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Paying the High Price of Getting My
Wife to Dominate Me

I’'m acreative type, and it has paid off big for meas| have my
own small advertising agency and it provides a more than
comfortable living for our family. Having avivid imagination
has blessed mewith wild sexual fantasies, and astheyearshave
gone by, | wanted more and more to live out some of those
fantasies. And now that our sonisin junior high school, heis
becoming more independent, giving my wife, Betty, and me
more time to ourselves.

| had been trying to get my wife to dominate me, but she was
having trouble getting into the dominant role. As we talked
about it, | started asking her about her lovelife beforewe were
married. Shewasrel uctant togointo detailsbut begantellingme
moreand morewhen shenoticed | wasgettingmoreexcitedthen
shehad ever seenme. When | got alittlebolder and asked if any
of her past loverswhere better hung then | am, she giggled and
refused to answer.

When | asked why shewaslaughing, Betty wantedto changethe
subject, but | kept pestering her. That pissed her off, so she
looked me in the eyes and said, “You want to know why |
laughed?Fine! I'll tell you. I ve had sex with seven men before
| met you, and all seven of themwere bigger than you, and most
of them were considerably larger than you and your little boy
dick. How long isit? Fiveinches? Maybe on agood day. Four
inchesis probably morelikeit! Now, are you happy | told you
why | laughed at your question?”’

WEell, her reply shut me up. My wife had told me what no man
wantstohear fromhiswifeor lover. But, astonishingly, humbled
or not, | had arock hard dick in my pajama pants; she noticed
the little mound it was making. So instead of apologizing for
making fun of me or changing the subject to ease my hurt, she
ran with it.

“ Samuel wasthe nameof theman who had thebiggest cock I’ ve
ever had in me. | was sixteen and he was a thirty-six-year-old
black man — and handsome as the devil!”

That shocked the hell out of me since she had never mentioned
him before. Shethen explained she had never told meabout him

because sheknowsmy wholefamily isracist, and occasionally,
shehaseven heard memakeracist comments. Sheal soexplained
Samuel was very dominant, even abusive with her, and she
learned to enjoy being submissiveto him and that waswhy she
had little interest in dominating me. Several of her other lovers
had been quite dominant with her too. Then when she met me,
| was arefreshing change from the brute men she was used to,
and sherelated to me on a softer, more submissive level.

Whenwehad sex for thefirsttime— | remembered her laughing
alot at thetime— | thought she was laughing because shewas
having afun, exitingtime, but now that | looked back, | realized
she had been laughing at me and my little dick that kept falling
out of her pussy! Andthat firsttimewehad sex shegot pregnant!
— | guess| made up for my lack of penissizewith the potency
of my dribbling cum! Our parents conferred, and Betty and |
agreed, wehadtoget married, and after wedid, sheimmediately
set aside her attraction to macho malesand quickly settled into
the traditional mothering role to our little boy. | did know she
had screwed around beforewehad gotten married and wasmuch
more sexually experienced than | was, but | had no idea of the
extent of her sexual past until this night.

She reached into my pajama pants and lightly held my little
penisin her cool hand. “You like metelling you about getting
fucked by my big black master, don’t you?”

| wasblushing, but despitemyself, | nodded. | cleared my throat
andasked, “Why haven’tyou ever asked M E to dominateyou?’

Shegiggled, “You haveto bekidding! After Samuel, | couldn’t
be dominated by anyone with a prick as small asyours!”

Zing! She stomped on my masculinity gain! — And | shot my
little spurts of cum!

That wasthebeginning of anew relationshipfor us. Shequickly
gotintoitand becamemoreand moreaggressive. | couldtell she
waslearning it wasfunto dominant me and take potshotsat my
lack of penissize. | had wanted her to dominate mefor solong,
and now shewas, but it was all unfolding differently than | had
expected—findingout her pastincluded abusivesex with black
monster cocks and that she now took joy in so thoroughly
debasing me gave me pause, you certainly could describeit as
one of those situations * be careful what you wish for!”
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From the beginning, the only way we could ever fuck waswith
me on top. With me on the bottom, my little dick would
constantly fall out of her, and even with me on top, | couldn’t
stroke my dick in and out without coming out; so the way we
alwaysdidit wasfor her to guidemeinto her pussy, andthen!’d
just keep myself pressed up against her loinsand rock back and
forth. After | would shoot, shewould cumfromtheweight of my
body as | humped myself on her clit.

But now when we fucked, she was reaching back, grabbing my
ballsandtelling mehow tiny they areand saying how it’ sone of
the Seven Wonders of the Modern World | was ever ableto get
her pregnant with Arthur, whomwecall Artie, our twelve-year-
old son. From me he inherited by creative streak. He's smart,
highly talented and artistically inclined. FromBetty, heinherited
good looks and a good body, lithe and strong like a swimmer.

Theway it had been going, mostly what wetalked about during
sex was Samuel and how she missed hisbig black cock fucking
her, and she usually described in detail what it was like as she
pressed her face into my shoulder to stifle her laughter. Every
timeshereferredtomy penis. She'dcal it “my littleboy dick.”

Letmetell youabout my wife, Betty. Sheis5' 7" withaperfectly
flawless baby white body (she avoids the sun because of a
hypersensitivity toit) —she’ svery athletic and keeps herself in
great shape— great tits, butt, legs—the works. We have about
every pieceof exerciseequipment ever made, and sheusesthem
all, unlike me with my little beer belly and enough flab on my
pectorals to fill ateen girls' beginner bra— more about that
later! And for me, fucking her isadream, even with my limited
endowment and her ridiculing meall theway, it’ sstill great sex
— for meanyway. She has devel oped the musclesin her pussy
and can even give my bit of nonsense a good squeeze!

WEell, we had gotten into this routine of fucking while talking
about her premarital sex boutswith Samuel, but then one night
shebrought metoanew level. Asl wasmashing my hipsagainst
hers, she said, “ Oh, | have something to tell you about Artie.”

| slowed my movement, thinking thiswas going to be off topic
from our fucking and kill our mood. | just said, “Oh, yeah?
What?' hoping she'd tell me whatever she had to say quickly
and then we' d get back to humping.

“When our Artie came home from school today, | could tell he
was down in the dumps, so | had to press him until he said he
wanted to show me something. Well, he dropped his pantsand
asked meif something was wrong with him because his penis
was so small. He cried and said the other boys make fun of him
when all the boys take a shower together after gym class. |
looked and had to hold back my laughter becauseit’ s about the
sizeof my littlefinger. Nowonder theboys makefun of him. Of
course, | told him it was perfectly fine for aboy hisage.”

Artie is a sensitive kid, and I'm sure being teased hurt him
immensely. But worsethan that, he surely noticed hismother’s

gleeif shetalked to him as she was now talking to me. | doubt
shereally did hold back much of her laughter. Artie's lack of
penis size was al'so aslam at me. She knew it. | knew it.

Betty then told me he moaned, “ The kids call me names.”

And when my wife pushed him to tell her what kind of names
they call him, he cried. She asked, “Do they call you asissy?’
He nodded. “A girl?" He cried harder and nodded again.
“Queer?’ Helooked at her. Shesaid heeither didn’t understand
what shemeant or didn’ t want toadmit something likethattohis
mother, so she didn’t press him any further.

Our fucking had sl owedtoagentlerocking, but thisconversation
was quickly getting too much for me. My eyesrolled back into
my head, and | shot my wad. Betty blurted out ashort, snorting
laughandthenrolled both of usover, grabbed afistful of my hair
and pulled my faceintoher cum-filled pussy. “If youmissadrop
of your slime, you'll be sorry.”

Thiswasadrastic new twist, but the perversity of the situation
must have appeal ed to me because | went to work on eating my
cum out of her pussy. Shelovedit. She ground her pussy on my
faceandsaid, “Beingacumeater isall you' regood for. Too bad
you aren’t licking Samuel’ s cum out of my twat, you'd really
have aload to gulp down, not the wimpy dribble you deposit.”

After she orgasmed and then dismounted my bruised lips, she
saw my face covered with a mix of our fluids, laughed
uncontrollably and said | looked cutewithcumonmy face. | had
been humbled again by my wife, but much to both my surprise
and hers, | washard asarock again. When | tried to remount her
shejust closed her legsand asked mewhat | thought | wasdoing.

| begged her to please get me cum in her again, but she just
smirked and told me to stop whining. “You know, I’ ve been
thinking — you' re apansy, and since you act like a pansy and
now acumsucker, youshould start dressing likeaproper sissy.”

| asked her what she was talking about.

For an answer, she went to her dresser, pulled out apair of her
pink satin pantiesand told meto put themon. | refused and told
her ajoke was ajoke but thiswas going too far.

She looked me and loudly said, “ Get your sissy ass into these
pantiesright now or you canforget about ever fuckingmeagain.
All thistalk about Samuel has made me hungry for abig cock.
I’'mtired of doing all the work during sex with you. It'ssuch a
struggletokeepyouinmy cunt. | can’tmoveenoughfor aproper
orgasm without having your dick fall out, and then | have to
reachdownforyour pimpledick andstickitbackintome. That’s
why the best orgasms | have with you iswhen | ride your face.
Sofromnow on, you' [l wear my panties, or I' [l tell Artiehehas
atiny dick because hisdaddy hasatiny dick. AndI’m going to
buy you abig supply of your own pantiestoo!”
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| could tell she was serious, so | reluctantly picked up the
panties, put them on and stood crimson with embarrassment for
my wife’ sinspection. “ 1’ mamazed how well aflimsy pair of my
panties hides away your dick. You look more like agirl thena
guy. Gotobed, sissy. I’ m going to dream about Samuel and big
cocks. If you need to dribble your cum again, go into the spare
bedroom and jerk off into your panties.”

As she rolled over and prepared to go to sleep, she said, “Oh,
take another pair of panties out of my dresser and put them on
in the morning and wear them to work.”

When | came home from work the next evening, shedidn’t say
anything, but gave me ainstant panty inspection, inserting her
fingers down the back of my pants, pulling out the nylon and
elastic waistband of my pink panties, and then letting them go
with asnap asshe snorted agiggle. And shedidit right in front
of Artie, but thank goodness he didn’t notice what she was
doing. Shetold meto serve up dinner and after we ate, shewas
going out and wouldn’t be home until |ate.

As she was leaving, she told me to sleep that night in just my
panties. | was about to ask her where she was gong but decided
not to. | wasin the doghouse and knew it.

| let Artie stay up late but finally got him to go to bed by ten. |
stayed up beyond my usual eleven PM bedtimewaiting for her,
but by half past midnight | was too tired and had to go to bed.
Instead of puttingonmy pajamas, | wenttobedinjust thepanties
as she had commanded. | missed not having my wife next to be
inbed; and whilethinking about her | caressed my hipsthrough
the silkiness of her nylon panties and strummed my fingertips
over the snappy panty waist and leg elastics.

Hourslater | wasawakened asmy wife, still fully dressed from
her night out, mounted my chest and told meto open my mouth.
In anticipation of tasting her delicious pussy, | opened. She
reached behind herself and felt my penisin her pink pantiesand
laughed noting | was instantly getting hard in her panties. |
opened wide in anticipation but was surprised in the near
darkness to feel something like a penis being shoved into my
mouth. | triedto pull away but my head wastrapped between her
thighs and | couldn’t stop her from shoving her rubber cock
downmy throat and callingmea“ sissy cumslut and cocksucker.”

About ayear before, whileon vacation in Mexico, we had gone
into asex shop and bought abunch of marital aidsasajoke and
now | knew what was in my mouth, the double-headed cock-
shaped rubber dildo from that box of sex toys. She had one end
shoved up her cunt and the other smashed into my face as she
kept callingmea*“ pantywai st faggot” anda* sissy cocksucker.”
| triedtoprotest andtell her shehadtricked me, but it wasuseless
trying to talk with her shoving thedickiedildo down my throat.
Well, | conceded | had wanted her to dominate me, but now this
was passing my wildest expectations, | started to get into it,
especially sinceshewascontinuing toteasemy cock throughmy
— | mean — her panties.

Shetold meto beg for her cock and pulled it out of my mouth.
Hornier then| had ever been, | begged her, “Oh, honey, put your
cock back inmy sissy mouth. Shoveyour cock downmy throat.”

