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Ifyou like old-fashioned nylon panties, you'll love the pictures and stories from unpublished, original sources, out-of-print publications,

and the Internet that our pantywaist readers sent to us when we asked them for copies of their favorite panty jerk-off materials.

~ Since 1981 ,‘

A PRINCESS PRODUCTIONS PUBL ICATION




“I knew you’ve been stealing my panties and
shooting your smelly cum into them. So you
like wearing panties and girls’ clothes, huh,
sissy? You want to be a girl, huh? Well. T'll
teach yvou what it feels like to be a girl ™

Inside Girls Panties #11 is published by Princess Productions, PO Box 1184, Des Plaines, Illinois 60017-1184. All rights reserved. Copyright © 2010, Princess
Productions. Contributions are welcome, but the publisher neither assumes responsibility for the loss of any such materials nor guarantees the return of those
materials. All letters, pictures and other items sent to Princess Productions are considered intended for publication. If any of these materials are published, all real
names and identities will be kept confidential. All photographs depicting sexual activity are simulated, and the words used to describe these photographs are not
meant to depict the actual conduct of the pictured subjects. All real names have been changed. Any similarity to real persons is purely coincidental. Most of the
photographs contained herein have been artistically altered either by computer or in other waysto simulate certain activitiesaswell asto conceal theidentity of any
real persons. Whilestory linesmay suggest violent or abusive behavior, these arejust fantasy situations meant to enlighten and entertain adult individualswho 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. This publication is afantasy journal meant to comfort an oppressed minority of individuals who have been created by society and then rejected by that
same society. Transvestites, panty fetishists and submissive males are not welcome in most families and cultures. This publication is designed to soothe the souls
of these often-frustrated individual s by exploring situationssimilar to their own individual upbringing, personal experiencesand fantasiesfor the purpose of relieving
their loneliness. Thefantasies portrayed are just aslegitimate as anyone el se' sfantasies. Thispublicationisan aid to masturbation, asafe sex outlet. Printed in USA.
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Publicly Panty Spanked
in Mexico

2002-07-04

My son, Andy, has six nice pairs
of nylon punishment panties,
which aregirls frilly panties. He
hasto wear them before and after
getting a spanking. Whenever he
has his panties on, he is called a
sissy boy. | do not make himwear
panties at all times, only during
thepunishment periods| establish
at the time he is caught
misbehaving. To me, that makes
his punishment more effective. If
he wore them 24/7, | think, he
would get used to wearing them
and diminish their effectiveness.
Whereas, if being dressed in
panties is part of his spanking
punishments, they elevate his
humiliation many fold.

Jack, my husband fully supports
my discipline approach and even
participates by spanking Andy at
times. Jack believesthat by using
such a sissy punishment, Andy
will eventually becomeevenbetter
as a man when he grows up into
adulthood. Jack can tease Andy
about hispantiesevenmorethan|
can. Jack knows how to humblea
pantied boy. Of course, he can
spank our son harder too, but our
husband can make Andy cry just
by telling him to go to his room,
put on hislacy girlie panties and
prepare for a spanking.

Depending uponthemisdeed, | vary Andy'spunishment periods
from several hoursto several days, and during thosetimes, | do
make him wear hisfancy pantiesunder their boys' clothesif we
go out; it makes him very self-conscious and extremely well-
behavedif wegotoashow or outto eat. If wearevisiting friends
or relatives, he practically goes into a shell and usualy sits
quietly without making a false move. That's a direct result of
what happened one day while we were on vacation in Mexico.
Andy was in a whiny mood and kept complaining about
everything. Hedidn't want to do anything my husband and | had
planned for that day, so despite thefact that wewereinapublic
park at thetime, my husband pulled him over to park bench, took
down our son's jeans and paddied him on his heavily frilled,

white nylon panties. Mexico, you have to understand, isavery
'macho’ country. The men and boysthere are brainwashed from
birth to be highly protective of their masculinity. In Mexican
society, any maleshowing eventheleast bit of feminineinterests
ortendenci esisinstantly and severely blackballed. EvenMexican
women and girlsbuy into thismentality, so you canimaginethe
reaction of thelocal peoplewhenthey saw my husband spanking
our boy on his ruffled panties in public. The spanking as a
disciplinary measure, I'm surewasfinewiththem, but thepanties
had menyelling out (I guessed) demeaning termsat our son, and
most of thewomen were pointing and laughing, except for those
mother trying to hustle off their children to shield them fromthe
sight of asissy boy.

Janey
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For ladies in pretty panties go to www.PantyMaster.com

Granny’s Perfect Panties

By Coquette & Princess Lacey

Tommy wasstaying at hisgrandma’ shousewhilehismother and
sister went to Atlantafor the week to shop, see shows and dine
in the best restaurants — all things he had no interest in doing.
Upon arriving at his grandmother’s house, he was delighted to
seeher old-fashioned lingeriestrung up onthedryingrack inthe
bathroom. He fingered the lovely silks, lacy chiffons and long
black nylon stockings. He wanted to steal them all, wear them
and play with hiswillie until he erupted into their silkiness.

Tommy wasvery familiar withlingerie, sincehehad‘ borrowed’
hissister and mother’ sslipsand pantiesmany timesbeforesp he
could luxuriatein their softness as he masturbated himself silly
to repeated climaxes. But having seen granny’s ol d-fashioned
dlip, stockingsand pantiesinthebathroomthat afternoon stirred
hisemotions. He regretted not having brought from home some
of the lingerie he had stashed away, but his mother had packed
his bag and they had been off in a hurried fashion upon him
coming home from school.

Until hesaw hisgranny’ slingerie, hehad dreaded not having any
of his stolen lingerie to play with during his stay, but upon
examining his granny’s old-time lingerie, he realized his stay
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would not betimespentinagony. Hewasparticul arly excited by
granny’s spectacularly pretty lingerie made of heavy weight
satin nylon and loaded with many morefrillsthan anything his
sister or mother owned. Hedesperately wanted them. All he had
todoistofigureout how hecould get someof her lingerietoplay
withinthe privacy of guest room that was now hisbedroom for
the week.

After going to bed that evening, he lay awake thinking about
granny’s lingerie. If he had taken an item or two from the
bathroom, she surely would have known he took them — but he
wanted them so badly, healmost waswilling to takethe chance.

