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Dear Sissies,

Themajor story in thisissue, "Panty Torment by the
Terrible Twins' was adapted from "Lunchtime," a short
story by Byron T. Lord from "Adult Short Stories,"
(Oasis Publishing, 1969). Thisis one of our favorite
vintage stories from our private library. After more than
forty years of buying, borrowing and trading, we have
one of the largest collections of sissyboy material ever assembled, and we love to share this collection with others who
have similar interests. We have books, magazines, videos, articles, and letters as well as unpublished and privately
circulated manuscripts and photos. We sell may of our publications aswell as trade and buy from other collectors.

Our over 7,000 items are mostly crossdressing stories and publications with both heterosexual and homosexual story
lines, and they encompass every imaginabl e scenario both forced and consensual, including petticoat punishment, boys
being raised as girls, boys being sent to girls' schooals, etc. Since we collected most everything we could find on
crossdressing, alot of our material deals with related fetishes and sexual situations, including spanking, infantilism and
lingerie fetishism, aswell as female dominance, queening (facesitting), interracial domination, toilet sex, female
hormones (administered both willingly and unwillingly), castration, etc.

In addition, we have aparticular interest in 1950's silky, brief-style panties, so another major part of our collection deals
with panty fetishism, and we have plenty of panty stories and pictures of both males and females wearing pretty brief-
style panties, everything from Betty Page classic picsto custom-made photos and stories. If you don't have one of our
catalogs, you can email us at laceyppp@comcast.net, write to us at Princess Productions, PO Box 1184, Des Plaines, IL
60017-1184, USA, or call usat (847) 376-8781, and if you are anew mail-order customer, we'll send you our private

library book catalog for FREE!

Princess Online #9 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. Al rights reserved. Copyright © 1999 Princess Productions. The words used to describe these
photographs are not meant to depict 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. Neither
Princess Productions nor anyone connected with Princess Productions advocates violent or abusive behavior of any kind. While story lines may suggest violent or abusive behavior, these are
just fantasy situations meant to enlighten and entertain adult individuals who would never wish those fantasies to become reality. This publication is a fantasy 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 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. The intent is 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 U.S.A.
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A Visit to Our Website

If youdon't have a computer, and therefore can't visit us on
the Internet, on this page, we show you some of the things you
would see if you could access us online.

At our website, we have hundreds of different "web pages”
where we feature photos, drawings, letters, stories, articles
and general information. Many of these items are available for
free. One of these free "pages” is our "Gallery of Cover Art,"
which is simply a collection of thumbnail-size pictures of the
cover art from all of our 35 + publications.

The Gallery of Cover Art

Here is part of our Gallery of Cover Art. These pictures are
identical to the cover art on the "hard copy" publications that
we sell by mail-order. We also offer a purchase option for
anyone who would like full-page-size versions of the pictures to
download and print out on his own printer.

Purchasing Publications "Online"

There is also the option of being able to purchase the entire
contents of any of these publications and have them immedi-
ately available on your own home computer.

Within a few seconds of ordering (you pay for them with
your credit card through our secure banking service), the entire
contents (text and pictures just like the hard copy paper
editions) are immediately made available to you to open up,
view and read. Furthermore, you can print out any of the
articles, stories and letters you find of interest as well as
enlarged versions of the full-color drawings and photographs.

If you don't have a computer and access to the Internet, do
it now! It's never too late. Computers are so easy to use and
you'll love the thousands of pictures and stories on the
transgender websites that will become available to you.
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- “ Chicago Tribune. Wednesday, June 24, 1952
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Taxt oy Hugh Hart
Fhoto by Chirs 'Wialkor

Oh, brother
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A girl with a toy

horse — or 1s it?

OU MIGHT think you are
looking at the portrait of

an unknown girl with a

toy horse when yvou view one of

the paintings at
At Bayou

Bayou Bend,
the American
decorative arts
collection of
E— e Of
Fine Arts, Houston

The former estate of the late
Houston philanthropist Ima Hogg
— home o collections of colonial
furniture, paintings, metals, ce-
ramics, glass and textiles — was
given to the MFA in 1957 and
was dedicated as a house muse-
um in 1966,

Boy with a Toy Horse, painted
by Charles Willson Peale in Lon-
dan in 1768, was long thought to
portray a girl because the child is
wﬂm-jnﬁ:spink dress. Recent re-
search revealed, says Bayou
Bend director David Warren, that
the child is a boy and it was cus-
lomary in the 18th century for
boys to wear skirts until they
were toilet trained. The idea of
pink clothing for girls and blue for
boys is said to be a 20th-century
American invention,

If you look carefully, you can
see a bit of Peale’s humor in the
painting. In the room, over the lif-
te bov's shoulder — above the

mantlepiece — is hanging the
same portrait. A sort of two-for-
the-price-of-one painting,

Havou Bend is located at No. |
Westealt off Memonal Howrs; 10
a&.m.-2:45 p.m. Tuesday-Friday,

Phota courtesy of the Museum of Fine Ars, Houston

10am.-1:15 p.m. Saturday;
closed Sunday, Monday and the
month of August. Admission;: §4,
minimum age 14; senior cilizens
$3. Reservations required: 529-
H77d.

— PAMELA LEWIS

IF & TOMBOY IS A
GIEL WHO BEHAVES
LIKE A BOY, WHAT'S
A BOY WHO BEHAVES

LILE & GIRL?

A BIS5Y.

SOWHEH YOU MAKE PETE
1 WEAR MY DRESSES, HE'S
A SISSY. RMGHT, MO

YES, BUT FETE'S
A 5ISET ALL THE

EVEM WHEM HE WEAES BOYS' CLOTH EE:-HI
[l AMD ALTS STUFID LIKE
THE OTHER BOvS#

L""ﬁa

T

YES, BECALSE

HIM WEAR YOUR
- DIETY PANTIES
UMEFEE HIS
CLOTHES
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Last of China’s Eunuchs
Looks B K O

By Valeria Strauss
Wasringlon Poat

BELIMNG—0nee a victim of the
whims and intrigues of a cruel
emperor, 9l-rear-old Sun Yaoti
is peacefully living out his fina
wvears in an old Buddhist temple,
under the protection of the com-

munist rnment  Authorities
here =AY ﬂus China's last surviv-

5 his fate by his i

nwnl.u 15 [ate AETpY -
grished familys thirst for riches,
E::I: mu.ll-e:il u life J:n-ut;ihhjr fear
a 0 duri ia e Years
ml'J'quanJ:E red :'uﬂa of the Forbid-
den City and thereafier, when he
was forced into & society that
regarded eunuchs as less than
mEn.

“It was a bitter life in the Ching
Divnasty,” be said, his sparkling
dark eyves filling with tears and his
sieady wvoice collapsing into a
whimper. “And when we left, it
was difficult for 8 eunuch to get o
job. Nobody wanted ws™

Sun spoke in & sunny room of
the temple, where city authorities
who have cared for the remaining
eunuchs for decades confirmed
that he was the last

""I"h-tmuhg.rhrhmdermh
Erea!. protection,” said Nan

hanggy, secretary-general of the
Beijing Asociation of Relighon.

Sun also reminisced with humor
about & life that hes witnessed
some of the century’s more dra-
matic upheavals.

