Well, my little pantywaist,
for stealing my panties
and jerking-off in them,

| thought I'd give you a
really good taste of
my panties. So, how

do you like them?"

If you like frilly, old-fashioned panties, you'll love the pictures and stories from both unpublished, original sources and old, long-out-
of-print publications that our pantywaist readers sent to us when we asked them for copies of their favorite panty jerk-off materials.

Since 1981 >
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Putting Boys
to the Panty Test

Brendais two years older than her brother,
Manny, andthreeyearsolder thanher brother,
Kyle. They were brought uponafarminthe
mountains of Tennessee, the kind of place
where the kids only wore shoes on Sunday
and in the winter. The family didn’t have
much money, and despite Brenda being a
girl, whatever clothes of hers that could be
salvaged were passed onto her younger
brothers. So for underwear, the boysalways
wore her hand-me-down undershirts and
panties, and around the house they often
wore her castoff dresses, shoes and socks.
And before the boys went to school, their
mother kept their hair long like their sisters,
so to strangers they often looked like three
sisters instead of one sister with two little
brothers. Each of the boysawayshad apair
of trousersfor Sunday church and when the
family went visiting, but even then, beneath
their trousers, they had on undershirts and
panties handed down from their sister.

The children's mother always bought plain
girls underwear for Brenda, knowing they
would eventually be passed onto the boys.
Theundershirtsusually had just avery narrow
band of lace trimming the edges, and the
panties were quite plain with only aruffled
edge around the leg elastics.

Oncetheboysstarted school they got several
setsof shirtsand trousersbut still woretheir
sister'sold undershirtsand pantiesuntil they
were ten and eleven years old when they
started to get razed al ot by the other children
for their girlish underwear.

Since Manny and Kylewerelessthan ayear
apart, they were always together, their
interests were the same, and their sex lives
began at the same time. They were thirteen
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and fourteen when they were at the swimming hole at the back
of thefarm. It wasinawooded area, and they didn’ t seetheir big
sister approach the swimming hole and undress. And shedidn't
seethemuntil after shehad her clothesoff and doveinthewater.
When her head came above the water, they stared at each other
insurprise, and al of them swam to the shore for their clothes
at the same time, only to stop before they got out of the water
realizingif they got out, they would all benakedinfront of each
other. Manny stared at his sixteen-year-old sister's developing
breasts. They werelarge and firm and he could see the nipples
just below the waterline. He could feel his cock getting hard!

They smiled at each other ashe boldly reached out and touched
oneof her youngtits. Sinceshedidn't shy away, it wasasthough
shegavehimthegreenlight, and they drew each other into ahug
with his hands still feeling her up. With very little said, they
headed for shore, andthenthethreejust sat around looking at the
differences of each other's bodies. Brenda, being the oldest,
took charge and encouraged each boy to takeaturn holding and
sucking on her titswhile she played with each boy's penisat the
same time. Compared to the boys, Brenda knew afair amount
about sex, and she was getting more excited than she had ever
been before. She wanted to have sex with her brothers, and the
only problem was which one she going to let do it first.

Sincetheir parentswerein town doing theweekly shopping for
the afternoon, she said they should all go back to the house and
she would give them atest, and the winner could be first.

Brendawas abossy girl, and back at the house, she made both
boys strip and led each into different rooms. She went to the
roomwhereManny wasand gave him someof her clothesto put
on. He refused, but when she mentioned that if hedidn’t doiit,
his brother would be the winner. She watched as his floppy
noodle hardened as it disappeared under the panties she had
handed him. The boy immediately noticed these were sleek
nylon panties, pink with lace and roses on them, very different
from the plain hand-me-down panties he had worn for years
while growing up. She helped him with the braand garter belt,
and thenwatched ashemanaged the stockings, skirt and blouse.
He dlipped on the shoes and she placed her mother'swig on his
head, applied makeup, and then stepped back and admired her
work. Then she leaned forward, kissed his cheek and told him
he looked like a doll and would certainly win something.

When she cameback inabout fifteen minutes, sheled himtothe
roomwherehisbrother, Kyle, wasdressed in the same manner,
except Kyle had on her headband with a fall of long hair
attached. The boyslooked at each other, and each had afunny
feeling in his stomach. Brendathen said she was going to read
aloud from abook and wanted the boys to act out the story.

She started with them as a couple of girls curious about sex
sitting on the couch holding hands and worked their way to
feeling each other up and finally kissing. The boys' skirts had
been rucked up and she could see both boys' peniswas as hard
asarock and pushing his sexy nylon panties way out from his

body. Theboyswerecaught upinwhat they weredoingandvery
excited but didn't know what to do next, so shehad both of them
feel each other up under their skirts and massage each other's
penisthoughtheir silky panties. Brendatold Kyletokisshishig
brother's penis through his panties, and when he did, Manny
moved forward and shoved theboy'smouth down over hiscock.
Brendahad stopped reading but theboysdidn’t know it or really
care. They weretoofar involvedinwhat they weredoingto care.

As Kyle sucked on Manny's pantied dick, Manny grabbed
Kyle's pantied penisand aggressively massaged it to show him
just how great it feltinsidegirls panties. Thefeel of their dips,
stockingsand other clothes added to their excitement, both had
no troubleimagining they were girls having sex likeagirl.