The night was warm and, as he lay naked on his bed, with his
young skin buzzing and itching for the touch of nylon and lace,
his feelings grew. As his emotions mounted, he went from
feelingwarmto cold, sweaty andfilledwith desire. Withimages
of beautiful lingerielike hehad seen onthedrying rack filled his
brain, asudden electricthrill shot through hisinflating penis; no
matter what therisk, hedecided hehad togratify hisneed. Hehad
an overwhelming desire to see more of granny’s exotically
beautiful lingerie, but hewondered how hecould getthem. Then,
while tossing and turning in bed, he suddenly realized granny
was till downstairs watching television, and he was sure there
waslittlerisk in sneakinginto her bedroom, which wasjust next
door to his own room.

He stripped off his pgjamas, then tiptoed naked down the
hallway. He listened from the top of the stairs. He was happy to
hear the television blaring away and his granny laughing,
obviously inresponsetowhatever show shewaswatching. With
the little bit of courage he needed, he stealthily tiptoed to
granny’s bedroom. The door opened with a squeak that made
him jump, but he calmed himself and quietly entered. Granny’s
favorite perfumefilled the air and filled his nostrils. He | ft the
light off. Just by thelight comingfromthehallway, heheadedfor
the massive dresser against the far wall; he was sure that would
be where she kept her luscious lingerie — and he was right.

In desperate need to panty himself, he pulled out the pair of
pantiesontop, an elegant whitepair of full-cut satin pantieswith
beigelaceat thesidesand aroundthelegs. They werehisfavorite
panty design with alot of lace but no lace on the front wherethe
silky satin was free to tease his hard penis. And his penis was
painfully stiff, but he wanted more panties! Just as he dug
through the drawer stuffed with the fanciest and silkiest panties
imaginabl e, hegathered hisarmsaround them and crushed them
to his naked chest, then he heard a noise behind him.

Granny snapped on the light, slammed the door behind her and
gaveher grandson awitheringlook. “ Soit WA Syouwho played
withmy slipand pantiesinmy bathroom,” shesaid, coldly, “and
my best bra, too.”

He couldn’t answer her. How could he say anything in his
defense since she had caught him so obviously playing with her
lingerie in her bedroom?

“Of course, it wasyou, who else could it have been? Thereisno
oneelsehereexcept you and me. | couldtell you wereinto them
becausethey wererumpled and put back sloppily ontherack, not
how | had left them.”

Tommy wanted to cover hisexcited peniswithinher pantieswith
his hands, but he was holding over adozen pairs of the greatest
pantieshe had ever seen or touched and never wanted to let them
go— hewasacrazed panty pervertinthemiddleof amasturbation
adoration to beautiful panties— he couldn’t let them go, so he
simply loweredthemto cover thegrossdistortionof hisgranny’s
panties that he was wearing.

Granny with her upswept purplish-pink hair strutted haughtily
towardshim. Shestoppedinchesfromhim, andinher highheels
shelookeddownat him, “ Soyouhaveathingfor ladies’ lingerie,
huh, naughty boy?’ she said. Underneath her dress, her jutting
bustinher pointed satin brataunted himjustinchesfromhisface.
He stared from one magnificent peak to the other, and gul ped.

“1 expect you'd like to see what I'm wearing underneath my
dress, huh, since you're so very interested in ladies’ lingerie?’

shesaid assheundid buttonsat thetop of her dressand letit open
s0 he could see the straps and top of her scalloped pink full-slip
and the straps and cups of her 1950s-style white bullet bra, a
remarkabl e contraption like he had never seen before.

“No, please, please, granny! Please, don’t take off your dress, I,
[, 1, uh...” blurted Tommy. He was scared. But his smiling
grandmother was, one by one, continuing to undo the dark blue
buttons of her pale blue satiny dress. Soon, the light garment
began dlipping down her body toward the floor.

“Y oudon’t want meto take off my dress?Y ou don’t want to see
the fancy lingerie | have on underneath? My big brassiere, my
fancy dip, my pretty panties...?’

“Yes! | mean, no! Oh! Oh! No!” squeaked Tommy. He was
already embarrassed to the core and didn’t want to embarrass
himself even further. He knew he couldn’t stop himself from
spurting if sheexcited him even further. But she knew shecould
make him shame himself even more, and shewas going to make
it happen as she completely let go of her dress. He could only
stare, seeing thedistinct outlineof hisgrandmother’ spantiesand
gartered nylon stockings showing through her full-length pink
dlip and her lustrous white bra peeking out around the edges.

Heblushed, hischeeksshininglikebright apples. A thrill zipped
down his spine from the nape of his neck, flew under his firm
littlebottom and speared hi stightening nuts; insidetheir rumpled
skin, atiny pair of balls churned. His aching penis had never
encountered such decadent panties and lingerie before.

“Soyoulikemy panties?But I’ m not surprised, your mother has
been telling me for along time about how you steal her panties
aswell asyour sister’ sand then soil themwithyour baby-making
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juice. Such asilly young panty boy pervert you are. I'm only
surprised that you succumbed to your wicked sissy desires so
soon after arriving. | guessyou are more of alingerie thief than
any of us had suspected,” teased granny. Tommy was crushing
hisarmsfull of pantiesto his chest, holding onto them like they
were the only things he had left on earth, but it left his pantied
hips exposed to her view and sheloved the sight of hisboy cock
pointing at her through her whitepanties. It wasquitethe prettiest
little dickie she had ever seen — at least in a pair of panties!

Tommy panicked: hisracing heart waspumpingwithexcitement
aswell as confusion. Only experienced panty lovers know how
dangerousfabulous granny pantiescan befor asissy boy; it was
very mischievousof granny to arouse her grandson’ spanty love
with her wickedly fancy ol d-fashioned pantiesand lingerie.

“Oh, dear, | can seeyou can’t helpyourself, what apatheticlittle
panty wanker you are,” said Granny, pursing her lipsin mock
reproach and barely suppressing a grin of triumph, “and your
mother thinksyou’ re such agood boy with just aminor problem
when it comesto lingerie. | guessshehasnoidea. | will haveto
give her afull report.”