“For along time, | was pretty sure you were nothing but alittle
faggot, but now | know for sure, you lying there in my pink
pantiesand pleading withmeto put my cock inyour mouth. | bet
you're imagining it's Samuel’s big cock being shoved down
your throat just after he has fucked me.”

Strangely enough, the fantasy did excite me, and | found | just
couldn’t get out of my mind the thought of my little pale white
wife being fucked by some huge black guy. Shetold meto beg
for her bigblack cock likeshewas Samuel . Shehad mesoturned
on, | did just that, and when she pulled it out of my mouth, I'd
say thingslike, “ Oh, god, Samuel, please put your beautiful big
black cock back into my mouth. I'm your panty boy. Shove it
down my throat. | need to eat your cum.” And with that she
shoved the entire length of her rubber cock down my throat
causing metogag, which sheignored and just kept pushing until
| had the entirelength in. And once her tummy hit my nosethat
wasit, | lost it and shot cum all over the inside of my panties.

Shewaslaughing hard assheremovedthedoubledildofrommy
mouth and then pulled it out f her cunt. Shethen scooted further
up on my chest and planted her pussy on my lips, and even
though | was exhausted and wanted nothing morethan to goto
deep, | started eating her out only to discover the strange taste
of her pussy leaking slime into my mouth. Immediately |
recognized the taste from having tasted my own cum. She had
been fucked and was now feeding me some other man’s cum!

Therealization bought tearsto my eyes, but | meekly obeyed as
she fed me a stranger’s man juice and called me along list of
sissy boy, panty boy and cocksucking names. After | brought her
toaviolent body-shaking orgasm, sherolled off meand shoved
the dildo back into my mouth and told me to suck it as she
watched; however, thistimesheputinto my mouththeend of the
dildo that had been in her pussy with amix of her juicesaong
withremnantsof theman cuminsideher. Withonehand sheheld
the dildo in my mouth as | sucked and used her other hand to
dowly get me hard again in my wet pink panties until | was
begging for release. Shelet me explode and then told meto get
myself cleaned up and go into my dresser drawer, put on some
clean underwear and come back to bed.

Dutifully, | got up and went to the bathroom, happy she was
going to let me go back to wearing my own underwear instead
of humbling me around the clock by making me wear her
panties. Butwhen | opened my underwear drawer, | hadto pause
and blink to clear my visioninthedim light as| looked at neat
littlepilesof pink fabric. And 1 hadto put my handsinthedrawer
to confirmwhat | was seeing and feel thesilky nylon, crisplace
and satin bows—adrawer full of pink panties, silky pantieswith
lace and frills. As| stood there like anidiot, | moaned, “Oh-h,
no, honey, no-0-0-0!
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My wife said, “ Oh, yes! Now, go ahead, put on aclean pair of
your new panties. | bought themfor youtoday; youneedtodress
like the cocksucking pantywaist you are. After all, it would be
false advertising for you to pull down your pants and be found
wearing men’ sunderwear whenever you godownonyour knees
to suck cock. Yes, pink panties are the only kind of underwear
you will wear from now on.”

| didn't sleep well that night between wearing sleek nylon
pantiesand sliding around on our satin sheetsand thinking about
my wifehavingbeenfucked by another man. Asshewaswaking
upinthemorning, | rolled over and asked, “Honey, whowasit?
Who did that to you?’

“Shecleared her morning throat, looked directly at meand said,
“Rodney Jackson. Now are you happy you asked?’

“Bu-bu-but he' s black! He works for me!”
“Yes, and Rod has amighty big cock too!”
“How could you?’ | groaned on the verge of crying.

Rodney was our gofer at the office. | paid him minimum wage
to clean the restrooms, do deliveries and fetch whatever was
needed. | didn’t even know my wifeknew heexisted. Betty saw
the look on my face and guessed what | was thinking and
explained she had noticed Rodney months ago because he
reminded her of Samuel, her old boyfriend, and one day while
shewas at the office, she had afew minutes conversation with
him while she waited for me to finish up a liquor store ad
presentation, and during that conversation with Rodney, she
couldtell hewasinterested in her and had sprouted anoticeable
lumpin his pants. So when she wanted some big black cock, he
immediately cameto mind. Shehad called himat my officethat
afternoon and found he was more than ready to party with her.

How was | ever going to return to the office? She was reading
my mind and warned menot tofirehim, or I'd have hell to pay.
| decided to stay homefromwork that day todigestitall, hoping
Rodney wouldn’t tell anyoneat my officethat hehad fucked my
lovely wifel

Andaslongas| wasgoingtobehomefor theday, Betty told me
shewanted to sleepin since she had been out solate on her fuck
date. Shetold mel could do someof her choresfor achange, and
| could start by waking up Artie, laying out some clean clothes
for him and making sure he got dressed and to school ontime.

| pulled onmy clothesover my new pantiesand then plodded out
to Artie’sroom. | woke him up but he was still groggy as| set
out clothes from his closet and then opened his dresser drawer
to get him clean underwear. | wanted scream, but for a long
moment | was too shocked to move. Artie’ sunderwear drawer
wasfull of lacy pink satin panties— just likemine—andall in
hissize of course!

The Making of a Cuckold

My shy, quiet wife Anne has brought up our children to be
virtuous and good; and with alittle help from me she has made
upfor al thoseyearsof being thefaithful loving wifewho went
tochurchevery Sunday and thought of nothing but what to cook
for dinner and occasionally condescend to having missionary
sex with me, about once amonth if | was lucky!

| have often fantasized about her with another man. | think most
husbandsdo fromtimetotime, and when shefinally got back to
work after almost twenty yearsto bring up our children, | never
thought anything would happen, at |east not so soon.

Shegot ajob at alocal hospital, taking blood samplesetc., just
twodaysper week. Thevery first week therewasachangeinher;
shewasmoreconfident and cocky andlooked different. Shehad
started to wear makeup and have her hair done again, which |
thought was OK given her new job. She had aways been
reluctanttowear thefancy lingeriel bought on special occasions,
but slowly it cameout fromtheback of her wardrobeand | began
seeing it on the clothesline. The radio station | worked at had
been taken over by aconglomerate and | lost my job. | did get
abig severance packagethat was sustaining usnicely, but | was
having trouble finding a new job and was home a lot. Out of
guilt, I did more around the house, but she seemed to be taking
advantageof thesituation, likeleaving her clotheslying around
expecting me to wash them aswell as care for the kids alot.

Shewaskeentofitinwell at work and her department had anight
out onceamonth. Shedidn’task meif shecould go, shejust told
me shewasgoing out thefollowing Friday. When the day came
shetold me | would need to do the kids' dinner, as she needed
to get ready to go out! Thisfrom the person who normally just
pulled a cardigan on before going out with me for ameal.

While | took care of the kids, she bathed and then shut the
bedroom door while she dried her hair and got ready for her
evening. She was in there for over an hour and the kids were
asking “where’s mom,” etc. | told them she would say good
night when they were tucked up in bed. | bathed them and put
them to bed and then found myself knocking on my own
bedroom door and askingif | couldcomein. “Yes,” shesaidand
| felt awkward as | opened the door to the heady smell of her
perfume and the dazzling beauty that sat before me at her
dressing table.

Sheworeared|eather miniskirt, black clingy meshtop stockings,
and | wasn't surein thelight if she had abra on. Her face was
radiant and looked likel had never seen her before— stunning.
| was speechless and stood likeadumb fool. “ Yes,” said Anne,
“whatisit?’ | mumbled about thekidswantingtosay good night
and she got up and walked past me to reveal shedidn't havea
braonand her short skirt showed shehad agarter belt on, theone
| bought her last Valentine' sthat she had never worn before.
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She returned to the bedroom to find me sitting on the bed and
asked me to hook her necklace for her. | did without question
andfinally spurtedout, “ Y oulook stunning, Anne,” andwent to
hold her but she pushed me away and said shewas being picked
up inafew minutes. Shetold me she had no ideawhat time she
would be home, and told me alist of things to do: cleaning,
washing, checking the kids' homework, etc. and finished my
saying make sure you stay away from those porn channelsand
gave meavicious stare (she had caught me watching some soft
pornand wankingintoapair of her pantiesafew weeksearlier).

Then shedescended thestairsand reexamined herself inthehall
mirror whilel watched her fromthetop of thestairs. Her breasts
werenow clearly visibleand | wanted to tell her to put abraon,
but the words never came out in time. The bell rang and she
quickly opened the door and greeted Beverly, one of her new
friends. Beverly said how wonderful she looked and was she
looking forward to her night out. They both shrieked with
laughter asthe front door slammed shut.

| shot to the upstairs window to watch them toddling down the
path arm in arm like two schoolgirls. The taxi was waiting,
actually it was more of amini bus, and asthey approached it, a
guy stepped out to open the door and greet Anne. He gave her
abig hug and stood back to admire her, before she stepped into
the mini bus with him close behind and his hand on her leather
clad bottom and no doubt seeing her gartersand stockingsif not
her lacy pantiestoo. | wasfuriousbut what could | do?1 had the
kids at home and a list of jobs to keep me busy until almost
midnight when | finally sat down on the couch

| had just tuned into the porn channel featuring great babesin
lingerie and settled back rubbing my cock withapair of Anne’s
pale yellow rayon panties, feeling | deserved alittle forbidden
pleasure, angered about what Anne was up to when suddenly
there was a knock at the front window followed by hysterical
laughter. | fumbled for the controls, but it wastoo late, | turned
to see four faces at the window killing themselves laughing. |
shot to the front door, opened it and hoped the laughter was a
sign it was being taken in good humor. Anne immediately
invited theother threein, and asthey walked past me, they were
giggling to themselves, “Who' s been anaughty boy then,” etc.
| was so embarrassed. | was still struggling to close up my
trousers, but Annesaidwithalaugh, “Why don’t youleavethem
off, now that we' ve al seen that little thing you call apenis.”

Asl shutthedoor, | begantowork out whowaswho, thegirl was
Bev, but | didn't know the guys. Anne beckoned me to the
kitchen and inaloud voi ce began to scold mefor watching porn
and shaming her in front of her friends by wanking into her
panties again. | asked her to be quiet, but she just laughed and
continuedto castigate meloudly and thenforced meto say | was
sorry to her in an equally loud voice. Shethen instructed meto
put the panties on | had been using and wear them under my
trousers and then go in and take drink orders from her new
friends, Bev whom I'd heard so much about, and James and

Andy, who were two guys they worked with at the hospital.

As| reentered the lounge she whispered to me to apol ogize to
them also, so | said quietly, “M-m-m-m, sorry about before,
what can | get youto drink?” Annesaid, “ That won’t do, Neil?
Apologizeproperly, takeoff your trousersand | et them seethose
darling yellow pantiesof mineyou arenow wearing likealittle
gueer boy, and say something like, ‘1’ m sorry for my shameful
behavior earlier, but I’ m apantywaist pervert and need help,’”
at which point sheundid thefront of my trousersand pushed me
towards them as my pants went down and they all doubled up
with laughter. | apologized, tried to smile and asked what they
wanted to drink. My wife made me step out of my trousersand
told meto servethemwearingjust theyellow rayon pantiessince
| seemed to love them so much.

Whenl returned, Beverly wason James' lapand | could seeright
up her skirt, beyond her stocking tops to the lacy edge of her
pantieslikeshedidn’t noticeor care. Anneexplained Jamesand
Andy wereinternswhoworked very hard and thiswastheir first
night out in weeks. She said Andy had |ooked after her most of
the night and | should thank him, which | did.

“He' sso cute. Don't you think, Neil?” she asked me as she bent
down and kissed him on thelips. Andy, bless him, looked abit
awkward, but Anne assured him | was OK with it since | was
moreinterestedin pornand panty wanking than her. Shesat next
to him on the couch and stroked hisleg saying, “| haveto thank
you for such a great evening.” Then she began kissing him.
Andy, who seemedaniceguy, looked at mewithahel plesslook.
| shrugged my shoulders and sat on the chair. They kissed for
ageswhileBev and Jamessat theresmirking at my predicament.

| gave asort of acough and stood up, still not believing what |
was seeing and not sure what emotions | was having either,
anger, outrage, jealousy? But astrange pleasuretoo; yes, | was
enjoying this spectacle before me— my normally boring wife
and mother of our children cavorting in our lounge with a
handsome young man almost half her age.

