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The cS/or] o/ Bill

Dear Sissies,

The drawing on the cover of thisissue isadetail from artwork supplied to
us by Bill. Like many crossdressers, he has led atypical life with a career, wife
and family while he struggled to keep Carol Jean, hisfemale self, in the
background. For years, he assuaged his feminine side by reading crossdressing
stories and collecting transvestite art. But he wanted more, and Carol Jean
wanted to be a bigger part of hislife.

No, Bill didn't toss away family and career and live full-time as awoman,
partying every night, like alot of TVsdream of doing. He began to channel his
desiresinto writing his own stories and commissioning artiststo illustrate them.
But buying custom-made art quickly became avery expensive hobby. Fortunately for Bill, he could afford it.

But Bill also had the desire to share his work with other crossdressers, to publish his stories and art and hope others would
find his effortsto their liking. And by selling his work, he'd be able to recoup some of the huge amounts of money he had paid
out for original artwork, but he had no illusions that he'd be able to recoup all of hisinvestment, and that was not of great
importance to him. Sharing his work and knowing that others were enjoying it as much as he did was reward enough.

Crossdressers are enthusiastic collectors and avid readers of transvestite literature, but it is aniche market, and Bill isa
realist, he knew from the outset that for a book to be profitable for a publisher, creative costs had to be contained within an
established and very limited budget. Most publishers spend nothing at all for stories because so many crossdressers like to
write stories and freely give them to publishers since they are more interested in seeing their storiesin print than getting paid
for them. While there is always a bumper crop of TV storiesto be had, there is always a dearth of good TV artwork because
publishers spend very little or nothing at all for stories and don't think they have to pay very much, if anything at all, for art.
Instead of paying for something fresh and new, they'd rather rehash old drawings a hundred times over. Most publishers are
locked into amindset of what they think the market will bear and are dead against making a capital outlay that may not return
that investment many times over. And that has been the case for years, and people who like good crossdressing fiction and
fine art arethelosers. | believe many people will pay more for a product if the quality isthere, and Bill's booklets are a good
example since they sell for abit more than other publications of similar size. But still, if their price really reflected the
investment plus a proper profit margin, they'd probably have to be priced at twice their current price. The high cost of creating
his stories has not slowed Bill down from producing new booklets. In fact, he currently has thousands of dollars worth of
finished art waiting to be made ready for publication. His only bottleneck is the time-consuming work of editing and polishing
the accompanying stories and then putting everything in ready-to-print layouts.

So if you like good crossdressing fiction and exceptional sissyboy art, Bill's books are his gift to you, and he should be
heartily praised for his contribution to transvestite literature. So if you like hiswork, let him know. He has his own website,
appropriately addressed: http://www.petticoatpuni shmentart.com. Y ou can contact him there, or through his publisher, Sandy
Thomas. In our next issue: Carol Jean has her day.

Love,

Princess Online #14 is published by Princess Productions, PO Box 188, Des Plaines, lllinois 60016-0188. Contributions are welcome, but the publisher does not assume responsibility
for the loss of any materials and does not guarantee the return of any materials. Any letters and other materials sent to Princess Productions are considered intended for publication.
With the exception of news items, all real names will be changed and identities will be kept confidential. All rights reserved. Copyright © 2000, © 2001 Princess Productions. The words
used accompanying photographs are not meant to describe the actual conduct of the pictured subjects. Any similarity to real persons is purely coincidental. With the exception of original
news items, most of the photographs contained herein have been artistically altered either by computer or in other ways to simulate certain activities as well as to conceal the identity
of any real persons. Many photographs have been supplied to us from readers and not known to be under copyright protection. Ifany copyright holder knows that not to be the case, Princess
Productions should be notified and those photos will be deleted. Neither Princess Productions nor anyone connected with Princess Productions advocates violent or abusive behavior
of any kind. While story lines may suggest such behavior, these are just fantasies meant to enlighten and entertain adults who would never wish those fantasies to become reality. This
is a fantasy publication meant to comfort an oppressed minority of individuals created by society, and then rejected by that same society. Transvestites, panty fetishists and submissive
males are scorned in most families or cultures. This publication is designed to soothe the souls of these often frustrated and lonely individuals by exploring situations similar to their own
individual upbringing, personal experiences and fantasies and intended to make such individuals feel that their fantasies are just as legitimate as anyone else’s as well as be an aid to
masturbation, a safe alternative to risky sex practices. Printed in the USA.
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Come down, mother.
Come and see.

See the funny little baby.

See the funny little mother.

Dick is the funny little mother.
Puff is the funny little baby.

(TORIES OF TUE MONTH
Mav ¢ JUNE 2000

Items like the following can be used in a light-
hearted way to bring up the subject of crossdressing
with someone that you are considering sharing your
secret to see their reaction and "test the water."

A\

From a 1950s Grade School Primer (Above)
A cute little episode of Dick and Jane from an
old-time, children's basic reading book. ¢

CaroleJean Thisdrawing (see picture on page
4) from Carole Jean is from her three-volume
set " Petticoat Punishment |l lustrated: " Schooled
with Girls." Thestory isabout Peter, aboy who
has to attend a girls' school, wear the girls
standard uniformand participateinall activities
justlikethegirls. Heresistsbeing feminized but
gets himself into more and more trouble and
embarrassing situations. In this picture, Peter
first discoversthat he even hasto usethe girls
rest room! ¢

Drag Queen Grew Up in Girl'sClothes(Top
two photos on page 5) Phyllis Lane, afamous
drag queen during the 1950s, was treated and
dressed like agirl until he started school in the
1930s. Thefirst photo showsPhyllisasaneight-
year-old schoolboy posing with apicture of his
girlish self at six years of age, wearing girls
shortsand abrief top. Hishair isalso quitelong
and curled. The next photoisaclose-up of him
asagirl. He grew up to become abeautician as

Dressing 6-year-old son

as girl formula for trouble

Dear Ann Landers: This letter
will sound bizarre, and I'm sure
most of your readers will think it
was made up by a student at Yale.
Every word is true, so help me. I am
praying that you will print it
because my wife refuses to listen to
me, and I need some help with this
problem. She respects you, Ann.

“Susan” and I have been married
for seven years. We have a 6-year-old
son and cannot have any more chil-
dren. She was hoping for a girl and
was deeply disappointed when
“Jack™ was born. Susan has treated
our son like a girl from the day he
came home from the hospital. She
dresses him in frilly pinafores and
puts ribbons in his hair. My family
thought Susan was nutty at first and
told her so. She threatened to keep
them from seeing “Jackie™ if they
continued to be critical, so they
caved in and now they even buy him
tea sets and dolls,

When Jackie started kindergarten
last vear, he was registered as a girl.
No one at school knows he's a boy,
He wears dresses with fancy under-
wear and plays with dolls. He seems
quite comfortable as a girl and loves
to go shopping with his mom. ['ve
told Susan that she is ruining Jackie
for life, but she says several famous
men in history were raised as girls,
citing Ernest Hemingway (one of her
heroes) as a prime example. Is this
true, Ann?

My wife insists that I shouldn’t
worry because she's going to turn

him into a male when he reaches
puberty and he will be as manly as
Hemingway. I get a sick feeling
when I see her teaching him to si*
like a lady and apply lipstick. Thi.
child should be playing with boys
and learning how to be a boy.

Do you believe that what my wife
is doing will cause a problem to our
son later in life? She insists not, but 1
need some help.