Tommy couldn’t tear his eyes away from granny’s pink slip-
draped body that could spell theruination for even the youngest
and stiffest boy cock. The poor boy at |ast averted hiseyes. The
blood was roaring in his ears, and his mouth was parched, and
then hefelt granny’ sfingersin histousled hair, and hisfacewas
turned toward hers.

“lsn’tit strange how you had to fight with yourself? Y ou didn’t
want me to take off my dress, but then you did want it and that
was the stronger need. | know you love my lingerie,” granny’s
breathy voice purred with sexual excitement.

“P-please Granny,” gulped Tom, now keeping his eyestightly
closed so as not to see her ravishing slip and the mysteries that
lay beneath, “I want to go home.”

“Gohome?Oh, dear me. That’ snot very nice, isit?Mommy sent
you to stay with me for aweek and you haven’t been here more
than afew hours. You can’'t go home; no oneis there to watch
over you, and apanty masturbator likeyou needsto bewatched.
Y ou would go totally insane if left on your own with all your
sister and mother’ slingerie. No, you are not going home.” She
lifted hischinandlooked downinto hisfrightened face over the
resplendent peaks of her fetish bra. A wide strap of her dlip
dropped off her shoulder and hung loosely against her broad arm.
Tommy’s knees knocked. He had never felt so scared of his
grandmother.

“That'sno way for asissy boy to talk to his grandmother,” she
added. ‘Sissy? thought Tommy. He knew he was a sissy, but
now everyone would know it! Yet for some unaccountable
reason, despitehisfear, hethrilled at thepossibility. A droplet of
cum hecouldfeel oozefromtheswollentip of hispenisandinto
hisgranny’ ssatin panties. Hefeltitrundownhisdick andwet his

little nuts. It tickled asit cooled immediately.

“Granny,” began Tom, wanting to say something to stop or at
least slow it down everything so he could think, but he couldn’t
think asgranny wasnow hoisting theshimmery pink satinslipup
her body and over her head. He was silenced by the sight of six
broad suspenders, pressed deepinto her thighs, their bright steel
claspspullingtightly onthereinforced topsof her stockings. He
felt astrange desire squirm in the depths of histummy.

Granny now had her slip off and shewaswearing the pantiesthat
had been hanging in the bathroom, the panties that he had
fingered with love. He gasped. Tommy felt abolt of recognition
inhisbrain.

“Oh, | see you remember these panties of mine!” she said, with
asmile, “So you love these fancy old pantieswith all their lace
andfrills?Lovely, aren’t they?But you' reaboy. Boysdon'tfall
inlovewithladies' panties, dothey?Butyou’ reasissy boy; | can
seewhy you playedwiththem: they’ reamongmy favorites, too.”

Hedidn't resist asgranny took the stack of her silken pantiesout
of hishands and tossed them on the bed. Then she held him and
hugged him and pressed his face into her soft pantied loins.
Through her panties, she could feel him taking in deep breaths.

“Mm. My panties smell nice, huh? | just hand washed them
beforeyou arrived, but goodness, I’ m excited now too and | fear
I’mstainingthem asyou hugme. I’ m sureyou can now smell my
lovejuicestoo, huh? Now, darling, it'stimefor you to confess.
Do you love panties or not?’ she asked pointedly.

Tommy had to answer truthfully. “ Y es, Granny,” hewhispered,
looking past hiserection tenting out his pantiesashe gaze down
at histoes. “I - | dolovethem.” He blushed even brighter and a
tear dropped from hislong eyelashes.

“Oh, | do so enjoy embarrassing young sissy boys,” thought
granny - the dear little things look so ashamed when they admit
their panty-love! “Of course you love panties, darling!” she
teased, “ but it’ snot enough to say you lovethem, sweetheart, as
I’m sure you know. To be a real sissy, you must love them
properly,” Granny said asshefirmly took hisarmand led himto
the bed. “Y ou must make loveto them,” said Granny, throwing
him headlong on to the soft heap of panties.

Thelittleboy landed onthesoft heap of panties. It wassomething
made of afetish’sdream; his skinny legs spread wide, his nose
engulfed in the scent of old perfume and lavender. The smooth
insidesof histhighstrembled, overcomewith hisfrighteningand
irresistible panty love. Between his legs, his pretty little cock
pressed eagerly into granny’ slovely panties.

“Oh, Granny!” screamed Tommy, “| do love panties, | do! And
| love your panties most of all, Granny!”

“Oh, no, my darling,” said his grandmother, “you don't love
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them nearly enough, yet, but you soon will.” She then spanked
theboy’ sperfect buttockswith her wrinkled handtoincreasethe
blood flow to hisbutt and | oinsso hewoul d beeven moreexcited
by hisbody in contact with her sensational panties. Tom slipped
forward onthesilken pileand hiswholebody wasnow in contact
with panties from his thighs and hips up to his face that was
pressed against a particularly fragrant pair of frilly panties. His
bottomwas high intheair and hislittle peniswas plunged deep
into the folds of scented nylon, satin and rayon. “Oh... Oh...,
Granny panties!” he grunted, hisfair head in a spin.

“Lovethem, darling, lovethem,” said granny, and she pinched
his balls through the white satin panties he was till wearing.

Shesmelled thefaint scent of boy musk, new and sweet, and she
smiled. It’ sanifty littlething, she thought, and hisballsare till
tiny. Then her expression darkened. But these little nuts will
soonmaketheir mischief, shethought. Shethrust her handsdown
thefront of hispanties, pulled on histight ballsand then tugged
back the foreskin from his young boy cock to fully expose its
head to contact with sexy panty satin nylon.

“Wicked sissy boy,” shewhispered in hisear. A hard smack on
her grandson’ slittle bottom sent the boy’ s pretty cock plunging
deeper into the panty pile and made sure it felt every bit of her
sensational tingly soft old panties.

Tommy screamed and hislittle legskicked in spasms. His baby
cock whipped about in the silks and satins. ‘ What on earth were
these moreintense panty feelings? Werethey pleasure or pain?
It was too, too much to bear!” he thought. Tommy had never
before felt such excitement. It was driving him insane; hetried
toscrambleoff the pileof panties, but granny grasped hisankles,
spread widehisstrugglinglegsand|leaned forward assheput her
full body weight on him and forced him deeper into the panties
hewaslearning toloveeven morethan heever thought possible.

