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Puzzle of the Panties Mystery:

Thousands of pairs of panties ! i
found by the road and in trees ma lOﬂHne

By Rachel Quigley UPDATED:
06:55 EST, 2 Septem]aer 2011

When thousands of pairs of women's
panties were dumped along the side of
the road, authorities wondered if it was
a stitch up. On Wednesday residents in
central Ohio discovered the almost 3,000
pairs strewn along the side of the road
and stuck up trees and no one knows
how they got there.

Investigators are 'baffled’ as to where
the panties came from and are looking
for anyone with any clue to come
forward.

A concerned citizen of the sleepy town
of Lancaster said: 'l don't know who did
it, butthey have to be brought to justice.
| couldn't believe what | was seeing, but
we need to find out who did it.'

2 10TV News

They were of all sizes and colors, some
were children's with Disney characters
onthem, others plain without decoration
and some ofthe sexy, lacylingerievariety.

Fairfield County Deputy Gary Hummel
said some of the panties were still folded
the way they would come in packaging,
while others appeared to have been
worn.

Deputy Hummel said when the panties
were all collected, they filled ten large
trash bags.
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photographs depicting sexual activity are adult simulated, and the words used to descri be these photographs are not meant to depict the actual conduct of the pictured subjects. All
real names have been changed. Any similarity to real personsis purely coincidental. Most of the photographs contained herein have been artistically altered either by computer or
inother waystosimulatecertain activitiesaswell asto conceal theidentity of any real persons. Whilestory linesmay suggest violent or abusivebehavior, thesearejust fantasy situations
meant to enlighten and entertain adult individuals who would never wish those fantasies to become reality. Neither Princess Productions nor anyone connected with Princess
Productions advocates violent or abusive behavior of any kind. Thispublicationisafantasy journal meant to comfort an oppressed minority of individualswho have been created
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“My Son Doesnt Act Like a Boy”

Fromanearly age, Robert Samuel's, now eight, haschoreographed
danceroutinesand performed them at home. When hewasfour,
heloved towear red, sparkly shoesat school; hestill lovesgirls
shoes and enjoys playing with dolls. He wears girls' nylon
pantiesand lace-edged camisolesall thetimefor underwear; his
mother buysthemfor him becauseheinsisted uponit and refused
towear boys underwear no matter how much hisparentstriedto
bribe him or urge him not to wear girls' clothes.

"Inpreschool, everyoneaccepted hisbehavior," sayshismother,
Annabeth Samuels, of San Jose, CA. "But in kindergarten, the
school counselor advised usto talk to a psychologist about his
gender issues. Robert, or 'Roberta as he likes to be caled, is
pictured hereinastill photo taken from aclosed circuit video of
that session with the counselor. He's crying as he is being
interviewed and questioned about his desireto be agirl.

Thevideowasshowntotheboy'sparentswiththerecommendation
he get professional counseling, but the parents refused and said
nothing waswrong with Robert and nothing waswrong with his

wishtobeagirl."If that'swhat hewants; thenwe
want it for him too," his father said and then
added, "Take arealy good look at Robert —
he’' sahappy, confident child— and realizethat
taking suchastep may makehimfeel abnormal.”
Even though the parents vetoed professional
help, they could still seethat, in class, their son
"wasbecomingaposter childfor boyswhowere
different,” asMrs. Samuels said.

What doesthistype of behavior really mean —
if anything? Parents, psychologists, and even
kidsthemselvesarestrugglingwiththisquestion.
Through feminism and the burgeoning men’'s
movement, we've blurred what used to be
recoghized astheline between maleand female
roles. Today, few adults would question a girl
who would rather play with a soccer ball than
with Barbie. But it isn't as simple for boys.

While we may cheer for the young hero of the
film Billy Elliot in his struggle to become a
ballet dancer, some of us wouldn’t eagerly
applaud our own sons if they chose such a
traditionally feminine pursuit.

Criticismcancomefromfamily too. "My father
is very conservative and had tremendous
difficulty accepting that Robert played with
Barbies," says Samuels, who recalls that the
turning point came when her son matter-of-
factly explainedtohisgrandfather that heplayed
with dolls because he liked them.

According to William S. Pollack, Ph.D., assistant clinical
professor of psychiatry at Harvard Medical School and author of
Real Boys: Rescuing Our SonsFromtheMythsof Boyhood, this
type of exploration is healthy and even necessary-though that
doesn’'t make it any less puzzling to parents. Being forthright
with family while continuing to support the child is a smart
approach, says Pollack. "To shame the grandparents for their
feelings doesn’t help. There needs to be less blaming and more
listening to what the child really wants in order to move in a
positive direction for change."

The Samuels's make a point of allowing Robert to pursue his
interests. "What mattersisthat | haven’tlost my connectionwith
my son," explains his mom. She and his dad have also joined
Supporting Our Sons (www.supportingoursons.org), a group
dedicated to "hel ping boysbreak out of the gender straitjacket,"
according to Pollack, who is on the board of directors.

"The real challenge for me," says Samuels, "is to make sure
Robert knows— that whatever he does— I’ m going to support
and love him without reservation. And that’'s not just about
sexuality. It' s about being a parent.”
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CinderellaBoy

At age three, Timmy Moore
refused to respond to anyone
unless people called him
Cinderella. "Even the boy's
pediatrician had to say, 'Okay,
Cinderella, you're next,' or
Timmy wouldn’'t go into the
examination room," says his
mom, Carol Moore, of Seattle.
Timmy ispictured herein one
of hismany Cinderellagowns.

But "pretending to be a
character of the oppositesex is
not necessarily asign of gender
confusion,” explains Gayle
Peterson, Ph.D., a family
therapist in Berkeley, CA, and
author of Making Healthy
Families. Toachild, Cinderella
could represent kindness,
nurturing, gentleness or just
plain goodness — qualities
worth encouraging.

While it's easy to say "boys
will be boys," typical male (or
female) behavior isn't as
biologically determined as
many of us think. Gender
identity isfar fromfully formed
at birth, and it continues to
develop throughout early
childhood.

Starting around age five, most
kids experience an intense
period of identification with
their own sex. "Boys usualy
become supermacho and girls
superfeminine,”" explainsEllen
Galinsky, author of The
Preschool Y ears. "They canbe
very unforgiving of achildwho
hasn’t reached that point."

anything wrong with him. So | just said, 'Well, that’s not true.
You're aboy and you can play with Barbies; it's OK.™

When the Teasing Begins

Many parents first realize there's a problem when a gender
challengedkidwhodoesn’t conform startstobetaunted. " Timmy
came home crying because another boy told him that only girls
play with Barbies, and we didn't know how to respond,”" says
Moore. "My heart breaksbecauseal | hewantsto doisbehimself.
| wish hewasn'tinto dolls, but | don’t want him to think there's

Sometimesit’ snot just classmateswho passharshjudgment, but
also adults, which leadsto more parental anxiety and confusion.
"Wethought the school psychol ogist wanted to talk about some
adjustment issues Julian was having," says Steve Shore, a dad
from West Hartford, CT. "But when | called her, al shewanted
todiscusswaswhy Julian sometimesdressedupingirls costumes
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during free playtime and that she had
heard reports that everyone knew he
wore frilly little girls' panties for
underwear. When | admitted my wife
and | bought him lacy pantieslike his

girl cousin in addition to some girls' | .

dresses for him to wear at home, the
psychologist saidit wasabigmistake.
She made me feel like we were
encouraging aberrant behavior. | was
upset. | felt ambushed by the school ."

Things are better now. Julian is eight
and accepted fairly well by other
studentseventhough healwayswears
girls clothes, including at school and
thatisusually girls slacksand blouses
but sometimes he does attend classes
inadress. Julianispictured herefrom
adtill photofromavideo of himinthe
school's medical office being tended
tofor aminor injury not related to his
gender issues. As you can see the
school requires him to have a short
haircut, but hisdressesare OK -- who
canfigure?

Where Gender
Identity Starts

Lisa Stromberg, the president of a

parental advisory group, explains,

"Girlscanbeanythingthey wanttobe, |

but westill need to expand the code of
acceptablemal ebehavior, whetherit's
allowing boystobemoreemoational or
to take up dance." Her crusade grew
out of personal experience: When her
son was three his favorite dress-up
costume was a princess gown. "His
dress raised eyebrows, but no one
batted an eye when my daughter went
through her truck phase," she says.

"I'mgladforthat, butit' sasad double &=

standard.

My daughter then started playing
baseball and got into a Little League
Tykes program. And | have a funny
photo of my son in one of his fairy
dresses at the ball field. Anyone
looking at him and her and knowing
me might have been wondering what
wasgoingoninour family, but noone
said anything."

Parents Tend to
Blame Themselves

Even when the situation isn't
so desperate, parents have all
sorts of upsetting questions
whenraising achild who does
not conform to typical gender
roles, like: Did | do something
wrong with my child?

