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FEATURING:
Sissy Cuckolds and
How They Got
That Way!

Photos, drawings, letters, stories, articles and other items of interest from our Internet website for the fantasy fulfillment of adult sissies. Items
range from "G" to "X" rated and include crossdressing, humiliation and both straight and forced gay themes.
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“Mommy!
Paulie hasno balls!”

Many cuckold storiesdescribewhat life
and sex islike for a man living with a
cheatingwife. Yes, that’sthekind of lifel
havenow, but | thought peoplewould be
interested in how | got to bethisway.

| wasnamed Paul, after my grandma’'s
brother, UnclePaul, whoeveryonecalled
‘Paulie’ Hewasmy mom’sfavoriteuncle
and avery sissy man whotalked with a
lisp and cried over every littlethinglike
agirl.Hemarried just out of high school
but he was not happy because hiswife
constantly ridiculed him for not being
tough like other men. She went out on
dateswith strangemen all thetimeand
even brought homeher lover sand had sex
with them while UnclePauliedept on the
couch in theliving room. So my being
named after him wasan omen of what my
futurelifewould hold!

| wasborn with avery small penisand
almost nonexistent testicles. But it was
the early 1940s and peopledidn’t even
talk about such things. Instead they
ignored my obvious defect like it was
unimportant. When | wasfiveyearsald,
my favoritetoy wasasmall doll | got from
thegirl wholived next door. Shewasthe
only child in our area closeto my same
age. However, my brother sliked tomake
mecry by takingmy Tinadoll and doing
weird thingstoit likethrowingitinthe
toilet and blowingtheir noseonthedoall’s
dress. All my brothersaremorethan ten
yearsolder than | am and we couldn’t
relate to each other in any way. They
would call me sissy, pantywaist and
crybaby. Then everyonedsein my family,
even my parentsand sisters, teased me
and started calling me names too like
pansy, wimp and weakling becausel didn’t
likeplaying rough gamesand wanted to
do girlie things like play with the girl
next door, read booksand draw pictures.

They all said | acted like a girl, so my
father commanded my mother tolet my
hair grow longand start dressingmein
girls clothes; hethought it would make
mehatebeinggirlieand get metowant to

beaboy likemy threetough and wild older
brothers. Everyone laughed at me and
taunted me endlessly. When we went out
shopping on Satur daysor went visiting, |
often had tokeep on my girlieclothesand |
wasshown off toeveryoneasaboyinadress.
My parentswanted other peopleto know
about meand laugh at me, hopingit would
makemewant tobemanly. It went on for
almost ayear beforemommoreor lessput a
stop toit. (An old photo isenclosed of me
with long hair and abow in my hair ... but |
still looked likeaboy in adress. | havea
scow! on my face probably because | was
being sever ely teased at thetime.)

They all hated mefor wantingtoact likea
girl, but despite being alaughing stock, |
loved lookingand actinglikeagir| because
that’swhat | wantedtobe. | learned tohandle
theteasingand ridiculepretty well. It felt
natural tometowear petticoatsand fancy
lacy pantieslikemy sisters. When | wassix
and ready to start school, my parentssaid |
should go back to wearing boys clothes
regardlessof how | felt about it. | nolonger
had any boys' clothesthat fit mesomother
bought mesomeclothes; however, shesaid
it was fine to keep wearing my sister’'s
outgrown vests and panties because they
wouldn’t beseen under my boys clothes.

My oldest sister, Megan, whowasten at the
time, took meto a storethat wasgiving a
freetoy to each poor child during World
War |I. My father wasashipping clerk and
with our largefamily wewerevery poor. (|
had three older brothersand three older
sigers) | very much wanted anew doll that
| saw inthestore, but my sister insisted |
takeacar or truck because shesaid dolls
wereonly for girlsand | had to start being
moreof aboy now. Sounhappily | took afire
truck, but | till wanted thedoll.

Tomakememoreawareof beingaboy, | was
given sailor suitsand shortsinthesummer
and long-pants suitsin the winter. When
my youngest sister wasold enough to play
outsidein warm weather, mother gaveher a
pretty sunsuit towear. | complained that |
wanted one like it, but it was denied me
becausel wassupposed tobeaboy.

Mother used thehand-me-down system of
dressing us children as much as possible
so she bought my youngest sister loafers,
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dippersand saddleshoes, very popular with girlsat the
time, but simpleenough in design to be passed onto me.
Shealso bought her simple ankle socks, slacks, striped
shirts, pajamas, and even camisolesand panties--all sSmple
enough in styleto beeventually giventome.

At times, my sister complained that shewanted fancier
items, somother did comply and mother started buying
her very fancy dlips, camisoles and panties, hoping to
satisfy my sister’s desire for prettier and more girly
clothes. Theseunder clotheswer e eventually passed onto
me; my mother told meat thetimethat they werevery
girlie, but it didn’t makeany differencebecausenoone
elsewould seethem under my boys' clothes. | loved those
lacy camisolesand ruffled and beribboned panties. They
really mademefed likeagirl. | worethem for morethan
ayear beforetheother kidsat school discovered | was
wearingfancy girl’ stopsand panties, and | wasseverely
ridiculed for it, but | did get sympathy from afew of the
other kidswhen | told them my mother for ced metowear
them tosavemoney. | think most of them under stood that
wecouldn’t help that wewerepoor and it spared mefrom
beingteased by alot of thekids.

Other than thegirls clothes passed onto me from my
sisters, my war drobeof boys' clothesmostly camefrom
rummagesales, chur ch donationsand thingspassed on from
neighbors. So, at least my outer clotheswereboys' clothesand
my hair waskept short because school demanded it even though
| alwaysdreamed of havinglong curly hair likel used tohave
inmy preschool days. Peoplethought of measaboy, but insde
| thought of mysalf asagirl. | did girliethingslikehavealimp
wrist and swingmy hipswhen | walked. I’'m surethesewere
mostly unconsciousactionsbecausel modeled mysdlf after my
sistersand how they walked, talked, sat and acted.

At about thistime, when | wasin thebathroom oneday with my
pantsdown, Jane, my oldest sister, camein, looked at me, and
said, “ L et me see between your legs.” Shetook a closelook
and then said, “ Your penisistiny and you havenoballs! I'm
goingtotell dad.” And shedid.

| waslaid on thedining room table, and mother and dad, both
doctor sof chiropractic, worked on me, massaging my hidden
ballstoget themtodrop down. M other and dad did thistome
everytwoor threedaysfor yeard | think it’swhy | am bisexual
today because|l got sexual pleasur er egar dlessof which of my
par entswor ked on me. Theway they did it waslikemastur bating
me, and | looked forwar d tothesesessons! An additional sexual
element camein becausemy par entswould dothishandling of
my genitaliathrough my pantiesfor modesty sake! Wow! It
wasgreat. And they ignored how my little peniswould get so
pleasurably hardin my silky panties; they didn’t seemtonactice
my increased breathingand excited moans. However, srangely,
my penisnever grew very much, but they had concentrated on
enlargingmy balls, and that did happen; by my lateteensmy
testicleshad grown to behuge and they packed alot of cum

beforemy par entsfinally decided they wer edevel oped enough.
My par entswanted metofather grandchildren someday and
that iswhy they had thisslavish devotion to enlar gingmy nuts.
It wasn’t sexual to them; they thought they werejust doing
what knowledgeable, concer ned par entsshould do! What they
did dowasmakemeintoamasturbating panty fetishist for life!

Onewinter my youngest sister got anew light pink two-piece
snowsuit with ahood and furry whitetrim. | very much wanted
onefor mysdf, but | had tobesatisfied with an old dar k-colored
one-piecesnowsuit. Oneday during aprogram put on at our
school auditorium | kept looking longingly at my sister’s
snowsuit, and feding | wasn’t being treated right. However,
surprise, surprise-- thefollowingyear my sister had grown
quiteabit and it nolonger fit her soit waspassed ontomeeven
though it wasn’t excessively girlish. | got teased alot at school
for wearingagirls coat sincethekidsnoticed thecolor and
thefact that it buttoned on thewrong sidefor aboy.

Aslongasmy sister and | slept in thesameroom and in the
samebed or later in separatebeds, | recall no problem with our
look-alikeclothes. Infact, when | ran out of an under shirt or
panties, | would smply takeacamisoleor apair of her panties
our of our lingeriedrawer sincel had grown and wefairly
closein size. And shedid likewisewhen sheran out of clean
underclothes to wear! But at some point my eldest sister
convinced my mother that | shouldn’t eep inthesameroom
with my sister and weshouldn’t shareunderwear. Shewasall
worried about incest and possibly my semen (I had just started
tocum) might impregnateher!
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All of asudden, rulesfor mechanged, and from then on, | was
never allowed toplay in any of my sisters' bedroomsor even
enter thoserooms. My mother and father’sancestorswere
Calvinigts, aswerethePuritans. That speaksvolumesfor itself!
But against my will, | had to start leepingin my brothers
bedroom with them and that greatly incr eased theamount of
teasingthey did of meabout wearinggirls nightgowns, which
| had alwayswor n from being passed ontome. And sincenoone
outsidethefamily saw the nightgowns, they wer ealwaysquite
girlishwith laceand ruffles. | didn’t get teased so much about
my pantiessincel had alwayswor n them and everyonein the
family knew. | did dressand undressaway from my brothersso
they couldn’t seethepanties, even though | know they saw the
pantiesand camisoletopsafter mother did thelaundry because
shewould ssmply put them on top of my dresser until | noticed
them and put them away in their proper drawer. | didn’t wear
boys under shortsregularly until | wasin thetenth gradeand
had totakemandatory medical examinations.