WhenBev mentioned | |looked upset, Annebrokeaway from her
embrace and said, “What do you expect when | have spent 20
yearswith himand without muchreal sex. | havealot of timeto
make up for; if youdon't likeit, Neil, you can leave,” at which
point she began unzipping Andy’s trousers. | was in awe and
speechless, so sheturned to meand said, “Well, if you' regoing
to stay, come on then, make yourself useful help me pull his
pants off.” Inatrance | knelt down infront of them and helped
pull down histrousers— somy randy wifecould gettohiscock!
“Finish thejob, darling,” she said indicating | should undo his
shoes and pull histrousers clean away.

Even Annewasalittlenervousat thisstageasshewasfacingthe
most enormous bulgein Andy’ s boxers she had ever seen, but
then again she had only ever seen mine before. “Oh, my god,”
she exclaimed as she lightly touched it with her fingers. “It's
enormous!” She kissed him deeply. He had been busy with
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Anne’ shreastsand had her top compl etely up round her neck as
they continued their embrace. | remained on my kneesin front
of them, saying nothing and found myself rearranging my
throbbing cock in the confines of my yellow panties, just as
Anne repositioned herself. “Enjoying this, are you, darling?’
shesaid sarcastically asshethrust her foot against my crotchand
pushed my aching dick hard downwards. “Look, Andy,” she
said, “my pathetic husband is enjoying watching us,” as she
turned her attentionto hisboxers. Sheran her hand upthelength
of hisbulge and let it slip in the front opening before lowering
her head to kiss the outline in front of her. She turned to me
again. “Neil darling, there seems to be more clothing here for
you to remove, be adear and take them off for me, will you?’

Therewasnoturning back now. | had never worn Anne’ spanties
before — or any femal€e's panties, and | was finding them
erotically stimulating against my penis, especially at that moment
when Annehadvigorously pushed downonit withinthe panties
with her foot. And they made mefeel likeawuss. | wasin the
realm of a strange new world and leaned forward, took the
waistband of his boxers, eased them down, and then his cock
sprungoutjustinchesfrommy face. | had never ever seenacock
so close up. | was transfixed, dumbfound and unable to move.

“You like it, don't you ... you little pervert!” she scolded. |
looked away inshame. Shemoved her dainty handwith perfectly
painted nailsround itsthick shaft and pointedit at me. “Look,”
sheteasedme, “areal cock, areal man’ scock, isn’'tit, Neil 7’ She
whisperedtome, “1 think you shouldtell Andy just how great his
cock is; go on, sissy, tell him it's the most beautiful cock you
have ever seen; goon, doit now.” | tried opening my mouth to
speak but my throat wasdry and my lipsfelt likethey werestuck
together.“| seeyouaregoingto need someencouragement,” she
said as she grabbed my hair and pulled me closer. Looking me
intheeye, sheheld onto my hair with onehand and still had hold
of Andy’s cock in the other.

“1f youcan't speak, you’ Il haveto show it, my darling husband,”
shesaid. “Kissit.” Thiswas out of control, but | looked at her
assherepeated, “ Kisshiscock, honey, to show Andy how great
itis; goon, you know youwant to doit.” | had forgotten about
Bev and Jameswho had now untangled themsel vesto watch my
humiliation.“Goon.” Bev urged me.“Maybeyou’ll likeit,” and
shepushed my headliterally ontohiscock. | sort of puckered my
lips and could hear them screaming with delight when they
touched his cock. “I’'m enjoying this,” exclaimed Anne, “you
know, darling, how you awayswant meto suck your puny cock?
WEell, | thinkit’ stimeyousampledareal cock for yourself. What
do you think, guys?’

Beverly and Jameswereall forit, but Andy whispered something
inmy wife sear and sheburst outlaughing. “Neil, darling, Andy
hasaspecial request. Sinceyou’ reactinglikeagirl whohasseen
her first cock, Andy would likeyou to look the part, and | think
it' sanexcellentidea, sorunalong to my wardrobeand put on my
ivory silk nightie and matching panties, you know which ones,
and doit NOW,” she said pointedly whilestill holding my hair

tightly and giving me akiss on my forehead as she let go.

| went to the bedroom and found the Christmas present | had
gotten her but she had never worn, stripped off my clothesand
pulled on the silk nightie and matching pantiesin ivory white
with pale pink lace. But | couldn’t hide my cock in the flimsy
panties, as the whole experience was just too arousing. As |
descended thestairs, it felt wonderful withtheair billowing out
her nightie; how lucky women were | thought to myself.

| entered the lounge to see Andy had removed Anne’s blouse
and skirt and shewas down to her garter belt, nylons and black
satin panties; he was now naked. Bev and Jamesweren’t asfar
gone, just enjoying some heavy petting and abit of voyeurism!

Asl walkedin, | heardwhistling and screaming, making mefeel
strangely pleased and excited. | was madeto twirl for them and
Anne noticed my dick poking out at the front of her panties.
“You'rereally enjoyingthis, aren’t you? But unfortunately that
so-called cock of yoursisspoiling thelines of my panties; push
it down between your legssowe can't seeit!” she commanded.
| tried hard and eventually if | bent forward slightly and kept my
kneestogether it stayed out of theway. Thefour of them sat on
the couch and laughed at my predicament. “1 think it would be
niceif youdidadancefor us,” said Anneassheput onthestereo.
So | began aslow danceroutinein front of my wife, her friend,
and their lovers ... while dressed in her nightie and panties!

They laughed at me and then returned to each other’ sbodies. |
guessed they had forgotten about having me suck Andy’ scock,
and | washappy with that because| wassurel didn’t want to do
it. Anne was mesmerized by Andy’s cock, worshipping it,
kissing its length, and then putting her lips over the tip. She
opened as wide as she could, and | guess 2-3 inches went in
before she could take no more. Andy leaned towards her and
told her, “I want to take you now; | want to make loveto you.”
Shelet hisdick dlip out of her mouth and roseto meet histender
kiss, but then she said shewasn't sureif she could takehim all,
but hetold her not toworry. Other girlshadfoundit easier totake
him from the rear. She knelt on the rug and said, “ Y es, please,
please, fuck me, Andy, please fuck me properly with your
gorgeouscock.” Hepositioned himself carefully behind her and
pulled her legs apart, he then rested the tip of his cock on her
panties from behind; she sighed as shefelt him slide aside her
panty legand put hiscock at theentranceof her pussy; heslowly
nudged it inandfurther and further until she had taken about six
inches with moreto go. He held it there and told her to relax.

Shewastense, so | moved round thefront to seeif shewasOK.
“Thisis your fault, you pantywaist queer,” she said. “If your
cock wasn'’t sofucking small, Andy’ scock wouldn’t hurt methis
much. Hold my hand, whileareal man fucksme, my dear little
panty-wearing husband,” shecommanded. | knelt downinfront
of her in my nightie and panties and held her hands as Andy
resumed the pressure on her pussy. She grimaced in pain until
it was in, and he took another rest before starting his slow
lovemaking. Her facechanged from oneof paintooneof joy and
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her griprelaxed onmy hands, asshelearned toaccommodatehis
huge cock. Shelooked meintheeyeand said, “ Thisisthe most
wonderful feeling, Neil. | never feltlikethiswithyouinsideme;
thisis heaven.” She stopped talking suddenly as an ailmighty
climax hit her body and shescreamed out “ Oh, yes-s-s-s-s-s-s!”
and tears were rolling down her face, tears of joy.

| stayedwith her at thefront whilehepummeled away at her, but
| could tell from his movements he was getting close, and sure
enough he suddenly went twice as fast again and collapsed on
top her whilst filling her pussy with his spunk. They were now
bothlying onthefloor withmefacingthemstill holding Anne’'s
hands. Shereached her head roundto kisshimand said, “ Andy,
that was the best ever; you are wonderful.”

Theexcitement had been too much for mewith my dick pushed
down between my legs, and just before Andy filled my darling
wife, | camein Anne' s panties and made amesson her nightie.

Herolled off her todisplay alimpdick at | east ashigasminewas
when erect! | wondered what it had done to Anne's pussy and
tried looking as she got up. She noticed me staring and said,
“Want alook, do you, pervert panty boy? Well, come on down
here then.” She sat back down on the floor with her legs wide
open. | couldn’t believemy eyes; her hole asstill wide open, as
though she had just given birth, and hissemenwasall over her,
in her bush, on her legs and running out of her pussy. “Neil,
darling,” she said, “you missed out on getting your mouth
around Andy’ sdick; itsminenow anyway, | don’t wantto share
it withyou, but get in hereand clean me up; that way you can at
least get ataste of him. Come, on, now, | know how much you
like licking my pussy, just use your tongue.”

| knelt down before her, not quite sure whereto start, when she
grabbed my head and pushed me hard into her pussy; thearoma
was incredible, she reeked of sex, and as | gasped for air | got
my first tasteof another man’ scum, salty and slimy, yes, but not
asunpleasant as| thought it would be— | had to admit to myself
| am nothing but apantywaist cum sucker. | proceededtolaphis
juice out of her pussy and then ate the globules that lay around
theoutsideof her pussy lips. ShemeanwhilewaslyinginAndy’s
arms kissing and cuddling with him like ateenage lover.

Bev and James hadn’t ventured very far, content with kissing
and petting and watching us. Bev announced her husband
doesn’t mind her having abit of fun, but he’ s not a pantywaist
faglikel amand doesn’t allow her to put another man’scock in
her pussy. Sheal so madeapoint of loudly saying hewoul d never
be caught dead wearing asilky nightie and panties and kissing
another man’s cock!

Oh, did | tell you? Andy is black, but maybe you guessed that
already! Beverly and James|eft soon after, but Andy stayed the
night and into the next morning. My wifewoke up and wasina
generousspirit, asshedecided to sharehiscock withmeand had
me give him amorning blowjob because she wastoo sorefrom
taking his monster cock several times during the night! ¢

Sissy Hubby Caught in Panties

| haveto laughwhen | think of how easy it was: A beautiful but
neglected housewife married to aweak man who had fantasies
about hiswife being fucked by another man. Thetroubleis, he
assumed that when | pulled my cock out of her sweet cunt she
would still be his.

It began one day when | was surfing the net and happened into
acyber sex chat room. | began to chat with ayoung wife named
Kim, whoobviously wasn'’t beingfucked enough by her husbhand
whosename shesaid wasRoger. | asked her if shewouldliketo
meet me on ICQ and get a good hard cyber-fucking, and she
couldn’ t say yesfast enough. That waswhen | knew | had avery
hot little slut on my hands.

| asked Kimberly what shewaswearing and shetold meshehad
on acrop top and running shorts and underneath a sexy black
lacebraand matching panties. | told her to play with her nipples
and twist them and make them stiff. Shedid everything | asked
of her, and soon she was begging meto shove my cock deepin
her cunt and fill her slutty married pussy with my cum. | was
amused when | found out her idiot husband knew shewasbeing
cyber fucked and he was too lameto just fuck her for real.

Littleby littlel told her what shewanted to hear until finally one
day shesaid shewanted to meet mefacetoface. Shetold meher
husband had fantasized for quite sometime about watching her
with another man and they might beready to go through withit,
but they wanted to get to know mefirst. We made plansto meet
inPhilly, acity closetowherethey lived at ahotel bar. I toldKim
to wear aslinky black cocktail dress and to have Roger wear a
(stupid) red bow tie and | would find them. | was laughing my
ass off at the thought of her stupid husband dressing like Pee-
wee Herman to bring me hiswife so | could fuck her!

| got thereabit early, got aroom and waited in the bar for them
toarrive. Tosay | wasn't let down would be an understatement.
Shewas wearing ablack skintight cocktail dress made out of a
thin stretchy material that left nothing to the imagination. She
had on black high heels and black hose which | wasto find out
later were being held up by alacy black garter belt. Her dress
was so short she had to keep tugging it down or the tops of her
stockingswould show. It waslow cut infront and her big C-cup
tits bulged out of it like marshmallows. Every step she took
made her titsjiggle, and my cock began to harden as | thought
about the surprise| had planned for Kimberly and her husband.

| sat down and we talked, careful to keep the talk lighthearted
and soon they began torelax. The band started aslow song, and
| asked Roger if hewouldmindif | dancedwith hisbride. Hesaid
no problem. | took Kimin my arms and held her, close but not
too close and soon she relaxed and let her body press against
mine. | could feel her firm tits as they rubbed on my chest and
after afew minutes| let my hand rest onthetop of her firmround
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ass. Afterthenext song | could feel Kimberly’ stight little pussy
against my stiff cock and | know she had to havefelt it too. She
smelled of lilacs and expensive perfume as her head rested on
my shoulder and | knew soon | would own this young wife.