Bun learned when ke was 10
that he would enter the feudal
eunuwch servant class—which had
served Chinese emperors since the
Han Dhmasty (206 B.C. to AD.
220)—and underwent & painful
castratbon by his father. Because
some eunuchs became wealthy,
many peasant families sought ap-
pointments for their sons.

“l wasn't angry at my father,
We were so poor,” Sun said, al-
though he was oo young to un-
derstand the effect the procedure
would have on his life and thought
he was being punished.

He 1:1;|-|.1||;r.| 't walk far two
months afterward.

The concept was devised by mal-
e who wanted men o atlend
them snd maintain the govern-
ment bart would tolerate no source
of rivalry. To sccomplish both,
and to protect their concubines,

Sun Yaoling, B‘l is China's Innt
surviving eunuch, officials say.

the emperors saw to it that they
WETE only fully functioning
males in the court.

Eunuchs attained their greatest

during the Ming Dhmasty
1368-1644), when there were as
many #s 100,000 in eourt. Some
became fabulously wealthy and
anerlul. handling the emperor's
inandes and even raising armies
Omne eunuch was said to have
pmpssed 6D storerooms of silver
and gold.

Sun entered the Forbidden
City—the vast imperial court in
the heart of Beijing—in 1916, Five
mﬂ earlier, the Ching Dwmnasty

fallen and a new republic had
been declared, but authorities sl
lowed the emperor, who was con-
gidered the =om of heaven, to
maintain & symbolic role and
maintain his lifestyle.

Lo as China rushed toward an-
archy, the eunuchs continoed
their time-honored traditions:
serving young Emperor Pu Yi
hundreds of dishes whenever he
was hungry, tving his shoes, carry-
ing him in huge chairs, feeding hi=
animals, empiving his chamber
pot, guarding—and often  steal-
ing—his treasures. The eunuchs
were forced to perform many of
thmd- tasks on their knees, Sun
aai

Sun initially performed cleaning
chores in the Forbidden City and
atiended the chief eunuch, learn-
:in: the ritunls of his trade.

It waa a hard job, md EVEFYOnE

ed down upon me,” he said. ~1

anly could have one dish [af I'nd-d}
-nd'm [cup of] soup for dinner."

But his fortunes changed when

n an Era

Pu Yi married in 1922, bringing
Empresa Wan Rong to court. Be-
cause Sun soime  educatbon
and was clever and young, he was
gelected to be ome of a dozen
eunuchs whoe attended the tem-
romental empress. He quickby
ame her favorite, he said.

“The empress was & very Rind
wWiman. . . . | was never beaten up
by her,” he said.

Sun said he earned 20 taels of
gilver—each weighing 31 grams—a
month to pour her tea, wash her
hands and play pames with her.
Spmetimes she gave him extra sil-
ver and hand-me-down clothing.
When invited to eat with her, he
was required fim Lo form
three kowtows, the ritual i
of the head to the ground.

Im 1924, a warlord gave the
occupants of the Forbidden City
3 minutes Lo pack their bags and
leave. “We only had time to take
our personal things,” Sun said.
“The emperor just gave us our
silary and nothing else. ... We
didn't know what to do, what
‘msjﬂd mn::-if us..'l: S

mE eun took Lo ing
on the strest, where they were
taunted as sexless freaks, Sun said
he and some oiher eunuchs poobed
their money and built & monastery
in western Beijing, where they
grew wvegelables and lived in ab-
Ject poverty, many rejected by
their families.

After the Communists gained
power in 1949, the government
took the remaining eunuchs under
its protection and sent them to
school 1o learn the teachings of
Marz and Mao. Mo longer viewed
a8 deformed members of a strange
“third sex,” the eunuchs were seen
by communist society as victims
nfsll;urm mmplr:‘_inéperial IE_E]‘B-. "

n passes his days talking wit
other pesidents of the temple
wailing eagerly for his three meals
and rnd-m: books and newspa-
Eera “"He has a color TV and

ln

that & going on
nn said.

I|1 15‘35. Man said he took Sun
in a wheelchair on a return visit to
the Forbidden City, showing him
the buildings and courtynrds the
eunuch once hed coursed on his
kress,

“He wasn't nervous when we
went back,” Man said. “His com-
ment was “MNothing's changed.' ™
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"Talent Show" an adorable drawing from a 1995 calendar, showing three boys dressed as girls and singing in a school talent show.
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(TORY OF THE MONTH - MAY 1000 |
Panty Torment by the
Terrible Twins |

Chapter 1
Pantied by Twins

After school on sunny days, Owen delayed going home.
Instead, he'd stroll the downtown streets and study the
passing parade. From old broads, tightly girdled, clicking
along on their high hedls, their tits bouncing to young girls,
dressed inflitty little skirts or skimpy shorts, dancing along,
excitedly talking totheir companions: they wereall there—all
fodder for his lively imagination. He loved them all! Owen
wassureany of themwould enjoy himinbedif hecould only
get up the nerve to approach one of them. The best he could
dowasto convey hiswillingnesswith small smilesat themas
they passed.

Queers, too. These were rampant in the city. Men of al
ages dressed brightly and tightly, mincing along, hoping for
an encounter that would lead to their idea of romance. Owen
had countless opportunitiesfor these, but they disgusted him.
He sneered at them convinced that these fairies with their
weird life-style had an existence even more meager than his
own.

While he would have settled for most any female, young
or old, it wastheyoung girlscloseto hisown agethat he most
admired on hisexcursions. He had actually talked to afew of
them from time to time and got to know some of them in
passing, especialy in the park where many of them congre-
gated regularly. Hewas OK at superficia two- or three-word
exchanges, but a real conversation with one of those he
idolized was next to impossible. His mind would either go
blank or havean emotional overload. Either way, hewould be
left speechless and looking very stupid. He had few illusions
about really making the grade with any of them. Making the
grade with areal beauty was reserved for sports heroes or at
least boyswith money or acar, not wimpy insignificant boys
like himself. He had the most difficult time even getting up
the nerve to ask girlsto waltz with him at school dances. He
was sure that hewasn’t worthy of any serious attention from
any femae. Still Owen watched them narrowly, greedily
from near and afar, and he coveted them, dreaming forward
tothetimewhen he’ d beasuccessful businessman, who could
pick and choose and have any chick he wanted.

Helikedto observethem, especially at busstops. Any bus

stop would do. He changed bus stops regularly, establishing
asort of aroutewherehewasn’ t seentoo frequently at any one
place. He' dsit and watch, check out the cuteyoung chicksand
sexy older broads.

He' d watch them mincing, clicking along on their high
heels, nyloned legs flashing, tits bouncing in their urgency,
and he'd aimost drool. He'd undress them with his eyes,
ticking off what kind of lingerie he imagined they were
wearing. He' d smile or even surprise himself with his bold-
ness as he winked at the best of them, even though none of
them ever answered hissignals. He wastoo obscure for that.
Still he'd sit at one bus stop or another and hunger for them,
dream about them, look at their tits and legs and faces and
asses, and then walk home and dream of the time he could
have them all.