"When my Aidan’s girlish
behavior — dressing up and
playing with dolls — didn’t
stop, | had to ask myself: Was
| too smothering? Was my
husband not home enough?'
says Grace Shickler, amother
of five from Boulder, CO,
whose son is now ten. "The
guilt wasawful."

A childpsychol ogist reassured
her that shewasn’ tresponsible
for Aidan’ slikesand dislikes,
but that wasn't the end of it.
"He wanted dolls and lacy
underwear for Christmas. If
his sister asked for a baseball
bat, wegaveittoher. Sol felt heshould get whatever hewanted too. Wedid buy himababy
doll and three pairs of those ruffly nylon pantiesthat little girlsloveto wear. My husband
had some misgivings, but supported my decision. Aidan, of course, loved them."

Inside Girls Panties #13 - Page 5




Shickler did theright thing, says Peterson. "Aidan playing with
dollswon’'t have any effect on his masculinity beyond perhaps
making him a more sensitive, nurturing man,” she explains.
"Even aboy who likesto wear girls pantieswill usually be OK
asit tendsto beatemporary thing once other boysat school find
out. They will surely tease him about the panties, maybe even
shun him or in somerare cases physically abuse him, so such a
boy has to be watched, warned and taught to be cautious.

However, ultimately, itwill probably theteasing by hispeersthat
will get aboy tolose hislovefor the silky fun of wearing nylon
panties. Parentsneed to beready when theteasing startsbecause
it can have lifelong adverse effects on a boy.

Parents need to be watchful and supportive and work closely
with the teachers of a gender-mixed son, but they shouldn’t
distort themeaning of something soinnocent and should support
their child’'s needs. Otherwise, he may feel he has to choose
between his gender and his natural inclinations. The result: A
boy who's macho on the outside but has low self-esteem and
continues to display cross-gender behavior behind your back."

When akid isheing picked on, reassurancethat heisOK iskey.
Say, "It'sOK to bewho you are and we backup the choicesyou
makeaslong asyou don't hurt anyoneelse. Y ou are unique, and
weloveyou." Then, assumingyour childisn’tindanger, work to
stop theteasing.

Why Parents Really Worry

Still, there's another question that some parents are even too
uncomfortabletovoice: Doesthismeanmy sonwill begay? And
am | truly open-minded and ready to make a stand for my child
—ordol wishl didn’t haveto?

Even though her then five-year-old son, William, hadn’t shown
any interest in typical boy stuff, Isabelle McGinley, amom in
Pittsburgh, wasstill thrownwhen hewanted to be Dorothy from
TheWizard of Oz for Halloween. Shefelt thisrequest crossed a
line. "I worried that it meant he would be gay," she says. "My
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husband and | are quite liberal but it's still difficult to accept
when thisis your kid — we're concerned about our culture's
prejudice. Asawful asitistosay, | don’twanttohavetodeal with
it asaparent. Raising astraight kid is hard enough."

Still, McGinley alowed William to wear the costume. "I hoped
this phase would pass, and it did," she explains. A few months
later, William discovered Pokémon, and he quickly forged a
bond with the other boys in his class. "Now he goes around
growlingall thetimeand being supermacho," reportsMcGinley.
"And though | know it's no proof that he's straight, I'm
embarrassed to say that I'mrelieved.”

Infact, thereareconflicting opinionsasto whether cross-gender
behavior in childhood meansakid will be homosexual. It salso
possible for either a macho-acting eight-year-old boy or a
superfemininegirl to grow up to begay, saysPollack. "Weneed
abroader view of what gender can be," heinsists.

How the Issue Intensifies

For older boyswho enjoy pursuits labeled girlish, the situation
getstougher. Shameandfear of their parents’ reactionscandrive
them to battle their tormentors on their own — sometimes with
disastrousresults.

"Rich has always preferred acting to sports,” says his mom,
Roberta Folkers, of Gary, IN. Her sonisactive in local theater
and school plays, and takes both voice and dance classes. "But
football and basketball are big here, and when Rich started
middle school, the other kids got on his case for not playing.
They wrote'sissy’ on hislocker and tripped him in classwhen
he went to the blackboard."

She daysthat the kidsin school have been pretty rough on him,
but he does have a circle of friends who fend for him, and he
seemsto beableto handlewhatever thebadkidstry doingtohim.
Rich Folkers's parents have experienced some eye-opening
personal growth. "My husband alwayssaid, 'L et Rich bewho he
is.’ Butl justcouldn’t. Hisyounger sister isathletic and popular,
and| wanted himtofitinthat way, too, sohewouldn’t beteased,"
Robertasays. "Thereality isthat he just doesn’t fit in. Now, he
dressescompletely asagirl at home, and wearsgirls lingerie24/
7; hehasmoretraining brasand pantiesthan hissister -- and his
pantiesare even fancier and more colorful than hers. I’ vehad to
consider that he might be gay. It's not what we concentrate on,
but if heis queer, I’'m going to have to accept it."

Nancy Salishlivesin Manhattan with her husband and daughter.

Names have been changed to protect privacy.
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The Cuckolding of 3 Sissy Baby
By Sissy Baby Jenny

It al started from aphone call from my wife Susie, "Where the
hell areyou?Y ou should have been homean hour ago. Y ou need
to get homeright away."

'What inthehell isall thisabout? | thought. Susie could bequite
assertive when she wanted. At 41, shewas still very attractive,
with aslim figure, ample breasts, and long straight dark brown
hair that matched her eyes. She still turned many heads and was
alwaysgetting chatted up. Ontheother hand, | wasslim, blonde
haired, not very muscular, and the same height asSusie, 5ft. 7".
We had met several years before and eventually got together
afteralot of flirting. It wasafew monthsinto our rel ationship that
wefinally went to bed together. Themain reason it took so long
wasthat although | wasayear older my sexual experienceswere
very limited-- only ahandful of conquestsandthey usually didn't
usually last very long, while Susiehad many previousboyfriends
before we met and was much more sexually aware.

Actualy, | wasvery nervous about her seeing me naked for the
first time because on several previous occasionsthis had ended
up with thegirl looking at mewith great disappointment. | have
alwaysbeen teased about my penissizeespecially when| wasin
my mid-teensat school. | measure, fully erect, just 3inchesand
my penisis quite alot thinner than average. Some girls | dated
actually laughed when seeing me naked for thefirst time. Most
of those relationships ended due to my lack of size and poor
lovemaking ability. Onegirlfriend told methe truth and simply
put it "you don't measure up sweetie ... sorry."

Atfirst, Susiedidn't appear tomindthat | wasso small but, asour
relationship developed | could tell it was frustrating for her,
especialy when | would slip out of her during intercourse and
that happened alot. She would speak in exasperated terms and
beunnecessarily brutally honest telling shecouldn't evenfeel my
dick inside her pussy. To compensate, much to my shame, she'd
push me off her, take out her huge vibrating dildo and fuck
herself to a repeated screaming orgasm; | would feel bad and
woefully inadequate, however, in all other respects, | knew she
did love meand | certainly loved her to bits.

As| entered the house she came right up to me and slapped me
across the face.

"What the fuck is al this?' she said, holding the suitcase
containingall my baby fetishitems... myfrilly clothingandlarge
collection of baby and sissy magazines.

'Shit," | thought, 'how the hell do | get out of this one?

i [
to shake.

er...." | mumbled with my face turning red as | began

"So, tell me, you actually like to dress up like ababy ... no just
ababy, but alittle baby girl?" she said holding up a pair of my
favorite pink satin rhumba panties with big satin bows and
matching lace trim on the front and back.

| nodded and mumbled, "Yes...yes. | ... | can't helpit."

Susiestood therefor amoment and then her faceturned fromone
of anger to a broad smile. Now, almost laughing, she told me,
"After | found thisstuff, | needed some support so | had Marion
come over. She brought Cindy along and the two of them were
here all morning looking through your secret stash ... frillies...
books... baby bottle, all thisjunk. Also Cindy wasableto access
some the files on your computer, and that explained alot!"

Marion lived down the block. She would often go out clubbing
with my wife on Fridays. Sheisan attractive woman with long
blondehair and acoupleof yearsyounger than Susie. Cindy was
Marion'snieceandwasstayingwith her for thesummer. Thegirl
isavery cute blonde with asexy little figure and only 15 years
old. To have my innermost sex secrets exposed to such ayoung
girl made me want to die of shame.

"Nearly al your pervert computer filescontain storiesof hushands
turned into baby girls by their wives ... and one of your baby
magazines goes on and on about the wives of these guys going
out and sleeping with other men ... real manly men. Infact, one
story you bookmarked as one of your favorites... itisall about
this guy who is forced by his wife to spend the rest of hislife
dressed as ababy girl while she seesother men ... doesthat turn
you on dear?"' she said grinning.

"It'sjust afantasy... nothing more," | said.