When Manny exploded, Kyle was surprised but swallowed
most of it because he was gagging and didn't know what elseto
do. Manny then wanted to share the delight and lowered his
mouth onto hisbrother’ scock andtook it inthrough hispanties
in the say way, and moments later, he was feeling the strange
sensation of having boy cum pumpedinto hislipsticked mouth.

M orethan beingjust asimplespectator, Brendahad long before
dropped the book and had her hands down her own panties,
teasing herself to multiple orgasms. She had been masturbating
nearly every nightfor acoupleof years, butit paledincomparison
to stroking herself while watching the two crossdressed boys
feeling each other up and giving each other a blowjob.

Oncethey wereall fully sexually satisfied and exhausted, they
just lay there, panting for breath.

Originally, she had taken the boys back to the house to have
intercoursewiththem -- it would have been her first time, but as
it turned out shewasvery satisfied and was suretherewould be
another timewhenthey could getintofucking likeshehad heard
so much about from her girlfriends.

After they all cleaned up and had gotten back into their own
clothes, Brenda asked if they would like to do it again the next
timetheir parentswereout of thehouse. Both of theboysnodded
enthusiastically. They loved the new dimension that had been
added to their relationship with their older sister, whom they
used to think was pretty much of abitch, but now thought of as
agreat, fun sister.

Shetold themthat aslong asthey did exactly asshewanted, she
would alwaysplay sex gameswith them, and promised the next
timethey played, shewould show themevenmorefun sex things
to do. Of course, the boys agreed.

Over the next two years, they played many sex games, but then
Brendawent away to beauty school, and when shewasn't around
toplay, theboyswould taketurnsdressing up and taking care of
each other, just like good brothers should. ¢ #02452-B
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My Trip to the Mall

L ast Saturday, as| cameout of the shower my wifewaswaiting for meand | looked at her
kind of funny because shewasjust standing therewith a stack of frilly nylon pantiesin her
hands. “I’m going to help you get dressed and then we're going shopping at the mall .”

Shopping isn’t one of my favoritethingsto do, but | wasn’t about to refuse
her sincel could tell shewasin 'one of those moods!'

Joannalooked lovelyinapaleblue, full-skirted old-fashioned
dress puffed up with a bouncy cancan petticoat that
women just don’t wear anymor e. Under neath

I know she had on big, high-waisted

panties and a 1950s severely pointed

bullet bra, and when she dresseslike

that, she knows I'll do absolutely

anything for her.

| dosoloveold-timelingerieand
even love wearing classic dlips,
bras and panties myself while
we make love, but here she
was advancing toward me
with a pair of saucy nylon
pantiesin her hands.
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The panties were white with blue lace trim. She didn't say
anything, just held the pantiesopen, and | knew shewanted me
tostepintothem, sol did. And | knew shewasgoingtohaveme
wear them while we went shopping. My spine tingled and my
stomach felt queasy becauseasmuch as| lovewearing brasand
panties, | don't like wearing them under my regular clothes
outside of our houseandin public. What if | gotinto an accident
and had to go to the hospital? Yikes! Even goinginto amen’'s
room to use the facilities scares the hell out of me. But she
wantedit, sol put each of my feetintothepantiesand et her slide
them up. Sheforced my penisdown deep between my legs, and
| had to wiggle my hipsalot to help her settle thistight pair of
satin smooth pantiesinto place. | quietly complained they were
too tight, but she didn’t acknowledge me.

Then she surprised meby pulling another pair of pantiesup my
legs, abeige pair with white lace, not quite as snug as the first
pair. Four more pairs of sleek high-waisted panties followed,
light green, lavender, white with red hearts, and pale aguawith
cream-colored lace down the sides. Then shetopped off the six
pairs of pantieswith alarger luscious pair of pink satin panties
withawidefrill of whitelaceand pink bowsaround thelegs—
pantiesshehad specially madethat shemakesmewear whenever
sheisinamood to tease mefor being such asissy of ahusband.
| knew | wasin for some humiliation today.

Then ontop of the seven pairs of panties she had me put on my
running shorts with side slits and a pink T-shirt she had made
withthewords*“ | Wear Girls' Panties’ written acrossthefront.

| asked her if shewas gong to make me go to the mall likethis;
shedidn’t answer and just stared at me. | knew the answer! She
saw the worry on my face.

“Oh, you'll enjoy thistrip to the mall. | promise you will, my
little pet.”

“Yes, honey,” wasal | could say.

“Now, my sissy hubby, | have a specia surprise for you this
afternoon, apair of nipple clamps.” And the next thing | knew
she had my T-shirt up and was snapping on the titty clamps.

“Ouch!”
“Oh, stop complaining, you big sissy!”
“Yes, dear,” | replied asshe pulled my T-shirt downinto place.

| didn’t havetolook inthemirror to seehow silly | looked. The
nipple clamps made little bums under my shirt, and my shorts
bulged with the seven pairs of panties, and the pink pantieson
top with the big bands of lace around the legs were the most
humiliating because the lace stuck out, especially out the side
dits. All | could do waskeep my armsagainst my sidesin hopes
of hidingthemaost of theexposed laceonthehemsof my panties,
so peoplewouldn't notice. Asl stood deepinthought, | heard her

giggleslightly and thentake my hand and lead me out tothecar.