And so it was, on a Thursday, when he was at afamiliar
bus stop, that he saw them as they stepped off the bus. Two
young girlswho madethe matrons shopping look frumpy and
made other young girls look boring.

Both had pale blonde hair, swirling in shiny waves. They
were twins. It was obvious. All of their features matched
perfectly. One beautiful girl was something; twin beauties
were awe-inspiring. They must have been schoolgirls. They
wore astandard schoolgirl uniform of light purple skirtsand
white blouses with a narrow matching purple ruffle trim.
Owen thought hewasfamiliar with all the schoolsinthearea
and the type of uniforms the girls wore. He never saw
uniformsquitelikethese. Thetwinsworeal ot of eye makeup,
making their glistening blue eyeslook deep-set and haunting.
All the schools he knew about didn’t let their girls wear that
much makeup. Those heavily made-up eyes gave them a
sinister look. Their innocent but naughty little faces were
surrounded by a cascading mass of lush blonde hair, their
large, dark eyes peeping from beneath their heavy bangs.
Equally prominent weretheir pouty full lips, painted abright
contrasting red and looking moist and warm. Their slim
young bodies were refreshingly displayed in crisp, clean
blouses and perfectly ironed pleated skirts, mini skirts that
came down to mid-thigh, accenting their dimpled knees. The
deep pleatsof their skirtsfanned out asthey bounced downthe
stairs of the bus and jumped off the last step directly in front
of him. Thefirst girl landed with agood show of thigh above
the tops of her nylon stockings. Nylon stockings and agarter
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belt on aschoolgirl? Owenwassure hejust imaginedit. Then
the second one hit the pavement with alittle more decorum;
however, she dropped her purse with her little jump to the
sidewalk. Dropping it caused her to look at the first girl and
let out with a slight giggle. Then she bent from the waist to
pick it up. At that very moment amild gust of wind ballooned
up her skirt and gave Owen afull view of thetops of her dark
nylon stockings, scarlet garter belt and rich pink lace panties.
Hefroze in position. It was all too real, too amazing to be a
dream. Something so sought after, so often dreamt about,

couldn’t be realy happening, but he knew it was. And it
wasn't just aquick flash. That skirt seemed to stay fanned out
and upturned for the longest time, and the girl did nothing to
push it back down.

As he gaped, he became dizzy from the entrancing sight.
The skirt fell back into place, covering those creamy white
thighs and forbidden frills. Still staring, he realized that the
girl was staring back at him with ablushing smile on her face.
Helooked up at thefirst girl and saw that she had been staring
at him too, but her expression was a little more piercing, a
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scolding look like a mother would give anaughty child. The
bus roared away and still he gawked. It was a peek into
paradise, especialy erotic because of the el egant nylon stock-
ings and garter belts that they wore. Very few women wore
such exciting items of lingerie, much less schoolgirls. He
thought that only women in men’s magazines ever wore
anything like that. No schoolgirls he knew wore old-fash-
ioned garter belts and nylons. They still stood there on the
curb not more than ten feet in front of him, staring at him.
Owen sighed and looked at their little waists and the saucy
swell of their developing breasts. He couldn’t look away.
Higher his gaze traveled until he was looking again at their
dynamically beautiful faces. He blushed scarlet because they
continued to staredirectly back at him, smiling at hisconster-
nation, and now, to complete hisembarrassment, one nudged
the other and they both winked at him.

They turned and walked down the street off into the
passing crowd as he stood cement footed, staring at their
retreatingforms, looking hungrily at themfromtheir trimlegs
to their bobbing, swinging hair, aching to have been able to
answer their wink with action, knowing it was far too late.
Then, not breaking step, they turned in unison and gave him
two of the sexiest smileshe’ d ever seen. Hethrew onefoot in
front of the other and headed after them, shifting hisgrowing
peter into a less noticeable position in his trousers.

They looked back again, and he grinned back like afool.
His heart soared when they winked at him again. He hurried
to catch up, then fell back, not knowing what he’d say once
hewas at their side. As much aswe wanted to speak to them,
heknew from experiencehow tongue-tied hegot whenever he
tried to say anything to abeautiful girl. He hung back, gazing
raptly at their jiggling buttocks accented by the undulating
pleats in their short skirts. Each time one of them turned to
look back at him, hefelt hisgrin seemed morefoolish, and the
warmth in his trousers continued to grow.

Chapter 2
The Bookstore

As Owen hurried to catch up with them, he bumped into
asailor who had stopped dead in histracksto stare at the sexy
twins walking briskly down the street. Owen looked around
and realized they were leading him into an unsavory section
of downtown, where the peep shows and the pickup bars
were, an area he had been warned to avoid.

They abruptly turned and ducked into atwo-by-four store.
He followed them inside only to realize that it was an adult
bookstore. Hewastooyoungtobeinsuchaplace. Hewassure

thosetwo girlsweretoo youngto beintheretoo.

At any moment, he expected someone to come
aong and physically throw him out, but no one
did. Thetwo girlswere the only femalesin the
store, and Owen felt terribly embarrassed for
them. Men were leering at them with sidelong
glances as they nonchalantly flipped through
the kind of magazines that made Owen blush.
He had seen such magazines afew timesbefore
when some of the guys would sneak them into
school. He was getting very nervous and was
going to leave when their heels clicked over to
him and there they were, one on each side of
him, intoxicating him with their perfume and
warm proximity. The one girl held up a maga-
zine before his bugging eyes, on the cover a
nude woman was spread-eagled with a seduc-
tive sneer on her face. On the other side of him,
the other girl held up another magazine, one
with a grinning young woman dressed very
girlishly in sexy pink lingerie.
“Whichdoyougofor?’ theoneaskedinthe
throatiest, sexiest voice he'd ever heard.
Heblinked and pointed at thegirl inlingerie.
Hedidn’t even know why hepointed at that one;
both of the pictures were amazingly erotic,
perhapsthenudewastooblatant. It embarrassed
him in their presence and made him blush.
The other girl said, “Good. Buy it.”
He did so in a daze as they hovered by his
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elbow, meeting each of hislooks at them with awarm smile.
He walked out clutching the magazine, blushing furiously,
amazed that the man behind the counter didn’t even ask him
for his|D. Without saying anything to him, they clutched his
arms and led him down the street. They were incredibly
warm, wonderfully soft and quite strong, and at that moment,
Owen was completely in love with them.

Chapter 3 - The Peep Show

With asqueeze of hisarm, the oneturned to him and said,
"Let's see what kind of girlies they have here."

It was apeep show, one of those placeshe'd never beenin
before because he was too young. He hadn't even tried to
sneak into aplacelikethat because he had afear that the place
would be raided while he wasinside. How would he explain
that to his parents? And school ? But now he wasinside with
adirty book inone hand and, of all things, two gorgeousgirls
ushering him toward theline of dingy booths. Onceagain, he
felt his time there would come to a quick end as soon as
someone noticed how young hewas. At least it wasdark amid
the booths. No one could see his embarrassment. He won-
dered why those girls had taken him in there. Weren't they
ashamed to bein such aplace, amongst the lowlifes|oitering
in the entranceway? He saw how those sickos stared at the
girls in disbelief, shuffling their hands in their pockets to
rearrange their genitals in their bulging trousers. The girls
pushed himinto one of thelittle cubiclesand crowded inwith
him. The booth had a cushioned loveseat big enough for two,
set about three feet away from a screen.