We went back to the booth where Roger was sitting patiently,
still in his stupid bow tie. Wetried to chat but the music was a
bit too loud and soon Roger said, “| wish there was somewhere
that we could go to talk and get to know each other better.” Kim
agreedand | saidtothem, “How about going uptomy room, just
totalk, of course, andthat way if you guysdon’ t feel comfortable
you cangoto your ownroomand | won't even know whereyou
are, how about that?’ They both thought that sounded like a
great ideaso | led the way and soon we were in my room.

“Haveaseatyoutwo,” | said, "1’ vegot somereally good brandy,
would you like to try some?’ They both agreed but what they
didn’ tknow wasthat | popped knock out dropsinto each of their
glasses and before they knew it they were going to be out cold.
“ Asof nowwearejust experimentingalittlebit,” said Kimberly,
asher big sexy titsalmost fell out of thetop of her dress, “ Maybe
someday wemight doalittlefoolingaround, but wearen’t ready
quiteyet. | mean, it’sonething to have cybersex or cock tease
alittle bit, but it's something else to go all the way. And also
because of our jobs and our standing in the community, we
would have to be very careful and discreet.”

Roger said, “ It would beareally big steptolet my wifeactually
have sex with another man, you know. If we ever decide to
thoughwithit, we'll call you, Mark,” he said with adopey grin
onhisface.“Wow,” heslurred, “ thisstuff isreally strong!” With
that he slid down into his chair just at the same time Kimberly
leaned all the way back onto the bed she had been sitting on. |
had only been pretending to drink, so | was wide awake and
ready to proceed to the next part of my plan.

| stripped Roger’ sclothesoff andthen | tied hishandsbehind his
back with a cord | had brought with me. There he sat with a
stupidlook onhisfaceand hisusel esslittle pecker hanginglimp
between hislegs.

Next | turned my attentionsto Kimberly. | pulled thelittle slut
up by her shoulders and reached behind her and unzipped her
dress. | was going to teach thislittle slut you can’t cock tease a
manandjustwalk away. | pulledthefront of her dressdown over
her shouldersbaring her bigtitswhichwereclad inablack lace
bra. Then| wiggled her dressdown over her sexy hipsand pulled
itoff her, leaving herlyingonthebedinonly her bra, pantiesand
matching garter belt plus her black hose and high heels. What a
fucking pieceof assthisgirl wasgoingtobe. | got out my instant
cameraand shot several picturesof her likethismaking sureher
face was in each shot.

It was obvious the little whore had purposely dressed to make
me want to fuck her even though she wastrying to back out on
the deal. No woman dresses as slutty as Kim did that night
without knowingwhat effect it will haveonthemen around her.

| reached behind her back and unhooked her braand pulled it
dlowly away from her body. Her big firmtitsstood up like they
couldn’t wait to be sucked so | took them in my hands and
tweaked her nipples roughly, causing them to stiffen almost at
once. My mouth went to her titsand | sucked them and licked
them making little bite marks on her luscious white skin.
Snapping pictures the whole time, | pulled her panties, garter
belt and hose off her body leaving her completely naked and
with her legs spread wide open. | placed her hand between her
legs asif she were masturbating and then took a picture of her
again being sure to include her beautiful face.

| turned to Roger and pulled Kim’s lovely lace panties up his
legsand onto hisbody pushing hiswimpy little cock downinto
the panties until it barely made abump in the stretchy nylon of
the black silk panties. | was laughing at him as | snapped his
picture, knowing hewould now haveto do anything | wantedin
order toensurethesepi cturesnever got out. Now that | wasdone
with businessit was time to proceed with pleasure.

I climbed up onto the bed and straddled Kimberly’s chest and
held her nose shut until she opened her mouth. When she did |
stuck my ten-inch cock into her slutty, cock-teasing mouth and
began to face fuck her. Her lipstick smeared up and down the
length of my dick as| wrapped my handsin her long brown hair
and enjoyed thefeeling of her tongueon my cock. Next | moved
downher body until | wasinpositiontotit fuck her creamy white
boobs. My cock, still dick with her saliva felt like heaven
between her big titsand soon | began to spurt my cum all over
her titsand someof it even shot up onto her pretty face. | rubbed
my cum into her tits, massaging them and pinching her nipples
and even in her sleep she started moaning like atotal slut.

| climbed off and scooped up aglob of my cum and slathered it
onto Roger’ sface. It glistenedinthelight of thelamp and | took
apicture of him, looking for the entire world like he had just
dressed up in his panties and sucked a nice big cock.

| looked back at Kimberly, lying naked onthebed with her long
sexy legs spread wide open and looking so inviting, and felt my
cock begintostiragain. | climbed between her silky smoothlegs
and positioned my cock right at the entrance of her pretty pussy
and gently pushed forward. She was just beginning to wake up
and not knowing | wasn’t her husband shebeganto push her cunt
ontomy cock and soon | wasdeepinsideher, feelingthewarmth
of her body. Shewasstill very groggy but awakeenoughtobegin
to respond to my thrusts and soon she was fucking back at me,
trying to get every inch of my cock inside her horny cunt. With
her eyesstill closed she began moaning and said, “Oh, my god,
Roger, your cock feel ssomuch bigger thanit usually does. Keep
fuckingme! Y our cock feelstwiceashig asusual, FUCK ME!
FUCK ME, HARD! Don’t stop I’'m cumming! OH, YES! Just
then | filled her pussy with a huge load of my potent seed and
that’s when she really started to come around and realize |
wasn'’t her husband.
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“Uh, you' renot my husband! Oh, no, did you fuck me?Didyou
cuminsideme?’ shesaid frantically. Roger was coming tojust
intimetowatch meslowly pull my cock out of hiswife, aninch
at atime, leaving astringy rope of cum dripping from her well
fucked cunt.

“What the hell’ sgoing on?’ hesaid groggily. “I never said you
could fuck my wife! We were just playing around a bit!” He
struggledtoget upandthenrealized hewastied and whenhesaw
the frilly panties he was wearing his face turned bright red.

“Shut up and listen you two,” | said, “I’ve got pictures of
Kimberly fingerfucking herself, being fucked and sucking cock
and |’ vegot picturesof youwearingwomen’ s pantieswith cum
smeared al over your face, Roger! I'll tell you what you will or
won't do, so get used to it. Unless you want everyone in your
town to know what aslut your wifeis, you will do everything |
tell you, when| tell you. I'll call youlater and tell you when our
next sessionis!” Then| threw acoupleof the picturesonthebed
to show them | wasn’t bluffing and walked out the door. | had
already taken Kim’sID fromher purse, so | knew exactly where
to find them the next time | wanted a good hot fuck!

Thefollowingweek | called their houseon Thursday. “ Hello?’
said Kimberly in her sweet, sexy voice. “Hello Kimberly,” |
said, “How ismy sweet girl, today?’ She paused and then said,
“What do you want?’ “I want you Kimberly, and I'm coming
over tomorrow so be sureto wear something nice and slutty for
me.” “| can’t; | havetowork tomorrow,” shereplied. “ Thencall
insick,” I said.“Andtell that pussy husband of yours| want him
there too and wearing apair of your most sissified panties! Or
would you both rather | send copies of your pretty pictures to
Roger’ sbossand perhapsyour in-laws?1 don’t suppose Roger’ s
family has ever seen himin slutty lace pantieswith cum on his
faceand you sucking cock, havethey, Kimberly?1’ll bethereat
one PM, and be sure to wear something I'll like!”

When | got there, Roger met me at the door and tried to look
threatening. He stood in front of me and sucked in his gut,
thinking I might beintimidated. “Hi Pee-wee,” | sneered at him
and shoved him out of theway. “ I’ m hereto fuck your wife, but
I'll bet you want to watch, don’t you? If you don’t have your
wife' spantiesonunder your clothes, you better runand get them
onpronto; I'll giveyoutwominutes.” | had been aheavyweight
golden gloveschampionin college so apussy like Roger didn’t
worry meintheleast. “ Get thisstraight, Pee-wee,” | saidtohim
inahoarse voice, “Aslong as| have those pictures of you and
Kim | own your limp dick, you got it? And your cock-teasing
wifeismineto useas| seefit so get used to that too!”

| wentintothelivingroomandtherewasKimberly, withher big
brown eyes wide open. She had been smart enough to listen
when | told her how to dress and she was wearing white silk
running shortswith her lacy pink panties peeking out of theleg
openings and they were so tight you could see her pussy lips
pushing out infront. Shewasin athin pink tank top and her big
sexy nipples were poking through the fabric.

“Youlook good, Kimberly,” | saidas| grabbed her by her round
ass. Shestruggled abit but only enough to makeit ook good for
her husband, and then shemelted into my arms, pushing her big
dutty tits against my chest and grinding her cunt against my
swollen pecker. “I’ ve got some unfinished business with you,
Kimberly,” I grinned. “Now climb up onthe couch with that hot
fucking ass of yourstoward me! That’sit bitch, now get those
bitchin’ shortsoff. Leaveyour pantieson. | want to get them all
smelly and slimy for your husband to haveasouvenir of thisday.
I’ m sure he missed the taste of my cum. | dropped my pantsand
climbed on the couch behind Kimberly, my stiff ten-inch cock
shoving against her heart-shaped ass.

“Now Roger, do you have your pantieson under your trousers?
Y ou better have them on. Drop your drawers and let me see.”

Thefucking idiot was bawling as she lowered his pants. Holy,
shit, the wimp was wearing a pair of his wife’'s pink panties!
Lucky for him, hehad takenmy adviceand dressed accordingly.
But then Kimberly explained, Roger was a panty wanker, and
they weren’t her panties at al; they were a pair of his own
panties! Talk about the luck of the Irish! | was going to have a
lot of funwiththesesickos. | laughed, “ Roger, yousit ontheend
of the couch and watch what I’ m doing to your wife. Y ou can
jerk off in your panties, but just keep your fucking mouth shut
andsit till. | don’t want any distractions,” | said with asadistic
grin. “That's it, Pee-wee, now just watch and you may learn
something about fucking your little slut wife!”

My cock was now between Kim’s legs rubbing on the silky
smoothnessof her panties, anointing themwith precum. Shewas
dribblinginthemtoo. | reached around and began pinching and
twisting her big brown nipples, causing her to moan in spite of
herself andthen| said, “Doyouwant to befucked Kim?Doyou
want my big cock in your cunt? Huh?’ “No, you bastard,” she
hissed, “ | hateyou! | hatetheway youtouchme!” | took her tiny
hand andwrappedit aroundthehead of my dick, her handbarely
managing to reach around its girth. “Rub my cock up against
your panties, baby, make ‘em nice and smelly for your sissy
hubby. Now, have you ever been fucked by a cock this big
before?’ | said. “No, I’ venever evenseenonethat big,” shesaid
inashaky voice. Eventhough shetriedto pretend shehated what
was happening, her dripping pussy wastelling me the truth.

| heldmy hand over her tiny hand and rubbed thehead of my dick
between her cunt lipsand said, “ All you haveto doispull your
panty elastic aside and push my cock into your cunt, Kimberly,
just pushitin, and I'll fuck you likeareal man fucksawoman.
Infact, let’ smakeit better; | et’ shaveyour panty faggot husband
pull asideyour panty el astic and guidemy cock into your pussy.
Would you like that, you stupid slut? You're so stupid you
married a panty wanker like Roger!

“Isthat what youwant Kim?Y ouknow youwant metofuck you,
admitit!” | let go of her hand, |eavingit wrapped around my cock
and felt her begin to stroke the head and then grip the shaft
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between her fingers. “Tell me what you want,
Kimberly, and tell your husband to help you.”

Shegripped my swollenshaft and screamed, “ Y OU
BASTARD, | WANT YOU TOFUCK ME! Please
fuck my cunt!” Thenshepushed her hipsbackward
in search of my cock, turned to her husband and
screamed, “Roger, get over here! Pull aside my
panties and stick his cock in me. Roger, | need it
morethan I’ ve ever needed anything el se before!”