Mr. T.B., Santa Ana, Calif.

Dear T.B.: First, a bit of history:
It is true that Ernest Hemingway's
mother dressed him in girls clothes.
Actually, she attempted to create the
impression that he and his older sis-
ter were twins.

Although Hemingway was
regarded as one of the foremost writ-
ers of his time, his personal life was
a mess. His mother was a bizarre
woman, and he despised her. His
father, a physician, whom he also
loathed, was an angry, bitter man,
trapped in a nightmarish marriage.
He committed suicide, as did Ernest,
his sister, Ursula, and his brother,
Leicester.

Your wife is in desperate need of
counseling and vour son needs plen-
ty of help, too, especially if his ditzy
mother insists on bollixing up his
sexual identity. I urge you to enlist
the cooperation of the child's pediat-
rician, his teachers — anyone who
will help you rescue that unfortu-
nate boy from this sick situation.

Princess Online #14 - Page 3







well asdrag artist and wore lingeriedaily whenever heworehismale
clothes. These pictures appeared in "L etters From Female Imperson-
ators#5, published by Mutrix in 1961. To quote Phyllisdirectly from
the accompanying article:

"My desire to wear feminine clothing began many years ago.
However, in the very early years of my life, the desire for me to be
femininewerenot my own. My mother did everythingtofurther mein
those early years towards a budding effeminacy. Although | cannot
recall a good many things that happened during those years, | can
remember havinglong blondecurls, wearing dressesand frilly under-
things and playing with girls.

"Of course, when | became old enough to attend the small country
school where we lived, | was dressed like the other boys. However,
mother always seemed tolean my outfitstowardsthe L ord Fauntleroy
type of attire. With the personality | had developed, | was quickly
tabbed the "sissy" of my class by my classmates, which led during
those school days, to much abuse and teasing from the kids. ¢

Masquerade! Thisisa picture (photo on theleft) of an eleven-year-
old girl and her twelve-year-old brother at a Halloween costume
contest. Thenameof their combined costumeis"Why | Won't Cut My
Hair!" Asyou can see, the girl has extremely long hair, and she says
everyone is always telling her she should get it cut. So to show
everyone how dumb she'd look with short hair, she dressed her
(Masquerade! Continued on page 7)
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BY MAKING THEM WEAR GIRLS' DAINTY LITTLE PINK SATIN & LACE PANTIES, SISSY SLIPS, AND SHORT,

FRILLY SATIN & LACE PARTY DRESSES, ANKLETS & MAIR BOWS, TO SCHOOL & AT HOME!

l

B THE PRINCETON SCHOOL
| DISTRICT

Cincinnati, Ohio

| IN THIS ISSUE:
NOT ALL THE BOYS IN THE
SCHOOL WERE UNHAPPY I ’ » . "“'. A
ABOUT WEARING PANTIES 3

| SLIPS & DRESSES ALL DAY ON

OCTOBER 16, 199¢!

No.

Allnewmrlrs
about young
BOYS
humiliated in
i little girls'
illustrating 'ﬁi:!;!;-; al "VALUESE . clothing

v % ' by
adults

Adu [ts OHImeu we don't want BOYS to know what we adults secretly love to do to them.

Photo collage petticoat punishment poster from Watchdoggie! Princess Online #14 - Page 6
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(Masguerade! Continued from page 5)

brother inaPolynesian-stylecostumethat matched theoutfit she
had on--the only difference: hisvery short hair. The boy seems
alittle self-consciousin hisouitfit, but hislittle sister appearsto
be quite happy! ¢

Watchdoggie! (Illustration on page 6) It'saconspiracy! Many
rightwingers tout “family values' yet do things that are very
antifamily as they attempt to assert influence over their little
corner of theworld. For example, they believethat malesarethe
enemy. Males start wars and are responsible for most of the
carnage throughout history. More specifically, male hormones
are the culprit and must be harnessed. Those hormones are
destroying our males, who create havoc intheworldif they are
not trained to control themselves. They also believetheir work
must start within their own homes, schools and communities.

The problem at itsworst in young boys, especially thosein
the early stages of puberty, have a great deal of difficulty
controlling themsel ves because they cannot properly copewith
thehormonessurging throughout their bodies. Andif such boys
aren't dealt with promptly, they risk becoming abusive, disgust-
ing and worthless members of society. The way to cure them,
they maintain, is to fight their aggressive and nasty behavior
with a good dose of petticoat discipline.

Therefore, maleswho can't conduct themselvesinwhat they
defineasproper behavior areforcedintofancy dressesandfrilly
lingerie to shock them out of their selfish, destructive mindset
and teach them how to act properly.

WEell, Watchdoggieis here keeping an eye on thisgrowing
phenomenon and cataloging his reports. Here is one of his
poster/flyers detailing a 1996 event that happened in a school
districtin Ohio. ¢
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Northeast Living In Style - LETTERS TO THE EDITOR - Aprl [994

A recent photo of the Gebbhant children: Gerald, Gina, Greg and George.

."..\ Ilﬂll‘lfl‘ j""lnrn I}lllH ]':It'r F)n}'.li ]:r:l ”"r‘rﬁﬁrs

Dear Editor,

I would like to add my voice to “Mom Shows Her Sons Dresses are Noth-
ing to Fear” in your last issue. | too am a lesbian mom with one daughter;
Gina, 11 and my oldest; and three sons, George, 8; Gerald, 7; and Greg, who
will be 6 next month. Mf‘ bn[ys 100 are ?uilc used to wearing dresses.

r O

As a member of our local chapre

there was a large demand for authentic
costumes from that era and had been mak-
ing such costumes as a hobby for years.
Atter my divorce, | got up the courage to
turn my costume-making into a full-time
business so | could earn a |i\'ing and stll
spend as much time as possible with my
lads.

I specialize in making children’s fancy
dresses, and my three sons, as well as my
daughter, come in very handy when I need
to do a fitting. The boys have been doing
this for about the past four years. At first
it was no big deal, but when one of the

the Yictorian Living Circle, | knew

neighbor boys came over one day and saw
Georgia and Gerry (my feminine nick-
names for them) wearing dresses while |
was pinning up the hems, he made fun of
them and couldn't stop Jaughinﬁ and
inting, The next ﬂling we knew, it was
all over the neighborhood about them
wearing dresses, and my boys were ostra-
cized by the kids around here. Just for help-
ing me out and wearing a dress! | won-
dered, have we made any progress in this
world?
Buton the other hand, it wasn't so bad,

See Lesbian Mom page 64

Lesbian Mom, continued from page 6

since they avoided mixing with the other kids and

etting teased. However, after that, the boys were re-
Fucum to put on dresses. That made me mad! Shordy
after that | was talking with some friends in our duL
and they told me that in Victorian times, mothers used
to dress their litde boys as girls as punishment when-
ever they became too boisterous. Those Victorians:
You have to hand it to them; they were on the ball! In
alot of instances, they had a lot better ways of hand-
ing things than we do!

Well, since the boys then began to resist me when-
ever [ needed to have a dress fitted, [ realized the ef-
fectiveness of making them wear a dress as punish-
ment. They are basically good kids, and the boys did
come around once | explained to them that I needed
their help with the fittings because that’s how I made
a living and paid the bills. But they dreaded being
seen in a dress by outsiders, so we kept it as a family
thing when no one else was around.

t their fears got me to thinking, and 1 soon re-
alized that I could get them to mind me if | threat-
ened to make one of the boys wear a dress. Even the
other two bays would mercilessly tease their brother
so outficted. If one of the boys was particularly recal-
citrant in minding me, [ would threaten to send them
outside or take them with me to the mall while they
were in a dress. That threat would get them to do
anything for me!