Atthemall, wewent directly to thelingerie section of Melvin's
Department Storewhere shestopped tolook at some satin panty
and brasets. She held up various sets and kept asking me what
| thought of this one and that until a salesgirl approached. As
they talked about thelingerieondisplay, thegirl glimpsed at me
and spotted the writing on my T-shirt. She jerked her head
around away from me, and | could see her struggling not to
laugh. That’ swhenmy wifeletthecat completely out of thebag,
“Yousee,” shesaidinaloudvoice, “| wanttoget several of these
nicebraand panty setsfor my husband here, but I’ mnot familiar
with thisbrand of lingerie, and I’ m not sureif they will fit him.
Henormally takesasize eight in pantiesand a34-A or 36-A in
abra, but you know how some brands run small ...”

“Oh, | can assure you the Alana brand of lingerie isfull size.
They'reatop quality brand; they don’t skimp.” And at that, she
opened one of the seal ed packets of size8 panties-- ashiny pink
pair with flowers embroidered on the hips— and held them up
for my wifeto see.

“Y es, they dolook full sizeall right, but could you holdthemup
to hiswaist so we can be sure?’

The girl then had to look at me, but she kept her eyes down
toward my hips, hesitated for amoment and thenheld the panties
up to my waist.

“Chet, raiseyour armsso thispoor girl cando her jobandwecan
seeif these pantieswill stretch comfortably around your hips.”

| wanted to cry at that moment. With my arms raised, no way
wouldthisgirl missseeingthelacy hemsof my pink pantiesthat
wereso brazenly sticking out of thesidesof my shorts. Y es! She
saw them! And she couldn’t hold back an explosivegiggle. She
pulled herself together and said, “Hey, lady, isthissomekind of
joke or something? | mean ... | never!”

“Younglady, | assureyouthisisnojoke. I'm just trying to buy
my sissified husband somenew brasand panties. Butinthebras
| seethesmallest sizeyou carry inthesesetsisa34-B, but that’s
OK, I'mgoing totake himto our doctor next week and have my
pantywai st husband start on afemalehormoneregimen, sohe'll
be growing into hisnew brasinnotime at all.”

Thegirl wentintoabit of shock, becamevery straight-faced, and
simply stood by as my wife picked out two sets of the brasand
panties, alavender set and apink set. After thegirl rang up our
purchases, sherushed over and huddled withtwo other salesgirls,
andasweleftthestorel could hear them screamingandlaughing
from more than twenty feet away.

And as humiliating as that whole experience was, | was in
physical pain and had to walk in akind of hobble because my
dick was as hard as it has ever been and trapped in the down
position within seven pairs of strangulating panties; my dick
Inside Girls Panties #8 - Page 6




couldn’trightitself up, andthepressureon my imprisoned penis
was so intense it made me dizzy. My wife had to hold onto me
assheguided metothecar. Aswewalked | hadtotally forgotten
about the exposed | ace of my panties and forgot about wearing
thestupid“l Wear Girls' Panties’ T-shirt. Peoplelaughed when
they saw me. | heard them, but | didn't care. | couldn’'t do
anything about it and just wanted to get to the car and get back
home, and thank goodness that’ s what we did.

And when we did get home, my wifelaid herself down on the
floor, opened her big dress and pointed to her panties. “Now
you'll notice, | haveawet spotinthecenter of my pantiescaused
by al thefun I had shopping. | definitely need to be pleasured.”

Despitethecontinuing paininmy bent-down pantied cock, | got
down on my knees, leaned over and placed agentle kisson the
center of her silk panties and then a gentle kiss on each of her
lovely thighs. | heard her moan gently. Then | dovein between
her legsand sucked her wet panties. | felt her handson my head
pushing me roughly against her cunt, grinding her sex against

my tonguelike she couldn’t get enough of it. | flicked at her clit
faster and faster and felt a small orgasm wash over her. She
sighed hungrily and wanted more. | continued licking building
her arousal again. Slowly ... steadily. My hands caressed her
thighs as her breathing began to quicken again. Suddenly, she
screamed loudly, panted wildly and went through a series of
thunderous orgasms. And then she abruptly pushed me away
becauseher now super-sensitized pussy couldtakenomore. She
sat up and sank back against thefront of the sofa. Exhausted, she
directed meto take off my panties, all seven pairsand then put
thepink pantiesback onand dancefor her likeastupidfairy boy
and masturbate myself whilel danced. | didit. Shecontrolsme;
| hate some of the things she makes me do, but | love it too!

Finally, | asked her, "Honey, wereyou seriousin the store, you
know, when you said you were going to take me to the doctor
next week and start me on those pills...."

Therewasthat ook again -- no words, just that look of hers! ¢

Inside Girls Panties #8 - Page 7




Each sel of panties on
this page comes in a
Caral Brent Gift Box

TOGEL Mk Trieo!