“Naughty, sissy. Were you going to love my panties and then
leavethem?” shewhispered. Sheslid down hisbody, pursed her
lips and gently pressed akiss to his nuts through his panties.

Inside, his balls churned with desire. Granny felt the boy’s hot
thighs tremble against her cheeks. A pulse of desire made his
cock extrafirm and ready to shoot. Tommy squirmed, trying to
breathethrough the pantiesburying hisface. ‘No! No, thisisnot
right,” something screamedinsidehishead. ‘| should be making
lovetogirlsmy ownage, not cummingin pantiesand NOT being
brought to ecstasy by my granny! And in her panties!’

Hisguilt ran deep; hewasinsanely crazy about panties, but just
ashewasabout to shoot, hehad qualmsof fear astowhat hewas;
he was a panty loving sissy — he knew it — he loved it — but
heknew it was so wrong — so crazy — hewas, was, was ... hot
supposedtospill hiscumfor oldladies, especially not hisgranny,
nor waste it in her panties. Hairsrose all over the boy’ sskin, as
though every cell of hisbody wanted towithdraw fromgranny’s
caresses. ‘| mustn’t; | mustn’'t...” he pleaded with his body.

Granny could imagine his confusion and fear of losing any
masculinity he had left, and she knew a few tricks to push him
over theedge. Keeping her grip on the boy’ sankles, sheflipped
out herlongtongueand |etit play under hisswollen cock through
theheavy satin panties. Hispantied peniswasal ready pressed up
hard against histummy and had nowhereto go. No sissy boy can
resist anold lady and her grand panties. Granny tasted theboy’s
sweetness as drops of histhin boy juiceleaked out and through
the panties. Then she felt the first jet of his hot semen shoot
through the panties and into her mouth.

He wanted to scream, ‘No, Granny!” but there was no stopping
hislovejuicefrom flowing out of him, through the satin panties
and into hisgranny’ sthirsty mouth. Inthe quiet of thebedroom,
while she grasped his hair and forced hisfaceinto the fragrant
pantiesto smother hislong screamsof joy, Granny’ sfavoriteboy
shot hisspunk into her mouth through her ol d-fashioned panties.
His narrow little back arched and quivered again and again,
blushing more and morewith each violent spasm of hisorgasm.
He pumped and pumped hisinnocent juicesinto panty heaven.
Soon after, his grandmother’s bedroom was redolent with the
aromaof fresh boy sperm, mingled with theoldlady’ s perfume.

Old ladies’ panties can produce the most prodigious quantities
of sissy cream from schoolboys. Once hooked, there is no
escape. Thelonger ayoung boy resiststheinevitable, thegreater
the quantity. And if the panties in question belong to his
grandmother and the boy is bright and shy and sensitive, the
added shame can produce an extraordinary deluge.

It was quite awhile before Tommy settled down, and when he
did, granny lifted him off the bed and stood him in front of her
while she inspected her handiwork. He sobbed in shame as she
cupped hisshrinking dick andlittleballsin her hand through the
soft satin of granny panties, now stainedwith hislovefor her and
her panties, “Y ouare Granny’ snow, youlittle panty lover,” she
said with a laugh. “Good boy,” she teased. “You do love
Granny’s panties, don’'t you?’ When no reply came from the
weeping boy, she gave him a stinging smack across his pantied
buttocks. “Well, don’t you?" she asked, sharply.

“Y-yes,” sobbed Tommy, “Oh, yes! Oh, oh, oh...” Andhislittle
penisstiffened againto attention; it was so scared of Granny and
the power her pantieshad over himthat it took only ahalf dozen
panty wanksand she had him spurting again! Andit splashed all
over granny’ s laughing face!

“There, there, you've proved it, boy,” Granny said as she
continuedtolaugh. “Y ou’' reaproper little panty slut, aren’t you
dear? Well, dear, what are you?”’

“1"map-panty slut, Granny,” mumbled Tommy, shedding atear.

“A little louder, darling, your sissy voiceis so soft | couldn’t
quite hear...”
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“1"'m apanty-slut, Granny!” he bawled, “Oh... Oh...”

“You most certainly are, sweetheart. You're granny’s little
panty-slut. Now lick al that horrid sissy cream off my faceand
hands. Such a mess you've made, you silly sissy boy to love
Granny’ spantiesso much. Dear me! It’ stimewefindyouanice
little dress. Quickly, now. | know you want to put on adress. A
dressisthe only proper attire for asissy. You want to put on a
dress, don’'t you?”

“Oh, yes, Granny, but, but, I'm a boy. | shouldn’t!” said the
confused little boy as he began lapping up his messy boy spunk
mixed with the makeup on hisgranny’ sface. Gingerly, Tommy
sipped up his semen. Its taste revolted him, but he did as his
grandmother instructed. Hisvelvety tongueon her cheekstickled
her and made her laugh.

“Good boy,” said Granny, watching the boy sip his bitter fluid,
“Swallow it all. That's right. We can’t have that nasty stuff
anywhere near ladies, can we? Oh no. Do you know, Tommy,
somenaughty boyswant to stick their penisunder agirl’ spanties
and spurt their filth into her pussy? | expect you've heard
something of the sort fromyour school friends. Isn’ t that horrid?
Theveryidea! If Granny catchesaboy doingthat, shemakessure
henever doesitagain. Pretty girlsarefor ladiesto play with. Only
ladiesknow howtotreat girls' sweet littlebodies. Andthat’ swhy
only good grannies know how to treat girlie boyslike you.”

“Yes, Granny,” murmured Tommy, sadly.

“That’sright. Now, | might let you wear apair of girlie panties
that were minewhen | wasyour age. Ever sincel heard that you
weresuch apanty boy; | dug them out of storage and madethem
ready and waiting for you. | think you will seethat they arethe
prettiest and fanciest panties you have ever seen.”

Under hissmooth granny panties, hislittle cock bobbed and was
almost ready to spurt once more at the thought of being in
Granny’ spromisedlittlegirl old-timepanties.‘ Y es, girls panties!’
avoice screamed in his head. Tommy’s little cock strained in
ecstasy at her words. His sissy cream, now watery and weak,
dribbled from itstip like clotted cream and poured out through
his panties again and onto Granny’ s tugging hand.

