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For about ten years, I was the leader of a Cub Scout troop in my home town. This was not long before the change to mixed sex, so it was all boys. Now I have to be honest: although I wanted the best for my boys, the main motivating emotion for doing this voluntary job was that I’m seriously attracted to boys of that age, and I knew I would have opportunities for at least seeing naked boys, though I had no idea if I’d be able to have sex with any. But as it turned out, there were several completely willing boys, some of whom came with previous experience attached. This is the story of my first Cub Scout.
I’ll call him James, though that of course isn’t his real name, as I don’t want to embarrass him now he’s an adult. I first noticed him about three months after I’d begun as a volunteer leader. The role was enjoyable in many respects, not just being with cute boys: many were eager to learn and full of fun, making me laugh almost every time. James joined the troop in the spring of that year, and I noticed him right away. He was eight years old but looked a little older, being tall and slender with a crop of blond hair to go with his attractive, slightly feminine face. He would be a girl magnet in a year or two, I was sure. Or he’d become a boy magnet, depending on his own preference. Anyway, I for one was lusting after him from day one, glancing at his cute body and tight backside whenever I could.
From that first evening, I paid a little more attention to James. Not enough to make the other boys or leaders notice, but just so that he felt special and knew that I was aware of him apart from the others.  He was quite bright and picked up the assigned tasks with few problems, but whenever he needed assistance, I’d do my best to be the one to do so. I would smile at him, making him feel liked, and he responded in kind, so that after a couple of weeks he would come up to me at the start of the evening and say Hi, and I’d ask him about his life, school, family and so on.

I knew that in a few weeks was my first Cub Scout camp, so I wanted to maximise my chance of any sexual opportunities which might come along. James was very enthusiastic about going to the camp, telling me it was his first trip alone away from home and he thought it sounded like a lot of fun. It would be, I told him, and I would look after him if he liked. He nodded at me, giving me his cutest smile, which made me feel excited butterflies in the pit of my stomach. God, he was so cute, so sexy in his Cub Scout uniform, and I was sure that he had no idea of my desire for him.

By the time of the camp weekend, James and I were firm friends. He would tell me all about his worries at school, how his mum and dad often didn’t get along and that he thought they might get divorced and that as a consequence of the tension at home he spent lots of time with his uncle. That last part I should have picked up on, as it turned out to be very significant. But I would always be a listening ear, giving him whatever help or just comfort that I could. 
The camp was in tents, of course, in a dedicated site in a national park about forty miles from our town. On the Friday afternoon we travelled there in a minibus, the boys all excited and boisterous. James was no different, though to my pleasure he asked to sit next to me and he chattered to me all the way there, I couldn’t shut him up.
Throughout the activities of setting up the camp (the boys’ group tents were already in place) I was usually not far from James, as he seemed to have become attached to me, apparently because he was a little shy and hadn’t yet gained any real friendships with the other Cubs. I didn’t mind one bit, of course, and enjoyed his company. There was a campfire sing-song around 8pm, as the sun was going down, and James took part with gusto, his reedy voice contributing as best it could. Afterwards, there was half an hour free time for the Cubs before they had to retire to their tents. I took advantage of this break to chat more with James and we walked around the outside of the campsite. It felt lovely to be spending time alone with my favourite little boy and his friendly, intelligent conversation. Eventually we were out of sight of the campsite, on a wooded trail away from it, until we reached a little glade with benches, where we sat down. 

I was feeling somewhat aroused to be alone and close to James, and at one point I said, “James, you know I like you, don’t you?” He smiled at me, and said “I like you as well, Cub Leader.” 

“Oh, no,” I replied, “don’t call me that when we’re not in the group, I’m just Jonathan, okay?”
James was nonplussed, saying, “Errr, all right, err, Jonathan, I’ll call you that from now on.”

“Well,” I said, “I like you because you are good fun to be with and, errmm, because I think you look nice too.” I was desperately hoping that this wouldn’t make him jump up, run back to the camp and shout to all and sundry that the leader was a pervert. But no, this was not James’s response at all. He smiled again, and said, “I thought you did, ‘cos you were looking at me lots, I’ve seen you.”