"Well, Marionand Cindy think thisiswhat youreally want. They
think I should goout with other men. They arewell awareof your
'small’ problem ... since you had put some interesting photos of
yourself on your computer, the ones of you dressed up in your
frilly baby stuff ... diapers, saucy panties, bibsand dresses... and
some of them with your little penis stiffer than | have ever seen
it! They found all your fetish stuff highly amusing ... especialy
little Cindy. She was laughing so hard she complained that her
sides ached. And Marion has known for years about your little
dinky dick. | joke with her about it al the time. She thinks |
should start going out with other men ... menwith big hard cocks
... and enjoy areal fuck whenever | want. What do you think?"

| wasstunnedintosilence. | couldn't believethat shehad told her
friendsabout my tiny penisand exposed my baby fetishtothem.
How could | look them in the eye ever again?

That night in bed Susiewas much calmer and began by asking if
| would dress up for her. | sheepishly agreed, hoping she then
might accept my baby fetish. Soon | had on my babydoll nightie,
diaper, rubber panties and a pair of white satin baby panties
coveredinfrillsand satin bows. Susiecracked up laughingwhen
| came out of the bathroom and then with anervouslaugh, said,
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"Ah,youlook very cute...just
like a baby girl ... what shall
we call you, now? Do you
have a girly name?"

"Jenny," | said blushing.

"Oh, how sweet. Come ‘on
overtome, sweetlittleJenny,"
my wife said, still using that
mocking tone and shaming
grin. We began hugging and
Kissing. | was supremely
turned on; | pulled aside my
diaper and panties, rubbed by
little penisagainst her panties
covering her pussy. Sheurged
me to suck her breasts'like a
real baby," and told me that
from now on | had to call her
'mommy" and she would call
me by my sissy name, Jenny.

| whimpered as| triedtodrive
my penis as deep as | could
into her slippery vagina. She
cradled meto her largetitsas
she encouraged meto tell her
my secret desiresso shecould
fulfill my little baby dreams.

"Comeon, my sweetlittlebaby
Jenny, tell mewhat youwant."

| moaned with pleasure. "Oh,
mommy ... mommy, forever
and ever, | want to be your
little baby girl ... 1 ... 1...er...
want you ... to dressmeup in
tonsof frilly baby clothesand
treat melikeareal baby girl."
| revealed myself completely
to her as| cried out that | was
'her baby girl' and sworel would do anything sheasked. Mommy
stroked my head and whispered to me that she now understood
and everything would be all right, saying, "My little girl will
always be safe and loved." Oh, what joy | felt as| pumped my
puny penis against her warm panty front with wild abandon.
"But, Jonathan ... sorry, | mean, Jenny ... now that you are my
baby ... mommy will need aboyfriend... becauseamommy likes
to feel sexy and loved on an adult level, so obvioudly, | will
require some attention from areal man fromtimetotime... and
since you said you will do anything for me, | know you won't
objecttometakingalover if youwant to beababy girl," shesaid
inamatter of fact tone. With soft whimpering groans, | knew she
wasright. My desires contained aneed for humiliation.

"Oh, mommy, please don't date men; | don't want a big, rough
man fucking you with his huge penis ... no, please ... no," |
whimpered to her.

Shejust smiled and whispered back, " Sh-h-h, baby Jenny, sh-h-
h. No, don't fret, but | want youtoknow that | have already made
adate with Tim tomorrow; you know Tim ... the big, handsome
guy frommy office. He'salwayschattingmeupand | haveknown
for along time he has been wanting to get into my panties.... no,
he doesn't want to wear my pantieslike you, yalittlefruit ... no,
he wants to slide my panties aside and then shove his big cock
pant my panties and into my pussy ... | know he has abig cock
because he's often hard in histrousers just while taking to me.
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"Thismorning, after | found all your fetish stuff, | called Marion
andtold her. Shehadto comeover right away and seefor herself.
Of course, she brought along her sexy little niece Cindy, and it
wasMarion'sideafor meto call Tim. She knows how he'sbeen
after me for along time. She told me to tell him all about your
secret sissy baby lifeand make adatewith him. | loved theidea,
so | called him and had lunch with him today; he's coming over
tomorrow night. Hewantsto seejust how big of asissy wimpyou
are. He wants to see you dressed up in all your baby clothes."

| wasvery excited rubbing my penisagainst her panty front and
| wanted to enter her pussy but shesaid, "No, sissy Jenny, | don't
want you to try and fuck me. I'm not alesbian, but you can keep
rubbingyoullittlegirly dick onmy panties. | know youliketo do
that. I'm saving my pussy for areal man with abig cock.

"And, yes, Timwantsto makeloveto me... and | want to make
loveto him ... I've been excited thinking about him for ages, and
your baby fetishand your lack of ability tosatisfy mesexually are
my ticket. He'sfully aware of your silly baby desires. | showed
him some of the photos of you that Marion printed off your
computer. Hesnickered like crazy when hesaw youinthat girly
pink outfit withyou sitting theretaking aphoto of yourself inthe
mirror and helaughed out loud when he saw the one of you with
your littlewillie poking out of your diaper and lacy panties... and
thenhewent wildwithlaughter at the pictureof you sucking your
penis-shaped dummy whilefuckingyourself withmy bigvibrating
dildo. Hesaid hewantsyouto beinyour baby clotheswhileyou
watch usfuck. Healso said abeautiful woman likel am needsa
real man. | agreed and told him how uselessyou arein bed."

It was all so crazy and exciting to hear her talk like that ... and
scary ... what | had | gotten myself into? It was all too much for
me and | finally exploded onto mommy's silky panties. "Yes,
mommy, yes, mommy, yes... yes, | do want to watch him fuck
you. I'm your baby girl and I'll do whatever you want." | could
barely believe | was actually saying those things!

"Poor baby ... you're just too small for mommy ... or for any
woman, aren't you?' she softly spoke in a maternal voice. |
nodded. Then sheadded, "Do meafavor, Jenny. Go down there
between my legsand lick your cum up off my panties. Thentake
my pantiesoff and youwear themto bed tonight. Of course, | did
exactly as sheinstructed.

Thenext day, Saturday, Susie was busy getting thingsready for
her datewith Tim. Marion and Cindy were upstairsin our room
choosing an ouitfit for my wife on this very specia occasion ...
they selected ashort black satindresswithasplit uponeside, and
underneath she wore some sexy lingerie they had bought that
morning, consisting of a white silky bra with lace panels and
matching panties and a satin garter belt and light tan stockings
with lacy tops. | lay on our bed while she dried herself from her
shower and put on her new braand panties. | told her shelooked
great as she fastened the stockings to the garter belt and then |
helped her zip up the back of her dress.

It wasastrange hel ping my wife get ready to meet another man.
While Marin and Cindy helped with her makeup and hair and
finishing touches they kept looking over at me giggling and
commenting about what afailurel amasaman. Whenthey were
finished, my wifelooked sexy ashell and | wasfeeling sojealous
that shewas doing it al for another man."

"Y ou look so pretty," little Cindy gushed. "Timis so lucky."

"Comeon, Jenny ... timeto get you ready," my wifesaid ... and
self-consciously they slowly undressed me until | lay there
completely naked and totally embarrassed before the three
giggling females, especialy the tiny teenage Cindy with her
male-killing laugh. She couldn't hold back from laughing likea
crazedlittlegirl whenshefirst saw my littledimpledick. Suetold
he to go ahead and touchiit ... and she did! She stroked it afew
times, and it immediately stood up hard as a fountain pen. "It
really isvery small ... I've changed the diapers on little toddler
boys with penises much bigger than thisfunny little thing. But,
of course, ababy is supposed to have alittle dick."

Marion commented, " Gees, Susie ... he's so-0-0 tiny; how does
he ever fuck you? I've never seen a penis so small on agrown
man. No wonder that he doesn't just want to be ababy but ababy
girl -- it all does make alot of sense now!"

My hairlessbody ... including my genitals... was sponged down,
my tight littletesticlesand small penisgiven maximum attention
asone of them commented, "All little baby girls need to be kept
very clean." They kept mocking me as they transformed me,
pulling out al my baby clothes that they had hung up in my
wardrobe where | had once kept my male clothes ... dressesin
soft palepink satinand whitelace, someinwhitesatin, al so baby
doll nightiesin pink chiffon and pale pink satin, matching satin
pantiesin pink, white, and cream ... dozensof diapers... lotsand
lots of nylon pantiesin pink and clear, frilly ankle socks ... and
finally Susie produced a blonde wig with a pony tail complete
with pink satin ribbons that she had bought that day." They
explained to me that my wife had given Marion and Cindy my
charge card and sent them out shopping last night a fetish gear
shop and theHoughton Mall to assembl eall thesegirly and sissy
baby things. They must have charged up quite alarge tab! But
what could | say?| couldn't say anything but lay back, let them
tease and taunt meand dive head first into my fantasy sissy baby
life now being fulfilled like | had never expected.