3.38

Baa of &

1005, Acwigie Trigol

2.99

Bon of &

1509, Agstate Tripe

2.22

Box of &

ABTEE ZEHET

Inside Girls Panties #8 - Page 8



Curious Boy Gets Forced into Panties

Back in the 1960s, whenever my mom got a hew Sears or
Penney's catal og, she would throw out the old one, and since |
took out the trash every night, I'd find it and tear out the pages
showing women and girlsin lingerie and save them to jack off
to the pictures. Then while my cousin Heather was visiting for
aweek, | went into her suitcase to get aclose-up look at areal
pair of girls panties. They wereso pretty and girlie, apeach pair
withwhitechiffonsidepanels. | just hadto steal them, sol could
privately study them in detail. | didn't think they would be
missed, but they were!

Thenext night after dinner, my mother found Heather's panties
under my bedwherel had hiddenthem-- momknew that'swhere
| hid things!

Mom mademe put them oninfront of her despitemy cryingand
telling her | didn't want towear themand | had just been curious
and wanted to seewhat they looked like. Asshekneltin front of
me and pulled them up around my waist, my dick got hard and
pushed thefront of the pantiesright out toward her face. That's
when she didn't believe | didn't want to wear them.

"Damn, you'reasissy!" wasall she grunted, and then she took
me out into the living room to show dad and my cousin.

ToHeather shesaid, "Well, asyou can seel found your panties.
It seemswehaveanew girl inthefamily now. I'mgoingto make
this miserable little sissy wear them to bed, and then in the

morning!'ll teachhimhowtowash
them out so he can give him back
toyou."

"Yuck!" she said, "he can keep
those panties. | don't want them
back now that he's had his dirty
littlethinginthem. Why don'tyou
make him keep them on aways
and show all hisfriends?'

"Good idea," mom said.

| wasscared shewoulddothat; she
was mad enough. But al she did
was make me wear them to bed
every night and wash them out
each morning. Then after three
nights she told me to take a bath,
andwhen | got out of thetub, | saw
her hold up a clean new pair of
white nylon panties with a big
pink flower onthehip. Shetoldme
she had bought a half dozen pairs
of deluxe panties for me along
withashortie-lengthnightgown, a
two-tiered nightieof whitenylonwithapink chiffonoverlay and
trim. The nightie she promptly pulled over my head, ignoring
my protests that | didn't want to wear girls' clothes. Before
tucking meinto bed, shetook meover to my dresser drawer and
showed methestack of new pantiesneatly piled up right next to
my boys briefsandtold meto put onafresh pair every night and
handwash my dirty onesinthebathroomand hangthemover the
side of the tub to dry. She said she was going to teach me how
to hand wash al her dirty lingerie too and it would be a new
chore for me to do twice aweek!

After that, every once in awhile, | would find a new pair of
perfumed panties or new nightgown in my underwear drawer.
Shethought | liked todressin pantiesand nighties-- but | didn't!
Shethought it was amusing that her boy liked to dressin silky
femininelingerie-- but | didn't, and no amount of my protesting
and complaining changed her mind. She laughed at me alot at
bedtimeandtold mesheknew | loved pantiesbut just didn't have
the courage to admit it, so she was simply helping me do what
| really wantedtodo! Well, afterawhile, | didgivein; | didadmit
tomyself | liked wearing pantiesand nighties, but | know | never
would have started thinking that way if mom hadn't forced me
towear them every night inthefirst place, addicting metotheir
clinging softness. | al so think momwassick of my dad whowas
so aggressively macho and insensitive. After | had been caught
withHeather'spantiesand hesaw mewearingthem, hecompl etely
ignored me-- not that wehad any great rel ationshiptostart with.

| have been in love with panties ever since.

Robert/Roberta ¢
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| still Get Spanked like a Girl

Maxinewasbest friendswith my mother, andwhen| waseleven
and my mom was dying of cancer, she made arrangements for
Maxine and her husband, Fred, to adopt and raise me since we
had no other living relatives. Within a short time, it became
apparent my foster parentsdidn't likemeand | didn't likethem.
They were stern disciplinarians and subjected me to petticoat
discipline aswell as spanked me with my skirts up and panties
down on my bare bottom, even when guests were present. The
clothes | had to wear at those times belonged to their stuck-up
nasty daughter, Gail, who istwo years older than | am.

| washappy whenthey sent meaway to boarding school because
there was no petticoat punishment there. But during breaksin
the school year | would come home, and | was still required to
wear Gail'sclothesaround the house whenever they thought my
attitude needed a little adjusting. After | turned thirteen, |
thought thesechildish punishmentswouldend, andwhen| came
home for the Christmas holidays, my stepfather looked at my
report card and sent me up to my room and told to me dressin

theclothesmy stepmother hadlaid out for me. Andwhen| came
back downstairs, | was dismayed to find we had two guests,
Chandel and Mildred, two old ladies from our church, and my
foster parents expected me to appear before them. | was upset
about it, but | swallowed my prideand curtseyed politely in my
minidress. However, | could not hidemy resentment. My snotty
stepsister was already in her babydoll pajamas and ready for
bed, and when shetold me | looked cutein her outgrown dress
but that my slip was showing, | glared, stuck my tongue out at
her, and called her a'bitch’ under my breath, but my stepmother
heard, scolded me and declared | needed a spanking.

When she summoned me; | stood my ground. “Not now!” |
pleaded, “Not here!”

“Here and now,” she responded.
“I"ll go to my room,” | suggested.