Oneday after church | put on my elder sister’shigh-heeled
dressshoesand camedowngtair stothekitchen wearingthem.
Surprisingly, my parentsdidn’t say much, only laugh at me
likel wastryingtomakeajokesaying | would hatetohaveto
wear high-hedslikemy sistersevery day! However, my sister
really got after me, mademetakethem off and put them back
inher closet! For sometime, | had been tinkering with someof
mother’sthings. Shehad niceclothes, but shewastall and big,
so her thingsdidn't fit me. | did play with my sisters’ clothes
when | could sneak them from thelaundry, but it wassodifficult
sincel wasthen stayingin thesameroom with my brothers.

| remember wearing slacksthat zipped and buttoned up the
side. | had noproblem wearinggirls clothes, especially if no
onemadefun of me. | worepantiesthroughout elementary
school but took careto hidethefact in the boys' restroom,
whether | stood up or sat down. But befor el left that schoal, all
thedoorson the stallswereremoved in the boys' restroom
except onereserved for thejanitor, sol’d usethat. Fromthe
boys' restroom, | could look down thecorridor and seethe
girls restroom. | wanted to go into there when no onewas
around. | did gointhereacoupleof timesat least part way.

For many years,when | would get car sor trucksfor my birthday
or for Christmas, | would run them into furniture, step on
them, kick them around, throw them, or otherwisehandlethem
roughly sothat they would break apart or wear out very quickly.

Alsowhen | waseight, for ajoke, two of my sister sdressed me
upintheir clothesasagirl at bedtimeand presented meto our
granddad as" Pauline.” Hethought it wasfunny and got meto
sit on hislap and kiss me like a girl. | could feel his penis
pressing up hard against my pantied bottom, but at thetimel
didn’t know what that meant. Then when | was11 and mother
and dad wer e out of town at a chiropractic convention, my
youngest sister rather easily persuaded meto put on adress
and adlip and then go down thestreet in broad daylight toa
housein thenext block to play with someother neighbor hood

kids. Weplayed in thebackyard of thehomeof ayoung boy’s
grandmother whom | didn’t really know.

My sister assured meit would be all right aswe were only
playing, and my only concern wasthat | needed some nice
pantiestogowith thedressin casethey would be seen, so she
gavemeapair of her best pink satin pantieswith ribbonson
them. Theonly reason | didn’t let her dothissort of thingmore
often wasfor fear of beingridiculed or punished.

| alwayspreferred toplay with my sister, closest to mein age
alongwith her girlfriend from acr ossthe street, my female
cousin, other neighborhood girls, their femalefriends, or my
female relatives rather than with my brothers or the
neighbor hood boys, who played toorough for me. Theonly
exception waswith oneyoung boy playmatewho wasgentle
likemeand never wanted tofight with melikemost other boys.
| never had any interest in fighting or boys' sports.

Often while playing with the girl across the street in her
sandbox or at her house, thegirl’smother or her aunt (who
lived with them), would tell methrough thekitchen window
that | should not play with girlsbut go play with boys. So |
would leaveand fed very unhappy about it.

OneeveningduringWorld War |1, anew family moved up the
street from us, and themother invited my sister and metoplay
with her daughter and her younger brother. Their father was
off asan officer inthenavy. Asweplayed in their bedroom, the
boy bent over and | noticed that heworegirls' silky panties.
When wel€ft, | asked my sister outsdewhy hewor ethem. She
said shehad noticed them too. Shesaid their mother obvioudy
used thehand-me-down system of clothing her children too.

Oncewhen | wasat agirl’shousewith my sister and wewere
play with abunch of girls, oneof them said | should leaveand
goplay with theboys. Thegirl whosehousewewereat liked
me, but she didn’t say anything to defend meso | left very
unhappy and went home. Thenext day, thegirl said shewas
sorry her cousin mademeleave, and sheinvited meinto her
bedroom, and weplayed with her dollsfor two hours. | even
showed her that | worepantiesjust likeagirl. Shethought it
wasgreat and gavemeaguided tour of her walkin closet full of
pretty dressesand even showed meher lingerieincluding a
hugedrawerful of ddightful panties. Shelaughed when | ran
my handsthrough her pantiesand moaned in pleasure. Then
we got into her mother’s makeup. We were caught and
admonished and then | wassent homewith themakeup till on
my faceand my dad spanked meand told meit wastimetobea
boy, and he said that while spanking me on my paleyellow
nylon pantiesl However, | remained great friendswith that gir|
until her family moved away after thewar.

Atavery early agel took consciousnoteof the shoes, clothes,
and jewery of theneighborhood girlsand at elementary schoal.
| especially remember theT-strap shiny black patent-leather
flatswith perforated toeswor n with whitelacy cuffed anklets
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by two girlswhollived acr ossthestreet from us. | really loved
that shoe-anklet combination! And many year slater whiletill
married, | bought apair of T-strap flatsfor myself when the
stylewasavailablein women’ ssizesfor afew years. Thepublic
elementary school | attended had a segregated playground for
theboysand girlsof gradessix through eight. Thegirlsinthe
front playground had swings, ides, merry-go-rounds, and
thelike. Theboysin therear had afootball/baseball ground
and basketball courts. | wanted toplay with thegirlson their
ground, but wasnot allowed to.

At school, some of the boys, including some younger than |
was, liked to fight meor corner me. When | wouldn’t fight

back, they would call measissy and aweakling and forceme
over thefenceintothegirls side. Invariably ateacher would
catch meand I’ d bepunished. Oneof the punishmentsfor aboy
being caught on thegirls playground wasfor him towear a
hair ribbon for therest of theday; | suffered that punishment
anumber of times. | actually loved theribbon in my hair; | just
wished | could havewornit without all theteasing from the
teachersand other kids.

Twoof my brother stried toteach mehow towrestle, fight, and
box intheir bedroom, but | just wasn't interested. When | was
12—theagewhen somegirlsbegan to beinter ested in boys—
theboy | liked thebest hit meand knocked medown. It made
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mefed awfully bad! | wasn't hurt physically, but emationally. |
just sat up right wherel wasknocked down near the baseball
catcher’sfenceand cried insideif not outwardly. Finally the
boy cameover tomeand madeup with me, sayinghewassorry;,
and | felt much better.

My grandmaliked thegirliesideof meand quietly encour aged
itin littleways. Shealwaysgiggled and cuddled with melike
girlsdoand would comment positively when shenoticed | had
on any girliebit of clothing handed down from my sisters. She
would take me into her bedroom when she dressed and
undressed and put on her makeup. She' d alwaysask mewhat
color panties| had onand I’d open my trousersand let her see;
shealwaysmadeabigfussover how pretty they wereand told
methat if | lived with her, shewould let meagirl all thetime!

Mother would get on grandmawhen shefound out shesaid
such thingstome! Grandmaloved totakemeshopping sol
could giveher my opinion of theclothesshebought for her saif.
Sheloved walking with mearound town aswe shopped. She
oncenoticed | walked by toomuch likeaboy and suggested |
should walk by on theballsmy feet like shedid, showingme
howtodoit.Asl practiced walking likethat, shesaid that is
theway top modelswalk and makethemselveslook so graceful
prancing down thewalkway. It washard for metodo, and |
didn’t keep doing it because | didn’t want any criticism or
ridiculefromwalkinglikeagirl anyway. But | naturally walk
likefemalesnow without thinking about it.

When | wastwelveyearsold, | had tostart choppingwood for
our wood-burning furnaceaspart of my regular chores. My
handswer estill growing, sothiskind of work tended toenlarge
them beyond what agirl my agenormally had.

Virtually all thepicturestaken of mefrom babyhood through
my teen year sshow meas pouting, solemn, disgusted or even
angry. | didn’t want my picturetaken! Theonly pictureof mel
recall asachildthat | liked and in which | wasreally smiling
wasonetaken: by my dad of meand my youngest sister—me
seated on atricyclewith her sandingontherear axlestep. We
both played together outsidelikethat. AlImost every pictureof
medressed asagirl whilegrowing up wasdestr oyed whilel
wasin high school when my parentsweretryingtoforceme
intobeing aboy and to have meforget about my girliepast.
When my mother died, | told my eldest sister todestroy all my
childhood picturesof medressed in boys' clothes, asl didn’t
want any of them.

When | wasseventeen, my par entsthought they could makea
man out of meby forcingmetoget married to asixteen-year-
old girl named Marla. Shewasr eally sweet tomeand actually
enjoyed my feminineside, but sheadmitted that shemarried
mejust to escape her abusivefather and brothers. And when
shediscovered my peniswasvery small and my ballsalmost
nonexistent, shelaughed, “ Nowonder you’'resomuch likea
girl. You'renot even man enough tobealittleboy.” Shedid
apologizefor makingfun of me, and | knew shewassincerely

sorry, sol told her it wasnobigdeal asl wasused toit. Shedid
admit that sheliked sex and said shewould need to have sex
with other men sincel wasn’t uptoit. | had nodefenseagainst
that sol shamefully admitted it wasOK and now | even offer to
help her get dressed for her dates. A few timesshehasbr ought
homemen and | dressasamaid and wait on them. Thesemen
donat know | amamantooand Marla shusband. My wifeand
| really likefooling guyslikethat. For sex with me, my wife
enjoysdominating meand fucking mewith her strap-on dildo
asshown in theenclosed picture.

Written by Paulie& MarlaPhillips, December 25, 1996

Cuckolding Dad,
Bopping My Mom & Sisters

My nameisFrank. | haveblondehair, fair skin, and blueeyes
and stand 6'3" . | weigh 2301bs. with big musclesfrom lifting
weights. I’'mtold that I'm hunglikeahorse. | havean eleven
inch cock. My father isan asshole; hestands5' 7", weighs 125
Ibs., and hasreceding hair.

My story isabout how our wholefamily fell apart becauseof my
abusivefather. A good placetostart my story istojump right
intothemiddleof it when | was14, aturningpointinour lives.
At thetime, my father was45and my mother was32and avery
hot woman with long aubur n hair and misty green eyes. At
5'5" and 1001bs. with her 37-26-36 body sheawed peopleand
attracted attention likea super model.

| havetwosister s, twins, Pattieand Mattie, they had just turned
ten. They werealso great looking with auburn hair and green
eyeslike mom; their bodieswer eyounger versions of mom
and already developing cute, perky tits.

Fromthetimel wasthree, my father wasavery abusiveman.
Hewould goout all night and drink, comehomeand beat on my
mother, sstersand mejust becausehefdt likeit. Hehated the
world and took it out on us. But wehad tostay together because
he brought home a good paycheck asthe vice president of
production at the Overton-WellsFoundry herein South Philly.