"He has got more pantiesthan | do," Cindy said. That girl never
stopped giggling! They took turnstrying different outfitson me
until they got the combination they wanted. Marion put my
diaper onwithanew pair of crinkly clear plastic pantiesthat were
tinted pink. Cindy followed up, choosing my favorite panties...
my pale pink satin rhumba pantieswith yards and yards of pink
and white lace on the front and rear with a huge pink satin bow
on the back. She drew the panties up my legs and settled them
over my diaper and plastic panties. Shecouldn't resist teasingme
as she snapped the snug panty elastics on my waist and legs.
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"There you go precious’ she said. Next came my pink satin
babydoll nightiewhich camea most to thebottom of the panties.
It had lotsand | ots of whitelace onthe chest, shoulder strapsand
hem with lots of pink and white satin bows. My wifethenrolled
on the white ankle socks with pink lace and then finally placed
the new wig on me, sitting me now at her dressing tableto fix it
in place. | felt like such afool. Standing facing the full-length
mirror, my reflection was one of agrown man dressed asababy
girl, asissy baby girl. My wife and her two friends clapped and
cheered. | turned bright red but my little peniswasnow rock hard
initsfluffy diaper and panties.

At7PM, Timarrived. Susiecameupstairsand gave meakisson
the cheek. "See you soon, darling ... be a good girl for Cindy
while mommy is out with her new boyfriend, and ... DON'T go
playing with your little winkie now; not until were back, OK?"

"Y eth,mommy," | replied. Her perfumelingeredinthebedroom
assheturned on her high heelsand walked out to meet her lover.
| thought about getting out of the single bed in the spare room
where | had been put for the night to get alook at this Tim but
decided against it. Cindy was downstairs now on the phone to
Marion excitedly telling her that Tim had arrived and she
described him as "gorgeous -- areal hunk with agreat body."

They came back sooner than | thought. | heard the deep voi ce of
aman and my wifetalking and laughingwith Cindy and Marion,
who had arrivedjust beforethey camein. | don't know what was
sofunny but | bet they werehaving alaugh at my expenseiswhat
| thought to myself. Then | heard my wife say "He's upstairs ...
come and meet him ... he's al dressed up for our big date.”

My heart began to beat faster ... | had let myself be put into this
situationand now | couldn't escapefromit. | heardthemclimbing
thestairs... | soscared and anxiousat what thenight would bring.
Too late now to change anything ... then they appeared at my
open bedroom door. All four of them were there and then
gathered around my bed with Susie and Tim holding hands.

"There sheis... my pretty baby girly husband," Susie laughed.
She snatched the duvet away from me... shewanted Timto see
meinmy baby clothes..."Oh, my god, now |'ve seen everything!
Fancy awimp of aguy all dressed up like alittle baby, he said
snickering. "A BABY GIRL!" My wife corrected and they all
blurted out laughing.

| tried to cover up my frilly panties with my hands but Susie
pushed them away and lifted my nightie up over my belly
exposing my frilly pink satin baby pantiesall the way up to my
baremidriff. "I don't think hewantsyouto seehisfrilly panties,"
shetold him. "He's so ashamed of &l theribbons, lace and frills
on his panties because only a weird pervert would ever wear
something like them. No girl of any age would be caught dead
wearing such sissy frills. We better check her diaper," she said
as she placed a finger into the leg openings on my frilly nylon
panties. "Oh, yes, | thought so ... he's wet them."

Shegrabbed both pairsof pantiesand yanked them downmy legs
to the ankles, my diaper was unpinned and there | was ... naked
beforeher new boyfriend, my tiny penisfully onshow for himto
see. They all laughedtogether. Inmy brain | wasexcited but also
so scared and my tiny penis had shriveled up even smaller and
looked like a mushroom cap.

"Poor bastard ... that really issmall ... it looks smaller even than
in the photos," he said with ahuge grin.

"Even when it's hard; it's not much bigger," Susie giggled.

The two of them began to kiss, his large hands exploring her
curvy figure. I'm ashamed to say that seeing how passionately
she responded to histouch made my penis begin to erect. Asit
started to stick up in the air. Cindy's tinny teenage voice
triumphantly announced, "HE'S GOT AN HARD- ON."

| tried invain to hide what little dignity | had asthe two lovers
brokefreetolook downat me, smiling. My wifecooed, " Awwww,
doesitturnyouonhbaby ...to seemommy and Uncle Timkissing
...doesbaby Jenny want towatch usmakelove, now?"' sheteased
and they laughed some more.

Marion asked, "He's so damn small ... have you ever measured
him, Susie?"

"I think he's about 3 inchesfully erect. Cindy will you grab my
tape measure for me? It'sin the closet in my sewing kit. Infact,
why don't you do the measuring ... I'm sure he will like that."

She placed the tape measure alongside my now painfully erect
manhood, her small soft handstouching the head of my cock as
sheread out the measurement ..."M-m-m ... oh, dear, it'seven a
bit shy of three inches ... not even a decent toddler-size penis.”
Cindy said with alittlegirl frown and a pretended expression of
complete sorrow. Marion mocked that she would never have
stayed with any man with a penis so small.

"How about yours, Tim? I'll bet it's alot bigger that this puny
littlething," my wife said, turning to him. He didn't object and |
was soonto find out why. Susie unbuckled histrousersand they
fell to the floor, his white boxers weren't doing a good job of
hiding at what lay beneath. With her hands trembling, my wife
carefully peeled down his shortsand his erection sprang out, all
very long, thick and veiny oozing pre cum on the tip of avery
swollen purple head.

"OH-H-H ... MY... GOD ... YOU'RE ENORMOUS," my wife
said in absolute delight. Marion and Cindy stood there staring
open mouthed in total shock at his huge penis. "IT'S A
MONSTER," Cindy shouted in wonder. My dear Susie placed
thetapemeasureal ongsidethemassiveshaft ... "almost 9inches'
shefinaly stated, after sucking in air in disbelief with her eyes
firmly fixed on hiserect manhood; her fingerscould barely meet
around the girth it was so thick.
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"Now that'sareal man's penis!" she gleefully stated.

| couldn't take my eyesoff it. "NO ... NO ... NO ... MOMMY ...
HE'S TOO BIG ... HE WILL HURT YOU ... PLEAE-E-ESE
DON'T LET HIM FUCK YOU! PLEASE-E-E ... MOMMY,
HE'STOO BIG!"

My pathetic attemptsto change her mind werefutile. Infact, my
fearsirritated her and sheanswered my pleadingsby saying, "Do
me a favor, Tim ... | would like you to put my sissy husband
acrossyour knees ... and give him agood spanking ... it'stime
he learns there' gonna be some changes around here and his
opinion doesn't count.”

"NO...NO...PLEASE, DON'T," | yelled, but tono avail. | was
taken out of bed and placed on thefloor. Tim did not want meto
pee on hislegs hetold Susie to put afresh diaper on me and to
dress me back up into my nylons and frillies. The big strong
muscular man then hauled meover hislap, pulled my diaper and
panties to the side exposing one of my bottom cheeks and gave
meapowerful spankingwhilemy wifeand her friendslooked on
-- and laughed. | had never been spanked in my life up to that
point and it hurt unbelievably! | began to really cry!

WHACK ... WHACK ... WHACK.

"Tell everyonewhat you are," my wife said.

WHACK.

“I'm...I'm ... asissy baby girl ... mommy."

WHACK.

"Please, tell him to stop, mommy."

WHACK ... WHACK.

"No, you big baby! Tim won't stop until you've learned your
lesson. Until you'velearned that Tim and | will fuck any damn
time we please and you have absol utely nothing to say about it!
Andif you do try tointerfere, I'll have Tim spank you again but
even harder than thistime," she hissed assheencouraged Timto
continue with the punishment.

When the spanking wasfinally over, | was crying harder than |

had ever criedinmy lifeand my butt wasraw stinging red. Then
they made crawl into mommy's bedroom and told to wait as

T

o=y i »
e

Inside Girls Panties #13 - Page 12




Marionsaiditwastimesheand Cindy | eftthemtotheirlovemaking
privacy. But beforeleaving, | heard her whisperintomommy'sear,
"Y ou, lucky devil! | want youto call mewithall thejuicy details
tomorrow!"

Susieand her lover escorted them out and then finally cameinto
thebedroomwith mestandingtherewaitingfor their instruction.
They begantofrantically tear at each other’ sclothesuntil Susie
wasjust standing thereinjust her expensivenew braand panties.
Tim's hands caressed her bottom and pussy through her panties
making her wet, the gusset clearly showing adamp patchinthe
whitesilky fabric, her nippleserect through her soft cup bra, his
penistenting out his shorts, marked with droplets of pre-cum.