“Lick it up, sissy boy.” And hedid.

“Comealong, dear, Granny’ swaiting,” shesaid assoonashehad
cleaned off hissemen from her hand. She already had adressin
hissize. It wasin her closet and she quickly pulledit out. It was
an old-fashioned party dress like little girls still wear today to
parties, but it was big enough for the twelve-year-old Tommy.

“Wait until | tell your mommy that youwant towear dressesnow
in addition to wanking into panties.”

“Oh, Mommy mustn’t know!” he pleaded asshepulled thedress
over hishead.

“Well, Mommy will haveto know moreabout your panty fetish.
She aready knows, but | don’'t suspect she has any idea how
thoroughly panty crazy you are. We must tell her, but if you
remainagoodlittlesissy for Granny, wewon’ttell her about this
lovely dress. | will giveit toyou and you can keepit hidden and
wear it whenyou arealone, but if sheever findsit, we' |l haveto
tell mommy the whole truth, won’t we?’

Deep in shame — the feeling sissy boys know better than any
other, he nodded. ¢

Petticoat Punishment Practiced at My School
2001-10-22

At my elementary school, both of our first grade and second
grade teachers would sometimes punish boys by making them
wear adress. Also, if they thought aboy was being too babyish,
they would make him wear adiaper or if hehad committed asin
against agirl, they would make him wear lacy pantiesand abig
crinoline petticoat, which were in fashion at that time. Those
optionsdidn't happen very often sincejust the dresswas usually
enough to bring aboy to tears and make him very repentant.

However, thediapersor pantiesoption wasawayson the minds
of thegirlsasthey would taunt any boy being punishedinadress
andtry to provokehimenoughintoretaliating against them sothe
teacher would increase his punishment and add the humiliation
of adiaper or slipand panties. That rarely happened becausethe
boys quickly realized what the girls were trying to do, but the
dress was used often, and a supply of girls' party dresses were
hung on prominent display in the cloak room that was attached
to each of the 1st and 2nd grade classrooms.

All thechildren saw those dresseshanging thereevery timethey
went to put on or take of f their coats, agrim reminder to the boys
tobegood. I think it worked well because alot of the boyswere
very fearful of earning punishment time in dresses. | wasn't
punished that way until onetimewhen | wasin the second grade
when | passed around to the other boysadrawing | had made of
Darla, oneof themost despised girlsinour class. It wasapicture
of her sitting on thetoilet with her lacy pantiesat her anklesand
poop coming out of her butt. That little deed merited methe day
inlacy pink pantiesaswell asaCinderella-likeparty dressinpale
blue that was puffed up with a mountain of nylon and net
petticoats. Asyou might expect, | had to sit onthegirls' side of
the room and keep the dress and lingerie on al day. The girls
teased me alot, and the teacher ignored my protests when they
kept pulling up my dressto seethe pantiesand then burst outinto
fresh peals of laughter. The girlsteased and tormented me even
more that day than they did to most other boys suffering in a
punishment dress because | had humiliated a girl, but the boys
didn’t tease mebecausethey all knew it might betheir turn next.

Dirk ¢
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How Did | Celebrate My
ChristmasthisYear?

| own a restaurant, so | work every day.
Today, Christmas, | had a rare day off. It's
now 4 o'clock in the afternoon and | just got
up from masturbating in my pantiesall night
and most of the day! Asavictim of petticoat
punishment as a child, | now love rolling
around in bed and walking around the house
wearing two pairs of pantieswith the bottom
half of twofull-length slipstuckedintothetop
pair of panties and pushed down around my
boy parts. All that silkiness surrounding my
dick and ballsissensational! | till havesome
pairs of 1950s-style panties that belonged to
my mom, they arequiteworn, but they aremy
absolutefavorites. | lovetheway pantiesjust
get softer and silkier as they get older. I've
enclosed apic of my excitementinanicepair
of pale green nylon panties.

Annie Boy ¢

Publicly Humiliated as a Panty Boy
2001-11-12

When | wastwelve, my parents divorced and my mom was unableto care for me,
so | wasraised by my aunt from age twelve until | graduated high school and went
to college. Soon after | moved in with her, my aunt took me to a JC Penney’s
department store and told the saleslady she wanted to buy me a pretty dress and
fancy girls underwear because | was"getting too big for my britchesand needed to
betaken downanotch." I, of course, wasdumbfounded as| wasmadeto stand there
and bemeasured by thegigglinglady, who thentook mefrom onedisplay to another
as she held up variousteen bras, dlips, panties and dresses to check for size. | had
no idea how to react, hoping my aunt wasjust trying to scare meinto acting like a
gentleman, so | just kept quiet during the shopping ordeal because| didn't want to
upset my aunt.

At home, thedresswashung in my closet, and the pantiesand lingerie placed inmy
dresser drawerswhere | had to look at them every time | needed to get any of my
boys clothes. Withintwo days, | found myself being forced into those clothes. My
aunt had avery short fuse; she could become upset with mefor the simplest things.

Atdinnertimeonthat day, | hadsimply toldher | didn't likegreen beansand | wasn't
going to eat them. Sheyanked meout of my chair and ran meup to my bedroomand
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made me dress up right in the middle of the meal. Then she sat
me back down to eat the beans, and when | refused again, she
brought out ashiny new paddle she had a so recently purchased
and paddled thedickensout of my pink pantied butt. Thenitwas
back tothetable. My aching butt madeit hard for metosit down,
but | did, and | did eat the green beans.

Thatimmediately setapattern, andall thoseyearsl! livedwithmy
aunt, | spent alot of timeover her lap being paddlied and alot of
timein dresses, panties and other girlie clothes. My aunt would
makemedo housework, andif | hesitatedtoobey herinany way,
shewould threaten to make mesit on thefront porchin my dress
and wave at cars.

| had to wear panties every day under my boys' clothes, evento
school. Of course, itdidn't takelongfor theother boystofind out,
and | was regularly depantsed and ridiculed. One day | went
outsideto get onthe school busand I noticed someone had spray
painted on theiron railing along the road across from the front
of my house the words 'panty boy." That was so humiliating;
however, some good did come out of it because my aunt saw it
and then promptly got me boys' underwear to wear when | went
to schoal. It took a long time to live down the panty boy
nickname, but eventually theother kidsforgot aboutitandlet me
alone.