God, this was so good. “Yeah, you caught me. I thought you looked very nice in your uniform, you are a very good-looking boy, you know?” With that I bent over to him and gave him a really tiny kiss on his cheek. To my surprise he didn’t recoil, but turned to me with an expression I can describe only as ready-and-willing. So I leant to him again and kissed him on the lips. I was shocked when he said, “Don’t you have to open your mouth when you kiss?” Clearly I wasn’t his first lover, wow! I said to him, “Yeah, yeah, when you do it properly.” I kissed him again, open-mouthed. He was passionate in his response, his lips, small yet full, asserting themselves hard against my own, and his childish tongue pushing into my mouth. This was intensely arousing, my penis now stiffly pressing inside my jeans.
I broke the kiss with a gasp. “Ummm, James, where did you learn how to kiss?”

He looked mischievously back. “My Uncle Stephen. He’s been showing me lots of stuff for ages, it’s crazy fun with him. Since my mum and dad started rowing lots, I’ve been going round to his house just to get away, and we do fun stuff in his bedroom.”

I was astonished and very turned on. “How long have you been doing this with him?” I really wanted to know as much as I could.

“Oh, ages, I was in the second year of infant school when I first went there, ‘cos he used to pick me up after school so’s I wouldn’t have to go home. I’m in the second year of juniors now.” That meant he’d first experienced some kind of sex when he was six. Ohhhhh, wowwwww!

“That’s really good, James,” I said. “I’m glad your Uncle Stephen is so nice to you. I want to do nice stuff with you too, but only if you want to as well?”

“Yeah, that’s okay,” he said. “I like doing it with Uncle Stephen, he’s always nice to me and makes me feel really good, so if you wanna do it too, that’s nice too.” He was completely unperturbed at my suggestion of a sexual relationship. Well, I suppose if you’re eight and you’ve been sexually active for two years, you’d know what it was all about. I decided to take the plunge, as I knew I had only a little time this evening.

“James, can I touch you between your legs?” I asked, gently.

“Course you can,” he said, looking happy, “so long as I can touch your willy too.”

I wasted no time in undoing his uniform trousers, unzipping them, and pulling them down and off, James lifting his backside to help me. In the dimming light of dusk I could see he was wearing tight black underpants, clearly showing the outline of his no-doubt-hairless cock and balls. “Oh, you look so sexy, James,” I told him.

“Now it’s your turn, Jonathan,” he told me boldly. What could I do, but strip off my own trousers too, showing my large erection pushing against my own pale blue undies. “That looks big!” said James, moving his small hand on to the cloth over my cock. Quickly, I took them off, prompting James to do the same. Now we were both naked from the waist down. I could only hope that no-one chose to come walking down this path, though at this time it was very unlikely.
James’s small cock and balls, so immature and undeveloped, were deeply erotic under my gaze. I think he knew it, for he said, “Do you like looking at me down there, Jonathan?” 

I nodded, saying “You are very lovely down there, you have a really nice willy. Can I touch it?” 

“Go on, that’s all right,” he said, so I reached down and started fondling his genitals, just enjoying the feel of James’s little penis and his small testicles in their sac. As I did so, he grew stiffer under my fingers until he had a full erection, which I wrapped my fingers around and began rubbing, whilst holding his slim body close to me in my other arm. In response, James put his own small hand around my own much larger erection and with some skill commenced masturbating me. Oh, that felt good for me, and it seemed to be so for James too, judging by his grunts and moans as I wanked off the little boy. Within a minute or two I was approaching orgasm and I felt deep pleasure when my cock gushed its load over his childish hand. I kept rubbing James’s cock and it wasn’t long before he was climaxing too, gasping “Ohhhh…” but without any emission from his penis, just a dry cum.
We relaxed and lay back on the bench. I took some tissues from my trousers and we wiped ourselves clean. “Thank you James, that was fantastic,” I told him with sincerity.