They were locked in a passionate open-mouthed kiss, and then
broke apart and directed meto kneel down besidethem closeto
the bed. Soon they were naked and he picked her up in his
powerful arms and laid her on the bed. He went down on her
making her moan loudly flicking at her swollen clitoriswith his
tongue. Shereturned thefavor taking hislongthick shaftinto her
mouth but barely getting much more than the head of his penis
into her mouth asshegreedily sucked him, her handsgripping his
cock like the handle of a sledge hammer.

Wanting to be nearer to my wife, | picked up her silky nylon
panties and held them to my face breathing in her moist love
juice. They looked at meand my wife, with awicked smile, took
her pantiesfrom meand stretched them over my head sothat they
were positioned with the wet crotch over my mouth and nose.
Taking the penis shaped dummy that was fastened around my
neck with apink ribbon, shepusheditinto my mouthandtold me
tosuck onit"quietly." Thearomaof her pantieswasintoxicating.
| became increasingly turned-on, despite the humiliation.

Timthenlay between Susi€'slong, lightly tanned legsand placed
themover hisbroad shoulders. My wifethenguided hisoversized
penisto the entrance of her wet pussy.

"Be careful ... you're very big ... I'm not used to anything this
size," my wife said ashe slowly rocked back and forth and fuck
sank his man meat into my darling, squealing wife. Her face
contorted in pain, then pleasure as he slowly humped her, long
deep penetrating strokes until he wasfinally grinding his pubic
bone against hers. She began to sob as she felt years of sexual
frustration disappear. She whimpered. | was less than a foot
away, witnessing this epitome of agreat fuck.

"Takeout your little dicklet, Jenny," Susie ordered in an almost
out of breath voice, "andwank it for mommy and Uncle Timlike
agood little girl."

Pulling my erection free from the side of my diaper and panties
| did as| wastold and slowly masturbated my cock with finger
andthumb. | wasintotal aweat thesexual display beforeme. Just
as| wasontheverge, | could hear Susieyellinginaway | had
never heard her screamout before. "OH-H, ... YES... YES...A-
G-G-R-R-R-H-H ... YES... YES... YES...I'M CUMMING ...

I'M CUMMING ... M-M-M-M-M-M-M-M!" Her face now
flushed red; she dug her nailsinto Tim'sflesh encouraging him
to keep fucking her until she had every last drop of him. | felt
completely broken at what | had just witnessed but strangely
excited and totally humiliated knowing | could never compete
with Tim in the bedroom.

| was sent back to my own bed, and after afew minutes passed,
mommy cameintotuck mein. | still had her pantiesonmy head
but I could seeshehad put onafresh pair of panties. "Everything
isgonnabefine, Johna...| mean, Jenny." Shelooked sosexy, her
long dark brown hair now disheveled and with aradiant glow
about her pretty face. | looked at her breaststhrough the opening
of her dressing gown then between her legs at the sodden patch
of her panty gusset where their juices were leaking into the
panties, alovely paleyellow pair withwhitelaceinserts. Shesaw
me looking and laughed and explained that she had put on the
pantiesto soak up their juices because sheknew i would want to
suck them out. She then replaced the panties over my head with
the wet spunky ones, peeling them off and stretching them over
my head and carefully positioning them into place over my
mouth and nose. It was scary. | had never tasted another man's
cum --- but | knew | wasabout to! "Y ou want mommy's soaking
wet panties ... don't you? Well ... here you are, baby."

| awoke the next morning very early to the sound of my wife
being fucked again, her moans and the bed squeaking sounds
making it very clear what was going on. | just lay there and
sucked on my dummy while they finished their lovemaking.
Then Suzie called me into the bedroom.

"I know you enjoyed sucking my panties out last night after we
made love, so thiswill be even better. Get down here and suck
my juicesand Tim'sslime out of my pussy." It wasacommand,
not arequest. | approached her slowly and crawled up onto the
bed. Asl lowered my head betweenher legs, Timshoved my face
right into her twat. "Go to it, you little sissy cum licker," he
laughed. | did it; it was good to be this close to my lovely wife.

Timthen pulled meoff and said, " That'senough. Now, clean off
my cock." Hehad my headin hishandsand hiscock was pointed
rightat my lips. Hishold onmy hair hurt like hewasabout to pull
my hair out by the roots. Tears rolled down my cheeks. |
submitted. | closed my eyes, opened my mouthandthen| felthis
hot cock forcing itsway past my lips. | coughed and gagged and
didasbest | could. | sofeared hewasgoingto hurt meif | didn't
doagoodjob. "Nick mewithyour teethand I'll knock every god
damn tooth out of your head so you'll never hurt meagain. | was
crying, licking, sucking, and constantly trying to catch my
breath. My jawsached and | feared for everything. Then, | heard
my wife say, "Holy shit, the little sissy son of abitchisagod
damn cocksucker! | should have known." Shelaughed and Tim
said, "Thelittle fairy isn't bad. With alittle more practice, we
could makesomemoney with himsucking cocksfor $5acrack!"
They bothlaughed at that. That marked theend of my onelifeand
the beginning of anew life.
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School for Sissies

“Andy, hurry up! | told you | was in arush. We have alot of
shopping to do today before your appointment at three,” Janice
urged her nephew, Andrew.

Janice Townsend never wanted to get married or have children.
Shewasahardworking and demanding entrepreneur who owned
asuccessful real estateagency. Janice' syounger sister, however,
wasacompleteopposite. Shehad adrug problem, was separated
from her third husband and by court order had to give up her son,
Andrew, because she was unable to take care of him.

Begrudgingly, Janicetook him; otherwise, he would have been
forcedtoliveinafoster home. But the 11-year-old slowed down
her lifestyle, so she decided to send him off to aboarding school.
Problemsolved! Shecould affordatop school, sowithmorethan
two months to go before the start of the new school year, she
investigated variousprivate middle schools. She al so took some
time off her work to get to know her nephew as well as decide
which school she would like to have him attend.

Sadly, though, soon after Andrew arrived, his mother suddenly
died of a drug overdose. Most people considered her sister
Janiceto beacoldhearted businesswoman, and that wasafairly
good description of her, but evento her own surprise, right from
the beginning, Janice liked the boy and actually began to enjoy
being his surrogate mother. He liked her too and soon he was
calling her “mom.” Janice filed papers to adopt the boy. Still,
withher professional life, shehad limitedtimeto spendwithhim
and having thewoman next door watch himwhileshewasat the
office wasn't working out well and that just reinforced her
decision to send him away to school.

Then things declined, the boy was giving his sitter fits, he was
becoming increasingly slovenly in his appearance and had no
interest in keeping hisroom clean. And when it was reported to
her that hewasrepeatedly nasty to girlsintheneighborhood, she
confronted him and he told her al girls were dumb and their
gushy, girly ways made him want to throw up.

The boy loved living with Janice; with all her money; he had
every toy and privilege hehad ever wanted, but heal so knew she
had a short temper, so he did his best to be good but his natural
inclinations led to many incidents that displeased her, and on
those occasions he felt the pain of her looks of displeasure and
disappointment, and increasingly, she resorted to spanking him
with her hand and then with vintage wooden-handl ed hairbrush.
The spankings got hisattention but he kept falling back into his
old bad habits. She was now ready to bring out her old sorority
paddle. She was sure that would help her accomplish whatever
she was about to decide what to do with him.

Janice till liked the boy, but he needed a maor overhaul,
especialy whenit cameto reforming hisviewson females. And
Janice knew the answer: Mrs. Amanda Johnston, her former

sorority mother, was now heavily involved in the burgeoning
1964 women's liberation movement. She had a theory about
raising boys and was now openly encouraging mothersto treat
their sonsmorelikegirls. Janice contacted her; they had several
long discussionsthat opened Janice'seyesto atotally new world
and resulted in her committing to send Andrew to Johnston's
special school set up to prove her theory about feminizing boys.

“I"'mhurrying asfast as| can,” Andy called down, ashetied his
shoes. Hedid not want to keep her waiting. Hewas getting alot
of spankings lately. As he reached the bottom of the stairs, he
asked, “Where we going?’

“| told you before, Andrew, we'regoing shopping and thento an
appointment at three. We'll bemeetingwithanoldfriend of mine
whoisanexpertwith children; she'll helpusturnyouintoamuch
nicer child so | won't have to spank you so much anymore.”

Andy wasn’t sure what that all meant, and his confusion made
him abit anxious, but he knew better than to question his aunt.
In the car, they drovein silence to the mall where she took him
by the hand into Wagner's Department Store. Janice grabbed a
shopping cart and then led the boy to the girls' clothing section.
Hehad never been surrounded by suchanarray of feminineitems
and he clung to Janice as she went directly to atable piled high
with neat stacks of fancy girls' panties. Mrs. Townsend looked
throughthe panties, |ooked downtoward Andrew, and then back
againto the pantiesas she selected anumber of pairsinavariety
of colorsand styles. As Janice repeatedly |looked back and forth
between Andrew and each pair of pantiesshewasexamining, the
boy asked, “Who ... who are these for?” He truly had no idea
what they were doing there.