"Put aquarter in," the one said, and he dumbly obeyed.

Huddled close together, he felt their cool hands on the
nape of his neck, his cheeks, his shoulders and back. They
drew him near, and cheek-to-cheek, they watched the screen
as a perky, red haired girl unzipped and unbuttoned herself
and glid out of her clothes. Her lingeriewasall whitewith bits
of lace and flowers. She twisted and turned to show off her
litheyoung body as she rubbed her handsover her breastsand
between her legs. It wasavintageredl, an old film of anaging
beauty queen dancing around in her old-fashioned lingerie.
But to Owen, it was amazing to watch because he had never
seen a stag film before. He was stunned and staring, but the
girlson each side of him only giggled and edged ever closer
to him. He knew he should get up and get out of there, for he
knew the twinswereinsane —they had to be! But he couldn't
leave because it was the most amazing thing that had ever
happened in his young life.

He felt their massaging hands move down both his front
and back until they werevigorously rubbing his hipsand ass.

"Touchus, too," the onewhispered, and hedid, trembling
with excitement as he pressed his hand against their glorious
hips and buttocks, the fabric of their skirts clinging to his
hands like a glove as he stroked, sliding his hands over their

pantied bottoms. One pinched his bottom and pulled him
closer then reached over with her other hand and cupped his
genitals. He thought he'd faint with the sudden good feelings
surging through him. Moving his hands from the hips of one
girl to her thighs, he tremulously touched he flesh above the
top of their nylons. She grabbed hiswrist and thrust his hand
up her skirt, then returned to close her hand about his
throbbing cock.

"M-m-m," the other one purred as shetook his other hand
and encouraged him to massage her soft, smooth breasts. Her
blouse had magically becomeundoneand her thinbraheld her
tits up to his dilated eyes like a sacred offering. He was
emboldened to go on, looking at one then the ather and back
again. He could look at the striptease girl on the screen with
his vision perfectly framed by the faces of the two beauties
that now owned his every breath.

Timeran out. The machine clicked and clanked to aquick
halt. He heard a coin being dropped in the slot and the screen
quickly cameback tolife. Thegirl inthevirginwhitelingerie
was now down to her fresh clean panties, old-fashioned
panties fully encompassing her hips and pulled high on her
waist. The girl kept tugging up on her panties, grinding them
into her crotch. She bumped her hipsto and fro as she seemed
to love the feeling that the tautly pulled-up pantiesimparted
to her cunt. Her fingersexplored thetight folds of silky fabric
pulled up between her legs.

Owen found himself doing things he had only dreamed of
doing. He touched the girls, their hair, their bodies. Both of
themopenedtheir legs. Hetouched their cunts, warmandvery
wet; he was thrilled to hear them sigh ecstatically as he
touched them. He took instruction from the screen, the girl
playing with her clitoris and lush mound through those shiny
panties. Immediately hewasusing that knowledge. Ashesaw
how that girl turned herself on, heimitated her and moved his
fingersin the sameway as he explored the depths of the pink
panties of the excited girls crushed up against him. Heloved
touching them almost as much as he loved how they were
touching him.

Magically, his zipper opened, their hands snaked into his
shorts, and he was shivering with delight as they stroked his
cock inwarm, smooth palms. Hefelt weak all over, much too
weak to stop what was happening to him.

He turned his head side-to-side, gobbling up hot, wet
kisses. As he kissed them he could see beyond them and get
aglimpse of the screen. The girl waswrithing in ecstasy, her
glistening fingersaudibly flyinginand out of her sopping wet
cunt still covered by her saturated panties, now stretched to
their limit as they delved in and out of dripping sex hole.

Oneof thegirlslet go of hiscock for amoment, tugged up
her skirt and skinned down her pink panties. Stepping out of
them, she used both her handsto form them into asilken nest
that she used to fully encompass his penisand balls. Through
thewarm, exotic silk she milked the swollen head of hispenis
and tickled his balls. Her tongue once again moved in and
around his ear, making him seem to dissolve inside. Thegirl
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on the screen kept shoving her fingersup her cunt through the
very wet crotch of her shiny panties. The camerazoomed in
on the livid, palpitating flesh about her oozing hole. Owen
strained every muscle to contain himself, to delay the inevi-
table. The girls sensed hisimpending discharge and let up on
their touching, switching to long, light touches instead of
rapid, deep massaging.

Owenwastoofar-gone. They hadtakenhimover. Hetried
toreturntheir loving ministrations, but found himself in such
astate of ecstasy that hewaslikealivewireintheir hands. He
had no ability to do anything except layback and enjoy what
was building into an amazing crescendo.

Now, the other girl stood up, lifted her skirt and skinned
down her pink panties. Drenched with her juices, she play-
fully rubbed them onhischest. It wasn't until that moment that
hehad realized hisshirt waswideopen, histrousersand under
shortswere completely off. Thewet nylon panties sheused to
tease his nipples and instantly harden them. She then trailed
the panties up his neck and shoved them in his face. The
wettest part of the panties she rubbed on his lips and nose.

Oneof thegirlswasnow at hisfeet. He didn't know what
shewasdoing until hefelt something being pulled up hislegs.
Both girlshad him ease hishipsup of f thebench so they could
dlide the garment into place around his hips. Of course, they
had put himinto apair of their panties. Girls pantieswithlace
andfrillsand everything! Hefelt them. They weresilky. They
werefrilled with lace. He didn't want to admit to himself that
he was wearing them, wearing something so unmanly. Owen
was nhot very muscular or strong, but he wasn't a sissy! He
didn't go in for putting on clothes that belonged to girls! He
didn't want to stop thisamazing encounter with thesefabul ous
girls, but this was getting too weird for him. He swallowed
hard and started to push the panties down off his hips.

"Oh,I...1,1 can't wear these!" he complained. But before
he could say another word, the second pair of panties was
being worked into his groaning mouth.

"Sh-h-h!" the one girl whispered. "You're very lucky,
sweetie. You're sucking on my sister's panties and wearing
mine. Don't they feel wonderful? 1 know you love them. Just
relax and let us make you feel good!"

"What the hell!" Owen said to himself. Yes, it was the
most amazing experience of hislife. These girls were obvi-
ously very experienced. He decided to sit back and relax and
go along with them. "What's the big deal?* he thought. "I'll
take them off as soon asthisis al over."

"Whew!" he groaned and almost jumped out of his seat
when out of nowhere, hefelt movement up hisasscrease, and
withan"umph!" afinger penetrated hisbutt and worked itself
around and around.

"Comel!" the girls commanded in unison. They were no
longer kissing himand whispering, but shoutingintoeach ear.
Hemoaned and wasovercomewith thegloriousfeeling of his
spermjetting forthintotheir silky pantiesall thewhilethegirl
on screen was now fucking herself with ahugedildo, fucking
herself right through her fabulously pretty feminine panties.

The girls milked him until he was dry, drained and sore, so
sensitized that he pushed their hands away and pleaded with
them to stop.