“NO! You will come here immediately. You know | don’t
tolerate such insolent backtalk. Come here, thisinstant!”
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| stamped my footinrageand screamed at them, “ I'm ateenager,
now, and | won't let you treat me like a naughty little girl!”

“What a childish tantrum,” commented Mildred.

Chandel giggled hysterically and agreed with my stepsi ster that
| looked cute, and added she thought | did look like areal girl.

“Get over your mother's lap and let her spank you,” my
stepfather commanded. | knew thealternativewasaspanking by
him, and | wanted to avoid that at all costs, so | slowly walked
to my stepmother, staring at thefloor thewholetimeand trying
tobargainwith her inachoking voice. “ All right, I’ [l stand still
like agood boy if you spank me over my dress. But I’'m going
to keep my dress down.”

“Now that you're older, | had told you | intended to allow you
to keep your dress down when you were to be spanked in front
of company, but your childishtantrum provesyoureally haven't
matured at all and need asound spanking onyour panties, which
I will allow you to keep up for modesty sake before these two
niceladies.” Shethen seized my wrist and pulled over her lap.

| squirmed and resisted and fought to keep my dress down.
“Mother, I'm sorry | was naughty! I'll beagood boy, | mean, a
good little girl for you. But no, mother, | refuseto let you pull
up my dress like abad little girl in front of everybody!"

My stepfather jumpedto hisfeet andtook my arm. | triedtofight
him off, but he easily controlled me, took meto his chair and
forced me facedown across his knees. He lifted my dress and
exposed my pink, lace-trimmed panties and garter belt and my
white nylon stockingsheld up tightly by my garter belt straps. |
groaned with shameand struggledviolently asl triedto pushmy
dress back down and he fought with me to keep it up as he
reached for the waistband of my pantiesto pull them down in
back. Hetoldmetoliestill, butwhen| didn't, hestood meup and
had my stepmother and stepsi ster hel phimtakeoff thedress, fulll
whitenylonslip, garter belt and stockings, |eaving meinjust my
pink panties, much to the amusement of the two church ladies,
whowerestrainingtolook aroundto my front, obviously trying
to get a glimpse of the unusua sight of a boy's equipment
capturedinmy panties-- or | should say, my stepsister'spanties.

Being displayed in just frilly little panties made my bravado
quickly vanish; | wascrying already. Fred threw me down over
his lap and started spanking me on my panties.

After Fred beat aragingfireinto my butt, heshoved meontothe
floor and made me get up and then put myself over my
stepmother'slap. Maxinedidn't spank meashard asher husband,
but after Fred'sbeating, her every spank seemed just asintense,
and to make mattersworse, my ding-a-ling stepsister had abig
feather and shethought it wasalaugh riot to ticklemy inflamed
bottom with the feather between my stepmother's spanks.

| could only squirmin helplessindignation and gasp, “No... no
... please!” asshesmacked my pantied bottomamidthegiggling
of the female onlookers, who now were practically hovering
over me with wide-eyed glee. Mother then took her hairbrush
and pounded me with it. | squealed and struggled; it was the
worst spanking | had gottenin along time. Fred said that since
| wasgetting older, my spanking needed to bemoreintensethan
what | was used to if they were to be effective.

When she finished, | was a battered and emasculated boy with
ared butt that surely glowed through my pal epink panties. | was
thenforcedto stand beforethetwoladiesand sincerely apologize
for being such adisrespectful and naughty child. Finally, Maxine
let the ladies pull my panties down in back to inspect my red
bottom but had them keep my panties up in front to modestly
cover my nasty boy things. After their inspection amongst
tittering comments, | was sent to stand in the corner, my panties
down until the ladies |eft and it was bedtime.

That was over ten years ago. | am now 24 and still treated this
way. | feel | amtoooldtohavemy dresspulled upand my panties
pulled down in front of guests. It's so humiliating to have my
bottom bared and spanked like that. Don’t you think aboy my
age should be allowed the privilege of at least keeping his
pantiesup when visitorsare present? My stepmother considers
my demand insolent and spanks meif | even mentionit. .If you
were my mother would you consider my demand a “childish
tantrum?' My thin panties don’t cover anything; why should
they be pulled down in front of spectators?

Mr.J. M. ¢
#02410

My Girlfriend Taught Me
How to Masturbate in Panties

My mother thought | wascutefor aboy, soevery Halloween she
woulddressmeuplikeagirl, put makeup onmeand send meout
trick-or-treating. It led to disaster when | wasin the 6th grade
and mom sent me to our school Halloween party dressed as a
girl. A couple of bullies from the eighth grade followed me as
| was walking home from the party still in my frilly dressand
cornered me and started to tease me. They pinched my nipples,
raised my skirt and madefun of my panties. Oneheld meandthe
other oneforced meto suck hiscock; thenthey switched places
and| hadtogivetheother kidablowjobtoo. | went homecrying,
but didn't say anything to my mom because the boys had
threatened to beat me up if | told anyone.

Sowhenmy mom saw meand askedwhy | wascrying, | told her
| had fallen down and hurt myself, and that explained why my
dresshad gotten so messed up and dirty. | tried my best toforget
about that night, but it haunted me for along time.