“Oh, you'll find out soon. Now hush up. | don’t want any more
questions, understood? I've alot to buy, and not much time.”

Andy apologized and then stood quietly beside her until, to his
utter surprise, she held up three pairs of panties and asked him
which pair he liked the most. The boy wasn’t sure what to say,
and certainly wasn’t sure why he was being asked. “They ...
they're all nice, | guess. For agirl, but, um, who are they for?’

“Andrew! | toldyou | nomorequestions. Now, quickly—1 simply
want your help. Givemeyour opinionon someof theclothes!’ |l
bebuying. Which of thesepantiesdoyouthink aretheprettiest?’

Andy looked quickly at the three pairs she was holding up for
him; hepoi nted tothepink nylon pantieswithfrilly legbandsand
red heartsand little bows on the front. When she asked himwhy
he picked them, he blushingly said that he though a girl would
think they were the prettiest ones. Janice scooped up two more
pairs of similar panties along with all the other pantiesthat she
had selected, put them in her basket and then led him over to
another table and sel ected an assortment of girls' socks:. anklets,
bobby socks, and kneesocks. Next shewalked toadisplay of full
and half-slips, and with each selection she solicited Andy's
opinion. Next they moved to arack of blouses. Again, she gave
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her nephew along look then selected one, took it off the hanger
and held it up in front of him to check on the size.

“Auntie!” Andrew said in a loud whisper. “What you doing?
People are looking. Please.”

“ANDREW,” Janiceresponded, rather angrily. “1 need to check
thesize. Don’ t worry about other people. Nobody islooking and
if they are; they certainly don't care, so quit being silly.”

Again, he apologized and stood motionless as she held three
blouses of different sizes up against him. He was getting very
nervous, so he had to ask her, “Auntie, isthe girl you' re buying
these for the same size as me?”’

“YES,ANDREW,” shesaid sternly. “Now that isenough. Or do
youwant to meto spank you with my hairbrush assoonasweget
home? Or are you going to behave?’

“1...1"ll behave,” hereplied. “I’'msorry.” Andfor theremainder
of their time in the department store, he didn’t say aword.

After selecting several blouses, Mrs. Townsend selected skirts
and dresses. Again, muchto hisshame, shehelditemsup against
him to check on size and appearance. He wanted to shrink away
each time shedid it, especially when other people were around,
but he obediently stayed silent except for when she asked his
opinion. Theworst moment for him camewhenthey wereinthe
section with schoolgirls uniforms, and she selected one, held it
up against him and kept holding it up to himfor thelongest time,
and then, to hishorror, shetold him, “ Andrew, | really can’t get
agood sense of what thisuniform lookslike being worn just by
holding it up. | need you to put it on for me."

Hewasspeechl essasshetrotted himover toachangingroomand
said, “Just go in there, take off your shirt and pull the uniform
over your head and then let me see how it fits." He stood beside
her for along moment, not moving until Janice saw he had been
so stunned at her command that hewasfrozenin place. Leaning
over, shegavehimalittlekissontheforehead and pat ontherear.
“Runalongand get changed, honey; wedon' t haveal ot of time.”

Likearobot, Andrew took baby stepsintothechangingroom. He
removed his shirt but then took along time pulling the uniform
over hishead. Inadaze, hehad new and strange sensationsasthe
dress-like garment slid down over his body. Janice was loudly
knocking on the door wondering why hewastaking solong. He
then poked hishead out thedoor and mumbled, “I ... I’mready.”

Janice reached in, grabbed his arm and pulled him out into the
store so she could see how it fit him. Andrew’ seyesgrew wide,
tears quietly rolled down his cheeks. He couldn’t believe what
she was making him do, but he knew it would be a mistake not
toobey her. Takingadeep breath, hestood for her asshechecked
thefit, but then, to hishorror, just beyond her, he saw threegirls
near his own age who had noticed him and were staring with
wide-open-mouthsandlooksof surprisefollowed by gigglesand

shrieks of laughter. Janice saw his shocked look, followed his
stareand looked behind herself and saw thegirls. Shejust shook
her head, “ Andrew, stand up straight. | need your help with this
uniform; ignorethosesilly littlegirls. Don'tlet them bother you."

Hisfacewasburning up red. Hekept hishead downto avoid the
girls stares as his aunt fussed with the skirt of the uniform and
looked at himfromseveral angles. Y es—yes, | think thiswill do
nicely,” wasall she said before motioning for himto go back in
to change back into his shirt.

Totally unnerved, Andrew was now extremely apprehensive
about the meeting they were scheduled to have with the 'child
development expert' -- amysterious-soundingtitle. Of course, he
still had no idea that the shopping expedition and the meeting
were connected. And he had no ideathat the meeting waswith a
woman who speciaized in feminizing boys. As they drovein
silence, Andy could seehisaunt wasdeepinthought and heknew
better than to interrupt her by asking questions about what to
expect at thismeeting. Then, after several minutes, Mrs. Townsend
brokethesilenceandsaidinafirmvoice, “ Andrew, wearegoing
tobeat our appointment inabout fifteen minutes, andwhat | want
you to do now -- without complaint -- is—| want you to remove
your pantsand underpantsand thentakethat pairsof pink panties
that you liked out of the small bag beside you and put them on.
Y ou may then put your pants back on.”

Andy wasn't sure what he had expected his aunt to say, but it
certainly wasn't THIS! He started to protest, but asthefirst bit
of asound escaped from hislips, Janiceturned her head, picked
up something on the seat beside her and said in commanding
voice, “Doasl say, Andrew. | don't want apeep out of you, other
thana'yes, maiam.' Isthat understood? If you don'timmediately
dowhat | justtoldyoutodo, I'll stopthecar, takeyou outsidewith
your pantsdownand beat thehell out of your skinny littlebottom
with this new paddle I've been saving just in case | needed it.”

Andrew then saw thewooden paddl eshehel d up asshecontinued
to steer the car with her other hand and knew that when his aunt
spoke like that she wanted no backtalk, only action. He had felt
her firm hand and hard hai rbrush on hisbutt many timesand they
had hurt terribly, and now the sight of that paddielooked likeit
would be even more painful than any of hisprevious spankings.

He gave the only correct response available to him. “Yes,
ma am,” he said with in defeat. Then, as his aunt continued
driving, her tearfully nervous nephew removed that pair of pink
panties from the bag, pulled his trousers and underwear down
and off and obediently donned the slinky panties. Then, as
quickly as he could, he yanked his trousers back up over them.

Andy watched intently as they drove along a country road,
ending at alarge old house set back on asprawling estate. Janice
parked her beside three other cars. To Andy, it just looked like
anordinary house-- abig, beautiful house-- but likeahouse, not
like an office or some place of business. Following hisaunt, he
got out of the car. Asshetook hishandin hers, shecouldfeel his
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nervousness. Bending down, she gave him alittle kissand hug.
“Don’tworry, dear, everythingisgoingtobefine. | just wantyou
to do onething here: Do asyou aretold. Do EXACTLY asyou
aretold. If you do, thismeeting will go well. If you don't—you
will greatly disappoint me; and | know youdon'twanttodothat.”

They walked up to the front door and rang the bell. A moment
later, an attractive young woman in atraditional maids uniform
usheredtheminside. “The othersareall herealready,” shesaid.
“Please follow me to Madame' s office.”

Whenthey entered theoffice, Andy saw three other womenwith
boys about his age. Each boy looked nervous, one was crying,
and each was clinging to one of the women. Standing at a desk
at the front of the room was this small woman, much older than
his aunt, wearing a neatly pressed black skirt and crisp white
blouse. He gray hair wasin abun, and she wore dark stockings
and black high heels. Andy wasdistressed to seethat in her well-
mani cured handssheheldasmall cane. “ Welcometomy home,”
she said warmly to Mrs. Townsend. “ So, this must be Andrew.
Andrew —my nameisMadame Johnston. Thisisthe school that
perhaps your aunt has told you about.”

“P... pleased to meet you,” Andy said, in as polite amanner as
he knew how. Just then he wasinterrupted by hisaunt. “Hello,
Amanda,” shesaidtothewoman. “ | haven't mentioned anything
about the school to Andy. Asyou know | just had my adoption
papers approved, | didn't have much time, but we did do the
required shoppingfor hisnew wardrobe. Concerningtheschool,
| thought it might be better if it were abit of asurprise.”

“Well, yes, certainly, that isfine,” Madame said. “No problem
atal, infact. So, I'll start thingsoff.” Then turning her attention
to the group, she said, “OK, boys, take your clothes off, now.
Everything that is, except for your panties. Keep those on.”

Andy clung tightly to his aunt’s skirt and looked at her with a
distressed expression. He noticed, though, that she didn't seem
surprised by Madame's request. Instead, she said, quietly but
firmly, “Do asMadame said, Andy. Take off everything except
your pretty pink panties. Do it right, NOW!”