"My, my, my!" the one girl cooed. "Y ou've made amess
of yourself and our panties. We'll haveto get you cleaned up.
They helped him pull himself together. However, instead of
having him take off the panties, they had him put on his
trousers over them. They zipped and belted him up, entrap-
ping his tapped-out penis. The panties that had been in his
mouth they stuck into his pocket. Then they whirled him
about and propelled him toward the curtained door. A mo-
ment later, dazzled by the bright sunlight outside, he became
even more confused and disoriented.

"Look what you did," the one said.

Owen groaned as she held up her hand for him to seethat
someof hisshiny sperm had coated her palm. Asthey walked
along in broad daylight, she grinned wickedly and licked it
off. He was vividly aware of the throngs of passing people
who surely must know of his awful sin.

"You'vegotitall over our pantiestoo," shesaid. "Well al
have to get some new ones."

Chapter 4 —TheLingerie Shop

Owen almost stumbled and fell as they quickly wheeled
him about and marched him downthestreet, gripping hisarms
firmly and leading him asif he were alittle boy being taken
somewhere for something he didn’t understand. Satiated, he
wanted to flee from them. He had had his fun, but with them
in control, he almost feared what might happen next. He
didn’t know what timeit was, but he was sure that his mother
would be wondering where he had been so long after school.
Still, the thrills they had shown him only moments before
made him keep pace with these dream girls no matter what
time it was, no matter where they wanted to take him.

Asthey steered himinto alingerie shop, he could feel the
wet spots on the panties beneath his trousers grow cold and
sticky against his hips and deflated penis. Wearing those
pantiesmadeit particularly unnervingto beinalingeriestore,
the ultimate femal e sanctuary. He blushed at the thought of
being in this place so dressed. He had no ideawhy they were
there. He shrank from the sal eswoman who approached them.
She smiled and exchanged greetings with the two girls. He
thought he detected the smallest wink from the saleslady, but
he wasn't sure. He couldn’t be sure of anything any more.

“We'd like three pairs of panties, pink, something very
fancy. Twoinsizesix ... Theother pairin, . ..let'ssee,” she
hummed asshelooked himover. “Um, too small for women’'s
sizes, hum-m-m-m-m, | guessagirls sizeeleven. .. nomake
it twelve. That should do it.”

Owen was still in a daze. He hadn’t put two and two
together. He didn’t know what they were planning on doing.

“Yes, ma am,” thelady smiled. “| have what you need.”
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Owentriedtosidleaway astheclerk offered the sexy little
girls severa different styles of pink lace panties to choose
from. The girls turned the garments this way and that, and
examined them critically.

“These will do just fine,” the one girl said.

“Come along, dear,” the other one said to Owen.

Againthey wereleading Owenfirmly along, thistimepast
the smugly smiling saleslady, past the gauntlet of soft pastel-
colored brasand pantiesand through adoor into asmall room.

Helooked wildly around himand said, “ Thisisadressing
room. | can't bein here.”

“You already are,” the one twin said and closed the door
from the inside.

“Takeoff al your clothes. Everything,” theother onesaid.

“What! | can’t. | ...”

A small hand shot out and slapped him with surprising
intensity. His hand went to his face and tears threatened to
well up in his eyes as he gazed at them, stunned. They were
still smiling, still as beautiful as ever, but somehow, they
looked much taller, much more powerful. He wanted to say
something, but another hand appeared out of nowhere and
shoved apacifierinhismouth, alarge-sizeversion of ababy’s
pacifier. Looking down hisnose, he could seeit waspink. He
was humiliated. He opened his mouth and began complain-
ing, but the hand shoved the pacifier right back into hismouth
and they told him to “shut up” in unison. They began to
quickly unbutton his shirt.

“Helpus, youninny,” theonesaid. “ Or don’t you want us
to make you feel good again?’

Hisfingersfelt like wooden sticks as he opened his shirt
and started to draw it off. With hisarmsimprisoned, the other
one leaned forward to encircle his nipple with her lips.
Although he'd just gaculated minutes before, he felt the
warmth andtingleof thekisssuffusingdowntohisloins. He' d
never been kissed that way before—in fact, he’d never really
been kissed by any girl before. The sudden knowledge of the
extreme sensitivity in hisnipplesamazed him. Hehad to lean
back against the wall while he looked down at her and she
continued to kiss him, leaving streaks of her bright lipstick
around his nipples. He was barely aware of the other girl’s
hands working on his trousers until they dropped around his
knees.

He groped down for them, but she commanded, " Get out
of these pants and get rid of those dirty panties of yours."

His peniswas coming up again, and in the bright light of
the dressing room, hetried to hideit in acrouch ashe got his
dropped trousers and stained panties caught on his shoes.
They laughed softly down at him in his plight and he felt
totally in their power, struggling with his shoes and clothes.
Inthebrightlight, helongedtogazedirectly at their panty-less
loins hidden under their short skirts, but their gleaming eyes
held his as if they were hypnotists and he a defenseless
subject.

The onereached down and took hisfacein her hands. She
turned his head so he could stare at the other one as she took

apair of the new pantiesand daintily steppedintothem. Inthe
soundless room, the crisp, silky material hissed against her
nylon stockingsasshesensuously drew themupherlonglegs.

Her skirt went up and the pantiestook their placeto cover
her sex asshe pulled them gently but snugly al theway upand
over her girlish tummy. The moment she was finished, the
first girl took a pair of the panties and did the same sort of
dance as she sexily put them on herself. The third pair, the
smallest pair of the new pink panties, they held between them
intheir dlimfingersand advanced toward him. They smoothed
the panties against his cheek, their faces inches from his.
Their mouths opened and their lips reached out for him, and
then he was experiencing the deepest, most erotic kiss he'd
ever known. The three-way kiss had their tongues movingin
lazy strokesabout his, drawing hisinto thedance, makinghim
follow their tongues as they teased him with in-and-out
motions. While one gently closed her teeth and lips on his
tongueand sucked it, theother girl took the pantiesand moved
her hands down over his body, slithering the satiny panties
down and down. His hands were drawn to the breasts of the
girl who was kissing him. He was intoxicated with this first
real opportunity to thoroughly explore a girl's breasts. He
squeezed and kneaded them adoringly. His penis was fully
hard and fitted snugly against the warm hollow of her groin.
Hisbody wastremblingall over when shesmoothed her hands
over his bare buttocks. At that moment, he realized that her
skirt was pushed up and out of theway and hispeniswas now
throbbing asit lovingly rested against her pink-pantied abdo-
men.

The end of the kissleft him feeling asif he were made of
warm jelly. She pulled back and said, "We're going to put
these panties on you now, darling."

Henodded and stared into theface of anangel, asthe other
girl got on her knees, so close that her silky blonde hair
brushed his rigidly upright cock. He was panting, beside
himsel f with desirefor thefurther touchesfrom thesewonder-
fully masterful girls. Almost anything would send him over
the edge. He felt hisfeet, one at atime, being lifted. He felt
the cool nylon panties being put over each foot and drawn
upward. He felt the gentle bite of the elastic leg holes of the
forbidden pink panties. He couldn't suppress a moan as they
drew the panties up hislegs. Helonged for their handson his
cock again but did not have the ability to ask them anything.
Hefelt both pairsof handsroaming over hispantiesasthetwin
girls settled them properly about his hips and butt. While
smoothingtheir handsover hispink-cladloins, they werenow
standing close-up and face-to-face; they stared deeply intohis
eyes, each smiling wickedly with awide, toothy grin.

