beagirl.”

The Pantied Cuckold #3 - Page 7




“Uh, yes, well ... uh, thanks,” not knowing what else to say.

| waswishing my wifewashome, but shewasout shoppingwith
one of her boyfriends, probably buying more sexy lingerie for
metodressherinfor whengoesout ondates. Y es, I’ macuckold,
but I amhappy withour lifeand our beautiful son, evenif my sex
lifeislimited to rubbing myself with used pairs of my wife's
pantieswhilejacking off to pornsitesof young girlsl findonthe
Internet. My wiferarely lets me make loveto her. | haveto be
a model lackey in her eyes to earn that privilege. What she
enjoysisteasing meand bringing home her fresh creampiesfor
meto eat out of her cunt. When | pursue her for sex, most of the
time, shetakesoff her smelly, cum-filled pantiesand tellsmeto
putthemon, gosurfingthel nternet andwank myself tohappiness.
My wife knowswhat to do in any situation, and | was wishing
she were here now, but she wasn’t going to be home for hours
—I"msureshewasgetting her fuck holefilledwith somestrange
man’ scumto bring hometo me. Maybe SHE would know what
todoinasituation likethis. | surely didn't!

“Tell me, John, you don’'t have anything against pedophiles?’

“Uh ... well, no, of course not,” | stammered. “It’'s, well, like |
said, Ben, | — I’ve never met one before.” My eyeswerefixed
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on hisfingersand from theway my sweet son wasbeginningto
squirm, | felt he must have reached a sensitive spot. Dicki€'s
squirming was not, asfar as| could ascertain, an attempt to get
away from Ben, which struck me as rather odd.

“Well, that's good, John,” he said. “I’'m delighted you have
nothingagainst mebeingapedophile.” Just then, Bendiscovered
ahit of white lace and pink nylon fabric peeking out of theleg
of my son’ sshorts. “Wow! Pink panties, that’ sgreat kid. When
| first saw you, sweetie, girls' pantiesareexactly what | thought
you should bewearing. Pink pantiesonfeminineboysexciteme
tonoend. John, | don’t mind telling you your little Dickie here
hasgivenmequiteahard-on. He' ssodamngirlish! Andhislacy
pantiesaredriving meout of my mind! Heremindsmeso much
of thedaughter | have with my white ex-wife. My girl lovesme
touching her pantiestoo.” Hewasnow rubbing hisfingersonthe
lacy edge of my son’ s pantiesand then he started massaging the
outsidefront of Dickie’ sshortswith hisother hand. “Withthese
tight shortsyou haveon, boy, | can’tfeel much of what'sbetween
your legs. Areyou sureyou’ reaboy?Y ouamost feel likeagirl
down there. Dickie blushed and pushed hisfaceinto Ben’shig
hairy chest partially exposed through his V-neck T-shirt.

“John, you wouldn’t have any objections to me removing his
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shorts, would you? | just gotta seethiskid in his pink panties.”
Dickie began making a soft mewing sound.

“I-1...guessnot,” | managed to mutter, not realizingwhy | said
such a stupid thing. Ben smiled broadly. “Tell me, John, has
your little Dickie boy ever been fucked before? Or has he ever
sucked a cock?’

“Ohno, no, of coursenot,” | responded quickly. “Hehasn’tdone
anything likethat.” | was sweating profusely now.

“Ah, avirgin; how wonderful,” Ben sighed. Helet Dickieslide
downwards until he was standing on wobbly little legs before
him. “Y ou know, John, why don’t YOU come over here and
remove your pretty son’ sshortsfor me, OK?1'll bet you'd like
that, am | right?’

“I-1-uh, I ...” I mumbled. “Come on, John,” Ben urged. “Don’t
be embarrassed. Many fatherslike seeing their sons defiled by
other men. | can tell you from experience, John, that there are
dads, just likeyourself, who get quiteathrill seeing their young
lovely littlegirlish boys sucking cock or getting fucked intheir
tight, hairless ass cunts. I'll bet you have a hard-on right now,
don’tyou?’ Itwastrue. | didhaveahard-onandwasembarrassed
by it. | flushed red and Ben chuckled again. “ Come on, John,”
he coaxed, “don’t beshy. Get on over hereand get thislittleslut
boy’ sshortsoff andthenyoucanwatchwhat | dotohim, andyou
can even jack off as you watch, OK?" | nodded meekly in
agreement and aroseunsteadily frommy chair, my cock pressing
against my trousers. | downbehind Dickie. My fingerstrembled
as| fumbled with the el asti c wai stband of hispull-up shortsand
then lowered them around his ankles. Ben whistled when he
caught sight of my boy’ scutepink nylon pantieswhichhadlittle
flowersonthem aswell asthewhitelace around thelegs. “ Step
out of your shorts, sweetie,” Ben told him in an authoritative
voice, and then he had Dickie climb back up on his lap. |
stumbled back across the room to my chair.

Ben grinned at me. “John, do you mean to tell me that with a
great girlie boy like this under your roof that you have never
been tempted to ram your cock down his sweet throat or up his
tight asshole? Y ou’ ve got more willpower that 1! Even if you
havenoyenfor littleboysandjust likegirls, your boy isso girl-
like he has to excite naughty thoughtsin your head, right?’

| guessit took this wacky moment to make me realize he was
right. | did have to admit to myself that over the years | had
looked at Dickieand felt asexual thrill at hissweet girlishness.
Ben kept snapping the waist and leg elastics of my son’s pink
pantiesand madethekid danceingirlish glee. Hebrokethrough
my thoughts as he said, “ Shit, man, just look at the hard-on in
your trousers! You can’t fool me. How have you been able to
keep your hands off thiskid all these years?

“Watch this, John,” he called out, as he slipped his hand into
Dickie spink panties and he began toying nicely with hislittle

preteen cock. My cock got even moreerect and | wassurel was
leaking pre-cumas| watched Benfinger fuck my son’ sasshole.
Hethen pulled him closeand french kissed him. Dickie' smouth
opened widely to accept Ben's 40-year-old tongue, and he
moaned as they kissed. When their sexy kiss ended, Dickie
sighed and Ben said to me, “ Tell me, John, did you get athrill
pullingdownyour slutty littleboy’ sshorts, sol, astranger, could
have accessto hispanties?’ | nodded shamefully. It wastrue. |
did indeed get a thrill from doing it. | couldn’t deny it. Ben
chuckled once more. He was now pulling off Dickie' s T-shirt.
He tossed it on the floor and continued to finger fuck him
vigorously. | watch hishand stretching out the back of my boy’ s
pantieswith afucking maotion. “He' sgot anicetight boy cunt,”
heinformed me. “I may need some help getting into it. | don’t
know yet. But first I’'m going to have him suck me off.”

It wasthenthat heextracted hiscock from hispantsand | almost
shit when | saw it. It had to be agood nineinchesin length and
it wasvery thick. | could not imagine how he could ever get his
monster prick into my little Dickie's asshole. To get the boy
worked upabit more, Benmasturbated hislittleprick inhispink
panties, hemadeit comeuphard, and Dickieswooned, butit still
stood out only about three or four inchesunder the panty nylon.
“They call youDickie, huhkid?’” My sonnodded. “Well, | think
you should tell everybody to call you ‘Little Dickie’' from now
on, becausethat’ sall youhavebetweenyour legs, right?’ | could
tell Dickie was shamed, but he nodded. Dickie was then made
to placeboth hislittle handson Ben' shig black cock and stroke
it up and down. He seemed curiously intent on pleasing thisold
man, much to my surprise and shock. After awhile, Ben said,
“Suck it, sissy bitch,” hedemanded. “ Comeon, panty boy, suck
my cock and suck it good or you’ Il get awhipping. Understand?’

| wasrevolted by thewordsand tone hewasusing on Dickiebut
founditturned meonall themore. Dickienodded, bent hishead
lower and opened his small mouth as much as he could and
begantotakeintheshiny cockhead whileBen Phillips groaned
indelight. “Look at your girly son, John,” Ben panted. “L ook at
your littlewhoreson. He' ssucking hisvery first cock andloving
it; | cantell. And| cantell Y OU lovewatching him, don’t you?”