“Buttheother boys..." hewhimpered withtearsstartingto flow.

Just then, hisaunt pulled from her large pursethe paddle she had
showed himin the car, and he suddenly felt an intense pain rip
into his butt as she gave him one hard swat. His mouth opened
wideto emitayell, but it wasimmediately covered by her hand.
Madame was now advancing toward him brandishing her cane.
“You will do as you are told when you are here, young man.”

To avoid feeling her cane he knew he had to act and act fast; he
dropped his trousers and then ripped off the rest of his clothes,
leavinghiminjust hisfrilly new panties. Hepeeked around at the
other boys and they were quickly undressing too and wearing
colorful pantiestoo! Soon asmall pile of clothes sat alongside
each boy, and each boy was hanging onto a woman that Andy

guessed was hismother. Each nearly naked, panty-clad boy was
trying to modestly cover his condition hiding himself with his
hands and behind his mother's skirts like alittle toddler. Andy
didn'twanttolook at theothersandtried toavoid eyecontact, but
with quick glances he saw that the others boys, were wearing
fancy girls pantiesjust asshameful ashisown: al full-cut, brief-
stylepantiesinshiny nylonwithlaceandfrillslikelittlegirlslove
towear. Oneboy worebright yellow pantieswith flowersonthe
sides, another wore purple panties with white lace on the front
and around the legs, and the third boy wore a pair of white
rhumba-style panties loaded with lace back and front, and the
white lace had a bit of pink edging. Through his tear-clouded
vision, Andy could seethat the other boyswere cryingtoo. One
of the boys, the one in the white rhumba panties, had hair much
longer than what most boys wore in 1964, even though Beatle
haircuts were just starting to become popular with older boys.
Andy hadtotakeacl oser look at that boy because, for amoment,
he wondered if it wasagirl and not aboy after all.

Madamerepeatedly tapped her caneagai nst thepalm of her hand
as she then addressed them all as 'boys' so then Andy knew for
sure that the kid in white panties was a boy, as she said, “OK,
boys, | sceweareaready startingtolearn alessonin obedience.
Step over here. Y ou four are going to be spending alot of time
together and will be going through your transformation, here,
together. When | amfinishedwithyou, youwill bevery different
fromtheway you are now —much improved | daresay, andina
manner that will, I'm certain, please your mothers immensely.
But for now, it is simply time to say hello and be introduced.
Stand herefacingeach otherinacircleandintroduceyourselves.”

Asthe motherslooked on and chatted amongst themselves, the
boysstoodtearfully inatight circleinfront of Madameand, one
by one, they said their names: Paul (whitepanties), Chris(yellow
panties), Eric (purple panties), and Andy in his pink panties.

“Very good, dears. It's nice that each of you has on adifferent
color of panties, so until weall get to know each other, you can
call each other by your panty color for theday. Now —how many
of you know why you are here?’

Andy looked at the others and saw that two of them looked as
confused as he was. Paul (the boy with the long girlish hair),
however, slowly raised hishand and quietly said, “Um, I ... | do,
Madame. Mother told me what will happen to me here.”

Madamesmiled at Paul, and theother boyslooked at himaswell.
“Well, dear, what isit. Tell the others. | can see they are quite
desperate to know what fate awaits them in my house.”

Paul looked at the others and started to cry, so much so that he
was unable to speak. Instead, he suddenly ran from the circle,
over to his mother and buried his face in her full breasts. His
mother, however, wasnot receptivetohim. Instead, shetook him
by the ear, walked him briskly back to the circle of other panty
boysin front of Madame and gave hisruffle-pantied rear ahard
swat asshetold himto stay put. Paul stood for amoment rubbing
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hiseyesandtryingtocomposehimself. Andy could seeMadame
was not pleased — shewashitting the cane agai nst her hand more
briskly now, and then with a series of quick motions brought it
down quickly two times against Paul’s pantied rear. “If you
continue this crying and disobedience,” she said firmly, “1 will
pull down those fancy panties you have on with all that lace to
protect you from my cane and give you a severe whipping on
your naked bottom. I'll really give you something to cry about.
Suchasissy youare. Nowonder your mother brought youtome.”

Paul reached around to rub his stinging backside, but Madame
intervened and took hold of both hishands. “NO —and thisgoes
for all of you. When you are caned you will not —I repeat NOT
— rub your rears afterwards unless you want an even harder
beating. Y ouwill find that my caneisyour friend here. Itisused
tohelpyoulearnyour lessons, andinorder it to helpyoudo your
work most effectively, youwill not be permitted to rub away the
pain. Isthat understood?’

All thesmilingwomenwerenow looking at their sonsastheboys
responded in unison, a submissive, “Y es, Madame.”

“Now, Paul,” Madame continued, “let’s start again, shall we?
Please tell the others the purpose of your stay here.”

Looking down, rather than at the others, Paul replied quietly
“We're ... we're here to be changed into girls.”

Andy’s mouth dropped open in awe. Even after all that had
happened, he couldn't believe what hewas hearing. “ Y es, dear,
that’sright,” smiled Madame. “ That iswhat wedo at thisschool
—weteach boyshow to be girls. And, now, Paul, tell usall why
areyou here for such atreatment?’

“My ... my mother saidit'swhat shewants... th... that shedidn’t
want aboy, anymore, because | was too rude and cause her too
many problems, so now she wants meto be agirl.”

“Soyou are here because you were not well behaved, and thatis
thecasewithall of youboys. Y ouarea | miscreants, troublemakers
and sometimes downright nasty, especially towomen and girls.
Theworld doesn't need any moreboyslikeyou-- wehavefar too
many of them already. But there is always more room in the
world for sweet, innocent, obedient little girls -- so that iswhat
your mothers have decided you will become and | am the one
who can do that for them. Isn't that right, Paul?" He nodded.

"Paul knowsbecausel transformed aboy fromhisneighborhood
into the sweetest little girl anyone could ever imagine. So Paul
has long known full well what | can do. His mommy had
threatened to send him here, but that wasn't warning enough. He
still misbehaved. | guesshedidn't believe shewould make good
on her threat, but here heis now, right, Paul?

“Y ... yes, Madame,” Paul said, and then, looking back at his
mother hesaid, “1’msorry, mommy. Please. | said | wassorry and
| promiseto begood. Please. Please, canwego home, now?’ He

wanted desperately to run againto hismother, but heknew what
would happen if he did. Instead he just stood there and cried.

“OK, boys,” Madamesaid, "now, youmay joinyour mothersand
they will comewith ustoyour roomto helpyou get settled, dress
youinone of your new outfitsand ready you for the day; thenit
will betimeto say goodbyetothemandyouwon't seethemagain
fortwomonths, and next timeyoudo, they will havethepleasure
of welcoming you astheir littlegirlsrather than astheir naughty
little boys.”

Andy ranback tohisaunt. He, liketheothers, wascrying. Hewas
confused. Hedidn't understand what washappening, or why. He
didn'tthink hehad ever doneanything sobad astomerit thiskind
of punishment.

“Sh-h-h-h,” purred Mrs. Townsend, asshegavehimakiss. “ Stop
that crying. Therereally isnothingtocry about, sweetie. I’ msure
you'll dowell here.”

“B...but," hemoaned, “dol really havetostay here?Pleasedon’ t
do thisto me. Please don’t |et her turn meinto anicky girl."

Janicejust smiled. “Don’tworry. Thisiswhat | want. Evenwhen
you were a baby you were much too pretty to be a boy and |
thought youmakealovely girl, but your mother triedtoraiseyou
likethelousy man whowasyour father. | told her hewasno one
tomodel you after, but shelistentome. But that isall in the past
now. Now I'm your mother. Yes, | haven't given you the news
yet, but two days ago the court finally notified me that they had
certified theadoption. | am now officially your new mother, and
itismy right to raiseyou as| please, and | intend for you to be
my daughter. | spoke with two other women who had sent their
boyshere, andthey wereboth extremely pleasedwithMadame’ s
training program—and so aretheir boys, who werejust likeyou
when they first arrived here, but now they are happy that they
have been turned into girls— and I’'m sure in just a couple of
monthsyouwill betoo.” Shethenwiped her boy’ sface, took his
hand, and followed Madameinto thelarge bedroom that thefour
boyswould be sharing during their two month training period at
theinstitute.

Asthey entered the common bedroom, Andy noticed how girly
it looked. The wallswere pink and the four beds, lined up side-
by-sideal ong onewall, had matching Barbi ebedspreads. Across
from each bed was a dresser and aroom to the side was a huge
walkin closet. Ontop of each bed wasastuffed animal. Madame
directed Andy and his new mother to the second bed in line.

“OK, girls,” Madame said, once all the bed assignments had
beenmade, "you better get usedtomecallingyougirls--it'stime
to get unpacked. My daughter Kristen should be homein about
ahalf hour to help with the belling ceremony.”