Owen'smind wasafloat in aseaof confusion, but heknew
he had to react. He had to protest.

"Girls!" he said. "Girls! | can't wear these. Let's go
somewhere so | can get some men's shorts! Please!”

"Men's shorts!" the one twin amost shouted. "You're
never goingtowear men'sshortsagain. Fromnow on, it'sonly
pretty panties or you. Right?"
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"Buh...butno!Il...I, I can't!"

Inresponse, the onegirl pushed him over
the lap of the other girl who was sitting on a
small stool. Then a quick tattoo of slapping
hands came flying down on his pantied buit.
Owen had never been spanked in his entire
life, even in school. For al their daintiness
and complete femininity, he had sensed that
thesegirlswerephysically quitestrong. Still,
he was shocked that they could get him into
position for aspanking so quickly and effort-
lesdly and hit him so powerfully with their
thoroughly feminine hands.

The next thing he knew his shirttail had
been pushed out of theway and hewasbeing
beaten with about a dozen rapid blows from
aschool cane that seemed to have appeared
out of nowhere. He moaned and groaned
from both shock and pain.

"Whereinthe hell did they come up with
a school cane?' His thoughts were running
wild. "In a public dressing room? He knew
they hadn't brought onewith them. Hehadn't
seen it in the dressing room. Had all of this
been somehow prearranged? Was this al a
dream?' Thepaininhisbutttoldhimthat this
was no dream. The sting was intense, but he
was not going to allow himself to cry no
matter how muchit hurt! Butthepainwastoo
intense, hedid starttocry. Hefelt defensel ess
against these two little feminine terrors. His
juices had been drained, his mind thrust into
anew dimension; hehad to admit that hewas
just a puppet in their hands and he had no
power or will to fight back.

Onesaid, "Promise, you'll be agood boy
now. Promise, you'll alwayswear pretty pant-
ies."

Hoping to end the embarrassment aswell
as the stinging pain, he hastily agreed.

"Oh, that's beautiful, baby. Absolutely
beautiful," the other twinsaid. "Wewant you
to always wear frilly pink panties, swestie.
That way, you'll always remember us."

Hedidn't answer, for he had no breath to
answer.

"Remember them?" hethought. " Arethey
going somewhere? Doesthat mean I'm never
going to see them again?' His mind was
getting more screwed up by the minute.

Still standing, one engaged him in an
intense kiss while the other got to her knees
and locked her mouth over his cock in his
panties, her eyes barely open as sheran her
tongue up and down the length of it, making
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the pink nylon cling wetly to his meat.

The one broke away from the kiss to ask, “Promise us
again you'll always wear them, darling.”

“Yes, promise us that you'll always wear pretty pink
panties and think of us!”

“l promise,” hepanted, and hewasrewarded with another
intense kiss from the one twin whil e the tongue of the second
twintravel ed down hisbulging pink pantiesto seek hisnylon-
covered testicles. He felt weak.

They set himonthestool and leaned himback withhislegs
spread asthe one hungrily kissed him and the other licked his
nylon-covered balls slowly and very thoroughly through the
silky panties, only to onceagainreturnto minister to hispenis.
They pulled him to the floor, then the one twin pulled aside
the panties to free his penis, and the other crawled up and
mounted him. Somehow the one was able to crawl between
hislegsand lick hispantied ballswhilethe other onerode his
cock up and down, up and down, up and down. It didn’t take
long. He was spurting. As he spurted, it drained back out of
thegirl’ scunt andintothewaitinglipsof her twin, whosehead
was buried deep into their exploding sex organs. The one
dismounted and the other cleaned up the mess with long
loving oral strokesto hisoverworked penis. Hegroaned when
she dlid her mouth off his burning dick, which was still
pulsating. Very meticulously then, they snugged the panties
up about him once more, lingering toinsurethat not awrinkle
showed on the garment. They stood up and kissed him again,
sucking his tongue like they had sucked on his penis.

They ended it with a sigh and murmur against his lips,
“You'regoingto kissusaswe' vekissed you, and thenwe're
going to make you feel simply marvelous, baby.”

He couldn’t imagine what more they could do to him. He
repeatedly clenched his fists as he watched them open their
blouses. They pulled asidetheir bras. Withtheir breastsbared,
he didn't know why they needed bras. Their breasts were
proudly upright, the undersides perfect hemispheres, the
upper moundssoft swells, small by most accounts, girlishand
sweet, but the coral-ti pped ni pplespointed straight at him, and
to him they were more perfect than any set of breasts he had
ever seenin any magazine. He kissed those breasts with deep
reverence, allowing them to move his head from one to the
other with their hands on his cheeks. He adored the softness
and warmth, the smell of their perfume and the faint but
delicious taste of their flesh. They purred words and undu-
lated their bodies under his light touch.

It took only a light pressure from their hands on his
shoulders to make him quit their breasts and go to his knees.
They stopped him for a moment and let him watch as they
opened the side zipper of their skirts and let them drop to
expose their fully-fashioned brand new pink panties. He had
apretty good ideawhat they wanted him to do, atype of love
that to him had been only a matter to joke about, never to
seriously consider.

From hisknedling position, they trapped hishead between
them. Above him they kissed each other and fondled each

other’ sperfecttitties, while down below Owenwent back and
forth eating pussy like it was the only food left in the world.
Eachgirl pulled her pantiesaside. They directedhimtousehis
fingersto godeepinto onewhileusing histongueontheother.
Then they’ d have him switch, go back and forth to simulta-
neously pleasure them. With gentle touches, low moans and
shifting bodies they taught him how to please them, how to
make them cum in their panties.

The one girl cried, “Oh baby, if you could only see
yourself in your pretty pink panties, eating my cunt. Beauti-
ful! Stay withmenow. Stay withmewhilel cum. Oh! Oh, you
adorablelittledoll withyour . . . uh-h-h-h! . . . with your cock
all bound up in your fancy pink panties. Oh! Oh, oh, oh! Oh-
h-h-h-h-h!”

The other one soon followed, “Oh, yes, darling! I'm
cumming...|’mcummingfor my littlepantywaist boy! | love
you inyour pink panties. | love your cock in your fancy pink
panties. | love. .. Uurgh! Nnng! Mmmf!”

They dragged him up by the hair and mashed their mouths
against his, sucking and nibbling madly at hislipsandtongue,
covered asthey were with their deliciousjuices. At the same
timethey wereequally franticwith their handsat hisloins, on
his buttocks, in and out of the panties, groping madly at his
flesh, tearing at his panties.

“You've fucked my sister, now | want you to fuck mein
your pretty pink panties!” the one said.
He doubted that he could cum athird time. Hewasn't all that
hard and wondered if he was at his end, but his own body
amazed himashiserection camerushing back tofull strength.
The girl shoved him back down to the floor, pulled aside the
crotch of her panties and quickly mounted him, breathing so
terribly fast he thought she was having a heart attack.