| nodded and blushed red once again. My poor cock wasaching
in my pants and Ben must have sensed this because he told me
topull itout andjerk off whilel watched sweet little Dickiesuck
him off. | did as he instructed and was jacking slowly because
| did not want to cum until HE did. | wanted to see his gobs of
cumfill my littlenine-year-old son’ smouth, assick and twisted
assuchanideawas. Tomy amazement Dickie, naked except for
his darling pink nylon panties, managed to get amost half of
Ben's large cock meat in his little mouth and he was sucking
avidly asBencursedhimandcalledhima"sissy dut," “ pantywaist
cocksucker,” and “ panty-wearing whore” whilel slowly jerked
off andthrilled to each dirty name hecalled him. “ A-g-g-g-h-h,
I’'m gonna cum now, panty slut,” Ben yelled out, “and you
better swallow every drop, you little boy bitch whore or you'll
get the beating of your young life! A-g-g-h-h-h-h-h ... shit, here
itCUMS!” Andcumhedid. | looked onin sheer aweand blissful
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lust as poor Dickie gagged and choked on hisfirst load of cum,
but he did manageto devour most of it. Therest Ben splattered
across his face. “Don’'t wipe it off, you cocksucking panty
faggot,” Ben instructed Dickie,” I'm gonna’ make your daddy
lick it off your face.” ThenBengrinned widely. “Get over here,
John, and don’t give meany shit about it. | want youto taste my
cumfromyour little cunt son’ sface, and | know you want to, so
get over here NOW. Doing it is no more perverse than buying
your songirls’ panties!” | had never tasted aman’ scum before,
not even my own, but | did as Ben commanded, bent down and
licked every drop of his salty cum from Dicki€'s pretty face
while Ben grinned and laughed at my humiliation. Then Ben
told me to get him a cold drink and he said he would take the
drink upstairsand instructed Dickieto lead him to hisbedroom.
“|1 should get hard again pretty soon,” Ben informed me,” and
when | do, John, I'm taking his cherry. Y ou can come up and
watchbut nointerference, isthat clear?’ | nodded submissively.

Dickiehadn’t saidawordthroughoutall thisand | could not help
but wonder how HEwashandlingitall. | finishedjerking off and
cleaned myself off and thenwent up to Dickie’ sbedroomwhere
Benhadraided my son’ spanty drawer andtossed handfulsof his
pantiesonthebed and thenlay down naked onthemon hisback,
his legs far apart. Still in just his pink panties, Dickie was
orderedto crouch betweenhislegsandlick hisballsand asshol e.
“Try and get your little tongue up my ass, bitch,” Ben barked.
“Ah, that’ stheway, panty slut. Oh, yeah, just likethat. Mmmm.”

“Damn, John,” Ben said as| stood there stupidly and watched
my sonlick Ben’ sasshole, “yougot anatural cocksucker andass
licker here. Y ou should be damn proud.” | didn’t reply. | just
stared in lustful depravity as my little boy tongued out Ben's
sweaty and hairy asshole. Dickie had shit streaks on his cheeks
when hecameup after Benfinally ordered himto stop. | noticed
Ben'’ shig cock had becomeerect oncemore. “ Timetofuck your
girlie-boy, John,” Ben said matter-of-factly. “ Get on your back,
slut boy cunt,” Bentold Dickie. “John, slide apillow under his
tight little pink pantied ass. Then | want you to hold his sexy
panties aside and legs apart and while | work my cock up into
him.” | didas| wastold. Thedemented pleasurel received from
holding my nine-year-old son’s panty leg elastic aside and his
legs apart so he could get his first fucking from a complete
stranger almost made me cum, even though my poor six-inch
cock wasjust getting hard again! It took some doing and alot of
screams from Dickie before Ben was ableto penetrate hislittle
shit hole. “Tell your littlefag son to stop screaming, John,” Ben
told me. “He' sdriving me nutsand | can’'t concentrate.”

“Stop! Stop screaming, son,” | said to Dickie. “Mr. Phillipsis
fuckingyou, andyouhavetolearntotakecock upyour butt hole;
stop complaining and learn to enjoy it.”

“That’ sthe way, John,” Ben grunted as he plumbed in and out
of my darling son’s panty-wrapped boy cunt. “Now you're
gettin’ theidea.” | don’t know what made me say such thingsto
Dickiebut thewordsjust cameout and | wasglad they did. My
cock began to rise strongly right after | commanded him to

cooperate. “ Get downbehind me, John,” Benmoaned. “Lick my
ballswhilel fuck your sexy slut son.” | didn’t hesitateasecond.
| got down behind Ben’ shairy assand licked hissweaty nut sac
as he rocked in and out of my boy's little ass pussy. A few
minuteslater hisballscontracted. | massaged them as he began
filling Dickiewithhisseed. Benthen grunted and collapsed atop
him. “God damn, that was good,” he sighed. Dickie was now
cryingasBenlovingly gripped hissmall, cutesilken-pantied ass
cheeksand gently massaged them. “ Thislittlewhoreisonefine
piece of kiddie ass,” he added. “I’m gonna’ enjoy fucking him
from now on, that’sfor sure.” Ben then got off Dickie and lay
beside him. He ordered meto pull aside my son’ sdelicate pink
panties and clean his bloody, cum-soaked little ass cunny with
my mouth. | knew better than argue, so | at once did it as Ben
watched and laughedlewdly. | moaned and helaughedagain.“ A
lot of dads like doing that after | fuck their sons.”

| told Dickieto takeabath and clean himself up before hismom
got back home. Bendressed and wereturnedtothefamily room.
Hethen proceededtotell mehehad already fucked another little
boy in our neighborhood within the week he had been here but
would not enlighten me as to who the boy was. But he did say
that thekid's dad had reacted exactly likel had, so | felt abit of
joy at not being alone in that aspect. He a so told me he would
be fucking Dickie from now on and that a couple of guysfrom
where he worked would no doubt want to fuck him too. One of
them was ablack man with the biggest cock he had ever seen. |
gotarushthinkingof that manfucking my youngDickie. Hesaid
he and his buddies would probably be taking pictures too of
Dickie asthey sexed him, so they could sell them to acircle of
friendsthey had devel oped over thelnternet. Hemademeagree
to have Dickie available whenever he wanted to molest him. |
nodded in compliance, wondering how | would hide this from
my wife. “Y ou can watch of course,” Ben said, “and clean him
up after meand my buddieshavehim.” | nodded again. Thenhe
left the house. Before my wife got homel instructed Dickienot
to say aword about any of this to his mother and he said he
wouldn’t, but that did not turn out to be the case.

My wife, Carrie, arrived home about an hour after Ben Phillips
had | eft. Dickiewas bathed and looked nonetheworse after his
ordeal. My wife suspected nothing out of the ordinary. Things
went finefor the next threedaysuntil | arrived homefromwork
the following Wednesday. Carrie was in the kitchen preparing
dinner, and she had adisturbed ook on her face. | knew at once
somethingwaswrong, andit didn’t takelong for meto discover
what it was. “ Dickietold me he met our new neighbor the other
day,” shesaidicily." Seemshestopped by whilel wasshopping.”

“Oh, yeah, honey,” | said, still not cognizant of just how much
she knew about Ben'svisit. “I guess | forgot to mention that.”

“Yeah, | guessyou did,” she went on, her tone still frosty and
bitter. “1 guess you also forget to mention that he had sex with
Dickiewhilehewashere, hm?’ | had no answer for that one, so
| just stood there aghast, while my wife slashed away at some
celery with her knife. | was hoping | didn’t wind up like that
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celery! There was an awkward silence in the room until at last
my wife spoke again. “1’m not angry that he got sexed,” Carrie
saidfinally, muchtomy surprise. “What | amangry about, John,
isthat you didn't havethe couragetotell meabout it! Don’'t you
feel | have theright to know such things?’

“Well, uh ... sure. ... of course, darling. | - | just was waiting, |
guess ... uh, for, you know, for the, uh ... the right time,” |
muttered. “ Andwhenwouldthat be?’ my wifequestioned. “ Oh,
honey,” | sputtered, unable to say anything.

“H-m-m-ph,” my wifegrumbled, now finished with the celery.
She put down the knife, much to my relief, and then wiped her
hands on her apron. “ Oh, John,” she said, her voice much softer
now and closer toher normal tone, “1 amonly angry becauseyou
didn’ttell meabout it. It makesmefeel asif youdon't trust me.
Instead, | had to hear it from Dickie when he came home from
school today. He said it was supposed to be a secret, but he
couldn’t holdthe secret any longer and had to tell mommy. Y ou
knew hewould eventually, didn’t you?’

“Yeah, | supposeso,” | moaned, still startled that my enchanting
spouse did not seem opposed to our preadol escent son having
had sex with our perverted new black neighbor. “I’m sorry,
babe. | truly am. Will ... will you forgiveme?’ | begged. “ Y es,”
she said frailly, now coming over to where | stood and placing
her armsaround my neck. “And... and, you’ renot mad?’ | asked
hopefully. “I mean about Dickie and Ben having sex?’

“No,” shesaidinapurringvoice. “Not at all. Infact, love, when
hetold meall thejuicy details, | got rather wet. | still am.” Then
shelaughed agentlelaugh, andit wasthen my cock got hard and
| kissed her with craving as she pressed up against me. “Let’s
fuck,” shewhispered inmy ear, binding her agile body into me
asmy wifereached down and began to tug at my zipper. “What
about Dickie?’ | asked. “He supinhisroom, going crazy over
adozen pairsof fancy pantiesl just bought for him,” Carriesaid,
now freeing my stiff prick from my trousers. Shedroppedto her
knees of thefloor and took the head of my rod in her mouth and
started sucking it playfully.