These days, my boys are fairly complacent wear-
ing dresses about the house, and they do so every Sun-
day for the day (because I think they look nice) and
several times during the week (as punishment for any
cross word or sign of defiance). Being exposed in
dresses in front uﬁ):hm is their greatest fear and what
prompts them to be sweet and docile children.

And by the way, I don't stop just with the dresses.
They wear a complete outfit including lace gloves, satin
sliprcrs. hair ribbons, puffy little petticoats, the most
darling lacy little bloomer panties of pure silk, and
miniature silk stockings (that I get from Mexico) that
are tightly gartered to a proper Victorian-style panty-
Walst.

I'veenclosed a picture. The boys are reallya hap
group, in or out of dresses, | know they dont I.oopi
especially happy in this photo with their forced smiles,
but sometimes tears come to their eyes and they get
that way at picture-taking time because they fear LE:t
somehow someone will see them.

Alice Gebbhart

Kingston

*0000
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Letters of the month - May & June 2000

My Mistress Smothering
Panty Love

2/14/00
Dear Princess,

| amamale subwho hasbeen
inthescenefor almostthreeyears,
and this past year almost exclu-
sively asasissy slut. A glorious
HispanicmistressinHouston has
taken great delight in forcing me
to be her faggot slave white boy,
servicing her Hispanic friends.
My wholelifel guess| wasjust a
typical male sub, but now my
eyes have been opened (& made
up!).lamstraight sol hategiving
aguy oral sex, especialy adis-
gusting, laughing Hispanicmale,
who enjoys being superior to a
wimpy white guy like me while
calling me every derogatory En-
glish and Spanish word in the
book!

However, being forced to perform oral sex by my Mistress,
while al dressed and made up as a dut, is something that is
strangely attractivetome. | can’t explainit. | don’t know where
thosefeelingscomefrominme. | lovemy mistressso much that
| want to please her in any way possible, and if that means
making a fool of myself and being a cum receptacle for her
“real” boyfriends, I'll doit.

I live about three hundred miles away from my mistress/
girlfriend and can only see her on weekends. When | asked her
to send meapictureof herself that | can carry with me, she sent
me a close-up photo of her pantied ass, just likeit looks as she
descendsdown upon my facefor agood smother. Not only that,
but sheinsiststhat | tell people about her and our relationship
and told meto show everybody | know her pictureandtell them
all about us. | haveto report to her each weekend onwho | told
and what their reactions were.

Thanksfor Listening to Me,
Bryan
My Sissy Life— Then & Now
3/11/00

Dear Princess Lacey,
| found your websitewhilesurfing thenet and wasenchanted

by the fact that you like sissyboys, like myself. Thank you for
inviting meto share with you my secret about dressingin girls
clothes, panties and heels. It's so un-macho, you know, and
society issodown onit. I've had to keep this secret buried deep
inside my whole life. It's wonderful to be able to express my
secret desireswith another human being (especialy awoman!)
and not be ashamed or feel like something iswrong with me.

My first experience wearing panties came about as aresult
of being alatchkey kid, having too much unsupervised timeon
my hands. | was a horny teenager. | used to sneakily raid my
stepfather's hard-core porno collection. One day | got bored
with my usual masturbation routine and wondered what | could
do for agreat thrill. | have no idea what made me do it, but |
suddenly got theurgetoinvestigatesister'spanty drawer, which
| did. I picked out adainty pair of very sheer, yellow pantiesand
took them back to my room. My dick was very hard with
anticipation, eventhough | had noideawhat exactly | wasgoing
to do with those panties.

After taking off al my clothes, | began stroked my aching
erection with the silky soft fabric. | smelled the crotch of them,
but they were freshly laundered and didn't have much of her
smell inthem. Playfully, | pulled them over my head like| was
really getting into them, or her, or something! But they had felt
so good on my cock that | wanted to experience more of that. |
thought for a moment about trying them on, but hesitated
because | knew it was a very sissy thing to do. But the urge
overcame my natural masculine resistance. | put them on and
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lovedit! They cupped my assand ballsand wrapped around my
penis like a sexy coating. My balls overflowed in abig way! |
found myself inthebathroomfeverishly tryingtowashmy juice
out of those panties, thinking that | had ruined them and fearful
that siswould missthem or someone, somehow would find out
what | had done. Just hoursbeforel never could haveimagined
any kind of situation in which | would be washing out apair of
girls panties, much less consider jacking off in them! Wow!
What an experience!

| wasvery nervousthat night and all thenext day. | wassure
someone would find out, especially since Mom, Dad and sis
came home before the panties were dry and | could put them
back. But no one said anything. The next day my cock was hot
for panties again, like it had a mind of its own. It had tasted
panties and wanted more, regardless of the risk and regardless
of what | though in my head.

The moment | had the house to myself, | was back in my
sister's bedroom going through her panty drawer. | carefully
inspected every pair shehad, and shehad alot of them, probably
about thirty-fivetoforty pairs. | tried on about half of them and
model ed them before her full-length mirror, being very careful
tofoldthem back upand put themback in her drawer exactly like
she had kept them. It was maddening putting off cumming. |
wanted to prolong the experience, so | just teasingly stroked
myself just a little bit now and then to keep my rock-hard
erection totally entertained.

| felt| darenot takeanother pair, sowhen| knew | couldhold
back nolonger, | took theyellow panties| had usedthefirsttime
and shot of f inthem. The cum was so strong and so overpower-
ingthat | just fell back on her bed and wallowed in the amazing

spasms surging throughout my body. At that moment, | whis-
pered the word “sissy” to myself. | knew | was one for doing
something likethat. After settling down, | didfeel guilty ashell,
butl alsofeltvery fulfilledinamost unusual and delightful way.

Not long after that my sister got a new batch of panties, |
figured it was a good time to steal some more from her in
additionto theyellow ones. | was careful not to take any of her
new ones, but over atwo-week period | did steal two pairsfrom
her dresser drawer and one pair from the dirty laundry basket.
The dirty panties were a new experience for me. Her pussy
aromasmelled great. Still to thisday, afew good whiffsof her
pussy-perfumed pantiescan send meinto orbit. Soon| hadanice
little stash of panties. | took onepair and cut aholeinthecrotch
for my cock to stick out. Then I’ d wear asecond pair so |’ dtrap
my cock between thetwo layers of panties. These days, | add a
dip or ababydoll top, but the double pair of pantiesis still my
favorite jackoff outfit.

Eventually | progressedtoinvestigating my mother'sunder-
wear drawer. Her assortment of lingerie was sexier than my
sister's, and | quickly becameintimately familiar with all of it.
My favoritewasapair of silky black lace panties, which fit me
perfectly. | would pick out amatching braand put it on aswell,
stuffing morepantiesintothecupstoformbreasts. Then| would
put onapair of her nylons, thekind that stay up without garters
and apair of her high-heels, which fit perfectly aswell.

Soon | wasenjoyingthismost delicious, tabooritual several
times a week. Sometimes, | would put on her lipstick and
earrings aswell. Also at times, | used her old-style red rubber
douche bag to give myself a nice enema before dressing up.
Occasionaly | would lay in the tub with my legson thewall so
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my penis was over my head and | would pee in my face and
mouth forcing myself to drink it, or | would masturbate in that
position and shoot my cum into my face.