“I liked it too, Jonathan,” he replied, with a childish grin. “Your willy looks different from Uncle Stephen’s, his is sort of a different shape, especially when it’s hard.”

“That’s normal,” I reassured him. “Yours is different from other boys’ too, you know, but it’s never anything to worry about. But come on, we can’t stay her any longer, people will be wondering where we are.” With that we dressed and returned quickly to the campsite where, to my relief, no-one at all had noticed we were gone. 

We leaders had our own individual tents, so I was able to lie alone that night, thinking over what had just happened. What an incredible find: an attractive little boy who was already experienced in making love. I would have to make sure I spent more time with him, though being careful not to arouse suspicion.

More Fun and a Realisation

For most of the next day I was far too busy to spend much time alone with James, as I was a leader and so required to help run the activities. There was a “geography field trip” which was more like a ramble out in the surrounding area, the boys taking photographs of any wildlife they could find. That seemed to comprise a dog, a hedgehog, some butterflies and a fox seen in the distance. And in the afternoon the boys were involved in various activities for their individual badges, such as tying knots, sewing and so on. 

By the evening meal I was exhausted with the effort of keeping a large group of children occupied, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t thinking again of little James. He sat next to me during the meal and told me what he’d been up to, how well he’d done and I responded with appropriately supportive comments. Then he asked quietly, “Can we go for another walk after the campfire?” With pleasure I replied, “Sure, that would be great, James,” feeling more excitement in the pit of my belly.

So there we were again: as soon as the sing-song broke up, we stole off into the woods, though taking a different path this time to avoid anyone noticing us doing the same thing. Once we were alone, I took James’s hand in mine, feeling its dry warmth in my much larger palm. He looked up at me, smiling. It took a little while, but shortly we found a suitably private place amongst the trees, though without a bench this time. We sat down on the spongy moss, and I said, “James, I think you are really lovely, I’m really pleased that you like doing sexy stuff with me.”

The little boy smiled again at me. “Well it’s nice, you’re just as friendly as Uncle Stephen, and I like touching you too.” 

I lay down, pulling James on top of me. His little body seemed to possess very little weight when he relaxed on to me. We kissed for a while, just enjoying the pleasure of each other’s lips, my hand fondling his small, childish buttocks through the cotton fabric of his uniform trousers. I could feel the outline of his underpants and I longed to see him naked again. Moving James to the side, I sat up and said, “James, does your Uncle Stephen ever put your willy in his mouth?”

This was easy for the boy. “Yeah, all the time, he makes it feel really good and I get the best feeling after a while. I put his willy in my mouth too, which he likes a lot, and sometimes he shoots his cummy stuff in my mouth. It tastes a bit funny, but I swallow most of it.”

I was very aroused by this. “Well, would you want to do that now? I’d like to suck your willy, I really would, and if you want to suck mine, that would be really good too.” My frank statement was fine by James, he just smiled and nodded, whilst stripping off his shoes, trousers and underpants. Copying him, I could see that his little cock was half-hard, I hoped from our kissing. Climbing over him, I positioned myself so that my mouth was over his cock, and my own larger, stiff prick was touching his lips. James needed no further instruction and as I lowered myself further, he took hold of my cock and slid it into his warm, moist mouth. Oh God, that was good, and I eagerly took his own semi-erect little cock between my own lips. 
As I began sucking on it, feeling the slightly salty taste on my tongue, it rapidly stiffened to a full erection, small as it was. For his part, James was lapping away on my cock with one hand on my scrotum, gently fondling by balls as he sucked me. It was crystal clear that he had done this many times before. My own sexual experience with little boys was not extensive, but I realised I just had to keep sucking to make him climax in his own, childish way. I felt his hairless, small scrotum with one hand, whilst using the other to keep his little cock in my mouth. Just like last night, I was the first to come, James grunting, “Uhhhh…” as my prick filled his mouth with semen. His lips and tongue did their best to take it all, but a fair amount spilled over on to his neck and, unfortunately, his shirt. Just a few seconds later as I kept sucking hard, the little boy came to orgasm, his body jerking and his cock spurting just a tiny amount into my very-willing mouth.