“Oh-h-h, shit!” | called out. “ Damn, that feels good, baby!”

“Tell me about it,” my wife sighed dreamily, taking my cock
head out of her mouth for just a second to speak. “Tell me how
thiswicked, dirty manfuckedour littleboy. Tell me, John, while
| suck your cock. | want to hear al thefilthy details.” Andsol
told her, leaving nothing out; | relatedtoher anxioudly everything
that had taken placebetweenBenand our littleboy, whileCarrie
sucked ardently on my throbbing cock. When | again told her
that Ben and two of his coworkers would be fucking Dickie
soon, and that one of them had amonster cock, Carrie fingered
herself toascreaming orgasm. “ A-g-h-h-h-h-h-h-h-h... oh-h-h!
| want ... to see ... that,” my wife cried out lustfully. “1 want to
see our little bitch boy in his pretty panties ... fucked by abig
black man with a huge horse cock!” Then she reached another
feverish orgasm, just as | shot my hot sperm into her mouth.

Whilel wasgasping for air, we both heard asmall voice behind
us. “Hi, Mommy, you're sucking daddy’s cock,” Dickie said
perkily. My wifedidn’t say anything, andthen| realizewhy. Her
mouthwasfull of my cum, and shecameuptome, french kissed
meand dumped my own cuminto my mouth. Shehad never done
anything like that before. Then she giggled, and all | could do
was swallow my own seed.

“Yes, | am, or was, sweetheart,” my wifeaffirmed. “But we're
all finished now. Wethought you were up inyour room, honey,
playing with al your new panties.”

“1 was, Mommy,” hereplied. “But | heard the noise down here
and cameto seewhat you were doing. “What' sthat, Mommy?’
Dickieasked, pointing to some of my cum that had dribbled out
of herlips.“ That’ syour daddy’ scum, honey,” my wifeexplained.
“Want to taste some?’ Dickie said "OK" as he nodded
enthusiastically, moving closer to us now. My wife used her
fingersto swab her face, collecting my cum and then offered it
to our son. Dickie opened his mouth gingerly, accepted the
gooey substance, and then sucked his mother’s fingers clean.
“Did you like that, sweetness?’ my wife inquired. “Uh-huh,”
Dickie smiled, licking hislips now. “Can | have some more?”’

“Sure, honey,” my wife laughed, giving him another dose.
Dickie devoured it. “| think we have areal cum eater,” Carrie
said to me. “He seems to love the taste of sperm, doesn’t he,
John?’ | could only nod inagreement as | watched our precious
panty-wearing baby boy lick his mother’s fingers dry once
more. “ Tastesgood, huh, my little pantywaist boy?’ she asked.
“Uh-huh,” hegiggled, apparently pleased at being acum eater.
“Well, you'll be getting more of Mr. Ben's cock tomorrow
night, little boy,” | informed him. “He called me today at my
officeand wantsyou at hishouseat 7 o’ clock tomorrow night.”

“Goody,” Dickiesguealedwithdelight. “ Oh, darling,” my wife
interjected. “ Youdidn'ttell mehe’' dcalledyou.” | told her itwas
thefirst chancel hadtotell her.“Are... arehistwofriendsgoing
tobetheretoo?’ Carrieasked excitedly. Y es, they aresupposed
tobe. | better call Benback and et him know that Y OU are now
aware of what’ s going on and see if he wants you to be there.”
Shebegged, “M-m-m, please do. | definitely want to bethere.”

After dinner, Dickie donned a flowered and ruffled apron and
helped Carrie with the dishesand | relaxed in the living room.
| called Ben Phillips and told him the news about Carrie now
knowing everything. He was quite pleased. “So, | can bring
Carriealongtomorrow night?’ | asked, hopefully. “ Of course,”
Ben chuckled lewdly. “| can understand her wanting to see her
littlebitchtramp songettingit fromthreemen. It snot uncommon
for a mother, just like a father, to want to witness the sordid
corruption and sexual degradation of her child.” Afterwards, |
informed Carrieabout my phoneconversationwith Ben, andshe
beamed upon hearing that she would be welcome.

Later that evening, Carriewent upstairs, and then returned with
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afew magazines. She placed themin my lap. Dickie, ready for
bed in hisusual nightwear — apink and blue nylon Cinderella
nightgown, pulled away from the television and joined us.
“Look at these, John,” my wife said, “and you'll seewhy | am
so excited about Dickie getting sexed by grown men.” | picked
up thefirst oneand gazed at its shiny cover of alarge picture of
ayoung boy, even ayear or so younger than Dickie, sucking on
the stiff cock of aman of about 50. Thetyke' seyeswereclosed
and he appeared to be enjoying it. Behind the preteen boy was
another older man, and hewasabout tojam hishard dick up the
boy’ stiny butt. | begantoflipthepages, with Dickieand my wife
on either side of me, looking on at the vulgar, but pleasing,
pictures. Most of the shots depicted very young boys being
fucked and licked in every way imaginable, but therewerealso
anumber of glossy printsof young boyssucking and fuckingin
cute little girl dresses, ruffled panties, garter belts with nylon
stockings and other lingerie. Dickie showed agreat interest in
those pictures, and | found them quite stimulating too. Many of
theboyswerecrying and resisting asthey were being force-fed
older male’ scocksand afew werebeing painfully buggered up
their tender, cute, young assholes. What | found most arousing
was a photo of apink-pantied blonde boy of about six or seven
being ass fucked by a grinning man of 60 or so while another
man pissed on the lad’'s adorable face and panties. My wife
caught mestaring at that pi ctureand commented, “ Likethat one,
do you?’ she smiled knowingly. | nodded, admitting | did.
“Well, weshall haveto seeabout getting you ayoung boy soon,
huh?’ she said seductively. Despite being ashamed at such an
admission, | lightly nodded while still looking at that shot. The
Internet porn | had been jacking off to for years was tame
compared to this stuff. | especially appreciated the little boys
wearing makeup and little girls' clothes. “M-m-m, | think I'd
enjoy seeing you with asmall boy, John,” shetold me. “I'dlike
to seeyou fuck him, of course, but | think most of al I’d enjoy
seeing you suck his little dick and then having HIM piss on
Y OU. | think Y OU wouldlikethat al so, wouldn'’ t you, darling?’
Sheepishly, | nodded and said, “I'd love it if the boy were
dressed up likeagirl, you know, acutelittlegirl something like
Shirley Temple; | remember being sexually excited by her even
when | was alittle boy and first saw her in the movies dancing
around and shamelessly flashing the audience her fancy lace
panties.” | know | was blushing when | admitted to that, but
something inside me just made me want to share that with my
wife and son. Carrie was obviously projecting my fantasieson
to our son when she said, “ Dickie needsto be used sexually by
real men, notjust acuckoldwimplikeyou. Heknowsyou’ renot
much better than my ass wipe in this house, and now he needs
toseethat morethanever. | think it would beespecially exciting
to see him sexed up by big black men with you doing clean up!
Ever since he has shown his feminine desires, I've aways
wanted Dickietolearnwhat it isliketo betreated likeagirl in
bed, but I never knew how to bring the subject up with you and
| didn’t want to force himinto it. Perhaps, | thought, with him
wearing panties and nighties and being so girlish from the start
that hewould becomegay by thetimehewasateenager, but now
that it has happened and he obviously enjoyed being a girl for
thisman, I’'mall forit. And by theway, sincewearegoingto do

this, instead of you just rubbing yourself with my used panties,
wanking yourself silly every night like afrustrated teenager, |
want youto start wearing panties; I’ || get aload of pretty panties
inyour size tomorrow while you're at work.”

“But, honey, panties?’ | complained, not wanting our son to
think | was even less of aman than | already appeared to bein
his eyes. “I can't wear panties ...” My complaining abruptly
ended when she grabbed my balls through my slacks and
squeezed. “Yes, you are going to wear panties. Many of my
loverstell meall pantywaist cuckold wimps should bewearing
girlie panties; | don’'t know why | haven’t made you do it until
now. I'll buy them and you'll wear them 24/7 — to work, to
church and especialy in front of Ben and my lovers. I'm sure
they’ll appreciate seeing my husband as the pansy they know
youare. “Yes, honey,” wasall | could mumble. | didn’t want to
look at the expression on Dickie' sface, but | could feel hewas
grinning at me. | went back to flipping the pages. Dickie's
interest in those three magazines was especially focused on the
photos of boys near his age who were wearing lingerie while
sucking cocks and being fucked. He liked the pictures of
lingerie-clad boys being pissed on too. From his wide-eyed
expression, | felt sureour little Dickiewoul d soonbegetting piss
bathsfrom boysat hisschool. Thethought of THAT possibility
inflamed my senses and my cock grew harder.