Onetime | wasin arush cleaning up after masturbating and
left the cum-soaked pantieson thefloor next to Mom'sbed. Just
after dinner that night, Mother casually asked meif | knew how
they had gottenthere. | wasmortified, of course, and denied ever
seeing them before, even though | knew | was acting guilty as
hell! Thank goodness, Maother didn't pursueit, but shedid flash
me asly smile, which | interpreted to mean “1 know what you
did, you little sissy!”

Once | donned my favorite pair of her purple lace panties
and wore them under my jeans. | rode the bus acrosstown with
them onandfelt sureeveryoneknew | waswearing them. | was
ableto get into our local adult movietheater (one advantage of
being quite tall for my age). In the darkened theater, it wasn't
long before | got excited and couldn't resist opening my jeans
and rubbing my panty-covered cock. After | jaculated ahuge
guantity of cuminto my panties, | noticed an ugly looking old
guy leaning over the seat next to me, watching my every move!
| wasnever soembarrassed! | had been sowrapped upinbeating
off that | had no ideahe wasthere. When he whispered, “ Pretty
panties, kid!” | struggledto pull my jeansback up around meand
halfway ran out of the theater, al the while that mess soaking
right through my jeans. | did my best to pull my shirt over the
large wet spot and make my way home.

Onetimethe urgeto dress up and masturbate was so strong
that | took onetoo many chances. My mother had bought about
adozen pairsof pantiesthat day whilewewere shopping. | was
with her right in the lingerie department of the May Company
store as she took her time picking them out, while | stood
practically by her side. It was athrilling and maddening expe-
rience for me.

That night, | washorny ashell fromtheexperience. | had my
stash of panties in my room, but | wanted a pair of her new
panties; they had looked so shiny and bright and new when she
wasbuyingthem. Sol waited until shewasasl eepand snuck into
her roomto get apair. Shehad gotten adozen becausethey were
on sale, so | was sure she wouldn't miss one pair. Besides, by
then | had become expert at washing out and ironing panties
good as new, so | was confident that | could replace them later
unnoticed.

| quietly snuck into her room and moved very slowly about
not to disturb her. It took me about ten minutes, ten agonizing
minutesto easeopen her drawer and pick out apair of thepanties
intheglow of adimnightlight. | hadto pauseevery few moments
and listento her breathing to make surethat shewasstill asleep.
| exited asquickly and quietly asl could. Inmy ownroom, | had
just taken off all of my clothesand had pulled the luscious pink
panties into place when she burst into the room to catch me
standing there with my cock fully erect and wildly forcing out
the front of her pretty new panties.

| thought | would dieright then. Shewasvery angry withme
for pawing about in her room and waking her up as well as
stealing her panties and putting them on.

“What in the hell are you doing? Those are my brand new
panties! Y ou're disgusting!”

| was speechless. My erection faded. | tried to take off the
panties, but shetold metostand still whileshewastal kingtome.
Embarrassed beyond belief, | stoodtherewithmy head hanging.

Shefinished scolding methen told meto stay the hell out of
her room and went back to bed. The next day, she asked me if
I wouldliketotalk to her aboutit. | told her | hadjust doneit that
onetime, saying that | had gotten the idea after reading aletter
in Penthouse Forum. | don't think she bought it but it got me of f
the hook. After that, | was much more careful. My mom
probably guessed that | still did stuff like that, but | never got
caught again red-handed.

That wasall many yearsago. I’ m married now, and my wife
doesn't mindwewearing panties, andwhen she'stootiredtoplay
my panty games, she encourages me to jackoff to relieve the
pressure. At such times, she even strips off the panties she's
wearingright infront of meand playfully rubsthemall over my
face before giving them to me and sending me to the bedroom
to have agood wank.

One of the biggest surprises of my life came about six
monthsagowhen| camehomefromwork tofind Mikie, our ten-
year-old son, stretched out on theliving room couch dressed in
someof my wife'sclothes. Hehad onablouse, miniskirt and her
wig. Underneath, | could see he had on her purple slip and
pantiestoo! | did adoubletake, wondering what was going on.
My wife came into the room and laughed it all off, saying that
his boyfriend down the street occasionally dresses up in his
sister'sclothesfor fun and half the neighborhood knew about it,
and nooneseemed bothered by it. | wastaken aback, but shesaw
my confusion and urged meto relax. Sheinsisted that the boys
had just been playing around all afternoon dressing up in some
of her clothes. And after his friend went home, she persuaded
Mikieto stay dressed so | could see him!

WEell, the kid was smiling away as happy as can be! He's
always been a quiet, introspective type of kid, but dressed up
that way, he was more energetic and animated than | had ever
seenhim. I knew hewashavingalot of fun. But thiswasall very
confusing for me. | just smiled back at him and acknowledged
hisoutfit asbeing “cute.” My wifetook pictures“for posterity”
shesaid.

Frankly, | didn't know what to say or think about it. | had
never dressed up in anything except lingerie, never oncedress-
ingup completely likeawoman. Immediately, | wonderedif my
sonwasgay or if hisfriend was gay and trying to lure himinto
that lifestyle. Only after | thought about it for awhileand talked
it over extensively withmy wifedid | realizethat | wasway off
base. | was thinking like some macho father who abhorred
anything feminineinhisson. I'vegrowntoacceptit, and | know
whatever my son is—gay, straight or anything in between —
he'sthat way fromvery early inhislifeor bornthat way. He, both
my wifeand | are sure, knowsnothing about my lingeriefetish,
so I'm sureit has nothing to do with that. However, through it
all, | believe | am abetter father for it because | did adjust and
not fly off the handle, but I’ m still amazed at my own reaction.
Even | would have thought that | would have been more open-
minded about something likethat. But | did givepauseand have
to think about it! Lifeisamazing, isn't it?

WEell PrincessL acey that'smy beginning and apeek intomy
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current life. I've had many other adventures along the way, but
those arelong storiestoo, perhaps, some other timel’ll writeto
you about them. Except for my wife, I'venever been abletotalk
with anyone about these things. | feel like | have been to
confession. Thanks for letting me share some of my life with
you.

Sincerely,
Sandy

Panty Princess

2/18/00
Dear Princess,

I’m so glad to have found your site because | know | belong
with sissyboys like you love. With one exception, my girlie
statushasalwaysbeenvery private. Fromthetimemy great-aunt
Gracediscovered my secret, shestarted taking advantage of me.
Shethreatenstotell my mother
and little sister all about meif
| don’t mind her completely. |
couldn’t facemy mother if she
knew. My Dadwasawar hero,
aPOW and much respected in
our community. He passed
away six years ago, but Mom
still drives around our big old
Caddy withthe POW specially
issued license plates. Shecon-
stantly lets me know that I'm
supposed to live up to my
father’ simageand“beaman!”

Aunt Grace thinks I'm a
worthlesspieceof crapbecause
shehatesmy mother andknows
I like feminine things, espe-
cially pretty clothes and
lingerie. She has a group of
three other women, whom she
has known all her life since
they went to school together in
the 1940s. They get together
every Sunday afternoon and
have me entertain them. My
mother thinksl goover thereto
cut the grassand help her with
the housework. This has been
going on for years.

| started crossdressing
when | was twelve years old.
Our school had a springtime
costume party every year, and
the year | was in the seventh
grade, | got dressed asaharem
girl. It was an impromptu cos-
tumethat my mother and sister

had thrown together because | had procrastinated and not done
anything about acostume until the event. It didn’t bother meto
go dressed that way. | had a good attitude about it and thought
it would be alot of fun. And it was! In fact, too much fun!

| wore a blue chiffon skirt, my sister’s red pullover along
with ablack feather boa. My sister had a synthetic play wigin
shockingbright bluethat | wore. Theskirt wasso sheer that | had
towear apair of her purplepantiesunder itinstead of my regular
underwear, which could be seen.