Andy and the other boyslooked at each other —but then quickly
brokeeye contact. It certainly had never occurred to any of them
that Madame might have daughter who would be helping with

Inside Girls Panties #13 - Page 17




their training andtransformation. Andthey had noideawhat
Madamemeant by subjectingthemtoa“belling ceremony.”

Mrs. Townsend helped her new son unpack the bags and
boxesfromtheir shopping expeditionandtogether, they put
his panties, socks, dresses, dlips, skirts and other new
clothes in his dresser and the huge closet that had been
sectioned off for each boy. Andy then noticed that the
bedroom didn't have any doors on it; it ssimply opened up
intothecloset and into therest of the housethat wasnow his
new home as well as doubling as his sissy girl training
academy. There wasn’'t adoor on the bathroom either that
was |located just outside the bedroom.

Madame smiled as she noticed where Andy was looking.
“Well,well,” shelaughed, “it seemsthat oneyoungsissy has
noticed the absence of doors in this section of the house.
That’ sright. Everything you do while you are here will be
open to being watched by me, and by my daughter, and by
the other sissies. Privacy of any kindisaprivilege, anditis
something that you will have to earn by showing me what
good girlsyou can al be.” Then, tapping her cane against
her palm, she continued, “Now, then -- when you are done
puttingyour thingsaway, youwill put ontheschool uniforms
that your mothershave provided, and thenit will betimeto
meet back in my officeand say goodbyeto your mommies."

Just then, all the boysand momsheard avoicecalling from
thefront of thehouse. “Hi, mom, I'mhome. Areyouwithall
our new sissiesin their room?”’

Madame smiled. “That, as you may have guessed, is my
daughter, Kristen. She's a first-year nursing student --
something that comesinhandy with someof our treatments,
like the belling ceremony, and she's a big help getting
doctors to prescribe all the vitamins you boy-girls will be
need as you evolve into your new selves.” Then, turning
toward the open bedroom door she called out, “ Y es, dear,
wereinthesissies’ bedroom. Why don't you meet usinmy
study after the boys say goodbye to their mommies? Then
you can bell them."

“OK,” Kristen called back. “Oh, | hope it's OK, but |
brought Susan homewith mefrom school. Sheisanxiousto
help out in any way she can.”

Madamereturned her attention to the boysand their moms.
All the unpacking was almost finished, and the mothers
were helping their boysinto their new schoolgirl uniforms:
dark bluetunics, skirts, blazersand Mary Jane shoes, white
anklet socks, crisp white blouses, and amatching blue cap.
As Janice smoothed out her boy's uniform, she made him
turnaround for aquick inspection andthenbrushed hisshort
hair into as feminine of a style as she could. The other
women were doing the samewith their boys. Janicelooked
over at Paul and his mom and saw her putting hishair into
two braids and neatly combed his girlish bangs. “I really
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wished | had let Andy’s hair grow out when | first considered
doing this, she said loud for the othersto hear. The other moms
of boyswithshort hair agreedwith her, sayingitwould havebeen
lovely to have nicelong hair on their boys when they arrived.

“Oh, don’t worry,” said Paul’ smom. “ By the time you seeyour
boys again, all of them will have longer hair, long enough to
makethemlook quitegirly, andI’m sureall other tracesof their
boyishness will be completely gone.”

It wastimefor themom’ sto say their good-byes. Thethought of
being separated fromtheir mothersand sentencedtoastay at this
transformation school was more that the poor distressed boys
couldtake, and all four beganto cry and cling totheir momswith
all their might. Andrew’ snew mom|et himhug her foramoment,
noticing that all the other moms were now struggling to escape
their desperate sons. “ Andrew," she whispered sternly into his
ear, “that’s enough. It'stime for me to go. All this crying just
makes me more convinced that I'm doing the right thing in
bringing you here.”

“Oh, please ... please, don’t leave me,” he whimpered. “ She ...
she' sgoingtomakemeintoagirl. Please, don'tlet her! Please!”

Jani cesmiled at oneof theother momswhowaslooking her way,
androlled her eyeswith an*“| guesshedoesn’t quite understand
yet” kind of an expression. “ Andrew dear,” shesaid, giving him
one last kiss on the cheek as she pushed him away, “you must
understand, sweetie. Thisiswhat | want. And thereisno chance
that | will changemy mind. | want youtobemy littlegirl, not my
littleboy. Andthatisthat.” Shethen pried himlooseand walked
out quickly asMadametold theboysthat they would earn severe
beatingsif they eventried to chase after their mothers. Thenthe
four mothers were gone.

Back intheir room, thefour sissieswerewiping away their tears
asthey tried to understand their new situation. Just then Madame
entered the room with two attractive girls, both dressed in the
nursing school uniforms—all in white -- stockings, shoes and
crisp white nursing uniform dresses.

“Sissies,” saidMadame, “ | want tointroduceyouto my daughter,
Kristen, and her friend, Susan. Girls, thisattractive sissy boy on
theend is Paul.” Paul stood awkwardly for amoment, and then
madeanicepolitecurtsy. “P... pleased to meet you, Kristenand
Susan,” hesaid. Theother boystook noticethat Madame smiled
at Paul’ sattempt at good behavior. Then, inturn, the girlswere
introduced to the other three boys, and each boy did his best to
doacurtsy and say apolitehello asPaul had done; they knew the
threat of a caning was an ever present option.

Susangiggled asshemet each boy. “ Oh, Kristen, they aresimply
so sweet. | don't know what | was expecting, but they are
definitely prettier and more girlish that | thought they’d be.”

Madame then stood in front of the four sissies and tapped her
cane against her openpalm. “ Sissies, you are starting off well. If

you continue to try to do your very best at being obedient and
help ustransformyouinto thekind of proper littlegirlsthat your
mothers desire you to be, then al will go well. Part of being
obedient will involve obeying Kristen. Shewill be helping with
your training, and you must respect her and mind her just the
same as you respect and mind me.”

At that moment Kristen walked over next to her mother, looked
down theline of sissies, and told them “OK —it istimefor your
first panty inspection. Hold up your skirts.”

The boyslooked briefly at each other, but seeing the stern look
on Madame' sand Kristen’ sfaces, each of them quickly reached
down and pulled their skirtsup until they were high abovetheir
waists, tofully reveal their pantiestothefemales."Keepholding
them up,” commanded Kristen, “while you listen carefully to
what | haveto say. Oneof therulesyou havetofollow whileyou
arehereisthat you may not play with yourselves. Not ever. You
may touch your williesonly when necessary, that isfor relieving
yourself and washing. And to make sure that you don’t touch
yourself in anaughty way, you are going to be belled.”

Kristen then opened her palm and showed the boys four small
bells. “Withtheseattached,” shesaid, whileswinging onebell to
demonstrate the distinctive tinkling sound it made, “it will be
obvious if you break thisrule. Do | make myself clear?’

The found sissies nodded together in agreement.

“OK then” said Madame. “Kristen and Sandra are going to go
into the bathroom to set up for the belling. Don’t be concerned.
What they do will only hurt you for amoment. And of course—
itis, like everything else we will be doing here, for your own
good. Now, I'll pinyour skirtsup in front to keep them up with
your panties exposed so you are ready for thislittle operation.”

One-by-one the boys were led into the bathroom, Andrew was
first."OK, pink panties, get yourself inhere." Oncehewasinthe
bathroom, Sandra under Kristen's direction, lowered his new
pantiesin front until his peniswas exposed but |eft the panties
cupping his balls and still up in back covering his tight buns.
ThenasSandraheld up hispenis, Kristeninserted alittlesterling
silver bar through Andy'sfrenum, linked it to oneof thebellsand
then sealed the other end of the metal bar, making it impossible
to remove the bell without cutting the bar. Kristen then jiggled
his penis to hear the bell ring; both girls then laughed having
successfully completed their task. Sandy pulled up his panties
and said, "Those are really nice pantiesyou have, boy. You are
solucky." Kristenthen manipul ated hispeniswithin hispanties,
the bell tingled and the girls began giggling all over again.

"Y es, you boys are lucky. Who wantsto be a stinky, dirty little
boy, anyway?Y ou'll lovebeingagirl and especially loveitwhen
my mother or one of usgirlsplayswith you belled penisin your
panties, but youhavetobeareally goodlittlegirl if youwant one
of ustogiveyou suchanicereward. Now, get back out thereand
send in the next boy. Let me see purple panty boy next."
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Some children are so spoiled that their parents cannot refuse them anything, and the child basically
runs the whole family! Claudette Simone is such a girl. If she doesn't get her way, she makes life
miserable for her parents and anyone else in her way. She desperately wanted a little sister, and when
her parents weren't able to have another baby, she demanded that they make her little brother, Conrad,
pretend to be her little sister whenever she wanted. So much to Conrad’s dismay, their parents took
him out and bought him a full wardrobe of fancy girls’ clothes with many outfits matching his big sister’s.
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