“Wheredidyou get these magazines? And wherehaveyou been
keeping them? They look rather old, ” | probed my wife. “They
are, honey,” she confirmed. “I’ve had them since | wasin high
school. A guy | used to date gave them to me. At thetime both
heand hisstepfather werefuckinghismother, hislittlesister and
his effeminate preschool-age brother. I’ ve kept them packed
away with my women’ smagazinesall theseyears. John, | have
often wanted to show them to you, but | wasn’t sure what your
reaction would be until thisthing with Dickie and our neighbor
happened. Also from these books you can see where | got the
ideato panty Dickieoncel saw how interested hewasinhislittle
cousin Tina spantieswhen they were both toddlers. They have
some really nice pictures of pantied boys, don’t they?’

“Gosh, yes,” | had to agree. “Very nice indeed. You know,
Carrie, | never realized until the other day when | watched our
neighbor sexing little Dickie how exciting it isto see ayoung
panty boy being sex up.”

“1 know,” my wife agreed. “That’s how | felt that first time |
watched my old high school boyfriend giveit to hislittle sister
while his pantied kid brother sucked on hisballs. Shewas 10 at
the time and the little boy was five. | liked seeing him do his
mother too, but | enjoyed watching him with hiskid sister and
brother far better. Anyway, darling, that’ show | becamehooked
on kiddie sex and sissy boys. I’ ve kept it pretty well concealed
all theseyears, haven't |7’ | had to attest, “ Y ou certainly have,
but I'm delighted it is out in the open now, sweetheart.” Then |
leaned over and kissed her lipsgently. Dickiewas paying usno
mind. Hewasintently studying all of the sleek sexy panty boy
pictures in the magazines.
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“L ook at thisone, Daddy,” he quipped, pointing at aglossy shot
of ayoung boy about 11 or 12 spraying hispissall over theface
of ayoung boy half hisage. “Mmm, looksnice,” | commented.
“Doyou likethat picture, Dickie?’

“Uh-huh,” hesaid shyly. “Donny Burkesaid hewantsto do stuff
likethat tome.” | had no ideawho the hell Donny Burkewasor
what my littleboy wastalking about. | asked himtoexplain, and
hesaid, Donny Burkewasintheseventh gradeand had cornered
Dickie after school the week before and told him he knew he
wore girls' panties and was going to tell all the kidsin school
Dickiewasaqueer boy whowearsgirls' panties. Dickiedidn't
want to be humiliated like that, so he agreed to suck Donny’s
dick whilehekneltinthebushesby school with hisshortsdown
to expose his panties. After that, Donny told our son that some
day soon, hewasgoing to make him suck him off againand then
pissall over him. Dickiesaid he had been thinking about it ever
since and now seeing a boy being pissed on in these pictures
made him want it to happen to him! He admitted, “1 told Donny
‘no’ and have been avoiding him ever since, but now | think I’ d
likeit.” My wife said to our son in amost casual tone of voice,
“Sweetie, | think you should let Donny and other boysdoit; let
him spray youwiththeir warmpiss. Don’ t you agree, John?” my
wife asked of me. “I do,” | said. The thought of our boy on his
kneesin his panties being splattered by the golden hot piss of
seventh grade ruffians caused my cock to twitch with pleasure.
My wife and | had no idea our sissy son was already being
introduced to sex, gay sex, at school, but we were quickly
learning and not about to deter his further sexual adventures.
“So, the next time that boy tells you he wantsto pissonyouin
your panties, honey, tell them ‘yes.” And | think it would be a
goodideafor youtostart wearingyour nicest frilly pantiesevery
day and not just your plain panties. Y oung boyslovelooking at
girlsintheir pantiesand I’ m sureit will givethem athrill to see
you in your most girlish pantiestoo,” my wifeinstructed him.
“Yes,Mommy”, Dickiereplied softly. “ Did that boy haveanice
cock, sweetie?’ Carrie asked. “And was good and hard?’

“Uh-huh,” Dickie confided. “And did he say where he wanted
topeeonyou?’ | asked. “Yes, daddy,” came hisresponse. “He
said he wanted to pee on my pantiesand on my face.” | sighed,
“Mmmm, nice,” asmy cock now becamefully erectinmy pants.
“Youhavetolearn, Dickie,” my wifelectured, “todowhat boys
and mentell youtodofromnow on. If any boy or any manwants
topissonyou, thenyouaregoingtohavetoletthemdoit. If they
wanttofuck your cutelittleboy pussy or stick their cocksinyour
little slutty mouth, you have to let them, even if they call you
names like queer and sissy and tease you about wearing.”

“Yes,Mommy,” Dickiesaidobediently.“I will dowhat any boy
or boy tells meto do from now on. | promise.”

“Goodboy,” my wifepraised him.“Now, unzipyour daddy’ sfly
and suck hiscock sohecangiveyouanicedoseof hiscum. Y our
daddy hasgotten another hard-on thinking of how cuteyouwill
look when nasty boysmakeyou suck and fuck for themand then

pissall over your pretty faceand panties.” | pushedthemagazines
aside and made room for Dickie to unzip my pants and extract
my rock hard cock. Carrie took off her moist lavender panties
with scratchy black lace trim and wrapped them around my
cock. Then | sighed deeply as our son began sucking it like a
good little slut panty boy. As he sucked, | looked down and
loved the sight of him in his princess nightgown and lovely
yellow lace panties. | envisioned boys spraying his little face
with their pee. | couldn’t wait for that to occur! Dickie sucked
me, slurping amorously on my cock. | wasdelighted that hewas
already turningintoaseasoned cocksucker, downing my average
size cock much easier than Ben'sbig monster. | just lay there,
stroking his short blonde hair and Carrie' s panties around the
base of my dick as visions of him sucking and fucking ran
through my mind. My wife’ seyeswere glued to thevile scene,
and | noted shewas gently pawing her cunt. Dickie had both of
histiny hands gripping the base of my panty-wrapped prick. It
didn’ ttakelongbeforel wasflooding hismouthwith my sperm.
“Hereit comes, panty boy!” | groaned. “ Get ready to swallow it
all,too!” Thenl shot off, fillingmy littleslutty son’ smouthwith
my seed. He slurped, gulped, and even gagged a trifle, as my
cum went down his throat and into his belly. Once finished, |
pulled his small head from my cock. “Lick your daddy’s cock
head, Dickie,” Carrieinstructed our son. “Y ou must alwaysdo
that after you suck aman’s cock.”

“OK, Mommy,” he said obediently. Then his little tongue
flickered over my cock head. Dickiethen asked if he could start
wearing dresses around the house because the boys in those
pictureslooked sonice. “Mommy, doyouthink | couldlook like
areal girl too if wore dresses and other girls' things?’

“Of course, you'd look like agirl, and not just an ordinary girl
but pretty enoughtowinabeauty contest.” | heartily agreed. My
cock had barely gone soft from Dicki€'s excellent blowjob
whenit startedtothicken againas| looked at Dickie' shaby face
streaked with a bit of my glistening cum and pictured himina
fancy dress with makeup and little high heels and stockings.

Dickierequested hebe permitted to sleep with usthat night, and
welet him. My wife placed himin hissilky nightie and panties
betweenus, and Carrielicked Dickie shairlessdick throughhis
pantiesas| watched with pleasure. Then, withmy wifeguiding
me, | tongued out our son’s precious ass hole, while Carrie
taught Dickiethefiner pointsof pussy eating. It wasindeed quite
a sensationa treat for me to observe my wife having her
gorgeous wet snatch licked and kissed by our nine-year-old
panty-and-nightie-wearing son. | lovedit! My wifelovedittoo,
experiencing two thunderous orgasms as Dickie lapped her.

| got homethefollowing evening justintimeto witness Dickie
and my wife standing in our laundry room. The washer was
churning noisily, and Dickie was nude, except for a clean pair
of his pink nylon panties and fluffy bunny slippers. “What's
goingon?’ I inquired, asl greeted each of themwithakiss.“I'm
washing Dickie's clothes,” my wife said. “He was compl etely
soaked with piss, John, when he got home from school today.”
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“Oh?" | muttered, abig smile crossing my face. “Did our little
slut boy got pissed on by those devilish boys in his school 7’
Carrienodded and said, “He certainly did, dear. And they did a
terrific job of drenching his pretty panties, too! He was a
complete mess when he came home. | had to bathe him and
shampoohishair. Now, I'mwashing hisclothes, asyoucansee.”