WEell, afterward, | was astounded how much | enjoyed
dressing up inthose clothes. When | undressed and returned all
the clothes to my sister, she laughingly told me to keep the
panties, sayingthat | might have occasionto usethem sometime
again and because she’ d never want to wear them after | had
stretched them all out of shape.

| put the pantiesin my drawer, but | couldn’t stop thinking
about them. Within a few weeks | was a confirmed panty
fetishist and have been ever since. I'm very careful around my
mother and sister becausel couldn’t standitif they knew | liked




something so unmanly and something that would have been so
disgraceful to my father. However, | wasn't so careful with my
great-aunt.

| did used to help her around her house on alot of weekends
to earn spending money and because shewasgettingupinyears
and can’tdoalot of things. Oneday, whilel wascleaningupthe
basement for her, | cameacross ahuge storage box with her old
clothesinit. | was entranced, beautiful old-fashioned lingerie,
loaded with laceand ribbons. | knew my aunt wasbusy upstairs
so| stripped onthe spot and tried on some of thosegreat clothes.
After awhile, | turned around and was blown away to see my
aunt patiently standing there and gleefully watching me.

Shelaughed at meand berated mefor being asissy. | begged
her not to tell my mother and sister. That’swhen she made me
promiseto comeover to her houseevery Sunday afternoontobe
asissy maid for her and her three best friends, and I’ ve been
doing it ever since. She pays meeach week, so | have money to
show for it to my mother, but Mom has no ideawhat | haveto
do for that money!

Aunt Grace, MissTilly, Mrs. Kelson and Mrs. Braunmeyer
call me“sissy,” “panty princess’ or “Roberta,” the feminized
version of my real name. After al these years, they still get
greatly excited asthey dressme slowly, one piece at atime, all
thewhilelaughingandgiggling at melikeschoolgirls.Oncel’'m
dressed, | haveto model the clothesand strike dainty, feminine
poses for them. At first, it was all somewhat innocent. | even
thought it was fun because | loved the pretty clothes even if |
found it embarrassing to be paraded before them, but my aunt
was determined to terrorize my little mind, she had a score to
settle with my mother. So over the years, she increased the
humiliation | suffered at their hands.

Oneof thefirstthingsthey didtomelikethat wastoinstitute
aweekly panty inspection. They still doit! Themoment | arrive,
| have to change into a skirt and stand perfectly still on ahigh
stool as they gather around me. | have to hold up the skirt and
show them the panties | have been wearing that day under my
trousers. Four pairsof handstouch, smooth out and tease every
inch of my panties. They take great painsto adjust my quickly
erecting penisinto adozen different positions within the pant-
ies. They pull the pantiesup between my asscheeks, yank them
ashighasthey canaround my waist, and then neatly level outthe
leg elastics around each thigh. Back and forth they do thisuntil
I’m squirming around and insane with a need to cum. Many
times I'm near tears because all that touching and handling
keepsme so closeto cumming, but | try my best to resist letting
looseuntil they say it'sOK, becauseif | shoot off unexpectedly,
they make me eat it!

Finally, after hours of doing everything from serving teato
them to cleaning up (which they love becauseit always entails
alot of bending over in my short maid's miniskirt), they let me
cum. Usually that means shoving aplastic dick up my ass, then
pulling my panties back up and using one hand to grind the big
dildoaroundthrough my panties, whilel jack myself off withmy
other hand through the front of my panties. The moment | spurt
and my juice splashes though my panties, they applaud. The
whole afternoon they had been sitting around teasing their

pussies and each other's pussies. By that timethey're al randy
as hell. After | cum | have to go around to each and every one
of them and eat seventy and eighty-year-old pussy pie until all
those old bags are cumming, losing control and pissing all over
my face.

Oneof thoseladieshasafriend that ownsadressshop. They
take me there once every few months to buy me clothes and
lingerie. Thank goodness that the shop is closed on Sundays,
and the owner opens up just for us. It would be unbearable if
anyone could walk in off the street and catch me in that shop
trying on al kinds of girls' clothes.

Aunt Grace ownsavideo cameraand has photographed me
dozensof times. When shedies, shehasawill that will havethe
tapesdestroyed without anyoneever seeingthem. However, she
hasanew copy of her will all madeup givingthemtomy mother,
and shesaysshewill signthat will and makeit effectiveif | ever
resist entertaining her and her friends or ever try to tell anyone
what they do to me.

My aunt likes to play games too. Many times my mother
comes over to pick me up, and my aunt loves to make me wait
until thelast minuteto changeback into my regular clothes. She
really getsoff onthreateningtoinvitemy mother downearly one
Sunday for a“surprise” and expose meto her as“ Roberta, the
panty princess.”

Shocked and humiliated, | know my straightlaced mother
wouldtry toleave, but my crazy old aunt and her friendswould
grab her and hold her down while | would havethe privilege of
undressing her until she'd be standing in front of the ladies
naked. | don't think my mother hasever | et anyone seeher naked,
even my father! She'd be so humiliated and embarrassed! |
would then dress her up in matching lingerie just like me, and
we'd pose and model for the ladies, while they all laugh and
giggle at us. The ladies would then make me fuck her and my
aunt would catch it all on videotape.

Knowing my mother, she would so fear anyone seeing that
tape that she would do anything those ladies wanted her to do.
Evenif it showed her being forcedtodoit and raped, my mother
wouldn't beableto livewith herself if anyonesaw herinsucha
position.

Y ouwonder how thingsgot thisway?Y ou see, my aunt hates
my mother because sheblamesher for my father'sdeath. Hehad
been a physical wreck ever since he was a POW and one night
in the midst of winter, my mom forgot to pick him up after he
went to a meeting of the VFW. He tried to walk home but got
caught in the brutal cold, and with his already weakened
condition, hefell down and froze to death! It wasall very sad,
but hewasthefavoritenephew of my great-aunt. That'swhy she
threatensto do thingsto my mother and lovesto usemeinways
that would kill my mother if she ever found out!

Robert
Alaska
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Mommy Let Me Bea Girl -- For aWhile!

8/14/99
Dear Princess,
| never had adaddy. He died before | wasborn. When | was
fouryearsold, | lovedtoplay withmy threebest friends, al girls.
Mrs. H., one of my little friend's mommies, told me that |
shouldn'tbewiththegirlsplayingwithdolls, that | wasaboy and
| should be playing games with the boys. But | knew how the
boys played, always beating each other up and being mean to
everybody, and | didn't want to play like that. | wanted to play
paper dolls and house, so | went back to playing with my
girlfriends and told them what Mrs. H. had told me. Then |
announced that | was agirl too because | liked the things girls
liked and didn't like the things that boys did.

My friend Carey said, "But you'renot agirl. You'renot like
us!"