Roger, lookinglikeashaking, terrified rabbit about
to be eaten by asnake, shifted over, gingerly held
my cock and pulled aside her panties. He put it by
her pussy lips, and | shoved forward impaling her
cunt on my cock and began to violently fuck her.

“Oh, god. Oh, yes. It's so damn big!” she cried.
“Oh, I’'m sorry, Roger, but you got your panties,
and now | got what I’ ve needed for solong. It feels
sofuckinggood; I' venever beenfuckedlikethis!”

| reached around in front of the hot little slut and
began pinching her nipples and squeezing her big
titsandthen | begantodraw my cock all theway out
of her tight cunt only to suddenly shove all ten
inchesback in ashard as| could. With each thrust
| looked over at Roger, sitting on the end of the
couchwithastupidlook on hisfaceas| fucked his
wife' stight little cunt until she wasamost crying
inecstasy. “ Oh, god, I’mcumming,” shescreamed.
“Please don’t stop fucking me! I’m going to cum.
Oh, god, | never had it this good before!”

Afterwards, Roger looked like someone had
punched himinthestomach ashestared at hiswife
collapsed over the back of the couch. Slowly, inch
by inch, | pulled my wet cock out of Kimberly’s
dripping pussy and then | grabbed him by hishair,
pulled him up to my cock and made him lick it
clean. “Have you ever sucked a cock before, little
boy?’ Hestarted to shakehishead ‘ no,” but | knew
hewaslying and hit himinthehead to knock some
senseinto him.

He cried and nodded, ‘yes.” | laughed and said to
Kimberly, “Take a look, babe, your pantywaist
husband has just admitted to me he' s sucked cock
before. Isn’t that beautiful? | could tell because
he's really making me feel good, good enough to
make me cum again, isn’t that nice!”

Then, Kimberly surprised me again as she
explained, her father had made Roger suck his
cock one day when he caught him wearing panties
and looking at tranny porn videos! ¢

He Wanted to Be Dominated, But This!

Several years ago | was fortunate to meet a very dominate lady who later
agreed to marriage on the understanding she wears the trousers and | stay
home to do the household chores. She said she was marrying me because |
wasaproperly submissivemal einadditiontoenjoying my company sincewe
both loved classical music and the theater. She added she expected meto be
100% faithful to her, but shedid notintend to befaithful to me. Sheexplained
the type of typically masculine males she liked having sex with held little
interest for her outside of thebedroom, and | wasnot thekind of maleshewas
sexually attracted to.

Beforeweactually married, shetested mein many waysto makesurel could
meet her requirementsaswell asdemonstrate | was capable of learning how
to keep house up to her high standards. Not only was | expected to carry out
all the household duties, but | was also expected to be at her call 24 hoursa
day and to always look neat and tidy for her. To this end we gradually
accumulated acompl ete wardrobe of new clothesfor meto wear around the
housethat started out with alargecollection of expensivesilk panties— | was
amazed she wanted me, aman, to wear such femmy underwear but quickly
realized she didn’t consider me aman at all, just awimp whom she wanted
to turn into a sissy slave, but to me she was a vibrant, exotic and fabulous
woman, and | loved her, so | went along with her, even when she added
severd little girl-style frocks and pinafores to my wardrobe.

Theday of our marriagewasthelast timel woremen’ sclothes, and eventhen
| had onafull set of lingerie under my tuxedo. Shewas quick to throw out or
give away to charity every item of men’s clothes| owned.

My reward for being a good housemaid is the once weekly hand relief she
givesmeif | have performed well during that week, and when it happensshe
lets me know | am very fortunate to receive such treatment. Even this one
small pleasureis not dealt with lightly as my mistress ensures | derive only
the smallest amount of pleasure possible in gaculating. Whenever | am
entitled tomy “reward,” it isadministered on aSunday, and each time, | am
subjected to the sameritual .

First, | have to bathe myself thoroughly, and then dust myself with baby
powder before dressing myself in a flimsy pair of pink panties and then
reporting to the correction room. | then have to wait patiently in just sissy
panties with my hands on my head while she prepares herself to administer
to me. Finally she enters and finishes my dressing, adding a short petticoat
andlittlegirl party frock that only reachesto my naval and then completesmy
outfit with short, lacy ankle socks. | then kneel at her feet and beg her to play
with my cock that is by then usually straining my nylon panties for its
promised relief. The session usually goes something like this:

“Please, Mistress, will you play with my little willy?”’
“Certainly not, you dirty little boy.”
“Oh, please, Miss, I’ ve been agood little boy all week; please play withit.”

“Why should I?" she says playing the game further. “1t’ s such adirty habit.
If | doit; I will then have to punish you.”
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“Of course, Miss; you can spank my little
bottom and make me cry and cry and cry,
but please play with my little willy in my
pretty panties, now; | beg you, please.”

Finally she agrees and | stand, hands on
head, while she puts on a pair of rubber
gloves. Shethentouchesmy rock hard cock
waving at her from within my shameful
panties, and with alook of disgust beginsto
massage my aching member. Assheslowly
bringsmetothepoint of cumming, shetells
me how she is going to make me suffer
afterwards. “Once you have had your fun,
little boy, I" m going to paddle your panties
sohardyou’ [l whimper, squirmandwriggle
like a properly beaten child.”

As| near the point of no return, she senses
it and stops to make me beg once more.

“Please, Miss,” | gasp, “ Pla-ah, please, Miss,

don't stop playing with my little willy; | “You know you look
promisel’ll be agoad little boy, do all my ridiculous in those

choreswithout complaint, and do anything

you say, but please don’t stop now.” panties. What a

movements of her hand finally let me blow
my scum into my soft panties. But even
before | can recover, she has me strapped
down over the punishment table and her paddie ready.

“Slowly, say after me, thank you, Miss.”

Asl say it, each word is accompanied by a smack from the paddle.
Shecontinuesslowly beatingmeall over my bottom, andl amforced
to thank her for being so nice and kind to me. Whenitisover, | am
released, put to bed in her bedroom, where | am allowed to sleep
fitfully while she usually goes out, only to wake me acouple hours
later withabig cream pieto eat -- her pussy full of frothy, gooey cum
from some stranger she had picked up in abar -- and for the rest of
thenight, | giveher oral pleasurebeforel amfinally allowedtoretire
tomy cot in the basement for abit more sleep beforerising again at
six to start another day of household duties.

* % %

My wifeis quite the lady, she lovesto taunt and tease.
Nothing thrills her more than having me on my knees.
Around the house, | work my fingersto the bone,

Because it must be clean when my wife arrives home.

Petticoats, panties, stockings, and abow in my hair.

| don't have men’s' clothes like other husbands wear.
I’ ve been well-trained to stay pleading on my knees
My penis luxuriating in the softness of nylon panties. ¢

cocksucking fucking
She smiles and with a few practiced Pervert you arel”

His Panty Fetish Destroyed Him!

“Darling, haveyou seen my pink panties?’ Darlaasked her
husband, knowing what had happened to them.

“l ... gee, no dear,” Don answered meekly. “I've no idea
what you did with them,” he continued, his face burning
with shame.

“Well, | found theminthe back of your closet, Donald, and
they werefull of cum. Y ouwerewearingthem, weren’tyou?
Admit it, you wimp.”

Don hung hishead, mortified. Lately, hewas subject to her
mocking, accusing smirkseachtimethey triedtomakelove.
Hehadtired of having sex with her; shewastoo demanding
and made him feel like awuss. Sex had become a chore,
leaving him shamefaced and humiliated as his dick wilted.
But alsoworking against Don’ spotency intheir marital bed
was his newly rediscovered ‘ other’ sex outlet.

When Don was a teenager he was highly attracted to
women'’s panties and loved jacking off into them. But
during their two years of marriage, Don was able to put
asidehispanty fetish and be satisfied with sex with hiswife
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— that isuntil now. Early in their relationship he had revealed
to her he became most excited when she kept on her panties
leadinguptoand duringsex. Andthen heconfessed heespecially
loved ol d-fashioned, high-wai sted nylon pantieslikehismother
and sisters wore when he was a boy. She went along with his
fetish and frequently wore his preferred panties to keep him
sexually happy. But then she started leaving off the pantiesto
test his sexua prowess, and when she did, hefound it difficult
to stay hard. She accused him of being more attracted to the
pantiesthan to her. Heinsisted that wasn't case, but she would
belittle him when he tried to do it without her wearing the
panties, and of course that only made his ability to maintain a
hard-on worse.

And now he was back to jacking off into panties like hewas a
horny teenager — but it was much more. Asateen, he had been
caught many timesby hismother, but shewould simply tell him
tochangeout of thepantiesand stop doingit. Hehad desperately
wanted her acceptance; hewanted her totell himitwasall right
to wear girls' panties, take him shopping for pantiesand — his
ultimate dream — to watch him while he jacked off in them.
Eventually, he would have been satisfied with ANY kind of
reactionfrom her, evenif shegot angry, humiliated him or even
gave him aheavy dose of corporal punishment.

But none of thosethingsever happened, and her lack of hysteria
and emotion in dealing with his panty fetish made him feel
ashamed and humiliated and left him wanting acceptance even
more — even if that was a backdoor type of acceptance like
humiliation or aspanking.

Then he met Darla, and he was able to transfer — at least
temporarily — his panty fetish to their having sex together, and
when he got her to have sex with her while she wore panties, it
proved a good substitute. But that part of the honeymoon was
now over for Don, and he was back to wearing panties, jacking
off in them — and exploring new thrills.

Returningto hispanty fetish brought back hisneedfor acceptance
stronger than ever. Several times, he had tried to bring up the
subjectwith Darla, likewhenhementioned guyswearingfemale
clothes after they had seen acommercial for an upcoming talk
show on crossdressing, but her reaction to such situations was
“Those guysaresick!” That quelled any attempt he was about
tomaketotry to get her to participatein his panty wanking, and
pushed him to ook elsewhere.

He started doing crazy things like wearing shorts or ashort T-
shirtthat didn’t stay stuck downintohispantsandwhilewearing
lacy pantiesunderneath; he' d let thelacy leg bands peek out of
his shorts or let the thin waist elastic stick out as he went into
storesandfast food placesand flashed theclerksand customers.

Laughter, being calleda‘sissy’ and similar reactionsdrovehim
crazy with pleasureand made him runto the nearest restroomto
jack off into hispanties. Hisneed for acceptancehad turnedinto
an exhibitionistic act that morphedinto aneed to behumiliated.

As Darla became more demanding and dominating, it turned
himoninoneway but al soturned him off inanother way because
shewasthen challenging himto performwithout her wearing his
fetish panties.

Hissexual needsdrove himtotry other things. Helet other men
get a glimpse of his panties whenever he went into a public
restroom, enjoying thevariousreactionshegot fromthem. And
most recently, he even went to an adult movie theater and sat
next to various men and then opened his trousers and let them
see he was wearing panties and jacking off in them as he
pretended to watch the dirty movie. One guy reached out and
touched his hard-on in his panties, but that was too much for
Don, and he made a quick exit of the theater.

“Well, Donald? I’'m waiting for an answer. Can you explain
how my pantiesgot filled with your ime?’ Darlaglared, arms
crossed, a stern expression on her face.

“I ... 1 don’t know what to say,” he stammered, which was the
truth ... what could he say? He had no idea.

“Well I know what to say, youlittleworm. Y ou’ realittlefaggot
... you' ve been wearing my panties, and doing what? Sucking
men’ scocks? Or letting them fuck you? Haveyou? TELL ME,
GOD DAMN IT!" Darlascreamed, her hands on her hips, her
glaring gaze so frightening Donald wondered if he might faint.

“1...yes, | ...wearingthem, but not ... doin’ thoseother things,”
hewhispered, so ashamed now, so humiliated, hewantedtocry.
How had it cometo this? What evil forces had driven himto so
debase and embarrass himself, he wondered.

“So, you have been wearing my panties. And what do you do
onceyou put them on, huh? WHAT do you do?’ she screamed.

“1"ve been wearing your panties, wearing them when | gointo
townand stuff likethat,” hewhimpered, closer thanever totears
now. His marriage, he realized, was crumbling, and he was
powerless to do much about it.

“Donald, you're such awimp,” Darla sighed as she switched
from her dominating stance to aloving, accepting wifely role.
“Comehere, sweetie,” shecooed. Sit nexttome. Right here. On
thebed,” she said, patting the spot next to her at the edge of the
mattress. He didn’t know if she was now taunting him or
genuinely trying to comfort him.