Inside Girls Panties #8 - Page 11




Inside Girls Panties #8 - Page 12



In high schoal, | started dating a girl who found out mom used
todressmeasagirl on Halloween during grade school, and she
thought it was cool. When we started going steady, Carole
stunned mewhen shesuggested | wear apair of her pantieswhen
we went out on dates “so we could feel closer.” The idea
strangely appealed to me, and each time | went over to pick her
up, she'd discreetly slip me a pair of her panties, and | would
makean excuseto her parentsto usethebathroom, andgoinand
change into the panties. When | would get home at night, |
wantedto keep the pantieson becausethey felt goodtowear, but
| thought it wasn't right to wear her panties when | wasn't with
her, so I'd take them off and hide them away until | could sneak
them back to her.

We did that twice. Then the next time | saw her, | went to her
housetolistentorecordsin her basement recroom. Shegaveme
apair of yellow pantieswithlaceonthesides, and | changedinto
theminthe bathroom. Then, asweweresitting onthefloor, she
began painting her nails with red polish, and when she was
finished, she grabbed my hand and started painting minetoo. It
gave me such anaughty new thrill, and | admitted | didn't want
to take the panties off or the polish off at the end of the night
when shepulled out thenail polishremover, but | knew | hadto.

| asked her why shelikedtodogirliethingstomelikethepanties
and nail polish, and she said she had been turned on by theidea
ever since she found out my mom used to dress me up for
Halloween. | told her | thought it was kind of fun, but worried
shewould think less of mefor admitting it. She assured me she
loved doingthosethingswithme, andit wasour ownspecial and
secret part of our relationship.

Thenexttimeweweretogether, Carolehad meover toher house
after school before either one of her parents got home. Sheled
me up to her bedroom and showed me all the panties she had,
stacks of them in every color imaginable. She said she had
alwaysloved pantiessomuch, andthen admitted tomesheloved
tomasturbateherself inthem. That wasnewstome! | hadnoidea
girlsmasturbated!

She got meto tell her about myself and how | had just started
masturbating myself, but wasn't very good at it. | told her how
| didit by putting liquid soap on my hand and jerking onmy dick
over thetoilet until | spurted. It was kind of fun but messy.

She asked me if | wanted her to show me how she did it. Of
coursg, | said | did. Shetold mel hadtofirst put onapair of her
panties and had me pick out a pair from her panty drawer. |
picked out apair of palebluepantieswithlaceall over thefront.
She had me change into them right there rather than go into the
bathroom. Nervously, | did. Her eyeswerealivewithexcitement
as she looked me over in her panties and tweaked the lace and
elastics. Shethen picked out anidentical pair of pantiesinwhite
and put them on as | watched her lie back on her bed and then
put one hand on top of her panties and began rubbing herself.
She encouraged me to do likewise, telling me her lacy, silky
panties would surely feel better on my penis than the soapy

handjobs | had been giving myself. It did feel great, and that's
what wecontinuedto do until sheorgasmed repeatedly. | fought
to hold back from cumming but finally had to give into this
newfound pleasure of panty wanking! It was fabulous!

Afterwards we started to dress. She watched as | took off her
panties and wiped the cum off my front, but she had me stop
before | started to get dressed and said her mom wouldn't be
home for another hour and a half and she wanted to see how |
looked completely dressed in her clothes. She dressed me up
completely and | danced around for her but then she seemed to
get upset for some reason and told me to change back.

We continued dating through high school, and she was a bit of
aJekyll and Hyde, somedaysshelovedtodressmeupand other
daysshedidn't. Having mewear her pantieswasaconstant thing
though. Shewasan avid panty masturbator and encouraged me
towank myself inher pantiestomy heart'sdesire. Shesaiditwas
a safe way to have sex and not take a chance on getting her
pregnant. Then onenight, shehad mecomeover whileher folks
were gonefor the night. She got me dressed up and then pretty
much forced meto go with her to amovie like wewere sisters.
| found it both exciting and scary to be out in public. While at
the movie, two boys she knew sat down on each side of usand
started making passes. | was getting very nervous but saw
Carole start to kiss one of the boys. She nudged me to do
likewise.l wouldn't. Shewhisperedinmy ear thatif | didn’t play
along she would expose me and | would never live it down at
school. Sol let theboy nexttomekissme. | wasvery careful not
tolet hishandswander toofar. Hefondled what hethought were
my breasts and ran his hands up and down my nylon clad legs
andthighs. Heforced meto put my hand on hiscock through his
pants, and just to stave him off, | massaged him and felt hisdick
get warm and hard in my hand. Carole saw theway thingswere
going, excused herself and asked meto go along with her tothe
restroom, and once we got to the lobby, we | eft.

Wedid severa thingslikethat at other timesbecause sheloved
it, and | even thought it was fun to deceive boys as long as it
didn'tgotoofar; | still had bad memoriesof being faced fucked
by those thugswhen | was dressed like agirl inthe sixth grade.