When | got engaged, my aunt told my wife-to-be how she
paddled meand kept mein girls clothesto makemebehave. My
future wife was a dominant sort of female and thought it was a
smart way of dealing with me, and to my surprise, she pledged
to continue disciplining me in a similar fashion. Upon our
marriage, my aunt gave my new wifethe paddle shehad used on
mefor yearsaswell asmy girlish wardrobe, which by that time
had become quite extensive!

Hank G *

Sissy Needsto Be Spanked
2002-05-01

| amnow inmy sixtiesand asachild | wasnever spanked, but for
somereason | wasfascinated by theideaof corporal punishment
(and still am). When | was about twenty | used to visit a
professional governessin London. Therel would changeinto a
Britishgirls school uniform, consisting of awhite, long-sleeved
blouse, striped school tie, very short navy blue pleated skirt,
white nylon panties, white knee length socksand apair of black
T-bar shoes. Thegovernesswoul dthengivemeagoodtelling of f
for being a naughty girl before bending me over a punishment
horse. Shewould fasten my wrists and ankles securely, take my
panties down and then thrash me with a swishy cane until |
screamed for mercy. After it was over, | always swore | would
never go through that again, but within amonth, | alwayswent
back again for another dose.

Frank

My Mother's|dea of Punishment
2001-09-26

| was punished as achild by being madeto wear girls' clothing.
My momwould makeme put on adressand apair of pantiesand
then pinpink ribbonsinmy hair. Thiswent onuntil | wassixteen.
| found it very embarrassing. If my offense was seriousenough,
shewould spank metoo -- and | seemed to merit that most of the
time. She never made me go out dressed in those clothes, thank
goodness, but if we had visitors, | wasn't allowed to hide from
them, and mother let themknow itwasOK toteaseme-- andthey
certainly did!
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“Yes, vou can look at my panties, boy, but
you can't touch! If I catch you playing
with my panties, 1'l] tell mother!”
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Spanking a Pantywaist Boy in Short Shorts

By Will Henry

My long timefriend, Janet, isforty and awealthy widow. Sheis
the domineering type and afirm believer in strict discipline for
adol escent boys. Shehas put her ideasinto practicewith her son,
who isgoing ontwelve. | can certify that heisunder extremely
strict discipline at home. While spending aweek visiting them
last winter, | was privileged to witnessan incident that revealed
the full extent of her control over him.

In my presence one afternoon, Janet informed her maid, Lola,
that the boy was to be punished for disobedience. | listened
closely asshetold Lolathat hewasto be put into hispunishment
uniformassoon ashearrived homefrom school. | might explain
that Lola is an extremely attractive young black girl in her
twenties, who works full time as Janet’ s maid and has her own
roominthehouse. Whileworking, shealwayswearsavery trim
black uniformthat i sfashionably short withfrothy whitepetticoats
underneath, and black hose and heelswith white apron and cap.

The boy arrived home around four, and Lolaimmediately took
himin hand. They were gonefor sometime, and it wasdifficult
for meto suppressmy curiosity when Janet remarked that it was
customary for Lolato assist with the boy's disciplineroutine by
giving him abath and scrubbing his skin peachy clean and then
putting him into his shame clothing.

Nearly an hour later, Janet suggested we retire to the den for a
pre-dinner cocktail. A few minutes later the boy appeared,
followed by asmiling Lola. To my astonishment, | learned what
Janet had meant when she had referred to his punishment
uniform as shame clothing. It was that and then some!

He wore a huge red hair ribbon and earrings and was heavily
made up. He had on awhitetaffetablouse, trimmedin lace. His
trouserswereactually extremely short shortswithdeepsidedlits.
Onhislong, naked legs, hewaswearing girls’ white ankle socks
with abiglacetrimaround thetops, and hisfeet werefitted with
little girls old-fashioned black-and-white saddle shoes.

M ost amazing, hisshortswereso short and thesideslitssolarge
that they exposed the lacy panties he was wearing underneath.
Y es! Hewaswearing heavily frilled girls panties! Bright yellow
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panties. Just about themost sissified panties| had ever seen! One
of theweirdest sights| had ever seen! That boy wascrimsonwith
shame!

He was so scarlet his embarrassment showed right through his
makeup. What a sight he made! | could hardly restrain my
astonished gasp and giggles as he blushingly walked over to
where hismother was seated, hiseyesriveted to thefloor. It was
readily apparent that Janet really did have him under strict
control. | couldn’tthink of any costumethat could possibly make
this trembling boy any more sissyish or unmasculine and
undignified; particularly when seen by a visitor, a grinning,
laughing witness such as myself.

While he stood shamefacedly infront of hismother, shesat with
her shapely legs crossed, lecturing and chiding him at length.
While she scolded him, Lola stood quietly at one side, looking
extremely pleased about the whole affair. | had been paying so
much attention to the boy that | failed to notice that Lola was
carryingabright red wooden paddle. Ordinarily that would have
astonished me, but knowing Janet's belief in humiliating and
physical punishments and after seeing the boy’s costume, it
wasn’t unexpected.

When Janet concluded her lecture, she ordered him to walk up
and down and turn for us. The side dlits on his shorts kept
flapping open exposing hislacy yellow panties as he walked --
well, more like minced -- as he paraded back and forth. It was
evidentthat hehad beentrainedtowalk asfemininely asany girl.
Hismother made himwalk for five minutesin front of us, and it
must have seemed alot longer to him.

Next, Lola placed a chair in the middle of the room. To my
surprisethegirl herself sat downonthechair, paddlein hand, her
legs apart and her short skirt riding up several inchesto give a
pretty picture of her nyloned ebony legs. | gasped as | redlized
that Lolawas going to administer the spanking!

Ashe slowly walked over to the young maid, the boy suddenly
brokehissilenceand beggedto betakentohisroom. Inreply, his
mother told himthat humiliation waspart of hispunishment, and
that he was going to be spanked on the spot.