When | wasninel saw my father whipping my mother with an
electric wire as she cowered in the corner of the twins
bedroom; hewascalling her adut and awhoreamongst other
names. Well, hedidn’t ssemecomeintotheroom; | jumped on
him and bit him hard in hisassand hehad to get threestitches.
Inthosedaysdoctorsdidn’t report most casesof abuse, so our
old man didn’t suffer any consequencesbesidesthebitel gave
him on hisbutt. When hegot back from thehospital, | got my
arm broken and twoteeth knocked out for helpingmom; mom
got beat again and then hebeat on thetwins. Mom mademetell
thedoctor that | had fallen downgtairssol wouldn’t report dad.
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Shefeared he'd just beat usup harder, and if hehad togoto
jail, wecouldn't afford tobewithout hispaycheck.

That iswhat it waslikefor years, and then | started lifting
weightsand taking martial artsclassesfrom ageten at the
local recreational center. | grew quickly and at thirteen, | got
my third degreeblack belt in karate, theart of fightingwith
theempty hand. | wasproud of my achievement and when | got
hometo show thefamily my new belt and certificate, | found my
father drunk again and yelling at mom about thetwinsbeing
whores like she was because they dressed in super short
miniskirtswith their panties peeking out. Thetwins' faces
wer ebleeding from themouth, and mom wascrying and her
nosewasbleeding.

| walked in and said, “ Hey, asshole, why don’t you try beating
onme, or areyou afraid I'll hit you back?”

Well hejumped up swinging at me; | let loose and creamed
him. M om screamed, shethought | had killed him when he
ended up sprawled on thefloor and not moving, but | had only
knocked him out. Hecametoand told metoget out, | told him
tomakeme. Hewent to hisbedroom and cameout with agun.
Hewasgoingto shoot me! | told mom to get thetwinstomy
room and lock thedoor. Shedid as| told her astheasshole
cocked theguntopoint it at meand it went off, hittingmeinthe
chest just inchesfrom my heart. Thecopsarrested him.

At histrial, hesaid thegun accidentally went off. Thejudge
believed him and wouldn’t hear anything from us, only from
him. Hegot timeserved (threemonths) and probation. Then
after about threemonths, hestarted again with thedrinking
and hitting. | hid hisgun and hetried to get meremoved from
thehousesaying | wasmolestingthegirlsand my mother. She
tried totel thejudgethat my father that wasdoingtheabusive
one, not me, but thejudgebéeieved him, and 14, | wasplaced in
acorrectional faculty for twoyears.

| wasrdeased tomy mother’ scareand told never tocomeback
or they would makeit hard on me. | was16 and homejust two
hours when my father camein and started on my sisters,
makingthem blow himright in front of me. M other said hehad
been raping and beating her and my sistersthewholetimel
was away. Hewas half drunk and didn’t even realize | had
gotten my camer aout and wastaking pictur esof him beating
my mother and sisters and shoving hisdick down Pattie’'s
throat. | told him | got it all on film and | wanted him goneor |
wasgoingtoseehisassinjail. Hetried to get thecamerafrom
me, but | wastoo strong and hecouldn’t do shit.

Heasked what | wanted; | told him hehad toleaveand sign over
hispaycheck tousand we d givehim an allowanceor I'dturn
over thepicturestothecops. That worked only for about a
week. Then, whilel wasout, hecameback and hit mom again,
and hurt her badly. Well, | flipped out and went after him. |
brokehim up good, both legsand hisright arm.

Mom washurt tothepoint shecouldn’t work, thetwinswere
tooyoungtowork and theassholedidn’t work becausel had
injured him too badly and hewent onto disability.

Sothat left metobringmoney intothehouse. | wasjust 16 but
bigand strong, sol went toalocal numbersrunner and got a
musclejob runningand collecting cash for him. | waspulling
about agrand aweek, working four or fivehour saday, six days
aweek. M om and thetwinsenjoyed thecash, thebillsgot paid
and our assholefather just sat theredoing nothing. Hehad no
money todrink becausel took hisdisability check and hegot
nothing from meor theothers.

When mom and thetwinsasked wherethemoney | wasmaking
camefrom, | told them not toworry about it. Father knewwhere,
but didn’t say shit for fear of getting histicket punched again.
| gavemom and thegirlsmoney, just enough toliveon because,
otherwise, they would buy drugs. Nomatter how much | tried to
stop them, they wer eincreasingly gettingintodrugs. | didn’t
know it at thetime, but mom waswhoring her self out to get
money for drugsfor herself and thegirlsand she gave dad
somemoney for hisalcohol sohewould shut up and not tell me
about thewhoring. Our homewasturningintoashit hole.

Then mom and thetwinsbegan getting very friendly with some
black gang guysdown theblock, someguys| didn't like. After
awhilel left theguysamessagenot tofuck with my family, or
else.Well, they didn’t carewhat | had to say; they wereagroup
of drug dealers and wer e getting them high on drugs and
fucking them whenever they pleased; my littlesisterswere
bar ely fourteen yearsold at that time. It got wor seand then one
day | found them on our front por ch, cranked up and half out of
their minds.

That next day | told my boss| couldn’t work for him any longer.
| had family businesstotakecareof and didn’t want anything
coming back to him because hehad arelationship with the
samegangthesedrug pushersworked for, sohecouldn’t be
involved. But hesaid if it worked out all right, I could come
back; | had ajob anytimel wanted it.

| still had my father’sgun and at about 3am that night there
wasashooting down thestreet, seven dealer swer edead and
their abandoned buildingwasbur ning. Thecopscouldn’t find
any per petrator stothecrime, but they weren't looking very
hard becauseall those dead assholeswer edrug dealersand
thecopswereglad toberid of them.

By then mom and thetwinswer etotal duts. | told themit had to
end. | didn’t allow them to have money. With themoney | had
saved, | got thefood, paid all thebillsand dealt with everything
inregardstothehouse. Mom cameto measking meto get her
high. 1 told her no. Then thetwinsdid the same, but still they
didn’t havethecash to get high likethey wer eused to doing.
Then | kept catchingthem sellingtheir bodiesto get drugs. |
had totakecharge!
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Onthat day | wassittingin thelivingroom watching TV with
our so-called father, when they all camein begging mefor the
cash sothey could all havetheir high. | said, not ever again
would they get high, drunk or anything else. If they wanted to
get arush then they could get down on their kneesand blow
me, get high on sex: becomemy duts, my whor es, my women.
They all threegot down and asked mehow | wanted them. | said,
“Free and willing. Not like some low life drug addict, just
needing afix likethispeaceof shit,” pointing at my father.

Hetold me, “ Gofuck yoursdf. If | had mylegs, I'd kick your
assout of my house.”

| said,“ You don’t haveahouse, you bum, you low lifescum bag.
| am theman of thishouse, and you area cocksucker if | say,
get mehard, prick licker, you will doit.”

Hespat in my faceand called meajerkoff; | told momtogoto
her room and get apink braand panty set that | knew shehad.

When shecameback, | sood up and walked over todad and told
him tolet mom put him in thebraand pantiesbecausethat is
what hewould bewearing from now on—forever. And if heput
up afuss, I'd makehim wear adressand takehim outside. He
tried tohit mebut | knocked him right back into hischair and
told him toput on hisbraand pantiesor I'd kill him. Hewas
surel had knocked off thosedrug dealer s, so helet mom put
them on him. | told mom to get out someof her pink ribbon and
makebowsto put in hishair. Mom laughed, " Sure, son, but his
hair istooshort toattach bows.” | went and got thecrazy glue
and | told her to gluethefucking bowsonto hishair, which
mom did. Then | pulled out my eleven-inch cock and said, “ Suck
my cock, panty boy bitch!” and pushed it into hisface, heyelled
but hehad been clearly defeated, sol pushed my cock into his
mouth and said, “ Now, suck meoff, sissy bitch, and if you bite
meor if | even feel theedgeof your teeth, I'll knock out every
toothin your mouth and then you will beabletogivegreat head,
asther€ snothinglikegettingablowjob froma‘gummer’ --a
guy with noteeth with just hisbaregumsto pleasureyou.” |
had lear ned all about gummer swhen | had been locked up.

| said tomy mother, “ You watch and lear n how a bitch sucks
her man off because you're next, mommy dear est, then the
twinswill lear n to suck meoff. All of you aregoingto makeme
alot of money by beingwhor esfor me.”

Father in hisbraand pantiesgot mehard; | pulled out and said,
“Mother, comehereand suck your son’scock.” | camein her
mouth and then madedad open hismouth somom could spit my
cum from her mouthintohis. | madedad keep my cumin his
mouth. | thought hewasgoingtovomit, but | told him if hedid,
I’d makehim scoop up hisvomit, eat it and swallow it.

After hedid swallow, | told him to suck mehard again. With
histimebeinglocked up, I’ m surehedid hisshareof sucking
off bigger stronger guys. He did as hewastold, and | had
Mattiecomeover and striptoher braand panties,and | fucked

her until shepassed out, then | madePattieget downtoher bra
and pantiesfor her turn. Shecamefour timesand wasbegging
menot tostop.

“Mother, it’syour turntobemy dut, get over hereand spread
your legsfor your son, your new man.”

Mom said, “ You can’t fuck me; I’'m your mother.”

I said, “1'll not only fuck you, but I’ [l knock you up, mommy,
and I'll put babiesin the bellies of the twinstoo. All of you
contributed tothishorriblelifel’vehad, but now | amin charge
and all of you will wear only brasand pantiesand bewhor esfor
me. It'spayback time. Dad alwaysbeat meharder and longer
than hedid any of you, and | alwaystried tohelp you but you all
wanted to stay away from meand not help me because you
thought dad would beat you even moreif you did help me. He
alwayscalled measissy and afaggot, well, now he' sthesissy
and thefaggot and you all are pigwhores, and you better be
good at it, or 1'll beat you all wor sethan dad ever beat you.

“You seethisworthless piece of shit you call aman,” | said
pointingtomy father. “Heisnot worth my time, but hewill
suck my cock if hewantsto eat regularly. And you threewill
becomemy women, you will carry my kids, and will servemy
needswhenever | want you to, isthat clear?”