Caroleand | married after | got out of collegeand got agood job
in alaw firm; | wore her panties and stockings often, even to
work, and she'd make me up and dress me often at home. We
regularly made love while | was dressed in nylon lingerie,
nighties, nylon pajamas, etc. And | know for a fact she got
pregnant onenight wewereinahotel inNew Y ork City and had
sex with me fully made up and wearing a gorgeous nylon and
chiffon babydoll nightie with matching bloomer panties. But
things changed after we had our son. She said she didn’t want
him brought up to be a panty wanker. He's just a toddler, but
many times he has seen Carole in just a certain pair of nylon
pantiesand pointedtothemand said“ Daddy’ s!” So, now for the
first time in our love life, | have to go 'undercover' with my
obsessive panty fetish! ¢ #01890-M
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Cheerleader Panty Love

When | wasthirteen, | went with my big brother to my first high
school basketball game and fell in love with Tracy, a brunette
senior onthecheerleading team. | wasmesmerized and my dick
got hard watching her short skirt fly up and expose her panties
as she did her cheers. | didn't know cheerleaders wore special
tights and thought each time her skirt went up | was getting a
peek at her real panties.

| found out shelived inahouse not far from us, and | usedto go
by her house as often as possible. One night | was taking a
shortcut through backyards and behind her house | saw a
clothesline strung up with four pairs of nylon panties. They all

had lace on them. | can still remember the color of each pair:
white, pink, paleyellow and light green. | grabbed all of them.
| just wanted to have something of hers.

That nightin my bedroom, | got naked, lay on my bed andtossed
the silky pantiesup in the air and let them float down on me. |
had alot of fun kicking my feet up intheair and rolling around
against the soft panties. | felt so closeto Tracy, and the panties
gave me strange thrills as they tickled my skin wherever they
touched me, on my face, legs, chest, and stomach and down
toward my naked dick as| kept recalling how her skirt flew up
and exposed her panties, and here | was with her panties!
Suddenly, | grabbed a handful of the panties and followed an
irresistibleurgeto aggressively rub them against my cock. | had
my first gjaculation. | was hooked! ¢ #01890-M
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Peeking at My Mom in Her Lingerie

When| waseleven, welivedinavery small apartment, and most
of the clothesin my room belonged to my mother because she
didn’t have enough space in my parents bedroom. Especially
when she thought | was asleep, she often ran in and out of my
roominjust her slip or braand pantiesto get one of her dresses
or someother clothes. | wasjust entering puberty, soit wasonly
natural became curiousabout her clothes. My interest peaked at
timeswhen shegot apair of stockingsout of oneof thedrawers,
sat on the chair in my room and lovingly put them on, rolling
them up her legs and attaching them to her garter belt. Soon |
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started exploring the clothes she kept fol ded neatly away in my
closet and drawers and became attracted to the silky fabrics,
pastel colors, lace and rufflesthat made them so different from
boys' clothes. | got to know my mom'sdressing and undressing
routinesand plotted to bein my bed and pretending to be asleep
at times she was likely to come in. One morning she camein
without her braon, sat on the chair and had just put on apair of
her long stockings, | strained to get agood look at her and made
some noise; she quickly covered her tits with her arms and
quietly askedif | wereasleep. | frozein positionand didn't make
asound. She then quickly got up and left my room. After that,
sherarely came into my room without arobe on. ¢ #01890-M
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Ballet Classes Led to His Panty Fetishism

Welived upstairs of astorefront, and downstairs my mom had
adance studio and taught ballet classes. Inthe studio, | wasthe
gofer and cleanup boy. What | liked best were the beginning
ballet classes because in trying to get new girls interested in
ballet, my mother gavethem afreelesson and et them wear just
their underwear, skimpy undershirts and panties, to spare their
parentsfrominvesting themoney in ballet outfitsuntil thegirls
decided for sure they wanted to sign-up for the full program.

| don't know what originally started my interest in panties, but
several yearsbefore | do remember seeing an advertisementin
amagazinefor Corn Flakes, showingalittlegirl onaswingwith
her skirt flying up and exposing her pink panties. | laughed so
hard at the picturethat my mother wanted to know what was so
funny. | showed her the pictureand she agreed it wasfunny, but

saidlittleboysshouldn't look up girls dressesandlaugh at them
when they accidentally show their panties.

I loved hanging around the studio during those beginner classes
toseethegirlsdancingaroundintheir underwear. | wasdiscreet,
and my momtook littlenoticeof meworkinginthebackground.
A few of thegirlsseemed abit self-consciousabout my presence
and | know some of them asked my mom why aboy wasthere,
but she'd just tell them | was her son and doing work, and |
wouldn't bother them. But peeking at thegirlssurebothered me!

Also the changing areain the back of the studio was not very
privatewith several littlehiding placesfromwhich | could peek
at girlschangingtheir clothes. | awayshopedto seeagirl naked
but except for just afew fleeting glimpsesthat rarely happened.
So | took an interest in the next best thing: their underwear,
especially their panties, and that led me to sneaking into the
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changing area when the girls were out taking lessons to go
through the their thingslooking for pantiesthe girls had either
changed out of or wanted to change into after their class.

Occasionally, when| wassurel wouldn't bediscovered, | would
steal aparticularly nicepair of panties, and of course, thatled me
to put them onin the privacy of my room and pleasure myself.
It was such an astounding turn-on to see a preteen girl in her
panties, then steal her pantiesafter she had changed out of them
and put thosevery same panties on and masturbate myself silly.