The only differences | saw were the clothes they wore and
that girls had long hair. Except for those things, they couldn't
convince methat | wasn't agirl too. | went home and cried and
tried to figure out how | too could become agirl. | begged my
mommy to make me into a girl. She knew that all my friends
were girls. Maybe she saw it coming. Shetold methat | wasn't
agirl, but that if | really wanted to see what it was like to look
likeagirl, she'sshow me. Of course, | wasnoddinginagreement
before she had even finished the sentence.

The next day, while | played at Carey's house, my mother
went downtown shopping. Carey's mom teased me and re-
minded methat | should be playing withtheboys. | told her that
my mommy was going to makemeintoagirl so | could always
play with the girls. She
laughed and shook her

thing on her makeup tableand how it was used. She put lipstick
and blush on me, even some eye shadow and eyeliner, although
sheexplained that makeupwasfor big girls, andlittlegirlsonly
got towear itwhen playing dressup. | wastingling with delight,
but | actually started shaking in glee as she opened the box she
had gotten downtown and pulled out some panties, aslip and a

pretty sundress.

Asshedressed me, | told her that Carey said | couldn't bea
girl.

Mommy told me, "Don't worry about them! You're alittle
girl to me!"

| told her that Carey's mommy said | would be asissy if |
woregirls clothes. Sometimessomeof themeanboyshad called
mea'sissy, but I'dignored them. | really didn't know what the
word meant, so| asked my mommy. Shetold methat asissy was
aboy that liked pretty thingslikegirlsand didn't want to play ball
games and fight like boys do. With that explanation, | knew |
wasasissy and | prided myself inthefact that | wasone. Forever
after, it didn't bother me whenever anyone called me that.

Mommy explained that alot of other people didn't like or
understand aboy who was asissy, so she cautioned meto keep
my dressing up asecret and only do it at home. And that's how
itwentforyears. Shekept mestockedwithanicelittlewardrobe,
plus she was an excellent seamstress and she made alot of nice
dresses for me. My only regret, | couldn't grow my hair long
evenwhen many of theother boysin our neighborhood hadlong
hair, because the church we belonged to was very conservative
andtheminister would havegivenmy mommy ahard timeabout
it. Still, | did wear it aslong as| could, and when | dressed up,
mommy would combit all forward and makeit asgirlish asshe

head. My little friends
giggled and wanted to
know more. | told them
my mommy wasgoingto
dress me like a girl o |
could be one too!

Carey insisted just
dressing me like a girl
wouldn't make me into
one, but | fought withher
andinsistedthatitwould,
especially after my
mommy would let my
hair grow real long. Her
mother heard usfighting
and tried to stop us, but
then told me, "No,
Timmy, putting you in
girls clotheswon't make
you into a girl; it'll just
makeyouintoasissy boy.
| criedand cried until my
mommy cameto get me.

When we got home,
she showed me every-
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could. I've enclosed a picture to show you how | looked. Init,
mommy wasmaking meadress. My aunt Cissy took thepicture.
Shewas very close to my mommy and one of only two people
who knew she dressed me up at home. Eventually, mommy did
buy meawig, but it wastoo hot to wear most of theyear because
weliveinawarm climate, and mommy tried to save money by
keeping the air-conditioning onlow. All wasfineuntil | turned
ten, that'swhen my beloved mommy turned on me. Shetold me
| couldn't wear girls clothesanymore, because| loved themtoo
much and it wasn't healthy for me. | cried when sheinsisted that
| had to start learning how to be aman. UGH!

Fromthemoment shedecided that, shewouldn'tlet mewear
pretty clothes any more and started encouraging me to do boy
things like playing sports at school. She especially made me
spend time with Daniel, her special boyfriend of about three
years. He was the other person who knew how my mommy
alwayslet medressup at home, but he never interfered. Hewas
very masculineand had alot of hair on hisbody. When mommy
wanted me to be like other boys, she had him teach me about
baseball and basketball and tried to get meto play sports, but |
wasjust SO-O-O bad. Hetried to encourage me and not to give
up, but | did give up before | even started because | sucked at
sports. Insports, theonly thingthat interested meintheleast was
wishing | could be a cheerleader. Still, | preferred to be home
cooking withmommy or something likethat. | alwayspreferred
ANY THING girly to sports or things that boys did.

Oneday, Daniel and | wereinthebackyard aloneand hewas
trying to explainto me about baseball aswewatched agameon
our little portable TV. Somehow he discovered that | was
wearingapair of my mother'swhite pantiesunder my pants. He
asked meabout them. | just shrugged my shouldersandtoldhim
I liked how they felt. Hesaid hewanted totry somethingandtold
me to go into the garage with him. Once we were inside the
garage, he told meto lower my trousers.

When| did hesaid, “ Oh, thosearenice panties. Very pretty!
Very lacy!

“Doesyour mother know you’ rewearing her good panties?”’

| shook my head, ‘No.’

“| bet they feel real good. Don't they?’ he asked as he dlid
his hands over my hips and bottom and rubbed them inside the
panties.

| nodded in agreement and sighed with pleasure.

Thenext thing | knew, hewas cupping my ballsthroughthe
pantiesand stroking my penisupand down. It felt so-0-0-0good
the way he did it. At times over the years, the girls had poked
around with my penis, but this felt so much better, maybe
because hewasaman and knew how to doit, or maybel wasso
excited becausehewasamanandnotagirl! Tothisday, I’'mnot
sure.

Just then we heard Mommy’s voice as she came into the
garage looking for us. Daniel struggled to help me pull up my
pants, but Mommy figured out what had been going on. And
when shesaw mein her panties, shestarted screaming at both of
us. Hetriedtoexplainthat hewasjusttryingtofigureoutif | was
aqueer or not. But Mommy wascrying and beating onhimashe
ran out the door. That was the last time | saw Daniel. | never
knew what happened to him.

Mommy had a couple of other men friends she dated
regularly after that, and she got them to do thingswith meto get
me interested in masculine things, like taking me to baseball
games, to car shows and to the airport to see airplanes land.
However, shenever |eft mealonewithany of them! How | hated
boy things! (How | missed Daniel andthegreat way hemademe
feel inthose silky panties!) All | remember doing wascrying. |
know | frustrated these guys, who really meant well. They just
had no clue that | wasreally alittle girl inside.

Atthat age, Carey nolonger lived by us, but | remained best
friendswith Jill and Michelle. Sowhen | could nolonger dress
up at home, | confided in them my need to wear girls' clothes.
Without hesitation, they hugged me and petted me as| criedin
their arms. Wewere at Jill’ shouse at the time and in her room.
Shejumped right up and put together a complete outfit for me
of some of her best and prettiest clothes. Immediately, the two
girls really became my best friends, and we started spending
moretimethan ever together, and whenever possible, | dressed
up intheir clothes.

Surprisingly, in my mother’s quest to masculinize me, she
didn’t makeabig deal about me spending so muchtimewiththe
girls. | think shefelt shewaspressuring meenough. Besides, we
all had been friendsalmost sincel could walk. Mommy knew |
had been sad getting over all my girly-girl things, so she was
delightedwhen | returnedto being my old happy self. Of course,
she would have objected if she knew why | was so happy once
again!

On Halloween that year, | told my mommy that | wanted to
dressup likeapirate. She said OK and made me an outfit. Then
| went over to Jill's house and changed into an extra princess
costume that she had. Her mother knew about me dressing up
withthegirlssodidn’t think anythingaboutit, and | wassureshe
wouldn’t say anything to my mommy because my mommy was
astrict Baptist and practically didn’t even talk with anyone not
of her samereligion. Mrs. K (Jill’smommy) took us all down-
town and we marched in the Halloween parade. She even took
apictureof usthat | still have. Thefunny thing about thepicture:
| wassquirming around becausel hadtogotothebathroom, and
| didn’t want to go into any of the men’sroomsin my princess
outfit afraid that boys might beat me up, so the picture that’s
enclosedisabit funny. Yes, | finally madeit back to their place
without wetting myself!