Her wordscameout in sobsso that he couldn’t understand
them at first ashewasdriven to kissand fondle her. Thefirst
girl now spread hislegs, positioned herself between their four
legs and found the room to suck his pantied balls as he drove
himself up and down on the lovely girl’s dripping, pantied
cunt.

“Beautiful! Beautiful pink panties with your beautiful
cock inthem, fucking us. It sdelicious, sweet boy! Little pink
bows on the hips and the frilliest fucking lace in the whole
worldonthesides. Thesepantieshaveyour ballsall bound up.
Y ou’ re fucking me while you were wearing them. Wonder-
ful! Your cock fucked my sister, now your beautiful pink
panties are fucking me. Now, fuck me, my little panty boy.
Fuck me, sissy! Ah! Oh, god damn!”

The other twin was madly sucking his balls through his
panties, and she was raking her sharp fingernails across his
pantied hips.

Astheqgirl being fucked felt hishardness, her soft littletits
bounced crazily and her lovely face contorted grotesquely as
another enormous orgasm overcame her, dragging him along
with itsintensity. For awhile it seemed that he might go on
coming with her forever, suspended in time, the girl between
their legs had to back off as the pink panties became a pink
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blur of motion between the pantied boy and her sister.

Whenitwasover, with agreat sigh sherelaxed and finally
released him. He groaned, completely spent, totally ex-
hausted. Hefelt terribly drowsy. He knew enough about girls
that it was at these moments that they liked to be held in a
boy’'s arms and cuddled as a fitting conclusion to their
lovemaking. But, selfishly, he wanted nothing more than to
sleepandreliveitalinalovely dream. Hestartedtorisewhen
he felt them get up, but they stopped him.

“Stay right there,” the one said sternly.

He relaxed again, closing his eyes. He might have dozed
briefly then, and hestill felt groggy when hefelt her mouthon
his. He looked and saw they had their hair in place, lipstick
freshened and their clothesin order.

He reached out for them.

“Bye-bye baby,” they said in one voice.

“Maybewe Il seeyou again someday,” the onetwin said.

“Make sure you' re wearing your pink panties so you're
ready for us,” the other one said as they left.

He was on his feet and half way out the door before he
realized that all he had on was those frilly pink panties. He
backed up and hung behind the door, only leaving it open a
crack while hewatched the girls speaking with the saleslady,
counting money into her hand at the same time. The only
wordshecould hear were, “ . . . don’t think we' Il be back. We
need aroom with some mirrors. . ."

Owen dressed in adaze, pulling his trousers on over the
pink panties, torn and sodden now, and having to rouse
himself several times from the confused wanderings of his
mind. He grabbed up the magazine, which was spread out on
the floor and was about to throw it into a wastebasket but
decided instead to stick it under his shirt to hide it. Then he
waited until the saleslady’ s back was turned to run out of the
lingerie shop and hurry home. He was amazed that it had all
happened to him in less than an hour.

Chapter 5
Finding a Friend

When he got home, his mother was there. He complained
to her that he didn’t feel good and wanted to skip dinner and
simply get some rest. Once in his room, he stripped off his
clothes and yanked off the panties, tearing them more as he
displayed his anger to himself. Those girls must have been
crazy. Girls didn't act like that. Thoroughly drained of his
juices, hewasthinking clearer than he had ever thought about
anything before. It was like he had been living in a dream
world hisentirelife and this crazy experience with these two
nymphomaniacs tore apart most everything he knew about
girls, sex and lifeitself! Disgusted with himself for allowing
themto put himinto panties, hetook thetattered pantiesal ong
with the wet panties they had put in his pocket and savagely
tore them to bits then cut them into smaller bitswith scissors
and flushed them down the toilet. He was panting when he

watched them swirl away.

Happy that he had disposed of this evidence that so
threatened his manhood, he walked back to hisroom. As he
lay on his bed the first thought that came to his mind was,
“God! | don’'t even know their names!”

For the next two weeks Owen experienced a change in
himself. He found himself more confident around girls; he
found it alot easier to talk to them. He was getting close to
asking one of them out for a date. He was sure she' d accept
a date with him. He told himself over and over that the
experience would be every bit as physicaly thrilling as that
weird day in the back of the lingerie shop. But then it all fell
apart.

He couldn’t get those twins out of his mind. He realized
that hewasthinking about themall thetime! Every girl hesaw
he compared to them. Every girl he saw he knew couldn’t
measure up to those twinsin any way. One night he climbed
into bed and pulled out that magazine he had bought in that
store, and before he knew it, he’ d torn open his pajamas and
was masturbating fiercely, but it wasn't enough. He needed
something more. He went to the laundry hamper and found
four pairs of panties belonging to his mother and sister, one
pair of hissister’ swere pink. Hetook them to hisroom. Like
arobot, he stepped into the panties. Immediately, he started
pounding on his pantied penis, sobbing out hisjoy as he did
it with his mind filled with thoughts of the twins savagely
overtaking hisbody. It was an intense cum that brought back
all the memories of those wonderfully exotic twin sisters.
Moments after he shot his load, he became disgusted with
himself once again. He tore off the panties, cut them up and
flushed them down thetoilet, hoping hissister wouldn't miss
them.

The next day he went into the girls' lingerie section of a
department store at the mall and found some pink pantieson
sale, dl very lacy with bowsonthesides. Heremembered that
the twins had bought him a girls size twelve. He quickly
found the bin marked size twelve, picked up three pairs and
stealthily took them up to the counter. Asthe young salesgirl
giggled, sherang up the sale. He almost ran out of the store.
In a public rest room, he changed into the panties and went
hurriedly to the bus stop where he' d met them that day. With
his pantied penishard and aching, he sat and waited, but there
was no sign of them.

The day after that, he conquered his embarrassment and
went back to the lingerie shop. The saleslady smiled sweetly
but said that she didn't remember any twin girls, but she did
remember him leaving the store blushing heavily. Hewent to
the dirty bookstore and asked if they’ d remembered the twin
girls. No onethereremembered anything. Hewent back tothe
peep show. Now that helooked at the booths, he was amazed
at how small they were. How could three peoplefit into one
of those booths, much less do everything he had done with
those girls in a room that size. He watched three different
movies before he found the panty cunt show he'd seen that
day. He studied the girl hard, hoping for a clue and got so
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excited he had to masturbate through his pocket,
gjaculatinginto thetight pink panties. Ashewasabout
to leave, the man behind the counter noticed him and
askedto seehisID. Owenran out withthemanyelling
after him to stay out until he was old enough to be
there. He bought three more pairs of panties on the
way home, this time from a friendly matronly type
woman in a small lingerie shop. As soon as he got
home to his room, he changed into a fresh pair of
panties and masturbated as he pored over the pictures
in the girlie magazine that he now treasured.

Every succeeding day found him at another bus
stop, looking, looking. Heno longer wasinterested in
dating girls from his school and didn’'t care about
looking at other girls and women strutting their stuff
around the city. He bought adoor mirror for hisroom
and spent hours before it, wearing only a pair of his
pink panties, turning this way and that, looking from
every anglefor what there was about pink lace panties
covering astiff cock that might have excited the girls
he adored. Numerous times, his mother, father and
sister almost caught himasthey unexpectedly cameup
to hisroom to see why he was spending so much time
in there.