Don walked over to his wife and slumped down next to her.
“What?' he whined.

“If you wish to save our marriage, Donald ... if you wish to
remainlivinginthishouse, youmusttell meeverythingyouhave
been doing. EVERYTHING — is that clear? Otherwise I'll
throw your faggot ass out on the street and take you for every
penny you ever had or will havefor aslong asyou canimagine.
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Now fess up, sweetie. Tell mommaall about what a bad-d-d-d
little boy you' ve become,” Darlasaid lightly.

He broke down and told her everything about wearing her
pantiesincluding how heflashed peoplewhilewearingthem; he
eventoldher about hisrecent visittotheadult movietheater. She
was a hit shocked, especially about the adult theater incident,
and that made her realize Don might beinterested in other men.
Immediately, Darlabegan fantasi zing about how that littletidbit
of information might improve her life. Donwas OK asalover;
hispeniswasadequately sized and he performed well when she
wore those old-fashioned granny panties— or at least he had
been a decent lover in the past. But lately, since she started
rebelling about wearing the panties, he wasn’t able to give her
the kind of sex ahot woman like herself needed.

Shereally didn’twanttodivorceDon. Inmost other regardsthey
had agood rel ationship. But her family owned alocal bank, and
shewould haveto control Don. She couldn’t have him running
around town exposing himself in panties and take a chance on
his being arrested and bringing disgrace upon her family. And
eventhough Donhad beenan OK lover, hewasfar fromthebest
shehad ever had, and shelonged for those old times, thosetimes
she had sex with a caring, unselfish, sexually talented man.

After Don confessed hisgutsout to her, shetold himthey could
stay married, providing he went along with the following
changes: 1) No more flashing or doing panty fetish thingsin
public. 2) She would give him all the fancy, old-fashioned
pantieshehad her wear and hewould haveto start wearing them
everyday in placeof hismen’ sunderwear. 3) Hecould only cum
inhispantieswith her permission. 4) Shewasgoingtosearchfor
another man or several men to make into steady lovers. 5) She
would only have sex with Don on her termsand of her choosing
—and that might be never again!

Thenext night, asthey lay together in bed, both of theminapair
of the big, old-fashioned nylon panties Don loved so much, she
hinted at how much fun it might be to have another man in bed
fucking her while he lay next to them masturbating into his
panties. As she talked, she noticed he couldn’t resist touching
hiscock inhissilky panties. Shestuck her thumbinto hismouth
and made him suck on it, telling him to pretend it was another
man’s cock, right therein front of hisface, fucking his mouth
while she watched. Well, he came almost immediately.

Shedidthat threenightsinarow, but thenthenext night, shetold
him she was too tired and made him eat her pussy without
providing him any relief and prohibited him from jacking
himself off. Knowing he would be horny the next morning —it
was a Saturday morning, she got up right after he did and
secretly followed him when he went out. He pulled up to a
MacDonald's and before going in, he took off his dress shirt
revealing that underneath he had on ashort T-shirt that exposed
his midsection. Even from her car parked to the side, she could
see his pink panties peeking out abovethetop of hispants—he
was going in to flash his panties!

Shequickly got out of her car andfollowedhimin. Luckily there
was a big woman with two kids, aboy and a girl, walking just
ahead of her and she was able to hide behind the woman. Once
inside, Darlastood off to the side hidden behind alarge Ronald
MacDonald display and watched.

Whilestandinginlineright behind Donald, thelittlegirl started
giggling and pointing. Obviously she had noticed his pink
panties. Thegirl began laughingly explainingto her mother and
brother what wasso funny. Theboy stared amazed at their mom,
asshespouted out, “Holy, gees!” Andthentook bothkidsby the
hand and hurried them out of there, grumbling in aloud voice,
“Damn, faggot!” Thegirl wasnearly intearswith laughter and
the boy was complaining he didn't want to leave because he
wanted to get a Big Mac.

Oneother person, anold man, wasinfront of my husbandinline,
and two high school age girlswere in asecond line along side
us. The girlshad noticed the commotion, looked over and soon
saw Don’ spink pantiestoo. They startedlaughing uncontrollably.
Aloud, oneof themjeered, “Hey, nice panties, Mister!” and the
other girl waspointing out Don’ speeking pantiesto the pimply-
faced boy cashier waiting on her. When the big, burly manager
came over and asked the boy what was gong on, Don panicked,
ran out of there, got in his car and raced back home.

When he got there, he didn’t even notice hiswifewasn't home
andrantothebathroomtojerk off. Momentslater, Darlawal ked
inthehouse, went to thebathroom, listened at thedoor until she
heard him grunting and cumming and thenknocked andinsisted
he openthe door, explaining she had followed him and had seen
everything. He pulled up his pants and opened the door crying.

“Take down your pants,” she commanded. “| want to see what
apathetic sissy like you looks like wanking in your panties.”

Donald's embarrassment was strangely acting as a stimulant,
andashed owly unbuckled hisbelt, unbuttoned hispantsand | et
them fall to the floor in front of her, he was suddenly glad his
cock was hard again. He WANTED Darlato see how hard his
cock could get when provided withtheright kind of stimulation.

But instead of being impressed with the size of his boner, she
gasped and said, “My, god, Donald, you have my panties all
WET! They’ restained withyour CUM!” Andthen shebeganto
laugh. “ Oh, Donald, you patheticlittlesissy. I sthat how youlike
tospurt off, sweetie?Y ou have peoplemakefun of youand then
you jack off and cum in my panties?’

“Take my panties off at once, Donald, and give them to me!”

He stripped the panties down over his cock and balls, over his
knees, and then to his ankles, where he stepped out of them.

Darlaheld the wet pantiesreeking of the unmistakabl e scent of
male cum. “Comecloser, Donald,” she said menacingly. “Now
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lick them. Lick thecumfromthem, Donald,” shesaid, watching
as Don shyly did it. She shoved the wettest part of the panties
into his mouth.

“You like that, don’t you, Donald,” Darla purred. “All your
nasty cum ... all sticky onyour face,” she said as she continued
mashing the cummy pantiesall over hisface, smearing hislips
and cheeks with cum, washing hisface with them.

“Oh, god!” Donald moaned, and uncontrollably he suddenly
gjaculated a second time and dribbled cum on Darla’ sleg.

“Why, youlittleSHIT!” shelaughed. “Now look what you have
done. Clean it up!”

She shoved him down to his knees and made him lick hisown
cumoff herleg. Abovehim, hiswifecontinuedto smear hisneck
and cheekswiththesoiled panties.“ Good boy,” shesaid, patting
him onthehead likeapuppy. “ My sissy boy LIKESto eat cum,
doesn’the?l know my pantywai st husbandwouldjustloveto eat
some nasty old man cum out of my pussy after some mean old
man has fucked me, wouldn’t he?” she teased.

Remarkably, hiscock remained hard, andwhen Darlasawit, she
knew she had his number. But she was angry with him for not
abiding by her new rules and told him she would have to think
of asuitable punishment.

That night in bed, Don was super hard in hispantiesashiswife
got him to talk all about his ‘ panty problem,’ as she termed it.
Shetold him she was giving him another chance but would not
tolerate any more public exposure becauseit would jeopardize
her family’ s business and surely her inheritance.

“Listen to me, Donald. While you have failed to satisfy me
lately, it’ sclear you still can manage ahard cock under theright
circumstances. Therefore, my pet, | will work on creating the
right circumstances, just for you, because | doloveyou— even
lovethisweird side of you. It’ sjust that | want great classic sex
withaman, and you want thississy sort of panty sex you need.”

“What ... what are you going to do, Darla?’ he asked.

“Why, my dear husband, I’ m going to let other men fuck me, of
course... lotsof other men. And then I’ m going to have you eat
me afterward. I’ m going to straddle your face and smother you
in hot cum from strange cocks, panty boy. Andif you're VERY
good, I’ Il consider even bringing someof my lovershomesoyou
can suck themto get them hard beforethey fuck me. Would you
like that, Donald?’ she cooed, watching her husband to gauge
his reaction to her plan.

“l ... oh, god, Darla... | don't want you fucking other men; |
thought you were just teasing me,” he moaned.

“Well, that’ stoo bad, now, isn't it, sissy boy. Y ou started this,
Donald. And now I'm going to have my way. This is your

punishment for breaking the rules, and remember there is no
next time for you. | can’'t afford to have a sex criminal for a
husband, a pantywaist sissy flashing his panties at young kids,
soyou’ Il dowhat | say from now on and take my punishment, or
love or no love — we'll have to end our marriage.”

Two days later, on Saturday afternoon, Donald sat meekly on
their bed watching as his beautiful wife got dressed to go out
without him. Hethought shewasreally tryingtogettohimasshe
put onabig pair of ruffled tennis panties—whitewith pink lace
and ruffles—and worethemunder ashort tennisskirt alongwith
athin tank top without a bra, and a pair of white tennis shoes.

“Where are you going to go, Darla?’ he asked.

“Togetyousomereal mancum, darling,” sheansweredlaughing,
her pussy aching with the thought of what she was going to do.
“1"1l show you how much cumawoman canget out of amanwith
alittle bit of LEGAL panty flashing.

“But where?’” Donald asked cautiously.

“Why, I’'m going to the public tennis courts at the rec center.
There are always some guys over there, and I'm sure alot of
themwatchthewomenandgirlsplayingjusttoget apeek attheir
ruffled panties. Well, I’m going to pick up oneof thoseguys, let
him fuck me and then bring his cum back for you to swallow.
Sounds like fun, huh?’

Donald doubted shewasreally goingtodothat. Hethought what
she was doing was just to tease him and was just part of the
punishment she had promised him.

“Donald, don’t worry. | won't be out too late. I'll plug the cum
upinsidemy pussy withaTampax, andit will still bewarmwhen
| bring it hometoyou,” Darlasmirked. “And don’t you DARE
jackoff until I get home. If you do, I’ll not only feed you man
cum, I'll pissinto your faggot mouth too! Understand?”’

“Yes, Darla,” Donaldwhispered. Hiscock now so hardit ached.
Every angry word uttered by hissexy wifewaslikeapair of lips
caressing hispink pantied dick. Wasshe REALLY goingtolet
aguy fuck her? God, with her tempting those guysat thetennis
court, they would be on her like flies on honey. He could just
imaginewhat she' dletthemdotoher. Donaldwasafraid of what
iswife was about to do. Was she really going to do it? It both
thrilled and scared him. But he would just have to wait to find
out the answer.

The hours passed slowly as he sat waiting for Darlato return.
She had left around 2:00 and now it was getting dark outside.
The clock had chimed seven times a few minutes ago, and
Donald was worried, but then he saw a flash of headlights
pullingintothedriveway. Instantly hiscock begantoharden. As
Darlahad instructed, he was wearing just his pink panties and
nothing else while he had been awaiting her return.
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Donald waited inthe bedroom as he heard the garage door open
and then the car engine stop. Next he heard the kitchen door
open. His cock hard now, Donald held his breath, listening as
Darlaclinked afew icecubesinto aglass. After an eternity, she
appeared in the doorway of the bedroom.

Donald’ smouth dropped openashestared at her. Shewasatotal
mess. Her dark hair was streaked with gobsof thick, whitecum,
and her tank top waswet and caked with it. Shereeked of dirty,
sweaty men, and as she walked toward him, he could smell the
familiar scent of male semen.

“Kiss me, Donald,” she said, leaning down to her husband,
grasping hispantied cock inher fingersasshefrench kissedhim
and passed along the taste of man cum from her mouth to his
mouth. “1’ve been saving that for you, Donald. | drove all the
way home without washing out my mouth just for you.”

“Oh, shit!” Donald gasped, his cock twitching as excited penis
leaked a small gob of moisture from its tip into his panties,
staining them.

“You likethat, baby, don’t you?’ Darla snarled, smearing her
cum-caked cheeks against his as she felt the droplets of his
precum soak through his panties and onto her fingers.

Hegroaned. She had doneit! Shehad let aguy fuck her, maybe
even let many guys have sex with her!

“1 have more, honey. | brought you a souvenir. Look,” Darla
said, holdingupaused condomtiedinaknottoholdinafull load
of semen. And ashe stared, sheshoveditinto hismouth. “ Chew
on it, baby; chew on that rubber like it's bubblegum until it
breaks and you get to swallow the surpriseinside.