All three shook their heads, yes. | said, “Isthat clear, you
fuckingbitches?” Their replywas,“ YES, SIRIWEWILL BE
YOURWOMEN.”

That night | fucked each of my women, starting with mom; |
had her cometobed with her palegreen pantied assgreased up
so | could fuck her asshole. She'd never had her assfucked,
but shedid that night, and duringthenight, | alsofucked her
cunt and madeher takeabigload down her throat. Thenext
mor ning mom cooked me a breakfast befitting aking. She
woreasilk nightiethat got mehard just watching her walk
aroundinit.| had mom bend over thetableand | took her again
in her pussy, mom wasavery happy woman from then on.

That night after dinner | had Pattiecometothemaster bedroom
wherel fucked her dowly and deeply. Shewasbegging meto
stop because shewasn’t protected and could get pregnant. |
said, “ Good, | want you knocked up with my kid, soeveryone
knowsthat you belong to me. And if thekid isa boy, you'll
dresshiminlacy pantiesand alittletrainingbrajust likeyou
wear, you skinny littlebitch. We'll all makehim abitch too!”

Pattieasked, “ You really goingtoknock up all three of us?”
| said“HELL,YES,1AM,ANDI'M GOINGTOKEEPYOU
PREGNANT, YOURBABIESWILL HELPPAY FOR YOUR
SINSAND THE SINSOF OUR FUCK ED-UPFATHER!”

“Why would you dothat, Frank? | thought you loved us.”
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“1 do, that’ swhy | am goingtokeep you bar efoot and pregnant.”

| fucked Pattielongand hard that night; shewasunconscious
about 4amwhen | went todeep. | wokeup at ten thenext day,
hungry and content, knowing my family wasgoingtobelongto
meforever. Mom wascooking breakfast again for meand the
twins, and father wasaskingtobefed. | told him to get off his
lazy assif hewanted to eat, hecould walk dowly, and heambled
over tome. | said, “1 loveyour pink panties, dad, now | need a
blow job, givemeone.” In pain, hegot down on hisdamaged
knees, fished out my cock and sucked meoff while Pattieand
my mother fed me. After heblew me, | had him keegpmy dick in
hismouth until I softened and then | pissed down histhroat,
assertingthat | wasnow thereal man of thehouse. Dad was
lear ning quickly; hegaveonevery good blow job; hehad taken
about ten inchesof medown deep in histhroat and bobbed his
head dowly until | came. Hedidn’t even complain about me
pissingin hismouth; then | knew for surethat hehad been a
real bitch whilehehad been in thesammer.

| kept them all prisonersin our own house, and once all of
them were safely off drugs, | went back to work running
number sand collecting. Eventually, | did get all threeof them
pregnant. Mom had another set of twin girls, which | had
suckingon thetip of my dick likeapacifier from thetimethey
wereborn, and then | started breakingthem in for fucking
them when they tur ned twowith mom right besdethem licking
their assholesand eating them out afterward. M om hasturned
intoareal cumdut (mine). | fuck them all just about every day
...my assholefather too! Sofar, over thelast fifteen years, my
sistershavegiven birth tofour kids, onegirl, and threeboys,
and all three boys are the cutest little panty-wearing sissy
faggotsyou haveever seen—and they aregreat money makers
too! Currently they aretwelve (Sandy), ten (Dana), and four
(Tiny). Wegavethem each anamethat could beeither agirl's
or aboy'sname, dependingupon whatever rolewewant themto
play on any given day. However, they dowear lacy lingerieat all
timesno matter if they arewearingboys' or girls clotheson
top. | had all the kids sucking cock early and immediately
started enlar ging their assholesand cuntswith dildostotake
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increasingly lar ger cocks. By thetimethey werefour, | could
fuck each of themin any orifice. They wereall MY whores. |
made good money, especially selling thelittlekidsfor sexto
rich guys. | just got threegrand from asissy queer who paid
methat to fuck four-year-old Dana. Thekidsareall great
money-makers. | had too becauseno onewantsmy old mom or
dad for sex, but | domakethem perform perver sesex actswhen
wehaveour little partieswith groupsof select customers.

Pattie stwelve-year-old Sandy can cum now, and last weekend
wehad him fuck my dad — hisgreat-grandfather! | now let
him fuck Pattie oncea month just to show himit'saman’s
right to show hismother who'shoss. By telling you all this, |
want you toknow that anythingispossibleeven if your lifeis
total shit, and if you need to cuckold your assholefather, just
get theupper hand and then blackmail him into submission.

By fintinman

My Cuckold Story

“Darling, have you seen my new pink panties? They were
heavily soiled, areal mess!” DarlaJenkinsasked her husband.
Sheknew full well what had happened tothem, having found
them theweekend befor ein theback cor ner of her hushand’s
closet, full of cum stains. At thetime, shehadn’t confronted
him with the evidence because shewanted to know mor e of
what wasgoing on with him and why hehad them, but now she
had alot moreinfor mation and many newfound suspicions.

“I ...gee, no, dear,” Don answered. “|’venoideawhat you did
with them,” hecontinued, hisfaceburningwith shame.

“Well, Donald, ear lier today, | saw them hidden in theback of
your closet and now they’regone. And they werefull of cum
stains. You jacked-off in them, didn’t you? And from theway
the cum stains were on the panties, my guessis you were
wearingthem.Am | right? Admit it, admit you'reawimp-- or
areyou apanty pervert? Or areyou going queer on me, huh?”

Don hunghishead, mortified beyond belief. Over thelast couple
of year s, hehad found it moreand mor edifficult tomakeloveto
hiswife, and hehad been for ced toendureDarla’ smocking,
accusing smirkseach timehetried tofuck her and hiscock
failed to stay hard long enough for pleasurable sex. At such
times, when it did go soft halfway through screwing her, she
madehim feel ashamed and horrible.

Sheisdim and elegantly proportioned with alovely faceand a
sexy, devilish smile-- a smilethat could tease and tantalize
you, but in abad situation that smilecould becomeamanhood
Killer used it tohumblehim -- without sayingawor d shecould
givehim alook that could makehisdick droop in an instant.
And just knowing she' d shoot him one of those grimacing,
toothy smiles was enough to kill hismood before he would

barely get started. And sheknowsshe' sabeautiful woman, so
it wasn't her fault.

But Don saw it differently: Hisgreatest fantasy centered on
gettingablowjob. Hewanted her todoit, but it wasyear ssince
shehad eventried. Sheloved sex, missionary-position sex; she
just didn’t likedoing weird stuff likethat.

When ‘normal’ sexwith her began tobeboring, Dom began to
have problemsstaying har d; hewanted moreadventure, and
most of all, hesmply wanted agreat blowjob oncein awhile. It
madehimwonder: For beingagood husband and provider, was
that toomuch toask?

Just looking at Dar laaround the house, especially when she
was dressing or undressing and down to just her lingerie,
excited him greatly but not enough to sustain that excitement
through themechanicsof fucking her -- and knowing how she
would makehim feel bad if hefailed, made sex with her real
work. But strangely, hebegan to be highly attracted to her
lingerie. Shewasvery sexual to him, but hisdisdain for sex
didn’t damper hislibido, and in someweird way hetransferred
hissexual interest in her to her lingerie. At secret moments,
he'd check out her dresser drawersand dirty laundry binto
touch her sexy silk, satin, and nylon lingerie, toy with the
sensuous fabrics in his trembling fingers and inhale her
womanly aromasfrom her unwashed gar ments. Then, likea
randy teenageboy, hewould get terribly excited and jack off
whilerubbingapair of pantiesover hisbody. Soon after, he
quickly advanced to actually wearing her pantiesin secr et
whilewanking himself silly.

Making matter swor se, whenever Don wasabletoget out of the
house, he'd put on apair of hiswife spantiesand secretly drive
totheadult theater intown. Hefound that jacking off in the
pantieswhilewatching a porno flick not only got him rock
hard with ease, hewould havethemost gloriousorgasmshe' d
ever had. Sometimeshiscum would spew right through the
thin panties and shoot as high astwo feet in the air before
splattering nastily on thefloor or theseat in front of him.

As his perverse attraction to her lingerie evolved, he still
wanted someoneto give him oral sex and heknew the porno
theater waspopulated with faggots; intheshadowsit waseasy
to seeoneguy getting ablowjob from another guy. It wasn’t
much of aleap for Dontowant togiveit atry -- evenif it meant
getting blown by another man -- after all --amouth isamouth,
right? Not much of adifference. Also, someof thosegay guys
werevery nicelooking and asfeminineasmany cutegirls. He
convinced himsdlf that having afemmy guy giving him head
didn’t makehim gay. Hewasn't goingto giveanother guy a
blowjob and hewasn’t goingtolet someguy fuck himintheass
--thosethingswerevery gay!

Darla had discovered those panties three days before and
watched them each day to seeexactly what hedid with them.
Then earlier on thisday, hereminded her it washisregular
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poker night with theboys, and ashewasin thebathr oom getting
ready, shechecked the pantiesand saw they weregonefrom
thecloset, sowhen heleft, shediscreetly followed him in her
car and saw him drivetotheadult theater. Shewassurehewas
wearingthepantiesand surehewasdoing somethinginside
therecother than just watchingthemovies. Jacking off? M egting
up with other guysand doing sex things? Shecould only guess.

So shejust went homeand waited for himtofinally return, and
that iswhen sheconfronted him.

“Well, Donald?|’m waiting for an answer. Can you explain
your actionsto me?” Darla glared, arms crossed, a stern
expression on her face.

“I...1 don't know what tosay,” Don sammered, which wasthe
truth ...what could hesay ... hehad noidea.

“ Sotdl me my darlingwimpy husband, did you wear my panties
tothepornotheater?” Darlaasked again.

“You ... you know about that?” Don asked, hisfaceturning
crimson again.