I rolled off him, took some tissues out and did my best to clean off his face, neck and shirt. There was a small stain left on the collar, but I told him to rinse it under the tap before he went to bed and it would be fine. James was not too bothered, saying he’d brought a spare anyway. Once again we dressed and went back to the camp. Our escapade had taken about forty-five minutes, so most of the boys were in bed, or at least in their tent. We were lucky enough that no-one had either seen us or missed us, but in the rapidly-encroaching darkness, I felt fairly secure.

As I lay in my tent inside my sleeping bag, I reflected on this Saturday evening, which had turned out to be one of the best of my life. It was obvious to me that sex with a small child like James was the most satisfying I’d ever had, and that there was little point in my pretending otherwise. The relationships I’ve had with adult women have been short and not particularly fulfilling for either party, and I knew I had no sexual interest in adult men. This was not easy, but I had to accept it as there was no way out. My life from now on would have to be different, in that I would be looking only for relationships with children. In our society, of course, this is the worst possible choice, but not one I could change.
Uncle Stephen

The camp ended the following afternoon. James was once more sat next to me on the minibus, though before we boarded I had taken him to one side and ensured he was completely aware that what we’d done would be always secret and he mustn’t show that we were special friends. I think he already realised that, judging by his expression. I suppose he must have been told something similar long ago by his uncle. During the journey home, I asked him quietly if he thought his Uncle Stephen would mind meeting me, as we had something in common. “Yeah, I suppose so,” he said. So I obtained from James his uncle’s address and phone number.

On returning home, I straight away called Uncle Stephen. “Hi,” I said when he answered. “You don’t know me, but I’m your nephew James’s Cub Scout leader.”

“Oh? Has he done something wrong?” was the cautious reply.

“No, not at all, in fact he’s a real pleasure to be with,” I said. “It’s just what he told me about you means that I think we have something in common.”

“I’m not sure what you mean,” Stephen said, even more guardedly.

“Well, I know that you and he spend a lot of time together, because of all his problems at home.”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“Ummm, well, it’s what you and he do for fun, that’s what we have in common. It seems we like the same things. There’s nothing at all to worry about, but I think it would be good if we could meet, for our own mutual advantage.”

“Ah,” was the reply. “I see. Errrmmm, well, yes, you might be right.” He sounded interested, if still not trusting me. “Do you want to come round to my house, say tonight?”

 I agreed and fixed a time. His house was on a quiet street, set back a little from the road. The Stephen who answered the door was in his late thirties, dark haired, medium build, with an open, friendly face. We greeted each other and I stepped inside. The house was furnished to what seemed a man’s taste, with a large TV and stereo system. Stephen offered me a drink, I accepted a glass of wine and we sat on his large sofa to talk.

I started carefully by saying that James was a very nice boy, well behaved and was, errmmm, “happy in the company of an older man, if you see what I mean.”

“I think so.”

“Well, this weekend James and I spent some time alone together at camp, just having fun, and he told me that you were the one who showed him all the fun a boy and a man could have together. That’s what I’m interested in, you see?”

Stephen coloured deeply and scratched the back of his neck, looking uncomfortable. “Ummm, yes, he’s been coming here for a couple of years to get away from his parents, they’re always rowing. He likes to play around, and I do too. We have a lot of fun. I never suggested that he do the same things with other blokes, though.”

“Ah, well, it seems James likes it quite a lot. When I started with him, I was very surprised that he knew plenty already.”

“He should do by now,” laughed Stephen. I was warming to him as he opened up to me. He continued, “It took me a long while to get him started, a couple of years ago, but he’s well into it now.”

“Yeah, he is,” I agreed. “When I first kissed him, his tongue was straight away inside my mouth. And he knew exactly what to do with my cock, he was fantastic.”