“Oh, god!” Donald moaned, as she massaged his pantied hips,
tickled his asshole through his panties and encouraged him to
chew harder and harder on the rubber until it broke open.

His eyes flew wide open the moment the rubber burst.

“Oh, isn’tit’ ssonice, huh, honey?All that mancumtodrink up!
Openup, baby, letmeseeitasyouletit slidedownyour throat!”

Darlawashighly excited and then decided thetimewasright to
blow hismind asshesaid, “| had threeguys| sucked and fucked
inthemen’ spublicrestroomat thetenniscourts. No, I’ mnot like
you getting your kicksfrom exposing yourself in public; | had
the guys put up a‘restroom being cleaned sign’ and take turns
guarding the door while sucking and fucking them. Oh, and by
theway, therubber you’' rechewingon| found onthefloor of the
men’sroom. Donald. | don’t know who left it there, but | don’t
care, and youdon't careeither, do you, my cum slut sissy boy?’

“No! How could you!” Donald cried, his voice garbled with
horror as he tried to spit out the deflated condom!

Darlatook it out of hismouth, held it up and squeezed the base
of the rubber tightly together and then ran her fingersdown the
length of it. She demanded he put his head back and open his
mouth as shedrained apuddle of cum from thetip of the stinky
rubber onto histongue.

Hewas crying but shaking and with her hand back down on his
pantied cock shefelt him now exploding, spewing messy gobs
of cum into his panties.

“Poor, baby. So hot ... so depraved. Cumming already, are we,
honey?’ shelaughed, squeezing hisprick, feeling thethick cum
collecting around his cock inside his panties.

Donald moaned, as she continued to tease and laugh at him.

“My, oh my, panty baby, if you likethat weird batch of strange
cum so much, taste this,” she said, pushing him down onto his
back and crawling onto the bed over him. She put her pussy by
hisupturned face, pulled asideher wet pantiesand slowly pulled
out the Tampax. Immediately she shoved her cunt onto hisface
and felt the jism inside her drain into his slurping mouth and
swallowing throat. “ Suck me, Donald. Suck the man cum from
me, you candy ass sissy faggot.”

Darlasmeared thegooey messall over hislipsassherubbed her
pussy aggressively against him. Donald lapped the thick, wet
cum from her pussy. He had no choice except to swallow it. He
drankriversof hot, dirty, nasty cumlazily sliding out of her cunt.
“God I’'m apervert,” he thought to himself as he devoured the
sticky dirtiness, hating the humiliation — but much to his
surprise also loving the excitement of her dominance!

“God, Donald, you do eat me so fucking good, darling. I'll give
youthat. Y ou do know how to pleaseagirl with your mouthand
tongue. Butyou' resuchanasty panty-wearingcumslut, Donald.
Eating your whoring wife's pussy after she’ sbeen fucked by a
group of strangers. Shame on you, sissy boy. Have you no self-
respect, Donald?’

He just moaned.

“Thenyou' Il lovethis, too,” shesaid, suddenly takenwithanew
way to humiliate her husband. Slowly, leisurely, she began to
relax. And then she began to piss directly into her husband’s
trapped open mouth.

He lurched in surprise, but had no where to go and just started
swallowingtokeepfromdrowning, admitting to himself hewas
more of apervert than ever.

Darla backed away from his face while continuing to shoot
spurts of pissall over hisface. “You like that, too, don’t you,
panty boy? Now you' re apissy panty boy too!” she smirked.

Hegasped, licking at the stream shewas sprayingit al over his
face, her cunt movingaroundinacircle, drenching himwithjets
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of her golden flow as she giggled madly. She felt a weird
combination of power, disgust, and lovefor Donasshelaughed
and degraded him. What kind of man would drink pissfrom a
cunt recently fucked by strange men?What kind of man would
allow hiswifeto befucked while he stayed homedressed in her
panties? What kind of man would suck a used condom filled
with cum from heaven knows where? And what kind of man
would eat the slimy cum dripping from hiswife's hard-fucked
pussy if he wasn't mad — asick, panty perverted slut faggot?

“But | don't care,” she heard herself saying aloud.
“What?' Donald asked.

“Nothing, panty boy pervert; just keep drinking my piss. And
whileyou'reatit, | think you’ d better clean out my asshole, too.
A largeblack manwasin astall watching usand | let him fuck
metherejust beforel left; you need to eat that, too, don’t you?”

“Oh, god, no!” Donald moaned, but she was already sliding
forward, repositioning herself and sitting on his face with her
asshole over his mouth, the abused opening dipping a black
man’'s cum. Her husband’ s throbbing cock was about to burst
with cum again into his pink panties.

“Dumb shit! What a pervert,” Darla thought to herself as she
moved up abit more, still dribbling pissdropletsacrosshisface,
and now holding her ass cheeks apart for his licking, sucking
mouth. Andthenshefeltit.. . histonguein her asshole, probing,
sucking, tasting the cum draining from her there. God thiswas
wonderful! Her husband was such asick puppy, and shewasas
darkly evil ashewassick. Sheloved abusing himthisway. She
had no idea this domination game could be so much fun, so
exhilarating, so fulfilling!

Ashelicked, shefingered her clit to two orgasms, but then she
had enough, totally sexually satiated. Shepractically fell off her
husband but not before picking up her slime-laden Tampax,
shovingitinto hismouth and commanding himto suck it clean.
Then she pulled her cum-drenched panties over his head and
told him to keep them covering his face and keep the gamy
Tampax in hismouth all night long before wishing him, ‘ good
night.’

The next morning, a Saturday, Darla told her husband to
thoroughly shower, clean the bed and then dress just in pink
panties for the day. “| have asurprise for you,” she smirked.

“What?" he asked.

“Y ouhavenoright toask meanything; you arebeing punished!”
Darlasnarled. “Go wait in the bedroom until | comein.”

Likeascolded puppy, hescampered of f toward thebedroom, his
pink panties rippling over his butt cheeks as he hurried.

A short time later, Darla saw her sister’s car pulling into their

driveway, and shewent to greet her and her husband beforethey
were able to ring the doorbell. Once inside, she served them
coffeeand after abit of small talk, Tina, asked, “What’ sup, sis?’

“Youwon't believeit,” Darlasaid.

“Well, thentell us,” her husband, Carl, said, grinning seductively
at Darla.

Unknownto Donald, thethree of them had fucked several times
within the past few weeks, and now Darlawas anxiousto show
themwhat apantywai st slave shehad made of her sicko, panty-
wearing husband.

“It'sDonald. Thelittle prick has been wearing my panties and
going outin publicandflashing people, evenlittlekidsand then
jerking himself off silly into my panties. | caught him at it, and
now the little pantywaist is my sex slave. He'll do anything |
want, Tina, and | do mean anything. | want thethree of usto use
himtoday. | want both of youtobeasnasty aspossiblewithhim,
especialy you, Carl. | want you to fuck him, to cum into his
mouth and all over hisface. Do you think you could do that to
him for me?Hell, you both can even pisson himif you want to
... helovesit dl. Believe me.”

“You’'vegottobekidding!” Tinalaughed.“1 know yousaidyou
were starting to dominate him and it had been working for a
while, but then you said hewaslosing interest. Donald? Pudgy
littte Donald, one of the most successful accountantsin town?
And you made him into agay sex slave?’

“Well he does have nicefat lips,” Carl grinned. “Hell, he can
suck my dick if you want him to. | wouldn’t doubt the little
fucker gives agood blow job. | have aways thought he looks
like a cocksucking faggot.”

“Why, Carl,” his wife teased. “Don’t tell me you're into gay
guys, too, darling.”

“Hell, honey, you know I'm always up for a blowjob,” Carl
laughed. “1 don’t much give a shit who doesiit. If agirl isn't
available, lipsarelips, baby. A blow jobisablow job. Likel had
told you, | made afag suck me off oncewhileinthe service; he
wasgood at it too. | don’t haveto L OV E somebody to fuck ‘em
in the mouth. And I'm not afag if | let afag down my meat.”

“Well, thenfollow me; let’ sgo seehow my little sissy performs
on areal cock then,” Darlagiggled.

Thethreewa ked downthehallway toward themaster bedroom.
Asthey approached, Darlacalled out, “ Donald?Areyoudressed
as| instructed?’

“Yes, dear.”
“That's great, Donald, because your surprise is here,” Darla

sang out, opening thedoor, leading her sister, Tina, and brother-
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in-law, Carl, into the bedroom.

Donald turned and saw them staring and giggling at his pink
pantied body and his humiliation instantly became complete.
Hisfaceturned crimson, and he couldn’t do anythingto hidehis
sissified condition, eventhough hetried to cover with hishands
the big lump his cock made in his panties.

“Gee, Don, you sure do look pretty asafag,” Carl laughed.
“A sissy fag, too, baby,” Tinagiggled.

“Andhe’ snotjust apanty boy fag, he' sacocksuckingsissy fag,”
Darlasmirked. “Aren’t you, baby?’

“l ... 1...oh, god, wha ... what are they doing here?’ Donald
gasped, head down and slumping down on the bed, his hands
cupping his cock in his panties, thoroughly beaten.

“Hey, littlebuddy, it'sOK,” Carl said, walking over to the bed.
“Actualy, you' rekindacuteinyour wife' spink panties. Hell, all
you need isafucking wig and alittlelipstick and you’ d almost
be cute enough to be put out on the street as a ten-dollar
cocksucking hooker.”

“Thanks,” the defeated man said sarcastically.

“Donald, you wimp! How DARE you talk to Carl that way,”
Darlasnarled.

“l ...I"'msorry, baby. It'sjust that ... that ...."
“That, WHAT?" Darla snapped.
“Nothing,” Donald said, hanging his head meekly.

“That’ sbetter. I’'monly doing thisfor you, Donald,” Darlasaid,
unbuttoning her shorts, letting them fall to the floor as she
removed her tank top. She was naked now, except for apair of
the old-fashioned high-waisted panties her husband loved so
much. And asDonald watched, Carl and Tinaboth walked over
to Darla and began kissing and hugging her. Carl fondled
Darld shbreasts as Tinaran her fingers acrossthe fancy panties
shewore and then snaked their way underneath the panties’ leg
elastic and into hiswife's pussy.

“They’ ve been fucking mefor weeks, now, Donald. Ever since
you stopped satisfying me, my sister felt sorry for me and they
cameto my aid, and now you’ re going to watch as the three of
us fuck each other. But don’t worry, we won't leave you out.
Y oucansuck on Carl’ shigmeanand helpget himhard, and then
you can clean us up afterward, OK, sweetie?’

Donald stared at Tinaand Carl as they undressed. Carl’s cock
was huge, much bigger than his own sizable cock. Carl grinned
at Donald, and uncontrollably, Donald looked back, staringlike
adeer caught in the headlights as that cock came toward him.

“Turn you on, buddy?’ Carl asked softly as he gave himself
loving long strokesto help inflate his dick.

Donald gasped.

“Suck it, pal,” Carl said, now standing in front of Donald and
holding it just inches from his face.

Unconsciously, Donald licked hislips; he continued to stare at
it asit started to swell and Carl moved even closer, so closenow
the pantied man could feel the heat from the cock on his face.
Carl grabbed ahandful of Don’ shair, pulled hishead close and
shoved his cock into his brother-in-law’s face, and when the
poor guy opened his mouth in an effort to say “Wait!” Carl
shoved hispenistip past thestartled man’ slips. And hecouldn’t
now believe it, but Don was doing it ... he was sucking areal
cock, and the big cock in his mouth was going in further and
further with each forward thrust, stretching hislipsto thelimit,
squeezing tears out of his eyes.

“Didn’t | tell you he' snow acocksucker?’ Darlasaid to Tina.
The two women were hugging, fondling one ancther, and as
Tina continued to watch her husband being sucked off by
Donald, Darla dropped to her knees and began sucking her
sister’scunt.

“Oh, yes, sis, eat me, suck my pussy; likel used to makeyou do
back in high school,” Tina groaned.

“Damn, panty boy, you suredoagoodjob of sucking cock! Y our
wife said you were new to this, but | kinda think you been
sucking cock for along, longtime!” Carl gasped. “ Y ou’ vebeen
afagal along, haven't you?’