“Yes, baby. | know about you going there. Do you still have
thosepantieson right now? | saw you, Donald. After you lied to
meabout goingtoyour poker game, | followed you. | saw you go
intothat filthy theater, you liar! Sojust confesstome; I’'m not
all that angry, eventhough | haveeveryright tobe. I'mjust
horny for somegood sex and my husband isturningintoafag.
It lookstomelikeit’sthat smple. Isthat it, Don? Tell mewhat
you dothere and don’t you fucking DARE leaveanything out.”

“It’strue,” Donald admitted quietly, theshamesogreat now he
could hardly stand it, especially sinceat that very moment he
wasstill wearing those pantiesthat Darlawasasking about
and they held afresh batch of hissticky cum. Heliked wearing
them when they werefilled with hisslime. Ashestood there
accused and numb, hehad aflashback to hisshort history of
goingtothat theater:

It started out with him just jacking off intothepantiesashe
would watch themovieand knowing other guyswer egetting
blowjobsaround him, excited him further. Then, onenight, a
thin, blonde-haired stranger sat down next tohim. Eveninthe
dark, don could seetheguy wasonly about twenty and distinctly
femininein theway hemoved. Don had histrouser sdown around
his thighs and he was openly wanking. He hated being
interrupted, so hejust kept pulling on hispantied pud. The
strangeguy then undid hisown pantsand started jacking off
too. Don didn’t realizeit, but thelight from themoviescreen
wasbright enough that theman could seewhat Don waswearing
and he said, “Nice pink panties, you got there, sweetie!”
Another guy had never called him ‘sweetie!” Don wasn’t so
much embarrassed asexcited by thestranger’scomment. The
twoof them then settled down intoabout of mutual mastur bation
with theguy reaching over and fingeringthesilkinessof Don’s

panties, and that excited both the men even more. And the
moment Don started spurting into his panties, the guy
unexpectedly stood up in front of him and unloaded hiscum
onto Don’s panties too! That was the start of mutual
mastur bation with guysthat soon evolved intovariousstrangers
giving him apanty blowjob. Don rationalized that having a
blowjob through thepantieswaseven lessgay sincetherewas
no mouth-to-dick skin contact.

The deafening silence of the moment with hiswife glaring
down at him brought Don back tothepresent, knowing hiswife
wasexpecting somekind of explanation, hesputtered,“l ...I"ve
wornthem tothepornotheater. And I’'vecumin them,” he
confessed, hisvoicequiveringwith shame.

“And how often do you gotothetheater and do thingslike
that?You better tell methetruth or you'reout on your ass.”

“I may beout on my ass, anyway,” acontriteDonald mumbled
weakly, gauging just how much heshould admit to Darla.

“Not if you tell thetruth, Donald. | swear if you tell methe
truth about what you’ vebeen doing, | won’t throw you out. But
if | catch youin eventhesmallest lie, you'rehistory. ISTHAT
CLEAR, you weasdly littleprick?” Darlascreamed.

“YES!” Don hissed, startled by thevenom in hiswife svoice.
“I,um, | gothereonceaweek or twoor threetimes. | haven't
goneto my poker night for along time. Sometimes| leave
work early and gotherebeforel get home.”

“And you weretheretoday.” Donald nodded and whispered
something. “What?1 can’t hear you, faggot. Speak up!”

“Honey, I'm not afaggot! Yes, | said | wastheretoday,” Donald
answered louder, immediately regretting hisimpertinenceor
at least what hefelt sounded likeimpertinence.

“ And areyou wearingmy pantiesnow, Donald?’ Darlaasked.

“Uh-huh,” hewhisper ed, hishead down, thehumiliation of his
confession crushing him; yet, somehow, something about
telling Darlaabout it, something about unloading thissecr et
from hissoul wasexciting. Hefelt hiscock twitch in thewet,
cum-stained panties, and suddenly it wasgrowing.

“Takeyour pantsoff, Donald,” Darlasnarled. “ | want to see
what you look likeasa panty-wearing sissy.”

Srangely, Donald’ sembar rassment wasacting asa stimulant
to him, and as he slowly unbuckled hisbelt and opened his
pantstolet them fall tothefloor, heWANTED Darlato seehow
hard hiscock could get when doing something sexually exciting
likewearing her panties; hisshamewasnow exciting him too!

“My God, Donald, my pantiesareall WET! They'restained
with CUM!” shegasped. And then shebegan tolaugh. “ Oh,

Princess Extra #18 - Page 12



Donald, you pathetic little sissy. I sthat what you do there,
sweetie? You jack off and cum in my panties? Isthat why |
found them all sticky likethat in your closet? Or isthat cum
from doing queer thingswith another man?”

“Yes...and ... other men,” Donald said almost proudly. He
wanted her toknow hedid it becauseit washer fault because
sherefused to doit. Suddenly, with the emergence of a full
er ection, he seemed to becomemor edefiant.

“Wel, my littlepansy husband, if you don’t know what to say, |
do. Only alittleworm ... only asick faggot would even consider
wearing hiswife' spink pantiesand then get off on wearing
them! That’snot normal!

“Soyou liketogotothosepornoflicksagain, huh? | remember
when wewer edating you used totalk meintogoingtothose
dirty movieswith you; | let you know how much | hated them
andtold you | wouldn’t goback, they'redisgusting. That place
isfilthy, and thewhole scenemademefed dirty. But now, you
havestarted goingtothem, again, huh?’

Heshamefully admitted it with anod.

Shecontinued, “ So, when you'rethere, doyou let someguy
suck you off? You used to beg meto get down on thefilthy cum-
dimed floor of that dumpy theater and suck your dick. | tried
that onetime; it wasthemost disgustingthing | had ever done.
So, now, doyou want it sobadly that you have somequeer guy
suck you off? Therecertainly aren’t any women going into
thosepornofilmsthat | could ever see. Sotell me, doyou have
someguy suck you off? Suck you off whileyou’rewearing my
pink panties? TELL ME, GOD DAMN IT!” Darlascreamed,
her handson her hips, her glaring gazesofrightening Donald
wonder ed if hemight faint.

“I ...yes. | ... | have” he whispered, so ashamed now, so
humiliated, hewanted tocry. How had it cometothis? What
evil forceshad driven him to sodebaseand embar rasshimsdf,
hewondered. Yet it wastruewhat Darlawassaying.

“You havebeen WHAT ?” shescreamed.

“I’vebeen wearingyour panties...tothat theater ...and | jack
off or sometimes|’vebeen ... lettingmen ... letting them suck
meoff,” hewhimpered. Hismarriagewascrumbling and he
waspower lesstodoanythingabout it. “1’m sorry, honey. You
won't givemeablowjob, sol guess| wasjust sodesperate.”

Shesensed hewasclosetotears. “ Oh, Donald, you bastard; so
sex with meisn’t good enough? With meyou havealimp dick,
but with somestrangegay guy you get hard and shoot off in his
mouth ... soyou areturningqueer on me, aren’t you? Tell me,
dotheseguyswant you toreturnthefavor ? Haveyou alsobeen
sucking men’scocks, Donald? Or fuckingthem? Or letting
them fuck you?Haveyou? TELL ME,DAMNIT!”

“No, no! It’snot likethat. I’'m not afaggot. It doesn’t makeme
gay if aguy doesit tome. Amouth isamouth ... and whileaguy
doesit, I’'mthinking of you thewholetimeand imagineyou are
doingittome. | just need a blowjob oncein awhile, honey. To
me, it’smy favoriteway tocum, and sinceyouwon't ...”

“Don’t go blaming it on me, you son of a bitch! Sucking a
man’sdick isnot natural; that’ swhat pervertsdo. How did you
ever develop aneed for such afilthy act? And what madeyou
start wearingmy panties? You aresuch awimp. A normal man
doesn’t wear hiswife' spanties; |’'m sorry, but that isgay, such
afag!” Darlasighed.“ Don, thischangesour wholemarriage.
Doyou want adivorce?’

“Oh, no, honey, no! Never!”

“Well, by doingthingslikethis, | don’t know. I'd liketobelieve
you, but how many women in asimilar situation doyou think
would goalongwith somethinglikethat? M ost ever yonewould
think it’spretty fuckingweird.

“But, doyou knowwhat?1 don’t think | really want adivorce
either. In all other ways, wehaveawonderful life, soarewe
goingtolet sex messit all up between us? Soyou'renot satisfied
with our sex life. Well, | don’t likeit either! But my trust in
you hasbeen badly shaken. | gottathink about this.

“Comehere, Don,” shecooed. “ Sit next tome. Right here. On
thebed. Weneed totalk about this,” shesaid, patting thespot
next toher at theedgeof themattress.

Don walked over to hiswifeand dumped down next to her.

“Inthink you can under sand why I'm soupset with you. We're
supposed tohaveamarriage. Asyour wife, I’ m supposed tobe
enough for you. What’ swrong with fucking? What’ swrong
with fuckingme? That’sM Y favoriteway tohavesex,andit’s
what married peopledo.

“1f you wish to savethismarriage, Donald ... if you wish to
remain livingin thishouse, you must tell meeverythingyou
have been doing. EVERYTHING, Donald. Is that clear?
Otherwisel’ll throw your faggot assout on thestreet and take
you for every penny you ever had or will havefor aslongasyou
canimagine. Now, fessup, swestie. Tell mommaall about what
abad-d-d-d-d littleboy you’ vebecome,” Darlasaid lightly.

“That’sit, honey, just what | told you ... blowjobsthat’sall.
Guysdoittome; | don't doittothem. That’sall.”

Darlanodded her head like sheaccepted it asfact. “ OK, I'll
accept what you admitted at facevalue. Theboth of ushavealot
of thinkingtodo. L et’scontinuethisconver sation after we' ve
had timetodigestit all.”

In bed that night, Donald madeamoveto hug her and perhaps
try tostart tohavesex with her, but shepushed him asideand
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said sheneeded some spaceat that moment. Then, asshelay
thereawake, shebegan tothink about hersdlf ... shehad been
dissatisfied with their sex lifenot just for monthshbut for the
last few years. Now realizing that her husband had somesexual
interest in other men, shedid wonder just how gay hewas, but
hewasn’t admittingtoanything else. Hewasher husband, she
told her self; sheshould trust him and takehisword for it. But,
strangely, her thoughtsbegan goingin another direction, like
her husband havingthisneed for oral sex that shedidn’t want
tosatisfy but hecould besatisfied by other men ... hm-m-m-m-
m ... thinkingabout it spun her mind off intoanew direction ...
she began thinking about her own sexual needs. Darla
fantasized ... sincehewasso selfish and cheatingon her ... she
wonder ed what it would beliketo cheat on him ... or better yet,
not to cheat on him but to openly have sex with other men with
him knowingall about it.