When | turned fourteen, | wasgetting taller, and | started trying
onmy mother'sclothesbecausethey startedtofit mepretty well.
Often, my parents liked to go out for dinner and dancing on
weekends and said | was old enough to stay at home without a
babysitter. Being alone at those times, | would dress in my
mom'sclothes; | especially loved her panties, and she had many
pairsof fancy del uxepanties. Shehad so many pantiesshenever
missed them (that | know of) whenever | took them. | also liked
her dlips, nylon pettipants, dinky nightgowns, and ruffled bl ouses.

Onenight | put on everything including adress and went down
to the living room. | placed a floor lamp between me and the
shade-covered window. | wanted to cast a shadow and strip!
WEell, when | got down to my panties, there was loud knocking
at thedoor. | quickly turned off thelight and hid. | waspetrified!

When | turned sixteen, | wanted a job, and a friend of my
mother's operated aladies' clothing boutique and offered me a
part-time job as a stock and delivery boy. Talk about luck!

Mom told me maybe | didn't want the job because she thought
I might beembarrassed towork aroundladiesand girls clothing.
| tried not to sound too excited about the job and told her | was
justinterested inthe money and the clotheswoul dn't bother me.

Withinthefirst week | wasworking at the store, | found private
time to secretly try on afew of the fancy dresses. Of course, |

wantedto try onmany of thegreat slipsand brasand pantiestoo,
but | wastoo afraid of soiling the lingerie and being caught, so
| started wearing pantiesunder my boys' clotheson days| went
towork. It wasthefirst timel had done so and goneoutside. But
the temptation to wear some of the fabulouslingeriefor salein
the store was too great, so | devised a plan: When | found a
particularly great slip or pair of panties, | would ssimply drop it
onthefloor and kick it under the counter. Then | would leaveit
therefor about aweek, until | know itwasn't missed; then, I'd get
it out from under the counter and put it in abackpack | kept in
my locked locker. Then whenever | had the chance, I'd model

dresses with these great pieces of lingerie on underneath! And
| usually didthatinthelocked privacy of thebasement storeroom.

One Saturday morning | wentin quite early because| wanted to
try onaspecial dressthat had just comeina ongwith somegreat
lingerie | had stashed away. | guess | forgot to lock the door,
because as| was mincing around, avoice said, “Y oulook cute,
Donnie!" The girlswho worked there always called methat. It

wasGloria, oneof thesalesgirlswhowasa waysvery nicetome,
almostlikeabigsister. | wasembarrassed and started to change.

Shetold meto stay dressed for amoment because she enjoyed
looking at me. Shesaid shehad suspected | wasdoing something
likethat when shesaw mepurposely kick apair of pantiesunder
the counter and watched me for days until one day the panties
were gone and not put back where they had been. That's when
shewent to my locker to seeif she could find them. Most of the
girlsdon't lock their lockers, so when shefound minelocked, it
raised her suspicions even more. She knew there was a master
keytoall thelockers, something | didn't know, and shegotit and
opened my locker and found my stash of lingerie. Asshetalked
tome, shetriedtocalm mebecauseshecould seel wasupset and
feared being fired and having my parents find out | was athief
andplayedaroundtryingongirls clothesat thestore. Shefinally
convinced meshewasn't going to cause meany trouble, and she
surprised me by saying she would be glad to help me play at
being agirl, but at her apartment and not at the store.

Gloria did make me promise to stop all my dressing up at the
store, andtold meif | wanted anything fromthestoreeither | had
to have her buy it for me and | would pay her back out of my
salary, or shewouldbuy itfor measagift. | wassodelighted with
her offer that | readily promised to do exactly as she wanted.

After that, | would go to her apartment at |east once aweek and
she'd help me dress up and we would have fun together. She
taught me about makeup and how to choose and wear female
clothes. Shethen told me shewasalesbian, something | barely
knew anything about, so sheexplained sheliked girlsinstead of
boys, and of course that made perfect senseto me! Shedid say
she made one exception, sheloved gay boysand crossdressers,
andshelovedgoingtoalocal clubwheredragqueensperformed.
| wasn't old enough to go into those clubs, but she sometimes
hung around with the drag queens who got together alot when
they weren'tworking. Shetook metothosegatheringssometimes.
Thedrag queenswerealively ot andthey madejust about every
encounter into an instant party. They were great fun to be
around, and they loved ayoung boy likemewho loved dressing
up. | likedthemtoo, but then| understood; they liked to have sex
with guys, not with girls, and not with lesbians, though they did
like Gloriaasafun friend.

| wasn't interested in dumb high school girls my own age and
thought Gloriawasfabulous. | told her | loved her and wanted
tohavesex withher. Shenever let mehaveintercoursewith her,
but shedidloveit when | dressed up asagirl and she sat on my
face queening me as| gave her oral sex. Afterwards shewould
jerk me off into my panties as we lay together in her bed in a
beautiful embrace. Onetimeshedid play themalepart and used
adildo on methat she often used on her girlfriends. It waskind
of fun, but just as the drag queens realized, she knew | was
destined only for straight sex, aheterosexual transvestiteif you
will, andthat was OK with her. After alittlelessthanayear, she
moved to southern Californiaand | never saw her again. ¢
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