When | played with the girls, the fact that | was a boy
probably helped to make me good at thingslike jump rope and
hopscotch, but | was also more creative than the girls when it
cameto putting together outfitson either our dolIsor oursel ves!
| started liking boys too. It was so strange. | liked them, but |
hated beingone! But | told my girlfriendsthat | hated boys. They
liked that | wasatraitor to other boys, and they would make me
say how yucky boys were and how girls were SO-O-O much
better. And | really believed it, so | had no problem saying it.

About that sametime, | began wearing pantiesalmost every
day.ltwasMichelle sideaafter | letthemknow that | sometimes
wore a pair of my mommy’s panties under my clothes. They
were too big for me, and | was always pulling them up, but |
didn't mind! Michelle said wearing panties every day would
makemefeed likeagirl underneath, and| agreed! Shesaidshe’' d
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keep me supplied with clean panties, and when | returned the
dirty ones, she’ dgivememorecleanones. Thegirlsdidkeepme
well supplied and kept it a secret from everyone else! They'd
sneak my dirty ones in with their wash. | don’t think their
mommieseven knew! At home, I d just rumple up apair of my
boys' underpantseach day, put themonthefloor, stamponthem
in my dirty shoesand rub them into the carpet abit then throw
them into the laundry hamper so my mommy wouldn't be
suspicious.

Thegirlsenjoyed having measafriend becauseit gavethem
achancetolearnalot about boys. | waslike an ongoing science
project for them. They lovedtolook downinto my pantiesat my
penis, andthey loved to yank onit, pinchitand play withit until
it got hard and pushed up thefront of my panties. They never got
over giggling at that. Most of thetimethey treated mejust like
another girl, but at times they still looked at me as a boy. For
example, whenweplayed house, | still had to bethe daddy most

of thetime, even though | wore adress. But sometimeswhen |
behaved, we could have two or three mommiesin the house.

My favorite panties were silky white briefswith lace trim.
These were Michelle' s panties. She had alot of pairs of them.
They were shiny, satin-like and each pair had lace trim of
different colors down the sides and around the leg openings.
Around when we all turned eleven, the girls started wearing
training bras. Of course, they let me wear them too! | couldn’t
wear them often because of living in awarm climate. | always
worethin shirtsand the bras could be seen through them, but in
thecooler months, | would wear asweater or sweatshirtalotand
get to wear bras alot of the time then.

Michelleand Jill gradually let some of their other friendsin
onour secret of medressing up. They’ dusually inviteoneof the
girlsover and pretend to talk meinto dressing up to see how the
girlsreacted. If thegirl liked it, they usually let them know that
| diditall thetime. If thegirl didn’t likeit, they’ d drop theidea,
and usually thereafter drop them asafriend too!

Onegirl, named Rhonda, they sort of misjudged. Shereally
laughedthefirsttimeshesaw medressed. Sheliftedupmy dress
and pinched my cock and twisted my balls in my panties real
hard until | cried, saying shewanted to seeif | really wasaboy.
Then shecalled mea*“faggot.” | knew what that word meant. |
knew in my heart that she was probably right because | was
forever having crushes on various boys, but the way she said it
really hurt. Jill and Michelle cameto my rescue and told her to
leave because she was being so mean to me.

Of thegirlswetook into our confidence, | know that most of
them liked it. But when they giggled and made smart little
remarks, | was never sureif they were laughing because they
thought | looked cuteor becausel looked silly, and | wasalways
tooafraidtoask. Oneof thegirlsinmy school told her boyfriend
about medressingupwiththegirls. Hetold someof theguysand
| got teased about that for awhile, but it did die out.

When | wasthirteen, | got badly beaten up by agang of tough
ten and eleven-year-old boys! | wasbigger than them, but there
werefive of them, and they easily overpowered me. They took
meinto the bushesat the park and made metake my clothes off.
When they saw the yellow panties | was wearing they went
whooping and hollering to beat the band, like they had struck
gold or something! They wouldn’t let me aone until | had
sucked on each boy’ scock! Thank goodness (or not!) that they
really didn’t know what they were doing and weretoo young to
cum yet, but | wastotally embarrassed by it. Asmuch as| like
boys, | didn’'t like being overpowered and humiliated like that.
| can understand why rape is so terrorizing for awoman. My
mommywasTOTALLY intotryingtomakemeaboy butfinally
realized how femmel had becomedespiteher efforts. Shereally
hated it and knew that boyscalled mesissy and faggot and other
bad names. One girl after church one day told my mother right
infront of methat | liked to dressup likeagirl anditwasasin
and God would punish me! My mother ignored the comment
until we got into the car, but | was able to explain that it had
happened a long time ago. Of course, Mommy knew how she
had helped me dress up for years, so | think she meant that far
back and dropped theissue. A few times, Mom did notice some
makeup on me after | had been playing with the girls and
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couldn’tgetitall off goodenough. 1’ d
just tell her that the girlsliketo make
meuplikeaclownoranlndianfor our
fun and games. | think she bought it.
Severa times, my mommy did find
some girls' clothes in my room —
usually dirty pantiesbefore | had got-
tenachancetoreturnthemtothegirls
to bewashed. A coupleof timesl lied
my way out of it. My mommy didn’t
want to believe that | was still into
girly things, so she was always ready
to believe most any excuse | had.

Once after she found some pink
pantiesin my dresser, | told her that |
had tried them on remembering how
niceit wasyearsago when shelet me
dress up. | told her that hoping she
might reconsider and let me dress up
in the house again, but she told me
thosewerechildishgamesand| hadto
now grow up. | so much wanted that
relationship with my mommy to hap-
pen again, so | realy did want her to
catch me from time to time, hoping
that shewouldrealizewhat | really did
want and change her mind, but she
never did change her mind once she
had madeit up.

Luv,
Cissy
Sarasota, Florida

Humiliated in My Sister's
Clothesfor Wetting My Pants

2/20/00
Dear Princess,

Whilel never had to wear adressasakid, | wasthoroughly
humiliated because | was a pants wetter.

Both of my parents died when | wasin thefirst grade, and
Lisa, my older sister,and | hadtogoliveour uncleMelvin. ltwas
avery distressing timefor me. | had always been apantswetter
eventhough | had pretty much grown out of it by then. But | had
an accident one day in school and my uncle had to come to
school with some dry clothes for me. He was really angry
because he had to take off work so he brought me apair of my
sister'spink pantiesand aspair of her pink pull-on shortsjust to
be mean.

Miss Kuntz, my teacher, was kind of wide-eyed when she
saw theclothesbut dressed meinthemanyway. Thekidsteased
me about wetting my pants, but they didn't seem to notice that
the shorts were girls.' Thank goodness they couldn't see that |
had on pink panties underneath.

When | got home that day, my sister asked me why | was

wearing apair of her old shorts. My uncle told her what | had
doneand then just kept taunting and teasing me. When | got up
togotothebathroom, hekept pullingon meandwouldn't et me
go. Then hestarted tickling meall over, even between my legs.
| couldn't hold it back any longer and | pissed in my pants and
panties, all over his hand and on the kitchen floor. | cried in
shame asmy unclereally let me haveit then. He wiped hiswet
hand all over my face and called me a"baby sissy."