“Well,well,well,” | saidwithagrin.“ | wanttohear al aboutit.”
My cock wasal ready beginningtogrow hardinmy pants. Carrie
said, “Yes, he' sanxioustotell youall about it, but first go upto
your underwear drawer and put on anew pair of the panties |
bought youtoday. Now, you' reapanty boy too. Put onapair of
thepink panties. | think thefirst pair of your own pantiesyou put
onshouldbepink. Thecomedowninjustthepantiesand Dickie
will tell you all about his day at school.”

| was in no rush to give into her and start wearing panties,
especially being made to paradein just pink panties before my
wifeand son, but | knew therewasno sensein arguing, and like
abeaten dog with histail between hislegs, | climbed the stairs
to our bedroom, undressed and then put on afrilly pair of pink
nylon panties with red bows on the sides and white lice edging
around thelegs, and blushing like abeet, went back downstairs.
My wife and son greeted me with cheers and applause. |
sheepishly went along with them and did alittle bow. “ OK, sit
down, John, so Dickiecantell usabout hisschool day,” my wife
stated. “ Go ahead, honey, tell your daddy what happened.”

Dickielet out with abig sigh and then beganto speak excitedly.
“Well, Daddy,” he began, “right after school | went into the
boys' restroom, and as| was coming out, | bumped into Donny
Burkeand hisfriend Tommy whowerecomingintotakeapiss.”

“Soundslikethey werefollowingyou, honey, hm?’ | mentioned.

“Uh-huh. | think they were, Daddy,” hereplied. “ Anyway, they
had really stupid looking smiles on their faces when they saw
me, and they wouldn’t let me get out the door.”

“1 see,” | interjected. “ Then what happened, baby love?’

“1 couldn’t get by them, Daddy, so | said, ‘ What do you want?
and Donny said, ‘ Wewant to seeyour pantiesand pissonyou."”

Anxiously awaiting hisevery word, | asked, "Andwhat didyou
tell them," asl squeezed my pink-pantied cock throughthesilky
nylon. “Well, | ‘membered what you and Mommy told me, so |
told them they could,” he sputtered. “Well, you did the right
thing,” | told him. “Now, go on. What happened next, honey?’

“They made me get all theway to the back of therest room, and
thentold me | had to get on my knees, so | did, even though the
floor wascold. Then, Donny told meto open my pantsand drop
them down so hecould seemy panties. | had niceyellow panties
on today with pink hearts and lacy sides. Both boys laughed at
my panties and called me a stupid faggot. Then they told meto

raise my head and open my mouth aswide as| could.”

“And didyou?’ | asked with aheavy breath. “Uh-huh,” Dickie
said sweetly. “Good boy,” | commended him. “Then both of
them unzipped their pants, Daddy, and Donny and Tommy
made me suck their cocks.”

“Oh, Jesus!” | cried out, now jerkingwildly onmy swollen cock
within the smoothness of my new silken panties. | began
stroking it aggressively and my wife and Dickie both seemed
amused by my horniness. She knew | was about to cum, so she
saidtoDickie, “Didthey cuminthat sweet littlemouth of yours,
honey boy?’

“Oh-h-h, ah-h-h-h, SHIT!” | grunted, just as my cum erupted
andflew right through my nylon pantiesand half way acrossthe
living room, landing on thefloor. Dickie giggled and squeal ed
as he observed me shooting off wildly. Carrie laughed loudly.

“Uh-huh,” Dickie cooed. “They didn’t squirt as much goo as
Bendid or evenyoudo, Daddy, but they mademeswallow it all.
They called medirty namestoo, Daddy, while | sucked ontheir
cocks. Donny said | am areal good cocksucker and the prettiest
whoreinthewholeschool -- even prettier thanall thegirls. And
Tommy says he wants to fuck me and have his father fuck me
too. He said his Daddy hates queer boys and would go crazy
seeingmeinmy girliepanties. Hesaid hisDaddy wouldfuck me
in my asshole hard to make sure | knew | was not aboy but just
a stupid sissy faggot.” Then Donny squirted his pee in my
mouth, but some of it got away ‘cause | couldn’t drink it all
“cause it came out too fast and went down all over my shirt.
Tommy stood thereand laughed ashemade mehold up my shirt
so he would see my yellow girlie panties all the way around.
Then he started pissing one metoo, squiring me on al sides of
my panties as he walked around me peeing. Their pee went all
over my face, my panties, my hair and my clothes. It evenpoured
down to soak my socks and shoes. On my way home, their piss
squished and squeaked in my shoes as | walked. That’s why
Mommy iswashing my clothes now.”

“Soundslikeyoudidrea well. Did— did youlike how hispiss
tasted, son?’ He answered, “It was OK, Daddy. It was kind of
salty though.”

After dinner, we dressed for our visit to Ben Phillips' house.
After changing into afresh pair of my new nylon panties that
were pink with black lace onthe sidesand legs, | simply tossed
on asport shirt and a pair of slacks for the occasion. My wife
wore aflirty, provocative white minidress with red heels and
black nylons. And when Carrie had gone out shopping that
afternoon, shebought Dickieastarter wardrobeof girls’ clothes
and surprised me when she brought him out fully dressed in a
little girls' white party dress with a pink training braand pink
panties underneath that could be seen through the thin white
chiffondressbecausesheinformed meshehad cut thelining out
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of thedress. Dickiehad on black nylon stockingsand atiny pair
of red modestly high heels. His dress was short enough to give
glimpsesof hisruffled pink pantiesaswell asexposethetopsof
hisblack nylonstockingsclippedtoablack satingarter belt. Our
little boy was the sexiest preteen girl imaginable, a fabulous
combination of toddler girl in that dress with his pink training
bra and rhumba panties with his whore-like garter belt, black
nylons, and ‘fuck-me’ red high heels! My cock jumped to
attentionimmediately. Carrie patted my erection and said with
asmile, “1 seeyou love your new pink panties; slow down big
boy, we should have abig night ahead of us. Or areyou turning
totally queer on meand thinking about raping our sissy son here
and now?’ She laughed and | groaned as she had Dickie spin
around to show off his whore-like baby girlie-boy outfit. She
had put atouch of makeup on hisface, and she had put littlered
bow inhisshort hair. Hisboyish haircut did nothing to decrease
fromthesexy appeal of hisappearance; infact, it madehimlook
that much more sexy and tempting. At first dickiewobbled abit
in the little high heels but adapted to them fairly well within a
shorttime. Wecouldtell helovedthemaswell ashisentireoutfit
by the way he kept prancing around in front of the mirror and
showering us with athousand 'thank yous' for buying them for
him.

Ben answered the door whenwearrived. Hegreeted all three of
uswarmly, especially Dickie, whomhecomplimented profusely
onhisdarlingoutfitandthentook inhisarms, huggedtightly and
then planted alingering french kisson hislittle mouth. Asthey
kissed, Ben had his hand up Dickie' s dress fondling our boy’s
pink ruffled bottom. Carrie and | looked on approvingly.

Asheushered usinto hisliving room, he explained with ahint
of disappointment, “My one buddy, Conrad, is unableto make
it, but my coworker Cliff ishereand I' d like you to meet him.
Cliff, thisisthesexy littleboy | told you about, and thesearehis
pervert parents.”

Cliff said, “I'm pleased to meet you, but are you joshing me?
Thiscutelittle girl can't really be aboy! She's beautiful!”

Dickie blushed. Ben then pulled up the front of our son’s short
party dress, crudely grabbed Dicki€'s hard little cock through
his pink rhumba panties and waved it at Cliff, “Y ou won’t one
of thesein many girls' panties!” Helaughed gutturally. Dickie
wobbled abit on hishigh heel sand gasped afew timesadjusting
to all theintimate attention he was drawing.

Ben then introduced us al by name. | shook Cliff’simmense,
hard hand. Hewasashlack asthe ace of spades, and rather good
looking, too. | judged hisage about 40 to 45. Ben seated Dickie
next to himonthesofa, between himself and Cliff, whilemy wife
and | were seated on alove seat across the way.

“So, tell me, Cliff,” | said tothe handsome black man, just after
Benreturned fromthekitchenwithsoft drinksfor usall, “ areyou
apedophile too, like Ben?’

“1 surely am,” Cliff confirmed for me. “I’m divorced now, and
never had any kids of my own, but | truly do love children and
lovehaving sex withthemwhentheopportunity presentsitself.”

“Do you like girls too, or just boys?’ my wife cut in. “Both,
actually,” heconfided. “But | prefer boys, especially oneswho
areascuteasgirlsasisyour little Dickie here. He' sabeauty.”
Carrieand | both thanked him for the compliment, then | asked
him how many kids he’d had sex within hislife.

“Oh, twenty or so, mostly whitekids,” hedeclared. “ | likesexing
thewhitechildren, and I’ vefound that most parentswhosekids
| have sexed seem to be quite pleased seeing their little son or
daughter violated by ablack cock, even morethanawhiteone.”