My explicit talk finally broke the barrier, and Stephen told me all about him and James, how James had taken several months of slow, careful seduction before they got to making love properly, and how it was now a regular occurrence, usually once a week, sometimes twice. Stephen picked him up from school on one weekday and a Sunday afternoon, supposedly “for tea and to do his homework”, but they usually spent an hour in Stephen’s bedroom. “He has a fantastic arse, I love fucking him there, with a bit of Vaseline I’m in him no bother at all, and he loves it.”

“I’ve noticed how much he likes that kind of thing,” I said, laughing. “Now, what I’m here for is this. Do you think I could come round when James is here? It’s just that it’s really difficult to find time alone with him when I only see him at Cubs, and he does want to be with me.”
“What would you have in mind when you’re here?” Stephen was interested.

“I haven’t thought in detail, but I’ve love to watch you and him in action, and you could watch us too. And I’m sure there are other things we could think of.”

“Ohhhh… well…. That sounds like fun,” he replied, smiling wickedly at me. “Okay then, let’s see. I’m due to pick him up after school on Tuesday, they’re out at three-fifteen. How about I pick you up afterwards and we come back here?”

The deal was done. We decided to make it a surprise for James. 
Three in the Bed, and the Little One Said… 

The following Tuesday, I was ready and waiting by three pm. Twenty-five minutes later, I heard Stephen’s car pull up outside. I was straight out and into the back seat. James was in the front, in his school uniform which I could see when I looked over was a pale blue open-necked shirt, black sweater and grey trousers. He looked gorgeous.

“Hi, James,” I said. 

He looked back at me and grinned. “Hi Jonathan,” he replied. “I didn’t know you’d be here today until Uncle Stephen said just now.”

“Well, the more the merrier,” I said somewhat lamely. James chattered to us both as was his way during the short journey to his uncle’s house. I was feeling a little anxious, as this was not something I’d ever done before, but both Stephen and his nephew seemed perfectly relaxed.

Upon reaching the house, James leapt out and ran to the door. “I’m first!” he shouted. Well, he was just a child. Once we were inside, he ran into the lounge and switched on the TV. CBBC was on, showing some rather delectable children in a house. “Not yet, James,” scolded Stephen, though with a smile. “Bed first, then TV.” Not the usual order of things.

James looked slightly put out, but only for a second or two. “Ohhhh, I see,” he said. “Okay!” And with that he bounded up the stairs, shouting once more, “I’m first!”

Stephen and I looked at each other with smiles. “Well, you first,” I said. Stephen shrugged and we both went upstairs to his bedroom. The king size double bed was a four-poster, the curtains hanging loosely around it. On the bedside cabinet I could see, amongst other items, a large tub of Vaseline and a pack of condoms. James was already lying on his back in the middle, grinning at us. “Who’s gonna play with me first?” he asked, with a devilish grin. Though neither of us said anything, James sat up on the bed and began undressing. Oh God, that was something to see as he took off his sweater, then his shirt, to show to my immoral gaze his sweet, sexy, childish chest with little nipples I longed to suck. He lay back down and undid his belt, then the button of his grey trousers, to eventually slide them down his slender legs and off. That left only his grey, tight underpants, which came off in a flash, and finally his socks. Lying on his side, he just looked at us both, his little cock hanging soft.

I was undressing, as was Stephen, but I had little idea of what to do next. All I knew was that I wanted this little boy, I desired him like I’d never wanted another human being in my whole life. I wanted to feel his soft, pert, child’s buttocks around my stiff, adult cock. But I was too slow. Stephen was on the bed next to Stephen, looking so big next to this little boy. I sat on the side of the bed and just settled into watching them.