DonwasOK asalover, or at least hehad been longago, hewas
nolonger giving Darlathekind of sex ahot woman like she
needed. Shehad him at agreat disadvantage; sheknew heowed
her bigtimefor what hehad been doing behind her back. She
could getalotinreturn ... but havingmorestraight sex with
himwhen it wasn't really all that special ... wasn't what she
wanted. But sex with other men ... that almost immediately
excited her ... hm-m-m-m. So shefantasized about it and soon
sheknew shewanted todoit, and sheimmediately began moving
inthat direction, creating aplan of action asshewent along.

That next night, Don approached her likea puppy dogwanting
to make up. Asthey hugged and kissed, she hinted at how
much fun it might betohaveanother personin bed with them -
- another man. “ Sinceyou can get off by aman, | think I'd like
totryit with another mantoo...interesting, huh?” Don paused,
and then just shrugged hisshoulders. “ And, honey, sinceyou
liketohaveoral sexdoneon you; | think | might likethat too.
Tinaand someof my other friendssay it’ sthegreatest, even
better than fucking. Go down on me, baby, eat my pussy. You
usedtodoit at times. | know | wasalwaysabit uptight about it
with my strict Baptist upbringing, but I’ vebeen changing, and
I"'m quickly becoming much more open-minded. And your
cheating on mehasopened my eyesin new ways. Godown on
me, put on apretty pair of my pantiesand eat my cunt, sissy!”
Shesaid it with her hand on hispenisand shesmiled to her self
asshefelt hispenisquickly erect. Shegiggled asshe pushed
him out of bed and pointed tothepanty drawer of her dresser.

Hesnapped off thelight on thesidetable. Shefigured hewasa
bit embarrassed to put on the pantieswith her watching so
intently. But when hegot tothedresser, hefound hehad toturn
it back on sohecould seewhat hewasdoing and pick out apair.
Not wantingto appear freaky about it, hesimply took thepair
of pantieson top of the pilethemoment heopened thedrawer.
Hetur ned to snap off thelight again, but Darlasaid, “ Oh, no,
honey, leavethelight on. | want to seemy man in my panties!”

Blushingfurioudy, Don unfurled the pantiesand stepped into
them. They wer epalelavender with whiteribbon and lacetrim.

Anticipatingthislineof action, Darlahad placed those panties
on top, oneof her nicest pairs, hoping she'd get him towear
them, and now hewasrather clumsily didingintothem, trying
todoit quickly, surely out of embar rassment. Shewhistled; he
blushed moreand jumped back intobed and under thecovers.

“You look good in girly panties. | think you should wear them
all thetime. I’'m sureyour sissy boyfriendswear their fancy
panties24/7.1 just might makeyou intomy lesbian lover and
then get real men to sexmeup when | need agood fuck!”

Asthey lay beside each other, shekissed him and fondled his
tight butt through thepanties... then shewanked on hispenis;
hewasso hard shethought hewould cum any moment, soshe
let go of him and said, “ OK, my sissy panty boy, my lesbian
lover, or whatever you are... get down between my legsand
pleasureme.”

Donwasnow wearingthat clean pair of her light pur plepanties
with her watching him eat her pussy ... and it felt great! She
was truly letting herself go and for thefirst time, she was
enjoying having her cunt eaten out like never before. Her
cheating husband had made it easy for her to dump her
inhibitions and outdated religious beliefs. She was now
thoroughly enjoyingit. After she came once, she made him
stay down thereuntil sheclimaxed threemor etimes; then she
told him tostop becauseher pussy wassoraw that shecouldn’t
stand anymor e. Hecameup exhausted and put hishead on the
pillow. Shesaw hisfaceglisteningwith her pussy juicesand
laughed. Heasked if hecould fuck her now.

“Oh, no, honey; I'm much too sore. Why don’t you just jack
your self off intomy panties?’ Don nodded, grabbed hispenis
and started torub. “ Oh, no, no, no, honey, get out of bed. Sand
up and doit for me; let mewatch you pull on your willy until you
juicemy pantieswith your cum. | want toseeyou doit!”

Embarrassed or not, Don wasprimed toplacateher in any way;
so, sheepishly, hestood up and in theglareof thelight onthe
nightstand hemassaged hispenisthrough thosesissy purple
pantieswith tear sof shameleaking out of theedgesof hiseyes
and thesmél of maleprecum per meatingtheroom, but hewas
ableto concentrateenough to simethose sweet pantieswith
surprisingly few strokes. Hethen started to takethem off.

“Oh, no, baby, keep my pantieson; you look so sweet in them.
K eep them on with your juicein them. You said your self that
you likedoingthat. You baptized those pantieswith your cum,
and you know, after ababy isbaptized they don’t wipetheoil
and water off her forehead; they leaveit onfor all theworld to
seethat sheisanew member of thechurch ...inthesameway
leavethose pantieson for thenight sol can look over at any
timeand what asissy pantywaist you are... seeand fed you in
my smelly, crusty, cummy panties... you'reasissy, Don. You
are! Now get in bed but not under thecovers; | want my little
pansy hubby right herefor meto seewhenever | want!”
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Donwasin nomood to go against her wishes. Sohedid what
she asked. Since he was following her lead with little
complaining, shewondered if hehad told her everything? She
almost didn’t care. Evenif hewasdoingother thingswith other
guys. Sheknew she' d find out soon enough.

Inthemor ning, shewokehim up by saying, “ Takethem off,
Donald. Takeoff your panties,” Darlasnapped.

Donald did, strippingthepantiesdown over hiscock and balls,
over hisknees, and then to hisanklesand off.

“Givethemtome,” shecommanded, holding out her hand.

Donald draped thewet pantiesacr ossDar la’ shand, and then
waited to seewhat shewould donext.

“Good, now gotomy dresser again and get aclean pair of my
pantiesand put themon.”

Intheglareof theearly morninglight, hehurriedly complied,
yanking open her panty drawer and pulling out thefirst pair
her grabbed -- abright pink pair with littler oseson them and
shocking red lace around thelegs. As soon as he got a good
look at thesissy pantieshethought about putting them back
and finding a less faggy looking pair, but he knew she was
watching him and amovelikethat would makehim look even
wor se, like he wasn't satisfied with the color or style-- he
wished he wasn’t looking like such a wuss in front of his
demandingwife. Pink or not, hehalfway jumpedintothepanties
toget them on quickly and then returntosit ontheedgeof the
bed next toher.

“Nice, baby,” shecooed, “ my fancy pantiesin bright pink look
great onyou, look sonatural onyou.” Shewasholdingthestill
dightly damp pair of purplepantieshehad just taken off. He
stared at her asshetouched thepantiesto her nose, sniffing
them, theunmistakable scent of malecum filling her nostrils
asher hooded gazeglared at her husband.

“Comecloser, Donald,” shesaid menacingly. Hedid. “ Now
lick them. Lick thecum from them, Donald.” Hestared at her,
abit shocked at her command, but heknew it wasacommand
and not arequest. Hetook adeep breath and began licking his
cum out of thepanties.

Hehad tasted hisown cum before. Asateenager, hetried it
sever al timesafter mastur bating -- what teen boy hasn’t? So
heknew thetaste, and just to keep thingsassmooth aspossible
with hiswife, hedid it. Sure, it wasstinky and dimy and smelly
... but hewanted to keep peacewith her, whatever theprice. He
did wonder whereall thiswasgoingtoend.

With onehand on hisdlinky panty-clad butt and her other
hand on hismor ninghar d on through thefresh pair of perfumed,
gleaming pink panties, sheplayed with him asshewhispered
withatauntingtonein her voice.“ Youlikeit, don’t you, Donald?

Lickingcum out of your pantiesand memasturbatingyouin
thisnicesissy pair of very pink panties. You likeit all, loveit
infact, don’t you, Donald?” Darlapurred.“All that nasty cum
... all sticky on your face... likethis,” shesaid, mashingthe
cummy pantiesall over hisface, smearing hisdimeon hislips
and cheeks.

“No! They'resostinky! Honey, please, nomore. I’'m not gay. |
want you, not somegay guy in apornotheater blowingme; |
only did it because... because...”

“Oh, god, Donald, smply becauseyou’ reon thereceivingend,
doyou actually think what you dowith another guy isn’t gay
sex? Tell mewhat will happen when somebig guy approaches
you, smacksyou around and for cesyou to suck him off?You
don'’t think that could ever happen? Therearesomepretty
scary and mean guyshanging around that creepy theater. Then
if that happensareyou goingtotell meit wasn’t gay to suck
him off becauseyou wer eforced intoit?”

All thewhile shehad been talking to him, shewasjacking on
hiscock through hispantiesand hisdick wasamazingly hard.
Then suddenly, hemoaned, hisexcitement boiled over and he
let loosewith threestrongjetsof jism that shot right through
thepantiesand landed on her barethighs.

“WhyyoulittleSHIT!” Darlalaughed. “ Soyou'renot afag,
huh? Shooting your cum all over your panties; | haveafeding
that my hand could havebeen someugly old guy’ shand wanking
on you and you would havegotten just asexcited. Now look at
thedimeyou shot all over me, get down hereand clean it up!”

Hedidn't challengeher assumption and didn’t eventry totell
her that he d rather not doit; hewasshamed intoit. Don dropped
tohiskneesand immediately began licking hisgoo off Darla’'s
legs. Above him, hiswifestared down at him with that man-
Killing smile of hersasshe continued to smear hisneck and
cheekswith the soiled panties.

“Good boy,” shesaid, pattinghim onthehead likeapuppy. “My
good littleboy L 1K EStoeat cum, don’t you, snookums? So bad
...S0nasty. He'd just wuv to eat somenasty old hot cum out of
mummy’spussy after amean old man fucksher, wouldn’t he?”