Carrieand | noticed Ben was avidly feeling up our slutty little
son’ sstocking topsand ruffled panty bottom aswe chatted with
hisfriend, Cliff, who told us about his most recent conquest, a
pretty white boy of five whose mom and dad lived nearby. “A
whitebuddy of minefoundthem onthelnternet and put meonto
them. Both parents were anxious to see their little boy turned
into aslut for black cock,” Cliff explained. “It seemsthey had
watched a taboo video where a bunch of black men raped a
youngwhitebitch boy whiletheboy’ sparentsweretiedtochairs
andforcedtowatch. Anyway, it apparently turned them both on
so much they decided they too wanted their little boy used like
that, so me and my brother, Jefferson, were glad to doit.”

“Did— did youtiethe parentsto chairstoo, whileyouand your
brother rapedtheir son?” | asked spiritedly. “Oh, yeah, you bet,”
Cliff laughed. “ They loved it, too. We fucked that little honky
dut’s asshole al night long, and then we made his fucked up
mom and dad suck our cocksclean after eachfuck. They weren't
expecting that, but what could they do? They were tied to the
chairs," he said with alaugh. It was great! We just shoved our
messy dicksintheir faces, andthey sucked uscleanevery time.”

Ben now had Dickie on hislap and his right hand was wedged
up under his short skirt. His friend Cliff looked over at him.
“Lookslikeyou’ reabout ready for somefinepreteen boy pussy,
Ben,” Cliff grinned. “I sure am,” Ben smiled widely. Then he
looked over at me. “John, why don’t you come over here and
undressyour littleslut of ason downto hislingeriefor me, hm?
I’msureyour charmingwifewoul d enjoy seeingyoudisrobethe
little pansy for two strangersto molest and defile, am | right?’

“Yes,” | heard my wife say with asensual sigh. “1 would enjoy
seeing John undressing him so you two can abuse him.”

“| thought so,” Ben said, just as| began with twitching fingers
to unbutton the back of Dickie swhite party dressand then tug
itover hishead. Hisdarling stocking tops, black garter belt, pink
pantiesand pink training bracameintoview, and fromthehoots
and hollersthat came out of the two black men, | could tell our
son’s fabulous lingerie was most appreciated. With the dress
off, | left on everything else, even his red shoes. Ben then
directed, “Now, just foramoment, pull asideyour fag son’ spink
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panties and give Cliff a peek at his baby-sized cock and balls.
I’m sure Cliff hereis most anxious to see them out from under
all that lace and nylon. Am | right, old buddy?’

“Yougotthatright,” Cliff said.“ | suredowanttogazeat thisfine
little white girlie-boy’ sequipment.” | pulled asidethelacy leg
elasticof Dickie spanties. “ Part your legsalittle, Dickie,” I told
him as | held aside his pretty panties. “ Show these men what a
beautiful little penis and balls you have.”

Hedid ashewastold, saying nothing, as Cliff reached over and
probed at hishairlessdick and ballswith two big black fingers.
Dickie shuddered, but did not move, as the black stud reached
behind himandtouched hisasspussy inamost perversemanner.

“1 think it’ stimeyou and megot naked,” Cliff saidto Ben, ashe
arosefromthe sofaand started shedding hisclothing. “1 agree,”
Ben snorted, following suit. Both men hurriedly undressed, as
Carrie, Dickieand | watched silently. When |, my wifeand son
caught sight of the size of Cliff’s black tool, we gasped in
disbelief; itwasenormous, andwould surely splitour littleboy’ s
entire body in two if he attempted to jam it up his tiny buitt.
“Jesus, honey,” | exclaimed to Carrie, “look at the size of that
cock!” Shesighed, “Y es, it' smagnificent. | just hopehe can get
it all inside Dicki€' slittle pussy.”

“Areyoucrazy?He Il kill himif hedoes!” | saidnervously. “No,
hewon't,” mywifesaidinreturn, still staring at Cliff’ smonstrous
sized fuck polewith hisbright blue eyes. “He' Il takeit. | know
hewill.”

| said nothinginreply, and focused my attention back acrossthe
way where Cliff was now bending Dickie's small head to his
giganticdick. “ Ever suck ablack cock before?’ Cliff asked him
as he pressed his mighty rod to hislips.

“Yes, Sir, butjust Mr. Ben's, and you' rebigger,” Dickiesaidin
atrembling voice.

“Well, get busy on it then, you queer littleslut,” he demanded.
“Open that pretty mouth of yours and suck my black cock, and
suck it good!”

“Yes, sir,” hesaid shakily.

Carrie and | clasped hands, and watched in amazement as our
little slut son stretched his mouth around that glorious, king-
sized black shaft and began to suck onit dutifully. Much to our
astonishment hewasabletoget almost half of Cliff’ scockinhis
mouth. He sucked like a true slut fag boy and used his small
hands to massage Cliff’s big black balls as he sucked away
merrily. “Oh, yeah, that feel s so-0-0-o nice,” Cliff proclaimed,
relaxing his weight now against the back of the sofa. “You are
onefinelittlecocksucker, sweetie. | liketheway youareplaying
with my ballstoo, so keep doing that.”

Ben was stroking his cock now, his mouth hanging open, ashe

watched our son feed on the black man’s huge prick. My wife
and | were shocked that so much of the black stud’s cock was
inside Dickie’' ssexy mouth. Thelittle whorewas performing a
most capable cocksucking job on Cliff’stool.

“Damn, your littledutisonehell of adick licker,” Cliff shouted
tomeand Carrie, smiling broadly, asour skinny littlewaif-like
girlie-boy labored away on hisprick with hismouth. Thecheeks
of hisfacewere puffed out oneeither sidelikeballoonsabout to
burst. Ben reached over with thehand that wasn’t pullingon his
pecker and started feeling up Dickie's cute ass through his
babyish ruffled pink rhumba panties as our boy continued
blowing Cliff. Then | noticed Ben push his one hand down the
back of Dickie's pantiesand hismiddle finger slideitsway up
theboy’ stight asshole. Dickiesguirmed asBen maneuvered his
finger around inside hisrectum. “ That’ sit, my littlewhite baby
cunt,” Cliff cried out. “Suck my black cock! Oh, yeah, panty
bitchboy, justlikethat!” Just then Ben pulled out hisfinger from
Dickie' stightanus, putittohisnostrils,inhal ed thescent, sighed
and smiled, then he slipped it back up Dickie' srear end.

“Hey,” Cliff said looking over at Carrie and me. “How do you
two like seeing your baby bitch slut sucking on ablack cock?’

“It's - it'swonderful,” | told him with bated breath, my cock
about to burst in my pants and panties. “It’'s heavenly,” Carrie
told him, sighing audibly, asshesqueezed my handtightly.“It's
abeautiful sight.”

“Why don’tyouget over here, mommy,” Cliff said.“1’ dlikeyou
to have a taste too.”

Carrielooked at me excitedly, asif seeking my approval. “Go
ahead,” | urged her. “ Suck hiscock, darling. | know youwantto,
sodoit.” My wifeamost flew to the sofawhere Cliff and Ben
were seated. She dropped to her knees in surrender alongside
our sissified son. “Let your mommy have some now, baby,”
Cliff told Dickie.

Dickiestopped suckingand lifted histiny headfromthethrobbing
prick and offered it to his mother. My wife wasted no time
graspingitand coveringitshead withher mouth. | could hear the
soundsof her greedy slurping clear acrossthe room. Her hands
coveted theblack man’ snutsand she seemed to beworshipping
them as she fondled them adoringly.

Bennow looked over at meandtold metogetintotheaction. He
told meto undress and come over by him. | tossed off my shirt
and wasabout totake off my trousersand new pink pantiesinall
onedownward shove, but my wifemust haverealized that | was
trying to hidethe pantiesfromthesetwo hugely endowed manly
black men, asshetook her mouth off of Cliff’ smonster cock and
said, “ John, leaveyour pantieson; | think theguyswill appreciate
theaddition| madetoyour regular wardrobe.” Sheepishly | took
off my shoes and socks and with my head down, | dropped my
trousersto leave myself standing there like aworld class dork,
my scrawny body clothed in nothing but the gaudy black lace-
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trimmed pink nylon panties that went high on my waist. Ben
tried to choke back hisguffaw so he could speak. “ Damn, man,
thoseare somegreat panties! | loveit! | loveit! They look good
on you, cocksucker. Carrie, was that your idea?’ My wife had
her mouth back on cliff’stool and never took her lips away as
shesimply nodded‘yes’ withasmirk ohher facedespiteitbeing
crammed full of black meat. Ben said, “Panties look good on
you, man. | hope you're going to wear them all the time.” |
answered meekly, “Carrie says | have to wear panties all the
time. She threw out all my boxer shorts.” As he looked at me,
Cliff had a disgusted sneer his face that showed through the
obvious pleasure he was having from my wife’ s blowjob. Ben
dlid down on the couch with his cock jutting out from between
hisopenthighs. Henow took hold of Dickieand placedhimhigh
on hislap, amost up on hischest with my son’ sthin, nylon-clad
legs hugging him around his body. Ben looked over Dicki€'s
shoulder outlined by histiny training bra strap and said to me,
“Ben, | see how you haven't been ableto take your eyes off our
bigcocks, sowhy don’ t youcomeover hereinyour pretty faggot
pink pantiesand start sucking on my big baby maker and get me
ready to ass fuck your darling son. I'm going to break him in
further to get him ready for Cliff’seven bigger cock. So, don’t
just stand there, John, get down on your weak knees and start
sucking on meor I'll haveto hurt you aswell as your wife and
gay girlie-boy son. | hurried to do hisbidding. With my mouth
on his big black knaob, | looked up and saw my young son's
ruffled pantied bottom bei ng massaged by the contrasting black
of Ben's large hands, a sight | never could imagined, and a
beautiful sight it was.

| heard some loud slobbering going on, and the noise wasn’t
coming just from my wife but from Ben and Dickie above me.
| then realized Ben was passionately french kissing my girlish
son as | labored away trying to please Ben's manhood.