He stripped me naked from the waist down right in front of
my sister. She giggled like the dickens and kept pointing her
finger at me when she saw that | had her pink panties on
underneath. My uncletold her to get me another pair of her old
shortsand adry pair of panties. She came back with somemore
shortsand awhite pair of silky pantieswith some pink flowers
oneachside. | wasstill cryingwhilehedressed meinthem. Lisa
asked him why | had to wear her panties and not my own
underwear.

Heexplainedtoher that | wasasi ssy pantswetter and sissies
wear girls panties. The shorts fit me fine because they were
some of my sister's old ones, but the only panties she had were
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theonessheworeeveryday andthey wereabit bigonme. When
my uncle noticed that, he told me he'd get some pantiesfor me
inmy size.

Thenext day, hetook me shopping. Withmy sister giggling
upastorm, hetoldthenasty old crow of asaleslady that | needed
some panties. When she snidely suggested that uncletake meto
the boys' department for underwear, hetold her, "No, he needs
to have some girlie panties, pretty lacy ones, because he's a
pants-wetting sissy, and he'snot grownup enough to wear boys
underwear!"

Totally humiliated, | had to stand there while the three of
them searched through rows of frilly panties until they had
picked out awhole stack of them for me.

After that, my fate was set. My uncle teased me about it
everyday and often prohibited mefromusing thebathroomuntil
| could holditnomoreand havetowet myself. Helovedit! He'd
laugh and get my sister to tease me too. Eventually, | was a
constant pants wetter. Surprisingly, my uncle never made me
wear diapers or rubber pants. | think he liked to see me piss
myself right through my clothes. He did make me wear all my
sister's old clothes almost exclusively, but he never made me
wear skirts or dresses. My sister didn't have many of those
anyway because she almost alwayswore shorts or slacks. And
| had to wear them after she outgrew them aong with her
blouses, topsand socks, which wereeither anklelength or knee-
high. Thank goodnessthat they weren't lacy on top or anything
likethat. | did haveboys shoesalwaystowear. And my hair was
always kept short like they wear in the army because my uncle
was a ‘weekend warrior' and liked it that way. So no one ever
mistook mefor agirl.

Buttherewassomethingthat my uncledidliketodothat was
completely embarrassing. Heused toliketo make mebend over
after | wet my pantssohecouldtakeapictureof me. Oneof those
picsisattached. | wasabout nineyearsold at thetime. Y ou can
clearly seethe piss stain on my shorts and even my wet yellow
panties peeking out from underneath! All of thisfinally ended

when| wastenyearsoldand our uncleMelvindied. Wethengot
shipped off to stay with some cousins. That wasn't too bad, but
| wasahel plesssissy by thenand that'sanother story all together.

Still Suffering,
Nancy Boy
Denver

Back to School Days:
LikeaNaughty Little Girl!

2/24/00
Dear Princess,

I'm avery young man that got married fresh out of school.
Robin, my wife, who issix years older than me, suffered being
spanked by her father right up until shegot out of schoal. | think
that's part of the reason why she became so dominant and angry
with men. | loved her dearly so | didn't resist when she wanted
to bein charge. Her dominance over me began almost fromthe
moment we started dating.

Whenever she acted up in school during her years growing
up, the teacher would call her father and tell him what she had
done. Then she usually got a spanking upon returning home
from school. She, of course, would still haveher school uniform
on, so she got to associate the whole ritual with being in that
uniform and over her father's knee, getting spanked with his
hand, a paddle or his belt.

After wedated for awhile, shemadeup aschool girl uniform
for me and talked me into wearing it while she gave me a
spanking every time | committed someinfraction of her rules.
Soon after we got married, she told me that | was lousy in the
bedroom and shewanted to date other guysfor sex. Sheclaimed
that she still loved me and didn't want adivorce, so her

(Continued on page 20)
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The Evolution of a1950's TV

2/21/00
Dear Princess,

| thought you’d enjoy this.

What wasit liketo beateenagetransvestiteinthe 1950s?L onely, for onepoor lad!

Except for a few underground fetish publications, some privately circulated
manuscriptsand an occasional | etter about crossdressingin® Sexology” or someother
adult publication, therewasn’t much TV literature, and TV organizationsand support
groups were practically nonexistent. Crossdressers were considered “deviants’ and
most people thought they were gay.

Here are six old photographs of “ Sandy Mae,” atransvestite from the mid 1950s.
Inthefirst picture, he' ssixteenyearsold. Hedoesn't even haveawig, only aheadscarf
tocover hisshort boys' haircut asheenjoyshimself dressedinhissister’ sclothes. The
next two pictures (one sitting in the chair and the other standing, wearing the same
sheath dress -- see next page) were taken alittle later. He proudly wears a short wig
of artificial hair made from nylon, a horrible wig by today’ s standards, but he was
absolutely delighted with it at the time.

He continued to devel op as acrossdresser and is shown in the next two photosin
the sameratty old wig but hiswardrobe and makeup haveimproved. Thelast picture
was taken afew yearslater when Sandy Mae was twenty-one years old and after he
joined atroupe of drag queens. They advanced his appearance by suppling him with
flashy clothes, anice wig and afull makeover.

Copiesof these photos appeared inissues#3 and #4 of the 1961 publication“The
Artof Femalelmpersonation.” Aninterview accompanied thephotos, inwhich Sandy
Meae stated, “When | first started to cross dress, | was so extremely bashful to enter
women'’s apparel shops that my knees would shake. | feared that | would begin to
stutter as| asked the salesgirlsto seethefrilly panties, silk stockings and brassieres,
even though | would tell them that they were for my sister, who was about the same
sizeas| was.”

Oldie Devoteg,
Malcolm
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(Continued from page 18) dating was just for socia reasons and to satisfy her need for sex. Her dating become more and more
frequent and she even started bringing home some of her boyfriends. | noticed that they were al big, tall men and all of them
were much older than her. In fact, the men she picked to go out with all resembled her father!

These men enjoyed the situation because they got to have sex with abeautiful young woman with no strings attached! After
she'dintroduce meto her dates, she'd tease meabout bei ng awussand get thementoteasemetoo. It wasn't long beforel wasserving
drinksto them in the bedroom and answering any of their needs. Once when | complained that | was nothing more than amaid to
them, she made me go and change into my schoolgirl uniform, complete with lacy full-cut nylon panties, and appear beforethem
for a spanking.

Robin was in hysterics that night, loving every minute of it, as| was over her boyfriend'slap. When it was over, he took out
hishig, hard dick and waved it at me, telling meit waswhat my wife wanted. Robin so loved dominating melikethat, and thetwo
of them were soon prying my lipsapart and forcing meto suck on hiswiener. Once he got thoroughly aroused, he put my wifeon
thefloor and fucked her rightinfront of me. They madesurel stayed right thereand watched every moaning and swooning orgasm.
Afterward, | had to lick them both clean and thank them for letting me be a part of their lovemaking.

Robinquickly realized that shelovedtotally debasing melikethat and thingshavegoneonlikethat ever since. Shealsorealized
that sheliked watching me getting spanked even morethan doing it herself, so that soon becametheroutine: Before | was serving
them sexually, | would first dressin my schoolgirl uniform and get a hard spanking form her laughing, teasing old man lover!

Spanksal.ot,
Joan (Johnnie)
New Hampshire
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