It wasshameful, but Donald’ scock remained hard, and when
Darlasaw it shetold him what shewanted next. “ Listen, Donald.
You haven't satisfied me sexually for alongtime, if ever, yet
hereyou arein my panties, cumming repeatedly and still hard
enough togofor another round ... soknow what | think?” He
looked at her questioningly. “ | loveyou, maybenot for fucking,
but for everything elseabout our life, sol’vegot asolutionin
which you can get your jolliesand | can get minetoo.”

“What ... what areyou goingtodo, Darla?”

“Why, I'm goingtolet other men fuck me, of course... lotsof
other men.And then |I’'m goingto haveyou eat meafterward.
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I"'m goingto straddleyour faceand smother you in hot cum
from strange cocks, Donald. And if you’reVERY good, I'll
consider having you suck on my lover sto get them niceand
hard sothey areready tofuck meagain. Would you likethat,
Don?” shecooed, likea cutesy teenagegirl comingup with a
bright ideafor a school project.

“I ...oh, gees, honey ... 1 don’t want you fucking other men,
darling,” hemoaned.

“Well, sinceyou liketodancearound in my pantiesand jerk
off wearingthem, or let somedegeneratesuck you off through
them, | thought you’ d lovetheidea. Thisway you don’t haveto
strain your self totry to perform for me; you can just lieback
andrelax all dressed up in silky lingerieand watch areal man
screw me, aman whowantsto screw memor ethan anything
elseintheworld! If you don’t likeit, it’ sjust too bad.

“You started this, Sissy boy, soit’smy turn now to plan our sex
lives. But don’t worry; I'll seetoit that you can haveall the
pantiesand pretty lingeriethat you heart can desire.”

This is my life: Wearing a
lacy bra and panties, with
my wife's dirty panties on
my head, as she forces
me to suck off her men
friends. It's what a
panty-wearing sissy
does for love!

He shook hishead and grimaced like it was painful just to
think. Hehad noanswer s, just questions, but hewasn't about
toask her for anymor edetailsof what shewasthinkingup.He
did under thecoversandtried toget alittlemoredeep, alittle
deep often helped solvealot of problems, even though hedidn’t
think thiswould beoneof them.

Then, that weekend, Don sat meekly tothesidewatching as
hisbeautiful wifegot dressed togo out without him. Regar dless
of whereshewasgoingor possibly goingtobedoing, it excited
him to see her dressing, especially dressing for sex, like she
used todofor him year sago. Shehad on her sexiest panties, a
pair of high-waisted black brief-stylepanties, trimmed in white
lace, ashort pink tennisskirt with ablack belt, adlinky pink
tank top with alacy black brashowingthrough thethin fabric
and apair of whitetennisshoes.

“Whereareyou goingtogo, Darla?” heasked.

“Toget you your cum, darling,” sheanswered with agiggle,
her pussy achingwith thethought of what shewasgoingtodo.
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“ Sex with astranger, doyou think that’swisetodo. You haveit
wrong, honey; | don’t need that,” Donald said weakly, cautioudly.

“1 think I'll go over tothebar at theHyatt. I'veheard it is
always loaded with good-looking businessmen traveling
through and ready to pick up anicegirl like me. Now, look
who's talking about how unwise it is to have sex with
strangers!” That comment bounced around in hishead asshe
took alast look at herself inthemirror and then left.

Four hourslater, shewalked in thedoor alittletipsy but with
ahugesmileof satisfaction on her face. She pulled Don away
from theTV, pushed himinto bed and sat on hisface. Hetried
talkingand resisting, but shewasn’t talking just demanding
with her attitude. Heasked about who shehad fucked and she
barely mumbled afew wor ds. Poor Donald didn’t even know
whothelucky fucker had been. All heknew wasthat hewas
now eatingthestringy, warm cum from hiswife' spussy and
shewasmoaning in ecstasy with hiscuntlapping skills.

Hethought that might satisfy her for awhile, but then, thenext
night, hesaw her get dressed againin all black lingerieand a
dlutty miniskirt with a see-through top that showed off her
black bra. Heasked, “ Gees, swestie, areyou going out again
tonight?” Hisdowntrodden expressontold her hewasn't happy
about it. “Whereareyou going, honey” hebegged toknow.

“Why thesame placeyou go, darling. I’'m goingtogotoyour
movie theater. And I’m going to suck and fuck strangers,
Donald. But don’t worry. | won’t beout toolate. Thecum will
still be warm when it leaks out of my pussy and into your
mouth,” Darlasmirked.“And don’t you DARE jackoff into
your pantiesuntil | get home. By theway, how doyou likethose
nicesilky panties| bought for you? Really nice. Cute. | bet you
lovethem; all cum eater sshould wear panties. But, Donald, if
you cum in your pantiesbeforel get back, I'll spank your
sorry asswith my dressbelt until it bleeds. Under sand, pansy?”

“Yes, Darla,” hewhispered. Hiscock wassohard it ached. He
had toadmit that heliked hiswifein adominant role. Shewas
so sexy that way, but hehoped thisfascination she had would
end. Hedearly loved her and didn’t want adivor ce; in divor ce
court everythingwould comeout ... hiswearing panties... his
getting blowjobsfrom queersat thetheater. Both hisfamily
and hisemployer couldn’t handlethat! He d loseboth of them!
Shehad him over abarrel and they both knew it. But making
him eat her pussy after she had sex with strangers was
somethinghehad hoped would beavery rarehappening. Hedid
becauseshedemanded it; shewasgiving him payback and he
knew hedeserved beingtreated like shit for being so unfair
and unfaithful toher.

But goingtotheadult theater that heknew shehated didn’t
make sense. Why there? He guessed shewasjust trying to
thor oughly humiliate him and not because shejust needed a
good fuck. Hehoped her littlegamewould soon end. Wasshe
REALLY goingtogototheporntheater ? By HERSEL F? Shit!

Thementherewould beon her likemaggotson adead body. He
could imaginewhat they’ d try todotoher. Would shelet them?

Thehourspassed dowly ashesat waiting for Darlatoreturn.
Shehad left around 6:00 and now it wasgetting dark outside.
Theclock had chimed ninetimesafew minutesago, and Donald
wasbeginningtoworry. Then hesaw theflash of headlights
pullingintotheir driveway. Hewasconfused and nervous, he
didn’t know how he'd react to whatever she had done. As
instructed, hewaswearingthelingerie Darlahad told him to
wear whilewaitingfor her ...ablack bra, black garter belt and
stockings, and a pink full slip and matching panties ... the
small black bra had been madefor heavyset littlegirlsjust
blossoming out, but on him, it held hispudgy titsnicely inside
itslacy confines.

Donald waited in the bedroom ashe heard the garage door
open, listened asthecar motor stopped, and then heard the
kitchen door open whilethe garagedoor began toclose. His
cock hard now, Donald held his breath, listening as Darla
clinked a few ice cubesinto a glass. After an eternity, she
appeared in the doorway of the bedroom. Donald’s mouth
dropped open ashestared at her.

“What’sthematter, baby? Didn’t you believemewhen | told
you wherel wasgoing?”’ Darlasmirked. Shewasatotal mess.
Her blondehair wasstreaked and it looked likegobsof thick,
whitecum! Her tank top wasdirty and ripped. Shereeked of
cum, and asshewalked toward him, Donald could smell the
familiar scent of sweaty, unclean men on her.

“Kissme, Donald,” Darlasaid, leaning down to her husband,
grasping hiscock in her fingersthrough his panties as she
french kissed him. Hecould tasteman cumin her mouth.“1’ve
been savingthat for you, Donald. | droveall theway homejust
after givingsomeold bum ablowjob and held asmuch of it asl
could in my mouth just for you.”

“Oh, shit!” Donald gasped, nervoudy twitchingasasmall gob
of cum erupted from hispenisand into hisnew panties. The
stain would wash out but hismental imagewould last forever!

Darlafelt thecum pumpinginto hispanties. “ Gees, Donald,
you areareally big sissy aren’t you, creaming your panties
likethat? If you likeman cum somuch, webetter get you fixed
up with asupply right fromthesource!” shegiggled, smearing
his cum over the front of his panties and then putting her
cummy hand up to hisfaceand having him lick it clean.

“If you think so, honey,” hehissed, knowing that’swhat she
wanted to hear. She pointed to atrail of simethat tracked
across her face, and hedutifully slurped it up. Shealready
thought hewasa sissy faggot sowhat differencedid it make
now?Hehad nodesrefor adivor ce; thiswasall soweird but ...

“1 havemore, Donald. | brought you a souvenir. Look,” she
said, holdingup aused rubber. It wasfull of cum, and asDonald
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stared at it, Darlabegan to slowly tip thecontentsof theused
scumbaginto hismouth.

“Oh, no-0-0-0-0!" Donald moaned but heswallowed it.

“| bet that wasgood,” Darlateased. “| found it on thefloor of
themen’sroom. | havenoideawholeft it therebut you don’t
care, doyou, sissy boy?”

“You kiddingme?” Donald cried in shock.

“I wouldn’t dothat. Girl Scout truth! Keep eatingit, babe,”
Darla snapped, squeezing the base of the rubber tightly
together, then running her fingers down the length of it,
drainingapuddleof cumfrom therubber into Donald’ smouth.

“Oh, please, honey, no more, no-0-0-0!” he hissed, but she
shushed him and insisted that heeat it all up.

“Poor baby. Sohot ... sodepraved. Comingagain already, are
we, Donald?” Darlalaughed, squeezing hisprick, fedingthe
thick cum collecting around hiscock insidethe panties.

“Oh ...oh...oh!” Donald moaned, hiscock spurtingagain as
Darlateased and laughed at him.

“Since you like that so much, taste this, dear,” she said,
crawling ontothebed. Pushing Donald down onto hisback.
She stood above her husband’s face; her sopping panties
drenched with cum. “ Suck me, Donald. Suck thecum frommy
panties, then pull them asideand swallow all of it.”