A few minutes|ater, Ben slapped me away from hisfully firm
cock, pulled aside the leg opening of Dickie's pink rhumba
pantiesandthenlifted himslightly beforeloweringhimontohis
stiff dick, impaling him with it as he worked it inside hislittle
boy cunt until Dickie swascrying ashissmall butt wasresting
on Ben's balls. Then he grabbed our son’s pantied hips and
beganrocking himupand downon hisbaby-loving cock. Dickie
was crying aswell as cooing with pleasure as Ben fucked him
ever so nicely and ever so lustfully. It was difficult for me to
determine which demented scene liked seeing best: My wife,
down on her kneessucking ablack man’ shugecock or my nine-
year-old obviously gay boy son being ravished by the cock of a
true and warped pedophile.

“Oh, yeah, youwhitebitch,” Cliff wailed to my wife, “suck my
black cock, baby! Suck it good, youfuckingslut!” | wasthrilled
by the lewd words Cliff was using on my enticing wife as she
sucked fondly on hisblack cock likeawhore. | just had to jerk
off, and just as | started pulling on my average-sized dick
through my saucy pink and black panties, | heard Ben say to
Dickie, “Doyoulikemy cock inyour little boy pussy, Dickie?’

“Oh, yes, Mr. Ben,” he said in delight. “ It feelsreal nice.”

“I"'mglad, honey doll,” hereplied with along moan. “1 seeyour
daddy lovesit too, so let’ shave daddy come over hereand join
us? He can lick my balls and your sweet ass pussy as my cock
dlidesin and out of you. Wouldn't that be nice?’

“Uh-huh,” Dickie groaned softly and nervously, his petite hips
twisting ashe enjoyed our pervert neighbor’ scock up histight,
juicy butt hole. “Doit, slut baby. Tell him,” Ben coaxed, now
bouncing his little body more rapidly up and down on his
gorgeous cock. “Daddy, please, come over here and lick Mr.
Ben'snice balls and his cock asit goesin and out of me,” my
sweet nine-year-old son pleaded. Hiswordsinflamed me, and |
moved quickly over to them, dropped to my knees, and
commenced at once to licking them both as they fucked
rapturoudly. “ Oh, yeah, man,” BenPhillipsgroaned heatedly, as
| licked his sweaty balls and my whorish son’'s rear cunt in
unison. “That's fabulous! Shit, there's nothing like having a
father lick your nutswhile you molest and fuck his sissy son. |
loveit! Y our daddy isacocksucker and an asslicker, sweetie,”
| heard Ben tell my son. “I think when Mr. Cliff fucks you,
darlin,” I'm going to make your daddy lick his black ass hole.
Would you like that?’

“Uh-huh,” Dickiesighed. “Maybeyou could make my mommy
do that too?’ At that, Ben chuckled and told him, “OK, | will,
and afterwards, Mr. Cliff and | can piss on your parents, baby
boy, and you can hold our cocks and aim them at your mommy
and daddy. Would you like that, Dickie?’

“Uh-huh,” he said with amoan. “ That would be fun.”

Just then, right next to me, Cliff started to explode hiswad into
my wife' smouth. He camelikeawild storm hitting, and Carrie
almost choked as she swallowed his fuck juice in panic-like
gulps. “Mommy’s getting her mouth filled with goo,” Dickie
squeal ed, asheturned hishead slightly to witnessthe end of the
blow job his mother had given the black stud.

I licked away madly at Ben Phillips sperm-filled ballsand cock
and my lusciousson’ sasscunt asthey fuckedinafrenzy. Juices
from Dickie's obscenely stretched asshole and sweat from
Ben's heavy balls coated my flickering tongue and lips as |
workedto pleasethem bothtothebest of my ability. | could hear
my wife gulping down the black man’s seed. Just then Ben's
entire body seem to shook, and | knew he was about to go off.
I licked his nuts with even more enthusiasm now as he began
releasing his spunk deep up inside Dickie' s beloved pussy.

Hewasrocking Dickie up and down now rapidly as the nectar
from his fine set of ballsfilled him and then overflowed and
leaked out. Ben knew that much of hiscumwasnow running out
of my son’ sshit hole, so he shouted out to me, “ Don’t waste any
of my goop, John! Getitall!” | didmy besttocomply and sucked
up as much of hisslimy fluid as| could, though some of it ran
downtomy chin.“Damn, that wasonefinefuck,” Benremarked
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once he had regained control of hisbreathing. “Y ou did agood
job of licking us too, John,” he added. “I don’t think there's
anything sexier than having adad lick and suck your ballswhile
you fuck hiskid, do you, Cliff?’

“1 think only one thing might be better,” the burly black man
replied, as he pushed my wife away from his now spent cock.
“Oh,yeah?What' sthat?’ Benwantedtoknow. “ Makingthedad
suck your cum fromthekid' sshit hole after you dropped aload
init,” Cliff told him.“Y eah, | supposethat iseven better,” Ben
said in agreement, his exhausted prick still nestled snugly in
Dickie's assaulted rosebud. “OK, John, you heard what Cliff
just said. Lie down on your back.”

| did as| wastold, and a second later Ben rose from his chair,
keeping his dick inside my son until he was standing directly
over me, one leg on either side of my laid out body, then he
withdrew his cock and deposited Dickie atop my face, his
saturated asshol eflush against my mouth. “ Openwide, daddy,”
Ben mocked. “ Timeto suck my cum fromyour littleslut’ sfuck
hole.” Then he laughed lewdly. | moaned and began the chore
of mopping up my sexy son’ srear cunt with my lipsand tongue.
Huge gobsof Ben’ sfuck fluid ran down my throat as| did what
he had ordered. When | was done, Ben asked Dickie,” Do you
have to pee, honey slut?’

“Yes, sir, Mr. Ben,” he said softly. “I sure do.”

“Well, go ahead then, baby boy,” Ben urged him. “Lean
backwardsabhit, stick your dick in hismouth and pissright into
your daddy’ smouth. Hewon’t mind,” he added with aheinous
chuckle. Dickie let go and his golden stream of urine began to
sprout inside my mouth. | swallowed the salty liquid in small
gulps at first and then as his flow increased so did my gulps!
“Y ou better not spill any either, asslicker!” | heard Ben say to
meas| wasforced to swallow even faster. Dickiewasgiggling
throughout this demeaning ordeal and | knew he was enjoying
the demented act of emptying his bladder into his daddy’s
mouth. | finally got all of hisflow down my throat and | even
licked dry the few drops of his pissthat wereintact on his puffy
little well-worked and still rubbery hard baby penis.

Ben then pulled Dickie off my face and turned him over to his
black comrade. | lifted my head and saw my wifefinger fucking
herself inacrouched position near Cliff’ schair. “Did you enjoy
sucking that big black cock, honey?’ | asked her. “Oh, yes,
John!” she sighed, “It was wonderful. His cum was delicious,
too!” Both Cliff and Ben snickered when she said that.

Cliff now had Dickieonhislapandwasfrenchkissing himhotly
ashishugeblack handsroamed over hissmall, boyish, lingerie-
clad body. After afew minutes of that, the black man stopped
kissing him, pulled aside his pink training bra and placed his
baggy lips on Dicki€'s pink nipples and began to bite them
softly. Dickie screeched with pain and pleasure. It wastruly a
most provocative, yet shameful sight to behold, seeingagrown
black man molesting my own pretty white preteen son so

fetchingly attired in training bra, panties, a garter belt and
nylons, and still with hislittlegirl red high heelsonhistiny feet.
Theshameof it caused my aching prick tobegintoriseagainin
my cum-soaked panties; | didn’tevenremember cumminginmy
panties, or it was almost like an ongoing cum as | seem to be
repeatedly leaking and sliming myself through thisorgy of fun
and shame. Cliff halted the kissing and biting of Dickie's pert
nipplesand moved him around on hislap so that the boy's head
was in-line with his half-erect cock. “Put the head of it in our
mouth, baby bitch,” hedemanded. “Get it niceand hard so | can
ram it up your sweet little white boy pussy you have hidden
under your nice soft panties/ I'm going to giving you afucking
that you, your mommy and your daddy will never forget.”