While he stood there scarlet with shame, Lola deliberately
unfastened and lowered his short pants. Beneath them, hewore
the bright yellow nylon pantiesthat | had already had the joy of
seeing! They were silky and do thin that the outline of his
maleness was quite apparent. His penis was small but firm,
prominently tenting up thefront of hississy pantiesin astrange
and most unfeminine way. | had to laugh out loud! It was
beautifully funny! Theboy cringedasl laughed abigbelly laugh!
Lolathen camly patted one nyloned kneeasasignal for himto
getinto position. With deep humiliationwrittenall over hisface,
helowered himself over her 1ap. Ashegroaned with despair and
| watched with astonishment, L olabegan to peel down hisswest
yellow panties! Soonhewascompletely bare; hisbottom|ooked
eroticaly girlish.

| sat there transfixed as she completed the preparations. From
L ola spracticed attitude, it was apparent that shewas quiteused
to all of this.

She promptly went to work with that red paddle, smacking first
one side and then the other of his butt with firm strokes that
smacked loudly against his bare flesh. His butt was highly
discolored, obviously aresult of frequent paddlings, and | was
amazed at how quickly his bottom reddened under the smacks.
Although hesquirmed asthe paddle smacked him, hedid hisbest
to take it without losing his composure. Periodicaly, Lola
paused and compared her paddletotherednessof hisasscheeks,
asif the red paddle was the benchmark that was her goal.

As his spanked butt became increasingly reddened, he started
wrigglingand gasping moreand more. Finally, heburstintotears
and began kicking his legs like any well-spanked youngster.
What a sight he made with hislong legs hobbled by the yellow
panties restricting the movement of his upper thighs! As Lola
continued to put the paddle to him, he begged her to stop and
promisedto do anything shesaid. It wasarevelationto meto see
what her paddle could accomplish and in such a short time.

Before she stopped, hisbare bottom was afiery red -- every hit
as red as her paddle. Finally, the spanking was over, but the
indignitiesweren't. Hetearfully dlid off Lola’ slap to hisknees
infront of her. Her uniform had worked up over the darker parts
of her stockings, exposing a couple of inches of bare thigh. She
madenoeffort topull her skirt down asshelooked at theboy with
aknowing smile.

Janet steppedforward and regarded himwith asevereexpression
on bet face. She examined his butt with a practiced eye,
commenting on the degree of redness and tested its tenderness,
and asshepoked at hiswell-beaten bottom, hegroaned and cried
some more. Then she pulled up his pantiesinch by inch; it was
obviousthat thetouch of hissleek pantiesaggravated thepainin
hisblistered buit.

Janet told him, "Show Lola how much you appreciate the
paddling she gave you! Kiss her feet!'

Sniffling and looking quite embarrassed, he meekly kissed
Lola sfeet just above the vamp of her shoes.

"Now kiss her lap!" Janet ordered him.

L ooking quite flushed, he kissed the heavier part of her nylons.
And at anod from Janet, Lolaspread her pretty legs and pulled
her uniform up to her waist. To my surprise, shethen slid aside
the crotch of her red nylon pantiesto reveal her pink pussy lips.
"Kiss her cunt, boy!" Janet demanded.

While | watched in amazement, he slowly |eaned forward and
planted akissright onLola spink cunny! Hestarted todraw back
but Janet stopped him. "No, keep doing it! Kissand lick her all

Inside Girls Panties #11 - Page 15




over downtheretothank her for thenicewell-deserved paddling
she gave you. Lick and excite her until she tellsyou to stop!”

| wastoo dumbfoundedto doanything but stareastheshamefaced
boy paidtributeto L ola sfemininity inthemostintimateway. To
see this twelve-year-old sissy boy eat black pussy! Wow!
Sensationally exciting! Sitting on the outer edge of her chair to
give him full access, Lola looked thoroughly pleased and
occasionally moved her hips in response to his oral caresses.
Janet returned to her chair and resumed her earlier conversation
with me asif nothing were happening, although | couldn’t take
my eyes off the spectacle in front of us. However, during our
conversation, Janet did slideher hand up her own skirt and began
fingering the veil of nylon panties covering her cunt.

Oncehebegan, henever lifted hisfacefrom L ola’ sebony pussy;
his sucking and smacking soundswere quiteloud. Finally, Lola
jerked spasmoadically and abruptly pushed hishead away. Ashe
obeyed Janet’s order to get up, his erection was apparent to
everyone. Whileweall stared at him, Janet |ooked at hiserection
and angrily announced, "What do you mean by that?L ola, make
him get rid of it! And don’t you give him any help either!

“Oh, don’tworry about that," Lolalaughed. "I likeseeinghimdo
ittohimself!" Then, shepromptly commanded himtomasturbate.
The thoroughly humbled boy grasped his small penis with his
forefinger and thumb and massaged it through hisnylon panties.
It took afew momentsfor himto overcome his shame and erect
but then he spurted his seed into the panties. | laughed as | saw
his slime ooze out of the panties and dripping down histhighs.
L olawasgrinning and hewaslooking very sheepishandflushed.
Lolapicked up his shortsthat he had |eft by the chair where he
had been paddied and had the boy step back into them.

Hewascompelledtoleavehispunishment uniformonfor therest
of theevening, including his sticky panties, and required to stay
in our presence. | was so fascinated by his attirethat | couldn’t
take my eyes off him, much to his mortification. His darling
yellow nylon panties peeking out of hisshortsheld my attention
thewholetime | wasthere. Repeatedly, | found myself looking
toward him and staring at his exposed panties -- girlie nylon
pantiesonaboy -- what awonderful idea-- and obviously anidea
that worked very well in controlling this preteen boy. While |
said nothing to him, hismother and L olaboth continually made
comments designed to remind him of his shameful status. ¢
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Jacky is one happy sissy boy since it's his 12th birthday and he’s all
dolled up in his new wig and showing us one of his new gifts, a three
pack of the specially made Van Real Panties that are durable enough for
a panty boy on the verge of his teenage years and about to masturbate
himself silly multiple times every day. His only complaint, "Mom, I'll
need a lot more than just three pairs of Van Real Sissy Boy Panties!”

Panties for Sissy Boys
Silky smoath nylon panties strong enough to
handle the mast demanding sissy boy naeds.
Now with all-nylon double crotch (no cotton!)
to tease and delight the most discriminating
sissy boy panty lover. In assorted colors.