Darla lowered her crotch to her waiting husband’s face,
smearingthegooey messall over hislipsheforesettlingdown
onto hismouth. Donald dutifully lapped thethick, wet cum
from her panties, fedlingit all over hisface, on hislips,andin
hismouth. Asquickly ashecould, hetugged at theedge of the
pantieswith histeeth, pullingthem aside, freeing Darla’ scunt
holefrom thecaptivity of thepanties. And then hewasdrinking
it, drinking rivers of hot, dirty, nasty cum from her cunt,
suckingit, tastingit and eatingit.

“Holy shit! I'macumdut,” hethought tohimself ashedevoured
thesticky dirtiness. How could | bedoingthis!

“Donald, my little pansy, you do eat me so fucking good; I'll
giveyouthat. You doknow howtopleaseagir| with your mouth
and tongue. But you'resuch anasty dut. Eating your whoring
wife spussy after it’sbeen fucked by two nasty old strangers.
Shameon you, sissy boy. Haveyou no self-respect, doyou?”

“NO!"” hemoaned, pushing histonguefurther upinsidehis
wife’'scunt, wallowing in thefilth of the nasty river of cum
flowingover hislipsand intohisperverted mouth. “ | loveyou
and I'll bewhatever kind of husband you want metobe,” he
moaned from somewheredeep in her crotch.

“Thenyou'll lovethis, too,” Darlasaid, suddenly taken with a
new way tohumiliateher hushand. Slowly, leisurely, shebegan
torelax. And then she pissed, directly into Donald’smouth.

“HMMMM!” Donald cried out, pressing hismouth even har der
against her pussy, tastingwhat shewasdoingto him, making
him feel even morelikea pervert engulfed in hiswife' spiss
and thefilth and cum of strangers.

Darlabacked away from hisfacewhile continuingto pissall
over hisface. “ You likethat, too, faggot?” shesmirked.

Hedidn’t answer, only gasped and licked at thestream shewas
sprayingall over hisface, her cunt movingaroundinacircle,
drenchinghim ashelet her splatter him with her golden flow.

Abovehim, Darlagiggled madly. Shefelt asthough shemight
begoinginsaneand believed Donald alr eady had. What man
would drink pissfrom acunt that had been recently fucked by
strangemen? W hat kind of man would allow hiswifetogo out
and GET fuckedin thefirst place? And what kind of man would
suck up thecum drippingfrom hiswife sfreshly fucked pussy
if hewasn't mad ...insane... truly sick?

“But | don’t care,” sheheard hersdlf saying aloud.
“What darling?’ Donald asked.

“Nothing, worm. Keep drinking my piss. And whileyou'reat
it, | think you'd better clean out my asshole, too. A lar geblack
man fucked methere, and | think you need toeat that, too, don’t
you, Donald?”

“Oh, please, no!” Donald moaned.
“Just shut up and doit.”

His throbbing cock was not going down. This was all so
demeaning, but strangely exciting. Darla moved up, still
dribbling pissdropletsacrosshisface, holding her asscheeks
apart for him, for hislicking, sucking mouth. And then she
feltit ... histonguein her asshole, probing, sucking, tasting
thecum drainingfrom her there. God thiswaswonder ful! Her
husband wassuch asick puppy, and shewasasdarkly evil as
hewassick. Sheloved this... abusing him thisway, just asthe
menin thetheater had abused her. And they wer ejust beginning
thisnew marriagerelationship they now had started ....

Thenext day, a Satur day, Darlawokeup still wearingtheblack
pantiesfrom her mar athon sexingthenight befor g; they were
asticky, smelly mess, but sheliked thefeelingthat reminded
her constantly of all thegreat sex shehad just hourshefore.
Shetold Dontodressin hisnew lingerieagain. “ | want you to
wear lingerieall thetimenow, my littlepantywaist, even under
your clothestowork.Also, | haveasurprisefor you, Donald,”
shesmirked.
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“What?” heasked.

“You havenoright to ask meanything, you'remy sissy sex
davenow. Just goget your pudgy assin apair of your new pink
pantiesand that niceblack teenageA-cup braand thigh-high
stockingsl| got for you. For get thedip for today. Now M OVE!”
Darlasnarled, noticingacar pullingintothedriveway.

Donald scamper ed off towar d thebedr oom, asDar lawent to
greet her sister and her husband beforethedoor bell rang.

“Sowhat’sup, sis?” Tinaasked her sister.

“Youwon't believeit, sis,” Darlasaid, ushering Tinaand her
husband Carl intothelivingroom. “Well, I'm ready tojoin
your littlesex group.Asl told you on the phone, I’'m now open
toall kindsof new sex things, and I’ m now ready tojoin your
wife-swapping group or whatever you call it, but | don’'t know if
you guysareready for me!”

“That’sgreat. Of course, we' reready for anythingthat you're
up for. Don too? Will hejoin ustooor just you?” Tinaasked.

“Oh, h€e'll join us, but inavery special way.”

“Well thentell us,” Carl said, grinning seductively at Darla.
They had been fuckingaround with other couplesfor over two
year sand had repeatedly been asking Darlatojoin them.

“Wadll, you see, Donald ... thelittleprick hasbeen wearing my
pantiesand goingtothat pornotheater on thesouth sideto get
blowjobsfrom other guys. | caught him at it, and now thelittle
fucker ismy sexdave. He Il doanything | want, Tina,and | do
mean anything. | want thethreeof ustousehim today. | want
you tobeasnasty aspossiblewith him, especially you, Carl. |
want you tofuck him, and tocomein hismouth and all over his
face. Hell, you both can even pisson himif youwant to ... he
lovesit all. Believeme.”

“You’'vegot tobekidding!” Tinalaughed. “ Donald? Pudgy
littleDonald, one of themost successful accountantsin town?
A gay sex dave?”

“Well hedoeshavenicefat lips,” Carl grinned. “Hell, hecan
suck my dick if hewantsto. Thelittlefucker probably givesa
pretty good blow job, you know?”

“Why Carl,” Tinateased. “ Areyou’reintomen, too, darling.”

“Héll, I’mintogettingmy cock sucked,” Carl laughed. “ Don't
much giveashit whodoesit. Lipsarelips, baby. And ablowjob
isablowjob. | don’t havetofucking L OVE somebody tofuck
‘eminthemouth.”

“Well let’sgo seehow thelittlesissy performson areal cock
then,” Darlagiggled.

Thethreewalked down thehallway towar d Dar la’ sbedroom. In
the doorway Darla said, “Donald? Are you dressed as |
instructed yet?”

“ Almogt finished, sweetheart,” hecalled out.“ I’'m just snapping
thestockingstothegarter belt.”

“That’sgreat, Donald, becauseyour surpriseishere” Darla
sang out, opening the door, leading Carl and Tinaiinto the
master bedroom.

Donald turned and saw hissister and brother -in-law staring at
hislingerie-clad body and hishumiliation instantly became
complete. Hisfaceturned crimson, and he could certainly not
domuch tohidehisfemininecostume, even though hetried to
cover hiscock with hishands.

“Gee, Don, you suredolook pretty asafag,” Carl laughed.
“Asissy fag, too, baby,” Tinagiggled.

“And he'sacocksucking sissy fag,” Darlasmirked. “ Aren’t
you, baby.”

“I...1...0oh, shit,” Donald gasped, dumpingtothebed, hisarms
at hisside, thor oughly beaten.

“Hey, littlebuddy, it’sokay,” Carl said, walking over tothe
bed. “ Actually, you'rekind of cute. Hell, all you need thereisa
fuckingwigand alittlemakeup and you’ d almost becuteenough
tobeahooker.”

“Nothanks,” Donald said sarcastically.

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

“I...I'msorry, baby. It'sjust that ... that ....”
“That WHAT?" Darlasnapped.
“Nothing,” Donald said, hanging hishead meekly.

“That'sbetter. I'm only doing thisfor you, Donald.” Darla
pointed toher panties. “ Sorry for how | look, but | had quitea
night of sex and my pantiesarewor sefor wear. Hold on asec
whilel change. Get meafresh pair of panties, Don.”

Sill shamed tothecore, hescampered over to her dresser and
got out aclean pair of pale pink pantiesand helped her step
into them without being asked. Darlatook her stinky, sex-
sodden black nylon pantiesand pulled them over her hushand’s
head. “ L et’ shidethisugly faggot facewhilehetendstous,”
shegiggled, causing Carl and Tinatolaugh too.

Then, without explaining anythingto Donald, Carl and Tina
both walked over to Darlaand began kissing and hugging her.
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Carl fondled Darla’'s breasts as Tina ran her fingers over
Darla'sfresh pink pantied pussy.

Without even looking at her husband, Darlatold him, “ Tina
and Carl belongtoalittleopen sex group and wearegoingto
jointhem. 'l fuck and suck whomever | want and you, my dear
pantywaist, will be our lingerie clad maid ready to service
anyonein any way they want. Now, you' regoingtowatch asthe
threeof usfuck each other. But first, your job isto get Carl
niceand hard for him to fuck me, and afterwards, you can
clean usup. OK, sweetie?”

Donald wanted tosay, “ Dol havetoo?’ But heknew that would
only get themin troubleand big, strong Carl who already had
his hard cock out and was stroking it up. Carl’s cock was
huge, almost twiceaslargeasDonald’s, and that madehim

feel all that much moresubmissive. Carl grinned at Donald,
and stupidly, Donald grinned back.

“Turnyou on, buddy?” Carl asked softly. Donald choked up
unabletospeak. “ Then suck it, pal,” Carl said, walking over
tohim. Donald looked at the cock, inchesfrom hisfaceasCarl
moved closer, so closenow Donald could fed theheat from the
cock on hisface. And then hewasdoingit ... hewassucking
the cock, slathering spit all over it, accepting his fate as a
panty boy sissy cocksucker. And sur prisingly, hefelt hisown
cock growingvery hard ashelicked and sucked.

“Didn’t | tell you?” Darlasaid to Tina. Thetwowomen were
fondling each other asthey enjoyed the sissy blowjob show!
Tinatold her sgter that shehad ahugestrap-on dildothat they
would both loveusingtobutt fuck Don.
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