Donaldwantedto complain, let them know he had never sucked
cock before, but with his mouth crammed full of dick, he
couldn’t; besides, what wasthe use? Hewas acocksucker now!

Tina gasped, her hands firmly planted on top of Darla' s head
whilehungrily shoving her dripping cunt against her sister’ slips
andlooking over totheblowjobinprogressfor inspiration. “ Oh,
yeah, Donald, yes, yes, yes! Blow him; suck him, my littlesissy
husband, until he sprays you with hisman cum!”

“Itwon’tbelong now, sweetie,” Carl moaned, pumping hiships
into Donald’ sface, feelingthecumboailinginhisballsasDonald
continued sucking him whilegasping for breath. He could hold
back nolonger; helet hisgusher shoot oneblast down Donald’s
throat and then pulled out to shoot the last strands of hisjism
acrossthestarted man’ sface. Thetwowomentook abreak from
their leshian love fest to cheer.

Donald was a cocksucker now —and he concluded it wasn't so
bad. Hedid get hiswifeto dominate him and he now could wear
panties and jack off in them all he wanted. He could handleit.
Life was good and surely only going to get better! ¢
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Performing with My Wife's New Friends

Before she left, Lilly, my wife, had applied heavy, slutty-
looking makeup to my face and helped me dress like awhore:
ablack satin corset and black satin panties, both with red lace
and bows, black thigh-high stockings, and black open-toe
sandalswith three-inch stiletto heels. My fireenginered finger
andtoenailsadded asexy touch, shehad said whileapplyingthe
lacquer. She had me bound with wide |eather straps around my
wrists and ankles secured to my punishment stool in the corner
of our master bedroom with just the radio on for company,
dialedtoastation playinghard-metal rock (that | hate) whileshe
was out. Of course, | had no choice and was bound and sitting
on my stool when Lilly walked in with her new friends.

Thiswasmy “payment” to her for the privilege of living as her
husband while at the same time enjoying my crossdressing
hobby. For more than a year now, once a month she gets to
choose with whom, when, where and how she has some
extramarital fun. Each time we did this, she added new twists,
and | never knew quitewhat to expect, so | wasawayswaiting
in great anticipation with both fear and erotic excitement.

At first, after Lilly would dress me in some slutty attire and
sentence me bound to the bed in the guest room before shewent
out and let herself be picked up, bring the guy home and leave
the bedroom doors open so | could hear them fucking and
sucking all night long. Then sheprogressed to having mebound
and hidden in the master bedroom closet so | could watch them
fuckingthroughasmall holeinthedoor. Afterwards, shewould
lieontop of mein bed and force meto eat the man cream out of
her cunt before putting on her strap-on dildo and fucking mein
the ass as she told me how great it had been to have sex with a
real man, and now fucking me, her lousy sissy husband.

Then she made my punishment stool, a simple wooden stool
with aplastic cock bolted to the seat, sowhen | sat on it with a
greased-up asshole, the ersatz dick when up inside my rectum,
and | hadtosit onitinthewalk-in closet while she had her fun.
Thetortureof sittingonit plustheagony of watching her getting
fucked my somestranger would get my cock going. My leather-
bound hands were positioned so | could just barely touch my
aching cock and tickleit through my silken panties.

I’d try not to, but usually | couldn’t resist nursing my hard-on
through my soft pantiesand gj aculatemoreout of frustrationand
sheer sexual torment than pleasure. She had therulethat | was
not allowed to cum while | watched them, and afterwards she
would quiz me about the guy and what they had done to make
surethat | had watched and paid closeattention. Andif | had an
“accident,” the night didn’t count as her one time that month.
Sometimes Lilly tried very hard to make me cum, wearing
clothes that turned me on and doing things with her stranger-
lovers designed to excite me, like talking about me, her sissy
husband, making it impossible for meto resist spurting.

Now this night she had brought our sex gamesto anew level; |
wasn't in the walk-in closet, but in the corner of our master
bedroom and strapped onto my dildo-equipped punishment
stool. Thistime she seemed determined to make me have much
more than an accident — | was going to be part of the action!

| gasped whenthey walkedin. My beautiful wifewearingadark
blue miniskirt and matching jacket over a baby blue bra
discernible through a silk shell with tan hose and sexy stiletto
pumps. | had gasped because she was accompanied by three
large men, two of whom were black. She just giggled and said
“Don’t worry, honey, I'll share!” and the men all laughed.

Shetold themto strip whileshegot them drinks. In her absence,
they looked me over, pinged the elastics on my panties and
asked methingslike, “How doyoulikebeingmarriedtoasiut?’
And “Y ou look like awhore more than she does.”

Lilly cameback andthentoldthemtosit and enjoy theshow. She
put some Barry White music on and moved very sensuously as
she took her clothes off until she was down to her bra and
panties. One of the guys asked her why the old-fashioned
lingerieand she said shewearsit becauseit excitesher husband
(me). The she went to each man and encouraged him to reach
into her pantiesand run afinger across her cunt lipsto feel how
wet all of them madeher withtheanticipation of feelingtheir big
cocksin every part of her body. Then she came over to me and
put her lavender nylon pantied-covered pussy closeto my face.
| could smell how hot shewas. Sheturned around and bent over,
presenting her assto meas she pushed her butt into my faceand
had me sniff the musty, sweaty scent of her asshole. She got
almost closeenoughfor metolickit, andthenpulledaway. “Not
until there'ssome cuminit,” she giggled.

Then it wastime for the real party to start. First she got on her
knees in the middle of the floor and had al three men gather
around her. They all had hard cocksjutting towardsthe ceiling.
She spent several minutes sucking, licking, and jacking them.
Then she stood and bent over the couch, and had each one enter
her sopping pussy and stroke just afew times. Each one, when
he pulled out of her, cameto meand shoved hiscock inmy face
and made metaste her musky juice on hishard cock. When the
first one approached me | kept turning my head away but he
grabbed my hair and pulled onit so hard | let him stick hisdirty
cockinmy mouth. After | didit, heslapped mesilly, sowhenthe
next guy approached, | didn’t resist. These guys were taunting
me, telling me what a pantywaist cunt, faggot, and pussy | was
for letting them do this to me and my dlutty wife. One said, “I
don’t know which isthe biggest pussy intheroom ... theonel
just put my dick into or the cocksucker sitting onthestool.” My
face burned in humiliation.

Lilly wasnow gettinginto someseriousfucking. Sheabsolutely
loves to have a hard cock pounding into her, and will usually
cum several times before the man in her does. But she was
having too much fun tormenting me. Shelay on thefloor on her
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back with her head toward me so | could seethefirst stud enter
her. The white man went first. He supported himself with his
armsso | could see hisbig cock stroking in and out of my sexy
wife' spussy. Hewasslamming her hard, and shewasmoaning
and cumming. | wasthinking, “Damn, she’ sgoing to be force-
feeding me alot of creampie tonight!”

| guessshehad prearrangedit withthem. Thewhitemanfucking
her increased his tempo, like he was building to orgasm. |
watched, fascinated, expectingto seemy beautiful wifetakethe
first load of the night deep inside her. But instead, just when |
thought hewas about to go over thetop, he pulled out of her and
rushedto standinfront of me. My wifejoined him, on her knees,
and reached out to grip the shaft glistening with her juices. She
jacked him hard and fast until abig spurt of cream cum shot out
and hit my cheek. Another spurt hit my chin, another landed on
my chest just above the corset. The two spurts that had hit my
cheek and chinran down and dripped off my jaw, onto my chest
andcorset. Surprisingly, Lilly directed hisshooting spermaway
from my mouth. Inal | counted four hard spurts plus the ooze
collected on my wife' shand. | looked as sheraised her hand to
her own lips and looked into my eyes as shelicked it al off.

Next one of the black men crawled between her spread legs. |
watched his huge black cock pistoning in and out of her. This
timel wassureshewouldlethimfinishinsideher, but shedidn’t.
Againshehadafew good orgasms, and then histempoincreased
until he pulled away and stood in front of me. Again shejoined
him, her long whitefingerswrapped around hisglistening black
shaft, and jacked him until he pumped spurt after spurt of white
cream onto my face and chest.

By the time the fifth man had fucked her and sprayed me, my
corset wasamess; | had cuminmy hair, al over my chest and
face, evenonmy shoulders. A lot of it had even dripped onto my
black satin panties, but noneof it had landed in my mouth. | had
been so intent on watching them, | barely noticed theincredible
pressurein my panties ... pressure caused by my cock so hard
it hurt when| touchedit. All thetimethey werefuckingmy wife
and shooting on me, they were talking and laughing about me.
Oneof theblack men, theonewiththebiggest dick intheroom,
told my wifeif she wanted him to he’ d bend me over and fuck
my ass. But shetold him no, all the cock was hersthistime.

By thetimethethird man had cumonme, thefirst onewasready
for seconds. Thistime shelet him cumin her. Thistime shelet
them al cum in her, one after another. She lay in the same
positionso | could seetheir big dickspumpinginand out of her,
and each time one of them came he would pull out and squeeze
thelast of hiscum on the neatly trimmed patch of hair at thetop
of her dlit sothat | would know they had just spewed cumin my
wife. They all looked over at me and smiled, even laughed, as
they did it. Finally all three had fucked her and had a second
good cum, and | figured the night wasjust about over. | figured
they would soon dress and leave and then she’ d ride my face
with her sloppy wet pussy. | waswrong again!

My wife stayed on her back, but instructed one of the men to
unhook my wrist and anklecuffsso | could liedown beside her.
| had been on my dildo stool for several hours at this point and
dislodging myself fromtherubber dick wasagreat relief. All the
guyslaughed whenthey saw thebigdildo; they had noideal had
aslitintheback of my pantiesand | had beensittingonitall night
long! When| wasin placeonthefloor, Lilly flipped over on her
kneeswith her swollen, sloppy pussy right over my face. “Here
yougo, my littlecumwhore,” shesaid asshegot up on her knees.
“Here’ swhat you' vebeenwantingfor, al night.” Shesqueezed,
and ahugeblob of cum slipped from her and hit near my mouth,
most of itwentinand | swallowedit. | felt apeculiar new shame
eating my wife's creampie while the guyswho made it looked
on. They redlly chided me for being such a panty pervert cum
sucker. A few moresqueezesand afew moreblobs, andthen she
sat down onme. Sherocked her hips, sliding her sloppy cunt all
over my face, smearing me fromforehead to chinand ear to ear
withtheremainsof her infidelity. All thewhile shewastaking
tothemen, telling them how much | loved their cum, how much
| enjoyed being her cum-slut and watching her take load after
load of hot cum so | could suck it out of her. Shereferred to me
as"“she” and abitch, acunt and awhore.

With my face now coated with man cum and her juices, she got
her feet under her and squatted over my face. A lot of the
combined juices had traveled down her crack and into the area
of her asshol e, so shesat down sothat her puckered, cum-coated
butt holewasdirectly on my mouth. Sherocked back and forth,
moaning asshetold meto clean her out back theretoo. Sheloves
me to tongue fuck her ass, the three guys laughed heartily
watching me abase myself even more by doing it in front of
them. Shesat her soft, bigassdown sohardonmy facel couldn’t
breathe. Her asscheeksgripped my faceand nosecutting off my
air supply. | could still feel juicesdraining from her pussy onto
my chin and chest.

Throughout all thisterror and excitement | had not shot my cum;
| wasgoingto show my wifel could takeeven thisand not shoot
off without her permission, but then it happened. Suddenly,
without warning and me gasping to breathe, without my even
knowing it was going to happen, my hipsjerked. Lilly stepped
off meand they all watched. Thefirst spurt of cum shot so hard
from my cock some of it went through the thin material of my
black satin panties— my whore-like black pantieswith thered
lace and bows. The spasms raised my ass off the floor as spurt
after spurt shot out of me. Finally theinvoluntary jerking ended,
and | relaxed and slowly cameback toreality to hear theraucous
laughter of the three men and my wife asthey made fun of the
factthat | wassuchaslut fag and pantywai st wimp for cumming
because| wasbeing humiliated into eating other men’ scum out
of my wife’ stwat.

| just lay there with my eyes closed. | knew | was quite asight
with globsof cumonmy corset, panties, my faceand chest, and
my pantiesclingingtomy cock and ball sincummy wetnesswith
my wife and three strange men laughing at me. What alife!
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