James was so accustomed to this. It was deeply erotic to watch him, his infantile little body lying on top of Stephen’s much larger, mature figure but knowing exactly how to make love. Their kissing was full of passion and lust, Stephen reaching around his young partner to stroke the small buttocks, even to push fingers slightly between. Then James was straddling Stephen, his now-stiff little cock at Stephen’s lips. As Stephen took it into his mouth and began sucking, gently at first then much harder and faster, I could see James enjoy the pleasure, relaxing so that he was lying over Stephen’s head, holding himself up by his elbows, looking down at his mature lover giving him this sexual delight. But before his orgasm could arrive, Stephen rolled him over and got him to crouch on the bed, legs slightly apart, his pert little backside looking immensely inviting. 
Without being asked, I handed Stephen the jar of Vaseline, which he applied with his fingers inside the little boy’s anus, going quite deep inside. James groaned a little when Stephen was deepest in, but said nothing. Then Stephen unwrapped a condom, rolled it on his very stiff prick, and moved so that his cock was slightly into little James’s willing backside. Gradually, gently, Stephen pushed into the boy, his cock looking too big to fit into James. But fit it did, though James had to groan and move about a bit until he was comfortable. Stephen’s eyes were closed as he began to thrust in and out of James, whilst the boy had a look of pleasurable concentration and helped Stephen by moving his hips in time with his thrusting. It was something I thought I’d never be able to see, this young boy being penetrated by his adult lover. Stephen was moving faster now, moaning with the pleasure James’s body gave him, until with a loud “Ohhhhh… James…” he climaxed, grasping the boy’s body firmly in his pleasure.

Stephen rolled off James, motioning me to take over. I was immensely aroused, and started by getting young James to lie back so I could suck him off. His little penis was harder than I’d ever seen it, showing how much he’d enjoyed being penetrated. Whilst Stephen took off his condom and washed himself down in the en-suite bathroom, I had James’s juvenile cock in my receptive mouth. I now loved the familiar taste of his penis and was soon sucking in a rhythm, my head bobbing up and down between my little lover’s slender, childish thighs. James put his hands on my head to guide me into how much he wanted me to take of his penis, and within a short time he reached his orgasm, once again ejaculating his miniscule load of fluid, which I gladly swallowed.

“Oh, James, my love, you are so sweet,” I whispered to him, just making him blush as I showed him that I wanted him back on his knees for my turn to enter him. I took a condom from the table and quickly put it on, not wanting to waste any time as this was a sexual treat I hadn’t enjoyed in quite a while. Stephen was back in the bedroom by this time and was sat in his chair, naked, just watching us with a smile. James’s bum was well opened up by Stephen’s cock, which made it relatively easy for me to push deeply into the little child’s willing body. It felt just incredibly good to feel his young anus around my engorged penis and I wasted no time in getting into the motion of fucking James. I stroked the soft hair of his head, resting my other hand on his back, but couldn’t resist moving down to caress his now-softening cock and scrotum. I could feel the tiny testicles inside as I gently fondled him. Just like Stephen, it took little time until I was climaxing, I gasped “James… James… unnnnhhhh…” and my cock filled the condom with my semen.

Now we three were satisfied and I rolled on to the bed beside James with a sigh. Glancing at the bedside clock, I found that we’d been making love for an hour, though it felt like just a few minutes. Stephen was dressing, and said, “James, you can watch TV now if you want.” I asked James if he’d enjoyed what we did with him, which caused him to give us a wide grin, telling us, “Yeah, I did, I always do, and it was fun to have you here as well. Will you be coming back every time?”

“Well, that depends,” I replied, glancing at Stephen. “I want to come here as often as I can, though it might be nice to let you have some times alone with your Uncle Stephen.” That seemed to suit all three of us. James dressed back into his school uniform, as he’d not brought any other clothes, and raced downstairs. In a few seconds we could hear the TV.

Well, that was how I started with James. I went round to see him about once every week or so for the next few months, and of course at Cubs though for rather different reasons. It was highly exciting to be conducting this illicit, secret relationship with a young boy, with the connivance of his uncle who was a child lover like me. Eventually, though, James had to move away when his parents finally split up and he had to move to another town to live with his dad. The whole experience, though, gave me the experience, confidence and desire to look for another child, but that story can wait for another time.iHiHie H