Young Boys Sizes 3-13

Big Boy Teen Sizes 5-8

Mature Boys Sizes 8-22

3-Pak Boy Panties Size 7 Pink
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Mother Knows Best

Roger’s mother bathed him every night before bed, taking
particular carewith hisboy toysbecause she desperately hoped
her only son and only child would sire her many grandchildren.
After his bath, much to her son’s embarrassment, she would
weigh hislittle ballsin her fingers, pamper them with creams
and lotions and, by the time he was six, they had grown far
healthier and more succulent than any boy of his age.

From the time he was out of diapers, Marie dressed her son n
frilly nylon panties. Her plan was to turn her boy into a panty
dlave, but not afag just apanty crazed sissy boy fully under her
control. She wanted him to fall victim to the inherent lure of
panties and want them morethan anything. Sheknew that aboy
trained to pantiesforever loved thefemalewho hadfirst gothim
tolovepanties, and that would give her unbelievablepower over
him: she’ d beableto makesurehewasaheterosexual — shewas
already working onthat! Y es, shewanted himto beanintensely
devoted heterosexual but with a severe panty fetish! Then, she

surmised, she’ d be able to choose who and when he
married as well as control most other facets of his
panty-enslavedlife.

Marie denied her son pajamas so she could easily
observehismaledevelopment through histhin, wai st-
high panties, visiting hisbedroom each night to check
on his progress and watch his penis erect during his
sleep, and she'd return just before he awoke in the
morning. She’ dtouchhim, he’ d erect and she’ dwhisper
inhisear thingslike, “ Oh, my clever little panty boy!”
Without waking him, Mariewould massagehispanty-
covered penistell him, whisperedinhisear.“ Areyou
dreaming about pretty girls, my darling? Are you
dreaming about the pretty, lacy, silky panties little
girlswear? Y es, that’ sright; make yourself nice and
stiff for thegirlsand their fancy panties. Let Mommy
helpyou. What aclever boy. Saluteyour penistoyour
panties. Y ou know just what to do, don’t you.

“Sweet girls... dream about pretty ladiesand girlsin
their lovely panties, my darling. Lovely, silky panties
on pretty girlie bottoms. Dream about soft girlie
pantiesonyour boyish bottom— oh, dear! How sweet
your fanny looksin nice lacy panties— you do love
how mommy rubs your panties over your butt and
your balls, don’t you, you naughty littleboy! A boy in
girliepantiesisasissy. Areyou asissy?Oh, yes, you
are.” Seduced by her sweet talk and her tonguein his
ear, the boy’ syoung flesh would stiffen in an instant.
“Oh, my, what aquick boy you arefor Mommy. Now
Mommy will massage you so you grow firm and
strong for thebig girls. My sweet boy, you mustn’t be
frightened of the big girlsin their big silky panties.”

Maria knew that another little stage in her son's
development was imminent. Fondling his penis as he dept,
rolling it on her palm in expensive nylon and silk panties, and
running her fingertipslovingly over itscontours, shewouldkiss
itspretty head and purr words of love. Such soft panty silkiness
on hisboyish skin. One day, she knew he was growing up; she
had followed her kiss with a flick of her tongue and saw his
penis, surrounded by the panties, whip in a new torment and
droplets of his first sum wetted the front of his panties. She
laughedindelight asshetasted hisvirgin juiceand hisinnocent
little spasm of love. “Hush, my baby, don’t fret, it’ s my kiss of
love, it’ sonly Mommy — kiss, kiss, only Mommy, my darling.
Oh, my poor sweetie, did naughty Mommy and your pretty girlie
panties tease you too, too much? Did you get too excited, my
pretty little cock robin? What asensitivelittlebird you are. But
now you know what loveis, you clever boy. And oneday some
lucky, kiss, girl will feel your touch and you'll send her to
heaven.” As Marie said those words, she felt sweet juices wet
her own panty-crotch and knew that sheenviedthat lucky girl in
her son’ sfuture— thelucky girl whowouldinheritthesissy boy
product of her love and labor.
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Then, as she aways did, when he started to
stir and awaken, she halted her daily dose of
subliminal panty training.

Onemorningwhen Roger wasintheseventh
grade, Maria was dallying with his little
penis as usua when she noticed a piece of
pink paper under her son’s pillow. She
scanned the little letter jealously:

Dear Roger. | love you so much. | had no
idea a boy could understand me better than
anyone, evenmy girlfriends. | lovethethree
pairs of pink pantiesyou bought for meand
| will wear themall thetime. My darling, my
heart isyours, sotakemy body too. | acheto
feel your hands on my pink panties. It was
naughty of you to pull up my pink training
bralike that, | nearly fainted. You suckled
my nipples so long that it nearly drove me
insane. | love it when you kiss my panties.
And | lovethat you wear pretty pantiestoo,
justlikeagirl, yet you are so much of aboy!
You said girls are so lucky to wear pretty
panties, so | know you appreciatebeing able
towear pantiestoo. Y ou aresolucky tohave
a mother who lets you ear panties. They
make you so easy to love. You are sweeter
and gentler thanany girl | know. Y our penis
issolarge! My brother’ sisayear older than
you, but his penisisonly about half the size
of yours. And yours is so much prettier.
Besides, your little dickie looks sensational
in nylon panties with lace and ribbon bows
all aroundit. Underneath, | know you havea
beautiful and strong feminine side and |
think wearing pink panties makes you very
happy and content. So | am going to buy us
some matching panties, wouldn’t that be
great? We can then wear our frilly panties
together when weplay feelies. Dream about
kissing my pussy lipsinmy panties; you are
sogoodat it. Just thinking about you kissing
my panties makes me shiver and get excited
all over. Seeyou after school tomorrow. I'll
have a surprise for you.

Love and XXXX,

Laura

Her son had not even turned twelve yet, and
hehad already attracted thekind of girl Maria
knew she would love! She had to meet this
girl. Hisloveof girlsand pantieswasobvious
from the note, and this girl was encouraging
him to wear panties and be girlie with her!
Thisgirl wascontinuing Marie€'spanty training
of her son -- how marvelous! ¢

i
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