Dickiewrapped histiny handsaround thegiant cock and placed
the head of it in his outstretched mouth. Carrie, Ben and | all
watched in bewilderment as he began sucking on the monster-
sized cock meat, gradually taking in deeper and deeper, like a
snake eating itskill. It was a highly fascinating sight for usto
observe, seeing that small white mouth slurp and suck on that
prized mammoth black tool. Ben lay down alongside my wife
and took her freehand and placed it on hiscock. “ Seeif you can
getmehard, baby,” hesaidtomy wife. “| wanttofuck youinthe
ass while Cliff screws your son.” My wife nodded obediently
and began to stroke his dick with one hand, still busily finger
fucking herself with her other hand.

A few minuteslater Dickiemanagedto get theblack stud’ sprick
erect. Cliff then pulled hishead of f hiscock and placed our son’s
lingerie-decorated body over hiscock. | ran over to help; | slid
aside my son’s pink panty leg opening and guided Cliff’s big
meat to Dickie sasshole. Then, Cliff beganto very slowly enter
hisdelicatefuck hole. | looked in utter disbelief asinch by inch
that gargantuan black dick madeitsway up Dickie' sboy cunt!
Poor Dickie screamed and howled in bitter painwith eachinch,
but the black man paid no mind to hispain, insisting on getting
all of hisfirm cock up the boy'swounded asshole. When hewas
finally in him up to hisfat black balls, he began to rock him up
and down on hisrod asDickieyel pedinanguish. Hisarmswere
wrapped tightly around my son’s waist and he toyed with the
ruffleson Dickie’ spink pantied behind ashefucked himever so
skillfully. | watched the tears flow from Dicki€' s crying eyes,
and that made my dick throb evenmore! | had been sointent on
viewingthebrutal fucking of my littletykefrom hisblack lover
| hadn’t even noticed that Ben was now crouched behind my
wife' sshapely assand wasentering her rear tunnel with hishard-
on! “Get over here, John!” Ben bellowed, just asthe head of his
fine prick stabbed inside Carrie’ sanus. “1 want you to lick my
assand ballswhile | fuck your horny wife's butt hole!”

| quickly scrambled over and got down behind hisgyrating ass,
sad now that | would not be able to any longer watch my son
being gloriously fucked by Cliff. | parted Ben'sfat ass cheeks
with my hands and began to dutifully lick his foul smelling
assholeashefucked Carrieup her ass. “ Push that whore of awife
over thisway, Ben,” | heard Cliff stammer. “| want her to make
achain and lick my nutsand her kid’ sass cunt while| fuck the
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pantiesoff thislittlewhiteslut.” AsBen moved slowly towards
Cliff, my wife gasped, “Agghhhh...! Please, not sooo ... ugh,
rough...” Carrie moaned. “ Shut up, cunt!” Ben told her. “Lick
Cliff’ sballsand your queer panty boy’ stwat, bitch!” | followed
and crawled behind them and resumed applying my extended
tongue to Ben’sasshole, and then | lavishly licked away at his
swinging balls as he fucked the living hell out of my wife's
sensitive ass. As| did this| could plainly hear Carrie ardently
dlurping away at Cliff’ snutsand our cherished son’ sass pussy.

Ben removed his clutching hands now from Carri€’s hips and
grasped both her succulent tits and squeezed them fondly.
Carrielet outwithalow groanof pleasure, and | continuedtorun
my wet tongue over Ben'scelestial ballsashefilled my wife's
assholewith hissuperior cock. Dickiewasstill sobbing loudly
and yelling too, but no one paid any attention to his protests,
least of all Cliff, whowasenjoying hisfinetiny whiteassholeto
the maximum. It was just as | took one of Ben’ stasty testicles
inside my mouth and began sucking on it that | heard Cliff cry
out. “Aghhh, shit! Holy Jesus, I'm cummmming!” he shouted.
He sent gobs of white semen up inside Dicki€' s battered queer
boy pussy that mademy littleboy shakeandtrembleand cry still
harder as Cliff’s cock expanded to even larger dimensionsjust
seconds before blasting off. | continued sucking on Ben’s left
ball in my mouth as my wife sucked up the overflow of Cliff’'s
fuck seed from our baby boy’s damaged rear pussy. A minute
later Ben' sassheganto shakeviolently ashesquirtedfuck juice
deep up my dlutty wife' ssnug asshole. When weweredone, he
pulled out with a pop and my wife shuddered.

“Clean meup,” he said to me, putting hissmelly dick up to my
lips. | opened my mouth and took his now spent prick inside it
and beganto lavishly cleanseit for him, tasting hiscum and the
dimefrom my wife sbruised assholeintheprocess. When Ben
wassatisfied that | had cleaned hismagnificent cock thoroughly
and properly, he pointed to the cum now seeping out from
Carrie’ smessy rectum and told meto cleansethat also. Shewas
still very much licking and sucking away at our son’s freshly
fucked boy cunt and Cliff’ snow dangling nutswhen| parted the
splendorous cheeks of her ass and began gathering up Ben's
fuck seed from her rear hole with my mouth. Ben started
whacking my black and pink silk pantied ass with a discarded
belt from thefloor, and | jJumped in pain. “Make sureyou get it
all, John,” he barked. “Clean her asshole good, you hear me?”’
Thenhestrapped my assoncemorewiththebelt.“Mmmmphhh,”
| muttered, licking with more fervor now at Carrie’ s anus.

| finished thejob aminutelater, and it met with Ben’ sapproval
ashelooked closely at Carrie' srear opening to make surel had
cleansed it satisfactorily. Cliff released Dickie at thistime and
with atear-stained facehemade hisway over tomeand dropped
his lingerie-clad body into my arms. | hugged him, trying to
console him after the savage fucking he had just received.

“Didit hurt alot, sweetie?’ | asked him softly.

“Ohyes, daddy! It hurt lots! Hiscock isso-0-0-0 big!” hesaid,

still whimpering and trembling.

“1 know, baby doll,” | said, “but you' regoingto havetolearnto
takeit, honey bun. That wastheworst; itwill get easierand much
more pleasurable every time you are fucked again. Many men
will probably be fucking you from now on, and you will just
haveto learntotakeit asthey shovetheir big dicksup that cute
little ass pussy of yours. Some of those cockswill probably be
very big onestoo, just like Mister Cliff’s, so you must learn to
takethem al, OK?’

“I"ll try, daddy. | really will,” he replied, still sobbing a bit.
“Good boy,” | told him. Dickie shook his head up and down,
then smiled through histears and hugged metightly.

“OK, timefor apisshath,” Ben called out. “ John, you and your
whore of a wife get your worthless asses into the master
bathroomandliedowninthetub. Now!” Carrieand| swiftly got
up from the floor and headed to the bathroom. We lay down as
instructed in the cold tub and Cliff and Ben followed, bringing
Dickiewiththem.“All right, Dickie, remember what | promised
you?’ Ben said as Dickie stood between him and Cliff. “Uh-
huh,” hesmiled, thetearsnow gonefrom hisenticing littleface.
“Well, it stime,” Bensmiled downat him.“ Takehold of our big
cocks now and aim them at your cocksucking and ass licking
parents. Give them a piss bath from head to toe!”

“Canl aimattheir faces?’ hecooed. “ Sure, if youwant to,” Ben
told him. Dickie giggled happily, then took hold of both cocks
withhislittlehandsand aimed themat hismother and me. Bursts
of rapid fire hot piss splattered on Carrie and me, mostly on our
faces, asDickieshriekedwithdelight. Carrieand | weredrenched
inurineby thetimeit wasover. Both Benand Cliff laughed long
and hard, and Dickiewasgiggling uncontrollably at the sight of
his mother and father bathed in urine. After that, Carrie and |
were permitted to shower and shampoo ourselves, while Ben
and Cliff showered with Dickie in another bathroom.

Dickie informed us|ater that he had to suck both men’'s cocks
and lick their asses and balls while in the shower.

Whenweall returned to the mainroom, Ben had Carrie, Dickie
and me bend over and touch our toes, side by side. Then, Ben
and Cliff whipped all three of our assesand thighsseverely with
their belts. All three of ushad marks, even afew weltsand cuts,
and some painful bruises, by the time the flogging was over.

Sincethat evening, at Ben’ smandate, wehavehadtojoininwith
other humiliated and disgraced parentswho bring their children
to sex partieswherethey are fabulously and thrillingly abused,
molested and used by perverted and corrupt adult pedophiles.
Dickie also brings home various boys now, and even one of the
teachersfromhisschool, and Carrieand | takedemented delight
inwatching them molest and abuseour littlecutie panty boy son,
and we help them in any way we can. ¢
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