Seven weeks later while Owen was sitting on a
park bench and feeling quite discouraged, he noticed
a boy about his same age also wearing pink panties
under hisclothes. At least it looked like pink panties.
Theboy's T-shirt had pulled|ooseof histrouserswhen
he bent over to tie his shoel ace, exposing ashiny strip
of pink nylon and delicate lingerie elastic. Owen
couldn't help but lean forward alittlefor acloser ook,
and when he saw the pink and knew what he was

looking at, he felt his prick uncontrollably begin to
erect.

Theyoung man noticed Owen’ sstare, and he straightened
up. Tucking his shirt back into his pants, he started to rise.

“Wait!” said Owen desperately, and grabbed his arm.
“Look!” he said, and jerked his own shirt open to show the
edge of his own panties. The young man’'s handsome face
turned crimson and he sat down again.

“How long have you been looking for them?’ Owen
asked.

“The twins?’

“Yes, thetwins! | had begun to think it wasall adream.”

“Months, I’ve been looking. At timesit seemslikeyears.
Do you know their name?’

“No. Do you know why they dig boysin pink panties?’

“1"veracked my brainover that. Doyou dig pink panties?’

“Not . .. not on myself,” said Owen, his cock fully up.

Both their faces were as pink as their panties.

“Look. | don'tlivefar fromhere,” Owensaid. “Why don’t
youcome...whydon'tyou...comeover...andwe'll talk
about it . ..”

Chapter 6 - The Cure

Together they planned how to help each other out while
searching for thetwins. Inan organized way, they divided the
downtown area into sections and took turns rotating posi-
tions. At night they'd call one another and discuss their
results. Twice Owen saw or at |east thought he saw the twins,
but they were too far away, and he lost them in the crowded
streets before he was able to catch up with them.

Then toward the end of summer, one night the other boy
called Owen. He excitedly explained how he had seen the
twins on a bus, as bewitchingly lovely as ever. He tried to
chase it, to intercept it at the next stop, but the crowded
sidewalks made it impossible. Having lost them, he was
crestfallen for a time, but then he looked up to see them
standing directly in front of him. They simply gave him an
address and told him to be there the next day, Saturday at 2
P.M. The boy was in rapture but still enough in control of
himself toask if hecould bringa ong, Owen, hisfriend, whom
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they had also initiated. With alaugh they agreed.

Owen didn't sleep that night. Instead he gave himself a
long refreshing bath, washed and ironed his clothes (includ-
ing hisnicest andfanciest pair of pink panties) and awaited his
fate. The next day the two boys met and went to the address,
an old brownstone on a fairly busy street at the edge of
downtown. They knocked. The door opened, a pair of sweet
littlefemininely made up eyes peeking around the edge. Once
inside, they saw that the door had been opened by alittle boy
in ahighly feminized state. Blushing and walking shakily on
high-heeled shoes, the boy was dressed only in a pink bra,
panties, garter belt and nylons. They asked him about the
twins.

"Do you have your pink panties on?" the boy asked with
alisp.

Both Owen and his friend nodded.

"Take off everything except your panties.”

As soon as they were stripped down to their panties, the
boy gave each of them apacifier to suck on. Then he handed
each a baby's rattle as he said, "You're not allowed to talk
without permission. The pacifiers will remind you to keep
your mouth shut. If you forget and start to speak and the
pacifier falls out, you'll be spanked.

"Therattles," he continued, "will provideyouwith al the
communication you will need. Shake the rattle once to say
"yes," twicetosay "no," andthreetimesif youwant toremove
your pacifier and ask a question. However, any question
better be a good one, worthy of the ladies time or you'll be
punished. A frivolous question will earn you an immediate
caning. A foolish or inappropriate question will earn you far
worse."

Then headded, "But youwill enjoy the benefits. Y ou'll be
withyour dream girls. Y ou'll betheplay toy of beautiful girls
and women. You'll be jerked off in your panties or made to
shoot your spunk in dozens of other ways. You'll be in sex
heaven.

"All the women want from you," he explained, "is your
absol ute submission and your cum. They don't want your talk.
They only want your company so they can play with you and
you can service them, however they desire. Thisis a special
club for women and girls who know how to treat boys. You
will besystematically milked of your spunk. Thewomenhave
it processed and used in beauty creams. That's how they make
money to run thisplace. Here'sacondom for each of you. Put
them on."

Owen and hisfriend had seen condomsbefore but weren't
very skilled in putting them on. Each boy had his panties
pulleddownfar enoughtoliberatehispenis, but they struggled
getting the condoms out of the wrappers.

With a huff, alluding to their inexperience, the little boy
(who couldn't have been morethan eight or nine) knelt down
before them, took the condoms and expertly sheathed one
over each boy's penis before helping them up with their
panties

"Well, I'vetold you all you need to know. Sofollow meto

the main parlor."

The feminine little boy paused before opening the large
double doors.

"Oh, yes, you asked about the twins. They're the officia
recruiters. They have prepared many boys like yourselves,
who have been identified, evaluated and initiated. After they
havelined up such boys, they work with therecruiting staff to
keep tabs on where those boys live and what they do.
Whenever, there are openingsfor more boys here at the club,
the twins know exactly how to find those boys and get them
here. Just like you wereinvited to come heretoday." The boy
laughed at his little joke, the pun about being "invited to
come." Then he opened the doors and directed them inside.

AsOwen and hisfriend entered the main room, they were
astounded to see a roomful of women, girls and sissyboys.
The devilish twins, as lovely as ever in dinky little mini
dresses, weresitting onthrones, each withaboy'shead buried
under her skirt. The twins were in the throws of orgasm and
didn't take notice of their entrance. But in addition to them,
there were amost a dozen other sexy young girls and el-
egantly dressed women in the big double-sized room. Within
moments, Owen and his friend were put in flouncy little
babydoll tops and girlish shoes and found themselves sitting
on the laps of two aristocratic looking ladies. Like severd
other women and girls with pantied boys on their |aps, each
female was leisurely teasing her boy's pantied dick but
otherwise ignoring the boys as they carried on conversations
with each other. Other girls were being fucking or orally
serviced by other sissyboys.

If Owen had been in his own mind, he might have been
forewarned because acloselook at the pacifier-sucking boys
revealed that they all had a stupid, blank expression on their
faces. Milked to the point of exhaustion, they languished
aboutinatrancelikestate. Any signof resistancewasmet with
aquick slap across the face or a spanking. That was usually
followed with astern talking-to then aseaof hands massaged
theboys' pantied genitalsuntil they weregroaning in pleasure
and spurting more cum.

Owen gawked as he looked around, amazed, but he didn't
even flinch when he saw one sissified boy bent over abench
giving oral sex to a second sissyboy while athird panty boy
fucked him in the ass, each wearing condoms so their cum
could be salvaged. To top it off, two little girls were beating
the boys with wispy little canes. Owen wondered what
naughty things the boys had done to deserve such a punish-
ment.

From behind them, Owen and hisfriend heard two sweet
voices say, "Hello."

They turned around and saw the twins with their skirts
held up to their chins, their pink panties with glistening wet
crotches fully on display.

The boys cried. They were finally home! O

The End
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